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Hares:  Horn & Hippo
At:  Grimly Frimley (near Bruce’s pub)
17th May
Pack:
  Average

It took:   1 hour-ish on a rain-threatened afternoon
The, smaller than recently, pack gathered at the earlier time of 5pm (so Hobble could get the Barbie in flames) in a car park surrounded by picturesque views of Frimley. Horn said he was continuing the Roman theme and outlined vague links with Farnborough Abbey and an RC school. Tenuous indeed! From Horn’s description, this was going to be a Schooner type trail – lots of cars to play with and roads to cross. It was not, however, a Haagen-Dash trail for the same reasons! 
The pack moved swiftly On, with No Entry taking a small leading pack, in the absence of Silvier, into the convolution of roads and roundabouts that makes up the areas landscape. Most of the rest of the trail was to be centered around the narrow, muddy Blackwater river and the path which bears the same name. This meant some lengthy straight stretches, but as the pack was a bit short of FRB’s, nobody got too far in front. The A331 was also well-themed, some of the pack competing with the speeding traffic on one long, particularly soggy grassy track. The traffic won easily, but then again Silver wasn’t there…!

The hares had obviously learnt from SPF by laying an arrow up a hill only to lead to a checkback. Got me again, though!
The trail had more of a transport, rather than Roman, theme as after river and road, there was a r/g next to the railway. Ah, the 3 R’s. Road, rail river. Add another one, ‘Roman’ and another, ‘Regroup’. ‘Rubbish Run’? Rowdy Rabble? Rambling (w)rite-up? 
The r/g over, the pack went towards the Abbey (now gone National), which still, apparently, transcribes Roman script, or something, but never quite reached it. (Well, it was at the top of a hill).  Over a railway and on to the dead centre of town, the calling kept quiet so as not to disturb the grave residents. At this point, Karl Marx was overheard to say some derogatory remarks about the local area “Aldershit, Shamberley and Grimley”, he opined are the correct names for the districts. Anyone got one for Farnborough? 
As if to accentuate the point, a strange unpleasant odor wafted across the trail as it led into a car park, but it was only the outpourings from the McDonalds. To get away from this involved scrambling up a grassy bank to yet more roundabouts and the A331. The INN trail seemed to be a bit like the out trail in reverse, except for bumping into Silver who had arrived fresh from work.
Back at the beginning, it was decided to do the dd’s in Little Chopper’s pub, as we could smell the sausages burning (Hobble had got there early). So, after a short walk we were banished into the back-room bar to keep us from scaring the regulars.
A nice spread was laid on, with special thanks to A over D for pulling off her sling for long enough to help out.
Food consumed, in the absence of the RA, No Entry stepped in to dish the beers out thus:
The hares, of course. The Horn and Hippo duo who produced the urban(e) run.

Karl Marx for suggesting all the runs in the area are rubbish. He still turned up, though!

Bidet for stick elevation as he passed Little Prick. Well, she has that effect on men of a certain age!
Sex Slave for yet another birthday. This caused an outpouring of Flying Doc’s Chocolate refrigerated cake. Even the barman had some, and he said he didn’t like chocolate!
A over D for her hard work in satisfying the hashes hunger

Well, there were others who undoubtedly deserved the drink, but the Dickheadaphone became garbled owing to the raucous laughter. Next time, the dd’s should be done in complete silence!

On-On

