Christmas Eve. Run 1996 

The Case of the Virgin and the Exploding Fireplace

Several fell at the last hurdle in qualifying for the Run this year.   Roger failed the temptation test.   He was offered the choice between a meal with two attractive females or a twelve mile run in a strong wind.   He failed the test miserably.   Keith C. was also given  the choice when his boss (first name Ebenezer) decided that he had to work.   Moves are afoot to send his boss regular hauntings of the ghosts of Christmas Eve Runs past!  Dave suffering from milk crate syndrome also had to work.   Paul and Janice were off again,  the most travelled pair since Ron Hill’s trainers.   This year it was to check out the Olde Red Dragon, Bangkok as a possible future Christmas Eve Run venue.   As always, letters will be sent home to the parents of those none attenders with a caution of  “.. could do better”.   Tony P. was hemmed in by turkeys,  Arthur and Phil were somewhere else.

So it was that the six met at old Jake’s converted bike emporium as the sign had been seen in the sky above the chosen pub.   The sign was unmistakable, a slightly rectangular, amber coloured icon with a frothy head on the top.   The promise of such things was enough to spur on the runners to a just reward at the end of their journey.    But many dangers and difficulties lay ahead, and there was a virgin amongst the six!

Yes it was Tony’s first time on the Run.   Of good Bottesford stock was he, but despite that we still believed he would manage the ordeal.   He was worried about venturing into the unknown and well he might have been.   Who knew of the terrors that lay in the wild and unexplored territory between Grantham and Caythorpe?   There were hills, they say, where bewitched runners were doomed to run up for ever and never reach the top!   Wild men on tractors with large dogs that fed entirely on stray runners and giant cows which forced you to run through poisoned cowpats.

Despite all these rumours, Tony the virgin and the rest braved the elements which provided a strong cold wind coming  from some direction but always ending up in the corners of runner’s anatomies  where it wasn’t required.    ”Be gentle with me ....” was Tony’s plea as Jake set off in his usual ‘take no prisoners’ style.    And so it was that his companions were gentle with him.   In fact he hardly knew he had done it in the end.   

The route had its usual charm in exploring parts of the countryside not previously trodden by six runners on Christmas Eve before.    ‘Minute Hill’ was one of the landmarks.   A bit of a misnomer we feel. Perhaps the route should be named ‘Two Hours path’ which was about the time it took to get to the destination?   Duncan did his best to shelter Tony from the wind but with his mind firmly set on a plate of porridge at the end of the run,  it was hard for him to concentrate.  Chris had started his marathon training and pranced up and down the track covering twice as much ground as everyone else.   Keith was as dogged as ever and flushed with success from a season of prize winning runs.  The man of Barrowby is just old!

The Waggon and Horses at Caythorpe has two bars.   One with real fire and loud music, the other and a small cosy looking lounge with a gas fire.   The landlord was welcoming and provided a fine array of victuals and good beer.   However, as a little more warmth was required a request was made to the landlord to light the gas fire.   Upon this request the blood drained from his face and he gave that ‘ have you gone mad ?’  look.   His reply was “but it might explode ?”.    Of course, how stupid of us to ask, we really should have thought of that.   It certainly would be a first for the Run to end with the pub blowing up !   However, as Keith’s teeth were beginning to sound like a set of maraccas we insisted that he took the risk.  

He approached the task by moving sideways, crablike, sneaking up on his target as if to take it by surprise with a lighted match held between trembling fingers.    Woomph! up it went, a definite conversation stopper.   The landlord retired from the scene, visibly shaken but relieved that his pub was still standing.

Tony had gained in confidence since breaking his duck of Runs.   The assembled crowd had indeed been gentle with him and he is now a ‘man of the World’ as they say or at least a man of the Lincolnshire countryside.   The advice given to him included “don’t worry it always hurts the first time”.    We think the earth moved a little for him.

Jill, Sue and Jean were also missing.   We all knew they were pretending to have fun elsewhere when really they wanted to be leaning against the bar in a quiet pub quaffing pints with the lads. (‘Lads’ that is in its widest sense!).   Sheila represented the female side of the club and came to rescue Tony from further punishment.   However, she had arrived too late and although Tony was a shadow of his former self he had started to show signs of enjoying the ordeal and had taken readily to the liquid consumption side of the Run.

Finally, the B.C.C. (Baggage Carrier in Chief, that is,) arrived to convey home as much assembled baggage as she could find.   They went quietly.   However, her other half thinks that the task is becoming far too easy for her as the bags are delivered by car each year.   A request will be put forward to the committee that she should set off next year a little earlier and deliver the bags manually.   Of course this may mean several journeys.

The ‘96  Run was another success.   The route was conceived and ably led once again by old Jake and had its own charm.  Long may he take on this task.   The participants of Keith M. ,  Chris,  Duncan, Ian, Jake and Tony were sated once more for another year.   If you are passing Caythorpe and wish to visit the pub you can’t miss it, the landlord has no eyebrows !

