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Date: 20 Dec 2006





Pub: Lamb & Flag  


	St. Giles, Oxford.  





Run: 395





Hares: Victoria & FBJ  





  The Beer Stop Crew:  Paperboy, Edward & FBJ  








H-H-Hancock’s Half Pint  





Surely it's bad form to write a Scrible for a trail you laid yourself, but what the hell.  The Lamb & Flag was a warm haven away from the freezing fog and the many many shoppers coming in for last-minute Christmas shopping.  In fact, yer hares were a little worried that (a) most of the hash might decide to give it a miss tonight for just those reasons (shoppers and weather) and (b) if they did turn up, would they find a place to park on St. Giles?  No worries though, coz the pub was packed with gaily coloured hashers when yer scribe/hare/beermaster returned after dropping off the beer.  In fact, there were even a few late arrivals:  Mighty Atom and Dingaling had to catch up, and ran the whole trail carrying their change-of-clothes bags.   


It was a nice and short trail tonight.  Surely one of the shortest that Oxford Hash has ever done?  No longer than 50 minutes – and that included the 10 minute beerstop at The Bear Inn.  But first things first, back at the on out, Victoria whispered the briefing and sent the pack off towards town while he took the shortcutters up the back passage.  Unfortunately even at this early stage, it was quite clear that the FRBs were as keen as mustard tonight.  Perhaps they were just keen to keep warm, but they set off at a fast pace.  Only 3 checks in and Cocktail’s early Christmas present was telling him how fast he was going.  Or so he thought.  “Five forty!” he told fellow gadget-freak Shit Shoveller, thinking he was doing a 5mins 40sec. per mile pace, when in fact his fancy new piece of gadgetry was measuring his heart rate.  5 hundred and 40!!  Gosh.  Would he manage to carry on?  Blue Nun asked him if he’d be able to keep it up tonight – “Oh yes.  Don’t you worry about that.” he wanked winked.  


The trail took a quick loop around the block where the pack careered headlong into the shortcutters coming the other way.  The shortcutters were going at quite a lick themselves.  Having been told of the plan for the mid-trail beerstop, they were hell bent on beating the FRBs to the pub so they could get their beers before it was all drunk.  Meanwhile the pack were led twisting and turning down to the High Street and then… where to now?  “Every way’s false” said Dingaling.  “Ho ho ho.” chuckled FBJ.  “We’d hoped this check would fox them.”  Smugly he led the pack up the High Street and laid an arrow into Logic Lane.  Calling the FRBs on back, he led them left… and straight into the locked gate.  Bugger.  “But the sign says it would shut at 8.30.” he whined, as the pack sneered and laughed at him.  Oh well, a short bit of improvised live-haring took the pack down the next lane and back on trail and on to the regroup at The Bear.  Victoria had ordered “3 flagons of your finest ale, landlord!” and we packed into the small front room of the pub, supping heartily on our halves.  It couldn’t last though, and we were dragged back into the cold night air with on out and into the town centre.  “’Ere!  What are you lot doing?”  And if anything, the pace was even quicker, looping around the back streets and back out onto St. Giles, a little bit up from the pub.  And here the hares’ last bit of subterfuge paid off.  “The beerstop’s always up here.” declared Lockjaw.  Except that it wasn’t!  Ho ho ho.  Leaving the FRBs to head off on their wild goose chase (no Xs on the false trails helped take them that bit further away), the main pack headed past the dinosaur to meet the shortcutters as they too arrived at the beerstop, and found the food balanced on (but starting to slide off) a slope.  Where the hell are the hash tables?!?!?!?  





The circle…  Prison Pussy perched precariously…  








The Circle – 


FBJ and Victoria – the hares.  …♫and the hares, and the hares. ♫  


Crusader – visitor from Tokyo.  


Debby – named Two Trains.  And she took her top off!  “Tops off!  Tops off!”, and another layer came off!  “Tops off!  Tops off!”, and yet another layer came off!  “Tops off!  Tops off!”, but no more layers came off.  


Eli – first-timer.  


Full Term – the hash shit.  


Mighty Atom – last-timer.  And given a whole load of pants to take home.  “They smell a bit gamey.” She said of one pair.  “Probably well hung.” Replied Rectal Floss.  





Next runs: 





Scribe:   


Bottom of Form








Announcements…





OH3’s 400th hash.  Sunday 21st January.  11am.  Finstock village hall.  


5 squid for all you can eat’n’drink.  





OH3’s Annual Burns Night.  Saturday 3rd February.  See Wha’ De Say for details.  





February 14th – The Red Dress Run.  Best to start visiting those charity shops now, before all the best frocks have been sold.  











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


stuart.mozley@admin.ox.ac.uk





♫And the hares…♫


And the hares.  And the hares.  


And the hairs on her dicky-di-do came down to her knees.  


One black one, one white one.  


And one with a bit of shite on.  


And one with a fairy light on, to show us the way.  


Drink it down down down down.  





♫Chunder Wonder♫  


He drinks it down, he brings it up again.  


Ain’t ever gonna keep it down.  


He drinks it down, he brings it up again.  


Ain’t ever gonna keep it down.  


Drink it down down down down.  
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