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Good Better Best
Never Let it Rest
Till your Good is Better
And your Better's Best

Ted Williams (and Australian Folk Love)
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Editorial

What a party! The evening air held the strains of music as elegantly clad young
ladies and gentlemen glided serenely across the marbled floors of Barry Plastics
Clut on the night of L.C dinner dance., Could these polished graceful creatures
be the same we are used to seeing, sweating and spitting around the streets of
the Capital? It was a far cry from the back row of the 0ld Arcade, All went
smootnly thanks to Mel's hard work., The guests enjoyed themselves; Steve Jones
had three helpings of gateau and the Astons had to get Securicor to take their
prizes home, The only blight on the whole evening was the display of drunken
brawling by the male members of the newsletter team, They will be disciplined.

After reading the Ladies Corner last issue I looked at the membership list, Out

of a membership of over 160 we only have eight ladies, with the start of the cross
couniry season four months away. So there are two appeals to the lady members,
Firstly will all ladies try and run all the Gwent Leagues whenever possible and
secondly to recruit more ladies, I1'm afraid this rests mainly with you girls
because the fairer sex when they are out running get suspicious of men asking them
if they want to be in the club, (Sarcastic Comment - I thought this was a male
club and that you were not interested in having women to compete with - Jacqueline).
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Two acknowledgements I omitted last issue: The article on the cross country season
was by Rob Evans and the item on the Club Championships was by Jeff Aston (but
you probably guessed that).

Ed

London Crossroads

Pondering upon Scattercash's powers of resource, I pocketed my Persil rail voucher
and boarded the bus to London, The journey was as smooth as the soles of Dennis
Mileages running shoes, The hotel was described as 'spartan', but such praise was
unwarranted, It was run by the Adams Family, and explored a new dimension in Con-
tinental breakfasts; called bread 'n' jam in splott! Registration was akin to
watching Maldwyn doing speedwork, or waiting for Scattercash to buy his round,
Aftertreating his chums to tea at Portnum and Masons, Stroller repaired to
the theatre for an evening of cultural bliss, This drying out process was under-
mined by the ministrations of Adolf Wood who had a taste for a brace of stout, The
St Joes contingent downed their customary gallon and wondered what the fuss about.
In the jemboree before the race our boys remained unruffled, Scattercash cut
a dash by wearing the new Adidas money belt with meccanno racing train, "Flashman"
Tresilian, the bully of the remove, wea seen to indulge in a dose of flexible ros-
tering, and “Lege™ Davies was having difficulty on deciding which ankle was going
to collapse first, I narrowly escaped being trampled by "Minder" who galloped
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through his pre-race dressage, Le Grande 'Boffo' Kennedy chewed on our old Brains
beer mat, Mad Prendergast, already upset because he missed cutting the Darth Vader
mask from the Weetabix box, was obsequiously listening to Adolf Wood's strategic
masterplan. John Thorne, our beloved treasurer had the grim lovk of a man with a
recently purchased trophy case, I must remark on the wonderful condition of Tar-
quin, my advice upon the wearing of boxing gloves, obviously hit the mark.

The runnerspast such well known landmarks as the Tiger Brown Memorial Sponge,
and "Legs™ Davies smirked as we went through Traitors Gate., Our lada and ladies
ran well, led by McGeoch who ran like an oiled machine, and followed by others who
were too well oiled. At twenty two miles Boffo spotted the lovely Liz and ploughed
across the field like a beserk bulldozer, to drain the proffered bottle of Brains
Stout,

The medals were magnificent and everyone on that day was a winner. The Apres
race festivities meant a coruncopia of imbridled sensuality. The highlight of the
weekend was 'legs' Davies kicking open the bstwing doors of the Prince Edward and
ordering everyone onto the bus, Stroller did not flinch knowing that a pint of
stout in the right direction would make even Minder's deputy waver in his duty (and
so it proved!)

There have been offers of sponsorship from the BElue Boy Gay Cinema and Sparta-
cus, the Wrestling teashop, Has Jacqueline Hulbert, who has been nominated for the
Noel Gordon award for pith and wit, prevented Dylan Bloggs from getting the first
electric bardic chair? If John Huggins and Handsome Howie were locked in a Hall of
Mirrors, would they ever notice each other? Will "Legs™ Davies defect to Argentina?
Sponsorship forms availatle, Why won't they let Boffo in the Milk Race? Is Dave
Who related to Dr Who?

Stroller

Monster From The Deep
(A Spine Chilling Saga From Scattercash)

It was a peaceful night, illuminating the Black Alps under whose slopes count-
leass men and boys had slaved for a few pence and a lungful of dust, The streets
quiet after the last few bingo playing locals had fallen out of the club and wended
their unsteady routes home, Home to a sloping terraced abode bedeched with momentos
from miners fortnight in Porthcawl, a plastic framed photo of the local choir, a life
size poster of Barry John next to a sticker saying "Don't Blame Me, I Voted Labour®
upon which a dart pricked effigy of Maggie Thatcher stood, and to crown it all a sign
which read "Help Dai the Brick., Burn Down A Cottage™, So the little valley town
packed itself off to bed to get itself ready for the next run of the mill day. Tired
eyes closed in anticipation of sweet dreams, a grand slam next year and the taking
over of Welsh Brewers by Erains,

The night wore on but the locals didn't seem to be getting their usual peaceful
sleep, In bedrooms, restless bodies tossed and turned, nudging each other and mutt-
ering something about it they'd heard the rumbling? "No, go back to sleep, your
imagining it"., "Don't be stupid, it's all that bloddy bitter you've been drinking".
"Don't think you're getting your leg over with an excuse like that", Some even put
it down to the animals from the visiting circus, whose cages were parked on the common.
Yet the more they tried to sleep the harder it was and as time passed the rumbling
became louder. Was it an explosion at the pit? No, the alarm would have been raised,
Low flying aircraft? tanks? russians? What the hell could it be? Anyway, after
checking water pipes, mains, emersions, boilers and all other household appliances,
they turned to bed in utter confusion, As it became louder a slight tremor could
be felt, was it an earthquake? Beads of perspiration glistened on perplexed browa,
Hands clutched bedsides and chair arms with the same vice like grip as Paul Wheeler
landing in an aireraft, (If you want to know how tight that is, they tried prizing
his fingers away witn a crowbar, In the end they gave up, unbolted the seat and told
him to take it with him), Husbands and wives embraced each other for the first time
in years, Children strangled favourite teddybears and honeymooners held on and enjo=-
yed it,

Minutes that seemed like hours ticked by. Pictures tilted at different angles,
False teeth rattled, cups dances on shelves, Surely it wasn't the start of World
War III? 5till it became louder, Windows tinkled and the local glazier danced a
jig. The priest kissed his rosary and hailed Mary but she was having nothing to do






