JOINT RUN WITH SG UJONG

Date : 6 Nov 00

Runsite : Nilai

Hare : What Hare?

Scribed by Coconut Kernel

“Actually this all started in Johore when Farmcow talked to Sg Ujong.  Then during the Pub Crawl Run of Subang Jaya, Tiger Lee whispered in my ears to announce the Joint Run.  I was on the box and pissed, so I announced-lah.  I did’nt know that it coincided with the Deepavali Run.  That’s how I got into an argument with Charan.” Messy explained to Scribe as we drove towards Nilai.  “You mean the Pub Crawl that turned into a Pub Brawl,” said James “Arsonist” Tan who was on the front seat beside Scribe.

On the trip to the run-site, Messy’s hand-phone hardly stopped ringing, as numerous Animales asked for directions.  Talking about directions, it appears that nowadays directions in the newsletter are really brief, in fact a one-liner.  Hares must not be too presumptuous and must take the trouble to provide precise directions, especially to relatively new sites.  Anyhow, we have many new members who are not familiar with the old run-sites.   

After the Nilai toll booth, we took a left turn.  A few kilometres took us in-front of a factory.  A few cars were parked at the junction and “Hardwhore” Ho was putting up an Animale sign.   Apprehension crept in.  “Sg Ujong buggers around or not?” asked Scribe of Messy.   “Don’t worry, if not I’ll set the run,” countered Messy, not looking very confident.  

After 3 or 4 kilometres on the gravel road, on cresting a hill, a few cars were sighted.  “There’s the Sg Ujong wankers,” said a relieved Messy.  

Parking was at an abandoned quarry.  The cool surrounding hills and remnants of some pine trees gave it a temperate ambience.  

Five minutes past 6, SU’s GM replied when queried why on on was not called.  “Sg Ujong, we set short run.  So start at 6.15 p.m.  To-day, after run got lulian (durian)”   At 10 minutes past, he finally called on on.   

Paper took us up the steep hill on a motorable track.  Three-quarters way up, the first check was found, as paper veered left off the beaten track.  This was easily broken.  Paper went further uphill to hit the same track.  About 30 minutes into the run, the second check went into a jungle trail on the right.  FROPs were caught as the trail went left, towards a durian plantation.  The area being new to the Animales, comments on cool breeze, nice scenery were common.  

At the seemingly highest point, paper went right into jungle and steeply downhill for home.  “Luckily, it did’nt rain,” commented Goestarn Joe to his companion, Goldprick, as they were following paper steeply downhill.

“Your tummy flat-lah.  How many sit-ups do you do daily?” asked Joey in envy.  “You do until it hurts-lah,” answered body builder Goldprick.  “Also must f…k  a-lot,” he added as an after thought.  

This reminded Scribe of Motorbike Pete’s comments when his body was compared to Goldprick’s, some Mondays ago.  “Goldprick’s body easy to get.  2 or 3 months of pumping iron (exercise) can get.  Mine takes 20 years of hard drinking and plenty of chapatis and char-koay-teow.  Also expensive.”  Ponder on the wisdom of these words. 

At about 7, Scribe was almost at the hill bottom and out of the jungle.  It was getting dark, more so in the undergrowth.  During this time of the year, hares should take note that the sun sets earlier and should ensure that the home run be in the clear.  

Out of the forest, an eroded track from the quarry greeted the runners.  In less than 10 minutes, home was reached.  First runners out was in about 50 minutes and amongst the last was Grumpy Larry in about an hour and a half.  “Ay Kernel, my knees’ hurting-lah.  I need to take the supplement that your are taking,” panted Grumpy as he went for the beers.  

As promised by SU GM, 100 kilograms of durians were made available to any who wanted.  Even the Bhais, like Sniffer could not resist and tucked in.  When he washed it down with beer, he did not die.  His breath smelt like shit.  “The good thing is that if he is stopped for breathalyser test, it will drown the beer smell,” commented the wise McFoong.  

SU GM had the first go on the box and iced a few.  On the charge that On-cash, Eric the Plick was to be iced for collecting guest fees from 3 SU members who went to Hi-lo’s run, GM Freelick provided the defence.  “The Plick is only one-tracked mind.  He only knows how to collect.  He does not how to give,”  This brilliant defence saved Eric from the ice.

When Freelick’s turn on the box came, the 3 SU wankers were called forth to be vindicated.  “The fees collected from you had already been spent on beers.  We can only return the re-cycled beers to you,” Hash-bard, Bandit Joe simultaneously unbutton his pants.   The offer was rejected and they were given the on-down instead.  It was taken in true Hash spirit.  

SU GM was iced twice.  The first was for SU members eating before the circle and the second, as proxy to the Hare for not putting up Hash signs.  Later he was on-downed for a good do.  That put him into a generous mood to order more beers. 

After food, beers were available until the lasts to leave, namely your Scribe and Messy with Arsonist on the wheels.  Within minutes of getting into the car, Messy went into a drunken stupor and was only awakened when he reached home.  He did not answer the numerous calls on this hand-phone.  

Verdict.

Although the run was slightly on the short side, it was nevertheless sufficient to give a good sweat-out.  Anyhow at this time of the year, it is not prudent to set long runs.  

The run-site was excellent.  

The evening was another great gathering of batang brotherhood.  We should do this more often.  On on.  

……………………………….

