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Loc:
Selborne
    Hares: Silvier & Seize Matters   5th July
Pack: Average
   Dogs: More than average
Orchids:  Rare
Well, it was the day of the men’s tennis final. It was going on and on with Federer and Roddick locked at 11-all in the final set. It was difficult to drag Silvier away from the game to hare the run, which he had demanded was laid in the morning so he could watch in the afternoon. Never did see the end, however as it was still going as the pack left.
There seemed to be a lot of dogs on this one. Schooner took a dislike to one of them and had to be separated from the fight by Haagen and several others. Poor little mutt. 
In the circle, Seize matters explained there would be 4 r/g’s, the last one should be missed at all costs owing to Silvier choosing that point to lecture us all about Orchids. (Thank goodness it wasn’t going to be death by PowerPoint!)

As usual, the trial started off up the zigzag path; or rather it didn’t as there was a bar halfway up; so it was uphill along a wooded path into the hangars. And up some more along track and lane, field and road, Nettles having one of his fit days and getting a lot of the checks. Although it had been dry for some time, hence no shiggy, a young son of one of the visitors, carried away with the prospect of listening to Silvier’s knowledgeable words, raced past D.Head at terminal speed before tripping over a tree root and dived headlong into a shallow puddle. Undeterred, he picked himself up and hurtled on. What power one man’s words can have! 
On the trail went until a regroup at the entrance to the happy Orchid hunting grounds of Noar Hill. Standing at the r/g were a number of curious cows; Old T was, of course, somewhat wary of these, but Silvier came to her rescue by shooing them off down a narrow path, the chivalrous man, isn’t he, Petal!
But this wasn’t to be the informative r/g that was to take place after another short run further up the hill. To rapt attention from the ignorant pack, Silvier told us of the ‘Pyramid’ , ‘Fragrant’, ‘Triblade’ and rare ‘Musk’ Orchids. The extremely rare, in fact deceased ‘Desert Orchid’, was nowhere to be seen, not even a hoof print, mind you, Schooner had flattened most of the ground anyway.

Seize Matters wisely kept his council. If he had his way, he would be drilling for oil! 
Silvier continued to act as the Pied Piper as the pack followed him around the undulating hillside before exiting at another gate. Some narrow and scratchy paths followed with a liberal sprinkling of fields, and on back to Selborne. But there was to be a twist in the trail as it went over the road and into the rec.
A well hidden path led us out and back over the road to find the ‘On-Inn’ up the incline back to the car park. We all felt we had learnt something from the trail. We just didn’t know what. 

So, after an hour and ten, it was time for the RA to hand out beers to some deserving cause or other.

The Hares, Seize & Silver. Can we have a mushroom trail next year; at least we can pick ‘em and have ‘em for breakfast.
Little Prick for moonwalking at the previous days BBQ (should have tried that on the run, that would be interesting!), and Petal for moaning about Not being the co-hare and the run being too slow. Too slow, has she been in training?
Fruit ‘n Nut:   asking for sympathy from the RA. You must be joking!

Fairy Snow for gassing the neighbours at the BBQ. Thought that was Velcro’s territory.

Visitor. The aforementioned youngster who took a tumble in the only bit of shiggy on the trail.

Yorkie. Presented with a ‘Yorkie Bar’ mug for no other reason other than the obvious one.
Geraldine: Upstaging the RA by being in charge of a real religion. A really real religion. The RA is only an advisor, he’s not really in charge. Really.
Dick Head. Thought stuffed dog was real. It must have been, Schooner was trying to roger it. But then again, Schooner tries that with most objects

There was definitely a drink from new shoes, just can’t remember who it was!

On-On
