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Porro Porro!

Quindecim quadraginta (MDXLV1)

Locus: The Gamekeepers, Mapledurwell

Lepii: Volatilis Medicus et Impudens

Numera: Plures

Tempestas: Sol sed frigus

OK, no more dog Latin (Scooner could’ve done better, if he’d stopped terrorizing the pub’s rabbits).

The Roman theme continued, as Dickhead advised we would be roamin’ about…and on that note we set off at a brisk pace only to grind to a halt at the first check , which took so long to find it could have been a regroup, of which we had been told there was none.

And…..that was the last your scribe saw of most of the pack, as this week’s knees weren’t up to much speed. There were big open fields, pretty lanes, stiles, horses (or were they cows?), the Basingstoke canal, thatched cottages, walkers with well marked maps, inclines in the first half, nettles (and Nettles), the noise of M3 providing a handy orientation ,caring Hares (lots of added arrows, shortcuts on demand), shallow streams which were Midge Central, and other goings on which thankfully (or not, if you were fingered) the RA had recorded in his Little Book of Misdemeanors.

The pack ambled back in 3 stages – SCBers, walkers/limpers and thenThe Rest, and the RA produced said Book and laurel wreaths went to:
No Entry and Nettles – something about not closing gates or being scared of livestock?? Any excuse…

Hobble – seen actually RUNNING

Silvier – good grief,  calling, and doing so on top of a hill in a nancy fashion

Tim – calling the RA up what was a falsie
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