LOST  IN  WOODLANDS

Run No : 365

Date      : 19 Aug 2010

Hare      : David

Runsite : Woodlands Crescent/ Marsiling Secondary School

This was a virgin run to be set by new member David. Hence, as I approached the runsite, I was filled with both anxiety ang expectation; would it be a good run, a so-so run, or a hashshit run ?

Upon arriving at the runsite, I saw Disco Singh and Itchy Balls in dirty clothes. Assuming that they were the consultants, I felt more at ease, since Disco Singh is an experienced hasher from Johor Bahru and Itchy Balls has inherited the hashing skills from his old man, the veteran Forget-Me-Not.

From Woodlands Crescent the pack went onto the marshes and promptly got their shoes wet. I half-expected AgarAgar to retreat from the wet ground, for she has said that she would not get wet at the beginning of any run. It turned out that she is more tough than what she would like people to believe, and disappeared onto the bushes.

The pack came out of the marshes onto Gambas Avenue. The circle check at Gambas Av/Woodlands Av 9 really screwed the front runners. Old Pussy backtracked on Gambas Av, but as usual did not find the trail. We have heard of    “Mad dog & Englishman”. We have a member named Mad Fish. Whoever has heard of Mad Cat ?

GM Force Entry and Opener,etc  were seen searching for the trail at the open field. Finally, the circle check was broken; the trail went onto Woodlands Av 8. Along the way, the Senoko chimneys in the distance dominated the evening sky. The trail continued onto Admiralty Road; it was still a boring road run. Turning onto Attap Valley, it seemed that  the concrete jungle has been left behind. The forested area beyond North Coast Road was a refreshing sight after all the uninspiring industrial buildings. 

The front runners were no where in sight. Wait-a-While, Wrong Size and myself went into the woods from North Coast Road. The 3 usual suspects, namely, Brother,who was always half way to paradise, Oyster, who was a changed man since his name change, and False Alarm, who has damaged his knees playing his guts out  in the National Football Team during the hey day of the Malaysia Cup, have decided to chicken out. ( Insider information revealed that they have retreated to a nearby coffee shop and had a beer or two. They were caught redhanded and were  iced for their misdeeds.)

Wait-a-While, Wrong Size and myself braved the onslaught of thorns and fallen trees into the woods. When we reached a stream across the trail, I received a call from AgarAgar, informing me that the front runners could not locate the trail ahead, and were apparently lost. She suggested that we should turn back so as not to be lost in the forest. However, we decided not to heed her advice, as even Wait-a-While declared bravely that we should move on. We crossed the steam, up and down slippery slopes, with Wait-a-While hanging on Wrong Size and myself for dear life. Fortunately Babi Hutan was not there to witness us getting close and personal with Wait-a-While; otherwise the Wild Boar might have devoured us alive. Ha,Ha!

On the way we caught up with Singapore Girl, Mrs Singapore Girl and a friend. We followed the paper  trail. It was getting dark; it was getting difficult to see the markings of the trail. We moved along, but we seemed to be moving around in circles. After going around a few times, with Singapore Girl kept saying that he knew the way out but to no avail, we had to admit that we were LOST! 

After sending a SOS to the hare David, we waited at the clearing overlooking the Strait of Johor, and admired the night scenery at Johor Bahru near the Singapore Immigration Checkpoint. 

The rescue party of David, Kasanova and Pusher was a welcome sight after waiting for a time which seemed to be  like eternity. David led us back along the trail and emerged from the woods. After having a refreshing drink of water served by Itchy Balls, we were driven back to the on-on site. The six starving souls sank their teeth on tasty satays and fantastic nasi brianni, and washed the delicious food down with ice-cold beer.

On hindsight,  we three, namely, Wait-a-While, Wrong Size and myself, should have listened to the advice of AgarAgar. But then we would not have had this memorable experience. Thanks to David and the kaypohs for making it happen. 

And it turned out to be a hashshit run!

Afternote: At the circle after the run on 26Aug10, David was christened “ May Day” for the screwed-up run. 

Roll Over

30Aug10
