

Hares for the day were: Primate & Ever Ready, or as it happened, Primate & Mountain R..
The pack was Average, and stood around in a car park in Hartley Whitney.

The weather was fine for run 1562 which lasted about an hour.
In theory, this was a trail provided by a couple of the old stagers; in practice it was, but just not the same two! It seems Ever Ready was the Unready. A previous forgotten engagement providing a valid excuse for not being able to assist Primate in the laying of flour. Mountain R is always ready (military upbringing, you see) and thus stepped in, although not knowing where the trail was supposed to go. Blind leading the blind there, then!

Primate gave a vague and muddled sort of speech and we were off into the houses surrounding the start. This caused a lot of confusion, but Nettles found a hidden path into a wooded area hotly pursued by Hanging Around, who wasn’t acting out his name. As for Mary and Silvier, the duo collared all and sundry with tales of their injuries, while still leading. It made the rest of us run faster just to get away.

The pack became split up quite early on, but thankfully the hare (in most cases, Mountain R as Primate was rarely seen) kept short cutting and popping up to show the lost souls the way forward. The first r/g came early in an anonymous barley field, but we didn’t hang around long, although long enough for Aqua to relieve herself, before some rough tracks were encountered with wild stinging nettles (small m) and vicious sticks that sprang up out of nowhere to crack the unwary shin. The next regroup was not long in coming, although it had been partially expunged by the Regroup Liberation Group. There was a bit of hanging around along the wooded road until Primate told us to check it out. This lead to a road ‘T’ junction where Whale was caught sitting in a bus shelter waiting for the next bus home. He’s been there for hours and all of a sudden, three busses turned up at the same time, but none were going his way!
There then followed a lot of long, straight rough off-road paths that got the pack well strung out, after which there were a lot of one-blobbers, probably needed at this stage by the hares as the legs were probably letting them down a bit. Next, a weird sort of military landscape was encountered, with concrete roads to nowhere and outlines of long-demolished buildings. By this time, your scribe was hopelessly lost (not unusual) as the trail seemed to go downhill into a valley and disappear. Luckily, Yorkie appeared and claimed he knew where he was as he had laid trial here before. Normally, I wouldn’t trust such bravado, but the alternative was the prospect of spending the night out there, so I followed him. And lo! There was the flour again guiding us down a long path to salvation and the familiar territory of the A30 through Hartley Witney. A run past the shops and pub and it was on back to the start. Surely this wasn’t the work of Primate. If it was, then RESPECT! 
The RA was absent again, so it was the giant in green that had to do the honours again…

The Hares:  Prime8 & stand-inn Mountain Rescue. No points for Ethelred the Never-Ready who should be on a charge!

Mary: for inventing a new call of “On-On-Ouch”, as yet another injury strikes. Ah, to see all this injury in one so young makes me feel less old!

Sex Slave:  For imitating the pose of a Greek Goddess at a r/g. Or was it a reclining Buddha?

Aqua:  Taking the piss out of the hash. Or was it taking a piss on the hash? Whatever, it deserved a beer.

Bidet:  For denying the RA’s existence. Correct. we all know he is merely a figment of someone’s warped imagination.

Old T’s birthday!! Yes it’s another one, but woe betide the person who over-estimates her age, Mary!

And so it was into the pub and to ponder over the strange animal delicacies advertised on the side of a van parked in the car park. Anyone ever tried a Kangaroo burger? Wildebeest steak? No? Thought not. I’ll have a Crocodile sandwich and make it snappy!

On-On
