Pre-Christmas  Quest in Caythorpe 1996
On the map of the cross country course at Sleaford recently there were two arrows.   One displayed  ‘FINISH’  and the other ‘TART’.   However, it was not made clear whether the latter referred to the place where a home made cake could be obtained or where there was a lady of dubious character available.   Surely, in these days of sexual equality there should have been an equivalent arrow labelled  ‘STUD’ ?   It was disappointing to find that there were no cakes, but  it was far too cold for any other activities!

As cold weather and refreshments have been mentioned there is only one item on  everbody’s lips.   The Christmas Eve Run !  The organisation for this has been a bit rushed, in fact the committee has only just arranged the run for a year before last and have still to decide on where we went last year!

Everything has been now finalised by the executive committee.   After much discussion and haggling, several rounds of votes and many questions posed on the internet, all the main points have been  prepared, filed, duplicated and processed using the very latest technology.   Even the French lorry drivers have broken off their strike in case they get asked along.   (As they only drink little glasses of Pernod I’m afraid they have no chance!).  

There are only now only a few rather insignificant details to be finalised.    These are so trivial that most committees would hardly bother with them.    However, so thorough are the committee members that it was thought these might as well be completed as well.

These small points were : 

Where are we going ?    Where do we leave from ?  What time do we leave ?   What date does the 24th December fall on this year ?

So it was an advanced party that set off for the village of Caythorpe to find a suitable hostelry.   The baggage carrier- in-chief was asked along on this reconnaisance as it was thought it might be a good idea that the runners and their bags ended up in the same place.

It is said that there are three pubs in Caythorpe.   This is not the case.   After a few minutes of entering the Red Lion and being greeted with  “Have you booked ?”.

It was clear that this was a restaurant that served beer, not a pub that served food.   It was tempting to reply “NO!  have you applied as a venue for the Christmas Eve Run ?”.    We made our excuses and left.    One down two to go.

The Eight Bells was next.   Newly taken over by a pleasant couple.    The landlord was a Roger Daltry lookalike (that’s the lead singer of the Who to all you none-wrinklies) and the lady was from North of the border and really needed Duncan as an interpreter.    We were informed that it was St. Andrews night and she was about to cook some Scottish delicacies  ‘haggis, neeps and tatties’.   Having been informed that a ‘neep’ was not a noise made by Scottish minicab’s horn we decided to have this as a meal.    Eventually it was delivered and enjoyed.   It takes a long time to catch those neeps this time of the year, apparently.   The pub itself has been knocked about by the previous owners and really needs a fire to warm the occupants.   It was rejected as a venue as most people had to keep nipping outside to warm up every few minutes.   Two down, one left !

The tension was unbearable as we approached the final pub the Waggon and Horses.   Was this also to be sub standard for such an important occasion ?   The small lounge bar was warm and cosy with neat wooden tables and a large fireplace, not too pretentious although it is a pity that the real fire has been replaced.   Reasonably priced food was served and the landlord friendly.   It is a nicely shaped room in which no particular table is isolated.    This is the obvious choice and the landlord was very keen on the idea of the running club arriving. (Were they pound note signs in his eyes I wonder ?)  The executive committee will be informed of the recommendation of this hostelry and the gathering of the runners will take place at 9.30 at Keith Cooper’s house I believe?   There is real ale of course at the Waggon and Horses which is essential.    Mansfied and Riding bitter,  but you can’t have everything!

