

Hares:  Anthony, Cleopatra & James sacrificing the Christian pack at Calleva Arms on this day 1st March for run no. MDXXXVI. 
Christians:  Average.    Gladiators:  Very large.   Battle:  1 1/2 hrs over 6 ½ miles
The chariots arrived and halted outside the ale house to disgorge the lambs to slaughter. It wasn’t long before they remounted and moved further down the road to an arena of football, as the hares proffered the time-honored words “You can’t park that chariot here”. 
Chuck was back! Yes, he paid us a visit from Guernseyorium; over here for a weekend of Ale and Rugger and a run around some old BH3 territory. Little did he know how much of it he would become reacquainted with! 
The hares bade the pack to ‘lend them their ears’ so that they could describe the battle ahead, and off they set into the unknown. The hares gave the ears back; after all, they were only borrowed. The first check led to mass confusion before the trail was spotted leading into a tangle of woods and lost trails. Without the leadership of Silvier (absent), the cudgel had to be passed to the second string of Nettles, Haagen-Dash (assisted, or hindered, by Schooner) and No Entry. No wonder they had no chance against the Gladiators. The trail remained in woods, with plenty of sticky shiggy and a fair number of up and down bits thrown in for good measure. The first r/g arrived after 40 mins. The Emperor Hare, Anthony, feigned surprise at this, and castigated the Christians for being too slow. (You wait, your Empire will crumble)! Not sure what happened to Cleopatra, probably stuck in a chariot tail back on the M XXV because of Aqua-duct works.
Onward, forever onward, across a field of springy grass and a number of stiles fascinatingly negotiated by Schooner. Unfortunately, this led into a field of sheep which Schooner had much more trouble negotiating, the dog licking it’s lips whilst having a Homer Simpson moment; “Mmm, leg of lamb”. Despite the frantic tugging and shouting from his master (well, maybe not that masterful), the lure of sheep was greater than the lure of the trail. Not that surprising, as the aforementioned sheep had eaten some of it! At this point, the trail split into long and short, but as the pack was so strung out, Horn called an impromptu r/g so he could have a breather.
Briefly refreshed, the pack continued on until arrival at the real r/g, the Roman Amphitheatre.   
The Christians were herded into the arena to await the certain death from the Gladiators (or Lions, or something). They duly arrived, in the shape of a bewildered family group out for a stroll. Let battle commence! The Christians shouldn’t have had a chance, but they had a terrible weapon; Fruit & Nut! Brave as one of the lions, he approached the Gladiator family and started to explain hashing to them. After what seemed (to them, at least) like hours, the glazed expression in their eyes turned to fear for their sanity and they turned and fled. Hail the Hero, Hail F&N!
After the victory, the pack split, walkers one way and frb’s  going back the way they came, then turn right to check outside the ‘St Mary the Hash Virgin’ church. Being good Christians, some went inside to pray for more hash virgins. There then followed a long run around the uneven Roman town walls to eventually find the Inn near the House of Ale, over the field of football and back to the chariot park. The Christians won and the Roman Empire crumbled; now we all know it was down to a great trail laid by Aqua, John and James!
The Hero of the hour, F&N did the honours with the beers (in very shiny mugs), by telling tales of the following wronged people:
The Hares, of course. Note that James is in training for the desert marathons, we were just in training for the dessert!
Nettles:  needed to be escorted around the trail to keep him on the not-very-straight and narrow.

‘Er Indoors:    For plodding around trails CC times
Yorkie:            He completed CCC trails a little faster than the aforementioned person.

Chuckeeeee:     Paying us a flying (literally) visit
Haagen-Dash:   Wearing a light hat, or a hat with a light, can’t remember which, but either 



   deserved a beer.

Roger B:
 For being a virgin. Was he the one they were praying for at the church?

Sex Slave:
 Another for wearing odd headgear. (Listen, it was F&N doing the DD’s, OK?)

So, it was On Inn to the ale house and back home to our DunRoamin’s……
On-On

