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Although it seems that Klinger has laid a dozen trails from this pub, this is not actually true 
as this was only his 5th attempt. Unfortunately, we arrived just as the pre-run circle was 
ending, so I missed the announcement that this “wasn’t going to be the usual run”. 

It started off predictably with a short run up the road and then right down the usual 
footpath. Obviously it was going right at the next check and then a left hander towards 
Meesden and back through Scales Wood. Pedro, recalling the Invisible Man’s trail in 2007 (I 
wonder why?) turned right, but not finding enough dust was forced to return to the check 
and follow Blowback and the rest of the FRBs, all 10 of them.  Back onto the road and surely 
it went right this time? No such luck and we turned left, back towards Cheapside Farm 
where we encountered Klinger. 

Never trust the Hare, he told the FRBs to keep going up the road where they’d find a 
turnback, and then guided the rest of us up the hill towards Scales Wood which was a check-
back. The rest of the pack turned back, but it seemed obvious to the Scribe that if one kept 
going we would miss out a loop and find ourselves on trail through the wood.  Only Me 
agreed with this analysis and so we carried on up to the footpath into the wood. A blob of 
flour encouraged us but, not having listened to the Hare’s briefing that they’d laid the trail 
in sawdust, didn’t realise that this was a red herring.  

We could hear faint calls of On-On to the left so had no choice but to turn around and follow 
them, eventually we reached the road to find Little Blow, Wai-Wai and Just Josie taking a 
breather on a bit of grass at the road junction. We were on trail again, albiet a mile or so 
behind the pack. Through the crops to yet another check on the road, down the road and, 
ignoring the enticing signpost pointing towards Anstey, we kept on. An elephant track 
indicated that the pack had gone into the woods but we ignored this and kept on until we 
reached another check-back. Obviously if we kept going straight on the trail would pop out 
of the wood and we’d be back on trail. Obviously not! So we dipped into the wood and out 
into a field where we skirted the wood and, low and behold, found ourselves back on trail! 

At this point we could see Blowback running towards the village but we resisted the urge to 
short cut and carried on down the farm track where we were rewarded by finding the beer 
stop. No expense spared, Klinger had supplied 4% lager instead of his usual 2.8%. (I may forget 
most things, but 2.8% at a beer stop is etched into my long term memory bank!). It was noted 
by some eagle eyed harriettes that there was rust around the beer caps, possibly indicating a 
long past sell by date, but who cares if it’s 4%! Although the FRBs (and us) had arrived at the 



‘Beer Near’ sign from the correct direction, most of the walkers had been going around the 
trail backwards. Klingon, who was leading the walkers somehow managed to arrive after 
them all. Should have followed Googly who knows how to read a map as he was first to arrive 
at the beer. 

A mile or so back to the Blind Fiddler or, as it was in my day, The Chequers. With most of the 
Mismanagement absent, it fell on Big Swinger and Muff Diver to lead the circle and to their 
credit they made a good job of it. 

Down-downs for the Hares was followed by a charge against Jetstream and Only Me for 
deviating into the wood, and Kermit and Klingon for going the wrong way. Pedro received 
the Old Bollo award for arriving even later than we did (he would have been earlier but we 
wouldn’t let him overtake as we drove into the village). Muff Diver still hasn’t finished his run 
report for Klinger’s last run so got a free half to encourage him to get on with it, he has skilfully 
arranged for Toed’s reminders to go straight into his spam inbox, prompting a spam down-
down for them both. While You’re Down There had been over heard asking Slaphead if he 
“could make it longer”, clarification that she was referring to his pole didn’t help and they 
were duly punished.  With one down-down left, Muff Diver called in Hangover Blues and Sox 
Maniac for a boob comparison, this provoked indignation from several other harriettes and 
Spicy Bear, Tutonic and The Dutchess joined them in the circle. At this point Muff Diver 
appeared to be overwhelmed and in the absence of a clear winner, awarded them all a half 
pint to share. 

All in all, an excellent run, tHHHanks to the Hares. I look forward to doing the “usual trail” 
next time! 

 

 

 

 


