" December 9th, 1986

RECEDING HARE LINE 4
Run No. 101 :The Christmas Quitters’ Run
Sunday, 14th December, 1986 8t 10,30 a.m.
Directions: |

Zfurn right at village gates and set
tripmeter to zero

Take first road to right at sign into
Rajawella shops

At roundabout keep right
Turn right downhill (at end of shops)
Left at botitom of hill

Continue along bottom of Digana fence
and turn left at fork {shop on right)

Admire hillside on left {(don't look too
closely yet)

Keep left at fork
Park begide Haremobile

"Hares: Double Dutchman and John Cleese
Travelling time from Digana: 10 minutes
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Note: The above route is slightly illegal as you have to pass a 'No Entry!

sign, but don't worry about it unless you're stopped

RUN REPCRT

Run No. 100 - Tun Run

Hares: Lancelot and Bumble
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The dazzling response to the 'Hash Report Competiiion' came as a complete surprise.

Here sre some of your entries:
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Not bad eh?7l¥o more bright ideas in fuilurs, back to the size 9 boot;and if any
of you literary superstars think you're going to get & mention in this report
you'd better ithink again.

This long awazited exitravaganza got off o a fine start on Hash Eve, with six
magnificent and elegantly aitired belles digplayling their wares to all and sundry
On=on=on into the esrly hours went the revelllng and for many the daeybresk
arrived about 3 hours toc early.

Portunately, no misdirections this week. and the large and very cosmopolitan
pack, complete with official photographer, gathered on time for much cork
popping, toasting and bubbly guzzling.Soon , the last of this life restoring
elixir was all sgupped and the effervescent Hare, sporting a very pretty skirt

and leather purse, brought the crowd to disorder and got the proceedings underway
with the 100%th call of ON=ON,

Now, having been one of the aforementioned revellers and having downed a drop or
two of bubbly, your scribe has a very hazy recollection of all that followed.
However, we did receive the following, rather incisive, letter which was sent

in by an ailing novice?

Letter to the Editor of 'Hashings?!, from a first - fime hasher.

Intensive Care Unit !
Digane Village Clinic.
December 1st 1986.

Dear Sir,
On medical advice this letter must mercifully be short §

Hashing is, of course, a very simple undertaking. How else could it have appealed
t0 so diverse a following for so leng ! The truly dedicated devoitee will have exe
perienced 100 outings during a secjourn in Digana,

Having studiously avoided malaria, cholera, typhoid, rabies and hashing for a
number of years, I was nevertheless intrigued when the magic 'ton' was reached
as one usually is whether it be in crickeiing, darting or hashing.So, 'nothing
ventured; nothing gained (sprained?)'; at sun up, I ventured out armed with the
most explicit directions that a child of five could have followed.

Making my way to the gate at a steady jog I was relieved to obgerve that the Left
tum proved to be downhill. The going was easy at first but the tarmac proved in-
creasingly hard underfeoot and by the time I reached Trinity College Farm my jog
was anything but steady. I suffered one or two fleeting moments of degspair at the
abgsence of any paper trail or the cheering sound of 'On-on! that I had anticipated.
But undeterred T struggled on clutching the now soggy and distintegrating direction
sheet in a limp left hand.

The bridge at last and a leafy glade! Just in time for the *Down-down' and with
champagne tool Well, it's not so bad after all - maybe I'll come again. I grasped
my glassful in trembling hand and downed it ai a gulp.

The proceedings continued in a surprisingly civilised manner with the 'champers!
being liberally dispensed to the assembled company, all looking remarkably fresh,
while one of the members mumbled incantations which caused some ribaldry from the
mob. Decorum was rudely shattered when a curly haired humanocoid divested itself of
a plaid skirt and took off up the glade, baying, 'Cn-on'. I wavered. This seemed
tc be indeed the 'Off-off,' for with a shatter of dropped bottles,the muscular mob,
mercifully leavened by one or two graceful creaturses, were in hot pursuit. Much
against my normal gocd sense, I ambled after them,
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T shall draw a veil over the next damp three hours.Hashing is indeed an incom~
prehensible pursuit. Yet strenge to relate the pack geemed positively elated and
often vied one with the other +to see who could run further in the wrong direction,
while others panted out aspersions as %o the parentage of the de-skirted fellow
who appeared from time to time to direct the hopelessly lost. The mystique of
hashingended when a true 'Down~down' was performed. This enjoyable ritual might
have been seen a3 the 'four - ale - bar' version of the civiliised start.

To this sexagenarian the 100th is probably both alpha and omega. Yet if I am
discharged from tnls unit in fime em—emamma—a where and when is the 101st?

Signed: Pheidipprides.

Thank you €yclone, that sums it all up very nicely. On - on to the «......

LEMONADE RUN

Awakening slowly, thoough a haze, giggling at memories of the
previous nights 'DUrag' Contest, the mind gradually focused on
the fact that todavy was I T..... the 100th Hash!

After a hasty scrabble for glasses (?), Hash Mis-Directions,
and, after a glance heavenward - a towel - it was ON,..ON...

Mis~Directions were superb, leading evervone to gather for a
brilliantly conceived idea - the Pre Hash Celebration Champagne.
A guick pause Ter the Pre Hash Flaslh, and after confiscating
ANCTHZIR full glass of bubbly from Goldilocks it was time for a
decision - to Main Run or not. Despite Bumbles insistence a

few hung back and watched in admiration as the more hardy sduls .
departed. One day seeeeeess

The Lemonaders had been promised a gentle run, and this
coupled with the auspiciousness of the occasion and downright
bribery in the form of a Sweety Tree, had ensured a good turn-
cut. The Herrors, spurred on by the aforesaid bribery dis-
appeared at a rate of knots, leaving the rest to follow their
distant ¢ries of On On ...

The run proceeded calmly through gently undulating leafy glades
until an impasse was reached, After following paper up and down
false trails the Horrors had arrived at a deep stream with paper
laid either side, presumably by someone who could walk on water!
Did they mean us to wade through? Despite the Horrors cries

it was decided, after much discussion that it had to be a false
trail, and they were persuaded to re-route over the slippery
paddy bunds and once more into the leafy glades. At this point
the gnomes were aspied emerging from their grotto, flushed with
the effects of their garrish make up, or was it.....eeeeeoose
The Horrors decended and helped with instruction from the gnomes
managed to strip the Sweety Tree in record time, pausing only to
further avail themselves from the fairy, who stood nearby, bemused
and bearing the marks of the gnomes affectionate help,

he beer wagon was in smelling distance which spurred on the
rest of the pack through the rain scaked Enchanted Forest,
Spirits undeterred by the rain fumble and helper then led the
Horrors in' games and froiies wuntil the Main Wun returned.

Cre and all agreed, o truly memorable milestone!



