
 
 
 
 
 
 

25th June 2015 
 

Run Number 295 
 

Merebrook Inn, Bromborough 

The Pack  Carthief (Hare), fcuk, VR, OTT, Hansel, Sprog, Overdrive, Cleo, 
Snoozanne, Mad Hatter, 10secs, Tie One, Francis, Rachel  
 
The pack gathered outside the Merebrook. A couple of virgins Francis and 
Rachel were identified and welcomed. 

 
“They call me Mellow Yellow”, in the immortal words of Donovan  

 
The trail turned off Allport Road onto Dibbinsdale Rd and inevitably entered 
the leafy environs of Dibbinsdale itself.  



 
 
 



 
 
where the pace and a handy seat proved too much for some members of the 
pack. 
 
After passing the boundaries of Compo’s demesne, we briefly emerged into 
civilization near Spital Station 

 
 
 
and then re-entered the woodland of Brotherton Park. Eventually we headed 
for the more urban setting of the New Chester Road  
 



 
Carthief enjoys winding people up 

 
and then turned down towards the river, along Old Hall and Riverwood Roads. 

 
A case for the Advertising Standards Agency? 
 

We flirted with the fringes of Eastham Country Park before returning to the 
New Chester Road and reassembling. 



 

 

 
A new sign was invented for the “Spontaneous Regroup” shown in (in)action here 
 

After a final woodland diversion  

 
 



we found the On Inn and headed back down Allport Road.  
 

 
Yes I know this is Bridle Road not Allport Road—I blame Deputy Deputy Hash Flash….  

 
 
 
 

 
Where your scribe goes to get his Hair cut. 

 

The Merebrook staff appeared not to “brook” our “mere” presence in the pub 
carpark so we set up our food table outside. 



 
 

 

Down-downs were awarded to: 
The Hare 
Fcuk: for spreading the rumour that Rachel was a Rebecca 
Mad Hatter and OTT: this week’s “Comfortable Ones”, see earlier photo 
Hash Virgin: Rachel  
Returnees: Francis, OTT, Hansel, Overdrive, Cleo, Tie One 
Shortcutters: Cleo, fcuk, Mad Hatter, OTT. 
Snoozanne: Wilful and persistent lateness (this time blamed on a flat car 
battery—guilty as charged, boom boom). 
 
 
 
 
 
Finally we retired to the pub for a discussion of the Run 300 weekend away  
and a few pints of the landlord’s finest (well, only) ale.  

 
 


