

Hare:  Bidet.
Loc:  Peper Harow
Pack:  Big

Date:  15th Nov.
Weather:  Not Raining
   Run:  1575
Well, we’ve never run from here before, which probably explained the good turnout; we all like to try something new. Not only that, but it had stopped raining for the first time this month.
Peper Harow is a sort of walled village, which seems to be an estate with a history dating back to the 11th century. Hare Bidet has a history dating back even further, and it showed with the trail being laid over ancient muddy tracks where once Romans marched on their way to Londinium. Bidet said there would be a short and long trail, the long one being longer than the short and vice versa. There were to be only one blob checks, most marked with several blobs. You might expect one as ancient as he to speak in riddles. 
The pack ran out of the enclosed car park in the direction of the hares pointed finger, over a stile to slog over the first field. Shiggy was to be the theme for the day, as were the odd checks that caught Silvier out a few times and even saw him at the back at times. No doubt he would put this down to injury. One, who for once, didn’t get injured, was Mary. This rare event kept him in front quite a lot. Shows what he can do if only he would stop winging! Even Thermal D struggled to keep up with him.
The countryside roundabouts was very pretty, nice autumn colours and with very Surrey houses – all expensive and with loads of land.  There wasn’t much time to admire the scenery, however as there was a lot of long straights and deep water to look out for. JGG was having a lovely time jumping in puddles and drowning anyone behind him. (He makes a big splash). The shiggy was so thick that Fruit ‘n Nut thought he was back in the Somme, waiting for the call to go ‘Over the top’.
An r/g came up in a clearing in a wooded bit. From that, the trail went off to the next check where Cloggs came running back towards me. I checked left, found an arrow, followed it for quite a while and ended up back at the r/g. By that time, the rest were long gone. Bugger! So, wandering around on my own, eventually emerged into a field where the walkers were in the far distance. Someway off to the right was the galloping figure of the light blue shirt of Thermal D. Follow him! And look, there are the rest of the frb’s emerging from the trees! Soon the On-Inn, which took the thinly strung-out hounds across a field and back to the walled village an hour after we started. Very nice. Well worth the £1 per person collected for ‘Help the Heroes’. (Well, Bidet had to get use of this private venue somehow, but a very worthy cause!

As is the norm, Primate had gone missing. This time it could not be blamed on his sat-nav owning to it being in the safe (but chilly) hands of Flying Doc, owing to Primate having dropped it just after the run started.  However, he soon turned up, which goes to show that he is better off without it!
SPF soon got the circle together to engage the hounds in the usual beery ritual.

Bidet:  The hare, or rather not a lot of hair. Nice trail, upmarket location. Will it ever be used again?
Schooner:  A doggy 100 runs, (really, 200 as he has twice as many legs) and a new record of felling 27 hashers! Haggen-Dash was forced to drink the beer.
Seize Matters & Horn:  Batman and Robin for their legware!

Thomas:  Something to do with a posh chauffer. I thought he was too young to drive!

Mary (of course):  This time for stretching in the circle right in front of the RA, silly boy.

Diane (Mrs. Yorkie):  Diverting off the trail for a pee. Ah, a true harriette!

Sue:  Wanting to chop Haagen-Dashes nuts off. Surely it should be Schooner to be neutered. 

Old T.:  For remarking to JGG that he ‘Shouldn’t put that dirty thing in my front loader’. Whatever could she mean?

Kerb Crawler:  remarking that it would have been a nice run in the dry. What, without the shiggy?

Yorkie:  Worrying about slipping on wet leaves. Should worry more about slipping on shiggy, it’s a lot more messy.
Primate; loosing his GPS. Usually it looses him!

On-Inn to a nice little pub somewhere
