The Christmas Eve Ghost Run 2006
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Be very afraid all ye who run on this 24th day of the month of December.  For there are ghoulies and ghosties on the prowl and their presence may be sensed in certain hostelries in the area.

Dare ye venture forth to seek visitations from another world?  

If so you must be clad in the traditional ghost hunting garb of brightly coloured lycra tightly fitted about one’s person.  On thy head will be set a jaunty anti-demon cap of a woolly makeup and on thy feet will be bound the most important foot coverers.   Firmly tied should they be and impregnated with aromas to ward off evil spirits.

Start at the house of the White Witch of Great Ponton and full of Grace is she.  Then, venture carefully down dark and untrodden windy ways into the spooky depths of the Lincolnshire countryside.  Strange happenings have been known on such paths.

Weird creatures are afoot, covered in curly white and tempting those who pass with their mournful bleatings.  ‘Mint Sauce’ to their hellish cries I say!  Do not linger, even around the attractive ones, especially if you are Welsh or come from Yorkshire.   A strange being all clad in red and with a fearsome beard may fly overhead in a chariot pulled by great horned beasts.  Demons have been seen to lurk in ditches before disappearing into the sky.  Clocks have been seen to go backwards and people known to have thrown themselves to the ground uncontrollably.  

We seek the lair of the strangest creature of all…..

…..The Blue Dog of Sewstern!   [image: image2.wmf]
This is a most cunning beastie.  It entices unwary folk into its hostelry and sends its familiar in the form of a scruffy white terrier to greet them.  Once its victims have been ensnared in its lair they will be tempted into imbibing strange brown liquids.  These are pleasant on the palate and set a craving for more in those who partake of them.  The brews will mysteriously disappear at an alarming rate.  

The Blue Dog has never been seen. It is said that those who do see it are trapped inside its lair, cursed to drink its intoxicating liquor forever!  The familiar has one last surprise.  For whenever anyone tries to leave too early it grows large fangs and attacks them.  

Be very afraid and tread carefully, you never know into what you may step.
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Only the brave must meet at the covern of Grace of Great Ponton on the date that falls between the 23rd and 25th days of the 12th month at exactly the witching hour of 10.00 a.m., give or take several minutes,  precisely!

All ye who are to tarry for a sup and victuals when the Dog is found, must give notice and tender their choice to Ian, knave of Barrowby, as soon as possible.  

A menu is being circulated even now.  

(Sorry, fresh toad and bat is off !)
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