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Date: 29 Nov 2006





 Pub: The Fox, Boars Hill





Run: 392





Hares: Prison Pussy


	& Mighty Atom





  The Beer Stop Crew:  Wrist Action and UB40  





Scribe: Shit Stix





Gobble gobble.   


[Mighty Atom writes…]  Nearly a week late, Oxfo'd Hash celebrated Thanksgivin'.  It’s a yank tradishun, but whut th' hell, ah reckon.  Enny excuse fo' possum san'wiches an' pumpkin pie, eh?  Th' briefin' was a bit involved, but it boiled down t'no checks, no falses, eff'n yo' scooted outta flour yo' were cold possum an' eff'n yo'’re on then call “gobble gobble”.  An' in th' wo'ds of Brooce Fo'syth on Junerashun Game: “Thet’s all thar is t'it!  Fry mah hide!”  We were none of us sho'nuff how thet might wawk, but we’re allus willin' t'try sumpin noo, is Oxfo'd Hash.  But befo'e we started, thar was th' re-intryduckshun of an old tradishun – th' hash shit.  This hyar noo hash shit is real purdy yeller dress an' it was given t'Low Cost on account of him not warin' no hash haberdash.  


Kin we git gwine now? No, we hafta wait fo' th' beerstop crew t'return, as enny fool kin plainly see.  It seems Full Term was givin' them a lif' back fum th' beerstop (how far away c'd it be?) when it'd haf been quicker t'come back via th' On Inn an' join th' pack at th' fust ‘check’.  As it was, af'er they’d returned, My Tea Adam missed th' turn into th' woods an' led them an' th' sho't-cutters down thar ennyway!  Fry mah hide!  “Aw gee.  Ah reckon we done come too far, dang it.”  


Ennyway, we’d gave up waitin' fo' th' beerstop crew t'return an' on outed into th' woods, wif th' gobbles ringin' out in th' evenin' night.  Thar was mo’ shoutin' fum th' front-runners this hyar week than thar has been in th' past year in total, ah reckon.  An’ it was th' harriettes who were the dawgonedest inthusiastic callers.  Perhaps we sh'd holler “gobble gobble” ev'ry week instead of “on on”?  


An’ Prison Pussy’s potentially cunnin' plan of not puttin' down checks didn’t fool th' FRBs.  As soon as they retched a junckshun, they knowed it was a check.  Shet mah mouth!  'Cept Full Term, dawgone it.  Havin' missed th' briefin', he was puzzled fo' th' whole trail as t'whuffo' thar were no checks.  But he did ‘elpfully lead th' mo’ gullible of th' FRBs down a few false trails which ‘elped keep ev'ryone togither.  On on an' deeper into th' trees of Boars Hill towards th' scout camp befo'e th' on up t'th' mid-trail beerstop.  Bottles of Hobgobblin’ were welcomed wif open arms (an' open mouths) by Dipstick, Dingaling and Mr Sloppy � th’ only hashers who done went up th' Yarn Moun' steps.  


On on an' on an' on acrost th' uneven slippy fields an' th' pack slowed down t'a walk t'avoid losin' their footin'.  But pity pore old Silent who slipped an' inded up, mid-gobble, face-down in th' lush, damp unnergrowth.  Th' hoss in th' field was as non-plussed by this fall as by th' whole pack runnin' past it one way, leavin' th' field, re-enterin' an' runnin' down t'other side of th' field, cuss it all t' tarnation.  “Runnin' c*nts.” it seemed t'be reckonin'.  


Now p’raps ah sh'd haf taken me some notes coz, despite me bein’ th’ hare an’ all, ah have no idea whar th' trail went af'er this.  Down towards Wootten, ah reckon.  Fred got into a groove, runnin' along the trench as we on inned t'th' beerstop whar Wrist Ackshun was waitin' wif her garden table groanin' unner th' weight of possum, an' pumpkin pies.  “Are yer hankerin' fo’ stuffin'?” Din'lin' axed, as he made her a san'wich.  Lovely san'wiches thet'd be warshed down nicely wif a beer.  Excpet, whar’s th' beer?  Beermaster UB40 missed th' arrow direckin' him t'th' sho't lop back t'th' beerstop an' follered th' whole trail 10 minutes behind th' pack.  Shet mah mouth!  Th' same pack thet c'dn’t git th' beer outta his locked car.  We done nearly had usselves a fine ol’-fashioned lynching!  Arssum!  




















The Circle – 


( Low Cost – sporting the brand new Hash Shit – and keeping it spotless!  His mission is to bring it back next week and hand it out before the run …


( Hares Mighty Atom (terminally lost) and Prison Pussy (stability challenged). One hare drinks…  


( Beer Master UB40 for being rather late back to the beer stop and leaving the pack to eat their cold turkey without any liquid refreshment.  And for not providing any cider.


( Dingaling for running over UB40’s shoes in the car park (fortunately he wasn’t attached) + Coxes and GMs – this is getting a bit tired – new tradition anyone?


( Shit Shoveler stepped up to shame Gadget for breaking the emailing list – and got a downdown himself for being covered in mud.


( Fred – third time runner.














Next runs: 


13 Dec: The Mustang, Bicester.  


20 Dec: The Lamb and Flag, St. Giles, Oxford.  


27 Dec: TBA  














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


stuart.mozley@admin.ox.ac.uk





Announcements  


Register before the new year and take advantage of the cheaper registration for next year’s Nash Hash.  See their webshite www.nh2007.co.uk for details.  Or follow the link on our own webshite.  It’s well worth going.  All you can drink and eat and drink, entertainments, Creeper’s pastiche, and loadsa hashes to choose from.  Though it’d be appreciated if you could help hare Oxford’s trail on one of the days.  





Burns Night will be Saturday February 2nd, 2007.  





The Winter Solstice pub crawl on Sunday the 17th December.  Meet at The Goose at 7.  Then on on to Far From Madding Crowd, Three Goats Heads, White Horse, Kings Arms, Turf.  














Now That’s What I Call Music Over-40





Leo Sayer – You Make Me Feel Like Napping  


Procol Harum – A Whiter Shade Of Hair  


David Bowie – Life On Mash  


Queen – Sheer Heart Attack  


Carly Simon – You're So Varicose Vein  


The Bee Gees – How Can You Mend A Broken Hip?  


Roberta Flack – The First Time Ever I Forgot Your Face  


ABBA – Denture Queen  


Commodores – Once, Twice, Three Trips To The Bathroom  


Sex Pistols – Pretty Ancient  


Steely Dan – Rikki Don't Lose Your Car Keys  


The Police – Don't Stand So Colostomy  


Van Morrison – Have I Told You Lately (About My Operation)?  


The Troggs – Bald Thing.  


The Who – Talkin' Bout My Medication  


Wild Cherry – Play That Funky Music... At A Lower Volume  


Rod Stewart –Do Ya Think I'm Sleepy?  


Splodgenessabounds – Two Cups Of Tea And A Packet Of Custard Creams Please  


(Plus anything by Robert Zimmerframe)  

















www.oxfordh3.org


