



Cold -7 at Puttenham

    Run 1527


Pack: 
First run of the year 4th Jan. 2009
Bloody hell, it’s cold! There may have been no snow, but the ground was white and crisp and uneven with ankle-breaking frozen shiggy.  The hares reckoned it was -7 when they started out or 11 degrees colder than my fridge! Poor loves, but were they going to punish the goodly sized pack that turned up, or be kind to us with a quick run round the car park and off to the warm pub? Time would tell.
There was a variety of garb being worn, some with many layers and others braving bare legs and strange headwear. Flying Doc thought Seismatters resembled a gnome, with his bobble hat and rosy cheeks. All he needed was a rod, line and frozen pond. As the circle formed, there was a surprise visit from Spotted Dick; but with all that military Artic training, a bit of frost wouldn’t put him off. 
After the usual apologies in advance of the run from the hares, we set off out of the car park and across the road. There was a slight air of familiarity about the start, as the last time we were here with the current hares, it was during the mother of all thunderstorms, with scary amounts of lightning zapping our soaked arses!
There followed a series of sandy tracks and long straight bits with the usual culprits at the front. In fact, there was a spring in most peoples step, but that was more to do with keeping warm than a new-found level of fitness in keeping with New Year resolutions. There followed a r/g on a road lined with very expensive looking cottagy-type houses befitting of the Surrey set. (Hants folk all live in unconverted barns with animals). 
The RA, SPF, stout fellow that he is, was hatless, gloveless and trouserless and spent more time writing on his pad than the scribe did. (Bloody obvious when you read this diatribe)! Not sure how he managed it, as the cold numbed even gloved fingers and froze the ink: must have been writing some hot stuff! 
The run continued somewhere and onto somewhere else, ho hum. As we arrived at the next r/g, No Entry, in his guise as the God–like GM, attempted to walk on water but found it not quite frozen enough and ended up with very earth-like trench foot.
After that, the shiggy remained ankle breakingly frozen. Flying Doc was most amused to find her damp hair had grown into frozen dreadlocks: all we needed was a bit of Bob Marley and we would be transported to the Caribbean!
There then followed a lot of uphill from the On-Inn until the car park finish.

A very pretty run made even more challenging with frozen blood.
Sugar Plum thawed out sufficiently to distribute beer-lollies to the following sinners:

Hares: 

JGG & Old Thumper: Jack Frost and the Ice Queen.
Seise Matters:  
Creating a run list whose sell by date expired before the run started.

Flying Doc & Haagen-Dash:  Scary headwear.

GM No Entry:
Believing the hype; he can’t walk on water. Yet.

Emma:
Throwing a banana shaped stick that came back. Schooner would have brought it back for you. He likes doing that, as well as running across busy roads.
Petal:
Not being a model wife to Silvier. He ends up with Housemaids Knee!

Returnees:
Spotted Dick and others plus 4 virgins. Won’t stay virgins for long with Spotted’s reputation!

And so, it was On Inn to the most difficult to park at pub in the world for a 

fight to get closest to the blazing log fire and a welcome thaw. Ah, to be in 
England now that summer’s here!
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