Seribg’s gye vigw

Date:- 5th September 1999.

Run No:- 294.

Venue:- The Red Lion, Stathern, Leics.
Hare(s):- Scrooge.

‘Crasn, Bang, Wallop, Shame T didn¥ get @ picturel

Have you ever had one of those days, one of thofe days where you think that
maybe, just maybe yow’'d have Stayed in bed, well thiS must have been cne of them...

I arose out of my bed, only Semi-hungover £rom the nights B-B-Q feStivities
the night befcre, to find that the good wedther had, as promiSed, Stayed all
weekend, 85 did Mudflaps, Buggel and Malteaser.

Obviously the £irSt order of the day was to get Some fluid down our neck$,
and, as most of the beer bad gone, I had to Suffice with corperation pop, filtered, not
Shaken but Stirred...

wOn gazing out of the window, Several beams of Sunlignt Smacked me clean
on the back of the retind, which wouldn’t have been foo bad if the eclipSe was going
on, 88 I'd have Somefhing to blame it on, but a5 we wele eclipSeless, I put the
grasping of my head and eyes down fo the tremendous headache that I was Sure I
would gajned during the days eventS..

&S the little hand pointed o the ten, and the big band gradually made #'S
way 1o the twelve, we all wondered whethel of not we would Teceive $hat phone call
off of BarTitone asking for a Liff, of had be gone away.

«.T'wo minute$ o, Ring, Ring’, “nello it’s BAITy hele..”, of course I presumed
bhe was phoning Yo ask £or a |ift, Tather than breaking into conversation.so T offered,
the Selvice to him, $0 which he told me that he'd come up to uS..I informed him hat
we'd be leaving at 1015 on the dot..

~Ten fifteen came and went, iTied $o phone, gob the bareline me§sage, ten
twenty came, and T went, but 8 T was pulling out of the drive, T Saw thi§ Straggly
naired Silhouette down the end of the Toad, Standing Still..”What i$ he dejngl..

&S we approached him, we ncijced that there was a fair ameunt of bloed
jntermingled within the uSual amount of Sweat dIipping off hi§ body.he MusH have
ovel exelted himSelf {Tying to get to u§ in $ime.no that wasn’ the caSe.he'd
actually decided that he SubStitue himsSelf as @ ‘crash test dumbie’ and bad thrown
him$elf thlew the Tedl windScTeen of 8 parked Volvo.much, T must Say, to the
annoyance of iy ownerl

«K$ BarTitone Stood, there, bent bike, dented pride, and @ windScreen to pay
for we Sped off, Mudflaps in tow, fowards Stathern, a place T recalled from a City
of LefcesSter hash..noh that hill again!

wMudflaps ain% renowned for her directional Skill$, nor hel' keeping up with
Blow! SKills, a5 Several times we had to pull over and awatt the arrival of the Red
bublet’s.



deribe’s ¢ye vigw

Hof, and, why did he bother!

~AlTived at Stathern with @ minute to Spare, that i§ @ minute o Spare before
Tom decided to $hrew both biS breakfasts up all over the pub car park..watched by
many 2 pale faced hashel.

wEntered the uSual, “Hello, how are you..” Routine, making Sure that 1
approached the hare and asked him about the only memory of Jtathern that T
had..’that bloody hilll.."That’s later!”, he replieS..

wLhe temperature by thi§ time MmuSt have edsily been in the late fwentjes,
early thirtieS..a bit like Mudflaps.

wThe early pace was Surprisingly gentle, with only mySelf and a couple of
cer drivers fopping thirty miles an houl.but T was Soon ovel tock by the TeSt of the
pack, 88 T Tecced a field that only had the one blob of floul.but hedded for “that
il

wBfber what Seemed like twenty $i¥ mile§ of $armac, we reached a check, by
the Side of @ canal.tblee blob§ left.thlee BlobS Tight, and thlee blob§ Straight
hedd...now he wasn} going to make thiS eaSy..luckily Durex found the ‘Tight” wary..

Swan leak

wBS T turned the corner of the canal, T was greeted by the Site of Jetslag
Yool in nand leaning over canal, doing and impressicn of “T'he Mannekin Pis’..when
question Bbout hi§ choice of location, he informed me 1hab he was admiring the
Swan$ a5 they swam gracefully down the canal..yedh, of wa$ it mere the fact that
you couldn’ walh any longel..ay least the Swans Saw the funny Side...

Killing field

wThen all T could hedl was Dulex’s voice and a pair of waving arms in $ui$
field of majze.but by this time T was just totally drained, and I'm not Sure
whethel' f was the fact of the heat, the length, of the fact ¥ was up a bleedy hill,
by T just had to walk at thiS Stage.temperatures must have Scaled ancther degree
of ten @5 the Sun climbed highel into the Sky, and a5 we climbed bighel up the field,
we could See the TeSt of the pack StTung out £or mileS, but thi§ didn’t deter us frem
leaving them behind..

~The 1rail then tock u$ down a diS—uSed railway, full of the uSual
nastieSwand I don’t mean JetSlag..even though he was the £irSt Yo venture down the
embankment, i{ Seemed 2@ Safer cpticn than Yo wreStle with the bramble bush, like
which Durex chose o partake..
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‘Boy’s on the black fop’

~Funnily encugh, we'd actually managed to find Some more tarmac, 8 nice
long, demoraliSing Stretch of Hwduckily #hiS didn% lead o the ‘Bloody nill’, bt
wasn’ far off H.but a5 we plodded on down (or was it upl) ¥hiS Toad, and the Sun
belted down, mirages of bars kept appearing, with tall glasses of jce cold beer
awaiting cur parched lips, and maidens wafting cecling £ans, to tending fo cur
every need..then they faded away as we knew they mus have been dreams, because
you know how Tare i i that women get the £irsy round ine.

‘Hold on 8 minute’

ES T Tan across the parched and baren Lands of Stathern, T noticed Jetslag
running off in {o the distance like thele was no tomolrow, Little muSt he have
realised that the end of the world bhad pasted by with little incident..So crawling on
my nands and knee as £ast as 1 could, #Tying to catich bim up o make him bhave 2
nolding check..d$ he finally Tealised what the words, “Jetslag, noldl” meant, he
turned back and Stood and awatted the arrival of the TeSt of the pack..and
wottedumand waited.and waited.£irst Doc Crippen and Leo, who immediately
decided to go off a ‘check it cut’, RAS ten @ penny, next was Teo Tuf and
PleasuTe Gnome, and the poctly Lucy, who I iTied to encourage o drink, by Showing
bel how it was donewbut She just seemed, Yo igncre my belp..

Pleasure Gnome at tbis point decided on what Seemed a very late New
Years resolution, “Tnat’s i She cried, “T am giving up Smokingl.well See, She
didn% also Seemed that cenfident in hel marathon bid anymere a5 She Slumped to
the greund, and decided that She'd wasted the eleven pounds endTy fee..

el we neld 1 a5 long a8 we could, and as Wallingion gob within two
pundred meters of u$ we went off a checking..Doc Crippen choo§ing the wrong route
even thoudh he'd teSted the ground, not fen minutes earliel..at this point, with that
Bloody wiWl In frend of ul, Teo Tuf and Pleasure Gnome decided to leave us,
Semetbing about tipping Some stagnant watel ovel @ baby’s head to inveke ©'S
ChIiStian believeS..

“T'he man $hat climbed @ hill, bt came down 8 mountain.

wwWell it had £inally come arcund, that bit that we'd all not been wailing fcr
ep, that bleody hill..“On On” Shouted Durex, of Should 1t have been “Up Up”, a5 the
aradient got Steepel and Steepel, and the pace got Slower and Slowel..and the
Shiggy got ShiggieT.but then, all of @ Sudden, It leveled aut, why welen’s we going
all the way, T know fou like tof, was Scroege being kind, well let§ net question it
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ay, and So we headed on down that vast mountain, at @ pace only liken able to a
heald of mountain goatS TuShing to calch Yhe numbel ten info town on @ Friday
night, back to {the welcoming Sight of the hoStelly, of was this JUSt ancther
mirage.."Well TU have a pint of your £inest mirage, pleasel’..

‘Little bow Scrooge has Lot his pack..

«Bit by bit the flock returned 4o the welcoming hostelry, all leoking worn out
and, Suffering £rom 3 total lack of beer, So a rip Straight o the bar was reqm'rec[ {o
boost Life back into moSt of them...

T counted them all out, and I counted them back again’

«Bpary from two, and we watled, and we walted.well we watted a8 good
balf hour after Big Pout bad returned, and there was Still no Sign of Creamy
Bristol of Tom CrufSe... was getting @ bit worTied, 85 the Lager and Coke that T'd
bought Yhem bad, $tarted to go flat, and 1 was also getbing conSciously concerned
that...l might have fo start my car up and waste Some djesel trying to find them...

w30 T Sei off in one direction, and Wet Wet Wet Sef off in exactly the Same
Sort of diTection, chvicusly thisW narrow the Search down, then again the ten Bir Sea
TeScue helicopters that the local bobby had phoned in might have mere luck..where
they werel.

~They were last Seen..at the canal, turning back to the pub, So dredging
began. S this carried on, I followed the roads as far as T could to the field
entTances where hoalds$ of police tTacker dogs began Sniffing the 4rajl, in a hope that
they could pick up on the Scent...

wl Teturned 4o the pub to give everycne the news, only fo find 8 wailing
police car, and my heart skipped a beat, ‘Oh god no..not ancthel Speeding finel.

wl then decided to follow the trafl backwards, just in case they’d carried
on..and $ule enough, who came huriling down the hill..Creamy and Tom..ibe Search
was called of, and the circle began...

«Down Down§ went as fcllows:-

Sereoge....Hare... Hot, bt why did he bother’
Mudflaps..3itting in the circle

Big Phut..BelTy picking.. Exclusion Zone’

Blowl..Confusing pecple in the Ratted.. Mis-Leader’
Creamy Bristels..Not returning to the pub.. 'Mis-L.eader 2°
JetslaguBirth of Nicholas..'Sperm Bank'

Dec Crippen..BarTitone Stand in, and welcome back...

Penned by Blow!



