
 

Run 2149 – 8th Dec 2019 

Elveden Inn, Elveden 
Hares: Only Me and Smeg Head 

Scribe: Paparazzi 
The RA had done his job well and graced us with a 
lovely sunny day. As we gathered in the forest, Klinger 
pulled out his long list for a potential scribe. After going 
through the non-existing, moved abroad, and then the 
rarely seen list, he finally came across my name in the 
attending frequently list. I tried hiding behind a tree, 
but wasn’t quick enough. 

The 43 frequently attending pack set off into the forest 
following the trail 
towards Brandon Park 
Heath and along 
Poachers Trail. The pack 
was starting to spread 

out into a long line when we came across a checkpoint. Wrong way went the wrong 
way as usual, so nobody was going to follow him. Kermit set off in another direction 
and was never seen again for a very long time and Hold it For Me was running around 
like a headless chicken. All routes seem to have no success.  Thankfully the Hare came 
to our rescue and pointed us in the right direction. Wrong Way had gone the right way 

in the first place, but had not 
gone far enough. Shame on you Wrong Way. 

 We weaved our way through the forest on paths great and 
small, going places we had never been before. Along one of 
these paths was a fallen tree making a challenging obstacle for 
the pack. Do you go up, over or round? Horny saw this 
challenge to practice his limbo dancing. There’s always one!  

After doing his own trail, Kermit was eventually spotted, (only 
just), working his way back to the pack. Welcome back Kermit. 

Behind Kermit we saw some walkers, including the hare, 
hiding in the bushes trying hard not to give the trail away to 
the runners. Too late, we were on the case. Out of the forest 
and onto the open heath, beer must surely be near. Upping 
the pace to work up an appetite for what we knew would be 
a banquet rather than a normal drinks stop as this was an 
Only Me trail renowned for her humungous spreads.  

While we were working up our appetites, Smeghead had 
been busy setting up the banquet using 3 large picnic tables 
full of food and drinks, There was nearly as much choice of 



 

beer on offer at a Weatherspoon’s pub and more food than at a Tesco’s Express. The banquet included 2 burners; 
one for a kettle for a tasty brew of tea or coffee, the other for some delicious mulled wine.   

Well, as I said at the beginning, 43 Hashers set of on the trail but only 41 returned. Here’s why. Firstly, Benghazi 
made it round 9/10th of the trail only to make a wrong turn at the duck pond and ended up at a nursing home. But 
there was no spare bed so they sent him on his way He just made it back to the refreshment stop before it had been 
devoured by the hungry Hashers. 

 Now for  Klinger’s story. He went completely wrong at the beginning. Apparently the FRB’s weren’t holding the 
check points so he decided to make a short cut, which happened to be a very long short cut. He ran around the 
forest trying to find the trail, but found himself on a 
busy main road, He decided to run along this busy 
A1065 road, in the wrong direction towards 
Mildenhall for ¾ mile. The drivers were having to 
dodge this fast moving hasher when one car 
stopped It happened to be a  police car. They sent 
him back into the forest from whence he came for 
his own safety. Somehow he made it back to the 
drinks stop much to Klingon’s and the packs relief. 
With all the hashers safely returned to the pack we 
all headed off to The Elveden Inn for more beer.  

That’s my turn over until next year. 

On On Paparazzi 

Authors note: Don’t let the truth get in the way of a good story 

 


