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EVERY DAY SHOULD BE A MASTERPIECE
By Dr George Sheenan

o
Editorial

I know I will never again experience the atmosphere of that Sunday morning at
4am as we waited in the square at Brecon talking in hushed but excited tones with
a hysterical black dog standing in for the civie dignitaries. "Runner Coming™ crack-
led over the CB and Woody crumpled into a gibbering heap, The chill mist of the
morning was cut by the urgent flashing of hazard lights as the convoy vehicle try-
ing to catch Mike Davies came into view. As Mike dashed towards me for the handover
I wasn't sure whether to burst into tears or run. In the event I did my first four
minute mile (for about three hundred yards), The weekend of the Castles was crammed
with heroics, humour, guts and ingenuity but the underlying quality was undoubtedly
team spirit, The prime-movers of the enterprise have been justly praised but let us
remember the help given by total outsiders to the cludb; in particular the British
Telecon Drivers and Rab Cafe, .

I must apologise if you have let me have a copy which has not been included in
this newsletter, This issue I have been inundated with articles so I will keep your
article for a future edition, Since I've been editing this rag I've discovered how
many of you are frustrated poets,

Completely off the subject I've observed a growing trend towards members not
wearing club vests when racing, What's wrong - do you want to be individuals or
something?

Ed
Cagtle Crossroads

Downing my final pint in the Bluebell, I roared basso profundo, "A flagon to tnke
back to the Castle", Even Scattercash was impressed. At the receptions I espyed
Mayfair Mileage gliding among the civic dignitaries: the toast of Morganstown Drill
Hall, But the flagon parked alongside the Chateau bottled wine reminded him that
the proletenat were abroad, As the midnight hour struck handsome, wholesome Cleall-
Harding (our front man) started the relay. Your reporter followed in the landrover
with second string Robert Cole, He was impressed by my grasp of literary concepts:
even more so by my supply of lubricant, "Stats" Aston brought down imprecations upon
the head of Barbara Wooghouse as he leapt through horses, sheep and frogs, but didn't
manage to catch anything,

There was a slight hiccup at Brecon. After s little light vandville from a
manic Scattercash, the whole bus was asleep, dreaming about the return of Capital
punishment, Powis Castle was interesting. Lord Powis was the embodiment of Lord
Emesworth, a character created by F.G. Wodehouse, whose sole aim was the nurture of
a huge sow called the Fmpress of Blandings, In this case it was an oafish boxer dog
with a drooping hether 1ip, Pugsley the butler (for it was hei) took exception to
our lads rinsing out the baronial teapot and lightly buttering the odd crumpet,

Pugsley took particular exception to the back style of the Trapper "the Strapper",



The Butler mistook the aristocratic pose for dumb insolence., The relay sped on in
a race against time (Sunday Opening!g

Scattercash, "King McNaughton and 1 repaired to the Rugby Club to await the
mighty McGeogh, Scattercash, ruffled at not receiving the sort of acecolade custo-
mary at Barclays' Whitsun heat, protested loudly at having to borrow fifty pence to
gain entrance, The chairman relented and called for a jue. The jug was an enamel
milk churn, containing at least a gallon of foaming ale. The "Kinz" went for rein-
forcements whilst a fast fading Scattercash and I martyred ourselves for the good of
the club,

I noticed that "Mad™ Prendergast returned early. Possibly because he missed
the jackbooted discipline of Von Wood, who was our manouvreg, but probably because
he had forgotten his Dennie the Menace membership wallet, That night Jim Thorn
(well known sage and onion) gave a Ciceronian address to his %troops on the benefits
of a mutually shared culture, All the while drinking everyones beer, thus proving
that it begins at a very basic level., I avoke with Flashmans boot in the small of
my back, and understanding why Busby prefers telephone wires, Just in time to see
that maestro of maintained standards, Mayfair Mileage, disappearing into the ablu-
tions with his doggy bag. I tried to eneage Jim Thorne on a2 point of cultural inter-
est but he was holding his head: meditating no doubt! A good weekend.

If anyone should find a tenner that looks like a fiver but is actually a2 quid,
contact Scattercash, Will Butler baiting ever get into the Olympics? Is the Strapper
too refined for Les Croupiers?

Stroller

BRISTOL MARATHON

Have Coach Will Travel - That was Les Croupiers motto on July 25 when a 'coachload'
of have legs will travel marathon men made the journey across the Severn EBridge for
the Bristol Marathon, After paying Howard Brown £4 I was allowed to hoard the coach
at the roundabout by the Inn on the Avenue. The first person I noticed was our club
captain, Jeff Wood, but he didn't notice me as he was engrossed in his News of the
World, I was lucky to find a seat and finally settled behind Doug Mends and Luther
Williams hoping I'would be sble to find out their plan of attack, Alas, the talk
drifted back to greatey days of Roath Harriers, Norman Horrel, Sidney Wooderston,

A1f Jenson and Bill Pryce. (Pryce with a y not an i), As the coach sped swiftly on
its way Howard Brown could be seen playing with his worry beads while Errol Alexis,
who had insisted on a seat near the window, could be heard chanting the club's battle
cry. Throughout all thies Fred Hooper was enjoying his Condor moments, We arrived at
Bristol with two hours to spere and I spent this time looking for Gordon McIlroy who
had my race or competitor's number, With the time of the start rapidly approesching I
got worried so filled in a form and mot myself another number, As soon as I had done
this Gordon's private helicopter could be seen hovering above the start and down he
descended to present me with my original race number, With 2,500 other trained to

the minute athletes, I found myself facing the starter. I glimpsed Howard Brown, out



of the corner of my eve, chatting up one of the three Gay Lih chapnies that had
entered, And how splendid they looked with their blonde hair, red vests and white
underpante, I also spotted Derek Davies the Welsh over 45 marathon champion, It
must have been nearly 20 years since I last raced against him; There were other
faces from the past too like Keith Brown and Dilwyn Reynolds., Then we were on our
way and the sun came out to greet ue,

About eight miles I caught Kejith Brown, Luther Williams and Doug Mends, Doug
and Luther were running alongside the lovely Leslie Watson and between them they
were spinnine her quite a line, "I always wanted to meet you as I've read so much
about you", I heard Doug remark., I must have gained about a gquarter of a mile over
Doug and Luther at each feeding ststion, I would grab a quick drink, but Luther and
Doug would stop for a coffee break, I reached the halfway mark in one hour twenty
four minutes and thought that a sub=three hour run was on the cards despite the scor-
ching sun, However, by the time I got to 20 miles in 2 hours 15 minutes I knew there
wag no way 1 was going to beat three hours, In fact when I stopped for a drink at
this point and the pavement appeared to sway up and down I knew it was just 2 ou~s=-
tion now of trying to get back in one piece, At around twenty three miles Leslie
Watson sped straight past me but this time her lovely little bottom didn't do any-
thing for me, Henry Williamson, author of the classic Tarka the Otter, once told
mes "All aspirants should suffer mortification". Well I was certainly suffering now
though not quite in the way Henry had meant., The last couple of miles were real
torture and it wasé all I could do to put one foot in front of the other, I don't
mind admitting that I prayed to Saint Jude, the Patron saint of all over-the-hill
long distance runners, to get me back with body intact if not mind, At last the
finish was in sight and the overhead clock told me that I had clocked 3 hours 4 mins
and 18 seconds, However, the frightening thing is that this is not the end.........
It is just the beginning!

Brian Lee

64 Oakwond Ave,
Cyccoed,
Cardiff,
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