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Hashing in the hot!   I happened upon this pic for our mighty organ , after recceing trail 
with the Blouse, where we endured biblical rain, wind etc and were washed off the 
hillside.    After getting home – I found my pond had overflowed, and as I squelched to 
the door I dreamt of somewhere hot, where it doesn’t rain much.  
 
Here it is! 
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Julys Runs:   I can only find one – so lets hear it for Jetstream! 
 

Run No: 2024 

Date: 16-Jul-2017 

Venue: Blind Fiddler, Anstey 

Hares:  Klingon & Klinger 

Scribe: Jetstream 

 
 
Although it seems that Klinger has laid a dozen trails from this pub, this is not actually true as this 
was only his 5th attempt. Unfortunately, we arrived just as the pre-run circle was ending, so I 
missed the announcement that this “wasn’t going to be the usual run”. 
It started off predictably with a short run up the road and then right down the usual footpath. 
Obviously it was going right at the next check and then a left hander towards Meesden and back 
through Scales Wood. Pedro, recalling the Invisible Man’s trail in 2007 (I wonder why?) turned 
right, but not finding enough dust was forced to return to the check and follow Blowback and the 
rest of the FRBs, all 10 of them.  Back onto the road and surely it went right this time? No such 
luck and we turned left, back towards Cheapside Farm where we encountered Klinger. 
Never trust the Hare, he told the FRBs to keep going up the road where they’d find a turnback, 
and then guided the rest of us up the hill towards Scales Wood which was a check-back. The rest 
of the pack turned back, but it seemed obvious to the Scribe that if one kept going we would miss 
out a loop and find ourselves on trail through the wood.  Only Me agreed with this analysis and 
so we carried on up to the footpath into the wood. A blob of flour encouraged us but, not having 
listened to the Hare’s briefing that they’d laid the trail in sawdust, didn’t realise that this was a 
red herring.  
We could hear faint calls of On-On to the left so had no choice but to turn around and follow 
them, eventually we reached the road to find Little Blow, Wai-Wai and Just Josie taking a 
breather on a bit of grass at the road junction. We were on trail again, albiet a mile or so behind 
the pack. Through the crops to yet another check on the road, down the road and, ignoring the 
enticing signpost pointing towards Anstey, we kept on. An elephant track indicated that the pack 
had gone into the woods but we ignored this and kept on until we reached another check-back. 
Obviously if we kept going straight on the trail would pop out of the wood and we’d be back on 
trail. Obviously not! So we dipped into the wood and out into a field where we skirted the wood 
and, low and behold, found ourselves back on trail! 
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At this point we could see Blowback running towards the village but we resisted the urge to short 
cut and carried on down the farm track where we were rewarded by finding the beer stop. No 
expense spared, Klinger had supplied 4% lager instead of his usual 2.8%. (I may forget most 
things, but 2.8% at a beer stop is etched into my long term memory bank!). It was noted by some 
eagle eyed harriettes that there was rust around the beer caps, possibly indicating a long past sell 
by date, but who cares if it’s 4%! Although the FRBs (and us) had arrived at the ‘Beer Near’ sign 
from the correct direction, most of the walkers had been going around the trail backwards. 
Klingon, who was leading the walkers somehow managed to arrive after them all. Should have 
followed Googly who knows how to read a map as he was first to arrive at the beer. 
A mile or so back to the Blind Fiddler or, as it was in my day, The Chequers. With most of the 
Mismanagement absent, it fell on Big Swinger and Muff Diver to lead the circle and to their credit 
they made a good job of it. 
Down-downs for the Hares was followed by a charge against Jetstream and Only Me for deviating 
into the wood, and Kermit and Klingon for going the wrong way. Pedro received the Old Bollo 
award for arriving even later than we did (he would have been earlier but we wouldn’t let him 
overtake as we drove into the village). Muff Diver still hasn’t finished his run report for Klinger’s 
last run so got a free half to encourage him to get on with it, he has skilfully arranged for Toed’s 
reminders to go straight into his spam inbox, prompting a spam down-down for them both. While 
You’re Down There had been over heard asking Slaphead if he “could make it longer”, 
clarification that she was referring to his pole didn’t help and they were duly punished.  With one 
down-down left, Muff Diver called in Hangover Blues and Sox Maniac for a boob comparison, this 
provoked indignation from several other harriettes and Spicy Bear, Tutonic and The Dutchess 
joined them in the circle. At this point Muff Diver appeared to be overwhelmed and in the 
absence of a clear winner, awarded them all a half pint to share. 
All in all, an excellent run, tHHHanks to the Hares. I look forward to doing the “usual trail” next 
time! 
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Excerpts from a Dog's Diary 
 8.00am - Dog food! My favourite thing! 

 9:30am - A car ride! My favourite thing! 

 9:40am - A walk in the park! My favourite thing! 

 10:30am - Got rubbed and petted! My favourite thing! 

 12:00pm - Lunch! My favourite thing! 

 1:00pm - Played in the yard! My favourite thing! 

 3:00pm - Wagged my tail! My favourite thing! 

 5:00pm - Milk bones! My favourite thing! 

 7:00pm - Got to play ball! My favourite thing! 

 8:00pm - Wow! Watched TV with the people! My favourite thing! 

 11:00pm - Sleeping on the bed! My favourite thing! 

Excerpts from a Cat's Diary 

Day 983 of my captivity. My captors continue to taunt me with bizarre little dangling objects. They 
dine lavishly on fresh meat while the other inmates and I are fed hash or some sort of dry nuggets.  

Although I make my contempt for the rations perfectly clear, I nevertheless must eat something in 
order to keep up my strength. The only thing that keeps me going is my dream of escape. In an 
attempt to disgust them, I once again vomit on the carpet. 

Today I decapitated a mouse and dropped its headless body at their feet. I had hoped this would 
strike fear into their hearts, since it clearly demonstrates what I am capable of. However, they merely 
made condescending comments about what a "good little hunter" I am. 

Bastards! 
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 CAT contd: 

There was some sort of assembly of their accomplices tonight. I was placed in solitary confinement 
for the duration of the event. However, I could hear the noises and smell the food. I overheard that 
my confinement was due to the power of "allergies". I must learn what this means, and how to use it 
to my advantage. 

 Today I was almost successful in an attempt to assassinate one of my tormentors by weaving around 
his feet as he was walking. I must try this again tomorrow - but at the top of the stairs. 

I am convinced that the other prisoners here are flunkies and snitches.  

The dog receives special privileges. He is regularly released - and seems to be more than willing to 
return. He is obviously retarded. 

The bird has got to be an informant. I observe him communicate with the guards regularly. I am 
certain that he reports my every move. My captors have arranged protective custody for him in an 
elevated cell,  

So he is safe. For now..... 

 
Naughty  Revenge
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Beloved Other half 
and counterweight. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Gratuitous Racist Joke: 
 
 
At the National Art Gallery in Dublin, a husband and wife were staring at a portrait that 
had them completely confused.  
 
The painting depicted three black men totally naked sitting on a park bench. Two of the 
figures had black penises, but the one in the middle had a pink penis.  
 
The curator of the gallery realized that they were having trouble interpreting the 
painting and offered his assessment. He went on for over half an hour explaining how it 
depicted the sexual emasculation of black men in a predominately white, patriarchal 
society. 'In fact, 'he pointed out, 'some serious critics believe that the pink penis also 
reflects the cultural and sociological oppression experienced by gay men in 
contemporary society.'  
 
After the curator left, an Irishman, approached the couple and said, 'Would you like to 
know what the painting is really about?'  
 
'Now why would you claim to be more of an expert than the curator of the Gallery?' 
asked the couple.  
 
'Because I'm the guy who painted it,' he replied. 'In fact, there are no Black men depicted 
at all. They're just three Irish coal miners. The guy in the middle went home for lunch. 
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A man was riding his Harley along a California beach when suddenly the sky cleared 
above his head and, in a booming voice, the Lord said, 'Because you have tried to be 
faithful to me in all ways, I will grant you one wish.'  
 

The biker pulled over and said, 'Build a 
bridge to Hawaii so I can ride over anytime I 
want.'  
 
The Lord said, 'Your request is materialistic. 
Think of the enormous challenges for that 
kind of undertaking; the supports required 
reaching the bottom of the Pacific and the 
concrete and steel it would take! It will nearly 
exhaust several natural resources. I can do it, 
but it is hard for me to justify your desire for 
worldly things. Take a little more time and 
think of something that could possibly help 
mankind.' 
 
The biker thought about it for a long time. 
Finally, he said, 'Lord, I wish that I and all 
men could understand women; I want to 
know how she feels inside, what she's 
thinking when she gives me the silent 
treatment, why she cries, what she means 
when she says nothing's wrong, why she 

snaps and complains when I try to help, and how I can make a woman truly happy.' 
 
The Lord replied, 'You want two lanes or four lanes on that bridge?' 
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Oh,    and another run: 

Run No: Traveling Dimwit #283 

Date: 11-April-2017 

Venue: The Bloody Jungle, Guyana 

Hares:  Matilda,& Babbly Brook 

Scribe: Muthatuka 

And so I gathered, outside the British High Commission, wondering where 
everybody else was.  It was going to be one of those days, as the cameras 
festooning the building swivelled to survail me.  I sat real still. 

 
The high 
commission donkey 
was sent out to see 
who I was, but as I 
had no carrots he 
just stood there 
staring at me, while 
I stared back. Id 
seen this in a movie 
somewhere.. 
 
After a Blouse 
eternity a rolling 
wreck of a car 
trundled up the 
road, and came to 
rest against a 
gutter, and then 
seemed to lean 

against an adjoining tree as a medium sized tribe of Indians emerged from it. – the 
fourth or fifth one – I cant remember  - the one with the big tits – appeared to be 
wearing a toilet seat.    Aha I thought, quality company! 
 
A short time later the wreck of a car – with me in it – set off out of town at a 
clatter.  Enquiring as to the nature of the clatter I was directed to one of the back 
passenger footwells being full of empty beer bottles and the other mostly full of full 
ones.  Silently I was offered one, and raised a cheer as I prised the top off with a 
seatbelt and passed it to the driver. The good man confided that it helped steady 
his nerves, as the car had little to no brakes. Looking outside, I saw we were  
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heading out to jungle swamp, where the roadside drains made Singapores 
offerings look like troughs in the sand.  He was right, rough on the nerves, but by 
skillful grinding of gears and the odd accidental rubbing of the curb we made the 
run venue with both footwells full of emptys. 
   
We were joined by a resigned looking hare who was wearing quite a lot considering 
it was above 30 degrees.  Looking at my legs she gave me the ‘stupid white man’ 
look, and proceeded to inform me of the shredding Ill soon be enduring in a sugar 
plantation. Ahi! I said, as long as I don’t have to run second or third in the pack.. 
she looked at me again, ‘tis not the snakes you must worry about, it’s the Cayman, 
you look pale and tasty, no one will want to run next to you’  Aaa I said, proper 
jungle running. 
Others arrived slowly, some in cars actually worse than ours, and so I was finally 
introduced to the GM. After inspecting my as yet undamaged knees, he managed 
to mask his incredulity by offering me yet another beer. Tottering slightly I did the 
sealbelt trick again, to muted applause.  Looking back, I have no idea where the 
seatbelt was actually from, perhaps my deathgrip in the car had torn it from its 
mountings. 
 
With beer in hand, and thus regaining firmer ground, - So I sez, do I watch out for 
snakes like this? 
 ( pic taken on trail)  

This isn’t Panama, he said, our snakes are far bigger. 
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Like this:  Heres a tiddler for you 
 

 
 
 
 
Are they tasty?  I said,    Looking across at the hare, he communicated briefly in 
foreign before handing me another beer and patted me on the shoulder.  
Hmm I sad wisely, and stayed stumm    
 
After a brief introduction to the pack we set off along a plantation track that 
seemed to wander from bog to bog, Large things crashed away from us in the 
undergrowth, small things chased us, locals stared agog.  

At one point we traversed a drain 
by catwalk plank, looking down, 
the water moved most unnaturally, 
eyes popped up..  
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At After an hour of gleeful jungle bashing we stopped on the Demiera river, where 
some brave souls took a dip, despite mercury, crocks, snakes and bilharzia.  
Looking at the colour of the water, I now know why the sugar is colour it is.   
 

 
 
 
It turned out that this was the end of the run, as the hare started passing more 
beer out, and a pot of curry materialised. Sadly their offering was a tad bland for 
my tastes, but the singing was co-ordinated and raucous!  Taxi would have been 
proud of me, as I loudly announced that there truly was ‘To many Crocodiles’ 
 
Somehow we all survived the journey home again, and I retired to a bar with air-
conditioning for further sustenance..  It was a long evening with me pulling bits of 
stick from my legs,  the horror, the horror 
 
M 
 
 
 
 
 



Runs for August 2017
All runs start at 11 am (GM Please note)        Latest details www.ch3.co.uk  	               Hare raiser it`ll come off
Run No. 2027: 06-Aug-2017
The Pheasant, Great Chishill, SG8 8SR
Hares Hold It For Me
 Sunday Roast can be reserved by calling 01763 838535.
Landlord Mark and Debs
Run No. 2028: 13-Aug-2017
Royal Oak, 79 High St, Hail Weston, PE19 5JW
Hares Pugwash & Pugwash
 The Royal Oak, Hail Weston, PE19 5JW.
New venue for Hash.
Parking on surrounding roads.
No info re food yet
Run No. 2029: 20-Aug-2017
Three Horseshoes, Barrow, IP29 5AP
Hares Big Leg & Debonaire
 
Run No. 2030: 27-Aug-2017
Black Bull Inn, 27 High Street Balsham, CB21 4DJ
Hares The Earl of Pampisford
 

Grand Master  -  Shamcock
Grand Mattress  -  Double Top
Joint Master  -  Muff Diver & Muthatuka
Joint Mattresses  -  Big Swinger & One for his Knob
Religious Advisor  -  Debonaire
Hare Raiser  -  it`ll come off
Edit Hare  -  Toed Bedsores
Web Master  -  El Rave
Hash Cash  -  While Your Down There

Hash Stats  -  Pedro
Beer Master  -  Benghazi
Song Master  -  Blowback
Haberdash  -  Slaphead & Benghazi
Hash Horn  -  Muff Diver & Fit but Dim
Hash Flash  -  Paparazzi & Pedro
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