
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Back by popular demand!!!  2 May 2021 
An alternative view – SH3 Trail 2363 OITE in Bletchingley 

When SH3 first started running in groups of 6 last September Tequil’over had the excellent idea of soliciting reports from 

different groups, so that various experiences of the trail could be shared with a dash of humour.   

A WACKY RACE WHERE OITE LOST THE GM AT THE FIRST CORNER!
As Dastardly & I pulled into the starting arena in 

the Mean Machine, we noticed that the race might be 

over already as those who must always be in front, the 

Perfect Pod, had started half an hour before anyone 

else.  Dear OITE had yanked herself out of bed 

especially early to appease this bunch of ne’er do wells 

and was marshalling contestants into the well-chosen, 

expansive and secluded starting arena.  The evidence 

was there.  Their leader, the front running Peter 

Perfect, the gentlemanly racer, had left his Turbo 

Terrific at the start.  The chariots of his partners in 

crime were there too.  The Convert-a-car of Prof. Pat 

Pending, the inventor of the Colour Supplement, 

along with the Creepy Coupés of Bella & Tiny, the 

Gruesome Twosome.  They were joined this week by 

the Scot, Rufus Ruffcut in his Buzz Wagon. 

But wait!  All was not lost!  Maybe they would career 

into the meteor creator, or stop off at the skool to brush 

up on their classical literature!  The other members of 

our group were already limbering up.  Alongside the 

Porsche powered Boulder Mobile were the geological 

pair Rock and Gravel Slag joined by the seafaring 

Eveready & Eskimo in their Icelandic Hillclimber.  

The GM, alongside the Gay Cruiser Mobile was ready 

for the off and soon we were!  At the first check, the 

GM careered into a housing estate.  Dastardly claims 

he went back and searched high and low for him and 

made several phone calls, but I think otherwise!  Tee 

hee, chuckle, chuckle. 

The course itself was fairly uneventful but pleasant 

in the sunshine.  Some of the checks were quite 

challenging.  The hare claimed this was deliberate to 

keep the groups apart, but with the gaps in the starting 

line-up through sickness, misfortune or lethargy the 

field spread out even further.  After the skool we had 

to navigate around a huge blot on the landscape.  

Which side you went depended on whether you were 

a woofter or the dog’s bollocks. 

Back at the arena the GM had arrived already 

having found some of the flour, but he left promptly for 

another “hot date”.  Plus ça change!  We waited for 

others to finish.  Red Max wandered back to the 

Porsche Haybaler having arrived with Penelope 

Pitstop and her Compact Pussy.  Also parked up was 

the bright yellow Bulletproof Bombshell of one of the 

members of the Ashstead Hill Mob. 

Even Vera Vomit had shown up in the Army 

Surplus Special.  Having waited an age for the next 

groups to finish and after a couple of beers we wended 

our way again in the Mean Machine, so we never got 

to see who came in the Arkansas Chuggabug or the 

Fatcuntmobile (thanks to Viz). 

Plea to the committee: when you finally decide the 

time has come, let’s go back to an 11 o’clock start.  The 

pack is likely to be around 30 hounds anyway. 

On-on   

Rogue Hound (Muttley) 
PS – back home to the headline, 
“Man.United v Liverpool match postponed”  
Who cares, eh? 
HOWEVER - BBC Young Musician was far 
more dramatic than Line of Duty.  We’ve 
been following Ewan Millar from the age of 
11 and knew he was destined for greatness.  

No-one can make an oboe sing like he does.  The 
competition was won by the amazing physicality of Michael 
McIntyre lookalike, Fang Zhang, playing the marimba 
holding six mallets simultaneously.  Incredible. 


