Christmas Eve Run 2003

The Lords of the Christmas Eve Run

1.  The Fellowship of the Run

One run to test them all

One run to knacker them

In one pub they’ll drink it all

And in its darkness find them

In the village of Irnham where the Griffin lies

2.  The Two Thirsts

There is an old Grantham expression “In Irnham, where they learn ‘em”.   Which is very apt for all those participants who are new to the Christmas Eve Run.   

Christmas Eve runners must be educated in the ways of the Run.  

A Run conceived so long ago that almost nobody remembers when,  or indeed why?   Its beginnings are mysterious and set back in the pre-history of Grantham when there were several places where a stranger could go to find beverages of wonderous flavour.

Each Christmas Eve a quest is completed to a strange area where civilisation comes in liquid form and the only noise to be heard for miles around is the sliding of foam down a glass.   

So sought after is this quest that only an invited few are ever able to make it.   These being:

Members of Grantham A.C.

Their friends and relatives

Anybody who is willing to buy a round of beverages

Anybody who turns up on the day and is able to Run the required distance (about 10 miles)

Anybody else who is able to get to the destination in any other way but aren’t able to Run.

There is a thirst for finding a good traditional hostelry and a thirst for a beverage when it is found.   

Thus the quest encompasses  two thirsts.

3.  The Return of the Drinkers

Always a triumphant end to any Christmas Eve Run, we think.  

Not many people have too many memories of this part of the quest.   Many think there are magic carriages that suddenly appear,  to whisk away the runners into the night (well, late after noon anyway).   Nobody really remembers.  It is all part of the mystery of the Run.

One drink for the old pathfinder off to New Zealand

One drink for Keith whose house we will be starting from

One drink for the baghandlers in their chariots

[image: image1.wmf]Two drinks for new pathfinders Chris and Keith who have forged the Run on countless Sundays

God knows how many drinks for the ones who arrive…

……..in the village of Irham where the Griffin lies

N.B.

For those who have long white beards please be careful not snag them on the fences and leave your tall pointy hats at home.

If you have small legs and big hairy feet, please take long strides and wear trainers.

Orcs and Wargs are NOT welcome they keep eating the runners
