Christmas Eve Run 1997

Five+ Go on a Run 

The assembled friends stared gloomily at the old map.   “Well  chums, it looks like we are beaten this year and no mistake.“   said Jake.   “Yes, two days before boxing day and nowhere to go”  piped up Paul.

As you know, each year the chirpy crowd set off to explore the surrounding countryside on a nature trek.  Taking samples of Mother Earth’s fruits as they go.   A piece of bark here, a leaf there!   Calling to the fauna in their native tongue as they go.   “Chirp Chirp! “ to robin redbreast,  “Baa !”  to the little lambs and  “Bugger Off! “ to any stroppy people who may challenge the right to travel an ancient right of way. 

Traditionally the jolly friends have sought out a wayside cafe that sold good fare and luckily had always stumbled across a welcoming inn with a name that rang of years past and tucked in to cream buns and pop and such like.   Hostelries with names that included Ducks, Bells, Windmills, Lions.   They had always had such super adventures, at least those that could remember said they’d had.   Unfortunately there did not seem to be any unexplored territory left, nor any interesting inn names to visit.  They had, it seemed, exhausted all possible  combinations.

They stared at the map again,   all with heads in hands,  and a sigh of failure was heard.  “Oh where can we go chaps ?“ said Keith C.“Perhaps somewhere called Maltby ?”.  “No, thats too far,  how about  Faultby ?”   “No, there’s nowhere called that. “  Just then old Jake prodded a wizened finger at the map,  “Look chaps, there’s a Saltby !”  Spirits rose as they all peered at the small place.   “If only there was a café there or somewhere we could gain refreshment !” They all said.   “Yes with a name like ‘Fag’s Bed’  its about the only name we haven’t been to”.   “Or Lag’s Shed “  chipped in Chris.  They all groaned again, no such luck.   The Hols were soon to be over and no adventure this year. 

“Wait, chaps” said Keith   as he poured through an old discarded magazine usefully titled ‘Hostelries to visit on Christmas Eve Runs’ ,   “There’s a Nag’s Head at Saltby!!”   “Hooray” they all cried,  the run is saved.   “Yes,  we can stop for some tea and jam tarts, won’t that be a wheeze”.   “Or even some of that other nice stuff called ..erm .. Ale ” chirped up Chris.  “Steady on old chap”  said Willie the crag in his best Glaswegian accent, “you know how that stuff affects your running “what you need is a steaming hot bowl of porridge”.   “And a nice early night with a glass of hot milk like Janice makes”  said Paul. “I don’t drink anything else now!”   “But that ale stuff it is such a lovely golden colour with a creamy head on top, delicately flavoured with the richness of malt and the tang of hops and leaving an aftertaste of perhaps spicy cinamon or fresh orange and the promise of Springtimes to come.” continued the old man with eyes  glazing in reverie.  

“Oh all right then, just this once”  they all chorused and down the road they skipped chortling merrily as they went, eager for another adventure.

