

Run No.  1574 and several more
Hares?  Flying Doc & D.Head.  Where? Alton.  Why? 'Cos we’re stupid.   Distance: Too Far.  Pack: Yes, there was one.  Weather:  Yes, there was some.  On-Inn:  Of course, why else would we turn up?
It would be churlish indeed for the co-hare to lay the trail and do the words. Well, churlish here we come.

Well, I know where the run went as I co-hared it. You know where it went, as you ran it, didn’t you? So why would you want to read about it?
So all you’re going to get is a synopsis. (It’s not as painful as it sounds).

Not for the first time, the pack gathered behind the med. Center in Alton. 

Being Armistice Sunday, we had the traditional silence at 11:00. This was signaled by Horn playing the Last Post. It was also signaled by Schooner howling a poor imitation of same. The harder Horn tried to create solemnity, the louder Schooner howled. Disrespectful mutt!

The trail started urban, past the station and alongside Caker stream and into an industrial estate. Loop back past electricity sub-station to turn left and rejoin scb’s. Followed by; another industrial estate. A run past the Alton waste recycling centre and into – yes- another industrial estate, this one being new, shiny and largely unoccupied. This lead onto a path that was bisected by the fast moving traffic of the A31. Very risky. Horn was someway behind, having accidentally tied his laces together, or something. Anyway, I had to help him across, poor lad.

Then the trail went into the farm fields. The poor farmers, being short of land, had to plough up the footpaths leaving the pack to wade through mud and slide away on the clay bits. 

Big cross paths in middle of field! By this time, the trainers have got very heavy with glutinous mud; Thermal D didn’t fancy it, so cut around the field and disappeared, closely followed by Nettles and No Entry. It would be some time before they would be seen again. 

The next bit of the trail was a bit made up to avoid running along a busy road. Through a hedge, along a field margin and through another, scratchy hedge. Yorkie tried to avoid the scratchy bit by jumping a ditch. He didn’t make it, slipping into said ditch and bleeding heavily. Yuck! More fields and shiggy followed before emerging into a golf course and startling golfers waiting to tee off. We told them to **** off! Fruit ‘n Nut was the last onto the course, and only frantic waving from the hare prevented him from running down the fairway.

Then it was on to a sunken, flooded, rock strewn lane. Helen was very wary of the ankle-breaking possibilities of slipping off the stones, so soon dropped back. The deep puddles did wash off the mud for a while, but it soon returned, as the FRB’s were forced to run the gauntlet of crossing the A31 again and then plod up another muddy lane. 

The pack was well strung out by now, so individuals had to find the flour without much help, as it went up and then down through streets to emerge at the Kings Pond. A quick sprint round the pond, scattering ducks, geese and dogs and it was back home, although some missed the On Inn and took a longer way in.  
Back at the start, there was barely time to cool down before SPF poured the beers (he didn’t want to hang around), and forced the following to drink them:

He called out the Hares, Flying Doc. and D.Head and commented about too much tarmac and too few checks. Same as every week, then!
Yorkie;  Having the audacity to warm up before the run. As you get older, this ceases to be an option and becomes a necessity otherwise you will remain rooted to the spot!
Bidet;  Copying Bobby Charlton’s comb-over hairstyle while waiting for the circle to form. Don’t think it will improve Bidet’s long range left-foot shot, though.
F & N and Hippo;  challenged by the RA to each blow a raspberry on their respective horns. I reckon Hippo’s sounded like one of those instruments for attracting ducks. It was enough to drive us all quackers!

SPF himself!  He awarded himself a D-D for putting a piece of green veg down the hare’s neck. Would that count as part of the 5-a day?

Nettles: For doing something. It is always for doing something!

Haagen-Dash (or really, Schooner, but he’s teetotal), for giving a better rendition of the last post than Horn managed.
So, off to the pub for some triplefff and a bite of Flying Docs. buns. Lovely! 
