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The 2010 Midsummer Solstice Madness.
Run No:  1058          Date: Monday 21st June 2010

Venue: The White Lion.  Selling.
Hares: Hot Pant! & Orangeboom.
Waiting outside the pub doorway in evening warmth, Hot Pants! and Orangeboom, resplendent in a Union Jack headscarf and shades, warmly greeted the arriving boots, whilst inside Lady Madonna sat gathering the car keys etc, as is her wont.  She seemed fitful and distracted – her long term confidante and drinking buddy Barry the dodgy car dealer from ‘Eastenders’ was propping up the bar idly chatting to the few locals, whilst flashing the occasional ‘knowing glances’ at her.
In the car park, sights best not seen happened as the pack members changed into their hash gear, as the Mr. (I’ve been here before) MaGoo tottered around looking like a geriatric puppy, and recent ‘new boots’ Ian and Gary made themselves known.  Great to have you both on-board!

Then at 7:30pm sharp – Pissticide, dressed in a peculiar hand-made Kentish Yokel’s smock bawled; “Circle – Up!” and then gave the evening’s weather report.  Thank God he ain’t a Druid, or we’d have been there all night!  
The midsummer gibbous moon shone down as proxy RA Piles Driver called the pack to order, and called the hares in the Circle.  “Now, I have to warn you that tonight’s run is very long, and to help those of an SCB disposition, OB and I have produced this map of the trail and the short cuts.  And, before you all ask – there is NO Beerstop.”  Said Hot Pants!  Silence fell, as Mr. (I’ve been here before) MaGoo grabbed the map, and Orangeboom boomed “Arn – Arn!”                 We were off!
Right from the pub, around the churchyard and out towards Featherbed Lane and a ‘check’, where the trail was soon found heading (who said ‘head?’) into the sunset.  The pack had got into its stride, as T-Bar Twin to urged it on spouting; “Come on you lot!  Let’s treat this as a training session for Saturday’s relay.”  Trailing ‘new boot’ Ian was having a bit of a difficult time keeping up as he had not been hashing for over a year.  (What took him so long to find us!)  The next ‘check’ was near a beautiful cottage where the famous actor Marlon Brando spent many a carnal happy hour with his Personal Assistant  practicing the Tango which he did for the last time in Paris.  (Not a lot of people know that!)
It worked!  The socially erudite Mr. (I’ve been here before) MaGoo with map in hand, gracefully denied the pack any further pleasure of his company from this ‘check’ to take the short cut with Camp Fairy (Ann) and Dr. Wii in tow.
On towards Sheldwich with Hash Horn resonating the still evening air and FRB Sweet FA ‘checking out’ towards the church - found the trail.  Many falsies in this area, and Floppy Dick, living up to his new name Mark O’Polo, was deliberately ‘playing to the house’ by checking them all out, much to the amusement of the others.  Then, the once filthy rich Sondes Family were disturbed in their ‘eternal rest’ as the pack thundered through the churchyard, skirting a wood on to a ‘check’; where a nice elderly gentleman asked T-Bar Twin, Diving Belle, Jo and Hot Pants! if they would like to stroke his puppies!?
Heading east through a rape field and into another wood blundered the pack.  It was here, by a stile, on the edge of this wood that I found Hot Pants! gazing at the beautiful bucolic view that lay before her.  “It looks just like an Alpine Valley.  So peaceful, and still.” She crooned.  It really was one of those hidden spectacles of Kent that few realize are there.  It’s just a shame that the pack, frantically searching on a falsie hadn’t noticed it.  Hot Pants! laughed with glee at their demented plight.  The ‘On – Inn’ was found, and it was here that Piles Driver played his ‘main hand’ to cause disruption - shouted; “On Back!”

“Circle - Up”  Crowed the sweaty Piles Driver and all gathered for the Down – Downs.

The hares:  Fair game!
Sweet FA for front running and overt sex on the hash.
Pissticide and Camp Fairy (Ann) - Flying Club.
And a few more to boot!

T-Bar Twin then entered the ‘Circle’ pointed to the barely legible logo on the front of her faded two year old Hastings H3 orange t-shirt and tried her hardest to remind all about the forthcumming ‘1066’ FoTMH3 Run in August.  Her seeds fell on stony ground as the now hungry pack slinked off.  Get signed up!  It will be a great weekend.

A surprise awaited in the bar!  Lady Penelope, looking cute and cuddly in pink, was warmly welcomed back into the ‘fold’.  Now living less than two miles from the hares, she first exposed herself to us Moles on a number of times in about 2000, just prior to Wicked Willy’s departure for Fethiye.  Now injured after falling off her shoes a number of times, she can’t run, and feels a bit lonely in her dotage has promised to cum again with us on a more regular basis to keep Lady Madonna company.  She asked me for a lift home, and on the way said that she didn’t realize how much she missed us Moles as we are a great bunch and good company.  I think it’s such a shame that she doesn’t get out more!
In all, a great trail; and as always, a great pub and good food.

Here’s to the Hares!

Funny, innit?  It is six years to the day since the naming of Hot Pants! two daughters, Lil’ Mermaid and Mustang Sally at Floppy Dick’s old home in Adisham.  Where has the time gone?
ON - ON!  Fat Controller
(The original and genuine Mole of Kent, who is still of politically incorrect intent)
Note:  Most of this trash is loosely based on fact; the rest is pure fabrication – the creation of a furtive mind.
p.p. to Lady Penelope by snail mail.
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