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Date: 1 Nov 2006





 Pub: The North Star,


	Steventon.  





Run 386





         Hare: Salty Nuts  





  The Beer Stop Crew:   Buttercup, Ladybird and UB40  





Scribe: Shit Stix











Brrr.  It was more like the North Pole than the North Star (minus the snow and howling -40C winds of course.  And we didn’t have to eat the huskies when we reached the beerstop.) as we drifted into the car park and stood around outside coz the pub didn’t open ‘til 7.  Mind, if we’d been allowed inside, it would’ve been the devil’s own job for hare Salty Nuts to get us back outside again, so it all worked out for the best in the end.  Well, it did for Salty Nuts: he hadn’t laid a trail for nowt.  


On out and straightaway, half the pack were lost as they checked up a likely looking lane while the tail-enders went off on true trail with nary an “On Back” uttered.  Grr.  “Where have you lot been?” asked Salty Nuts when we eventually caught up, 3 checks later.  Ignoring him and his smugness, we noticed Gatecrasher and Victoria coming back from what must have been a false, and we followed them and the pack and headed up a path by the side of a small waterfall (it might have been a cataract; I couldn’t see clearly) and into a field with no flour at all.  But still we carried on going!  This time there was a call of On Back so we shuffled back to the check and up the lane which we’d just earlier assumed to be checked as a false. Front-runners eh?  You just cannot trust ’em to check properly.  


It was the old uns, Shit Shoveller and Lockjaw, who were doing most of the front-running this week.  The old codgers had a plan that they’d ward off the wintry chill if only they could just keep running.  And it did seem to work.  Unfortunately they never got far enough ahead and we still had to listen to their Interhash stories all night.  No doubt when the others come back too, we’ll learn the truth behind all those scurrilous stories like the one of the two ladyboys and [snip! – Scrible lawyers]  


Meanwhile, other usual checkers were inexplicably not checking this evening.  Oxford Hash was being kind and generous in allowing the many visiting Berks hashers to check instead.  So what did OH3 do to occupy itself while we waited for the call for on on?  Prison Pussy smoothed down his hair and turned on the charm when Mighty Atom asked him to turn off his headlight at a regroup, but it turned out that she was only trying to spot a comet.  A cold, heavy mass hurtling through the night, trailing steam and debris.  Just like Oxford Hash then.  But with hurtling.  


Running down on to the A34 and into Milton Park through the nettles and brambles, Dingaling was caught by the fuzz.  His collar was felt (and his sleeves were cotton) as the police car drew alongside him while he ran by the roadside.  (It practically had to go into reverse gear to keep up with him.)  “Look out!  It’s the filth.  Leggit!” shouted Low Cost as he vaulted a fence into the bushes, but there was to be no trouble – by the light of his torch, Dingaling could see Flaps through the driver’s window.  


But we’re still at Milton Park!!  We’ve miles to go yet!  Actually, it turned out that we weren’t really that far away from the pub after all.  A short lope across the fields into Steventon, a slip and a stumble along the uneven embankment (Lockjaw protected his ankles by running alongside on the road) and on inn to the beerstop.  Buttercup had prepared a fine meal of cheese and pickle given the short notice – she’d had to get up before she went to bed the night before, to go to Tesco's and make the food while she was still at work.  You know the old story.  “No hot soup though.” grumbled Prison Pussy.  














The Circle – A quicky tonight coz it was freezin’.  





Hare - Salty Nuts - who clearly had a very small ... bag of flour,


judging by the lack of markings on most of the trail (goes with his


small nuts.)  (Perhaps his bag had shrivelled in the cold.)  





Returner - Stop Cock – Prison Pussy had waited since run 300 to give Stop Cock a


down down for leading him astray on Prison Pussy's third run ...  





Mighty Atom was delegated to drink a "small beer" by Lockjaw and Plod.  


She ended up with a white trail of suds on her head... (White trail?  Who said white trail?)  





There must have been a couple of others but they must have been boring coz they’ve been forgotten already.  





 











Next runs: 


15 Nov: Woodstock Arms, Woodstock Road, Oxford.  


22 Nov: The Nag’s Head, OTT (?), Abingdon.  


29 Nov: The Fox, Boars Hill.  


6 Dec: Prince of Wales, Iffley.  





Scribe:   FBJ


Bottom of Form














Please email suggestions, happenings and stories for the weekly Scrible to


stuart.mozley@admin.ox.ac.uk
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