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The Bullsheet

Run #: 

1699

Hares: 

Rat with a Snatch

Site: 

Cerceda

Given that Rat with a Snatch was the hare this week he felt it was inappropriate that he also write The Bullsheet as he hadn’t done the run. Quite how I got picked to do it as I tippled away at pacharan numero dos in the post-run restaurant is unclear to me but here goes….. Due to me not being aware I would be the Scribe while the run was taking place there are no photographs for this Bullsheet but given the amount of rain that fell during the run any camera would probably have ended up malfunctioning anyway……

Anyway, it was Madrid HHH’s 1699th r*n (well, at least under the A.S.H. run counting standard). Hash Cash calculates that it was actually run 1695 but let’s not split hares.

In contrast to the previous Sunday’s r*n  the weather was probably the worst we’ve had so far this year (and last year). However, a plucky bunch gathered in Cerceda and waited for the hare to appear. And waited, and waited…..

Eventually Hanky Wanky called the pre-r*n circle to order. After a highly dubious down-down to Not Half Bad, El Sordo, Ali G String and a couple of others for allegedly going directly to Larry’s on Friday evening and avoiding that evening’s r*n a ghostly vision was seen to half-heartedly lope towards us from the distance. As the white appartition got closer we realised that it was in fact the flour-covered hare – Rat with a Snatch.

When the first sentence he uttered was “I think I made a mistake with this one – I think it might be too long” we were filled with a sense of foreboding. However, since we were all now so totally wet that another hour or two spent in the rain wouldn’t matter too much we all headed off across the road in the general direction pointed to by the hare.

The pack soon divided into two halves: the FRBs: with Fast Cocks, Hanky Wanky , The Accused and Ginga Ninja to the fore. And the BWBs (that’s Back Walking B*stards)  comprised of A.S.H., Not Half Bad, Gobble ’07 and Sir Sir Culchie. Through some bizarre space-time continuum anomaly His Excellency the Overlord King Sir Sir James managed somehow to move from the back of the BWBs to close to the front of the FRBs and was soon checking out around a check which afforded too many options for a pack of our limited ability – and, thus, promptly confused us!

Once people did eventually find the true trail, not helped it must be said by a distinct lack of calling from the FRBs, Emperor Sir Sir James was trapped in a field on the wrong side of a fence while Hanky Wanky was to be seen jumping up and down in mounds of cow sh*t in the distance.

At this point your intrepid reporter fell back a bit but did eventually overtake Extremely Grimm and A.S.H. (admittedly on a down-hill stretch). As we ascended into the hills and came across a check which had been marked rather obliquely we eventually came across Ginga Ninja who claimed she had just done a “two mile false trail”.  She then proceeded to lead us further astray until we saw the rest of the pack in the distance and headed in their general direction resolving to ignore the Ginge’s trail advice in future.

As we ascended to the top of a hill we found a car park and Rat with a Snatch and El Porteño who had organised Beer Stop Number 1. Despite advising people that continuing on the macho trail would entail at least another hour of running the vast majority of the pack headed off up into the hills. Meanwhile, the aforementioned BWBs (and Scrambled Dag)  headed back to the F.F.C.P.

At this point I can only report snippets of what happened on the run but I’m told there were two further beer stops, that Sex Mex and Anne-Marie No Name were day-trippers and that The Accused got lost in an urbanizacion (he probably thought he was back in Liverpool and started casing the place!).

Your intrepid reporter battled the elements (and the lagoon which had now formed at the car park entrance) to make it back to the F.F.C.P. where a bedraggled group of hashers (including Alien Sex, Lady Godmother and La Constitucion) were huddled in cars for warmth. After gathering to munch on Gobble ‘07’s crackers and hummus we waited for the pack to return and waited and waited. (Did I mention it was still raining at this point??)

Eventually there was a flurry of activity as we saw runners approaching from the distance. Sleazy Rider, Hot Lips and Natalia No Name appeared into the F.F.C.P. at speed. But it turns out they were actually the walkers!!

Eventually we saw Fast Cocks and Knob Job appearing in the opposite direction with Ginga Ninja and Anne-Marie No Name closing in behind them. When it was pointed out that 3 of the first 4 runners in were female, Knob Job took offence saying “What do you mean only 3 were female?” Your scribe felt it was best not to probe the issue any deeper….

In the end the pack all came in within a few minutes of each other, the sun came out, the beer was poured, El Porteño’s dog proceeded to shake himself dry in the middle of the circle thus drenching everybody and the down-down’s commenced.

Given that I wasn’t aware I was going to be scribe I don’t have all the details but the run did get significant praise (it’s amazing what an influence 3 beer stops can have!) and the hare was awarded a bottle of sparkling shampoo  (the first time that’s happened this year) and a score that was somewhere around 9.5.

Post-circle a ragged convoy adjourned to the restaurant where Don Juan Casanova Sir Sir James tangled with a Bolivian navy admiral’s daughter (Note: Bolivia has no coast-line!) and the hospitable staff proceeded to drown us in pacharan. It was a happy group which left Cerceda on a day when the weather didn’t promise much (did I mention it rained a lot?) but where the run got the best praise I’ve seen for any run in some time. Future hares look out: standards are rising!!!

Not Half Bad

Post Script: After the weather-related trauma of Sunday’s run (there were Irish levels of precipitation in case I didn’t mention that) your intrepid reporter has now decamped to sunny Cape Town in an attempt to dry out (that is on the outside, not on the inside!). So this Bullsheet is being sent from Istanbul just before I board to head south. Pressures of work (i.e. having to go to dinner) mean I won’t make the CT HHH’s Wednesday evening r*n this week but tune in next Sunday for more hashing fun and frolicks!

