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“Behold!   

For I would like to bring you Glad Tidings of Great Joy”.   

Unfortunately,  Mr and Mrs Tidings say that it is too far for their daughter Gladys to travel all the way from the village of Great Joy to participate in the Christmas Eve Run, so she is going to miss out.

Nevertheless, “ On this day was born this Great Sustainable running event,  thereafter known as the birth of  G.Sus.”   

And there will be more than three wise men (and women) who travel from the East (and West and all over), to find the start of the run.

And there may be shepherds in the fields but nobody knows why because there won’t be any sheep around.  And they will wonder at the mighty throng of runners as they fly past.   They may hear the slightly less than angelic host singing merrily as they travel,  songs like “O little town of Grantham” and “Once in the Angel and Royal’s Sitting Room”.

And they will search for an inn with a stable landlord that will be hospitable enough to accept them, and they will look for a bright light over the door so they will know where to go in.  They will bring presents of mud, a raging thirst and sweat, for the host who hopes they will not stand around like a lot of animals.

For those participants please, preferably,  get word to Ian of your intention to run or turn up, with change of clothes in bag at  

at 9.0 a.m. prompt (ish) on some day between 23rd and 25th December (not inclusive).

Wise men please tether camels at the back as they make a mess of the path and frighten the neighbours.

Pilgrimage is a distance of 12+ miles (little donkeys not included!)

� EMBED MS_ClipArt_Gallery  ���





� EMBED MS_ClipArt_Gallery  ���








[image: image3.wmf]_1005135370

