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Snow-Flakey Trail
Hares:  Petal & Silvier
Venue:  Lord Derby near Odiham      Pack:  Average
On Sunday 8th Feb.

Run  1533


Cold, Ice & Snow.
As the NH4 devotees left the log cabins the previous weekend, it threatened snow. Overnight, it did just that, leading to the usual road chaos for the rest of the week. Although a bit of a thaw had set in later in the week, heavy overnight frosts were to make the snowy trail crunchy and slippy.
Silvier was so bothered by the conditions that he advised against all but the Tough Guys to attempt the first bit of the trail. Personally, I thought the 1st road crossing was scarier! 
There was a welcome return of Mary, but without his bro who was at home ironing shirts or something. Come to think of it, Mary’s T-shirt looked a bit crumpled; perhaps it came straight off the washing line. As the two hares attempted to tell us what lay ahead, the odd snowball was lobbed in their direction; a taste of things to come. 
Silvier pointed the way and the pack dutifully followed. The first few hundred yards wasn’t great for Schooner or Haagen-Dash as it involved crossing a busy roundabout. We all know Schooners fascination with fast moving traffic which seems to involve trying to recreate a scene from ‘Crash’.  It wasn’t long before the trail deteriorated into semi-thawed shiggy causing feet to be stuck one minute and sliding away the next. 
The trail became difficult to spot as white flour on white snow defied even Mary’s sharp eyes. The first r/g was in a big snowy field after a long straight bit. What do you do with snow if not to make a snowman? Of course, a snowball fight. Silvier was roundly peppered; Velcro launched hit and run attacks, JGG had a height advantage, Petal hid behind a log and the horrors thoroughly enjoyed watching adults behaving like children.
The soaked survivors then continued On as the trail entered Bartley Wood. The snow was fairly virgin here, so although the flour was invisible, the footprints gave the game away, unless the hares were wearing their trainers back to front.
The next r/g produced more snowballs aimed at the hares, with Nettles and Horn scoring direct hits. Velcro hit and ran. The trail carried on down to the M3, but thankfully didn’t cross it, although Schooner would have had fun, and then was lost.  No Entry found the way to the last r/g, and yet another volley of snowballs.
After more perambulating around in the woods, the pack fetched up against a fence with no obvious way out. Silvier looked lost, but Petal reminded him to go over the fence and leap over a water-filled ditch. This then led back to the busy road and down a set of icy steps, gingerly negotiated by ‘Er Indoors. Where was Hobble to help his dearly beloved?
The Inn came soon after to finish in a snowball ambush. A good run through the deep and crisp and uneven. Can we have more snowy runs, they’re fun!
Our erstwhile RA readied the beers and dished them out to the following deserved causes………

The Hares: Petal & Silvier, although there was more snow than beer in their mugs

Mountain R:  £3 million annual running costs. That’s a lot of footware!
Mary:  Sundry misdemeanors and unable to hit the hare with a snowball.

The hares again; this time for Petals 400th and Silvier admitting to a horrible trail before we started. What foresight that was! 400? Is that correct? Surely not, she’s far too young!
GM, for throwing the snow. Make it into a ball the next time, it’ll fly better.

Double Digit:  Admitting to soggy undies. She should have given them to Mary who would have ironed them dry.
Little Rabbits birthday, but don’t remember which one. I remember the cake, though!

And so, it was into the pub for a few pricey chips or overcooked roast. The beer was good though, so what else matters?

On-On
