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Run 1529
from Scribbettes Palace in Liss.   The pack was:  Average

This delightful run was laid by Scribbette & the RA and lasted for 55 mins

On a cold but bright day, hashmobiles were seen circulating around the 
entrance to the Scribbettingham Palace looking for the free parking spaces. Having found them, doors opened and disgorged the admiring folk here to tour the House and sup within. However, tickets were required and the price of each was to ramble over a wooded trial cunningly laid by Herself and an able footman. 
The gracious two, who forthwith shall be referred to as ‘The Hares’, explained what was expected of the visitors and off they went to find the trail. A large dog bolted off unhindered by the owner ‘Haagendash’ being dragged along behind trying to act as an anchor. The rest of the visitors, (aka ‘Hashers’) wandered around randomly, trying to find the way On. Eventually, common sense prevailed and the trail was found going uphill, of course. 
This uphill bit lead to a place called ‘Rustlings Park’. Two of the Hashers, seemingly called ‘Bidet and Hiskneesarebuggered’ approached, being hauled along with pointed ski sticks. Surely a visit to the palace didn’t require ‘Langlauf’, no snow was forecast and anyway, they’d forgotten the skis!  The trail continued along until the next check which fooled everyone until No Entry ignored a ‘Private Road’ sign; he is, after all allowed to go where he pleases as befits his High Office. He is even allowed into the Palace without a ticket! Along the private road past other palaces, to a cunning checkback and into a hidden lane at the start of some woods. 
Much to the footman’s mirth, this scribe followed an arrow uphill only to find another checkback, causing him to run around a tree and back down the hill, colliding with others coming up. Very cunning, footmen should know their place.
The next r/g arrived which made Goofy so excited that he had to do what bears do in woods. Or is that the Pope? Well, no need for explanation!

After that, there followed a long sandy track and a run around a slightly eerie plantation with unidentified trees standing sentinel. No Entry checked out and found the trail, unfortunately it was on the other side of the fence to him, so had to double back, ending up behind the scribe. Tee hee!

Further along, the trail emerged around the village pond to where the walkers were standing aimlessly about. Headplant showed a remarkable turn of speed for one with such short legs, leaving mum, Nutcracker, for dead. 
A last run past a football pitch, the home of Liss FC where ex-hasher, Two Left Feet used to wow the crowd (usually consisting of a blind man with blind dog), with his soccer skills. 
Back at the Palace, were duly let in through the gates to assemble in the grounds. 

The Lady of the House and her footman were invited into the centre of the visitors and presented with a beer by the GM, to quench their thirst after laying such a fine trail. 
Then, the footman took over, (poacher turned gamekeeper?) and gave another beer to your Scribe, a ‘Dick Head’, for the crime of obeying instructions and following an arrow.
Then it was the turn of Double Digit, seemingly for having a blonde moment and Sex Slave for not recognizing the footman as a hare even though he was wearing a shirt writ large with the word ‘Hare’.

Mountain Rescue imbibed after bringing along his packed lunch in a box called ‘Little Box’. It was, too. But it held a really useful bottle opener.
Primate was given a gift of a tankard for doing 500 runs; all of them slowly.

And finally, Head Plant for snitching on his dad, the footman SPF, caught with a car load of hair bottles, apparently. To drink or rub on his head? Forget it, just wear a hat!
And so, into the Palace for a tour and food. Very nice and thanks goes to Scribette for her hospitality.
On On
