ERSEY THIRSTDAYS
HASH HOUSE HARRIERS
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Those of you who have run with MH, will know that his superior local
knowledge and large family both sides of the water mean that he can
frequently disappear during a run. This will be either to get chips or to have a
good old natter in the front room his auntie/brother/cousin who lives down the
lane along which which we are running. This time, however, as hare, he
stayed with us to treat us to a tour de force (French for ‘forced yomp’
perhaps?) of his back yard.

I never knew that West Kirby had so many open back alleys (is that rude?). |
am sure that we ran down them all, well marked in trail chalk that has long
since washed downriver.

A sodden ET struggles to find some loose change for the ON INN

The down downs and circle have also faded into the ‘missed’ of time!

We retired to that forgotten pub on the green near the start and sat down in the
warm to think of summer.



