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RUN REPORTS

RUN No. 103: Menthol Mountain Marathonette

A pleasant enough day to begin, reticent Hashers kaving to be wrenched
from their overnight squalor and some unfortunates having been roused
from their 'virtuous couches' in the small hours thanks to an errant
alarm clock, the way was wended to the On-on.

Fifteen or so unsuspecting athletes, sexual and other, set off on what

was to become one hundred minutes of critical self-examination. A reasonably
level section soon petered out and then it waz ON-UP, more ON-UP, =nd yei
more ON-UP until one half expected to chance upon an etheresl gate bidding
entrance to eternzl rest - which looked a good deal by this time.

The indefatigable Double Dutchman and Damp Sguib, impressively displeying
front running at ite finest, forged ahead, their ON-ONs soon mere whispers
on +the wind — yet the deviously numerous false trails bringing ther back
within ankle biting range of the more mortal pack.

Cries of ON-ON go largely unheeded, focussing capabilities long since gone
the way of the rest of the anatomy, fixed glass-like stares and fearful
grimaces accompany a death-like obsession to end this inguisition - made
even harder %o bhear by the incessant inner voice cniding: "You chnze to
de thig - stupidl®

Bloody hell, what's that noise — God, it's my heart - pleadings now: Don't
let me die, please, especially not on a false trail - they'll never find me.
Abhh paper, main run again, thank you, thank.you, I promise to cut down the
fags, oh God is thare a priest in the (Hash) house?

Atort thirty minutes gone or ig it fifty, it's taking thet long to read the
blocdy thing — the Raft's navigational aids seem to have malfunctioned or

ig it a sixth sensz the resson he's swung on to the Lemonade trail, unerringlrs
followed by Heart-—throb (and they didn't get a Down-down - thoge Shylockian
orgenisers missed that, didn't they - but that was about 2ll they did miss).
At last it's ON-DOWN - we poor bloody innocents — = bar shimmering sneceringly
in the evil heat - ON-BACK - and yet again down and back - and again and again -
this gets one thoroughly pitthed off (bloody vocal chords have packed in now),
muttered curses and evil glances at the Hares standing there with hland
expressionless faces but with an unmistakable arrogance in their stance
(sadistic bastards - they're enjoying thig). Will this ever end or are we to
spend the rest of our mortal coil staggering around aimlessly in this

Kotmale hadesg?

Ah-hh e gavionr - all is not yet lost — Keep Fit appears exhorting ug ON-IV -
can't be much more - time to expend that precious little held in reserve

and finlgh in style, what a doddle etc.etces.ssBloody hell, it's miles on
and no sign of *the beer - he must have come in a jeep — never endinr trail,
evil esmelling water, sod trying to find stepping stones - wallop, r.ght
throush it, mud up to the ¥ ¥ronts -~ this has to end soon, HASN'T 17297
Thooah - what's thisg? - =ounds of merriment, those lemonaders have drink
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koala bearsg in the trees. "People mistake them for monkeys," he advised

us. Mmm - 2another one been in the tropics for toou long. It wag here

among the trees that a breakaway group of Horrors led by Meeni anc Goldilocks,
who had sighted vehicles far below, unsportingly left the trail of paper
worms and headed “or the moft drinks (I think), arriving back a geod 20
minutes before the rest of the lemonaders. Meanwhile the rest of us searched
for paper while Keep Fit sat on a tree trunk like a gnasty gnome. Young
Cromarty maintained a dignified silence on Sanatarium's shoulders while the
pack went round and round in circles until Keep Fit, getting thirsty perhaps
put us out of our misery and showed us the way. Out of the shade we were

now in high grass, slipping and sliding on the doimward path, over a strean,
ON-ON in single file until.....SHIT! ~ ON-UP yet again. Talk about the

"ast stran"....obut after numerous expletives the scent of beer bscame
gtronger, then a quick dash/luroh/stagger and we were at the carpark and
quaffing anything we could lay our hands on.

RUN No. 104: Not More Dam(ned) Views

Jokn Cleese called the Hounds to heel (with no great effect) and issued
misdirections with brisk authority, although Never Again appeared uncon-
vinced by JG's exaortations urging Lemonaders to let themselves go and
(ircidentally) try a Main Run. With further instructions that the beer
wagon was at some unknown destination, the pack set off rather timidly,
still considering how short cuts could be effected when the location of
the post-Hash elixir remained secret.

The hounds soon picked up the scent however, and after an abortive 4rip
inland had a relatively easy time following the paper, even though it was
mainly below the reservoir high water mark — the tide being out at the time.
Judging by the rather wet and bedraggled appearance of the Hares the tide
muet have been in when the paper was laid.

A check circle provided the opportunity for a general breather until Demp
Squib unsportingly found the trail down to the left. The front runners .
now got into their stride and forged ahead in a breakaway group, all vying
for the much coveted FRB Trophy, rumoured +to have been seen being removed
frem its sacred casket prior to the on-on. The trail continued along a
narrow valley and across the river bed by way of a fallen tree which Flying
Dutchman tried to gabotage by bresking it in half. After following the
trail back down the other bank, the runners were just in time to uce
Heark-throb and Latin Charmer nimbly crossing the river, having cleverly
avoided the detour. They then clambered up and over a ridge, only to

bave to climb back up onto Ayers Rocklet, conveniently marked by Double
Dutchman as the "half-vay" point end affording fine views in addition to
the opportunity for parents to carelessly lose unwanted Horrors or, of
course, vice versa. A bar had been laid along onz side of the plateau
although on this occasion the hounds seemed strangely reluctant to uphold
the recent tendency of completely ignoring bars aid carrying on-on regardless
perhaps all false trails should end in a 20 m. pracipice?
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{Goldilocks in charge as usual) get up there so fast? We sweated to the
top, through green jungle tunnels, over slippery rocks and soon came upon
the summit and the promised Hash View. Worth waiting for, but it looked
as if we'd come no distance at all. There was much discussion of the
interesting flora (bet the main runners never even noticed) and a few
cries of: "Horror, come away from the edgel"

Next it was ON-ON and ON-DOWN the rockface and ON~UP to the beer wagon
Tor Dewn-downs, which were ably led by Keep Fit.

Dallas was FRB and despite protestations obviously relished his Down-
down. Keep Pit was not amused by the amassed musical talent but perked
up during the Hares' Swing Low Sweet Chariot. A fine day was capped by
the Horrors having their own Down-down.

DO YOU THINK
- IEWE RUN FAST ENOUGH
" WE'LL GET CITIZENSHIP
AS WELL, DEAR?
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