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Hares: Nettles & Flying Doc
Loc. Frensham Great Pond
Pack: Average

Run: 1538
1hr 20 mins

Weather: Luvverly Spring Day    15th March
It won’t be long until the clocks change and we can go back to the 6pm starts. For some, that can’t come soon enough. Some people love getting up early to greet the dawn and birdsong. Others like to lie a-bed and greet the Sunday roast: it would seem that Nettles belongs to the latter group. Evidence for this assumption lay in the fact that the hares were not back from their trail-laying before the pack got restless waiting and set off without them. Flying Doc doesn’t drive; ergo it must have been Nettles fault! 
No matter, the RA got consensus from the pack to start, owing to Schooner straining at the leash, matched by Silvier and the visiting Thermal Dick. So, trusting that there was a trail out there, the first blob was eventually found and others followed, directing the pack towards and alongside the pond; very nice in the warm sunshine. However, the trail led away from the bathers and boats and up into some wooded tracks, where one-blob checks proliferated; the first real check was spotted next to a pretty stream and this was sort of followed to a road overlooking a weir. By this time the pack was well strung out with the usual suspects, SPF, Yorkie, No Entry, Silvier and Thermal running up and down failing to find the trail. 
Surprise! Nettles arrives! Not sure where he came from, and it was soon apparent that he didn’t know where he was going to, much like the pack after the first r/g.
Luckily, one FRB found the way, which led through gorse and scrub to the next r/g.  Over a road and straight up a near-vertical path found yet another r/g: the hares must have been taking lessons from F&N, who, by the way, kept complaining about a pain in his ankle caused by depressing the clutch pedal in his car. Someone should tell him the clutch is the pedal on the left. The middle one doesn’t press down very far. The walkers were sent on a shorty, allegedly with co-hare Flying Doc, but as no one had seen her for the entire trail, it was possible Nettles had forgotten to pick her up. 
Question: why would anyone follow Nettles suggestion to do a long downhill check, ignoring a gut instinct that it was false? Answer: It’s in the name; Dick Head! Doh!  
After that, the going got sandy and hilly with the welcome sight of the pond in the distance. After what seemed hours, the remaining members of the pack found themselves on the ‘beach’ and the Inn pointed up a familiar fenced sandy path back to the car park. Next to the car park was a café with tables out in the sunshine. Occupying some of these table were the scb’s, enjoying the sunshine whilst chomping on bacon rolls and drinking coffee. That’s it, no more frb-ing for me, it’s clutch foot and an early finish from now on!
Thankfully, SPF in his guise as the RA was one of the FRB’s, so at least the beers were cold as he dished them out to the following law-breakers:

Hares:    Flying Doc and (eventually) Nettles
More beer for the Hares:      Starting late. Apparently, Nettles couldn’t find the start car park. In that case, the whole pack should have a beer as they couldn’t find the trail!

Thermal Dick:    Good to see him back, and also good to see him sashaying through the gorse, he should try ‘Strictly Come Prancing’. 

Fruit ‘n Nut:      Aforementioned clutch-foot. Well, I’ve heard some poor excuses for joining the knitting circle, but nobody will believe that one!

Silvier:        Complaining of his injuries. Just suffer in silence and blame it on age, like the rest of us.

Dick Head:        No idea why, but appreciated the drink after the longish run. 

And so, it was off to the Bluebell pub for the longest wait at the bar to get served in the history of long waits at the bar. The beer was worth waiting for however, at least until it ran out, just as it was my turn to order. Mmm………

On-On
