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The Muppets SUCC Committee 2009-2010

Welcome to the Christmas Mouthfuls 2009. Due to past events, this years Mouthfuls
has been compiled by a top secret team, here is all the information I can reveal:

NAME:

THE EDITOR

TASK:

TO COMPILE EACH INDIVIDUAL ITEM
INTO THE DOCUMENT “MOUTHFULS” AND
ENSURE IT PRINTS SUCCESFULLY

NAME:

THE COLLECTOR

TASK:

TO FORCE ITEMS OUT OF INNOCENT
MEMBERS OF SUCC WHILST TRYING TO
ENSURE THEY ARE AS ENTERTAINING AS
POSSIBLE

NAME:

THE NOMINATOR

TASK:

TO PICK CATEGORIES FOR AWARDS TO
BE GIVEN AS PART OF “MOUTHFULS”
AND ENSURE THERE IS OPPORTUNITY
FOR PEOPLE TO BE PUT FORWARD

NAME:

THE PRINTER

TASK:

TO PRODUCE THE REQUIRED NUMBER OF
COPIES OF “MOUTHFULS” AND PLACE
THEM AT A SUITABLE PICKUP LOCATION

I “The Editor” would like to thank these guys for helping out with Mouthfuls, and
thanks to anyone who submitted an article, there are some great ones! Also thanks to
Andrew Sylvester and The Muppets The Committee for putting on the trips and
socials this year to give us all something to write about!
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'ŚŽƐƚďƵƐƚĞƌƐdŚĞŵĞ͗ƚŚĞĂůƚĞƌŶĂƚŝǀĞ^h>ǇƌŝĐƐ͊
;:ĞƐƚĞƌƐ^ŽĐŝĂů͗tŚĂƚ/ǁĂŶƚĞĚƚŽďĞǁŚĞŶ/ŐƌĞǁƵƉͿ

^h͛ƐŚĞĂĚŝŶŐŽƵƚ͘͘͘ĂůůŝŶĨĂŶĐǇĚƌĞƐƐ͕
tŚĞƌĞƚŚĞǇŐŽŶŶĂŐŽ͍
dK:^dZ^͊
&ŽƵƌŝŶŵĂƚĐŚŝŶŐĐůŽƚŚĞƐ͘͘͘ǁŚŝĐŚ/ƚŚŝŶŬǇŽƵĐĂŶŐƵĞƐƐ͕
tŚĞƌĞƚŚĞǇŐŽŶŶĂŐŽ͍
dK:^dZ^͊
ďƵŝůĚĞƌĐŚĂǀǁĂƐƚŚĞƌĞ͘͘͘ĂůŽŶŐǁŝƚŚĂŬŶŝŐŚƚ͕
tŚĞƌĞƚŚĞǇŐŽŶŶĂŐŽ͍
dK:^dZ^͊
^ŝůůǇǀĞƐƚĞƌĐĂŵĞ͘͘͘ďƵƚĚŝĚŶ͛ƚĞǀĞŶƚƌǇ͕
tŚĞƌĞĚŝĚŚĞŐŽ͍
dK:^dZ^͊
͘͘͘͘tĞĂŝŶ͛ƚĂĨƌĂŝĚŽĨŶŽŐŽƐƐ͊
͘͘͘͘tĞĂŝŶ͛ƚĂĨƌĂŝĚŽĨŶŽŐŽƐƐ͊
Wн:ŚĂĚĂĐŚĂƚ͘͘͘ŐŽƚŝƚŽŶĂƚůĂƐƚ͕
tŚĞƌĞƚŚĞǇŐŽŶŶĂŐŽ͍
dK,^dZ^͊
dŚĞĐƌŽǁĚĐůĂƉƉĞĚĂŶĚĐŚĞĞƌĞĚ͘͘͘ĂŶĚƚŚĞĐĂŵĞƌĂƐĨůĂƐŚĞĚ͕
tŚĞƌĞǁĞƌĞƚŚĞǇĂƚ͍
/E:^dZ^͊
dŚŝƐƐĞƚƚŚĞƐĐĞŶĞ͘͘͘ƐŚĂƌŬƐǁĞƌĞŽŶƚŚĞƉƌŽǁů͕
tŚĞƌĞĚŝĚƚŚĞǇŐŽ͍
dK:^dZ^͊
dǁŽŵŽƌĞŵĂƚĐŚĞƐŵĂĚĞ͘͘͘ƉƌĞƚƚǇŵƵĐŚŝŶƚŚĞŚŽƵƌ͕
tŚĞƌĞĚŝĚǁĞŐŽ͍
dK:^dZ^͊
͘͘͘͘tĞĂŝŶ͛ƚĂĨƌĂŝĚŽĨŶŽŐŽƐƐ͊
͘͘͘͘tĞĂŝŶ͛ƚĂĨƌĂŝĚŽĨŶŽŐŽƐƐ͊
/͛ůůƚĞůůǇŽƵƐŽŵĞƚŚŝŶŐ͘͘͘
:^dZ^D<^D&>'KK͊


^hůŝŵĞƌŝĐŬƐ

dŚĞƐĞǁŚĞƌĞǁƌŝƚƚĞŶďǇDƌDŽƌƚŝŵĞƌ͕ŵǇŝĚĞĂŝƐƚŚĂƚƚŚĞǇĐŽƵůĚďĞƐƉƌĞĂĚŽŶƚŚƌĞĞƐĞƉĂƌĂƚĞ
ƉĂŐĞƐ͘͘͘͘ƵƉƚŽŽǇŽƵ͊


Here's a few lines about faff
Although i'm only a laff
Said Mr Vian,
I have a plan!
It turned out to be a terrible gaffe

Two kayakers went up a river with the tide,
But came stuck upon a rather rocky slide,
Said the man in the Dancer:
"This isn't the answer"
Lets walk up the road on the side.

There once was a Member of SUCC,
Who had a face a bit like a Duck.
When confronted about it,
He just stood and pouted,
And said "quick frankly I Dont really care"
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:RZDVRFLDOWRYRGNDUHYV7KH\KDYHDPDDD]LQJFRFNWDLOVDQGZKDW·VEHVWLVWKDWWKH\
DUHIRU6RZK\QRWFRPHXSZLWKWKHEULOOLDQWLGHDRIGULYLQJWKHUHIRUJHWWLQJWKDW,·P
LQ WKH 8. DQG WKLQJV OLNH GULQNLQJ D ¶ELW· DQG GULYLQJ KRPH LV QRW FXOWXUDOO\ DFFHSWHG
$Q\ZD\ KDYLQJ UHDOLVHG P\ PDVVLYH PLVWDNH , KDG WR DFFHSW WKH IDFW WKDW ,·P JRLQJ WR
H[SHULHQFHZKDWSRVVLEO\ZDV ZLOOEH P\RQO\VREHUVRFLDOLQWKHFOXE
, ZDV FRPIRUWDEO\ VLWWLQJ RQ WKH VRID VLSSLQJ DZD\ P\ DOORZHG  XQLWV RI DOFRKRO ZKHQ ,
ZDV WROG WKDW RQH RI 3LH &KHH·V ODGLHV IRUJRW KHU ,' FDUG DW KRPH DQG FRXOGQ·W JHW LQ
%HLQJ D WUXH JHQWOHPDQ,·YH RIIHUHG WR GULYH KHU KRPH WR SLFN LWXS, JUDFLRXVO\OHDSWRQ
WKHWDEOHWRJHWRXWRIWKHFRUQHU RIFRXUVHWRDYRLGHYHU\RQHHOVHWRVWDQGXSWROHWPH
RXW EXWLQGRLQJVRWZRFRFNWDLOVHQGHGXSRQ3LH&KHH·VVKLUWMHDQVDQGDSSDUHQWO\HYHQ
KLVER[HUV,QVWHDGRIPDQQLQJXSKHGHFLGHGWRJRKRPHDQGJHWFKDQJHG$Q\ZD\VR
RIIZHJR:KHQ,JRWEDFNWR9RGND5HYVDORWRISHRSOHZHUHDOUHDG\VKRZLQJWKHILUVW
VLJQV RI LQHEULDWLRQ ,W ZDV OLNH ZDWFKLQJ DQLPDO SODQHW ZKHQ DQLPDOV JR EHUVHUN 0LVV (YLO
ZDV MXPSLQJ OLNH D NDQJDURR RQ GRSH ZKLOH -R HQWHUHG KLEHUQDWLRQ PXPEOLQJ
RFFDVLRQDOO\ DQG WH[WLQJ VRPH XQIRUWXQDWH SHRSOH 7KHUH ZHUH DOVR VRPH LQWHUHVWLQJ
PDWLQJ ULWXDOV $ IHZ PDOH VSHFLHV HQJDJHG LQ WKH XOWLPDWH EDWWOH RI ZLWV WR ZLQ WKH
IHPDOH·V H[HPSODU DWWHQWLRQ ² DQ DPXVLQJ WKLQJ WR ZDWFK $FURVV WKH RWKHU VLGH RI WKH
URRP -R·V PXPEOLQJ EHFDPH PRUH IUHTXHQW DQG FOHDU ² ¶7DNH PH KRPH· +RZ FRXOG ,
UHVLVWWKHRIIHURIZDONLQJ ,PHDQGULYLQJ VXFKD\RXQJODG\EDFNKRPH6RRIIZHJRIRU
WKHVHFRQGWLPH
2Q P\ UHWXUQ PRVW RI WKH SHRSOH KDG QRZ HQWHUHG ZKDW, UHIHU WR DV WKH KDSS\IDQWDV\
GRPDLQ7KLVLVDSDUDOOHOXQLYHUVHZKHUHHYHU\WKLQJVRXQGVDQGORRNIXQQ\HYHQ6LOO\YHVWHU
DQG'U9LDQEHOLHYHRUQRW$WWKLVSRLQW,KDGWRPLPLFWKHLUEHKDYLRXUVRWKDW,FRXOGVWLOOEH
FRQVLGHUHGDVSDUWRIWKHSDFN,ZDVOD\LQJRQWKLVVRIDZKHQDIHZSHRSOHGHFLGHGWRVLW
RQPHDQGVWDUWHGWRMXPSXSDQGGRZQZKLOHPDNLQJKXPSLQJOLNHQRLVHV$SSDUHQWO\WKLV
ZDV QRW D FRPPRQ VLJKW DW WKLV SXEOLF SODFH VR ZH JRW WROG RII E\ WKH ERXQFHUV $W WKLV
SRLQW,WXUQHGLQWRDJUXPS\ROGPDQDQGZDQWHGWRJREDFNWRWKH3DODFH:KHQ,JRW
KRPHDIWHUGUDJJLQJP\KRXVHPDWHVDQG.DWHEDFNZLWKPHDZLFNHGFKRFRODWHVRXIIOp
EDNHGE\1LFROHWKDWQLJKWFKHHUHGPHXS
0RUDOHRIWKHVWRU\'RQ·WEHDPXSSHWLI9RGNDUHYVKDYHIRUFRFNWDLOVGRQ·WGULYH

<RXU7UXO\0DOWHVH*HQWOHPDQ
--

‘Who said disaster can't strike twice…you two are jinxed!’ Vian
‘I’ll make sure that the floodlight on my titanic works…’ JJ
‘I'll bring a whole pack of number 8 cards ;-).’ Morley
‘ABBOLISH PORRAGE FOREVER!’ Dave ‘Porridge’ Goffe
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------Somerset Neanderthal vs. GPS:
‘Go to dart moore’
*Individual in question achieved an A* for the combined GCSE/A-level, Somerset Studies; incidentally English is deemed too
elementary for the Somerset syllabus.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------THE TRIP OF TRIPS…
THE WEEKEND TO CONQUER ALL WEEKENDS GONE BEFORE...
THE CAPTAIN…HIS RIGHT-HAND MAN…

GOOD GOD!? It’s only the

TAVY & BLOODY DART!!!
Written by Pierre.

Just taking a look at the audacious duo above, it’s hard to imagine where the fafftastic names they’ve earned themselves derive from. Some say that at the birth of the
younger of the two; the eldest & most powerful faff-lord experienced moments of
almost purely faff-free & commonsensical behaviour whilst engrossed in a chemistry
research paper, such was the prodigy of the pair…
That being so, I gladly accepted the offer of a seat in the early car! Unaware of the
frantic happenings of Southampton, which soon transpired to be the lack of one xseater minibus, integral to the weekend’s activities in one way or another! I believe
Roch, Morley or Eric can enlighten anyone who is happy enough playing ring of fire
with merely a set of playing cards! I wish I could recall a certain Maltese man’s
remarks regarding the employees at SHB (minibus hire company), but for the sake of
the young innocent freshers maybe its fortunate I can’t!
I feel this is a perfectly good time for the more pedantic individuals reading this
to discuss the pros and cons of a 17-seater minibus...
Myself, Mr Martin, Sillyvester & the mad Scotsman by the name of George, arrived
at the hut, minus one wing mirror & the early car status, as we were soon joined by
the convoy of cars that had been summoned in the minibus’ absence.
No issue, let the fun and frolics begin! Beverages at the ready...consumption…silly
wit, humour & freshers/current members/olds chitchat...consumption…ladies &
gentlemen of the consumption circle…consumption…oooh, ahh, das ist gut, up de
pooper…consumption!! The usual SUCC madness, as ever ended with a healthy dose
of not so healthy cheese on toast, followed by hours of tesco-value-induced
psychedelic, dreamy sleep! I dreamt that a bloody dog was barking all bloody night!!
Ooops..love you really Asha.
WAKEY WAKEY! WE’VE ABOLISHED PORRIDGE! FRY-UP FOR ALL!
Thus followed the masses of happy, eager-eyed, SUCC’ers raring to endulge in their
lovely full English and partake in a spot of paddling! Ali was at the front of the queue,
ready to…wait a second!? Is this a cheese dream again!?
Ok, so the Saturday morning faff began…hours later we were abit closer to being
ready to leave! The first day’s paddling was on the River Tavy, with good water
levels and happy groups, what could possibly go wrong? For the group I was in,
nothing much; team anti-faff, ‘we’re getting on the water first’, was commanded by
the Tim-Huw partnership, with keen-as-a-bean fresher/PhD Sophie out for a little
jolly with some T-rescue practice thrown in. I’ve never seen such a calm and trusting
first-time paddler!
Not so however for another group, being led by the almighty JJ and backed up by the
one and only Eric ‘the F***ing Captain’ Westenbrink. The word epic would cover
their day’s paddling nicely. With only the beast that is ‘Curly’ George not taking a
swim (JJ may or may not have swam…discuss. :P). In one section, I’m told that Maria
had a rather close encounter with a tree for a longer than desired time, whilst Eric
managed to face-plant a certain not so smooth, grey object and in the meantime JJ was
screaming MAMA MIA!!! All in all..shit hit the fan.

No casualties, but an ever-darkening ‘get out’ greeted JJ’s group, where upon the
standard van-packing faff was kicked into action. Back at the hut, tired soles and
hungry tummies were well looked after, with a relaxed hut mingle and club dinner.
No major antics, but lots to talk about for the keen paddler.
The next day, a slightly battered, slightly shattered, team SUCC, ran the famous River
Dart. A few madmen (very, very loud madmen at that!) ran the Upper section,
sshh…don’t ask. Not without one or two incidents, the club had a great day paddling
the Dart at a super level (so I’m told). In the group I was in, Sophie once again made
Mr Roch feel like a very trusting man (should we be worried?): One step into triple
step, she took a capsize, with step 2 & 3 fast approaching, T-rescue anyone? Roch
managed to just about get there in time for her to right herself now metres from step 2
& 3, backwards without any paddles! Roch quickly retrieved and threw them to her,
before she turned and navigated her way down the final drops without a swim!
Awesome stuff.
A relatively unpleasant incident did however happen to a friend of a friend (Andy
French) of some of the SUCC’ers. Caught in a large hole in ‘washing machine’, she
had to be ‘livebaited’ out by Andy and after proper attention from our resident Doc
Will; she will live to paddle another day! Safety-first folks! Well done to all those
involved with the rescue and boat assistance, etc.
A nackering weekend ended on a high nonetheless, with a hot chocolate and
recollections of the past two days paddling, in the River Dart café. I’m guessing this
was not the case for everyone, after witnessing a lack of housemate love expressed by
JJ towards a certain Mr Chris ‘I’m buggering off early’ Stevens, who JJ found
(hiding) inside Dr Will’s car before promptly leaving for Southampton, when he was
supposed to be accompanying JJ in the van home!
It was a great weekend for me personally and I know, for a lot of other SUCC’ers!
Just remember, trust this man…he might just T-rescue you too:
‘Trust me, if this trip is anything like what Eric and Dave put together last year it will
DEFINATELY be Epic.’ Roch

Picture taken by Chris Vian.

As a SUCCer from an area of England that isn’t very well
represented in the club, I thought I’d let you all in on a few secrets
before you all come to this Promised Land attempt to f*** it up in
January with your southern ways. So, here goes, in Queen’s English
of course:
Well, lets be gettin it al straight now, there are two parts o this
wonderful cuntry, most o you been fromt ‘daaaarn saaaarf'. Now,
I’m not gunna get involved in an argument but ye were brought up
in the worse o’ two. Anyways. ‘Up Norf ‘ starts at passport control
ont M6, not the M4 as sum o you think. I aren’t too botherd now
bout checkin passports but beware, some folk are reet strict bout
letting southeners in, so mek sure ye dun’t forget them.
A few rumers that also need clearing up:
1. Queen’s English is spokken up norf – nuthin else
2. Chips n gravy, hot pot and tater pie are local delicacies ov
course – bt not all folk eat them every day.
3. Mills are seen a lot – bt we dunt all live in em.
4. Some of us do av jobs
5. If we do work – its not alus down’t pit or in’t mill
6. We have cars – may not alus be ars but oh well that be the
risy ye tek leavin cars in Liverpool
7. I’ve never won a flat cap, most people don’t these days
8. We actually have toilets inside the house
9. Not al streets are like Corrie
For those that can’t read, see the next page, any road im bord n off
downt tuht pub.

A northern SUCCer (but not from Sheffield!)
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KŶĂĐŽůĚ͕ĚĂƌŬĞŶŝŶŐEŽǀĞŵďĞƌĞǀĞŶŝŶŐ͕/ƐƚŽŽĚŽŶƚŚĞŝŶĐƌĞĂƐŝŶŐůǇĨĂŵŝůŝĂƌďŽĂƚŚĂƌĚ͕ĞǆƉĞƌŝĞŶĐŝŶŐ
ŝŶĐƌĞĂƐŝŶŐůǇĨĂŵŝůŝĂƌĨĂĨĨ͘DǇĐŽŵƉƵƚĞƌĚŽĞƐŶ͛ƚƌĞĐŽŐŶŝƐĞĨĂĨĨʹƚŚĞƌĞ͛ƐĂůŝƚƚůĞƌĞĚůŝŶĞƵŶĚĞƌŝƚ͘ĨƚĞƌ
ŵǇĨĞǁǁĞĞŬƐĂƐĂ^hĞƌ͕/ĨĞĞůƚŚŽƌŽƵŐŚůǇĂĐƋƵĂŝŶƚĞĚǁŝƚŚŝƚ͘
dŚĞĨĂĨĨǁĂƐĂůůŝŶƉƌĞƉĂƌĂƚŝŽŶĨŽƌĂǁŝůĚǁĞƚǁŚŝƚĞǁĂƚĞƌǁĞĞŬĞŶĚŝŶtĂůĞƐǁŝƚŚǁŽŶĚĞƌĨƵůƉĞŽƉůĞ
ĂŶĚƌŝĐtĞƐƚĞƌŶďƌŝŶŬ͘;/ƚ͛ƐŶŽƚŚŝŶŐƉĞƌƐŽŶĂů͕/ũƵƐƚǁĂŶƚĞĚƚŽŐĞƚĂŶŽƚŚĞƌtŝŶƚŚĞƌĞ͘ͿĨƚĞƌƚŚĞ
ƌŝƚƵĂůŽĨƐŚŽǀŝŶŐŵŽƌĞďŽĂƚƐĂŶĚŬŝƚŝŶƚŽĂƚƌĂŶƐŝƚǀĂŶƚŚĂŶƐĞĞŵƐƉŚǇƐŝĐĂůůǇƉŽƐƐŝďůĞ͕ǁĞŚŝƚƚŚĞ
ƌŽĂĚ͕ĂŶĚƐĞƚŽĨĨŽŶĂůŽŶŐũŽƵƌŶĞǇŽĨƐŽŶŐƐ͕ƐůĞĞƉŝŶŐ͕ƉůĂǇŝŶŐŚŽƚͲďƵƐͲĐŽůĚͲďƵƐ͕ĂŶĚŽďůŝŐĂƚŽƌǇ
ĚƌŝŶŬŝŶŐ͘
hƉŽŶĂƌƌŝǀĂůƚŽŽƵƌĂĐĐŽŵŵŽĚĂƚŝŽŶ͕ƚŚƌĞĞƚŚŝŶŐƐǁĞƌĞĂƉƉĂƌĞŶƚ͗
ϭͿ
dŚĞƌĞǁĂƐĂĚŝƐƚŝŶĐƚĂŶĚ
ƵŶĞǆƉĞĐƚĞĚůĂĐŬŽĨĂǀĞƐ
ϮͿ
dŚĞƌĞǁĂƐĂĐůŝŵďŝŶŐĨƌĂŵĞĂŶĚ
ĂůůŬŝŶĚƐŽĨƚŽǇƐƚŽƉůĂǇǁŝƚŚ
ϯͿ
dŚŝƐǁĂƐŐŽŝŶŐƚŽďĞĂŶ
ĞǆĐĞůůĞŶƚǁĞĞŬĞŶĚ͕ǁŚŝĐŚǁŽƵůĚ
ĚŽǀĞƌǇǁĞůůƚŽĞŶĚǁŝƚŚŽƵƚĂ
ŚŽƐƉŝƚĂůǀŝƐŝƚĨŽƌƐŽŵĞďŽĚǇǁŝƚŚ
ƚŽŽŵƵĐŚĞŶƚŚƵƐŝĂƐŵĨŽƌĐůŝŵďŝŶŐ
ĨƌĂŵĞƐĂŶĚĚƌƵŶŬĞŶŶĞƐƐ͘






^ĂƚƵƌĚĂǇĐĂŵĞ͘ůĞĂƌǇͲĞǇĞĚ͕ƐůŝŐŚƚůǇĐŽŶĨƵƐĞĚ͕ďƌĞĂŬĨĂƐƚǁĂƐƚĂŬĞŶ͘dŚĞĨƌĞƐŚĞƌƐŶŽǁŬŶĞǁŚŽǁƚŽ
ƉůĂǇƐƉĞĞĚĞƌŽƚŝĐĂ͕ĂŶĚƚŚĂƚŐǇŵŵĂƚƐƐƚŝĐŬƚŽƚŚĞƐŬŝŶŝŶĂǁĂƌŵƌŽŽŵ͘,ƵǁŶŽǁŬŶĞǁƚŚĂƚƚŚĞƌĞ
ǁŽƵůĚƉƌŽďĂďůǇďĞƐŽŵĞǀŽŵŝƚŝŶƚŚĞdǇǁŝƚŚĂƚĚĂǇ͘EŽďŽĚǇŬŶĞǁƚŚĂƚ͕ĂƚŵŝĚĚĂǇǁŚĞŶǁĞŐŽƚŽŶ
ƚŚĞƌŝǀĞƌŝŶƐŽƵƚŚǁĂůĞƐ͕ƚŚĞǁĞĂƚŚĞƌƐǇƐƚĞŵůŽŽŬĞĚůŝŬĞƚŚŝƐ͗

ŶĚĂĨĂĨĨƚĂƐƚŝĐĚĂǇŝŶƚŚĞƌĂŝŶŝƚǁĂƐƚŽŽ͊ƐƚĞĂĚŝůǇƌŝƐŝŶŐ
ƌŝǀĞƌƐĂǁĂůůŬŝŶĚƐŽĨĐŽůĚǁĞƚĨƵŶĨŽƌĂůů͕ǁŝƚŚƐǁŝŵƐƚĂŬĞŶ
ďǇƌŝǀĞƌůĞĂĚĞƌƐ;ĞǀĞŶƚŚĞŐƌĞĂƚDƌ^ǇůǀĞƐƚĞƌƚŽŽŬĂ
ƚĞĐŚŶŝĐĂůƐǁŝŵ͕ďĞĐĂƵƐĞŚĞĐŽƵůĚŶ͛ƚŐĞƚďĂĐŬŝŶƚŽŚŝƐďŽĂƚ
ĨŽƌƐŽŵĞƌĞĂƐŽŶ͘/ĚŝĚŶ͛ƚƵŶĚĞƌƐƚĂŶĚĞŝƚŚĞƌ͕ďƵƚƚŚĞƐǁŝŵ
ǁĂƐŚŝůĂƌŝŽƵƐ͘ͿDǇĐŽŶĨŝĚĞŶĐĞǁĂƐĂůŵŽƐƚĂƐďƵŽǇĂŶƚĂƐŵǇ
ďŽĂƚĂƐǁĞďƌĞĞǌĞĚƚŚƌŽƵŐŚŐŽƌŐĞƐ͕ĚŽǁŶĚƌŽƉƐĂŶĚ
ƚŚƌŽƵŐŚĂƌĞĂƐǁŚĞƌĞǁĞǁĞƌĞƚŽůĚ͞ƚŚĞƌĞ͛ƐƵƐƵĂůůǇĂĨĞĂƚƵƌĞ
ŚĞƌĞ͘͘͘͟

dŚĞŶŝƚĂůůǁĞŶƚĂƌƐĞŽǀĞƌĨĂĐĞŽǀĞƌĂƌƐĞŽǀĞƌĨĂĐĞŽǀĞƌĂƌƐĞ
ŽǀĞƌĨĂĐĞŽǀĞƌĂƌƐĞŽǀĞƌĨĂĐĞ͘

dŚĞǁĂƚĞƌŐŽƚĐŚŽƉƉŝĞƌ͘/ĨŽůůŽǁĞĚĂůůƵŵ͕ǁŚŽĂƐĨĂƌĂƐ/
ŬŶĞǁǁĂƐĨŽůůŽǁŝŶŐŶĚǇ͘dƵƌŶƐŽƵƚŚĞǁĂƐŶ͛ƚ͘/ĨŽůůŽǁĞĚ
ĚŽǁŶĂƐůŽƉĞ͕ŐƌĂĚƵĂůůǇƌĞĂůŝƐŝŶŐƚŚĂƚƚŚĞƐŵĂůůǁĂǀĞĂĨƚĞƌŝƚ

ǁĂƐŶ͛ƚƚŚĂƚƐŵĂůůĂĨƚĞƌĂůů͘/ƚǁĂƐĂďŽǀĞŵǇŚĞĂĚ͘dŚĞŶ͕ƐŚŽƌƚůǇĂĨƚĞƌǁĂƌĚƐ͕/ŚĂĚŶŽŝĚĞĂǁŚĂƚǁĂƐ
ĂďŽǀĞǁŚĂƚ͘

DǇĨŝƌƐƚĞǆƉĞƌŝĞŶĐĞŽĨĂƌĞĐŝƌĐƵůĂƚŝŶŐƐƚŽƉƉĞƌǁĂƐĂŶŝŶƚĞƌĞƐƚŝŶŐŽŶĞ͘ĐĐŽƌĚŝŶŐƚŽůĂƚĞƌĂĐĐŽƵŶƚƐ͕
ĨƌĞƐŚĞƌƐ͛ďŽĂƚƐǁĞƌĞƐƉŝŶŶŝŶŐŝŶĂůůĚŝƌĞĐƚŝŽŶƐ͕ďĞŝŶŐĐŚƵĐŬĞĚĂƌŽƵŶĚĂŶĚƉĞƌĨŽƌŵŝŶŐǁŚĂƚƌtŝůů
ƚŽůĚƵƐĐŽƵůĚŐĞƚĐŽŵƉĞƚŝƚŝŽŶƉŽŝŶƚƐĂƐ͞ƵŶŝŶƚĞŶĚŽƐ͘͟

ĨƚĞƌďĞŝŶŐƚŚƌŽǁŶĂƌŽƵŶĚŝŶƚŚĞďŽĂƚĨŽƌĂǁŚŝůĞ͕/ƚŚŽƵŐŚƚ/͛ĚĐŚĞĐŬŽƵƚǁŚĂƚŝƚǁĂƐůŝŬĞŽƵƚŽĨƚŚĞ
ďŽĂƚ͘'ƌĂďďŝŶŐƚŚĞŽĚĚďŝƚŽĨĂŝƌ͕/ƐƉƵŶĂƌŽƵŶĚŝŶƚŚĞǁĂǀĞĨŽƌĂďŝƚ͕ďĞĨŽƌĞĨŝŶĂůůǇĞŵĞƌŐŝŶŐƚŽĂ
ŚŽƌŝǌŽŶŽĨďŽĂƚƐ͕ƐǁŝŵŵĞƌƐ͕ƉĂĚĚůĞƐ͕ĂŶĚĂĨĞǁĨƌĂŶƚŝĐĞǆƉĞƌŝĞŶĐĞĚĨŽůŬƚƌǇŝŶŐƚŽƉƵƚĨƌĞƐŚĞƌƐŽŶƚŚĞ
ďĂŶŬĂŶĚƌĞƚƌŝĞǀĞĞǀĞƌǇƚŚŝŶŐĞůƐĞ͘

>ĂƚĞƌ͕ĨƌŽŵĂďƌŝĚŐĞ͕/ƐĂǁǁŚĂƚǁĞ͛ĚŚŝƚ͕ĂŶĚŽŶƚŚĞďĂŶŬǁĂƐZŽĐŚŽŶƚŚĞĞŶĚŽĨĂƌŽƉĞƌĞĂĚǇƚŽ
ŐƌĂďĂŶǇďŽĚǇĞůƐĞǁŚŽǁĞŶƚŝŶƚŽŝƚ͘ƐŵĂůůǀŝůůĂŐĞďŽǇ;ǁŚŽ/͛ĚƐĂǇĐĂŵĞĨƌŽŵĂŐĞŶĞƉŽŽůĂůŽƚ
ƐŚĂůůŽǁĞƌƚŚĂŶƚŚĞƌŝǀĞƌͿĂƐŬĞĚŝŶƚĞůůŝŐĞŶƚƋƵĞƐƚŝŽŶƐůŝŬĞ͞ǁŚĂƚ͛Ɛ͚ĞŽŶĂƌŽƉĞĨŽƌ͍͟ƐŽŚĞĐĂŶŐŽŐĞƚ
ƉĞŽƉůĞǁŚŽŐĞƚƐƚƵĐŬŝŶƚŚĞǁĂǀĞ͛͘͞Žǁǁŝůů͚ĞŐĞƚŽƵƚ͍͟ŚĞ͛ƐŽŶĂƌŽƉĞ͘͞ǁŚŽ͛ƐŐŽŶŶĂŐĞƚŚŝŵŽƵƚ͍͟
ƚŚĞŐƵǇŽŶƚŚĞŽƚŚĞƌĞŶĚŽĨƚŚĞƌŽƉĞ͘͞ŝƐŝƚƐĐĂƌǇŝŶƚŚƵƌĞ͍͟/ƚ͛ƐŶŽƚƚŚĂƚĨƵŶ͘͞ǁŚĂƚŝĨƐŽŵĞďŽĚǇŐĞƚƐ
ƌĞĂůůǇƐƚƵĐŬŝŶƚŚƵƌĞŶŽǁ͍͟tĞůů͕ƚŚĞƌĞ͛ƐĂŐƵǇƚŚĞƌĞĂƚƚĂĐŚĞĚƚŽĂ͘͘͘ŶĞǀĞƌŵŝŶĚ͘>ŽĐĂůƐ͘ƵŐŚ͘

dŚĂƚŶŝŐŚƚ͕ŽǀĞƌĐŚŝůůŝĂŶĚƌŝĐĞƉĂƐƚĞ͕ƚŚĞĐŽŵŵŝƚƚĞĞĚŝƐĐƵƐƐĞĚǁŚĂƚǁĂƐƚŽďĞĚŽŶĞƚŽŵŽƌƌŽǁ͕ĂŶĚ
ĨƌĞƐŚĞƌƐǁŽŶĚĞƌĞĚĨĞĂƌĨƵůůǇǁŚĂƚǁĂƐƚŽďĞĐŽŵĞŽĨƚŚĞŵ͘

ĂǇƚǁŽďƌŽƵŐŚƚŚŝŐŚĞƌůĞǀĞůƐƐƚŝůů͕ǁŝƚŚǀĞƌǇĨĂƐƚĐƵƌƌĞŶƚƐ͕ďŝŐďŽŝůƐĂŶĚĞĚĚǇůŝŶĞƐƚŚĂƚǁŽƵůĚƐŝŵƉůǇ
ŶŽƚďĞŚĂǀĞ͘dŚĞĐŽŵŵŝƚƚĞĞĚĞĐŝĚĞĚƐŽŵĞĨƌĞƐŚĞƌƐǁŽƵůĚďĞƚĂŬĞŶĚŽǁŶƚŚĞƌŝǀĞƌ͘KŚ͕ĂŶĚƚŚĂƚ
ƚŚƌŽǁůŝŶĞƚƌĂŝŶŝŶŐǁĂƐƉƌŽďĂďůǇŝŶŽƌĚĞƌŝŶƚŚĞĐŽŵŝŶŐǁĞĞŬ͘/ǁĂƐŽŶĞŽĨƚŚĞůƵĐŬǇĨĞǁƚŽƉĂĚĚůĞ
ƚŚĞdǇǁŝŽŶ^ƵŶĚĂǇ͘ĨƚĞƌŵǇĨŝƌƐƚƐǁŝŵ͕ƐƚĂŶĚŝŶŐŝŶƚŚĞŚĂŝů͕ǁĂŝƚŝŶŐĨŽƌŵǇďŽĂƚƚŽďĞƌĞƚƵƌŶĞĚĂŶĚ
ǁĂƚĐŚŝŶŐƚŽƌƌĞŶƚƐŽĨǁĂƚĞƌŐƵƐŚƉĂƐƚŵĞ͕/ƚŚŽƵŐŚƚ͞^ŚŽƵůĚ/ƌĞĂůůǇďĞŚĞƌĞ͍͟

ϮŵŽƌĞƐǁŝŵƐ͕ƐŽŵĞĨĂƐƚƌĂƉŝĚƐĂŶĚĂƐĞĞŵŝŶŐůǇǀĞƌǇƐŚŽƌƚƚŝŵĞůĂƚĞƌ͕/͛ĚŚĂĚƚŚĞďĞƐƚĚĂǇ͛ƐƉĂĚĚůŝŶŐ
ŽĨŵǇďƌŝĞĨƉĂĚĚůŝŶŐĐĂƌĞĞƌ͘/͛ĚĂůƐŽŵĂŶĂŐĞĚŶŽƚƚŽƉŚǇƐŝĐĂůůǇƐŚŝƚŵǇƐĞůĨĂƚĂŶǇƉŽŝŶƚ͘^Ž͕
ĂĐŚŝĞǀĞŵĞŶƚƐĂůůƌŽƵŶĚƌĞĂůůǇ͘

&ŽƌƚŚĞůŽŶŐĚƌŝǀĞŚŽŵĞ͕ũƵƐƚ^ŚĞƌŵĂŶƐƚĂǇĞĚĂǁĂŬĞ͘dŚĂŶŬĨƵůůǇƐŽŵĞďŽĚǇŚĂĚƚŚĞĨŽƌĞƐŝŐŚƚƚŽƉƵƚ
ŚŝŵďĞŚŝŶĚƚŚĞǁŚĞĞů͕ĂŶĚŽƵƌŽŶůǇƉŝĐƐǁĞƌĞŽŶƚŚĞǁĂƚĞƌ͘

/&zKh,sEzW/dhZ^K&d,^dKWWZ͕/E>hd,D͊

tŚĂƚŚĂƉƉĞŶƐǁŚĞŶ^hZ^ĂƚƚĂĐŬ͍͍͍͍

/ƚǁĂƐĂƋƵŝĞƚĞǀĞŶŝŶŐŝŶƚŚĞhƐŬŚƵƚ͖/ǁĂƐŵŝŶĚŝŶŐŵǇŽǁŶďƵƐŝŶĞƐƐͲƐƉĞŶĚŝŶŐƐŽŵĞůƵďĐĂƐŚĂŶĚ
ĚĞĐŝĚŝŶŐǁŚĞƚŚĞƌǁĞĐŽƵůĚŐĞƚĂǁĂǇǁŝƚŚŶŽƚƉƌŽǀŝĚŝŶŐďƌĞĂŬĨĂƐƚƚŽƐĂǀĞƚŚŽƐĞĞǆƚƌĂƉĞŶŶŝĞƐ͘


ŶũŽǇŝŶŐůƵď&ƵŶĚƐ-
dŚĞƌĞǁĂƐƚŚĞŶĂŵĂƐƐŝǀĞƵƉƌŽĂƌ͕ǁŝƚŚƚŚĞĨƌĞƐŚĞƌ͛ƐĂƚƚĂĐŬŝŶŐĨŝƌƐƚĨŽůůŽǁĞĚďǇƚŚĞŽůĚĞƌǁŝƐĞƌ
ŵĞŵďĞƌƐͲǁŚŽŬŶĞǁƚŚĂƚƚŚĞŝŶĞǆƉĞƌŝĞŶĐĞĚĨŝƌƐƚǁĂǀĞǁŽƵůĚďĞĂƚƚĂĐŬĞĚďĂĐŬĨŝƌƐƚ͘
/ǁĞŶƚĨŽƌŵǇŬŶŝĨĞďƵƚŝƚǁĂƐŶŽƚƚŚĞƌĞͲͲͲͲͲͲƐŽǁĞŶƚĨŽƌŵǇŶĞǆƚďĞƐƚƚŚŝŶŐͲͲͲͲͲͲͲŬĞǇƐ͊͊͊͊͊dŚĞ
ĨƌĞƐŚĞƌ͛ƐĚŝĚŶ͛ƚůŝŬĞƚŚĂƚŵƵĐŚʹĞŶĚĞĚƵƉŝŶƚŚĞďĂĐŬŽĨƐŽŵĞŽŶĞ͛ƐŬŶĞĞ͘
dŚĞĨƌĞƐŚĞƌ͛ƐǁĞƌĞĨĂŝůŝŶŐůŝŬĞĞǆĐŝƚĂďůĞƉƵƉƐ͕ƐŽƚŚĞŽůĚŝĞƐŵŽǀĞĚŝŶĂŶĚƚƵƌŶĞĚƚŚĞƚŝĚĞ͘dŚĞƵĐŬ
ƚĂƉĞĐĂŵĞŽƵƚĂŶĚǁĂƐĂƉƉůŝĞĚͲǁŝƚŚĂůŝƚƚůĞďŝƚƚŽŽŵƵĐŚƉůĞĂƐƵƌĞďǇƐŽŵĞ͘dŚŝŶŬƚŚĞǇŵƵƐƚůŝŬĞ
ďŽŶĚĂŐĞͲǇŽƵŬŶŽǁǁŚŽǇŽƵĂƌĞ͊͊͊



dŚĞǇŚĂĚŶŽƚǁŽŶƚŚĞďĂƚƚůĞƚŚŽƵŐŚĂƐǁĞǁĞƌĞƐƚŝůůŝŶƐŝĚĞƚŚĞŚƵƚ͕ŝƚƚŽŽŬĂůůƚŚĞŝƌƐƚƌĞŶŐƚŚĂŶĚůŝƚƚůĞ
ďƌĂŝŶƐƚŽƚƌǇĂŶĚŐĞƚŵĞŽƵƚƐŝĚĞ͘hŶĨŽƌƚƵŶĂƚĞůǇƚŚĞŝƌƐƚƌĞŶŐƚŚǁĂƐŶŽƚĞŶŽƵŐŚĂŶĚ/ǁĂƐĐůŽƐĞƚŽ
ďĞŝŶŐĚƌŽƉƉĞĚƐŽŚŽƉƉĞĚƚŽĂƚƌĞĞ͕ǁŚĞƌĞƚŚĞǇǁĞŶƚĚƵĐŬƚĂƉĞŚĂƉƉǇĂŐĂŝŶ͕ƌƵŶŶŝŶŐƌŽƵŶĚĂŶĚ
ƌŽƵŶĚǁŝƚŚƚŚĞƚĂƉĞ͘
dŚĞŶƚŚĞƉĂƌĂƐŝƚĞƐĂƌƌŝǀĞĚΘƚŚĞƐŽƌƌǇƉŚŽƚŽŐƌĂƉŚĞƌƐƚŽŽŬƚŚĞŝƌ͞ĨƵŶŶǇ͟ƉŚŽƚŽƐ͘


dŚĞǇĂůůƚŚĞŶǁĞŶƚŝŶƐŝĚĞƚŚŝŶŬŝŶŐƚŚĞǇŚĂĚǁŽŶ͕ďƵƚƚŚĂŶŬƐƚŽĂŚĂŶĚǇƉĞŶŬŶŝĨĞ/ŐŽƚĨƌĞĞ͘


^ŽǁŚĂƚŚĂǀĞǁĞůĞĂƌŶĞĚʹĂůǁĂǇƐĐĂƌƌǇĂĐĂƚƚůĞƉƌŽĚŽŶ^hƚƌŝƉƐĂŶĚŐŽĨŽƌƚŚĞďŝŐůƵŵďĞƌŝŶŐ
ŐŝŶŐĞƌŽŶĞĨŝƌƐƚ͘/ĨƚŚĞďŝŐŽŶĞƐŐŽĚŽǁŶŝƚƐĐĂƌĞƐŽĨĨƚŚĞůĞƐƐĞƌĚƌƵŶŬƐ͘

Appeal for Witnesses

Police are looking for a blue man and a red man, in connection with a horrific crime, committed on
30th October at a residential address on Spring Crescent, Southampton.
The pair, described as having no facial features whatsoever, are believed to be connected with a
murder on the dance floor.
The victim's blood was found on the dance floor walls. Reports of several people vomiting outside,
upon the sight of blood have been confirmed.
Eventually, a terrified student raised the (fire) alarm. Two people were later seen fleeing the crimescene.
Artist's impression:

These men are considered extremely dangerous, and should not be approached under any
circumstances.
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Dan Woollard
Introduction to destruction!
So, the task of recounting the events of the first ever SUCC social has fallen to me.
Luckily, it is one of the socials I can actually remember… Surprising, as I do remember it
ending at Jesters.
Anyway, the night began with a meeting at the Stag’s Head, followed by a short walk to a
lecture theatre, where we were shown a quite hilarious presentation. After this, we lucky
freshers were given the chance to join this most distinguished society, provided that we
had £25 handy (only joking). Everyone who was planning on coming on the social was
then presented with, I must admit, a fairly flamboyant t-shirt, with ‘Introduction to
Destruction’ on the front, and a list of certain ‘tasks’ to do on the back. These challenges
were as follows;
Buy someone you don’t know a drink
Strawpedo!
Beat someone in a downing contest
Shot!
Human Pyramid
Swap an item of clothing
Pint of Old Rosie’s in The Hobbit
BAYWATCH
Now it must be said that it is quite difficult to buy someone a drink even if you do know
them, or carry out any of the above, when you are immediately pushed to the bottom of a
human pyramid… one of around three I would be involved in during the course of the
night. Still, at least I got one crossed off.
Human Pyramid
The next idea everyone had was to cross off multiple items at once. I myself bought two
people I had never met a bottle of that strange vodka/orange stuff, and grabbed three
straws. Only came second in the contest… Yet apparently that still means I beat
someone! Despite never having done a Strawpedo before.
Buy someone you don’t know a drink
Strawpedo!
Beat someone in a downing contest
Now there was nothing to be crossed off in the Mitre, as no one had yet agreed to buy me
a shot. So I relaxed with a pint… only to be coerced into yet another Human Pyramid.
And I was in the bottom row of this one as well. Fortunately, this attempt had to be
abandoned due to the Mitre’s slightly low roof. Well, these things do happen I suppose.
However, it was nice to arrive in Varsity to find that someone I had never met had indeed
bought me a shot. Unfortunately it was Vodka, rather than something that tasted nice, but
I drank it right down, appreciating the gesture.

Shot!
Next stop was The Hobbit. Famous for its pint cocktails named after characters from
everyone’s favourite trilogy. But we wouldn’t be sampling those tonight, oh no. We had
been charged with consuming a pint of ‘Old Rosie’s’, a cider which I surprised myself by
actually enjoying. I think I may have been in a minority in this way, as many people left
their pints untouched. Or tried to drink them quickly and got rid of them just as quickly?
(This is not certain; I’m just guessing what may have happened…)
Pint of Old Rosie’s in The Hobbit
I had heard quite a lot about our next location, yes, it was the somewhat infamous Jesters.
Not a very classy establishment by any stretch of the imagination, but good for a night
out nonetheless. Now I’m not sure about what occurred here, as my memory becomes
slightly hazy (I blame the cider). I remember some dancing, maybe some exchanging of
clothes, and definitely being topless for some time. No idea what order these events were
in, but they all must have happened, because when I woke up the next morning, my tshirt looked something like this.
Buy someone you don’t know a drink
Strawpedo!
Beat someone in a downing contest
Shot!
Human Pyramid
Swap an item of clothing
Pint of Old Rosie’s in The Hobbit
BAYWATCH
The ‘Destruction’ part of this social must have been a success, as when we left Jesters, I
recall there being as few as only four freshers remaining… Nevertheless, definitely an
enjoyable night all round!

Slovenia… a true story!
“Jo come to Slovenia”
“No, I have the biggest exams of my career the week after”
“Go on!!”
“yeah OK”
So flights were booked, cars were hired and boats were stolen from the boat shed
(Sorry Pete). We were on our way. What could possibly go wrong!????
Mistake #1
30 minutes before our flight.
Eric, Tom and Helen realised they had actually booked the incorrect flights home.
Nobody will ever know how, and nobody will believe the faff that followed but that’s
a different story involving many hundreds of pounds!
But we got to Italy safely and picked up a beautiful, big car (later to affectionately
named ‘Rossall’) with roof rails and safely got the boats on board-we were on our
way to Slovenia!!
Mistake #2
No map.
No sat nav.
Just instinct… very very bad instinct. Eric was sure he knew the way, and as we
passed a sign pointing Slovenia in the opposite direction I started to have my doubts.
Eventually we stopped and asked a poor Italian lady in the Alps who pointed us down
a road! Multi-lingual SUCC!
As we pulled into the campsite we couldn’t help but laugh as what can only be
described as a ‘miniature mini’ drove towards us crushed under 4 boats! The
passengers were sticking their heads out of the window as the ‘car’ wasn’t actually
tall enough for them to sit in. (Well, not now it had a HUGE dent in the roof). It was
Ella, Nat, Chris and Stave! On their way to the river! Fantastic!!
The river was beautiful. Milky grade 3 with blue sky and mist coming off the top
from the recent rain! Gorgeous! We ran the shuttle back to the camp site and hopped
on! Amazing paddling!!
Mistake #3
“Stave this is the get out”
“No it’s not- it’s by a bridge”
“Stave, being the only one who has paddled here before, I must insist that this is the
get out”
“No- we looked, it’s by a bridge”
Stave and group paddles off…
Several km later we reach the next get out… a few miles from where our car was.
Stave: “I think we missed the get out”

Error- but it was OK. Ella and I improved our German buy hitching rides with lovely
old men in Speedos! What a day!!
(Stave’s get out was actually a different river!!)
The rest of the few days passed brilliantly- the rivers were crystal clear, like paddling
on a fresh water Caribbean beach and there were no epics. The sun was shining, we
slept under the stars! Ella and Nat became very irresponsible with regard to Onions,
which ended up in many sleeping bags! We ate chocolate bombs and drank muchos
Slovenian beer!

The one thing I can recommend Slovenia for is nakedness. If you love naked men
then Slovenia is the place to go. Everywhere you turned, every get on, every get off
and down most rivers there were old men all too happy to take their clothes off at the
mere hint of you looking in that direction.
Ella loved this. She could not keep her eyes off those wrinkly, over-tanned, speedo
bodies! It definitely made her holiday!

We all agreed it was one of our top, if not THE top, paddling holiday we had- we
paddled every section of the Soca and this amazing little G3/4 trib back to camp most
days! Many thanks to such a fantastic group for such a fun holiday and to all those
naked Germans. We loved it!!!

(JJ in Slovenia??)
Monkey xxxx

