
Run No: 2254 

Date: 06-Mar-2022 

Venue: Thornton Arms, Everton 

Hares:  Toed Bedsores & Computer 

Scribe: Bastard 

 Despite having already submitted a r*n rite up 3 weeks ago for the misdemeanour of taking 9 years to 
file a r*n report the Earl decided he would punish me again!  Something to do with him not having 
been at the previous trail, I suspect! 

So here goes...I had to walk to Shammies to get a lift as the Cambridge half had closed a whole bunch 
of roads mainly around mine. 

So, I was knackered at the start!  The Earl called the circle to order – no new runners etc. – and asked 
the Hare for some instructions.  Said instructions were garbled and (from what I understand) 
inconsequential! 

On out!  My arse!  Three Legged Donkey (my minder for the day) and I watched the rabble disperse 
hither and yon and took in our surroundings which included a pygmy pony thus bringing on much 
banter re: Frank Zappa (if you know, you know!) before Three Legged Donkey (ok – his name is far 
too long to keep writing so from here on out it’s Donk) suggested that the shelter of the pub’s smoking 
shed would offer a sensible place to pass the next hour. 

We discussed many topics, some earth shattering (ie is the pub open yet?) and some less so (‘ave 
you got a light boy?). Because Donk, on his first run, had followed me into the pub at the off and 
shortly later we were drinking a pint of heavy, he foolishly assumed this was the norm!  Not to be this 
time I’m afraid old boy.  But we followed the lack of rules and relaxed and smoked and talked bollox 
(more of this later...Ed), we must have talked a lot (or smoked..Ed?) as my mouth was as dry as a 
nun’s noonie and I had to resort to drinking water (heaven forbid!) from the bogs – and the pig got up 
and slowly walked away. 

People returned in drips and drabs telling tales of no checkpoints and only checkbacks and getting lost 
etc. But, hey ho, a fair few were back before opening time, although, a fare few didn’t get back until 
circle up – I leave you to draw your own conclusions!  It was Bedsores trail after all! 

The pub was open at 12 on the dot and Donk, the Earl and I were first to the ockie with Donk in the 
seat – I like this man!  3 pints of London Pride please, landlord – duly delivered and the 3 musketeers 
found a bay window in which to park our lardy arses.  The Pride was in very good condition.  The girls 
chose to sit at the opposite end of the pub which proved to be a wise choice as the conversation soon 
turned decidedly scatological. 

The Earl was in fine form regaling us with a report that he had decided (after many years 
procrastination) to go for the bowel cancer test (they first write to you when you are 60 and then every 
two years thereafter!).  To achieve this you have to provide a stool sample.  He got a bowl and put it in 
the bath and sat on the edge of the bath only to decide it was way too cold to achieve anything apart 
from frost bite.  Next move, get a sheet of bog paper and aim to drop a Richard onto it.  What 
happened next took him by surprise, to quote “it was the size of a fucking baby’s arm – and they only 
want a little bit”. 

Donk, not to be out done told a tale of a friend of a friend (Ed.. that presumably means it was him!) 
who got married in full bib and tucker.  As the newlyweds retired to bed he decided to unburden 
himself and retired to the en suite.  He removed his DJ and bow tie, took the braces off and dropped 



his kecks, off-loaded his ballast, wiped his arse and retired to bed.  His (new) wife said “I can smell 
shit!  Have you forgotten to wipe your arse you filthy fucker?”  No, he replied.  She turned on the light 
and there was shit all over the pillow!  It turns out he hadn’t removed his braces adequately and the 
turd had bounced off them and catapaulted back up to his neck where it stuck until he lay down! 

Oh yes... the trail... at the circle the hare got a half for the trail and then another down down for 
something else I don’t remember.  The RA lost control of the circle and much banter was had.  At this 
point I feel I should point out that Kermit should have got a down down for his new shoes! They were 
green Kermit boots and very classy they were too!  I had to leave straight away but had a thoroughly 
enjoyable time of it and would like to thank Donk for my birthday present which entertained me all 
evening!  Here’s hoping he has a happy 60th next weekend! 

I wrote this on Sunday afternoon and thought “Fuck it, I’ll just post the handwritten garbage to 
Bedsores” but then I remembered that most people when they write use a font called ‘cursive’ but I, 
however, in my old age, have graduated to ‘general practitioner’ so I thought I’d send him a Word doc. 
But, again, despite my age and failing memory I became aware that the last time I did this he edited it 
in his favour!  That’s not happening again even if I have to deal with his confounded method for 
posting run reports! 

A great day out (I think)! 

I’ll be in touch in 9 years 

On on 

B@ 

 


