
Run No: 2124 

Date: 16-Jun-2019 

Venue: Cock, Broom 

Hares:  Goldfinger &  
Scribe: Muthatuka 

 Wilfully set with sporadic sawdust in the wind, and sadly set over two days, and as it turns out with 
hostile neighbours lurking..   A classic! As The Great White Hope would say.  

Apparently it wasn’t the usual trail, as all the old-timers got lost, and even Antar didn’t know where it 
the trail went, as he confessed that he had set at least three trails from this pub.  

And So.. we met in Broom, not Broome as someone suggested to me, but then maybe they were 
making the most of my accent. We set out from the pub and turned right instead of left, ( according to 
the experts,) and proceeded in a shambolic fashion towards Stanford and then Clifton Bury farm. At 
this point things got a little murky, as the trail stopped dead, and was not seen for a good half mile in 
all directions.  After much to and froing we found a check that had been carefully obliterated -. This 
gave us two scenarios, either the hare had actually done this and remade his trail, or this indeed was 
the check and trail was closeby..  Nope. It was probably picked up by some nefarious local, and Trail 
was completely lost.  

 It’s the first time I can remember the pack not finding the trail, and having to No/No/amble back to the 
pub!  Apparently one of our number just kept on going on an old trail memory, and found something 
that led him home..  

I did wonder what was so special about this particular hostelry, and found that it actually had no bar! 
Yes, we had to que at a quazi celler door and were served from a collection of barrels of the day. 
Unusually, the pub had a complete C19 pub interior of pine fittings including dado panelled skittles 
room. The whole building is described as a rare and unusually complete rural pub interior of this date, 
and once the rare and unusual clientele got used to us, we were served with delight and élan.  

Kermit ran the circle, and the fines were as follows:.[1] 

Fines,  For Visitors Tony, and his better half.  

The circle was led by Antar, and the RA was Kemit.  

Reticence  _ Just Graham. 

Down There for Frog Jog numberplate. 

Toed, for trail buggering and keeping secrets as to where the trail actually went 

Antar – New shoes x 2! 

Bengazi for trail unreasoned, 

Lost property: Antar for mislaying an obscure German Nash Hash beer warmer/cooler 

And finally Forest Dump, for dumping in the woods. 

 

On The Piss! 

 


