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(C) 012 337 7505
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SUPPLY SERGEANT:
MATT  “BILLBOARD” SCHNELLER
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Cyberjaya Scribe Report

The Long Run 

Well the long awaited Bash report for the Cyberjaya Bash.  An epic in the trail laying and even longer in the reporting.  But here it comes to you from the not so sunny Netherlands.  I still haven’t found any mountains, hills or even small rises in land above sea level, but still looking. Any of you Dutchies in KL got any ideas or contacts???

The BASH

What a day!

· the sun, 

· the fine company decked out in tight fitting lycra that many should take pity on others and not where, 

· the endless uphill trails, 

· the paper (where you ask “are you” and the reply comes back…3 weeks later…..”checking”), 

· the launch site (which, should be considered the first check being it was not so easy to find), 

· the dust bowl that is Cyberjaya or for those of us that work in such glorious isolation, the Cyber Kampung.  

What have I forgotten, ahh yes…..the machines on two wheels that will lead our merry group on on, on to blood (hopefully not too much), sweat, gears and beers, lots of laughs and perhaps a few tears.

Cont’d on Page 2

DIRECTIONS TO SG. LONG BASH

  9.30 a.m. sharp, 25 August 2002
Make your way to the (relatively new) Cheras-Kajang Highway.  Use the Federal Highway or the Kerinchi Link of Sprint to make your way to the East-West Link Highway, which will take you to the Cheras-Kajang Highway.  Alternatively use Jalan Loke Yew.  Plaza Phoenix (green shopping mall) is the landmark at the beginning of the Cheras-Kajang Highway.

Once on the Cheras-Kajang Highway pass through the first toll gate (RM 0.50) and arrive at the second toll gate (RM0.40).  Use leftmost toll lanes and zero tripmeter at the second tollgate.  Immediately after second tollgate keep to the leftmost lane, following the signboards to Bandar Sg Long.

At 1.3km, turn left at the traffic lights.  Proceed on along the main road.  At 3.9km, pass under arch for Bandar Sg Long.  Watch out for the unmarked speed bump.  Continue straight along the main road.  At 5.5km, turn left following sign for Restoran Lemon Tree.  At 5.7km turn right, again following sign for Restoran Lemon Tree.  At 6.1km turn right and immediately turn left onto Jalan Sg Long 11/9, which runs in front of a row of shophouses.  Continue on towards the end and park in front of (or close to), you guessed it, Restoran Lemon Tree.

Hares: El Hefe Sany and Thomas Fong

P/s:  Bring plenty of water, a sense of humor and mossie repellant.
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Be warned….volunteering….or rather being volunteered to be a scribe the week you leave one country for another is incredibly stupid….perhaps the smell of a bash in the air drove me to it.   I think I was conned in a moment of weakness as I lamented my last bash.  Well my last for a little while anyway until I return………yes return to the hallowed ground that is Kiara and tear the seat of my shorts out rhoid buffing down Mondo cool and accuse my fellow riders of “batting for the other side” (typically the girls don’t suffer from this, just a guy on the latest Trek and another on a Green monster machine).  Enjoy it while you can folks.  Kiara is the most awesome place and right on your doorstep – don’t learn to appreciate it only after it has gone.

Anyway,  the Bash.  Considering it was my last bash for a while I took some photos.  For those of you that have seen my photographic skills before you will know that I am lucky I have a knack for bullshitting and don’t have to rely upon photography to buy a laksa.  For the rest of you, you will soon learn.

Do you recognize this huge Billboard….yes indeed it is that of our illustrious hare.  The one who was heard to ask “..hey man how do you off this thing ?”  Truly immersed in the culture of Malaysia. Despite reaching the 5 hare milestone in record time ye olde Harey Billboard (dressed as big stop sign) could still use a lesson in laying paper….yes Matt you need to lay paper and more than once every hundred meters would help.  You can probably buy some over-priced gadget from Boon’s to help.  I think he has these old milk bottles for 1000RM that he can sell ya (
But that being said the boy can lay a grueling hash in a place that seems as hot as a tandoori oven during Thaipusam.  Someone needs to pay this man the same complement……hurry on back Rocket Boy (“they do 40 km, even 50km BASHs in Thailand” or something equally as nuts), you are probably the only other one with the same sick sense of fun.

So, the bash starts from this middle of nowhere spot and miraculously people actually found their way to it.  About 26 intrepid bikers roll up and wriggle into the lycra for a tredly over the hills.  Sadly for Pete and Shi Fun, no one wanted to do the short ride so their efforts in laying a trail go to waste but they get to “enjoy” a hill or 20 on the long ride. Matt gives his brief, which totally confuses every one (at least me, but then I have no sense of direction anyway).  I’m sure some folks started to ride of in the opposite direction.  

Paul Sweeney had reached his 5 hare milestone and is inducted into the trail of fame by downing a Tiger.  Most people’s stomachs are churning at this but not Paul. This man is a keg on legs and despite later seeing him pushing his bike up one particularly tough ascent I’m sure it was because he just didn’t get enough carbs before the ride and was cursing all and sundry for not taking another few Tigers before the start.

Now for the start, yep has taken a while to get there, just like the drive to the Bash site.

So Billboard races off leading us all on and next minute he has disappeared.  Didn’t even warm the legs and we are searching for the trail.  Pretty lame check this one cause there is this big hill going up and we all know that Billboard can’t help but send us up the hill…..so On On is the call and up the hill we go. It is funny, the sense of exuberance and stupidity as everyone hammers the first few hills….remember this is a billboard Bash, so read the signs it will be long, hot and uphill.

Now, I think that everybody knows Joe (you know Speedy’s pet human).  Too hot for Speedy this day (very smart) so she is at home kicking up her heels whilst she sends Joe out to reconnoiter this Multimedia Super-corridor joint.  Poor old Joe, no Speedy to follow so he is out front leading the charge up the hill.   You know I always thought Joe was some kind of freak….you know always out front and tearing away at a million miles with a back-pack laden with camera gear and the chugging down a smoke at the end of it….but I’ll let you in on a secret….he fell off his bike….not shite !  he fell off, yes he is almost one of us.  Problem is he then gets back on and hammers up the hill still beating all comers whilst I’m struggling to keep my breakfast down as Mel powers by on her Sherman Tank (Ed: Actually I was on Fuji’s Specialized S-works).  That XTR kit I got from Boon was supposed to help me power to the front and ride to glory – nailed on the first hill – better buy something else new.

So on and on we go and we come to another check.  Nice one really, at the end of a long and bumpy uphill.  When we get there I’m thinking that folks are house hunting cause they are all holed up in this half finished shack all calling “are you”.  Hey guys remember that someone has got to be checking !!

But….to the rescue comes this guy that is like some kind of Rambo crossed with a goat and blow fly.  Sorry chief, but I don’t know your name, some Mat Salleh on a white bike with a purple shirt (perhaps the haze of my memory !).  So why Rambo, the goat and the blow fly – well this guy is zipping up this hill, down that one, over hear to there and back again and then he barrels down the hill finds the trail and On On he cries.  Geese !
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The rest of us trundle along after Rambo/Goat/Blowy down the hill.  Woooooo Hoooooo.  Nice downhill Bill Board…then we buzz some farmers snoozing in their hut, cut around their fields  BUT 

Forget Isaac Newton, he had it wrong ‘cause what goes down must come up and up we go….up another hill and the crew is hurting big time. Now the trail goes on for a while, you know searching for something fun. Must be about halfway cause we come to the water tank and most of the crew are there taking a break…sorry FRBs I mean waiting for the slow people to catch up.

Good old Fuji and Pete eventually show up ‘cause they are looking after some of the newer riders down the back. Great guys aren’t they,  slowing down to look after their fellow riders.

 “On On” is the call and off we go again down this long grassy downhill.  The sound of running water can be heard under wheel, one foot either side and into the drink you go.  No Tigers in here either.  

Then we hit Mars.  Yep, this soft sand and jagged rock.  The temperature is rising and the energy is falling.  Down a small hill and on to a road.

The FRBs are there and all looked like stunned mullets i.e. a fish plucked from the water….not got it yet….they had no idea where to go.  But they looked good riding off in the wrong direction.  Ah the benefits of hanging back with the sweeper. So it wasn’t left at the Bus station but right…just took a while to get it right ( I mean correct).  

On On again….another check “solved” and I’m getting tired just writing this forget about actually riding it.  It must have been about now that we turned and started heading back.  But the fun had only just started……for our hare !

Check Photo of a grinning hare before the hellish hot hills.  On On we go off the black top and up a short steep hill with a lot of gravel.   Some of us decide to give up and walk but the guy in the orange Marin kit goes on and on.  Man, you are sucker for punishment….but I did notice you later working hard at an impromptu “check” NOT !

This part, about 5 kms to home is a real killer.  Just up and down.  But more up than down and by the way where is the bloody paper ????   Did the hare run out or go to sleep.  Must have been the paper fairies stealing the paper overnight.

Anyway we come to another check – a loop I think.  Paper in both directions.  No one knows where to go so we threaten the co-hare with physical violence and he wisely shows the way.  Very wisely indeed. I was getting pretty delirious at this stage and I can’t remember much. Just lots of up up up and hot hot hot.  I do remember barreling down a long downhill behind Joe as I held on my bike for my life and that of my family jewels and any future descendants.  But my last bash so who cares – a broken bone would be a nice trophy.

There was a bit of an impromptu “check” added to the trail by the hounds just to help out the hare.  The fellas worked overtime at this check.  Keep it up boys. As I said, I was pretty delirious at this stage so can’t remember much more.  I do have a photo of Maz and Mr Orange Marin Lycra man stylin’ down the final hill.  Lookin good boys! Pete the big fairy didn’t scan the photo so you don’t get to see it but never mind.

Whilst the delirium was a nice way to finish the bash I do remember, hills, dust, heat, pain, sweat, hills ….another ripper day - Riding my bike, feeling invincible as I barrel down stupid hills, laughing away with some good friends.  Basically like any other day KL MTB Bashin’

So that is the end of my report.  I ride off to new trails and will surely be back.

So ON ON and happy trails.

Ashley (Fabio – the most beautiful man in the cosmos) Bates
P.S. 

The week after the bash. Billboard, Peter, Amy, Maz and I do Kiara.  My last time (still dreaming about it).  Anyway,  for those of you that have done it recently, you will have seen a log across the blacktop between the water tower and the big boulder. Amy, Maz and Billboard ride around it, but Pete - all pumped from pop’n monos along the road (Wheelies to those not from Oz)-  bunny hops this log and freaks everyone out.  I wish I had my camera cause this was like a watershed in history.  The man went under a metamorphosis and proceeded to cane Kiara like it was the Lake Garden.  Look forward to riding with you guys again.

Any one in Netherlands, bring your bike and give me a bell.

cheapexport@hotmail.com
Ashley.bates@shell.com
Really Really last.  If you are thinking about being the scribe give it a go.  At least you get to right whatever trash you like and then Mel publishes it.

OoooRoooo   

Please check website for pix. 



Ed.itorial 
1. We have two very long story-tellers this time: Ashley Bates on the Cyberjaya Bash and Chew on a recce he shall NEVER forget.

2. Ashley had very kindly included pictures with his write up but I know most of us do not want to clog up our email accounts. I shall forward them to Speedy the Web for pasting onto our web. Check back later for pictures.

3. Our Hares this Sunday have guaranteed an enjoyable ride at Sg. Long. They have been working so hard that they even missed a wonderful ride to Sg. Dua led by James Yap. About 20+ riders took up the challenge.

4. The first bash in 2003 will be our 100th bash. We would like to invite our members and friends to join in the committee to plan for this bash. Volunteers please contact me.


Techtips by Casper

Techtip No.8

Sometimes certain cable routing configurations can cause the cable housing to rub against the head tube of your frame. This can mar the finish of the frame, or worse still, wear through the paint and cause rust spots. You avoid the  abrasion by routing the left hand control cables to the cable 

stops on the right side of the bike, and vice versa. For  example, route the front shifter and left brake lever (if they engage the rear brakes) cables to the right hand side cable stops, and the rear shifter to the cable stops on the left side of the head tube. If you have the rear brakes engaged by the right hand, route the cable to the left hand stops. You'll have to cross some of the cables as they make their way to the rear stops on the frame.

 

The Boys’ Day Out at Sg. Pusu

Why me ah?

Strange why I’ve been asked to write about our recent ride from Kemensah (me thinks) to Sg Pusu (me thinks again) on 13 July (OK, quite sure of this one). Those who know me are aware of my poor memory when it comes to describing trails – so a lot of imagination is required here (try looking at some pictures of tropical forests before you proceed). Plus I’m frequently yawning and trying not to fall asleep when I’m out riding. Not coz I’m bored. I’m just, well, perpetually tired. That means I have no clue what goes on around me most of the time out in the rides (please approach know-it-all Joe or Amir on this – one of them was counting my yawns, can’t remember who). Now that I’ve lowered your expectations sufficiently, let’s start.

Where were we? Oh. Five brave souls turned up for Joe’s recce ride that beautiful Saturday morning (the morning is always more beautiful at 10am compared to 7am) – Joe “I’m dying to ride!” Adnan, Amir the 15-handicapper, Dax too-strong-for-his-own-good, James “evil goatee” Yap, and yours truly). We all discussed what time we had to be back, in the eventuality that it turns out to be a long-ish ride. So we checked. 

“Wife away til late, no probs”

“Wedding dinner at 8pm, no worries, plenty of time”

“Got my “license” this morning, sent wife to clinic and go pasar some more!”

“Errrr….I’m unemployed…” (40% of the group that day was unemployed by the way, the rest were earning more than the minimum wage)

No one had any pressing appointments before 8pm it seems, with everyone aware that it could last longer than expected given that it is a recce after all. Then could someone tell me why all the food we had was James’ peanut caramel biscuit???

An aside: few Chinamen can actually grow a goatee. James can. To see how James Yap looks like, please follow this simple set of instructions - refer to The Edge weekly magazine dated week of July 15, 2002. In the Options section, on page 6. This features his younger brother. Take out a black marker pen, and draw a goatee in the picture. For those interested in this young, strong, eligible bachelor who is appox. 5’5” tall and works in advertising, please ring xxx.

Bukit, naik, sungai, bukit…..

So we finally set off at 10.30am. We had about 3-4 km on the road before going into the secondary jungle. This early part I can describe. Lots of houses, one roundabout, some people and an assortment of house pets (just look out your window for an approximation). We cycled a short distance off-road before coming across one of those villages on the fringe of the really wooded area. Since we know the entry point and the surroundings and also the exit point, all we needed was some information about what is in between (and whether it connects). Mountain bikers are such simpletons sometimes.

Cont’d on Page 5
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So we stopped at a house, where two men were tending to their off-road motorcycle. They seemed to know the area well, using their backyard as training ground for their motorcross practice. As usual, I didn’t pay much attention. However, after a bit, a noticed that their conversation was peppered with two words - bukit/hill and naik/climb –  “nampak simpang, naik bukit……nampak dusun, naik bukit…..nampak sungai, naik bukit….etc etc”.  It seems that it is a rule that you have to climb everytime you come across something worth describing. Amir and I eyed each other uncomfortably, and decided we didn’t like his choice of words. I swear he was one “bukit” away from making me turn back, and two “naiks” away from giving me a cardiac arrest. After being assured that there was indeed a way through, as there was an existing 4WD trail, we thanked them and set off. Strangely enough, I still thought that it wouldn’t be too bad a ride, despite the pretty obvious warning signs. James then volunteered, “if 4WD vehicles can get through, then the more nimble mountain bikes would face no problems”. Was his goatee blond I wonder?

The pain

Now the real off-roading starts. Much of it was secondary jungle, riding on mainly a mixture of single track and 4WD track. Part of the terrain was rutted to the point where it was either unrideable or required twice the calories to climb up/or twice the man to ride down. Two-man Joe and two-man Amir ate some dirt for their testosterone surge, while yours truly was unable to multiply his manliness and had his butt firmly on the (superbly soft) Selle Italia XO saddle all the way. The next 4-5 hours went something like this (I warned you earlier):

Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, ciggie break, up, down, Up, Chew whines, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, Chew whines some more, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, food break, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, Chew too tired to whine by now, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, let’s-figure-out-where-we-are-break, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, piss break, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, ciggie break, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, ciggie break, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, up, down, Up, down, let’s-figure-out-where-we-are-break, up, down, Up, down, up, down.

Let me stress that by this time, we were very tired (although the few lines above do not convey that feeling adequately). 

Somewhere in between the events above, know-it-all-Joe introduced us to the various species of plants in the jungle. It goes something like this…

Joe: See that green vegetation thingy in the pond? (it was more descriptive, but I forget)

Rider 1: Yeah?

Joe: It does so-and-so and is good for so-and-so…(I scored poorly for biology)

Rider 2: Can we smoke it??

Joe: No la…..but..

Rider 3: Don’t wanna know…

The hunger

We had crossed the river a few times, climbed shit loads on unfriendly terrain, and descended equally a lot. It was close to the point where we would punch through to a marked GPS waypoint on the other side, and we had done almost 20km (only!). By this time, it was almost 3pm and we were completely out of food, not that we brought much to start with. James’ few pieces of peanut caramel biscuit, which no one wanted to touch at the beginning of the trip, was shared amongst the riders (we eyed him in a threatening manner to instill some sense of socialism in him). I was on the verge of gutting Joe to get back my Snickers bar which I gave him at the beginning of the ride (he claimed not to have breakfast and I took pity). Thankfully in my lethargic state, I could barely remember which of the riders was Joe. 

During the ride, we came across a group of kids who were out there for an overnight camping trip (nice chaps – they offered us some tea prepared in bamboo trunks). There was also a group of around 10 employees of Puncak Niaga (the company that supplies you water in the Klang Valley) out on a fishing trip by the river. They had managed to catch quite a lot of fish, which they were in the process of BBQ-ing as well (not very nice chaps – didn’t offer us a single fish).  We crossed the river, while watching them and being amazed that it seems to take so little effort to catch so much fish. We would have stolen some, I’m sure, if we could out run them. 

Cont’d on Page 6
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Our inquiries did not yield definitive answers as to whether we could punch through to Sg Pusu, our destination. There was no turning back now. It was late, we were tired and hungry. And turning back meant another 4-5 hours of riding the same bloody 20km we came from. Around 5km back, we were already guessing more than we should as to which turn to take at the junctions we came across. It was guesswork, based on Joe’s GPS, after using up all the information on the trails we had gathered from the villagers at the beginning of the ride. We were less than 2km from the closest waypoint on Joe’s GPS, a camping site on the shores of the Klang Gates dam. Not too far off, but it seems the latest information we could gather indicated that there were no known trails leading to our destination. The young campers came on their motorcylces, but not from our end destination. The Puncak Niaga employees came from where we were supposed to be heading. Unfortunately, they came on a boat/raft. 

The bailout plan

Amir and I took a relatively long break by the river watching the Puncak Niaga employees BBQ-ing their fish. After crossing the river, we could see two trails. Joe, Dax and James took off on the first trail on foot, which ultimately was deemed as useless to mountain bikers. One thing that they found out brought great relief though. There was a pak cik who rents out his rafts for transportation. We could easily get back to that point, grab the raft and sail out to our destination. It was about 3pm, and the pak cik said that if we wanted to use his raft, we better show our tired faces at the pick up point by 5pm. That was to be our bailout plan.

Armed with that piece of knowledge, we decided to explore the second trail from the river. After a short distance, we could see the thick growth opening up to clear blue skies up ahead. Good sign. It meant that we were approaching the dam (which is where we were headed, roughly speaking). Pedalling a little further, we finally came to the edges of the dam, where we spotted a small boat moored on the calm waters. The trail after this became less obvious. It was overgrown, and skirted the edges of the dam. Judging by the number of fallen trees in our path as well, it was obvious that it was not used for a while. It however headed in the right direction, according to the trusty satellites in the sky. We followed the trail further in, and to cut a long story short, the trail soon disappeared and it was much too overgrown. No point cutting through with our parangs. If we missed our 5pm rafting trip, we were essentially screwed. We did the first sensible thing of the day, gave up and turned back. We were only 1.4km or so from the campsite. So near yet so far. 

The unexpected bailout

As we doubled back towards the shores of the dam with the aforementioned boat, we came across one of the Puncak Niaga employees. He was hauling his durians out towards the small boat. Turns out that it belonged to Puncak Niaga (I think). He didn’t look too friendly when we spoke to him earlier. We had our doubts that he would actually help us out. Just as we were discussing how and where to dump his body and whether it took any special skills to maneuver a boat, Joe managed to convince him to give us a ride to the campsite on the other side of the dam. We eagerly loaded the five bikes onto the small confines of his boat, and threw ourselves on board. At least we didn’t have to wait another 45 mins for the raft, which may not be even there. The boat journey took a longer than expected 20 minutes or so. Judging by the distance, it would have taken us until tomorrow to hack a way through to the campsite, if we had proceeded on our bikes. We gladly paid RM50 for the boat ride when we got to the campsite (we just paid him what we thought was fair. Please do not “spoil the market” by overpaying for emergency rides). We also asked for, and kindly received four durians. We hauled our bikes, durians and our tired bodies a short distance up to the campsite, and proceeded to polish off the durians in no time. This was to be our source of energy for the 3-4 km out towards Kampung Sg Pusu, where we then have to do a 10 km ride on the road back to Taman Melawati, where we had parked our cars earlier in the day. 

The different faces of tiredness

The ride out to Kampung Sg Pusu was pure hell. The single-track climbs for 2km or so and mega ruts on certain stretches along the way were amplified by the fact that we were very tired by now. I was still too tired to keep completely awake, James experienced a short spell of dizziness or headache during the climb from exhaustion (lasted for a while only, fit chap this James), Amir was already looking for panadols a few km back to prevent an impending backache, and Joe was sweating extra large buckets due to something to do with loss of salt or something related to that. Dax, on the other hand, looked like he was ready for the changeover to the 43 km run before going for his late evening salsa lessons at the El Nino club (don’t you hate people like that?). 

The numerical value of pain

The stop at the warung for food and cold drinks was a necessity when we arrived at Kampung Sg Pusu a little later. Here, we tallied our efforts. It was 23km since we started (3km of warm up on the road at the start and 20km of burn out there after). We had ascended a total of 2,500 ft and will eventually descend the same for the loop back to our cars. By the time we reached our cars later, it would be 33km of riding and a boat ride in the space of more than 8 hours, and climbing more than 2,500 vertical ft mainly off road and on James peanut caramel biscuits (good stuff that). It was fun all in all, and we need something different once in a while. If you feel a little suicidal, have a whole day to spare and want to take your mind off work or your nagging other half, call Joe.

By the way, all five riders have managed to continue with their normal lives without too much of an emotional scar. They have no plans to get back together anytime soon to tackle another epic recce ride. @



BITS & BOBS – 1) Swag for sale!.  KLMBH Mugs (RM15), 2nd Annual Int’l Bash t-shirts (Blue; RM12) and 3rd Annual International Bash t-shirts (White RM10) are still available and make great gifts!  Kindly inquire with Bash Cash.  2) REPEAT! Beer prices for the Bash have increased to RM5.50 each from RM5.00 due to increased sin taxes levied by the “Powers That Be”.  Softies remain at RM1.50 each.  3) For all members who have yet to collect their 3rd International Bash t-shirts, you may do so at the next Bash from the registration table. 4) That’s all for Bits & Bobs for now…

Swap Meet

Pair of Panaracer Fire XC Pro 2.1 inch kevlar bead tires.  Black with red sidewalls.  Good condition.  RM80 ono takes ‘em both.  Contact Fuji @ 012 307 6815 or ngahfuji@tm.net.my or look for WGK 9898 at the next Bash.

WMF Crystal Glasses – Made in Germany - 15 pieces each for red wine, white wine and champagne for RM18 per piece - 15 pieces each for sherry, liquor, and cognac for RM16 per piece – Contact Fuji @ 012 307 6815 or ngahfuji@tm.net.my.

For Sale – Childs bicycle suit age 4 to 7 years old (training wheels also available) RM35. New Balance football boots. Size one Hardly worn. Bargain RM15. Windsurf board & sail. Any reasonable will be accepted. Call 012 2345 187 or e-mail rostrajo@hotmail.com


Lost n’ Found at Recent Bashes

Nalini headband.  Green.  Wet and stinky when found, nice n’ clean now.  Found after September Bash.  Collect from haremobile WGK 9898 at the next bash.

 



2002 Calendar of Upcoming Events

Date

Event/Remarks

Date

Event/Remarks

Date
Event/Remarks

25 Aug

KLMBH Bike Hash

8 Sep

Malakoff M’sian Duathlon Series

13 Oct

Nat Geo Action Asia Race

27 Aug

IS Briefing

29 Sep

KLMBH Bike Hash

26-27 Oct

KOTRT’s MTB Jamboree

30Aug

PCC Interstate

Oct

Dragon & Phoenix Sungkai Ride

27 Oct

Powerman Malaysia





HARELINE

In order to facilitate the efficient planning of your 2002 cycling calendar, the following Bash dates have been fixed for next year.  As in the past two years, your Committee has decided not to adopt a receding hareline, whereby all members are required to set hashes on a rota system, this year and therefore volunteer hares are needed to keep the Hareline going.  

Setting a Bash is a rewarding experience as it involves planning, much adventure, camaraderie, some deviant thinking and a great sense of satisfaction when the pack charges off down your false trail and/or your fellow Bashers curse you out at the end of the Bash and then buy you a beer.  In fact, setting a Hash is so much fun as evidenced by the Hare Tonic.

Anyone interested in setting a Bash can contact Eric Teo, the Hare-Raiser, and for those who have no experience in setting a Bash, fear not for your Committee shall pair you up with an experienced Hare who shall pass on his/her wisdom free of charge.  Hares will also have the exclusive use of the KLMBH guillotine and the KLMBH directional signs to help prepare for their Bash (Ooh! Ahh!).

Bash 
Bash #
Date
Hares/Notes

Special
90b
6 April 2002
Casper, Matt, Fuji and Sany

April
91
5 May 2002
Raymond ‘Rocketboy’ Keys and Matt ‘Billboard’ Schneller

May
92
2 June 2002
Nick Smith and Casper

June
93
30 June 2002
Rainman and Chew

July
94
28 July 2002
Matt Schneller, Johan, Jason & Shaiful

August
95
25 August 2002
El Hefe and Thomas

September
96
29 September 2002
Nick Lum & friends

October
97
20 October 2002
Kelvin Wong & another

November
98
24 November 2002
Jake Slodki & friends

December
99
29 December 2002
Geoff & James

www.bikehash.freeservers.com

HARE TONIC

In Basherama! 48, Hare Tonic was introduced in an effort to encourage more members to step forward as hares.  The idea was to reward hares who had set 5 or more Bashes with Pewter Mugs.  The Committee is currently sourcing the rewards (which may or may not be in the form of Pewter Mugs or exclusive Jerseys) with the intention of presenting them to the deserving hares as soon as possible (whenever that is!).

The score as it stands as updated by Speedy the Dog on our very own webbe. As mentioned before, if you feel that you’ve set more Bashes than listed below, kindly contact Ed. or Speedy the Dog to set the record straight.



Joe Adnan

Richard Aubry

Ngah Fuji Bakri

Eric Teo

Paul Sweeney

Gordon Fraser

Pat Brunsdon

Shaharin Hashim

Matt Schneller

Raymond Keys

Barry Hills

Peter Bloomer

Mike Elliot

Alison Keeler

Denis French

Shaharudin Darnis

Andrew Elford

Jake Slodki

Melody Tan

Peter Heston

Scott Roberts

Toh Hoon Chew

Mark Chatterton
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12

10

9

6

6

6

6

5

5

5

5

5

4

4

4

3

3

3

3

3

3
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Simon Kenney

Bill Steven

Alistair Swanson

Conrad Fawcett

David Todd

Dick Shelly

Grant Lee

John Hagedorn 

John Mugford

John Spencer

Kelvin Wong

Nick Smith

Mohamad Sany

Nigel Blott

Noel Brennan

Shariman Alwani

Speedy the Dog

Tan Boon Foo

Larry Chan

Amy Tan

Andy Blake

Andy Knellar

Angus Knowles
3

3

2

22

2

2

2

2

2

2

2

2

2

2

2

2

2

2

1

1

1

1
Annett Frohlich

Ashley Bates

Charl Bester

Chris Williams

Clara Chin

Colin Jackson

Dave Baker

David Foo

Emma Booth

Geoff Stecyk 

Gostarnjoe

Graham

Ian Miller

Ingrid Burke
James Aubry

James Lim

Jamie Knowles

Janie Ravenhurst 

Jason Wong

Jeff Dean

Jo Williams

Jonathan Chong

Jonathan Startin
1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1
Jor Han

Karen Brunsdon

Kenny Stewart 

Liz Roberts

Low Min Chee

Marie Benedix

Mark Clark

Mike Smit

Mike Wright

Paul Booth

Paul Moir

Peter Pickernell

Phaedra

Pinhead

Robbie Knowles

Shaiful Othman

Simon Ng

Steve Ellison

Thomas Fong

S.Y. Chong
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1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1

1
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1
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1

1

1

1

1

1

1



_949997550.doc


MBH












