Honiton RC Spring 2010

The Honiton Running Club newsletter is produced at irregular individuals and the frequency is
dependent on the contributions from the club membership.

The Final thoughts of Chairman Plow?

Like Ships that pass in the
night; my new levels of, relative,
anonymity were short lived with
the preparation of this newslet-
ter and various other little
chores. Before passing this col-
umn on to Chairman B it’s time
for a brief thank-you to those of
you that have supported me in
my roles as Club Secretary and
Chairman over the past ten
years, thank you all!

JB is about to go through a par-
ticularly busy time in the next
few months, the additional
workload, in addition to his ex-
isting jobs, will take up a lot of
time. | know that everyone one
will offer him support as the
club takes whatever new direc-
tions are deemed appropriate,
thanks in advance for support-
ing him.

For me, one of the most re-
warding experiences in the past
few months has been the
preparation for the “peaks”
walks in June. Attendance at

NEWS FLASH!

During the first meeting of the
newly elected, Honiton Running
Club Management Committee
(otherwise known as, The Imperial
High Command), a time-bomb

these sometimes gruelling
walks (Dunkery Beacon and 17
miles springs immediately to
mind) has been particularly
good and rewarding for all con-
cerned. Thanks to Nick for co-
ordinating these walks and or-
ganising the Three Peaks event,

also to lan for preparing alterna-

tive walks for those of us that

have difficulty making the week-

end walks (paddles?).

On the running side of things
our Sports Relief event has
really put Honiton RC on the
sporting achievement map and
also the uptake for the Hippo is
very encouraging and on the
verge of upstaging the Honi-
Ten. The recent Blackdown
Beast was a terrific success
with all participants and | am
sure the forthcoming Black-
down beauty will meet with
similar approval. Thanks to Alan
who designed the course and
liaised with landowners & publi-
cans to ensure a right of way

All attendees are under suspi-
cion; other than, the newly
elected Chairman..

The previous Chairman, Mr. Paul

and appropriate refresh-
ments.

Lilly Helston has been “flying
the flag” for the club and the
juniors; representing the Club
& County at the World Cross
Country Selection and the
National Cross Country Finals
in March. Lilly will be heading
off to compete in the London
Mini Marathon later this
month representing the Club
and Southwest Region. A
budding star in the making?
Well done Lilly, us “old folk”
are watching and supporting
you, keep up the great work.
As the field of committee
experts, lan, Alan, Nick et al
depart to devote their energy
to other rewarding activities, |
hope that the 2010-2011
committee will continue to
oversee the continued suc-
cess of the club in all
arena’s. Good luck to you all
for the coming year(s) and
thanks for your support.

would like to make it abun-
dantly clear that the new Chair-
man, Mr. John Burgess, has
my full support; indeed, | am
confident that when he has
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PILL TO END WRINKLES

Leastwise, a group of scientists claim that they have de-

signed a pill that they say has been shown in trials to

bring a dramatic slowdown in the ageing of skin. The sci-

entists developing the pill have based it on lycopene, the
red carotene pigment found in tomatoes. They combined

it with a form of vitamin C and isoflavones: chemicals
extracted from soya beans. All three ingredients are pow-
erful anti-oxidants which, scientists believe, help protect

tissue against damage.

However, it is worth mentioning that the pill has been
developed by the confectionary giant Nestle and L’Oreal:
the world’s biggest cosmetics company.

The pill, called Inneov Fermete, is already on sale in cer-

GENES NOT JEANS ARE WHAT MAKES YOU
LOOK YOUNGER

A combined group of researchers from the University of

Leicester and King's College, London, have pinpointed a
gene variant that might show how fast people’s bodies are
actually ageing. The researchers say that the findings could
help spot people at higher risk of age-related iliness.

The scientists found that people carrying the variant had

differences in the “biological clock” which is within all their

cells. Commenting on this, The British Heart Foundation said

that the findings could offer a clue to ways of preventing

heart disease.

The question is: is your biological clock running fast or, is it
running slow; and, which way is the best way for a P B; espe-
cially if you want to run the Grizzly rather than merely look

grizzly?

HAVING A HAPPY HEART HELPS

A recent study suggests that being happy and stay-
ing positive may help ward off heart disease.

U K researchers monitored the health of 1,700
people over a 10 year period and their findings
were that the most anxious and depressed were at
the highest risk of heart disease. The researchers
could not categorically prove that happiness per se
was protective, but said that people should try to
enjoy themselves. But other experts (possibly mis-
erable ones) suggested the findings may be of lim-
ited use as an individuals approach to life was of-
ten ingrained.

tain European countries: with a British launch yet to be
announced.

The current cost is about £25 for a ten day supply. The
manufacturers say women may not notice a difference
for three months.

Isn’t frankness wonderful?
Isn’t capitalism wonderful?

How reassuring it is that no female members of the
Honiton Running Club will need this product for at least
another thirty years.

LONG TERM FITNESS ‘FIGHTS AGEING.’

The above headline is taken from a specialist journal
called, Circulation, which covered an interesting study
carried out at the Saarland University (Germany).

Their conclusion was that long term physical activity has
an anti-ageing effect at the cellular level; and you can’t
get much smaller than that unless you want to work on
the fitness of your individual atoms. On that least point,
beware, for atoms are like infinitives; in that, great care
should be taken in order not to split them.

The researchers focused on telomeres (and for those of
you who don’t want to look up what they are, they are),
the protective caps to be found on chromosomes which
keep a cell’s DNA stable, but which shorten with age.

Rather reassuringly, these reputable German scientists
found that telomeres shortened less quickly in the key
immune cells of athletes with a long history of endur-
ance training; hence, the anti-ageing effect.

‘A long history of endurance training’ would appear to be
the crucial component in this study, and with that in
mind, perhaps we should run The Hippo every week.

Lumberjack needed for Croucher
Bonsai Growers.

No one over 3 foot tall need apply.
(Equal opportunities exempt.)

A head for heights is a necessity.
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WHY MARRYING A YOUNGER WOMAN CAN SAVE YOUR LIFE (even if it sends HER to an early grave).

Don’t blame me, girls, blame the
blasted researchers, or even that
dumb cluck called, Cupid; but
seemingly, by choosing a bride 15
to 17 years younger than himself, a
man cuts his risk of premature
death by 20%. Even choosing a
wife 7 to 9 years younger will re-
duce his risk of dying by 11%. A
spokesman for the researchers
said that the results might be
caused by younger women caring
for their men better than older
ones. Alternatively, it could be the
result of natural selection, in that,
only the healthiest, most success-
ful older men are able to attract

younger mates.

However, for wives, the news isn’t so
good. Women with husbands older
or younger by between 7 and 9 years
increased their chances of dying by
20%, and by 30% if the age differ-
ence is between 15 and 17 years.

Yes ladies, you read it correctly, ei-
ther ‘older or younger'.

So, if you're a man (needless to say,
an obviously unprincipled one), it
seems that the lesson is, give up
running and start chasing after
younger women. Thankfully, (in case

Jacqueline reads this) | don’t practice
what these researchers preach.

For those amongst you who want to
follow these findings up, the informa-
tion included above, comes from a
study by Germany’s highly regarded,
Max Planck Institute, which looked at

deaths between 1990 and 2005 for

the population of Denmark.

(The research findings were trans-
lated from the original German by -
Herr Nia - Professor of Rupturology at
the Hamburger Academy for Re-
search into Obesity.)

By Denis Costello

CHEERING NEWS ON THE RESEARCH BEING DONE INTO ALZHEIMERS’S

(What follows is a nonprofessional
summary of some of the research
findings of Professor Barbara Sa-
hakian, a neuroscientist at Cam-
bridge University’s department of
psychiatry.)

Professor Sahakian’s encouraging
findings are that in the near future
neurologists will be able to halt the
progress of Alzheimer’s disease; at
present they can treat only the
symptoms. Once having detected
the disease in its early stages with
biomarkers, neurologists will be
able to stop it getting any worse
with drugs that are neuro-protector
agents. Which is good news for not
only Alzheimer suffers and their
families but for anyone who fears
old age.

But the good news from Professor
Sahakian doesn’t stop there, for in
an article written by her, she dis-
cusses, cognitive enhancement
drugs, or, in common parlance,

‘smart pills’. These are pills that
are given to people with cognitive
disabilities and neuro-psychiatric
disorders, however, according to
the good Professor, some of these
drugs are being used by healthy
people, with startling results.

Seemingly, with the Professor’'s
colleagues included, some people
are already using ‘smart pills’ to
make their brain work better; to
get over jet-lag, to improve their
memory, their concentration, their
mental powers, to enhance their
entrepreneurial skills, or improve
their performance at chess, play-
ing the piano, making a speech, in
exams, or, in writing to a deadline.

Students around the world are
already getting hold of smart pills
such as, Modafinil and Adderal,
and the evidence is that, this trend
is growing.

On a personal note, have you've
noticed that your memory is on the
wane, that your concentration is
slipping, that you've forgotten how
to lace-up your running shoes, and
worst of all, that your piano playing
is now a bit off key? Or, are you not
merely happy but also mightily re-
lieved that you no longer recognize
Nick Thorpe’s face?

If you've bought glasses or contact
lenses to make you see better, a
hearing-aid to make you hear bet-
ter, lipstick to make you look bet-
ter, or, high-heels to make you look
taller, would you buy a drug to
make you think better? It is some-
thing to think about whilst you can
still think. And remember, assum-
ing that your memory is still work-
ing, that these drugs are prescrip-
tion drug, not illegal drugs.

Is it tempting, or, are you al-
ready smart enough?

Do you need your bald-patch thatched?

Then contact

Le Maison de Costello
(Wigmaker to the stars)

Manufactures of (under license): FOLLICLE-FIX - the hair-dye to die for.
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RAYNAUD’S PHENOMENON

From an articles by - Dr. Roger Henderson

It is believed that this phenomenon affects as many as 10
million in Britain. It is more common in women than men,
and usually occurs before the age of 40 but, it can affect
all ages.

What are the symptoms?

Fingers turn white, then blue; they feel cold and numb.
When warmed, the affected areas turn red, painful and
swollen. Attacks can last from minutes to hours, and can

also affect toes, earlobes, the nose and tongue. Often
no cause is ever found, but it can be linked to an un-
derlying disease such as, rheumatoid arthritis.

What is the treatment?

Simple tips include not smoking and cutting down on
caffeine (both of which can affect the circulation), and
wearing heated gloves. Medication such as nifedipine
can help by opening up the small blood vessels, thus
aiding blood flow to the toes and fingers. For more in-
formation visit - raynauds.org.uk.

For those of you who want to dig out the quiz in the last Newsletter, the answers are.

(1) Boxing (2) Niagara Falls (3) Asparagus and rhubarb (4) Strawberry (5) The pear grew inside the bottle. The bottles
are placed over pear buds when they are small. (6) Dwarf, dwell and dwindle (7) Period, comma, colon, semicolon,
dash, hyphen, apostrophe, question mark, exclamation point, quotation mark, brackets, parenthesis, braces, and

ellipses. (8) Lettuce (9) Shoes, socks, sandals, sneakers, slippers, skis, skates, snowshoes, stockings, stilts.

MUDPACK MAGGIE’S BEAUTY TIP

Now, as we girls know, being both fit and beautiful at one
and the same time, isn’t easy, especially if you are sticking
rigidly to an exercise regime: as I'm currently doing whilst
training for the Three Peaks Challenge. So here is a tip as
to how we girls can combine the two; and rest assured
girls, Mudpack Maggie practices what she preaches.

When | am out walking in the countryside (usually with

soon dries hard.

If you avoid bathing, particularly showers, you can keep
it on for days. It has certainly become a talking point at
the office; especially amongst the older members of
staff, who remember with fondness, The Black and
White Minstrels Show.

So girls, here’s mud in your eye. Mud that’s put a twin-

other club members) and | spot ahead of me a particularly
muddy part of the track, with complete abandon, | throw
myself straight into it face first. Hey presto! An impromptu
mudpack! And, if you are fortunate enough to have a brisk
and bracing wind blowing your way, nature’s mudpack

kle into Gerry’s.

Editor’s note. Maggie, have you thought about market-
ing it: with a percentage of the profits going to the
club?

The following article was taken from the sports section of the January 2010 English edition of the Abu Dhabi Adver-
tiser. It is credited to their roving reporter, Sheik Rattle and roll.

KEEPING UP WITH AT LEAST ONE OF THE JONES

A visitor to our wonderful country, Mrs. Sue Jones (British), who was here visiting her gainfully employed husband, won
in fine style, the Abu Dhabi Cross-country Camel Cavalcade.

This event is unique, for nowhere else in the world are women pitted against camels: particularly racing camels. The
course is spread across 20 kilometers of inhospitable desert, with but one drinks station at the thinly populated, El
Offwell oasis. The event is designed to conclusively prove that women are equal to camels; even if they are not equal
to men. In Mrs. Sue Jones’ case, she proved her superiority over a whole fleet of the Ships of the Desert, by winning
the event by a short head; or, in the case of the leading camel, by a long neck.

After the presentation of the first prize (a bunch of dates and a year’s supply of camel sausages: smoked), Mrs. Sue
Jones was quoted as saying. ‘Those damn dunes almost done me in; especially wearing that blasted veil!’

Editor’s note. Well done Sue! Internationally speaking, you have certainly put the Honiton Running Club on the map,
even if, none of us know the exact whereabouts of Abu Dhabi on a map. Perhaps .you can save some of those
(smoked) camel sausages for John Burgess’s next barbecue? Is that a date? (A date! Get it?).
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THERE IS MORE TO BARBADOS THAN BEING A BAJAN

The following article was gleaned from, The History Today
Section of The Barbados Advocate; the islands top selling
daily newspaper. The original article was dated: 12t July
1985.

There’s also being a survivor, for it cannot have gone unno-
ticed that yesterday, our wonderful, normally tranquil, is-
land paradise, was tremulously rocked, indeed, terribly
tremulously rocked, by what was at first assumed to be,
leastwise, going by the level of damage to our small nations
infrastructure, a catastrophic earthquake. However, with

the aid of up-to-the-minute, high-tech, highly sensitive
instrumentation, the source of the supposed earth-
quake and its supposed aftershocks, was traced to the
honeymoon suite of the Bajan Ritz. In residence at the
time of the incident were a young, honeymooning cou-
ple, who registered under the name (presumably false)

of, Mr. and Mrs. Paul Lowman.

Let’s hope that in future, they celebrate their first, and
indeed, all their subsequent wedding anniversaries
elsewhere: we suggest Butlins, where such raunchy
behaviour is de rigueur!

THINGS YOU DIDN'T KNOW ABOUT YOUR FELLOW RUNNERS

Icebergs have hidden depths, but then again, so do certain
people. Take for instance, our very own human iceberg, to
whit, the ice cool, Bill Garvey. How many of you know that he
was actually christened, William Omdurman Garvey?

Bill was given the middle name, Omdurman, to commemorate
the fact that an ancestor of his fought at the battle of Omdur-
man: which occurred on the banks of the Nile, in the Sudan, in
1898. It was a battle which pitted an Anglo-British army
against Arab fanatics. And as any history buff knows, a young
officer by the name of, Winston Churchill fought in it. (He sur-
vived.) This army of religious zealots had been raised by a
charismatic leader, who was known as, ‘The Mahdi’. And

therein lies the Garvey connection, for Bill is directly
related to, ‘The Mahdi’.

In their own inimitable way, British soldiers referred
to, ‘The Mahdi’ as, ‘The Mad Mullah’. Now, this is not
to suggest that Bill is mad; although if you've ever
seen him proudly wearing his ancestral heirloom,
namely, ‘The Mad Mullah’s’ turban, that possibility
cannot be entirely ruled out.

All of which may explain Bill's idiosyncratic running
style for he runs like a ‘Whirling Dervish’.

THE GARVEY CHOPSTICK COMPANY

(The UK’s only manufacturer of chopsticks.)

Yes, with Garvey’s chopsticks, it’s oodles of noodles, so why settle for less.

The Garvey Chopstick Company is a fully owned subsidiary of,
Garvey Wood Products Ltd, whose company motto is - NO JOB TOO
LARGE, NO JOB TOO SMALL: FROM A TOOTHPICK TO A CHOPSTICK.

IN THE NICK OF TIME

An entrepreneur of my acquaintance, who special-
izes in the sale of un-new vehicles (for arguments
sake, let's call him, Nick Thorpe), was delivering a
car to a customer who is fortunate enough to lives in
north Wales. Being somewhat peckish, Nick stopped
at an eatery in Llanfairpwgyngyilgogerychwyrndrob-
wllantysiligogoggoch for lunch. Being the inquisitive
type, Nick asked the young waitress if she could
pronounce very slowly where he was; being the
obliging sort she leaned over and said “Burr....gerr

THE SCRAP MERCHANT

(The boxing promoter for the discerning pugilist)

Managing Director: Ceri “The Beast” Oak.
Devon Heavyweight Champion: 1993-1997

| ran rings around my opponents in the
ring, so, in the promotional sense, let me
run rings around them for you. I'll be O K
for you if you're a K O for me.

Ring: 01404 - 666
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CLASSIFIEDS

IS ALPACA-POO FOR YOU?

Is your manure not maturing?
Is your compost not compacting?
Are you in the ‘you-know-what’?
Then drop in for some alpaca droppings.
Then drop in for some Alpaca-poo.
Drop in at the drop-in centre.
Get some free Alpaca-poo.
Alpaca-poo won't just grow for you, it will grow on you.
(Just donate a small amount to my favourite charity: The Prevention of Cruelty to Swiss Bankers. Make
your cheque payable to: The Richard Harris Trust me Trust - Numbered account - 876P321A462Z - Zu-
rich, the one near Switzerland.)
The following unsolicited testimonial was sent in by an end-user of Alpaca-poo.

Dear Mr. Harris

Firstly, congratulations on your charitable works: if only that car salesman who rents forecourt space from you was
a hundredth as charitable as you.

Yes Mr. Harris, Alpaca-poo sure worked for me, for no sooner had | spread a thick layer of it over my allotment than
things began to sprout; and moreover, at long last, as a horticultural competitor, prizes began to come my way. For
with renewed confidence, | exhibited at the Feniton Farmers Festival and no sooner had | displayed my two enor-

mous onions and my whopping great cucumber, than a gasp came from the audience: particularly from the women
present. From that point on it was prizes all the way.

But the good news doesn’t end there, for thanks to you and Alpaca-poo, things have also improved on the romantic
front, for now, every Sunday, when my girlfriend sees my prized processions handed to her on a plate, she goes
‘Wow! | love your meat, and particularly, your two veg,’

Gratefully yours

Gary Endofplot
‘Winston’
Church Hill
Honiton

ARE YOU FED UP WITH BEING A WASHED-UP WASHER-UPPER
ARE YOU FED UP DISHING THE DIRTY DISHES
THEN ENROLE AT

THE VERNON GILLARD SCHOOL OF ADVANCED WASHING-UP

(The date of the next course is yet to be announced.)

Here’'s the deal: you bring your own F

ai

ry
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THE ODDS AND SODS SECTIONS

By

Vivian Verruca
(Chiropodist)

BUOYS WILL BE BUOYS

On her recent trip to Barbados, in order to banish the winter
blues, Jo Davy, whilst swimming offshore using floating mark-
ers to measure her progress and being exhausted by her
aquatic endeavours and her nightly consumption of lashings
of rum, in pursuance of a breathless breathing brake, she
decided to cling to a what she thought was an unaccompa-
nied buoy. Unfortunately, leastwise from the bloodshot-eyed
viewpoint of the aforementioned rum addict, a migrating jelly-
fish had also decided to avail itself of the buoyantly bobbing
buoy; consequently, the sting was on. Now, to be fair to Jo, it
was no laughing matters, but likewise, to be fair to me, | saw
the funny side of it.

Upon advice from a local sage (who knew his onions) the lo-
cal treatment was to liberally apply vinegar to the injured part
or parts, not having paid for the vinegar, Jo made the most of
the freebie and drenched herself in it.

For the rest of the holiday, when Jo was within 10 meters of
any of us, it was like being downwind of a fish and chip shop.

Rumour has it that jellyfish and chips are off the menu at the
Davy household. Of course, rum isn’t.

Jo Jo & The ‘Crumpets’ at Rest
(between drinks & shows)

DO YOU WANT TO COMMUNE WITH NATURE?
DO YOU HANKER AFTER THE OUTDOOR LIFE?

THEN WHY DON'T YOU COME AND USE OUR OUTSIDE
LOO.

DON'T SPEND A PENNY, SPEND A POUND
SO, DROP IN TO OFFWELL

MAKE THE DAVEYS YOUR NEXT DESTINATION
AND TURN A P INTO A DONATION

Editor’s clarification. When the Daveys bought their
new house, in Offwell, and this is absolutely true,
much to their surprise, they found out that in addition
to an inside toilet(s), they had an outside toilet as
well, moreover, one that hadn’t appeared on the prop-
erty details supplied to them by the estate agent. It is
to their immense credit that they are making use of
this windfall by rather imaginatively, using it to raise
money for a good cause, to whit, the Honiton Running
Club. So, if you’re caught short don’t take the shortest
route, take the charitable route instead.

As Max Clifford (the Davey’s publicity agent) said, ‘It is
such a convenient convenience that for the next bar-
becue, at a pound a p, we intend to turn it into a
barbe-loo.’

HEAVEN SENT FOR BRENT

What follows is a true story taken from the 7t Febru-
ary 2010 edition of The Sunday Times.

‘Manchester police last week became the first force to
make all of their officers wear name badges.

With the way things are going, how lucky that Bristol’s
first black female officer is no longer on the force -
WPC Adora Dick.’

The question for Brent is: how adorable is Mickie?

TAKING A POETIC PEEK AT THE THREE PEAKS
(Subtitled :- The Golden Cap Debacle)

The grand old Duke of Thorpe he had ten tender-footed trudgers.

He marched them up to the top of the hill then he marched them down again

And when they were up they were up, and when they were down they were down

And when they were only half way up, they were neither lost
nor found.



Page 8 April 2010

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
Dear Editor

There seems to be some confusion as to which Jeeves is which, so, permit me to clear up this matter
once and for all.

Firstly, there is the urbane, cosmopolitan, impeccably attired, finely honed, physically impressive, straight
backed, patrician profiled, multi talented, silver tongued, intellectually sophisticated and mentally astute
problem solver and, highly respected doyen of the Honiton Running Club, then there is my valet.

Wodehouseingly yours

Bertie Wooster
¢/o0 The Drone’s Club
Piccadilly
London

Dear Editor

As a parliamentarian, and thus rightly, as a Right Honourable Gentleman, | take (or possibly, took) exception to a sugges-
tive story you are carrying in this addition of the Honition Running Club Newsletter, which not only traduces the good name
of a certain, WPC Adora Dick, but also, traduces the good name of a valued constituent of mine, named, Mickie Dick.

Only a low man would deliver such a low blow, and blow me, being an MP, | ought to know!
Dissemblingly yours
The Right Honourable, Flage Ellation. MP. (The Tory Chief Whip)

PS. Please note that the stamp which is affixed to the envelope containing this letter, does not (yet) appear on my parlia-
mentary expenses.

Dear Editor

| hope that all your readers are as avid a reader of the Honiton Running Club Newsletter as | am, for it is a veritable mine of
information; and, in the mining sense, almost as undermining.

So, | was delighted that you published the letter that my adorable husband, Greg, sent to you. Just to backtrack a little. For
an impeccably scientific reason, Greg recently changed our previous (although admittedly prosaic) surname of, Axsel, to
the more suitable one of, Doolittle. Greg’s reason for doing so was, twofold. One, because being a vet, Greg is a great ad-
mirer of the fictional character, Doctor Doolittle: the man who could talk to animals. And, two, because having been in-
spired by the example of Doctor Doolittle, Greg is developing a language he has rather inventively called, Creaturanto,
which is enabling him (in fits and starts) to talk to animals (see last months edition of the Honiton Running Club Newslet-
ter).

However, just as experienced by the Captain of the Titanic, it hasn’t all been ‘plain sailing’. For example, recently, Greg has
been trying to communicate with Giraffes using Creaturanto, but, due to the great disparity in height, when they look down
at him, they just think that he’s mumbling, whilst he (that’s Greg) has ended up with the most awful crick in his neck.

As the term, ‘pain in the neck’ and Greg aren’t entirely synonymous (although it is a close run thing), I'm sure that my intel-
lectually inventive husband will overcome this particular problem; especially as he is already looking into (or even, looking
up into) the possibility of taking, growth hormones: which he assures me, isn’t simply, ‘a tall story’.

Proudly yours

Mrs. Lee Doolittle
(Formerly, Mrs. Lee Axsel)

Editor’s note. Greg may now be Doolittle by name but, he’s certainly ‘do a lot’ by dedication. So, Greg, commonality being
what it is, keep up the good work as I'm sure that a lot of dumb animals are keen to speak to you.
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Dear Editor

| know that it sounds like a wooden pun to say that even the most cultured cultivators of trees need to branch out, for
commercially speaking, novelty is marketable, and that is an entrepreneurial truth, which is why my dear husband, Kevin,
has been pottering about in the potting-shed for many a long night: which has been driving me potty but, rather frustrat-
ingly, that’s another story.

Now, one of Kevin's many areas of botanical expertise is in the production of hybrids, particularly, agricultural amalgams,
and, having extensively, both retraced and retouched his roots, he has at long last managed (picture it if you dare), to
cross a cucumber with a Venus Flytrap, and, in the process, produced a cross-fertilized first, which for purely promotional
reasons, he has given the eye-catching name of, if not indeed, the eye-watering name of, Exotic Projection.

So, be warned that, if one day you should answer the door only to be confronted by Kevin attempting to flog an Exotic Pro-
jection, please don’t call the police, as he has a license to go knocking door to door; but rather, ogle the product of his
hard-earned endeavours.

| know that it will sound like a crude sale’s pitch, but, Kevin’s Exotic Projections are cheap at half the price, and after all, |
ought to know!
Tree-loppingly yours

Cat Proucher

Editor’s note. Well done Mrs. Proucher, if all wives were as supportive as you, then there would be no need for prison visi-
tors. However, wariness being this Editor’'s watchword, it has been pointed out to me that this letter is yet another spoof,
with the supposed proof of this spoof, being that, the catchy name, if not, the catty name, Cat Proucher (with its feline
connotations), is an ingenious anagram of, the name of, one of the club’s most admired members, namely, the admira-
ble, Pat Croucher.

Dear Editor

Most people see my husband (Thick Norpe), through rose-tinted glasses, as indeed, | once did. They see him as a jester, as
a josher, as a japester (particularly when he’s wearing that [fake] fur fringed Russian hat that makes him look like Stalin’s
abandoned lovechild). Indeed, most people see him as an all-round good egg, or strictly speaking, they see him as an all-
oval good egg. If that is how you see him, then you, like |, have also been duped. You see, recently, in the depth of this
dreadful winter, which has been indubitably, extremely extreme, he announced to me that he was going off to sunny Spain
for a long weekend. When he said that “he” was going, against saying that “we” were going, | thought to myself that it was
either a slip of his slippery tongue or, yet another example of his famed sense of devilish humour, and that he was in fact,
planning to take me with him, so, secretly | packed a suitcase, then equally secretly, | returned to my neatly packed suit-
case and unpacked my negligee, for a girl doesn’t have to be married to Bill Clinton to live in hope.

Yes, | thought to myself, he’ll tell me when he’s ready, he'll spring it on me and I'll fake surprise (I'm good at faking things;
unfortunately, it's that sort of marriage), then we will both fly off into a Spanish sunset like a couple of star-struck love-
birds, me with my negligee-light suitcase.

On the big day, he turned to me and said, “Well, I'm off to the airport now, you had better put on your coat!” “Why?”
chirped | in a breathlessly girlish voice, “Am | going with you?” “No!” said he, adding, “But I'm turning off the central heat-
ing while I'm in Spain.”

So, whilst he was bronzing himself under the Spanish sun, there was | in a freezing house in Payhembury, with my teeth
chattering like chilled castanets: which was the nearest | got to Spain.

Now you all know what the rotter is really like.
Hyperthermically yours
Tandra Norpe
Editor's note. Dear Tandra, this is the saddest letter this newsletter has ever received, so, on behalf of the editorial staff,
and especially, the fashion section, may | just say, keep your spirit up (which | believe is gin). On the question of your

dreadful husband, he is clearly, Thick Norpe by name and thick by nature, and unfortunately for you, insensitive by both
choice and inclination. Ending on a brighter note, fortunately, these days, the divorce laws are more amenable.
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR (CONT)

Dear Editor

The other Saturday morning, my wife and | (for argu-
ment’s sake, let’s call her, Jacqueline), were suitably
togged out to go for a run, when it began to rain “chats
et chiens” (yes, we are Francophiles). Waiting cattily, if
not indeed, waiting doggedly, for the “chats et chiens” to
cease; rather halfhearted, because we had nothing bet-
ter to do in the meantime, we decided to settle down
and watch an old black and white movie on BBC2, and |
do mean old, for it was shot (and so should the director
have been) in 1934. Now, those of you who haven’t
seen the 1934 version of the movie, King Kong, may be
comforted to know that you haven’t missed a cinematic
treat. So, there my wife and | where, in our lounge,
slumped in our respective armchairs, whilst upon the
television screen, a giant gorilla was climbing up the
outside of the Empire State Building with a blonde
woman clasped in one huge hand, whilst with the other
great hairy mitt, the enormous anthropoid was demoni-
cally swiping away at a swarm of biplanes who were try-
ing to shoot him dead, using their machine guns, when
Jacqueline turned to me and said, “Is this based on a
true story?” To which | replied, “It's as true as John Bur-
gess’s unerring sense of direction!”

She just nodded, | on the other hand, nodded off.
Fictionally yours
Mr. Cenis Dostello

4 Cadger Blose
Honiton

Dear Hans Nezanbumpzadazie

Dear Editor

Finding out that behind my back, my fellow club-members
have been calling me, by way of a nickname, Basil Brush, has
left me bristling with anger.

Lividly yours

Marion Broom
Besom House
Pine Park
Honiton

Editor’s note. It is disappointing that Marion should have be-
come swept up in this petty vendetta. For the good of the club
this matter should be brought out into the open and not
brushed under the carpet.

Dear Editor

So much interest has been generated by Nikki’'s heart-
rending correspondence with her various pen-pals that |
thought that | would keep the newsletter readership abreast
of developments: which is why | have enclosed a copy of my
part in her literary endeavours. If you find the following letter
useful, nay, illuminating, then you have my permission to
print it. We are both long past the stage of being embar-
rassed. If someone is going to wear the dunce’s hat then it
might as well be Nikki as anyone else.

| remain her devotedly dedicated husband.

Julian Gigg

Let me first introduce myself, my name is Julian, I'm Nikki Gigg’s (longsuffering) husband. Now, for reasons of brevity, |
don’t want to go into Nikki’'s intellectual and academic shortcomings, even impairments, which are both lengthy and
embarrassing, but they are so debilitating that | have to write her letters for her. Leastwise, | thought that | wrote all of
them for her until | read the one you sent her, by way of a reply, then | realized that, gutsy lady that she is, she has been
attempting to write letters on her own.

| find this encouraging, particularly as | have been working extra hours in order to earn the money to pay for her private
lessons. Her tutor says that she has improved enormously; indeed, he is of the opinion that if she keeps progressing as
she’s been doing, within eleven or twelve years she could be ready to sit her O level English. Her joined-up writing has
improved enormously. However, she still has a problem with her dyslexia, particularly with her H’s and I's: which she
keeps transposing (that’s getting them mixed up, Hans), and never more so than when it comes to acronyms, for exam-
ple, NATO, which she writes as OTAN. By the way, Hans, Nazi isn’'t an acronym, it's an abbreviation.

Which | hope explains why, when Nikki used the acronym for the Society of Inadequately Hygienic Tattooists (SIHT), her
tragically inept transposition of the | and the H in SIHT, led you to believe that she was comparing the German people
(who are wonderful company when they are not involved in a world war) to something unflattering.

But we are not going to go to war over it, now are we. (That’s English humour, Hans.)

Gooden nagh, Julian Gigg
Editor’s note. Julian, your loyalty does you great credit. Normally | am very wary about being drawn into domestic issues
but, | feel that in order to help (for which | feel duty bound), | should draw your attention to the latest research into the

connection between dyslexia and alcoholism. All the signs are there, face up to them Julian, you’re big enough, and
after all, she’s your wife. | shouldn’t have to remind you: for better or for worse.
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To the membership

In a world where democracy is threatened, as
the result of, amongst other things, a precipitous
fall in newspaper sales worldwide (blame the
inanities of the internet and witless twitterers),
surely fulsome praise should be directed at our
new Editor for having pushed the readership of
the Honiton Running Club Newsletter up from 8
to 9. Keep up the good work, Denis; indeed, give
yourself a well-earned pat on the back.

Anonymously yours

4 Badger Close
Honiton

Dear Editor

Dear Editor

In order to help with our household expenses (which are boosted by
the considerable costs incurred by the upbringing of two young daugh-
ters), Brent and | have started to breed huskies.

The reason we chose this particularly hardy breed, is that, climatically
speaking, they can withstand the ambient temperature present inside
our house. So, if you want a dog that is used to artic conditions and,
providing you don’t mind a chilly reception, then please drop into our
new abode.

Mickie Dick
Frigidaire House
Tracey Tundra
Honiton

| can only assume that either my mobile phone is constantly out of range or, that no one is interested in my ongoing
attempt to run the whole length of the Equator (40,075 kilometers) without a break. (Being modest, | refuse to accept
the latter.)

As I'm sure regular readers of the Honiton Running Club Newsletter well remember, my brave, if not indeed, my fool-
ishly heroic attempt to run around the globe nonstop, has been sponsored by Heinz International; on the provision that
| eat a tin of their propriety baked beans every 10 kilometers: with that wonderful company arranging the tinny logistics
ahead of my arrival. For the mathematicians amongst you, that’s 4,007 tins.

Now, | don’'t know whether it is commercial sabotage or simply someone letting their sick sense of humour rip, but re-
cently, at the 10 kilometer marks, | have arrived (hungry) to find a tin of Bachelors Mushy Peas in place of the tin of
Heinz Baked Beans that | was not only expecting to eat, but more importantly, commercially contracted to eat.

Now, flatulence being what it is, | don’t want to blow hot and cold about this matter, but obviously, someone or other is
green with envy; as indeed I'll soon be if | have to eat anymore tins of Bachelors Mushy Peas. I've already consumed
217 tins: which is a lot of mush.

Breezily yours
Mrs. Feather Peregrine-Falcon.
Editor's note. Dear Feather, I’'m sorry to hear that things haven’t ‘bean’ going well for you, however, I’'m sure that your
famous sense of humour will see you through (in the throbbing sense), this ‘pulse-eating’ problem of yours. It is just

such a shame that you didn’t take a husky along with you on your around-the-world jaunt; after all, they are used to
people shouting -“Mush! Mush!” Perhaps Mickie Dicks will sell you a husky when you get home.
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We are affiliated to England Athletics - Devon County AA & ARC and are
also a Registered Charity (UK registered charity number 05228).

The aim of our club is to support and encourage runners of all abilities; so
fast or slow you will always be welcome.

We meet at Honiton Sports Centre on Monday (Social), Wednesday (Club
night & Training) and Friday (Social/Training Run) frequently getting the
longer runs in at the weekend.

We also have regular long walks on the moors, coastal paths or wherever
seems appropriate.

Our range of ability is diverse. We have marathon runners that finish in
under well 3 hours and others 5 hours so no matter what your ability you
are good enough to join a running club and we can help you improve.

Whatever your ambitions, or ability, come along and enjoy the route to

sport, fitness, Devon countryside & good company.

You Can Find Much Information On Our Website

Race & Event Calendar, Member Contacts, Social Events,
Sponsor Offers, The Current Committee, Buy Goods from the
club shop, View event photographs, Read club press reports,
find web links to local clubs, View membership information,

download application forms & membership packs,

View details of all club promoted races, Handicap Trophy

results and Points Trophy results and much more.

Foot Note.

If you have read this far, congratu-
lations, | hope it's been an enter-
taining journey. If you normally
start at the back of a publication,
don’t worry, treatment is available
for this malady.

A club newsletter is very dependant
on contributions from it's reporters.
Our organisation, HonitonRC, has a
very large roving reporter base but
it seems that, unless they contrib-
ute soon there will be the risk of
loss of earnings or in a worse case
scenario; unemployment on a “not
so grand” scale.

This news letter has proven very
amusing again thanks to Dennis
who has spent many hours putting
together this newsletter with his
usual creative panache. There has

been a dirth of contributions from
the remaining reporters, you. Please
help ease Dennis’ work load and
forward details of your running
tales, injury incidents, holiday hum-
dingers and training tips. Anonymity,
if required, is always guaranteed
and your contribution will be of in-
terest to others.

If you would like to provide a regular
column or series of articles please
forward them to Dennis or myself
(Paul L) for inclusion. We are par-
ticularly interested in running/
walking related matters which will
help us get back to the newsletter
being a useful source of information
as well as entertainment.

Thanks in anticipation of your con-
tributions.



