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Saturday’s run from: The Redshoot Inn supplied by: F&N and Ever Ready.

Sunday’s run from Picket Plain, this one by Flying Doc, Nettles & Dick Head
Last weekend in January. Runs 1531 & 1532
It’s that time of the year when the grey bleak mid-winter needs a shaft of light to show the way to Spring. Yes, it’s the NH4 New Forest log cabins weekend again! What delights will there be? What fab runs await us? How much beer will be drunk? Who will be the first to fall asleep on Saturday night (Sure to be earlier than last year)? Will this blurb have any truth in it?

Let’s start at the beginning. As always the arrival at the cabins is followed by a cold walk to the Fish for a bite and a beer or two, and to chew the fat with the rest of the cabin-mates. Seemingly, a pub crawl around Ringwood would follow with the hardy few, but that has now dwindled to the hardy two, ie. Horn and No Entry. Age shall not weary them, but it has for the rest of us!
Back to the party cabin for a few more beers or an early night with a cup of cocoa. 

Next morning, a sizzling breakfast awaited us, and as the run didn’t start until 11:30 (much to Old T’s annoyance), there was plenty of time to enjoy it and have a quick look at the papers delivered by Hippo. Wow, that’s more than I get at home, probably because Hippo doesn’t live in my house. I wonder if….?
Suitably changed into warm hash kit (there was a cold easterly blowing) and off we went to the car park near The Redshoot pub. 

The big pack mingled around the hares, Ever Ready and F&N, to hear them complaining about the wildlife eating the flour. Good hares, get your excuses in early!  After the usual preamble from the GM, we were off, but not for long as the trail was lost 20 yards from the start. Uphill it went, of course, and we were on our way properly to the first check. The one big memory of this trail was the sticky shiggy which sapped the strength from legs. Silvier seemed to have recovered from his ‘injury’ of housemaids knee to take up his usual position at the front. I assume Petal has got him some labour-saving devices, such as an
Au pair.  The first r/g came quickly after which there was some long bits until the next r/g. (I expect F&N put in the regroups). Schooner was bounding along, knocking people over, unfettered by Haagen-Dash hanging on to him as there were no roads to worry about. Flying Doc seemed to be flying and flinging (mud at Nettles). After a week of rain, there were lots of streamlets to cross; Non-Stick throwing down his cloak so that Cloggs wouldn’t get her feet wet. (Well, in fact he carried her over the stream, but that doesn’t sound so romantic!). Horn did his best to frighten the ponies with the hunting horn, but got their own back by churning the trail up even more with their hooves.
After an hour, the On-Inn was spotted downhill, but veered off back into woods and fording another stream. 

Well, everybody returned safely except one. F&N?, no he was the hare. Ah, Primate, then! Yes, he of the sat-nav; the same type that gets trucks stuck up farm tracks and peoples driveways. After 10 mins, the search parties were sent out, although Killer Jean was all for going to the pub. 15 mins. later in he comes from the opposite direction from the trail and searchers. That’s sat-nav for you, buy a map! 
After another bite and beer, it was back to the cabins for a chill-out followed by a heat-out in the sauna for some.

In the absence of the RA, the Ex- GM OT (Ex-Genetically Modified Old Thumper, or EGMOT, for short), dished out the beers.

First (or should it be thirst?) up were the hares:

F&N and Ever Ready, who braved the early start and cold to mislay the trail.
Hobble:  for keeping the EGMOT’s New Forest map since last year. Something to remember her by. Ah!
Dick Head:  New shoes, having left the shoebox on the table in the EGMOT’s cabin. Doh!  The beer-soaked cardboard tankard will never catch on.
Charmaine C:  giving a lift to EGMOT & JGG but leaving remnants of a Christmas tree on the seat. They got the right needle!
Flying Doc:  mud larks. Well, Nettles was too tempting a target to miss.

Seis Matters:  for throwing a log for Schooner to fetch, only to have the dog drop it on his foot!

D.Head again:   driving off from the pub without his passengers and being spotted by the omnipresent EGMOT. I was just warming the car up, honest!
Cloggs:  something to do with Friar Tuck. Can’t remember what, but don’t think it was rhyming slang.

Non-Stick & 3 Min. Wonder:  watering the trees without the aid of a bucket.
Killer Jean:  not noticing Primates new specs. Perhaps she needs some herself!
Primate:  relying on sat-nav and getting lost. That’s technology for you.

Horn:
  loosing, and unfortunately finding, the infamous bendy pen.

Fuggles:  looking bored; probably like the reader at this point.

JGG:
 having a leaking bottle of hair gel. Should have given it to the hares.

A naming. After Bruce’s exploits with bonfire night wood, he will now forever be known as ‘Little Chopper’. Oh well, he axed for it!
And finally, Hobble, who reached the milestone of hobbling around Farnborough for 50 long years. Happy hobbling, Hobble.

And so it was back into the party cabin for food lovingly cooked by ‘Er Indoors and sundry helpers and to watch Chris getting slowly pissed; daft games of nails and spoons; Fruit ‘n Nut knocking over the music and Flying Doctor making very close friends with Schooner. Hippo was flatulent, which could have created a potentially explosive atmosphere with the red-glowing log stove.
But all survived ready for the Sunday run. 
Sunday
Little Chopper and Chris, bless them, got up early to cook the energy-giving breakfast for the hares. For a change, the run was not from the cabins, but started at a car park 5 miles up the A31 in a fairly open part of the forest. 
Owing to the previous nights alcohol fuelled shenanigans, a sorry collection of hounds gathered at the start, supplemented by Mountain Rescue who travelled more in hope than expectation!
As was forecast, the weather started off sunny but rapidly went downhill when snowy clouds came over and a cold wind sprung up. 
The hares, Nettles, Flying Doc and Dick Head, were well wrapped up against the cold along with the pack, most of which decided they were walkers. “ If it takes longer than an hour, you’ve been running backwards”, intoned D.Head. The pack set off backwards along a path next to the woods. The first couple of checks confused the FRB’s as the trail veered off the obvious path and through the wood, although enthusiasm did seem to be lacking. Flying Doc took the many walkers off into a short cut as the remainder went on a loop to a pretty brook and back up to meet the walkers. Although not the sticky shiggy of Saturday, it was very wet underfoot so trainers still got good and soggy. The terrain was open enough for Primate to leave his sat-nav behind, as we could keep an eye on him. The trail crossed the road to the wide-open expanses on the other side, the walkers taking the ‘Smugglers Road’ and the rest off into the scrub, a couple of checkbacks confusing the hell out of No Entry and Silvier. Good!  Down into the valley ran the 500, well, more like 5, and into the bog. Well, Double-Digit certainly did, her distressed yells frightening the Forest ponies into a stampede. It was her own fault; the trail didn’t go that way!
Up out of the valley, across Smugglers Road and back down the other side. By this time the pack was well strung out along the hillside, even the EGMOT was forced to trot along with D.Head because no one else was in site!
The trail then went up (what else?) with Flying Doc taking the walkers back and the FRB’s going on a loop. At the ON-INN, Hippo awaited with his camera to give us a flash, but was denied when Nettles took most of the pack back on a shorter trail. Ah well, it’ll save a few bytes on the flash card!
Back at the start, the GMOT once again dished out the beers.
Hares:  Flying Doc, Dick Head and Nettles for laying the best trail since yesterday

Back Street Texter: Leaving the party all dressed up and going out to dinner. I thought our food was worth staying in for.

Silvier:  Quiz Master, you are the weakest link! Not quite Anne Robinson.

Primate:  Not his sat-nav this time, but his girly mobile phone. Suggestion: leave technology to the youngsters, Primate!
Horn: forgetting his trainers so turning up late and then complaining he couldn’t find the trail. Well, really, trying to deflect blame, eh?

Christian:  New shoes. They didn’t look like they would fit Horn, but he could of tried and then avoided the aforementioned problem.

Double Digit: (is that all of the family? No beer for mum?). Trying to get bogged down. Next time don’t make so much noise.
And finally:  Hoorah to Petal for organising the weekend, and jolly good it was, too.

So it was off to a final visit to The Fish for chips and beer, then the journey home. Just then it started snowing…..!
On On
