Happy New Year

Puss in Boots
There was once an elderly miller who had three sons.
When he passed away the eldest son inherited the mill, the younger got a donkey and the
youngest a cat.
The eldest son made a good living from the mill. The younger son ran a taxi service
service with the donkey and occasionally hired it out to hen parties who would tease it
and snigger over their prosseco.
The cat did what cats do, eat, sleep and shit. Not very profitable he thought so the
youngest son decided to put it down. As he reached for a suitable brick, the cat said
“Don't you even think about it, I can be your making”.
“Fuck me” said the cat lover. “a talking cat, What do you mean by, my making” .
“Get me a pair of boots and a bag and I'll make your fortune”.
“Why the boots”? “Oh just a little fetish of mine, said the cat, the bag doesn't have to
match”.
The young man did as he was bid and on his return, the cat was very happy with his
choice.
The cat put on the boots, grabbed the bag and went to his local Warren where he
purchased a couple of fresh rabbits from him.
“Fuck me”, said Warren. “ A talking cat , that's a first, I wonder what he'd go for”.
Puss, as he was now called, after a dispute about the spelling, went to the nearby palace.
Strolling past the attentive guards, as if the boots and bag were normal, found his way to
the throne room.
Approaching the king, Puss bowed and said “I have a pair of rabbits as a small gift from
my master the Count of Arbury sire”.
“Fuck me”, said his Majesty, “A talking cat”.
The king was chuffed as he usually dined on much grander fodder but preferred game.
The following day Puss took a brace of pheasants to the king. Again it was well
received and this time he was rewarded. He was thrown a ball of wool to play with, Big
deal.
While Puss was playing he overheard the king say he was going for a trip round the
realm with his daughter via the river. Now this was the big chance for his master to get to
know the King. Puss told his master to strip off and jump in the river and as the coach
passed by the cat shouted, Help! Help! My master is drowning! The King recognised the
cat and the coach stopped. He sent a couple of servants to drag the young man out of the
river, where he stood cupping his tackle. (Puss had hidden his masters clothing under
some bushes). The princess took a shine to him immediately. Not Puss, the bloke.
“So you must be the Count of Arbury” said the King.
“I am Sire and it looks like somebody has stolen my clothes”.
The King sent for more clothes from the palace. He was studied in every detail by the
princess as he dried off and dressed himself slowly.
“ Can we give him a lift”? she said.
Meanwhile, Puss ran on ahead and came across some workers mowing a meadow.
“The King will be passing shortly in his coach, if you are asked who is your master, you
are to say the Count of Arbury”.
“Fuck me”, the workers chorused, “A talking cat”. Worried Puss might be a witches
familiar they agreed...and don't call me Shortly said one.

The coach stopped and the workers complied when the King spoke to them. He was very
impressed, as was the princess who was now giving the Count some saucy looks. He
flexed and returned the glances.
Further on, Puss found men reaping a corn field. And as before he told them to say the
land belonged to the Count of Arbury.
“Fuck me”, they said “a talking cat”. Believing he was the work of the devil,
they did what he asked.
The king spoke to them also and was again amazed at the amount of land the Count
owned.
The young man was getting cocky now and the princess wondered how long it would be
before she did.
Puss now came upon a huge castle where a terrible Ogre lived, who was the real owner
of the land. He told the sentry that he wished to pay his respects to the Ogre as he was
passing through.
“Fuck Me”said the sentry. “A talking cat” and the sentry passed him through to the Ogre
knowing Puss would amuse the miserable ugly twat. The Ogre really was amused and
licked his lips prior to devouring our hero.
“Fuck me”, said the Ogre, “a talking cat”. “Why are you here? You won't be leaving”
“I hear you have the ability to change into all sorts of creatures” said Puss nervously.
“That is so” said the Ogre, and he roared and turned into a lion. Then he whinnied and
turned into a unicorn.
Showing off, he did quite a big selection of creatures.
“I bet you can't do smaller animals” said Puss.
“Like what” said He. “A mouse for instance” said Puss.
Poof and the Ogre turned into a mouse. “Oh Shit” said the mouse.
“Fuck me”, said Puss. “a talking mouse”.
Whoosh!! Puss leaped onto it and ate it.
Outside the coach could be heard approaching.
Puss ran down to the gates to welcome the King and his master.
Bowing low he said “welcome to my masters home your Majesty”.
Now assuming the title, the new Count of Arbury escorted the princess inside.
“Are there any other counts in the area of Arbury”said the princess. “Quite a few, it
depends how you say it”.
The King wished to reward the Count of Arbury and asked what did he most desire.
“ The hand of your daughter Sire and sundry other bits.”
The King could see it was lust at first sight and the wedding was the following day.
Puss settled into the comfortable surroundings and continued to do what cats usually do.
Eat,sleep and shit happily ever after.
The End

CH3 Run 1994
Sunday 18th December 2016
The Crown & Thistle, Great Chesterford
Hares; Just Andy, Just Louise

Visitors; James – Brother of Double Top
Returnees; Ullage and Body by ALF from the wonderfully named ‘Blooming Fools’ Hash
from Bloomington, Indiana USA http://www.bfh3.com/
RANT ALERT Right, before the words, there’s just time for me to get a rant off my chest. No
one likes being a Hare particularly, and when people are asked/cajoled into being a scribe,
this usually goes down like a fish milkshake with the recipient too. I’ve no problem being a
scribe and in fact quite enjoy unleashing my humour and odd observations on you all.
However, if I offer and submit something for your enjoyment/irritation, as I assert the moral
authority to be identified as the author of this work, you’d better not have the fucking
temerity to edit, alter, add or delete sections of my submission, including and without limit
to; the text, format, style and context inclusive of syntax and font, maps, photographs,
plans, details, excerpts for the listings of scheduled ancient monuments, casual ramblings
and thinly veiled threats, without my express written permission1
……………..right, spleen firmly vented, as you were.
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.and yes, that includes the bloody footnotes too – removing them altogether is not on, not only without my
permission but it detracts from the scene I’m trying to create. What a bloody cheek!

The Words
So a 6.5 degree cold and slate grey sky greeted the hash at the Crown & Thistle and as I like
recording who was there (even if you don’t give a toss, I’m writing this so there……….) as the
Hash was in Cambridge and the week before Christmas, there was quite a turnout of Grand
Mattress Double Top, Googly, Kermit & Antar, Chimp & Gorilla, Bastard, It’ll come off,
Slaphead, a massed gathering2 of Whittles in the form of Jetstream & Unmentionable,
Blowback, Little Blow, Wai Wai & Josephine, The Earl of Pampisford, While You’re Down
There, Dave El Rave & Paparazzi, Checkpoint, Deep Shit, Shiggy Two Shoes & Legover,
Haven’t Got One, Only Me, Benghazi, Klinger & Kling-On, Debonaire, Wimp & hound Sam,
Daffidildo & Doggystyle, Taxi, Big Leg, Computer & Toed Bedsores and Pedro.
The Crown is a lovely pub and listed as “The Crown and Thistle is a 16th Century Traditional
Village Pub and Restaurant located in the heart of Great Chesterford just 3 miles north
of Saffron Walden, Essex. Serving Home cooked food using the finest ingredients and locally
sourced where we can. We are just 10 miles away from the
University City of Cambridge. Also on our doorstep we have
The Imperial War Museum at Duxford, Audley End House and
Gardens also Audley End Miniature Railway”.
This was about spot on as they had Timothy Taylors Landlord,
Betty Stoggs and Oakham Ales ‘Citra’ on tap, two of which are
fabulous beers and the other one is the Betty Stoggs, which is
like asking for a pint of extremely bland with all the taste
boiled out of it.
At 11.04, we found ourselves in a roughish circle and Double
Top ambled into the circle and absolutely no-one stopped
talking, even whet the Hares ‘Just Andy & just Louise’ tried to
explain their trail.
Apparently it was on sawdust and that’s all I heard and before you could recite the Koran
and translate it into Finno Ugric, we were off and away right out of the pub, up a hill and
into the misty dawn3
It really was bloody foggy and mostly the trail consisted of cold, fields and some well laid
checks, and check backs, there was an interesting and savagely long downhill straight of
about 37 miles where very little happened but it was on tarmac and quite frankly, the only
ploughed field we r*n over was a shiggy filled mess and hard going, so a lot of tarmac was
very welcome.
The usual suspects were well ahead of everyone (Wimp, Deep shit, Shiggy Two Shoes,
Daffidildo & Blowback) and lucky for us, they found all of the false trails, turn backs and
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I’m not sure what the collective noun is for a group of Whittles??
Ok, it wasn’t dawn, but it sounds more poetic, than we wandered off scratching bits and it was about
11.15ish……….
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check backs leaving Antar, Pedro, Checkpoint and I to bring up the middle ground. In
fairness if Pedro wasn’t injured then he’d have been up the front too.
The trail was just the right length at about 5.4 miles and we went past a fabulous looking
playground and as I like a picture or two, here
a shot of the said playground.
I was marginally disappointed that the hares
hadn’t taken us through the middle of it, but
I’d have got stuck on some of the equipment,
or possibly even arrested knowing my luck.
Anyway, there was a great beer stop with
mince pies, sausage rolls & lager about half a
mile from the end which re-grouped the pack
together again beautifully as the huge knitting
circle ambled up to swell the ranks, graze on the pies and quaff the remaining beer.
Then there was a short burst marginally downhill (always welcome) and we were back in the
realms of the village and then safely back in the pub. After being mugged by Computer
again, the circle was called and down downs were handed out.
Double Top welcomed in the hares Just Andy and Just Louise and as it was cold we had a
double naming ceremony as Andy was christened Good layer and Louise, Well Laid.
Gorilla was singled out for falling in a ditch and was given a DD for cross country swimming
(!)
Then it was the turn of the RA Debonaire who pulled in returnees James, Ullage and Body
by ALF for their DD’s
There was the disgusting apparition of the hash shit being worn on trail by hound Sam and I
was unsurprised to her that the nominations for the hash shit were Big Blouse, Daffidildo or
Blowback for a variety of misdemeanours but as I’m a little allergic to animal fur, luckily, the
Hashit went to Daffi
The Grand Mattress the decided to have another go in the circle and Big Blouse and
Checkpoint were held to account out for being spotted walking towards a checkpoint
And finally Klinger was pulled in for ‘losing his mind’4 and with that it was all over. Merry
Christmas one and all!!
On on

Big Blouse
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Why he should get singled out at that particular juncture when considering the last 32 years of hashing was
anyone’s guess……….oh well.

A bit late don't you think ?

Red bins to the side for cheaper funeral option
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Have an item that should be here? Go to
http://herald.toedsh3-admin.com/resources.php
Login using your Pink Pages credentials, - Click on ‘To be included’,
Browse for your item then upload it.

Cambridge H3 2000th Black Tie Dinner on January 28th, 2017

Calling out to all former and present Cambridge hashers and all our friends!
Enjoy a fun-filled evening at historical Girton College in Cambridge. The event will
commence with pre-dinner drinks in the elegant Fellows’ Room at 6.30pm. We will
proceed to the Great Hall at 7.30pm for a fabulous three course dinner (with an option of
three different main dishes to choose from) including ½ bottle of table wine per person,
followed by live music from The Lonely. They will help us dance the night away or catch
up with old friends at the bar. We’ll put some money behind the bar for real ale and
other drinks. Free drinks until it runs out and then pay on your own.
The price is subsidized by CH3 according to your attendance and dues paid over the last
years.
Regular former and present CH3 hashers: 20£
Non hashing partners: 30£
Any others (friends & family, other hashers): 50£
This is still a real bargain! We need to have numbers before
Dec. 20, 2016 (college closes for Christmas break).
Please sign up with our hash cash "While You're Down There" suzie.bartlett@gmail.com.
If you're unsure and can't meet the deadline, let us know or if you're tight on money and
need more time to pay, this can be arranged.
There is free parking on site and cars can be left overnight if needed.
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