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Hairy’s:   No Entry and F&N 
     Loc:    Rotherwick

Pack:
Big
Date:
    19th April

Weather:   Mmm. Nice

Run: 1544
As F&N said at the circle before being shouted down, “We hope to see more NH4 on the Bourne Valley runs”. Well, it was fortuitous that this was one where there were lots of NH4, otherwise BVH3 might have struggled to raise enough breath to blow out the birthday candles! Ah, those heady days of 60+ turnouts in St Mary Bourne. All those broken bodies have taken there toll! 
Still, it was good to see the likes of Strads, Pearl ‘n Dean, Ladyshave, Shandy Man et al. No Red Cock however, as he was away selling sand to the Arabs, or something. Fruit ‘n Nut appeared to have poured a bag of flour into his left ear. Not sure why, but perhaps he had some left over and didn’t know what else to do with it. No Entry gave us the low down on what was in store and of we went. Chris turned up with her arm in a sling, Haagen-Dash turned up with his eye in a sling. Schooner turned up with a dog bowl.
There was to be a few long stretches on the trail, the first one came up in the form of a loop along a field followed by a couple of kissing gates. Pity there weren’t more Harrietts about!  A couple of water-filled ditches had to be leaped across, but nobody fell in except Schooner, although strictly speaking he jumped in just to get wet and then shake dry over the nearest hasher.
Through some woods and through another field, a lake appeared. Arranged around the lake were the fishermen that No Entry warned us about, enjoying themselves, although quite how was a bit of a mystery. 
Up a long hill to a cross path on open land and a regroup next to a fingerpost embedded in a concrete-filled barrel. Upon this barrel stood a tin of big Andy’s elixir; yes, a tin of sweetcorn supplied by Jolly Green Giant. The can was empty, Yorkie was a long way ahead of the pack – coincidence? Maybe! 

Strads and Pearl ‘n Dean lost their sense of direction, which was good as they are always in front, fit buggers! They didn’t miss the Bluebells in the woods, though; very nice they were, although a bit past their best, unlike most of the pack that are now well past it!

A bit of shiggy and some more fields followed before arrival back into Rotherfield. It’s possible NH4 beat BVH3 back in, but that was irrelevant as F&N came in 10 minutes after everyone else. An interesting trail nicely floured from F&N’s ear!

SPF was once again dishing the dirt and beers to the perceived wrongdoers thus:

Hares:
No Entry and F&N for the crime of getting up early on a luvverly Spring morning and dotting down the occasional flour blob.

No Entry (again) and Little Prick:  Photographic stardom. 

Nutcracker (how suite) for front running. Yes, it’s true and Headplant was close behind!.
Yorkie:  For complaining this was his trail backwards. Should have run it backwards so it would have been the hares trail forwards, if you see what I mean!
A Chris-tening!  Yes, Chris will, from this day forward, always be known as A over D. (Arse over Dog). If you don’t know why, ask Schooner.

Strads took up the reins for BVH3, and immediately pointed the finger at LadyShave for ‘volunteering’ him in Red Cocks absence.
Well, a car went past just as the next miscreant was called out for being late as he was changing a nappy, so the Dicktheadaphone failed to record a name, only exhaust noise. Still, the beer was well deserved.
Pearl ‘n Dean:  Turning up early and then being late as he dozed in the pub garden!

Wardrobe and Goofy:  ½ centurions. Not age, (possibly in Goofy’s case) but runs.
Mountain Rescue:
for no other reason than there was some beer left!

Then Ladyshave Brought out the birthday cake, but where were the candles?

And so it was into the pub for a queue at the bar and a roast in the garden.
On-On
