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Our Hares were:  Old T & JGG. 
  The pack was Average and gathered at Long Sutton close to Lord Wandsworth School, in the cool breeze and sunshine, to enjoy (?) run 1540.  
Er, well, right. Bugger. In an attempt to bring 21st century technology to Hash scribing by putting down pen and paper and picking up a digital DicktHeadaphone, there are no hash notes. Why? Well working on the theory that digital ones are like the old analogue type, i.e. Press Record, it records: press Playback and there are the voices, that’s what I did. However, the device, being Japanese, had to have functions. Select the wrong function and after 20 minutes of recording, hitting Playback gives a deathly silence. Which means the following report will be part (bad) memory and blatant lies, or pretty much like any other report, so here goes.
The hares stood in the circle, with Old Thumper warning the pack to beware of low-flying Chinooks. The Chinooks should have been aware of high-flying rugby balls, as Lord Wandsworth School was once the home of King Johnny Wilkinson, as rugby aficionado and co-hare JGG would know. Let me see, how many World Cups have Scotland won…….?
Old T pointed the finger and the pack set off on the first of a number of long straight tracks that would keep the pack well split up. It wasn’t long before the usual suspects pulled away from the merely average, although Ever Ready looks a higher voltage these days and even Sex Slave seems to have escaped from his restraints.  As Old T had indicated, a strange spidery check appeared on the edge of a field, whose legs were meant to point in the directions to check, presumably to prevent upsetting the farmer by trampling over his crops because he had planted over the paths. Didn’t stop the sound of gunfire in the distance, though. Made me put in a bit of a sprint! 
So, I think the rest of the run went a bit like this (in no particular order): more straight bits, surprisingly busy caravan park in the middle of nowhere, Schooner wallowing in very smelly pond followed by luvverly shiggy. Schooner negotiating tall stiles and doing a 9.5 barrel roll over one of them: spectacular! Regroup near a road where Silvier recited his story of a close encounter with a Big White Bull, a couple of years ago, in a field close by. On down the road, Nettles is called back by JGG as he turns off over a stile, and yes, of course there was the checkback to send the FRB’s back up the road and back over said style. Into a big field with RAF Odiham in the distance. No Chinooks, unless they were disguised as gliders. Run past dog obedience training compound. Schooner was expelled for trying to roger the other dogs, the dog owners and most of the fixtures and fittings!  Silvier must have turned into a cattle farmer, he kept complaining about his calf’s. 
And then, back towards The School, running over paths surely trod by King Johnny himself; and there it was, the school rugby pitch, the posts standing sentinel awaiting the stance, the swing of the left boot and the oval ball once again sailing between them. Waiting for Johnny to once again collapse clutching a knee and facing another 6 months in rehab. 2003 seems a bloody long time ago!
The On-Inn came up and after a short run along the schools approach road, it was back to the car park.

The DD’s were presented by the SPF in no particular order and for no particular reason to the following totally innocent persons:

The hares, of course, the JGG and the Old Thumper for getting up early on the spring equinox to force us to run an hour earlier than last week!
Nettles & Silvier:  Marcel and Marceau.  No, I’ve no idea why, but they got a beer for it, whatever ‘it’ was.
Haagen Dash:  Don’t remember what that was for, either, but something to do with being a dog whisperer, whatever that is

Dick Head:
Cowardice in the face of the enemy: i.e. running away from the Farmers gun even though it was about a mile away.
Silvier (again):  for a load of bulls**t about a little white bull.
Primate:  Technoprat!  It’s the man with his GPS again. Couldn’t find the bottom of his DD, though!

Someone else for something else and something else for someone else, or something like that!
And so, it was On In to the pub, or rather it wasn’t as they wouldn’t let us in as we weren’t eating. When the clouds rolled over it got cold and we all went home!
