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Traditional Firework Run at: Little Choppers’ abode.
Pack: Average
Run: A very dark 1576
Date: Not Nov. 5th!

The Hares:
Little Chopper, Firework, Hobble & Carl

Ok, so the real bonfire night was a while ago; but hey, Hashing was never meant to follow convention, nor the trail come to think of it!
So, a gathering gathered outside Bruce’s house, most wearing glow sticks to lighten the darkness; Bruce trying to lighten our darkness by telling us about the run. Our torches did a far better job than he. So, with said torches lit, the procession set off into the gloom to be blinded by the headlights of oncoming cars, one which contained Cloggs, who arrived late and needed to ask the way to the start. Ever Ready seemed to have batteries in his legs, giving both speed and a strange ethereal glow! He would live to regret that later.
The trail headed into the countryside where finding flour became more difficult, especially in a large field if you got a bit off route. Mary was using his young, sharp eyes to keep in front, but disappeared up a falsie on a cross-path to drop behind. The M3 loomed up as the trail split into a ‘Y’ junction marked by a split arrow. What did it mean? It meant a blast from Horn’s horn as he found the way, taking us alongside the motorway to chase the cars.
This is where yours truly made an assumption: surely the trail went over the bridge to the other side of the M3 as it did last year. Bugger, no it didn’t. It also meant I lost the pack. Some time later after wandering around a dark muddy field , I spotted the shaky lights of the tail of the pack.

After returning to roads and pavements, the r/g came up but not before stumbling over the prone and bloodied form of Ever Ready gingerly picking himself up off the pavement after falling over a warning cone. “ I didn’t see it in the dark, I should change to Duracell’s”, he wailed through clenched teeth. At least he still had his teeth. Never did find out what the cone was warning about, either.

At the r/g, there was the pack of walkers, there was F & N, but nowhere was Primate. Oh dear.

After a loop, the frb’s and walkers once again met up by sort of merging together as they came in from a side road. Rather neat, I thought! After running past something called ‘The Windlesham Club’, which looked like one of those where only ‘The Boys’ are allowed in!

Soon after, it was On Inn for a short run back.
Once the bonfire was lit, it was time for the ‘Ooh’s and Aah’s of the fireworks. Or rather it wasn’t as we had to wait for the missing Primate. And wait and wait. Search parties were organized and sent out. And still we waited. Killer Jean didn’t seem concerned as she tucked into her wine; after all , he can’t get all that lost, he didn’t bring his sat-nav. He also didn’t bring a torch! An hour or so later, in he trots, wet and fed-up after falling over some bricks and into a ditch. Seems he had to knock on a door of a house for help. Remarkably, it was owned by a hasher!

So, the circle was belatedly formed and No Entry did the honours.

The Hares, all 4 of them!

Ever Ready:
Taking an ‘I’ll give it 10’  tumble. Bloodied but unbowed. He saw stars, but that was just the fireworks!
Smash & Mary also for being tumbling tossers!
There was also one for a couple of ‘wind-up merchants’, one was ‘Non-Stick’, can’t remember who the other was but they had wind-up torches!

JJ for thinking it was going to be an indoor firework display!

Primate:
For being such a ‘fall’ guy!!
A over T:
Catering for all the hungry hordes.
And at last, Hobble & Firework could let off the rockets and we could all eat.

Whoosh On ‘till next year!!

