
 Having crawled out of bed after
the GH3 Christmas Bash, Olive Oyl
and I battled through floods and
fallen trees to arrive with seconds
to spare at Woking Station. It
shouldn’t come as a surprise to
anyone familiar with Network
Southeast’s Sunday timetable that
the coach was late. Even so, thanks
to frequent updates from Chun-
deros (“We’re just passing leather-
head” and “The coach driver wants
to know where Woking Station
is???”) some of us were able to
treat ourselves to a British Rail
coffee. Ugh!

Eventually the “coach” arrives.
This offering turns out to bear the
same relationship to a coach as the
little-yellow-bus does to Ivy Lea-
guers, i.e. 29 seater, filled with mis-
fits (sorry, hashers) and instructed
by a dysfunctional teacher. That,
said, the driver has to be congratu-
lated on dumping us outside Yat-
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tendon Village Hall just before the
on-out should have been called.
Unfortunately, this coincided with
long complex instructions from C5
and the hares (Cerberus, Bogbrush,
Baldrick & S. Shoveller)… “The
Ball Breaker is marked thus, the
normal hash is marked this and the
walkers’ trail is marked in pretty
pink. Of course, none of the hash-
ers listened to these explicit offer-
ings which probably accounts for a
great deal of confusion at the first
check.

 Despite the normal warnings
from Uncle Gerry, Pin-ball Wizard,
Ponce, Spotted Dick and Popeye
set off on the Ball Breaker. At the
first check, we find that there are a
few certain basic qualifications
needed for running with Berks. The
first is that you have to be able to
count so that when you get to a
“bar” with a number you have to
count back that number of blobs to

find the trail. The alternative strat-
egy is just to run back until you
find a grinning hare and the back
end of the pack you had earlier
thought to have left far behind.
Very clever! The second qualifica-
tion for this trail was to have feet
that suitably shrink as you try to
pull them out of the mud on each
stride. This occasioned great cry of
celebration from Ponce when we
actually managed to run for a cou-
ple of dozen yards on black top. As
a result of this squealing and
squelching, the pack became suit-
able strung out which provoked
Spotted Dick, not usually renown
for his kindness and consideration,
to hold one of the checks. The
only flaw in this strategy was that
the FRBs had already run through
the check anyway.

 The on-inn appeared remark-
ably quickly for a ball-breaker, so
much so that the Berks FRBs were

seen viewing it from several differ-
ent angles to try and confirm that
it was the real thing. It was, and off
we set for the final yards to the
Village Hall. At this point a Police
helicopter was spotted through the
hedge and, on the corner, a very
worried looking Short Ann. Round-
ing the corner the tableau that pre-
sented itself was like something out
of a disaster movie film set with
lots of extras dressed in hi-viz jack-
ets. On enquiry it transpired that
the SH3 “normal run” contingent
had only managed to get about
fifty yards from the village hall
when Tequil’over slipped and
wrecked his ankle. In the words of
the virgin first-aider “His bones
were protruding at a very strange
angle (obviously she has never seen
Tequil’over’s bones when they are
in the normal position). Anyway
many hashers rushed back to the

Village Hall to get blankets etc. to
make him comfortable until help
arrived. Making him comfortable
actually turned out to be very im-
portant as being rescued by the
Berks emergency services is a long
and drawn-out process.

 This part of the story is slightly
hearsay as the scribe only observed
the latter stages. Apparently the
first ambulance that arrived got
stuck in the mud. Richard could not
be carried to the ambulance because
a) the ambulance was not equipped
with a stretcher (yes, that is true)
and b) the crew did not have man-
ual handling qualification with a
“carry through mud” endorsement.
A helicopter was summoned.
Strangely, this could not land in the
trees next to where Tequil’over
had keeled over, so parked in the
field approximately twice as far
away as Richard was from both the

ambulance and the Village Hall. In
any event, the helicopter crew de-
cided that Richard’s injuries were
not life threatening and disap-
peared (probably to the local pub).
The second ambulance arrived
which was, apparently, a four-
wheel-drive affair. Unfortunately,
the crew did not have a driving
licence with a “driving through
mud” endorsement. After about
two hours the local farmer drove
up the track in his tractor and
dumped Richard on the bonnet.
Fortunately, the farmer was
equipped with a “common dog-
fuck” endorsement.

 Back at the Village Hall every-
one voiced their sympathies for
Tequil’over and gave a down-down
to the virgin nursy (then just got
pissed). The general consensus was
that it was Teq’s own fault for
trying to be bloody sensible and
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1653 17-Dec Portaloo &
Lightswitch

Box Hill

1654 24-Dec Icepyck & Elle-T-
Shirt

1655 31-Dec Ear Trumpet & J
Arthur

1656 07-Jan Atalanta

1657 14-Jan FRB

1658 21-Jan

1659 28-Jan Post Xmas ball Salisbury

Run 1652

Date 10-Dec-2006

Hare T Total

Venue Ifield Green

On On The Star

SSA (old) 145 D3

OS 205375

Scribe FRB?Directions:

Head south out of Dorking down A24, from the roundabout where
A25 crosses A24 go straight across two other roundabouts and at
third roundabout take second left signpost Rusper (Rusper Road).
Follow this road for 3 or 4 miles to T-Junction - turn Right into Rusper
High Street and park.

The Star  - to book a table for lunch (recommended) ring 01293
871264

Runs start at 11:00 sharp!

Hare Raizor Info & Scribings to sh3onsec@sh3onsec.org

Scribe

Affix Stamp
 Here

Christmas Cookie Recipe

4 large eggs, 1 cup of water
1 tsp baking soda, 1 cup of sugar
1 tsp salt
1 cup of brown sugar
1 cup nuts
2 cups of dried fruit, lemon juice
1 bottle Whisky

Sample the whisky to check quality.
Take a large bowl, check the whisky
again, to be sure it is of the highest
quality, pour one level cup and drink.
Turn on the electric mixer...Beat
one cup of butter in a large fluffy
bowl. Add one teaspoon of
sugar...Beat again. At this point it's
best to make sure the whisky is still
OK, try another cup.

trading his reliable old sandals for
some dubious trainers. Even so,
we managed to make good use of
his drinking vouchers and ate the
delicious spread provided by
Berks.

 Shortage of space limits com-
mentary on the RA’s offerings
and the various athletic achieve-
ments of the pack - which is
probably just as well, as poor old
Portaloo will probably never get
over the GM streaming past him!

OnOn Popeye

Anyway thanks to the lot who did stirling
work to keep my spirits, temperature,
and pecker up (I know it was just to avoid
the run, but thanks any way!).

“They know who they are:”

The “Virgin Nurse” and her “leg Carrier”
from Whichever Hash.

Mo, Sista Anna, BonnB, "Head holders".

Rainman, Dormouse, Greenpeace, Short
An, ABBA "concerned by-standers",
messengers and volunteers.

Max: The Guard Dog! (saw those fuzz
off!)

And of couse Lorraine (for adjusting my
clothing from time to time).

Hope you all enjoyed my share of beer
and food (grrrrr..)

Leg in “Back-Slab”, no surgery as yet
(hopefully never) OnOn Teq

Breaking News
Well screw the fuzz, I’ll give’m life
threatening! Didn’t want to go to
Oxford in their bloody hair drier any way
- Andy the Para did! What a shame.

Turn off the mixerer thingy. Break 2
leggs and add to the bowl and chuck in
the cup of dried fruit, Pick the frigging
fruit off floor... Mix on the turner. If
the fried druit gets stuck in the
beaterers just pry it loose with a
drewscriver. Sample the whisky to
check for tonsisticity. Next, sift two
cups of salt, or something. Who
giveshz a sheet. Check the whisky.
Now shift the lemon juice and strain
your nuts. Add one table. Add a spoon
of sugar, or somefink. Whatever you
can find. Greash the oven. Turn the
cake tin 360 degrees and try not to
fall over. Don't forget to beat off the
turner. Finally, throw the bowl through
the! w! indow, finish the whisky and
make sure to put the stove in the
dishwasher.
CHERRY MISTMAS


