

The Venue:  Millennium Field in Sheet
The Hares:  SPF & Family



The Pack:  Average

It took an hour and a bit and the weather was hot.

The start was a bit tucked away, approached by a narrow lane and into a tiny car park. It took a lot of shuffling to get everyone in. Lucky it wasn’t a big pack, otherwise we would have blocked the lane. Even after the car park was full, there was still a long wait for the arrival of Shrinky Dink & Do-Do who had got lost on the way.
However, time waits for no hasher, and anyway there was a BBQ to go to, so SPF swiftly got the pack underway. Just as it was a tight squeeze getting into the car park, it was a another one trying to get out as the exit path through a gate was a bit narrow. Just the other side of the gate was the first check, well within site of the cars, that led the pack around a field and over the fairway to the 10th hole of a local golf course, causing golfers to pause in mid swing and put them off their stroke. Well, it’s a game with little balls, anyway.
There then followed a lengthy run along a lane and round a rough old field until the first r/g. Owing to a Silvier absence, Mary was doing his best to be first to everything, including the regroups and BBQ; only No Entry was fit enough to challenge him, and he is bigger! 
The next part of the trail involved steep bits; Steep Farm, Steep Village and of course, Steep Hills! There were also quite a lot of steep stiles to clamber over. This led to a long/short split where the daft, or optimistic, followed the long bit up another steep bit into a meadow, up a long wooded path and into the renowned, and costly, Beadales school. SPF had warned us not to wander off in the school grounds as he had no permission to be there. That didn’t stop the pack from galumphing across the manicured sports fields or admiring the immaculate indoor swimming pool. Very tempting to break-in as it was a sweaty sort of day. The nearest my school came to a pool was the rain dripping through the roof into the classroom! 
After leaving the school, the sweaty pack emerged onto the Petersfield road where the second r/g was encountered. With even No Entry struggling in the heat, the now slightly unenthusiastic rest followed a shady (thankfully) path to a road junction and on to a railway crossing. Mary and D.Head put in a sprint as the alarms sounded, and got across before the barriers halted the progress of the rest. Luckily for them, it was only a 3 carriage train and not a goods train with 50 coal trucks and oil tanks waggons! 

Even after a bit of a head start, D.Head managed to get sufficiently lost to arrive back at the car park towards the back of the pack AND arrive at the BBQ last!

Back at SPF’s abode with the BBQ half eaten, SPF, being both hare and RA, did the honours with the beer, although the GM forced the Hares to drink. Both were beaten to the bottom of the glass by Headplant!

MARY was called out by dint of him eating his BBQ in the middle of the circle. Got his sausages wet when a misdirected d-d fell into his plate. Serves him right!

Mountain R got one for not being able to count the r/groups. There were only 2!

Petal for not whinging about the trail. Probably realized no-one listens, anyway!

Tom for still being a Kevin. (Trust me, he’ll stay like that until he’s about 47)

Headplant was celebrating his big 5 birthday and was (temporarily) renamed NICKERLESS for running around without his undies!

And finally, Tim for deliberately getting lost in Bedales whilst trying not to find the girls toilets!

And so, back to the food; and yes, it started raining!

On-On
