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Haring: Petal & Silvier   At: Some hard to find car park in deepest Surrey. Pack: Above average. Weather: Yummy Sunny Sunday 26th Sept.
We wait all summer for a few days sunshine and several come along at once. What price a hosepipe ban by Christmas? Still, bring it on, I say!
So, on another glorious Azores High day, a goodly turnout assembled in an obscure car park to await the delights of the trail ahead.
Silvier said there would be 3 r/groups, but only for the frb’s. He also handed maps out for walkers, including Primate who, thankfully, left his errant GPS at home.  He also warned us about the local walkers with their pampered pedigree pooches. Luckily Schooner wasn’t there to eat them. (Or roger them if they were bigger than a rabbit!)
The frb’s got off to a quick start, soon into open country with many paths to check. Some of the checks had been viciously attacked by the Check Liberation Front, but Ponce, dressed in a sinister black outfit with a similarly coloured mutt jogging along beside him, was having one of those inspired days and always seemed to be in front. Silvier was right, there were a lot of furry barkers about, but they’d left the 1st r/g alone, which came up quite quickly.

A short time later, we were off again following some long stretches. Mary sprinted, Mary went lame, Mary stopped sprinting.

Another r/g, this time at the attractively named ‘Bogmoor Common’. There was an information sign nearby that Cloggs spotted had a picture of a Neanderthal Man upon it. Looked like an early Hasher to me. Now, Stone age man really knew how to lay a trail. Unfortunately, flour had yet to be created, so trails were discovered to have been laid with flint and Wooly Mammoth!  
Anyway, back to the real trail. Sometime further on, the FRB’s became confused by the path ending in a shut gate. After milling about a bit, Silvier appeared on the other side of said gate, pressed a button and ‘Open Sesame’ the trail opened up again. Clever lad!
Fruit ‘n Nut and others were wearing identical T-shirts advertising Deepcut’s 300th; Not sure if that was the number of runs or the combined age of Deepcut’s mismanagement!

Running up an incline, Mary’s legs let him down in spectacular fashion as he dived headfirst into the trail. Luckily there was no shiggy.
The 3rd r/group came up and with it a large open area that took some time to find the way out. Soon after that the On Inn leaped up from the ground to provide a short run back to the cp. A delightful way to spend a sunny hour-and-a bit.
Before there was even a chance to change clothes, the Real RA formed up the circle in an effort to quench the thirsts of his alleged wrongdoers:
The Hares, of course. The RA spoke of recognising panic in the hare, as the voice of Silvier rose 3 octaves when some frb’s followed Ponce through a bar.

‘Er Indoors: Hobble bobbled her for the previous nights alleged hangover!

Dick Head:  For arriving feeling stiff. Not bad for an old man!

No Entry:  For taking a bough! 

Bidet:  Having the bedside manner of Dr. Crippins.

Ponce:  Complaining about the 1st r/group arriving too early. Well, he shouldn’t have run so bloody fast then, should he!
Sex Slave:  For being the hash escaped goat, or something.

Then the GM took over and awarded a beer to the GM, for last week, causing NH4 beer to be bought and paid for and then drunk by Wally from BH4. The same Wally that insults us continuously.
And so it was On Inn to a pub with no staff but a luvverly sit in the garden under blue skies and warm sun. Ah, life gets no better…..!

