

[image: image1.jpg]



Where?
Short Heath
 When?
7th June
 Pack?   Very Big

Who?   Nettles, Mary & Karl Marx
   How Long?
70 mins.

Wow! 44 hashers turn up for one of the Boys runs! Could be that they mistook it for a stand-up comedy show. The boys certainly acted like 3 comedians as they vied for attention in the middle of the circle. Nettles started to explain what was in store, Mary interrupted then Karl Marx delivered the punch line “3 blobs and you’re on and not everything is barred”. How they all laughed!

Wiping away the mirthful tears, the pack, complete with a few rarely seen faces, headed off and around the pond. Very quickly, Seize Matters led the RA around the pond in the wrong direction; a crime for which would later pay. Strangely, Dick Head found the ‘On Inn’ about 5 minutes into the trail. Doubt that should have happened, but was probably down to a failure of Nettles sat-nav caused by a confluence of Mars and Venus rising in Gemini, or something. 
Under the assumption that the trail was going to last a bit longer, the pack continued with returnee Golden Balls leading.  Goofy seemed to be rolling back the years by leading me astray up an old military railway to nowhere, only to lead on the way back to the correct trail. This took the pack over the Army sports field to the famous wooden shed where the 8-in-8 party was held seemingly all those years ago. After that, it was past the somewhat Pikey houses, one of which looked like a car-breakers. Nettles described it as a ‘technical’ trail. I assume he was referring to his GPS, but he could have been getting his excuses in early, by calling the pack technophobes if they dared rubbish his efforts!

So, over a road and into the military training area, where a large number of one-blob checks with multiple possibilities took up the next ½ hour. The pack also had to negotiate a number of overturned military vehicles that were either used for ‘casivac’ or recovery training or the result of the Bordon Hoodies night out. Yorkie eventually found a trail that led towards the Oakhanger satellite tracking station, but was called back by Mary, mainly because he hadn’t got a clue where he was. Turned out Yorkie was right all along, as what was left of the pack after the mass of one blob checks, battled their way through the undergrowth, across a road and onto a field path. Flying Doc knew the area well, as she had perambulated these parts before in a previous life, so guessed the way back. Not before a r/g, though, where, as Little Prick had overheard one hare say to the other ‘It had better be the right way otherwise I’ll wring his scrawny little neck!’ I leave it to you, dear reader, to guess the characters involved.
After a some more one-blob checks, it was back to the pond to find the ‘On Inn’ again. This time it really was the end. 

Back at the car park, the horrors seemed to be trampling  around in the grass to find a lost SIMM card. Why?
The RA interrupted the search to dish out the beers to the wrong-doers:
Nettles, Mary & K.Marx. 
Seemed they used 7 bags of flour, mostly to make the big blobs in the middle of the checks.

Flying Doc & Charmaine C got a taste of a brew called New Shoes Ale. Very nice mixed with a bit of shiggy and a hint of Trainair odair. 
Seize Matters:
For leading the RA astray around the pond. Should have led him in it!

Silvier:
Awarded the ‘Tesco extra value diet Lemonade Award’ for parading his 100 mile walk certificate. As Whale said, “What’s that got to do with Hashing?”

After a quick announcement from Mountain R regarding his and F& N’s  septuagenarian bash, which he repeated 3 times as befits a man of his advancing years, it was off to overcrowd the pub and disrupt the quiz night. It took the quiz master some time to realize the answers Cuddles was shouting out were the raffle ticket numbers. She got the answer to the question of “What is the meaning of life?, correct, though!
On-On
