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Hares:  JGG & Old T
   At:  Waitrose cp, Farnham
      On:  19th July

Average pack

Damp and gloomy
 1 hr 10 mines.
There are times when certain hashers (your Scribe included) do daft things. After the R2D2/Hursley weekend this was the 2cnd run of the day for a couple of us, and the 3rd of the weekend. Age shall not weary us, but it will knacker the knees!
However, the thought of a magnificent run around Farnham laid by the dynamic duo forced even the most tired legs to plod On. It also encouraged an average-sized pack to assemble in the car park near Waitrose, including more weekend refugees in the not inconsiderable shapes of Whale and Mr. Nuisance. 
As is the way from this location, after the usual greetings from RA and hares it was an urban start that lead up to the Art College. (Closed for summer, so no bright young scenery to ogle at!). Leaving the roads behind, it was uphill onto paths around some familiar fields; that didn’t stop the likes of Mary and Silvier going the wrong way, though. The trail emerged onto ‘three stiles road’, but the stiles had been stolen. The road was still there, though. By the time the pack ran past the hares garden, Silvier had gone lame, and Haagen-Dash was lost.
A long and winding hill led to a cunning cb (back down, of course) and an other long bit leading to the first r/g.
After a brief rest Silvier, Yorkie, Mary and Goofy found the energy to get in front.  Haagen would have joined them, but he was delayed by having to keep releasing and reattaching Schooner’s lead as various roads had to be negotiated.

Now, Farnham lies in the river valley of the Wey, hence there will be hills either side. The pack was forced uphill along a wooded gravel path before emerging into a council estate (aren’t they called social housing these days?) which Horn was surprised to recognise as Farley Hill. Surprised and saddened as it was a long way back!  Then, of course, it was into Farnham park and around the cricket pitch, which distracted the players as the bowler ran in to aim at the lurid orange stumps. It was wide outside off and the batsman swung and missed.
Down the hill and past the castle, the trail crossed the road with Mountain Rescue obeying ‘elf & safety rules and seeing the pack safely over by laying in the road and pretending he had been run over. (Not really, I made that bit up).

Anyhow, safely over, the pack made it’s way back towards the university via a hidden path and another field. By this time, the Winchester weekend hashers had dropped back through exhaustion. Or old age. Or stupidity. Or both; they tend to go hand-in-hand.
Back at the car park, the RA had the audacity to give out beers to people he, and only he, decided had blasphemed.
He began with the Hares, of course, this time in the guise of 

JGG and Old T. I wont thank you for the run; my legs hurt

Mr. Nuisance:   For mistaking Silvier for an old woman. Surely that’s an easy mistake to make as he was running like one!

No Entry & Little Prick:   Something to do with being swingers. Can’t remember why, but what goes on behind closed doors…..!
Mary;  For being a poor representation of a tart. I thought he was a rather good one!

Mountain R.:     Pretending to be a lollipop man and seeing the pack safely over the road. Retired folk have to do something.
Haagen-Dash:   His explanation for the gash on his head was that Schooner attempted to drown him. I expect the dog was just trying to get his own back on a master that kept dragging him along to hashes and then preventing him from playing with cars.
Ever Ready:  Silly man, fancy buying new shoes and then not wearing them in. Still, the beer would have tasted nice with a bit of a cheesy odour.  
Silvier:   Part time hasher. Not quite completing the 12 mile ball-breaker the day before.

Hobble:   For wearing a very lairy shirt at F. Snows BBQ.

And the 2 visitors. Enjoy!

On On
