

Hanging Around and Pam

    An Average pack turned up at Frimley
laid run 1565.



   Rec. to follow the flour for an hour.
On-Inn to ‘Little Choppers’ pub to keep them awake after the darts marathon!

For some reason that was lost on most of the pack, September was to have a Nautical theme. Nobody dressed up Nautically, however so it was left to the hare to conjure up tales of shipping forecasts and gale-force winds. Seemed we would have to get back before the tide came in. (Or at least before the car park gates were locked!). He also warned dog owners to keep them on a leash for a bit as the start was around the houses. And indeed it was for a while before going up the only hill in Frimley and into the greenery beyond. A couple of the checks had got washed out, probably by a frontal system going up the Bristol Channel. 
Horn seemed to be on form, the pack following the clarion call of his bugle, or was it the Admiral being piped aboard? 

After a few lengthy tracks, an open area appeared where a family were walking their dog. Nothing unusual about that, you might say, unless the dog was a mirror image of Schooner. As the two dogs sniffed each other out, it was lucky one of them had a cow bell around it’s neck, otherwise Haagen might have gone off with the wrong one. He would have quickly realised the mistake however, as the other dog would have ‘sat’ when told. Schooner never would.
The trail continued to a regroup via a sort of ‘up, along a little bit and down to where we went up’ type of loop. The walkers were hanging around at the regroup and sent on their merry in a different direction to the marginally fitter bunch.
That fitter bunch stumbled into territory familiar to any Deepcut hasher; the sort of abandoned training area with concrete building footings and roads to nowhere. The hare caught us out here by having the pack running around in circles and shooting off in the wrong direction. Speccy, who was having an inspired day, found the way through some bushes. After loosing the way once more, with the hares help, the trail was picked up back through the houses that featured on the way out. The On-Inn led over a grassy mound and back to the car park. Very unusually, Mary didn’t go lame; perhaps he wasn’t trying hard enough. He kept banging on about getting out of the car park before the gates shut, though, as a substitute for a pulled muscle. Thermal D’s car was spotted in the cp, which wasn’t there when we started, and neither was he. Oh well, he’ll turn up!
The RA was back! Yes, after a succession of pretenders, SPF took up his rightful place dispensing the beers to those that displeased him. They were, in no particular order:
The Hares, of course, in the form of Hanging Around and Pam. No longer Virgin lays, lucky for them.

Primate:  Something to do with the RA’s visit to the Deepcut H3 and him getting a D-D for visiting.
Graham:  Well, he brought this on himself by driving over an island in the car park whilst under the omnipotent gaze of the RA. Should be a hash handle emerging from that incident! (Grounded? Shipwreck? Beached? Marooned? Make your own up)
Schooner (Substituted by Haagen):   For meeting his Doggleganger, all be it a more obedient, and slightly narrower version.
Horn:  For considering the RA deluded. Delusions of grandeur, no doubt
Titanic D.Head.  Visiting and having a handle similar to a famous NH4 scribe.

Thermal D.   Arrived late and finished later. Drank the beer fast enough, though!
Mary (of course):  Continually banging on about getting trapped in the car park if the gates shut. Getting trapped in a rec. in Frimley after dark sounds like heaven!
Flying Doc for wearing Artic clothing at the start, then stripping down to underwear during the run. Just a slow striptease really; where will it all end on a hot day?
So the cars got away before the gates shut, to surround Bruce’s pub and make sure he and Chris didn’t have any rest after the darts marathon. That would be pointless, unlike the darts at the start of the competition, but very much like them at the end!
On-On
