

[image: image1.wmf]
On:  Easter Sunday 12th April

Loc:  Brookwood

Pack:  Big
Hares:  Yorkie & Horn
It Took:  1 ½ hours in the grey gloom of the evening
Easter. The time of spring chicks, fluffy bunnies and chocolate eggs. And, of course, the Egg Hunt Hash. This time it was Yorkie’s turn to lay the trail and Horn’s turn to lay the eggs. Velcro seemed to be handing out eggs to the Horrors long before the run started, presumably to slow them down sufficiently so they couldn’t embarrass him. In the circle, Horn explained that the numbers in some of the checks referred to the amount of eggs to find. It looked like it was going to be a long night! 
Mary graced us with his presence, as did some newcomers, whose previous hashing experience was in the Middle East; they would be disappointed with the lack of sand dunes and temperature. As Schooner was getting frantic, Horn pointed the way and off we went. The first numbered check came up quickly and tinfoil-wrapped crème eggs were sought, and eventually found. There then followed a kids-only 8 egg check. They must have gone to a good school; a lot of kids going through the state system never grasp big numbers like that! 

The trail continued around the houses. Chris was showing the benefit of her training by bursting into a speedy run only to be brought back to earth, suddenly, by Schooner cutting across. She fell onto her left boob but strangely felt a right t*t! 

There was a lot of milling about at the next check amongst the houses, but the FRB’s had to slow down as F&N waved a 30mph sign in front of them, that he’d found abandoned in the road. The speeding fines will arrive shortly. 

The houses were left behind as the trail went into woodland and another egg check. I found 2! No Entry continued to find a clutch, the greedy bugger. More egg checks followed, with a number of jokes based on the word ‘egg’, obviously, and its foreign language derivatives, being banded about. (By the way boys, here’s an ice-breaker you could use on a girl at a party:

“How do you like your eggs in the morning: scrambled, fried or fertilised?” Laugh? I almost cracked up; what a yolk!). 
Then came the shiggy: deep, sticky and black, a real trainer-looser! Mary suggested congratulating the hares for finding it. We won’t do that as it will only inflate their ego’s.

Another check and more eggs to find. These battery hens must have been powered by Ever Ready, to have lain so many. (They must have been fed on chocolate and tinfoil). 

The trail went through some sort of garden centre, guarded zealously by the owner and his two dogs. They were no match for Schooner, however, or an increasingly paranoid Haagen-dash who suspected a mauling and litigation. Horn put the owner in his place, of course! 

At the next 6 egg r/g, Mary went lame! This time it was a hamstring. We really must keep a list of injuries. At the AGM we could have another category on the list under the heading of ‘hash injuries’. 

A number of water-filled ditch crossings, some by leaping across and others spanned by fallen logs, came next, causing those of a nervous disposition some worries. F&N was getting concerned about the approaching darkness, checked his watch and went A over T on a tree stump. Vaguely remember Petal coming a cropper earlier. Shrinky Dink played Sir Galahad and helped the distressed Damsels across the ditches. What a nice sailor! 

A final egg check followed, before a run along a canal towpath. A cunning checkback took us up a path between expensive Surrey Bankers houses where the On-Inn was found near a garden of what seemed like fossilised wicker animals. Soon to be replaced by fossilised bankers?
And so, back to the beginning where the gloom descended and the DD’s readied.

Bloody good trail, hares; but I only got 2 eggs, bah!

SPF, in his capacity as RA, did the honours, as the previous RA, No Entry gathered his massive egg haul together.
The Hares:  Yorkie & Horn, for laying the trail and the eggs and the shiggy, which looked strangely like molten chocolate.

Silvier:  Complaining that the RA that he was interrupting his running by stopping to stretch his stiff bits. Quite!
No Entry:  Breaking enouef eggs to make a very big omelet!

F&N got a beer for some reason. Can’t think why, but he usually deserves one.

Mary & Double Digit:  The former for yet another injury, the latter for insulting the RA’s notebook. He should try modern technology. Or maybe not!

Horn again:  This time for his 50th lay. Runs, that is, not eggs, but there probably were that many on the trail.

Er Indoors:  Leaving a bag in Shrinky Dinks car and being hung over when he tried to return it!

And so, after scraping the shiggy off, it was On into the pub for a beer and crisps; or in No Entry’s case, enough chocolate to make him sick!

On-On
