Christmas Eve Run 2011 - Run Britannia

A foreword of encouragement from His Rt. Hon. Sir Chris Masseve-Runne the 27th Earl of Hostelries
Hello, I realise that for all you very poor people, these are tough days of austerity.  Don’t forget  ‘We are all in this together’! That means that the likes of all of you together are in deeper sh***t than your betters, like me.   But to show how much I feel for your unfortunate plight, I too have had to make sacrifices.  I have had to cut the servants wages by half and I may have to sell one of my rollers.  Mind you I had to increase their rent quite a bit because the price of my champagne has shot up.

All these bloody ‘oiks’ are to blame for this.  Those who damn well didn’t go to a good school and come from those common families who eat chipped potatoes all day.  These damn wasters are sucking the country dry.   They have the temerity to ask for money every week from employment.  Hah! They will only go and waste it on food and clothes and such.   Bah! They should give up their time freely, so we can get the old country back on its feet.  We didn’t build an empire by walking the streets moaning about paid employment for God’s sake!  Where have all the traditions gone?  I haven’t seen a single one of the scroats raise a cap, not even an index finger to the forelock out of respect to their betters.  Mind you I do get a middle finger waved occasionally.   
There is one tradition that we should all applaud however.  Apparently,  in deepest Lincolnshire a collection  of running chappies go out on Christmas Eve and damn well run to a local hostelry to spend their last few groats on beer and a few crusts of bread.  Very touching, I think.  They will probably all expire of rickets or consumption before New Year mind you.  No matter, there will be plenty more to do the gentry’s chores.  They breed like bloody rabbits I believe.  
Anyway this tradition takes in the open countryside on their way to the pub.  They are used to the outdoors  because most of them probably can’t afford  roofs on their houses anyway.
The trouble that are all oiks to a man, or woman, for that matter and need some chaps to raise the tone a bit.  So, I  have invited some members of rather good families to go along with them and oversee them, rather like you would look after a pack of hounds, really.

Bambi Hornbuckle is a local filly, secretary of the hunt.  She could bring her mount with her and use her whip on the slackers.

Sir Cordell Firebrace 3rd Baronet of Melford  would have been a good choice but the poor chap expired in the 18th century. 

Maj General Sir Brian Wildeboare-Smith  is the obvious choice as he was a local but unfortunately I hear he died also, aged 92 mind.
A member of the Montagu-Stuart-Wortley-Mackenzie  family I thought would be keen to come as they are related to the Earls of Harrowby but they are damn hard to track down.
Now Isabella Amaryllis Charlotte Anstruther-Gough-Calthorpe is a sparky little filly but having found out she was an actress and dare I say it, a model, I am not so sure she is the right type.

Unfortunately,   Gilbert Timothy Lariston Elliot-Murray-Kynynmound, 7th Earl of Minto,  who is still going strong, is always involved with his estate.

Finally I was going to invite a family member of   

Richard Plantagenet Campbell Temple-Nugent-Brydges-Chandos-Grenville, 3rd Duke of Buckingham and Chandos

He died in the 19th century but had a daughter Caroline Jemima Elizabeth who married 
Graham  Graham-Montgomery and I had hopes of inviting an offspring of their’s to the run but my ink ran out writing the envelope.
Pity though as the Temple-Nugent-Brydges-Chandos-Grenville-Graham-Montgomerys are a damn nice family.
The runners will just have to remain a bunch of oiks!

This year they are venturing as far as Denton to the Welby Arms, named after Sir Richard Bruno Gregory Welby,  I believe.   Nice chap old Welbers.

If you do want to go on this venture then meet at Mark’s house, 14 Stephenson Avenue,  at 9.30.  
Thence it will be up to 10 miles down paths to Denton where your dry clothes, neatly packed into a suitable receptacle will await you where they have been transported by my chauffeuse.

Alternatively, for those wishing a shorter route some may wish to gather at Ian’s house,  Barrowby (37 Hurst Crescent) a little later after meeting at Marks first to arrange the time.

There will be a meal and the menu will be sent to you as soon as it is finalised. 

PLEASE get word to me (ian.fisher@virgin.net  01476 5732282 / 07811 545673) as soon as possible if you are going.
Be on time or I’ll set the dogs on you.
Enclosed is a jolly, well known little ditty usually sung with flags raised......it may help to keep the hunger pangs away........
Run Britannia 

When runners ga-ther-ed first on Chris-tmas Eve

To fi............nd a pub that met the runners taste

To find, to find, to find a pub that met the taste

That’s when they started and they all would believe

That not one drop of beer would go to waste

Run Brittania on every Grantham trail

To pubs on Christmas Eve for food and ale

Others wo.......nder at rea-sons why

They ru.........n  many miles till lungs would almost burst

They run, they run, they run  many miles till lungs would burst

The reasons are simple, they all have to try 

To sweat until they’ve all worked up a decent thirst

Run Brittania on every Grantham trail

To pubs on Christmas Eve for food and ale

Each pub must ha.......ve the Run’s rules met 

And a.........ll traditions laid down must prevail

And all, and all, and all traditions must prevail

Good food, a welcome and real fire set

And most importantly must serve real ale

Run Brittania on every Grantham trail

To pubs on Christmas Eve for food and ale
