
2140 - Blackwater Stream – 22/12/19 

 
Everywhere is flooding so what do we do? That’s it, shopping in 
Bournemouth. So, we are driving along, so I ask the wife where do you 
want us to park? Branksome! Lets walk in and back via the promenade, 
miss the traffic. Needless to say, the brown paper bag didn’t survive the 
return journey. Hmmm. 
 

Todays run is a pleasant surprise, it’s at my local. So, a late start out for 
me.  Local for me, therefore local for Hotspur, and as Arsenal not at home 
today he can come out to play. 
Spotted Dick and Bend Over are the hares. But where is SD? BO does a full 
in depth briefing until SD jogs up. He carries on with “it’s been raining lots” 
blah blah blah, “dust been washed away” blah blah blah “relaid this 
morning” blah, blah blah. 
So just a normal run then. 
 
Straight up hill to the park. Banger, Hotspur, Golden Shower and K9 
disappear quickly into the distance. Shouldn’t have chatted to a visiting 
Orange Bo**ocks. Luckily the trail is lost so I can catch up. Off right across 
the cricket pitch and to the climbing frames. Arrow downhill diverts us 
from having fun only to have us slosh through deep mud to the football 
pitches. Going south we hit a dead end and have to do a U-turn around the 
marked areas. SCBs like a “well known purveyor of vegetables” are 
pretending they were resting and hadn’t slipped over as we pass. Up slopes 
again to the viewpoint for a photo shoot, waited for hours for a hand 
holding Codpiece and then, after what appears to us as “going around in 
circles” it’s out onto tarmac. 
 
Across the main road via the pedestrian crossing, Hotspur and Banger 
organise a regroup whilst GS reenters the woods going the wrong way right 
as opposed to left. 
 
Long straight paralleling the road and then follow the back-garden fences 
until the heath proper. 
Up sandy embankments, down sandy embankments, up muddy slopes, 
down muddy slopes, heart burn to the top of a rise and then try and not 
break an ankle going A over T down again. If this wasn’t bad enough, we 
had to avoid slipping over on glacial wooden bridges. 



 
Back to the road for a drink stop. Well that was the plan, the kind ladies 
dishing out the hot mulled wine and sausage rolls hadn’t been sent the 
email, so we had to deviate right to the layby first, before back tracking to 
cross the road into a posh housing estate. 
Up a very steep road to find B, H, K9, Lonely, Wurzle and I have found the 
first fishhook. Fast down and then a slow back to front again. 
 
More tarmac until we turn past the bowling green to another fishhook, less 
enthusiasm to run back this time so we walk until we jog back to the park 
to the memorial for more mulled wine and mince pies. 
 
With all these stops we are late back, but only after H and B have a race to 
prove who’s best. 
Good turnout in a packed Blackwater Stream, well done to the Hares for 
laying a trail in adverse conditions even though we had a luverly sunny dry 
day and good luck to Blue Socks with a fully retired Death March. 
 
Oh and “Ho Ho Ho, MERRY CHRISTMAS” everyone. 
 
So what did you think? 

On On :) 
 


