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For some reason, and no one seems to know why, May was declared a Roman theme month. The message couldn’t have been widely received, as only Flying Doc and Spotted D came dressed as Centurions (any excuse to wear few clothes): the Hares came dressed as hares but at least sported laurels on their heads. Old Thumpers Laurel was dead, but No Entry’s was more Hardy! The pack was a big-un at about 45, with a couple of new faces supplementing some returnees, including Karl Marx sporting a pair of shiny, multi-coloured  trainers which he swore weren’t new. At the circle, Old T suggested we call out in Latin. Scribbette, who must have studied such things at school, came up with what sounded like ‘Pollo Pollo. Probably not right, but it sounded good! No Entry tried to converse in Latin and called the run no. as ‘quindecim centum quod quadraginta six’. Don’t think ‘six’ sounds right, either.
Anyway, the pack left the car park and headed over the railway and onto the paths through the woods. After some meandering around, with Silvier going off at a tangent, the trail went past Bentley Hall and across the Bentley-Blacknest road, over a stile and into a big grassy field. Haagen-Dash got well in front until Schooner spotted a deer and shot off after him. The deer won! The pack spread out over the field until Silver found the way into an enchanted glade, up some steps and out to the first r/g. After a long wait, the walkers straggled in followed by F&N and off we went again along a field edge and over a tall stile (interesting watching Spotted D climb over that in his toga!) into another field populated by small but very interested bullocks. They formed a pincer movement to cut off the hashers from the escape route, but Spotted D used all his combat training to scare them off by waving his arms about a lot. Have they tried that in Afghanistan? Probably safer than the snatch Landrovers!
A few more fields followed; the trail emerging onto a road with ‘RR’ written in flour on it. Roman Road? Rubbish Run? Randy Runners? Possibly! Whatever, it led onto the next r/g.
At this point, Old T directed the walkers up the road and the rest back the way they came, warning about not frightening the horses or something. So the remaining FRB’s backtracked and wound around a village before crossing a field with the aforementioned horses cowering at one end.

After more perambulating about, there was Bentley! Yes, we were back, or rather we weren’t as the station was left and the trail went right over the A31.

Worryingly, it led left again over a stile heading towards Alton! Somehow, your scribe, Helen and Horn got trapped in a field with a local trying to help us find a way out and Old T shouting to us from afar. No good, had to climb over a fence.

Seems we went into Bentley to look at some vague Roman connection, Did anybody see it?
So, through the village, down some nettle-covered (the weed, not the hasher) paths, over a noisy metal bridge and back to the station via a very narrow stinging alley that Spotted D insisted should be traveled. Tough Guy!
The circle formed, SPF did the honours to the following wronged:

The Hares, of course, for laying this Roman-tic trail

Flying Doc & Spotted D: the only two daft enough to run in togas. Mind the swords!

Karl Marx & Fuggles:  Matching trainers. Must have bought them from the same market stall.
Cuddles:  talking turkey to a cuckoo. Did she fly over the nest?

Mary (as usual):  this time for getting lost in the long grass. He should wear platform shoes!
Dick Head:  Using a phone on the hash. Me?! I was using my Dicthead- to-phone!
Smash!:
Birthday boy. He’ll soon be all growed up.

F&N and Fuggles: Centurion milestones. Fuggles 300 runs, F&N 300,000 or so.
And finally… Visitor Steve, who was determined to drink before the song!

On-On
