Waiting for the Boys Downstairs – A Karate Spouse’s Tale

Sitting in  the bar in the civil service recreation centre waiting for the ‘boys’ to get changed from their  gis at the end of a session makes you wonder just how long it can really take for grown men to have a shower and comb their hair. (Especially since the women training manage to get changed a lot quicker.) But then that’s one of the delights of being a karate spouse.  Then when they do appear the talk is all about kata, blocks, kicks, and the perfect move that just didn’t quite work. 

They always say if you can’t beat them  join them. Well I had a go. I nearly didn’t survive the warm-up, it was tough going but I felt pleased I was still standing, until I realised that this was only the beginning of the lesson. Still I pressed on, I quite liked the exercises and when invited to throw a few punches I began to think that this might just be the sport for me – I quickly changed my mind when we swapped places and I had to  prepare to ‘receive’ the punches, (although as befitted my beginner status these were pulled – no contact being made). Despite this  I decided to regain my non-participant status.

The highlight of the karate year  is the annual pilgrimage to St Osyth ,also known as the Ticky Donovan Summer Course. Here you can experience sun, sea and fun in a genuine 1960’s holiday camp. Actually there’s not usually much sun, the sea is not inviting and the fun seems to be mostly  had by the karate trainers.  It’s not all bad though, there is  a not to be missed barbeque, followed by a fancy dress disco  and if that’s not enough excitement  you can take the slow boat to Amsterdam, (via Harwich), for one, two or more days!

The winter course really is fun, at least for the non participants.  Set in  the Forest of Dean, in lovely spacious pine chalets, you get to sleep in long after the lads, (and lasses), have gone out at the crack of dawn to train in the mud of the nearby fields. (And it is usually very muddy turning white gis into brown in minutes.)Instead you can look forward to being woken at the end of the first session with a cup of tea, and possibly even breakfast.  As the karate clan return to the fields you have the whole day, and a half, to explore the countryside, hit the bright lights of Cardiff,  go pony trekking or just settle down by the hearth at one of the cosy local pubs.  

In the evening everyone settles down to eat drink and be merry. In fact throughout the year there are boozy social evenings to celebrate birthdays, babies, gradings, almost any excuse will do.  And as you walk to the restaurant, en masse, its good to think that you have your own personal bodyguard, trained and ready for anything.  

And over the years we’ve made some very good friends from the karate club so I guess it’s really not that bad being a karate spouse. -  (And if anyone had the solution to how to get mud out of their gis without using a whole box of washing powder, can they please let me know before next winter!)
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