

The AGM run held at Yately Common & laid by the GM and Little Prick
The Weather was Bloody ‘Orrible

The pack was ‘Orrible, Average & Bloody Wet
The trail was ‘Orrible & Muddy

The AGM was ‘Orrible

 Bruce’s pub was Quite Nice!

Hoorah! you might say; it’s the last time you will have to read the fiction and bad grammar from yours truly, as there will be a new scribe from the next run. (more of that later).  GM No Entry was man enough to volunteer to get up and lay the flour which quickly disappeared in the watery deluge that greeted the morning. Of course, the run was merely the ‘ Hors D’oeuvre’ before the main course of the AGM, this time being held at ‘The Railway Arms’ in Grimley.
A hardy, soggy pack turned out to hear the hares intone the information that it would be a short dry run with no hills. Methinks they tell lies!

So off they went and immediately turned right into rough undergrowth and standing water. (have you ever seen water sit?) SPF said he remembered this location at an Easter Egg run where it was bitter and snowing. Well, this time it was bitter and raining. Perhaps he should stay at home next time.

It wasn’t long before the usual suspects got in front. You know the ones, Silvier, Mary, Nettles , Haagen, Primate. The rain it raineth and it raineth more. This made the trail increasingly difficult to find, not helped by spectacles that became opaque with rain and mist. Then the sky drew darker and it raineth stair-rods. Why do we do this? Ah yes, the beer! 

JGG was playing with the puddles again, Silvier missed a bar or two and even had the brass neck to accuse Mary of cheating as he arrived at a r/g first. Mary vehemently denied this, but couldn’t look Silvier in the eye! 
There was a busy road to cross and a lot of knee-deep puddles to negotiate; also a footbridge over another road that had those steps where you could never quite get the right stride length so making for stuttering  progress. 

At some point, Cloggs started talking about her ski-ing exploits. I think she was talking about snow, but water ski-ing might have been more appropriate. All it would have needed was the speed of Thermal Dick to tow her along, but he wasn’t there!
And then, the inevitable happened – the Dictheadaphone became a victim of the deluge. The rain got at it and it stopped working. Or at least I thought  it had stopped working, in fact the display went blank and the buttons stopped working. However, I later found out it was still recording whilst it was in my pocket; that gave about a 15 minute recording of strange rustling and squelching noises. The only consolation was that SPF’s notebook turned into paper mache’! I vaguely remember Ever Ready taking his second tumble in consecutive hashes, this time on much softer ground. 
So, owing to an ailing human memory and ailing digital memory, it is up to you, dear reader, to fill in the rest. But the trail did come to an end, after less than an hour and it was still raining while attempting to get changed in the car park.

So the pack headed back to The Railway Arms to thaw out, eat the welcome, warming food provided by A over D and start the anarchy that is the AGM. 
Before that, SPF did  the DD’s, but owing to the aforementioned memory failures, don’t remember who got them. You know who you were!

The AGM commenced, with few committee post changes from last year, although Smash! took over from Hobble as Haberdash which caused Whale a certain amount of apoplexy as he wasn’t an NH4 member so wasn’t entitled to stand. He need not be concerned as Smash confessed to not knowing what a Haberdash was!
Flying Doc distributed the AGM minutes from a couple of years ago; it didn’t seem to matter as nothing had changed!
And your new scribes will be:- you’ll have to wait ‘till next week to find out…!

On-On
