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The RA’s Revenge
Hares:  SPF, Nutcracker & Headplant

Loc.  Rake, nr. Liss
Date:
  22cnd Feb.
Pack:
  Average.

Length:  27 miles. All uphill
At the AGM, after No Entry relinquished the post of RA, SPF was voted in, not because he volunteered, but because he went off to the bar as nominations were called for. On his return, he swore revenge; at last, this week he got it. Revenge is a dish best served cold. 
There was no hint of what was in store when the diminutive figure of Headplant, flanked by the slightly less diminutive SPF and Nutcracker, stood in the centre of the circle listening to his dad extolling the virtues of the trail. We followed the pointed finger down the road and away. This bit of West Sussex is at the start of the South Downs and is, thus, hilly. So up we went, and up and up, Nettles leading the way into the sticky shiggy. The trail opened out into fields, with Ever Ready charging along on new Duracell’s, followed by another power-sapping hill. Silver, Nettles and Seis Matters followed an arrow to a checkback, but D.Head was wise to this as SPF had done him up like a kipper once before. As it must, downhill followed uphill, which suited Goofy who lead at this stage, eventually arriving at a road and some strange markings, allegedly lain by Headplant. It worked very well; the FRB’s standing around wondering what it meant, allowing the pack to catch up. 

The beer stop came up and after a few worrying moments; SPF found the beer and Kit-Kat’s hidden under a tarpaulin. ‘Er Indoors was so excited by this cheap French lager, she had to run into the nearby Portaloo to relieve herself. Thank goodness it wasn’t real ale!

Suitably refreshed, the pack continued into the shiggy of a bridleway, over a plank bridge and round a loop in some trees. The following check produced a long/short split. ‘Nah, it can’t be much further, let’s take the long bit’, thought the FRB’s. Oh dear, that was a mistake. It did go on a bit. And a bit more. The pack became very strung out, with little ‘grouplets’, the front one containing Mountain R, Ever Ready, Nettles, Seis Matters, Goofy and D.Head. This was a problem as there seemed to be only one-blob checks, and with so few hounds, they weren’t getting kicked through, thus causing more stringing out. 

The trail continued through some pretty woods with streams, but by this time, most had got past caring. Hours later, the INN was spotted, but even then it was a long run up the road to where the SCB’s stood cheering us in, just like the end of a marathon, which it was!

Even then, there were a further 20 minutes to wait before the last people came in, who, unfortunately, was a visitor and his poor 8 year old son, who was only 6 when the run started!  
According to someone’s sat-nav, the trail maxed out at 8.7 miles. Not sure about that, but it was a bloody long way. The walkers had all dozed off before the last person hobbled inn!

After having plenty of time to get changed, the circle gathered around the EGMOT (standing in for the GM/hare as he was out hunting for the barely alive stragglers) to start the DD’s: 

The hares (minus one):  Nutcracker & Headplant. I wonder how much of it they did?

Seis Matters:  Selecting a new house because it would make a good beer stop!

Silvier:  Not doing the whole trail. Well, he is over the big five-oh, it gets harder.

SPF is back! He gets a beer, he should’ve got a lot more than that! Showing his stamina and versatility, he then takes over the RA duties and continues where Old T. finished :  
Old Thumper:  She gets a taste of her own medicine by (apparently) getting lost in Liss. This was followed by hubby JGG for mincing through the shiggy. Shame on a big lad like him!

Visitors:  Dad and son. Son deserves a medal and he completed the trail, unlike others (Silver!). Will we ever see you again?

Ever Ready:  Injured himself putting up a fence. Always thought fencing looked dangerous.

Little Prick:  Not recognizing corn cobs whilst standing in a field of them.

Finally, the RA awarded himself another beer because a) he lost his little black book of misdemeanors,  b) he was bloody thirsty after laying that marathon.

As were we all, so off to the pub that was either in Hants. or Sussex, or both.

