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Date: 6 Sept 2006





 Pub: The Crown,  


	Benson





Run: 378





Hares: Ladybird and Shit Shoveller		





  The Beer Stop Crew:   Lockjaw and Road Enema





Scribe: Shit Stix





Most of us drove into Benson to find that Ladybird had P’d in the road to direct us to parking spots that were anywhere and everywhere that was not the pub car park.  But what’s this?  Oh no, have we got the day wrong and come to a Royal Berkshire Hash by mistake?  There certainly are a lot of them here.  But no, it turns out that Ladybird and Shit Shoveller have a huge fan base and/or groupies who were persuaded to come along on the promise of a cracking trail followed by Lockjaw’s bean casserole.  


And it certainly was a nice trail tonight with the pack kept nicely in check (geddit?) by those old ploys of fish hooks and the odd 6-blobs-and-a-false.  There were plenty of woods and fields and all sorts of other stuff that yer scribe can’t remember coz he’s left it too long to write up.  One bit I do remember is where the trail zigzagged around the hedges between a field and a footpath with fishhooks turning round the FRBs while the SCBs simply ambled along the path dodging the hashers emerging from the gaps in the hedge.  Eventually we ended up alongside the river and you just know, deep in the pit of your stomach, that there’ll always be the usual suspect jumping in.  His cries of “on on” growing ever fainter as the current carried him further downstream before spitting him out at Wallingford where he began his long run back to the beerstop.  Meanwhile back on the trail, the pack was foxed at a check where every path was a false.  Surely not.  But the clue was in the short false that was in a gateway.  Almost certainly there was a path going round the back of it and sure enough, one of the torch-bearers found a gate a little further down the fence and we all piled into a nature park.  Quasimodo (he’s not a real modo) led the way over the duckboard pathways while Mr Sloppy Septic Tank took a Dipstick-lite approach and splashed across the stream while everyone else tippy-toed over the stepping stones.  At first there was some hesitancy because he wasn’t sure how deep it was going to be and he didn’t really fancy going in neck-/waist-/bollocks-deep, but eventually he lived up to his name.  (i.e. he lived up to the Sloppy bit of his name, not the Septic bit.  But on second thoughts…)  


It was getting a bit dark now and the timid hashers were starting to mumble that maybe it was time to be on in, but still the trail headed off away from the pub and down some more woodland footpaths.  It wasn’t that dark anyway.  And the nearly full moon provided plenty of light.  


But soon enough we were back at the beerstop and tucking into the beer and beans while Prison Pussy started throwing around words like egregious and heinous.  Where did he learn these?  Perhaps he’d heard them during his work appraisal that afternoon?  














Announcements – 





The Blenheim 10k, Sunday 17th 11am.  Come along and run (or if not running, come along and support) – it’s all fer charidee.  Then on on to bbq at Wrist Action’s.  








…before the Autumnal Pub Crawl – starts at 7pm on Sunday 17th.  See Road Enema or the website for details and itinerary.  





TOSS on Sunday 24th.  The pub is still to be decided, but it will happen.  We’re just not sure where yet.  














Next runs: 


20 Sept: The George, Littlemore.  


27 Sept.: The Gardeners Arms, Tackley.  


4 Oct: The Masons Arms, Headington Quarry.  


Followed by the very-quick-soon-be-over AGM.  





Scribe:   


Bottom of Form








Again, this week there are only a few Scribles.  Please pass it on after you’ve read it.  There’ll still be some lying around at the end of the evening if you want to take a copy home to line the budgie’s cage.  If you miss out, you can always get a copy off of the webshite.  











The Circle  Prison Pussy had swallowed a dictionary and dished out the down downs for the various egregious sins.





The Egregious


* “Queen” Spex the Berks GM for sitting in the circle (plus


FBJ and Aunt Sally as GMs who'll never drink alone)


The Good


* Mr Sloppy for living up to his name by slopping it around in dirt,


mud, rivers, you name it


* Pyro for actually turning up and returning the Hash Shit


The Bad


* Victoria for trail abuse (the RA gets his revenge)


* Hares Ladybird and Shit Shoveller for craaaazy markings (even the


Baaaaarkshire hashes didn't understand the fish-hooks!)


* UB40 for wearing semi-new shoes - and Full Term and La Crease for


forgetting that what goes on the TOSS stays on the TOSS


And the Ugly


* the RA for losing his sunglasses (Victoria gets his revenge back)


* Hash Shit went from Pyro to UB40 for something unmentionable to do


with a children's playground 








 Ha Ha – 


A woman posts an ad in the news paper... 'Looking for man with these qualifications; won't beat me up; or run away from me and is great in bed.'


She got lots of phone calls replying to her ad but met someone perfect at her door one day. 


The man she met said, "Hi, I'm Bob. I have no arms so I won't beat you up and no legs so I won't run away." 


So the lady says, "What makes you think you are great in bed?" 


Bob replies, "I rang the door bell didn't I?" 


�
The new Vicar was up early one Sunday morning, walking around his new parish, after leaving his wife in bed with the Sunday papers, her cup of tea, and a pack of cigarettes. 


One of the old villagers came up to him and said. "Good morning, Vicar, how be you and the wife?" 


The Vicar said, "Good morning my man, I am fine, the wife is fine also. I left her in bed smoking." 


The villager said, "Arr, Vicar, that's the way to fuck 'em!" 


�
�
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