Wolds Veteran Runners Club

Newsletter – January 2005

It was with deep regret that we learned of the sudden death of Josie Revell’s husband Brian whilst on holiday in Benidorm. Brian was intending to run the half marathon but unfortunately this was not to be. Although we very rarely saw Brian at the club he was a very generous sponsor of many of our events and in particular the Weelsby Wood Fun Runs. Our deepest sympathies go out to Josie and her family.

Date for your Diary

C

aptains Handicap is now confirmed as Saturday 7th May. Registration will be at the Blacksmiths Arms Car Park, Rothwell. A “new” course of about 5 miles with a little bit of everything – so no excuses for not taking part! First runner off at 11:00am. Race Awards presentation and a light lunch (included in the entry fee) will be in the Blacksmiths Arms immediately following the event. Your Club Captains will “allocate” your handicap times. Bribes are not acceptable!!

Croxby Crawl
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Benidorm

C

ongratulations to Jennie Clark on completing the Benidorm Half Marathon last November in a creditable time of 2hrs 31 mins. Gary Coulam fueled on San Miguel cantered round in 1hr 23mins. While Dave Edwards apparently meandered around the same course in 1hr 43mins.

John Phelans “Big Bang”

J

ohn Phelan was asked by the editor of a new athletics magazine “Masters Athletics” if he would contribute an article for their 1st issue. John has kindly sent us copy which appears at the end of this newsletter. Please take time out to read of his hilarious experiences with a dustbin!

Communication

T

he previous issue of this newsletter included a plea for you to update us with information such as change of address or telephone number and more importantly your email address if you have one. So far the response has been “iffy” to say the least. Can we call on you once again to supply your details – pleeeeease.

Your involvement in the Club is important to all members and to the continued development of the Club.  We want to be more pro-active about sending you Club information - fixtures, entry forms, newsletters, functions & events, championship tables, requests for help and general useful information.

Much of this can be sent by e-mail – so we need to have on record your e-mail address. Help us to update members contact details by e-mailing Steve Green at stgreen@ntlworld.com giving your home address and day/night telephone numbers.

If you do not have an e-mail address then PLEASE just write down your home address and telephone numbers at the bottom of this sheet and send it to:

David Tector

Recognition Express

3 Venture Business Park

GRIMSBY

DN31 2UW

PLEASE NOTE: In keeping with the Data Protection Act, none of your contact details will be made available to any other party, either electronically or in print.

My name and contact details are:

Home Address….

Tel No………………………………………..

Email address……………………………….

Something Different?

S

teve Green maintains a comprehensive Race Fixture list which is available on the web site or on the club noticeboard. The list includes all your club championship events. However you may wish to try something different and Mick Hall recommends the following events -:

9th Jan Halifax “Pennine 10K” A tough hilly course.

30th Jan Hull “Ferriby 10” Fast course.

6th Feb “Dewsbury 10K” A fast classy race. Enter early – 2500 runners last year!

20th Feb Pocklington “Snake Lane 10” Another fast and popular race.

And for the real enthusiast why not enter the “World Masters Track & Field Championships” to be held 22nd Aug – 3rd Sept 2005 in San Sebastian, Spain. Mick says it would be a “Once in a lifetime experience”. All age groups are catered for in 5 year blocks. It is the same venue were our own Jane Weston set her indoor 800m record of 2mins 1.1 secs Further information can be obtained from Wendy Dunsford, 12A Salisbury Road, Grays, Essex, RM17 6BQ or tel no. 01378 391895. Entries close 23rd May! 

December Dash 

A

good turnout in the 3 mile dash but disappointingly a poor turnout in the Fun Run. Were have all the youngsters gone? Once again generously sponsored by Links Taxi’s every entrant in both events and marshalls enjoyed an Xmas Chocolate Selection Box. Those that went to the Honest Lawyer feasted on Mince Pies and the majority went away as Raffle Prize winners!

Awards Presentation/Xmas Party Evening

A

really good time was enjoyed by all that attended. Many went away with either an award or raffle prize. In one case it was 11 raffle prizes!!! However for one “lucky” Namecard winner it wasn’t quite that good –         Namecard “winnings” = £25. Gave ½ to the wife (cos he loves her) left with £12.50, less £2 as “investment” on the card, less £1.60 for the price of a pint for Bob Crancher who actually picked the winning name. Then to crown it all his wife drank so much celebrating his win that she was unable to drive him home. So the “winner” had to spend £6 on a taxi. The £25 win actually ended up being a meagre £2.90. The moral of this tale? BEWARE THE NAMECARD – there is no such thing as a WINNER

Turkey Trot

An excellent turnout of 90+ hardy “athletes” turned out for the annual Turkey Trot which returned to its original start/finish of the Cleethorpes Pier. The race started by our Club President attracted several Fancy Dressers including a Christmas Tree. Even Cinderella managed to drag herself away from the ball to jog along with her handsome Prince! 

THIS SPACE IS RESERVED FOR YOUR CONTRIBUTIONS!!!!!!!!!!!

Please forward any articles for inclusion to any of the following:-

John Hudson

Steve Green

David Tector

Exploding Dustbins By John Phelan

In 1954, Charlie Smart and Arthur Whitehead of Belgrave Harriers got together to organise a Christmas morning race on Wimbledon Common.  Having seen similar events in post-war Germany, Charlie chose a 30-minute paarlauf as the ideal event.   A surprisingly strenuous choice for a Christmas morning; especially as when it became locally very popular later on, runners would end up doing 7 or 8 times approximately 800mts stride outs, with only about a two minute recovery on each, jogging back across the centre to meet your partner finishing their leg.  However, I did see many a hangover magically fade away during those 30 minutes.   Gordon Pirie ran the race in 1960 and the list of international runners that have sped round those roads since would fill this page.


But of course, runners being runners, an element of rivalry and competition began to enter the relaxed pre-Christmas pud run.   Partners began meticulously selecting each other, training for and resting down for the race and having early nights on Christmas Eve!  Inevitably new records were being set each year and the event was becoming just too serious and too competitive.   So from then on, runners were split up into A standard and B standard runners and partners drawn out of a bag just before the race.  The total distances run did drop from then on; but not by too much, because quite frankly, standards were so high in those days, that many B runners of that era would win open road races these days.  


Organised with military precision during, (and since) the Whitehead era, I can recall only a few tiny little ‘blips’.   At the end of 30 minutes, runners fix their numbers on the side of the Common where they finish.  One bright spark fixed his number to a parked car, and (sods law) inevitably, the car drove off before the recorders arrived.  Another time, two partners inexplicably found themselves running the same leg!  I found myself one of those involved in the one and only time there was a mix up in the timing.  A huge bang used to go off at 28 minutes and no takeover is allowed from that point.  That year, the bang went off at 25 minutes and all running at that point set off striding all out to maintain their position in the final 2 minutes.  All runners will understand how we felt as the ’2 minutes’ dragged on for a further three!  We had to be scraped up off the road afterwards.


A more serious incident happened in 89.  The ‘bangs’ I mentioned came from some explosive device electronically detonated in a couple of dustbins full of holes.  At least, that was my conception of what happened, as I’d never taken that much interest in the timing side of the race.   It seems that just before the 2 minute warning, the wiring in the dustbin came adrift and Arthur was desperately trying to rewire it as the seconds ticked away.  Now Arthur had to have his hands rebuilt after an explosion on D-Day and wasn’t at his best fiddling with thin wire.  Mindful of the time, he screamed to some unfortunate volunteer to press the detonator before he’d really had got clear of the bin.  Eyewitnesses after, said the result was something like a cartoon with Arthur’s blackened face minus his eyebrows glowering at the poor unfortunate runner, who subsequently was never allowed to live the incident down.  And we’re all sure Arthur’s hearing was never the same again either.


Now Arthur’s safety was paramount as he was most certainly a locally irreplaceable treasure and the call went out for a volunteer to blow the bins the following Christmas.   I was prevailed upon because I was a fireman and therefore, ‘must know all about explosives’.    Yeah, right…some people must believe all they see in the movies.  Nevertheless, I had no hesitation accepting, viewing Arthur’s condition - and promptly forgot all about it.  


Christmas 1990 was almost on top of us before I slowly began to comprehend that far from just turning up on the day and pressing a detonator as I’d fondly imagined, I was now Officer in Charge of the whole timekeeping set-up.  The second worrying revelation to hit me was to be told that we’d run out of the explosive devises!    These, I discovered for the first time, were theatrical maroons.   


So December the 23rd found me wandering around London’s theatre land searching for these maroons.  Eventually I came across them in a small warehouse up an alley in Soho.


“Yes sir, we stock them…what size d’you want?”

Size?  These things have sizes?   I had a sudden vision of Arthur dryly commenting after the race, ‘Phelan’s bangs were really rather feeble.’  


“The biggest you’ve got!”


That sorted, I got back to the Cottage (our HQ) and dragged down the old dustbins from the loft. These were holed in the side to allow the gases to escape and over the years, rust and explosive power had weakened them so much that one of them fell to bits as I pulled it down.  I got even more anxious examining Arthur’s cowboy, Heath-Robinson like fittings inside the remaining bin.  I could see how the explosive device was supposed to detonate, but I was amazed that it actually did given the chaotic set-up and was in no doubt there must be an element of good fortune involved each year.  It was too late now though to do anything other than buy a brand new galvanised dustbin on Christmas Eve. 


Drawing my curtains Christmas morning, I could see heavy rain and sleet.   Arriving at Wimbledon Common, the common itself was starting to resemble a lake and the roads we run on looked more like rivers.  A strong, bitter cold wind hit me emerging from the car and through the sleet, I could see Mike and Dennis in the distance, looking like drowning rats, marking out the interval points on the side of the roadway.  I gloomily reflected that these were the worse possible conditions I could have faced  to set off my pyrotechnics.


Inside the club’s dressing room, secretary Ollie Beard was busy on the paperwork for the race.


“I don’t expect many will turn up on a day like this,” I commented.  That’s a thought, too few to bother with the bins?    I sat down and waited.


Then suddenly, the dressing room door was pushed open and virtually the entire Kenyan national cross-country team, led by Ngugi, Mutwol and Chelimo trooped in!  Blimey!  I could hardly believe my eyes or begin to grasp the implications of this extraordinary new development.  


Ollie though, seemed unfazed by this apparently huge compliment being bestowed upon our fixture and calmly requested the usual £1 entry fee for each runner.  Considering any continental organiser would have willingly paid about £50,000 worth of appearance money for that team, the accompanying Kenyan officials were taken aback somewhat, but paid up cheerfully enough.


It was when I heard Ollie explaining to these same bemused officials the rules of the race, emphasising the ’big bangs’ that ended the proceedings, that I suddenly realised the stakes had been very much raised involving my participation in today’s proceedings.  


This had now become an international event with all the implications that new element involved.  These ‘bangs’ must now occur, come what may.  Failure would now mean colossal National loss of face.  A diplomatic incident?   Questions asked in the House?   Jeers echoing across the Rift Valley?   Calm down…I was getting a bit paranoid.  But still, my future at the club was now on the line as I wouldn’t dare show my face there again should I now botch up the traditional Yuletide detonations.


Despite the conditions, a surprisingly large bunch of competitors turned up and quite a few spectators as well.  Partnerships duly drawn from the bag and a bit delayed, the A runners set off on the first leg.   Time to carry my bins out onto the saturated grass verge and attempt to keep the vital parts as dry as possible with what bits of plastic sheeting I’d managed to scrounge.  I was a bit concerned about the new bin as I hadn’t been able to find any implement that would bash holes in the side to let the gas escape.  The galvanise was very tough and I could hardly even dent it with any tools I found at the club.   Still, the maroons didn’t look that big after all and surely the open top would be sufficient.  I’d bash holes in next year.  


I had some time on my hands during the early parts of the race, and could watch and admire the Kenyans flying around their part of the course like…well, Kenyans I suppose.   The partners they’d been allocated though, were not exactly flying along and to everyone’s surprise; the Kenyans weren’t leading the race.  Ngugi might have won, but approaching an early handover, his cap blew off and the wind took it way over the common.  The cap must have been important to Ngugi because with his partner left gaping and his teammates whooping delightedly, Ngugi turned and went splashing across the common all out to retrieve it.


Time ticked inexorably away and I prepared for the count down.  As if I didn’t have enough to worry about, the uninvolved Kenyans and some spectators were taking an intense interest in all my preparations and were crowding around the bins, watching my every move.  I removed the lids and the rain poured in onto my hopefully protective sheeting.   I could see the maroon I’d wired up hanging beneath Arthur’s Mickey Mouse fittings like a mini atom bomb.  Was water getting to it?   I wired up the 9volt battery, shielding it from the sleet and covering it with an old shopping bag.  It was almost 28 minutes.


“Get back, out of the way!”  I yelled at the onlookers.


Did my voice betray some uncertainty?  They didn’t move back much at all.  To hell with them.  I pressed the detonator.


Three things happened simultaneously.  There was a giant explosion that must have been heard throughout all the surrounding boroughs, the dustbin rose up and blew apart at the seams and the ‘rubberneckers’ jumped out of their skins.


I didn’t have time to reflect on what had happened as I urgently turned my attention to the back-up bin.  As I’d also wired up a maroon in there, luckily, all I had to do now was change the battery connections.  30 minutes were almost upon me, and I looked around.  There wasn’t a soul standing anywhere near the bin this time.   There was another huge explosion that predictably finally finished off the old battered bin. 

I felt like doing a lap of honour, but half expecting half a dozen police cars to roll up, I immediately started to clear the ‘evidence’ from the side of the common.  Our Christmas bangs must have become something of a tradition locally, because we never received a visit from the Bill.  The Kenyans at least seemed impressed by my efforts, jabbering away amongst themselves and studying me with certain awe; but the only comment from our side was from our treasurer, bleakly commenting that we’d have to purchase some new dustbins.


Some time later when everything was clear and I was chatting in the dressing room, a runner emerged from the showers, eyes popping out, and motioned me to look inside. The Kenyan’s warm down had been a very swift 

7 mile run round the perimeter of the Common.  But even then, there was still something of a queue for the showers when they got back.  One of them had discovered the mains (icy cold) water hose we used to wash down the shower and they were using it to spray each other down.  They didn’t have goose pimples, but I did just looking at them. 


In the area set aside for refreshments, our excellent caterer, Jo Wackett was also gob smacked, but equally rather flattered.   Apart from the punch and mince pies, Jo always brought along lots of delicious hot sausage rolls. The usual crowd was often reluctant to pile on the calories before the dinner awaiting them. Not so the Kenyans who had discovered the rolls and were devouring plate loads of them like vultures.  Sausage rolls must be a rarity in Kenya, because they seemed to associate these rolls the with mince pies and the punch, calling them ‘Christmas sausages.’


At least it gave them all something to write home about.  The bloody English weather, the delicious Christmas sausages they served up in Britain - and also the incredibly advanced explosive technology we possessed!


These days, the club use klaxons to sound the final warnings.  That could have saved me a few grey hairs.
Colin Wright has informed us that due to work commitments he is no longer able to organize the famous Croxby Crawl series. Hopefully Cleethorpes A.C. will continue to hold the events. Watch this space for any updates














