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Latest Run brought to you by:  Tart & Loopy Lou  from the White Hart in Holyborne. One of those “They won’t all fit into the pub” sized packs turned up on a sunny morning on the 25th Oct.
According to the run list, Silvier was to co-hare this with the Hursley folk, but they decided he would be too slow, so kicked him out! Therefore, this was a Hursley run with NH4 pack and NH4 pub, all in perfect harmony!
Our very own GM did the intros and handed over to the hare Tart to set out the order of the day. He spoke of animals, roads and shiggy, as well as Loopy Lou shorting with the scb’s. 
The pack was off quickly to turn right from the pub and immediately loose the trail! After a while, someone found it and we wound up at a check at the old familiar pedestrian tunnel under the A31. Would we go under it or turn right into the cow field towards Alton? Well, it was Alton bound, with the long trek around the field and the overgrown path alongside Caker stream. Hanging Around wasn’t, and led the front lot to a check at the trading estate. Local knowledge meant turning right, as left is a dead-end. Another educated guess sent the few FRB’s over the road past the old Mill into another trading estate. After a bit of Milling about, Horn found the 3rd blob and away we went towards Alton again; ending up in Ansty Park. Being a Sunday, there was a lot of mini-rugby going on. The youngsters stopped and stared at the bunch of old buggers running around their pitch and shouting a lot. Aqua mused that we might all need CRB checks for merely being so close to children. This is discrimination, they don’t need checks to be close to adults and you never know what they will do!
Having eventually found our way out of the field, a blast from the horn sounded from a path alongside the Convent School (more kids!) only to go around a loop that allowed the back to get in front.  After another bit of a run, the pack all met up at an impromptu r/g owing to having missed an earlier one. (Missed? surely it fell victim to the Regroup Liberation Front, there demanding a ransom to hand it back!).
From there, surely it was left then right; after all your scribe and Nettles hared this bit a few weeks ago, it couldn’t go down THAT bit of rough track. Bugger, it did, and we still have the scratches and stings to prove it!

After a run alongside a field, that the Gamekeeper on the aforementioned hash had asked us not to use, Ram suddenly appeared from nowhere after having turned up late. Still fit enough to catch us all, though. Then hare Tart showed his cunning side. From the next r/g, he sent the FRB’s up a steep hill only to find a bar. They turned back downhill, overtook the SCB’s only to run back up again as they blundered into a Fish Hook. The nasty man just laughed.

Along a slippy, chalky field margin, the trail led up above Holyborne and back down to the village. It probably went past Alan Titchmarsh’s house, but a lot of the pack went back to the pub past the church and pond, which was the long way round so obviously thought the run too short!
Back at the start, the walkers and co-hare Loopy Lou were still out there somewhere, but Hursley’s RA decided to start dishing out the beers without them. Quite right, mustn’t keep thirsty people waiting.

Hare TART, strangely barefoot, was the thirst one called out to drink, with the usual non-endorsement of his run ringing in his ears.
At this point, SPF took over to call out:

No Entry:  Knowing the answer to ‘What run no. is it?’ How did he know this? By having it written on his hand, of course. Old schoolboy trick.
Back to Hursley, and next out was New Balls Please for falling into a fairy grotto. (Well, rabbit hole in actuality, but one can have a romantic interpretation)

SPF again:  called forward Old T. for being pretentious enough to dispute SPF by calling a chicken a ‘Golden Mandarin Duck’.

Hursley:  Step forward One Hung Low, for stepping in some very smelly animal poo and wondering why he spent the rest of the run on his own.
SPF:  told of a tale of why Squeaky was late: he was sat on the bog! You have to read the Sunday papers somewhere.

Hanging About & Kerb Crawler:  Weaving drunkenly around the playing fields. It looked like the mini-rugby players were doing the same thing on the pitch!

Virgin:  And what a big one; made SPF look vertically challenged. But then he is.

And finally:  Loopy Lou, the co-hare who finally arrived, freshly showered and changed!

And so, it was a few short steps to the pub and another Sunday gone missing!

