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Trading Estate in Four Marks

Hares: Dickhead & Flying Doctor

Weather: a bit grey…

Turnout: huge (40)

You thought you’d seen the last of my scribe drivel…but the convention is the Hare doesn’t write up his/her own run (the temptation would be too great to show it as the best run ever) so here I am again.

The venue was not the easiest to find, even with a Hare standing on the main road waving at cars in the hope that one might contain would-be Hounds. However (see above) lots made it, and we set off up the road – with the RA deciding he would get the lowdown from an unaccustomed angle ie the back, with the walkers. (Any locals out for a walk looked askance at the strange attire of some of the pack – flashing earrings, Santa hats and reindeer antlers.)  Actually the walkers were almost more than the runners…and we had a map!  Weyhey. 

The trail was a weird mix of quiet residential streets and some seriously shiggyish woodland tracks. The walkers’ map suggested a longish walk – and in fact we didn’t really lose sight of the runners that much, as they just did extra loops off to one side and around a bit. A regroup in the woods was a sweetie check, and this caused excitement in the Horrors as they vied to locate hidden goodies stuffed with E-numbers and lurid chemical colours….Schooner was happy with his huge branches though, much better for the teeth.  

The muddy pack arrived back at the Watercress Line station, where after reassuring the stationmaster this was a fun run , honest, we tucked into mulled wine, mince pies and FD’s patented all-occasion chocolate cake.  The arrival of a Santa Special steam train gave us the chance to get in touch with our inner Railway Children. (Did anyone wave their petticoat?)
Then it was back to Dickhead and Caroline’s for Christmas Tea and DDs. The RA took out his frustrations with his extension building work on a selection of hapless hounds, to whit:
The Hares, natch

Horn: Babababa or, where was that bar again?

Seis Matters or, Suction Matters when a shoe meets shiggy with pulling power
Nettles’ Mum, a “virgin” (!!) who squelched around bravely and confirmed her son was as mad as she thought

…and, a joint parental effort for 2 separate offences! Ladyshave (lost her child - ?? missed that) and Red Cock (one of  multiple cars wouldn’t start)

And many thanks Caroline for the huge spread (never seen so many sarnies!)

ON ON Scribette






