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Hares: as above. One Horn & one Hippo.  Location: Some part of Berks. Territory!  Pack: Very average!  Date: If only I could get one! Otherwise 11th Oct. Weather: Can’t remember!
Ah, autumn. The season of mists and mellow fruitfulness. Well, it wasn’t foggy and I didn’t spot any fruit, so you got it wrong Mr. Keats! However, there were a number of hashers in season, none more so than the hares who decided upon this romp over the Finchampstead Ridges. This is a nice wooded area but also well used by the locals, so some flour obliteration was bound to occur.
The hares reckoned it would take an hour-ish and there would be 2 regroups and a busy road crossing, so there!

So after a greeting to the visitors and a map to the walkers, it was off and up, up and more up. The ridges must be so close together that they form a mountain!
With Silvier away working, it was left to the usual suspects to forge the trail ahead; they had to be careful though, as the autumn is also the season of conkers falling on passing heads! Quite a bit of the trail was off piste so that if the conkers didn’t get you, the brambles and other scratchy bits of undergrowth would. 
After negotiating a lot of uphill, there was the (welcome) sight of the first r/g. Hare Horn was busy reconstructing it as it had taken a bit of a shoe-ing, and looking worried at the lack of hashers arriving there. “There’s plenty of flour”, pleaded Horn. Certainly; supermarkets have lots, it just needs to be bought and scattered liberally on the ground! Eventually, like a group of botanists on a field trip, the slower members emerged from the undergrowth to join the scant few standing at the check. 
Yet more uphilly bits including a particularly uphilly loop, presumably to make the frb’s bring up the rear!
At the second r/g, Mary, Mountain R and Sex Slave were all pushing at a tree. It was either a communal leg stretch, or it was in the way. It didn’t move far.
The busy road the hares had warned us about appeared, but the trail pointed us along it in the opposite direction to the finish. It was worth the diversion however, as the trail went around a pretty lake complete with giant water lilies.  Luckily, Schooner wasn’t there otherwise the lilies would have been sunk.
After a bit of confusion in some woods where everything seemed to be barred, the way home was pointed out by Horn. No On Inn was spotted though, seems it fell victim to dog walkers or their dogs.
So, it was back in to the start after a very pleasant way to spend an hour on a Sunday.

This week No Entry was playing ‘Mine Host’ to the alleged evildoers. He called out the following people to stand in the circle of retribution and cleanse their sins with beer:

The Hares.  With Horn & Hippo in duet there was always going to be evil in the trail.

Aqua, Cloggs & Mary.  What could they have done? Who knows, but they disappeared into the woods together whereupon strange noises where heard issuing forth. Seems Mary was bleating like a sheep. He’d probably found a baa.

Petal & Bidet:   Got lost in the woods. Don’t know if it was the same woods as above, but if it was and they were following Mary et al  getting lost was certain.
Smash!   The Cardinal sin of wearing new shoes. They were cleansed with drink even though he said they were not new, he had merely found them!

Emma’s friend:   A Hash virgin. She must have been, when asked if she enjoyed it said yes. Different answer next time!

And so it was off to the rub-a dub for a beer or two. Very nice place it was, too. The landlords were very welcoming and even donated a bottle for the raffle; some pubs won’t even let us in!!
On-On
