[image: image1.png]






          [image: image2.wmf]
[image: image3.wmf]


Hares for the weekend: Sat.  JGG & Old T.  Sun.  Silvier & Petal
Pack:  Big for both days

Weather:  Fine for both days and Runs long for both days!
Goodness, no sooner does the sun come out and it’s nearly mid-summers day. How many shopping days left until Xmas? Nobody cares about that at the Swanage weekend, this is about caravans, beer, runs, beer, hills, beer, scenic views, sea and erm, beer. (With the odd ‘lick, suck, swallow thrown in!). Your scribe didn’t arrive (this time on time!) until the Saturday at Corfe, so missed the Friday preamble and steam train trip (boo hoo). After hanging around with Sex Slave, also an early starter, at the Castle pub, which hadn’t yet opened, the rest of the pack arrived hot foot from a hot steaming to join us. 
The pub and staff were bedecked in Pirate garb for some reason, strange seeing as though the sea was about 8 miles away. Perhaps it has retreated a bit since pirate times. After much milling about and changing into running togs, No Entry welcomed all to the 1st run of the weekend and handed over to the hares Old T and JGG. They stated that the flour would be a bit damp from overnight rain (no early morn start from then, then), and that Schooner should be kept on a lead in one particular field as otherwise he could be shot! Didn’t say what would happen to the owner, though. 
So, the pack set off and crossed the railway; incorrectly as it turned out as the trail went over a school playing field and into the countryside. There then came a number of kissing gates which slowed the pack somewhat and created a bit of a spectator sport watching Schooner bending round them. A rough old bit of hillside followed with the trail hard to find, but Mary and Silvier as usual found the way. Finding the way out of the rough stuff via a bridge over the railway, it was into a New Forest look-alike area complete with ponies in the shape of magnificent white chargers running free on the prairie. The views were very scenic, with Corfe Castle a backdrop nestling in a cleft in the distant hillside. After blundering about over the narrow tracks, the first regroup was found by Tim who didn’t seem to know what one was as he rotated his arms around and called it ‘One of those things that you hang around at’. Well, some of us do, but not all, Silvier! By this time the heat was starting to get at us and we were hoping to follow a trail signposted to a natural pool, although it was 3 miles away. Needless to report, it wasn’t that way, but over a narrow plank bridge, onto some more paths before negotiating one of Nettles favourites, an overgrown path with armpit-high nettles. Karl Marx got off to a bad start by injuring himself climbing over the stile that guarded the path. Broken ankle? Pulled muscle? – no, a raging splinter in the hand! The nettles were suitably trampled down (at least, the stinging variety) so that the pack could make its way to the next r/g outside an ivy-clad pub. No Entry attempted to imbibe, but was rejected as he wasn’t eating. Ho hum, fings ain’t wot they used to be! The trail continued up a hill and eventually into a wood where the trees gave a welcome cool shade. This didn’t last long as the pack headed out and down a steep sheep-filled hillside. 
The castle popped up in the distance, so at least there was a landmark to aim at. Horn took the lead along a long lane until veering off into the hills where the pack scattered until being led to the next r/g by the hares. Or rather it wasn’t, as Hobble, who was charged with transporting the booze, couldn’t make it up the hill so set up camp lower down. The castle was still in the background, but strangely, didn’t seem to be getting any nearer.
A bottle of Tequila, salt and a lime was produced for an impromptu d-d’s, but not before SPF was interrupted by the arrival of 2 curious donkeys. He was going to award them a d-d for having long, floppy ears, but they ate his notebook. (At least, it certainly looked well chewed).
However, his memory was good enough to dish out the traditional ‘Lick, Suck, Swallow’ down-down’s to some random people such as:

D. Head,  for just noticing the castle was in a valley. Obviously, the builders were too lazy to drag the stones up the dominant hill.

Flying Doctor:  doing what the Pope does in the woods. (Or was it the bear?).
Legover, Nettles & Petal: for some random reason. Nettles aversion to the weeds of the same name.
And the Hares, of course.

There then remained a run back down into Corfe and frighten the tourists by hurtling through the streets and back to the pub. Phew!
Tables were moved around in the pub garden to accommodate the influx, and overpriced food consumed. (Well, it was served by pirates). A sort of magician person appeared from nowhere and ‘volunteered’ Hobble to assist him in swallowing pins, or something. These magically reappeared neatly threaded onto cotton from his esophagus. We asked him to use them to sew up Hobbles mouth, but he magically disappeared. Was he really there? 

The clouds rolled over and a cool wind sprung up causing people to drift away back to Swanage.

Quite what happened after that, I don’t know as I retired to my 5-star b&b before walking back to the caravans for the D-D’s ably dished out by the RA.

No Entry:  For battering drinkers in Swanage hostelries with his backpack. That’s one way to get a drink, I suppose.

Old T for happy slapping the RA or something. (note to self: get a directional mike for the Dicktheadaphone to cut out the background clutter of mirthful hashers drowning out the RA. Or perhaps not.

Little Chopper, Three Minute Wonder and Nutcracker. The first two for atmospheric pollution (can’t think how!) and the latter for some other reason that only the RA knows.
Velcro (M):  Thinking a thermometer was a GPS. Probably about as useful for finding your way, at least it won’t lead you up a dead end or someone’s drive way.
Silver: For turning into Anorak by buying DVD’s of steam engines.

Primate: Forgetting his bus pass and so walked back to Swanage. Quite right too, we’re in a recession.

Smash!  Refusing ice-cream. He probably read about how much fat and sugar it contains.
Christenings:  Barrie (?) will now forever be called ‘Full Frontal’ for refusal to run topless unless at the front of the pack.  (Another note to self: must get fitter so can overtake)
Tim:  Will now be called ‘Hanging About’, for his interpretation of the meaning of a regroup.
And so, it was off downtown for a bite and a few bevvies to prepare for the delights that Petal and Silvier would have in store to cure the hangovers….

Sunday
As tradition dictates, the Sunday run started at the site and would finish downtown at the Red Lion. Silvier said it would be a long run, despite the hot weather, and would contain 4 regroups. Wow! Whale had started off proceedings with a hash T-shirt auction for charity. He sold only half as many, as most of them were big enough to fit two normal people. The shirts were a vibrant collection from Whale’s travails around the world in the pursuit of the perfect hash. He’s still looking.
Well, the trail started off towards town, so maybe the warning was just a wind-up and all the regroups would be at the pub! Well, not quite as the trail went through the mobile home park startling some of the more retired residents and through the town towards the railway with Mary running the show after loosing the walkers. Then it was over the bridge to a regroup. This was to be a lengthy one which gave us plenty of time to observe the railway whilst waiting for the walkers to catch up. Strangely, not much was happening below the bridge, so we kept ourselves amused with ‘guess the wheel layout’. I think Silvier won with a 2-6-2. 
At last, the pack set off once more to squeeze onto a narrow path where Schooner tried to push past only to give out a mighty yelp as JGG tried to restrain him by treading on his poor paw. Of all the people to do that, only Whale would cause more pain. Far more effective than Haa-gen Dash’s attempt to hold the mutt back!

Some confused perambulating around a park followed, before emerging into a large allotment area. Little Prick seemed to be getting some tips on veg. growing by one plot owner before Schooner decided to soothe his throbbing paw by jumping into a large water-trough. We all felt like following him on such a warm day, but Double-Digit and Charmaine C made do with a drink from a handy tap. I wonder where the water came from? 
After more running around neat bungalows, another r/g came up in a park. In the distance where some high hills. Surely we were not heading in that direction in the heat of the day? Silvier said there was a long/short split, with the frb’s running away from the hills; but no, the trail looped back and headed for the high ground. (via r/g 3 outside a handy general store where those that had a bit of cash on them could buy a cooling drink, or in the case of a couple of the girlies, some potted plants. Hmm.) And up and up it went over path narrow and overgrown, the shirtless figures of SPF, Mary, Nettles, No Entry and Old T (?) blazing the trail. It then went right along the side of the hill with great views of Swanage and the sea, but no time to look as the steep camber and slope would cause a terminal tumble if a foot was misplaced off the narrow path. The pack became well split up by the time the final r/g came, but it was worth the hanging about for the views. Helen was most impressed, but not by the fact that Swanage seemed still to be but a dot on the horizon. Still a way to go, then.
The path went steeply downhill and towards the beach but never quite made it, as it was back into another bungalow estate before emerging in Swanage along the prom. At this point your scribe spotted an ice-cream seller on the beach, bought one and consumed it whilst watching the tide, before sauntering on to the Red Lion. Could get to like hashing!
In the pub garden, SPF once again did the dirty on alleged miscreants with the beer awards thus:

The Hares, of course in the shape of Petal and Silvier. Very scenic run, chaps.
Um, Problem we have a Houston. Somehow the Dicktheadaphone seems to have overwritten the DD’s with a distant recording of the tennis, so if anyone can remember who got the DD’s, please fill in the blanks...
_  got a beer for doing a _ with a _. Deserved that one!

Headplant got one for doing something with, or too, his dad.

Little Big Horn also imbibed for becoming a stroppy teenager

And, I know yours truly got one when being presented with a ‘Head, who said Head?’ T-shirt that No Entry had kindly bid for from Whales collection.
And finally, the Dicktheadaphone revealed the Murray was doing well!

On-On
