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HARES: Nettles and Dickhead

Venue: Alton Medical Centre

Turnout: quite a few

Weather: Typical English August Bank Holiday (ie cold, damp, windy)

As a harbinger of things to come, half the pack parked at the front and the other half at the back of the Medical Centre…..Fruit ‘n’ Nut having flagged down an ambulance to ask for directions (I’m sure that it was of great comfort to a patient in a life or death situation on his way to hospital to know that F&N found the run OK.)
Nettles announced the run was to be c 1hr 15 – DickHead rapidly disclaimed all responsibility, owning up to being only a flour carrier. We set off across the road, up another road and the very first check by some garages took some finding. The walkers stuck with DH , but followed the FRBs along a couple of alleys to the playing fields, where they headed off left and we headed straight (ish) ON.  DH then asked how long we wanted to be out for – well, a bit longer than 20 mins thanks, so he led us along a little path that turned out to be a dead end. Ah….our faith in DH wavered, and was not reinforced when we subsequently ended up at a road junction with him squinting at his map and saying Well, where shall we go now? A trudge along the road followed, but someone spotted flour gleaming in the gloaming (ooh do you like the alliteration?) at the foot of a steep bank. Some bolder souls  climbed over a crash barrier while the others, including DH and Tammie with her husky (mush, mush) carried on never to be seen again. This fragment of the pack then found itself on a river bank with 2 paths – Shrinky Dink took the low road and the rest of us took the high road – leaving him at the bottom of a 30 foot steep bank and rapidly running out of options. He was eventually hauled up by a human (OK, hasher) chain and the mini pack found itself actually following flour, which took us along the river and to the back of an industrial estate. Some inspired guesswork combined with patchy local knowledge pointed us past the old Anstey Mill and in no time at all we were back on the main road and ON Inn. 50 minutes – perfect, just what I’d asked DH for at the start! First back, we inspected the flat tyre of our visitor, and waited for the other walkers, and then the FRBs arrived in some very sweaty T shirts in, guess what, 1 hr 15. They had clearly had a much more energetic time of it than us walkers, but then that’s what it’s all about, innit?

In the circle the RA’s usual first question “What did we think of that then?” unusually elicited  only a few mutters, the pack having obviously been distinctly underwhelmed by the whole experience.  Rallying to the occasion, the RA went on to award DDs  to:

The Hares (not even worthy of any witty names…) 

‘Er Indoors – she looked puzzled as to the reasons and I’m not surprised; some RA ramblings about Hobble’s recycled beer gut?

Fruit ‘n’ Nut the Lawyer (ambulance chaser)

Virgin – we hope he will come again when he blows up his tyre

Goofy , clearly in a time warp when thinking he was nearly home after only 25 mins (obviously this was an estate agents’ run, deceptively spacious – I never know if this means it’s bigger than it looks or it looks bigger than it is) 

Full Frontal for requesting assistance for a discreet place for a, how did the RA put it, pi- pi…and… 

Bidet for his gallantry in pointing out a suitable bush 

ON ON to the Railway Arms where Schooner and the husky decided they didn’t like each other, but both took a fancy to a customer’s tiny little mutt . Hashers struggled to find anything constructive to say on the tick sheet, your scribe got a nosebleed and Bruce leaned on people (not literally, they would have fallen over) to sponsor a darts marathon.  
ON ON Scribette (can’t let a Hare write up his own run!)
