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Run 1561 started near the Hare’s (Firework & C Chardonnay) house. An average pack assembled to follow the trail which took just over an hour. 
At last, the sun shone on a summer’s day with the promise of a dry BBQ. Dry, that is in the metrological, not alcoholic, sense we hoped. The pack perambulated around outside a trading estate waiting for the RA to get proceedings underway. He was having a weekend off, however, so JGG stepped in. Firework said something about the run but nobody listened, as usual, and the pack led by a fit-looking Mary plodded off in the warm sunshine in the direction of Farnham via the A325.
The usual FRB’s negotiated the traffic to lead the rest past Bourne Buildings. Surely it was going up the steps, or at least up through the old hospital site. But no, with JGG almost in front, the trail went over the road past Tops Tiles and around some sort of smelly sewage tank. Ah, the smell of the countryside! 

And into the countryside we went; well sort of, to run alongside what Ever Ready thought was the smelly old Blackwater river. D.Head put him right; it was the smelly old Wey!
More roads to cross! This time the one way system via Lidl’s and up the nearest hill. Oh dear, despite Mary looking so fit he goes lame again! This time it seems it was caused by a string of ham causing him to clutch his leg and groan a bit. As we entered Farnham Park, Sex Slave quizzed Mary about his latest ailment. In turn, Mary gave chapter and verse on his preventive measures which seem to consist mainly of tons of exercise, or maybe he was just hamming it up!
Up into the park to admire the views of well, something in the distance; in fact it was Silvier, quite a long way in the distance. Hanging Around was not living up to his name, but was Running Around a lot until the first r/g in a pretty, but underused part of the Park.

After getting the breath back, it was Onward, forever Onward and encountering some locals out for a walk with what seemed like half of Battersea dogs home. Luckily for the dogs, Schooner was having a weekend off, for they were very small dogs, just the sort he likes to snack on!

By this time, the warmth was taking its toll and draining the power from Ever Ready’s batteries. That’s the trouble with rechargeables’, they start off giving their all and then suddenly collapse.
Anyway, the trail continued through the Park before emerging near the big roundabout on the Farnham/Farnborough road. Dicing with death, the (by now scattered) pack negotiated the road and the roundabout which seemed bigger than Farnham Park. A slow run down Monkton Lane lead back to the trading estate and a one blob check. No one was going to be fooled by this, however, so it was a trot back to the start.
After a quick rub down with a Sporting Life and change of clothes, it was off to the Barbie and the DD’s; but with no RA who was to deliver them?
Well, it was to be JGG to dish out the beers to the wrongdoers thus:

The Hares, of course, although JGG chastised them for using the same bit of the park as he and Old T used when they hared a couple  of weeks ago. Imitation etc..
Ever Ready:  For complaining he could only last two minutes before needing a recharge. He should try a dish of NiCad’s!
Horn:  Chatting up little boys in an attempt to get them hashing. At least, that’s what he said!

Do-Do:  JGG took the p**s out of previous nights attempts with the Wii-Wii.

In a Jiffy:  For giving the stand-in RA money to buy d-d beer and flatulents in the face of said RA!

Mary:   Mistrusting the RA (what’s wrong with that?) and yet another injury.

Hanging Around:  For living up to his name!

Silvier:  For pulling a muscle, next time he’ll try to pull a whelk!

Petal:  Being a good girl and obeying the RA. Doesn’t do that at home with Silvier!
And finally, it was Cuddles birthday that very day!!! And not a day older.

On-On

