A LETTER FROM LENNY LANEROPES RE COLOURS

What is it with the colours we wear. I have a theory. The colours represent different personalities of the stereotypical athlete that wears them.

Red. Red is for the flash, Ferrari driving, hair swished back, Faberge smelling dude wearing the Raybans. He’s bloody quick and he knows it. And he wants you and your inferior slowcoach Mr average runner, buddies to know it too. When warming up, when you get a wiff of the red colour’s cologne, get out of his damn way. He’s ready to rumble. Red is the colour of blood – and he wants it – your’s if he can get it. He’s the main man. Today Stawell, next month – Monte bloody Carlo. Everyone fears the gun in red.

White. This colour has emerged with prominence since the amo’s married the pro’s.  It’s worn by the amo who is not quite good enough for the Olympics or other national representation but is pretty quick and can pick up some good money on the pro circuit to fund his amo career. He still thinks he drops odourless excrement, and likes to pussy around with a pair of shades and matching tights, but he’s got as much chance of wearing the green & gold at Athens as Anthony Mundine has of getting an invite to the White House. Everyone hates the wacker in white. ‘Go back to the amo’s”  they say behind his back.

Blue. This colour is for the good pro runner who has won a few races in his day. He might have picked up a Wang, a Marybourough and/or a Bendigo, but he is now back with the big boys, and has to get faster. Otherwise the poor bastard is just  making up the numbers until he can win Ararat. Consistency, hardness to the line and race fit & hungry are the trademarks of the blue runner. The only problem is these trademarks are not worth an ounce of nanny goat’s droppings at the big group one races. Simply the blue’s mark is just not good enough for the biggies. Most Pro runners respect blue cos’ once he was green.  

Yellow. If you are a frequent yellow man you are not going to like what I’m gunna say. Yellow is for the guy who can’t handle the pressure of the big money event. Yellow runs a fast heat and semi but when gets to the final, he squibs it. Never back a man in yellow unless he’s a green, red or blue man who got dressed in the dark. Yellow matches the streak down the back of this big girl’s blouse. Sometimes he even fakes an injury before the final, just so he doesn’t have to run it. He’s worried he can’t produce when it counts and is wetting himself all the way to the mark. On the day of a big race, he can’t eat, he’s going to the dunny every five minutes, and he keeps saying to himself  “I just wish this was over”. He’s a very frustrating runner to coach, to watch or to sleep with. Yellow man lack’s confidence and probably drinks shandies. Most athletes are nice to the man in yellow, but behind his back they call him a choker.

Green. The quintessential pro runner. He’s spent a few years running below his best to get out to a good mark and then brains them when the money’s on. He runs at the smaller meets with matching khaki army shorts and singlet. He has an ungainly gait and looks like he couldn’t run to save himself. He is the butt of stable jokes and carries the bags of the stable’s blue runners. But one day with bucket loads of the readies wacked on his back he turns up with a new pair of silk shorts, a brand new pair of shiny spikes and not a hair on either leg. His trainer and stablemates treat him like royalty and their whole world revolves around the man in green. And he doesn’t let them down. Green man invariably bolts in, the stable collect and they rejoice in sticking it up the collective clackers of the green man’s critics. The true believers in the pro running world love the man in green. Outsiders don’t trust him, but they definitely respect him.

Black (SA) / Pink (VIC). These colours represent the athlete who is making up the numbers in the finals. Hardly ever wins, a battling frontmarker, who’s normally been around a squillion years and paid his dues. He might have won a few quarter miles or the odd smaller Gift, but gets a big mark because of his longevity and because he can’t run without the mark. Normally either approaching over 35 or is already there. Wears the old leather spikes, the no-name shorts and a dirty old singlet that might have “Traralgon Gift 1978” written it. Some Blacks & Pinks have their hair slicked back with brylcream. At any meeting one can see the black or pink runner sitting in the corner of the shed reminiscing about the day he missed winning Maryborough by a whisker or whining about the day we (pros) let the amo’s run with us. Hates the guy in white. Most athletes lend a kind ear to the old fella’ in the black, but as they walk beyond earshot, mumble to themselves, “get stuffed, you old bastard”. 

Yeah, we certainly compete in a very colourful sport.

Yours Lanefully,

Lenny Laneropes

