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new they were in
teams, some ......

We set off from
the Buckingham The hunt achieved a fine
Arms on Tango turnout and was de-
time armed * clared a raging success
with pens, clip - all agreed it should be
boards, coloured ;= repeated one day except
pieces of paper, | those who thought it
high hopes, legs | shouldn’t. Hoorah!
and questions. _1! 2
We returned an | on on
hour and a half ;'BP
later bulging
with additional
knowledge.
Some teams
Tan- 1 bulged with answers I‘:0',
go, displaying a - _Questions others with;
degree of innovation and ' the self knowledge that
invention undreamed of were too lazy, of too |
by most hashers, seta | jdrunk to compete with the 3
treasure hunt run around |
Westminster and the I who had lied and cheated

South bank. There were ‘and asked passers by the

questions, there were - answers waived their com- |
answers, some teams /. pleted question papers,

did well, some teams j . the rest showed their _
did badly, some teams | = respect for the dedication |

' failed to realise they were  andbrilliance of these..« [
teams. Some people kn?'w - luminaries by admiring :
they were in teams but| ‘their own pints and talkingf!
didn’t know which team. | of other things. | ¢ &
Some teams knew they v W
had other people in them ~ Sheets were gathered;, J§
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but didn’t know which marks were counted, |
ones; some teams had ‘results announced, -and
dogs in them. Some dogs  !Prizesigiven. The'Wwinning
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ing teams were also smug & «
for they were back in the

pub where they belonged.
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"I said SIT!, You Idiot!"

All of these are legitimate companies that didn’t spend
quite enough time to consider how their online name
might appear!

These are not made up. Check them out yourself.

1. ‘Who Represents’ is where you can find the name of
the agent that represents any celebrity. Their Web site
is: www.whorepresents.com

2. ‘Experts Exchange’ is a knowledge base where pro-
grammers can exchange advice and views at:
www.expertsexchange.com

3. Looking for a great pen? Look no further than
‘ Pen Island ’. It can be found at:
www.penisland.net

4. Then there’s the ‘ltalian Power Generator’ company.
Check it out at:
www.powergenitalia.com

5. And the designers at ‘Speed of Art’ await you at
their wacky Web site:
www.speedofart.com

[

It was a hot day in lowa. Helga hung the wash out

to dry, put a roast in the oven, then went down the
street to pick up some dry cleaning. “Gootness, it’s
hot,” she mused to herself as she walked down Main
Street. She passed by a tavern and thought, *Vy
nodt?” so she walked in and took a seat at the bar.

The bartender came up and asked her what she would
like to drink. “Ya know,” Helga said, “it is so hot | tink
I’ll have myself zee cold beer.”

The bartender asked, “Anheuser Busch?”

Helga blushed and replied,
“Vell fine, tanks, und how’s yer pecker?”

SOMETIMES &
MEN MAKE THE




Run 1995 « Kew Gardens « 12/2/11

1995 at Kew, |

think, a joint Slash run
hared by Kaffir. The
vague memories of it are
as follows. The trail took
us around Kew Gardens
area, through Kew Village
flats and back along the
riverside. There was a big
sports game on at the pub,
rugby or similar. Goodness
knows who was playing.
Looberty was happy
or sad about something,
Crack and his brother
got pulled up for down
downs for something else.
Eagermount was present
and concentrating on the
game and KC was very
very drunk. The dog got
sore paws and the pack
was large.
That’s about all the grey
cells can remember this
far along. It was a good
afternoon for sure!

on on, Ah, nothing like a drop of )
Bunion soup! Looberty and More-0n's wolestation
Double Entry CPI;ack celebrate their new of Double Entry
shoes

N 7]
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No one to talk to during orgasm.

uite interestin fa

hing the

gnd drank it straight down
(s N

Hash-

ers arrived at St. Chris-
topher’s Inn, joyful to
escape the cold, wet,
grey London weather.

Due to Love Wizard’s
disappearing act the trail
was laid by Trigamist
who informed the pack
that, in spite of fears of
reprisals from the Anti-
Terrorism squad, the
trail had been laid in
flour as well as chalk.

Surprises awaited the
illustrious GM who’d yet
to ‘volunteer’ a scribe.
He was notably stunned
when a hand shot up in
the air, in what can only
be described as a ‘Pick
Me, Pick Me!’ fashion &
so | became your scribe
for this review.

Initially we headed
towards Borough market
but thankfully veered left
& the pack was treated
to a sightseeing tour of
the Southbank.

tSo, on we charged along
past The Globe Theatre,
towards The Tate Mod-
ern, crossed the Millen-
nium Bridge & on to St.
Paul’s Cathedral. A good
pace was maintained

as the drizzly weather
had kept the majority of
would be tourists away.

hterhash
in Chang

I e

In front of Sir Chris-
topher Wren’s mas-
terpiece, 2am was

ing hashers that
St. Paul’s was , in
fact, Westminster

is, after all, a well
known fact that if
an RA’s mouth is
moving he’s prob-
ably lying.

Next, our peda-
gogically-minded
hare who was
keen to educate
passing hash-
ers instructed
them to read a
monument dedicated to
two actors, J. Hemige &
H. Condell, accredited
for having preserved the
works of Shakespeare.
One can only presume
this educational element
was to build up a few
extra brain cells before
the culling of them com-
menced back at On-Inn.

Looping back down, we
headed once again to-
wards the river. The pack
was quite split despite
many hashers falling
afoul of a false trail be-
tween Cannon Street &
Blackfriars.

Our hare, in a touching
tribute to himself, ran
the pack down possi-
bly one of the smallest
streets in London; Trig
Street. Here Trigamist
stopped me & requested
a photo shoot with the
street sign so it could
appear in the magazine
alongside the write up.
(Mr. Edit-hare - Take
Note)

Next, we crossed Black-

friars bridge & soon

ended up back at the

On-Inn. The pack arrived

in dribs & drabs so there

was no queue at the bar;
ideal!

heard telling a visit-

Abbey. However, it

warmth.
After a few
beers, the
RAs began
the oner-
ous process
of herding
unwilling
hashers back
out into the
cold.

to
change & sported an ele-
gant, yet practical, three
quarter length layered
black coat. Also punished
for misdemeanours were
Crack for subletting his
bed to bugs, DozyLocks
for weather-shy hash
skiving, the RAs for the
awful weather & myself
for returning temporarily
from France.

In short, it was a great
trail, it was great being
back & seeing everyone.
I’m looking forward to
hashing with you again at
the London 2000.

Once the shivering con-
gregation were formed
in what could be loosely
described as a circle,
the proceedings began.
Awards were given out:
Ryde’d completed a
whopping 750 r*ns was
given a pat on the back,
Unacceptable’d, about 6
months previously, com-
pleted 400 runs & was
awarded a bottle opener
but the clear winner of
the day was Bhopal who
received an engraved
tankard for his 100th
run. All joined together
for a down-down.

Next visitors were
called forward. A visit-
ing hash family from
the Macclesfield Hash
were called up along
with American hasher,
Abby, or something
similar or then again it
could have been com-
pletely different but
for arguments sake
let’s call her Abby.
Abby had an extra
down-down for wear-
ing sunglasses. Have

I mentioned, it was
cold, grey & raining?
Yet she wasn’t the
only fashion victim.
Knickers’d arrived
late due to a rather
pressing schedule

on the catwalks at
London’s Fashion
Week, had no time

A bientot et On-On.
Hot Down




Life can be strange
sometimes as when |

was driving to the run |
thought that | might be
selected to be the scribe
for this run. On arrival

at the pub | found a
distraught Twin Peaks
outside the pub as she had
to lay the trail three times
during the morning due to
the rain. It rained off and
on whilst we were out.

Titanic was in charge
as he has returned from
his winter holiday in

the Phillipines and he
welcomed the one virgin
Lisa, who is a neighbour
of Bhopal. It was also
noticed that she had
very clean trainers on
and these trainers were
still clean after the run
as Titanic gave her a
piggyback over the shiggy.

o~:
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Run 1997 « Greenforde 26/2/11

The run started off

on tarmac much to
the dismay of some
hashers who were
whinging about the
hard surface. Well

| am not sure what
they expected as we
did run towards and
up Horsenden Hill
for a regroup. Once
off road we slide
and slip about in
the mud especially
trying to run
downhill.

The Erector’s 50th walk!

.'..';"‘F"E%.:.". _. .
The pack did "
manage to get back

240

§ " e

After the downs down
several of the hash settled
down to watch the six
nations rugby.

~ out down downs to the
hare Twin Peaks, the
late comers, Eric, Last
Tango, Hands On,

" Butt Plug, Huggie
 from Glasgow. Lisa the
| Virgin ended up getting

4 three downs downs, but
had already rejected her
whiskey mac earlier as
the drink had two ants

% init. The committee

| members present got a

# down down each because
® none of them had arrived
. with The Erectors 50th
"4+ Mug - no doubt he has now
=, received his mug.

Best &
to eat
before
drinking

to the pub where near one
of the doors was a large
pile of muddy shoes. The
walkers had struggled to
The Ballot Box, which was
on the trail, but were
disappointed as the one
pump for real ale was not
working, so | assume they
came straight back.

Once the pack had settled
down to drink and nosh
Yorky Porky took charge
of the down downs. Last
Tango, as an RA did make
an appearance and it
would appear the reason
why she was late as she
doesn’t check TFL website
for underground closures
over the weekend, several
other hashers had the
same problem or got on
the wrong train.

Picking on Lisa the Virgin

Yorky Porky dished



Hash Humour 2

Apple
Computer announced today that it has developed A couple was invited to a swanky costume party. The
a computer chip that can store and play music in Mrs. got a terrible headache and told her husband to go

> . to the party alone.
women’s breast implants. L e o devored hushand oot o )
. . e being a devoted husband protested, but she argue
The iBreast will cost £499 10 £599. and said she was going to take some aspirin and go

This is considered to be a major breakthrough to b./e‘jj%”d there was no need for his good time being
because women are always complaining about men  [Eakauied ”?t 8ong: |
SRR TSt AT TR (R L1 (Ml S0 he took his costume and away he went. The wife, after
sleeping soundly for about an hour, awakened without
pain and, as it was still early enough, decided to go the
party.
Since her husband did not know what her costume was,
she thought she would have some fun by watching her

husband to see how he acted when she was not with
him.

She joined the party and soon spotted her husband
cavorting around on the dance floor, dancing with every
nice woman he could, and copping a little feel here and a
little kiss there.

His wife sidled up to him and being a rather seductive
babe herself, he left his current partner high and dry and
devoted his time to the new babe that had just arrived.
She let him go as far as he wished... Naturally, (since he
was her husband.)

@ a{w ﬁ' 2 2 Finally, he whispered a little proposition in her ear and
MM vrnecalion she agreed. So off they went to one of the cars and had
(in the key of Dh) a qu[cl(je.

I@,i &——bq‘ﬁﬂﬁ Just before unmasking at midnight, she slipped away,
e — went home, put the costume away and got into bed,
wondering what kind of explanation he would make for

his behavior.

She was sitting up reading when he came in, and she
asked what kind of a time he had. He said; “Oh, the
same old thing.You know | never have a good time when
you're not there.”

“Did you dance much 7"

“You know, | never even danced one dance. When | got
there, | met Pete, Bill Browning and some other guys, so
we went into the den and played poker all evening.

But you're not going to believe what happened to the guy
| loaned my costume to...."

A middle-aged man asking the Trainer in the gym:
“I want to impress that beautiful girl, which machine
should I use?”

Trainer:
“Use the ATM machine outside the gym...”

1T wWAS TIME FOR STEVE T0 FACE FACTS AND

“Thenks. If it wasn't for you, BUMIT THAT HE HAD A DRINKING FROFLEM...

T'd never get ony jogging dore”

BY wWOOD



Run 1998 « Bricklayer’s Arms « Bromley South « 5/3/11

would wonder aloud if
that podgy bloke in the
weird clothing running
down the street
wasn’t their teacher
Mr A-J? Yes, my
school workplace was
very close. Luckily,
Boggers had the
foresight to plan for
this danger and laid
his trail very much
off road.
Our start point was
the Bricklayer’s
Arms, but the run
was to end chez
Boggers so our

bags went into

a waiting car
organized by Mrs Boggers
or Nookie. Being a retired
hasher I’m assuming
that all comments like
Nookie-in-the-car-park
and Nookie-in-the-back-
garden have all been
done before and will
therefore clearly avoid
a bit of Nookie teasing.
This was a joint run with

For
many a trip out
to Bromley South might
be to venture to the
unfashionable arm of the
galaxy, but for me this
is local territory. In fact,
my greatest fear on this,
Boggers’ 50th birthday
run, was that some
youngster of school age

the Old Coulsdon hash,
and Lofty’s Henry added
to the general canine
ambience.

We headed off past the
back of a rival school,
Ravensbourne, before
plodding across Norman
Park, where my school
holds it’s Sports Day, and
into surprisingly rural
terrain full of shiggy and
little brooks to cross.
Solutions to checks

were no further than

you could toss a poodle,
(though | say that without
scientific experimental
confirmation), which was
just as well as | never saw
our hare once on trail.
Meanwhile, the landlady of
the Bird in the Hand was
having her usual leisurely
start to a Sunday lunchtime
with only the sound of a
staggeringly drunk gnat
walking across the bar to
keep her company when
suddenly 30 hashers come
crashing through the door

(H01d[Coulsdonlhashersi*
fnegotiating thelshigg

demanding jars of her
finest ale - poor dear.
Following this pleasant
drink stop there was
supposed to have been
just a short way to go, but
Boggers, whose name
had been curiously apt for
this run, sent us through
dense thickets of brambles
before we flopped
exhausted into the back of
his garden.

Boggers had laid on drinks
and grub for us, which was
most welcome on a chilly
day.

It turned out that Boggers
was not the only one
celebrating a birthday

so Titanic received a
celebratory down down.
The Erector finally

got his 50th tankard. ?,
the GM of Old Coulsdon
entertained us and dealt
out down downs to both
chapters.

on on,

Chi-Su

Boggersjand dﬁ;{g{mmw“v = \1-
f5

5




The day dawned
uncharacteristically
bright and sunny. | say
*“uncharacteristically”
because it was, well,
uncharacteristic in this
year of cold, snow, sleet,
blah blah blah. But,
each days a new one,
and this one promised

to be memorable. | had
looked up Isleworth on
Googlemaps. It looked to
be surrounded by great
gobs of green spaces,
perfect for scenic hashing.
Beautiful weather,
abundant parks, a quaint
country pub...what more
could one wish for? Oh,
right, perhaps a hare
who wasn’t fixated on
housing estates, sewage
dumps, and car parks.
Unfortunately, that’s
exactly the trail that
Looberty presented,
along with an abnormal
number of false trails,
loops, and back-checks.
Apparently Looberty’s
trail-setting habits were
well known, and Pete
the Pilot looked at me
with pity as | rhapsodized
about anticipating a lovely

Pear God.

country run as the train
pulled out of Waterloo.
Also on the train were
Little Bear, Daffy,
and Testiculator,
who mentioned that
he had never been

to the Red Lion Pub
in the daylight (read
“while sober”). At
the Isleworth train
station, we noticed
that the pub trail
had initially been
set as ‘WLH3’. Was

this some kind of warning?
The pack gathered in front
of the pub, and visitors
Moral Malpractice,
Just Julie, (Charleston
Happy Heretic Hash) and
Sticky Sex Toy (Hong
Kong) were introduced.
The hare pointed to the
left, and the pack duly
headed off. Two blocks
into the trail, however,
everyone was back,

as the first false trail

was discovered. The

first falsie of many, as

it turned out. Front
runners Bhopal, Man
Magnet, Ryde, and the
other speedsters were
constantly returning to
the main pack as the trail
looped around on itself

or ended entirely. Erik
enjoyed shouting ‘on on’
at all times, whether he
was or not. As frustrating
as all the false trails were,
they did serve to keep
the pack together most of
the time. So good marks
to the hare there. But
where were the scenic
park trails? Nowhere, as
it turned out, unless you
call the car park of the

Please send clothes for all those poor ladies on Dads computer.

Awen.

Run 2002 « Red Lion e Isleworth « 19/3/11

West Middlesex Drainage
Works scenic. Or the sight
of Tango changing out

of her long sleeved shirt.
At one point the trail got
tantalizingly close to the
river at Richmond Bridge,
but it quickly veered off
into a back alley again.

So back to the pub,

where the landlord laid

on an excellent spread of
sausages, pizza, and chips.
In spite of the pleasant
back garden, the hashers
clustered in the front

of the pub in order to
catch the best of the sun.
Thunderthighs disguised
herself in a gold wig that
she said she found in a
drain pipe behind the pub
(and she put this thing on
her head?) Just as the sun
and the beer was starting
to mellow everyone out,
the down downs were
called. Recognition was
given to the visitors,
newlyweds JWax and
Baldrick, those crazy
kids who were married
on Valentine’s day,
and Little Bear and
Daffy, who apparently
had some ‘afternoon
delight’ at a pub along
the way. Looberty
got a down down for
being the hare, and
then another for

the announcement
of his impending
fatherhood.
Bulldozer, the
future mother, was
also called up.
There was some talk
of naming the future
hasher “Little
Trucker” but this

was wisely deferred to the
future. Yours truly was
given a mug for 50 runs.
Strap On was called up
for complaining about
the food and the beer.
She defended herself by
explaining that she had
high standards. So how
does she explain being

a hasher if she has such
high standards? This will
have to remain a mystery,
as the hash adjourned to
the pub to watch rugby.
That sad story will not

be recounted here, but
suffice it to say Erik

and KC were happy with
the outcome. At some
point Eagermount and
Periodical showed up to
watch the slaughter, er,
match, but things start
getting foggy about here,
so best to sign off.

On out,

Sleek Cheeks




After a week in the
office staring outside
to see the sunshine in
Britain, finally it was
Saturday. But as the
trail this week started
up the back-passages
of Barnes, it might
explain why on my
day off the sun did
not shine anymore
and it just started
to become dark
and wet. Yes, the
1993+10 run of the
London H3 was
special in many
ways. Apparently
the hash covered
great sites, such
as Barnes, hashing
over Putney Bridge
and through
Putney Common.
The hares
Stretch Marks,
Nut Sucker, PF
tried their best,
but what could
one expect from
two hares who
will to run the
London Marathon
in less then a
month? Cold sweat
was on the hashers
foreheads when it
was announced that
we have a long trail
today.

Hard Core Bummer
returned after 9
months to the Hash.
Some women produce
something in this time,
did he also or what was
his excuse?

And on top of all

this there was meant
to be some boat race
on that day; CAMfort
vs. Oxbridge? No idea
who actually made the
race in the end, but
Tablewhine took it
very serious today with
numerous sprints along
the trail and when
pointed out he just
said: “l have a new
foot...”

Trigamist (name has
it already that he must
be very convincing

;-) ) lead the pack

5 Al consisting of Jason,
| Mother H Martian Matron,
| Madrid Jerking Chimp and

Crack into a false
trail. But one X did
not stop him... XXX

Year started:

{ 2008
r\},_‘::lfw -

was required to weaken
the confidence in him as
his argument ("it always
goes this way”) to make
the pack lose faith and
return to the trail.

And there was the arrow
announcing DS - Drink stop.
Delight and happiness
fulfilled the hashers as
they would do what they
do best. But the hares had
another idea; the first 14
DS- marks meant “don’t

stop” and only the last ‘
one lead to the refreshing
bubbly.

Dave-ja vu wouldn’t
know any of this. He

ran the trail listening to
SClub7 on his MP3player.
But that is not as bad as
Twinpeaks who came
late and then disguised as
a Runner and jogged along
the river.

The Nitting circle - as
everyone sat down - gave
the big honors to Chi Su
who had his 50 hash today.
Congratulations! (and now
get a life)

Highlights of the down
downs included Titanic
for looking like a traffic
warden, Sogu Sonata

in A-Minor and Jerking
Chimp Visitor down
downs, Mother (with

Kid) Last Tango with

all the other redheads,
Jason and Caboose for
not supporting the boats
to sink, and Erik for
oversleeping on the train.
Damn...sleeping pays off?
Need to try that. On that
note,

On On Crack.
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once it was nice
to turn up at Terminal 5
not having to get there

2 hours early to run the
usual gauntlet of security
morons, check in queues, 2
mile walks to the terminal
gate etc. Just as well as
the Piccadilly line was
living up to its usual crap
standards. Having used this
pub before the decided
absence of a P trail was not
too much of a hindrance.
The first sight to greet me
at the pub was an ashen
faced Sky Lark who had
just parted with £3.90 for
a pint (Longford is part

of West Drayton for gods
sake, not Kensington!!!),
perhaps they think they
are an extension of

the airport and charge
accordingly. Maybe for this
reason, the hare, Rambo,
decided todoanAto B
trail. A combination of his
normally long trail plus
extortionate beer prices
could well have led to a
lynch mentality from a
justifiably aggrieved pack.

One of our American
visitors had just turned up

Run 2004 « The White Horse « Longford « 2/4/11

luggage,
where

else can
you book a
run and a flight
together? To his
credit the hare

managed to find

plenty of
off road trail.
As usual the
checks and
false trails
reflected his
warped sense

of humour. =
We did run -
past one Q=
caravan site, il

but it being

a Saturday lunchtime, the
inhabitants were most
likely either too hung
over or were still in police
custody after their normal
Friday night revelry to

being West Ham v Man
United on the box (with
Wayne Rooney having some
eloquent things to say to
the camera), the pack

left the locals in peace
and decamped to the pub
garden.

After slaking our thirst,
the stand in RA, Yorky
Porky on a rare occasion
he wasn’t earning yet more
air miles had gallantly left
his sick other half back in
Northolt to officiate. After
duly punishing the hare,
the following criminals
were dragged into the
circle for their down
downs.

Funky Gibbon,
Psychedelic, Bulldozer
and Eric the Retard for
frightening the children
away and porking out on
ice cream.

The scribe for having a 10
year old Arran (I should
mention that this was a
whisky!)

Sleek Cheeks for
delighting in smelling
something rather
unpleasant.

Ryde for technophobia
with a camera.

Lifer, visiting nerd who
knew exactly how many
hashes he had run (2001
apparently)

Thunder Thighs, Tango
punctuality award (an hour
late).

Gnome Nuts, visitor
Lego Lass, returnee

On On
Mad Cow

ate), the ice
ream vans

unsuspecting passers by.
The local children were
suddenly frightened away
by the arrival of what
they thought were a
bunch of sweaty nonces
which were in fact the
pack, several of whom
choose to enhance their
already athletic figures
by stuffing themselves
with ice cream. After
the usual approx 7
mile trail, the thirsty
pack finally arrived at
B whence a collective
executive decision
was made not to

bus or drive back

to A to sample the
£3.90 pints. There



Although
it was a fine sunny
day, no one was willing
to take responsibility
for the weather or for
starting the run. Only
when we threatened to
elope with the hash cash
and sabotage the 2000th
run celebrations did
Table Whine, the most
“senior” member of the
Mismanagement present,

step forward to take
charge. He proceeded, in a
fit of sheer vindictiveness,
to nominate me as scribe.

There were a virgin

and several returnees
and visitors who were
briefly introduced to the
pack. Then TDH quickly
explained about the run,
and we were off.

Proclaimed as a Classic,
so the run turned out to
be. Quickly through the
streets, a tricky false
trail, and we were in the

park at Ally Pally, full
of people taking the
spring air. He sent us
up and down, in and

There was a regroup
at the top by the
Palace, a couple of
back-checks outside
the park, returning
us whence we had
come, and a bit of
shiggy down by the
lake, thrown in
for good measure.
In fact, it was

the mother of all
cunning plans.

Back at the pub, we
monopolised the shelter
outside, necessary to
protect us from the sun,
and other customers
from our singing. All |
can decipher from my
contemporaneous notes
is that down-downs were
awarded to returnees
Rowdy, a wasp-wit from
Hammersmith & Leicester
(not a building society),
and Anaconda and her

L

out, round and round.

Run 2005 « The Spring Park Tavern

Bounds Green « 10/4/11

i T

S

2

Many of the pack then
adjourned to Thunder
Thighs’ house in Wood
Green to help celebrate
her birthday.

On On, Bhopal

Italian partner, to Sleek
Cheeks from New York
for refusing to run errands
for a disabled person in
the park, and to virgin
Steve Craddock from
Brentford, who had been
rgade to come by Hands
n.




after a bit of a
hike out & yet another late
start, off we went...... along
some dam road. Why,
there’s more greenery than
you could shake a stick
at. Tango even turned
up on time! Anyway
after an inordinately long
wait, we eventually hit

Run 2006 ¢ The Victoria

the greenery.... Only
to then find a back
check from the first
check point that took
us away from the
greenery!!!

Eventually, our
illustrious hare finally
took us into the
greenery & stayed
there for ages. Not
too bad an idea,
but why wait so
long? Heyho, | did
come across the
remaking of the
Texas chainsaw
massacre. This
was the budget version
called The Oxshott blunt
Saw nutter.

Anyway, so having survived
an attack by some Sceptic
trying to look hard with her
Saw, we finally stumbled
on our first drink stop.

Pity it wasn’t beer, but we
can’t have everything. A

e e 8,

nice setting right by a lake
& off we set. Anyway,
having survived the nutter
(see paragraph above), the
writer of these fine prose
then gets attacked by a
vicious matchstick..... 3
times!!! causing the said
writer to fall flat on his
face in the mud. Nothing
more than | deserve | hear
you say.

So on we went, and on,
and on until we arrived at
the 2nd drink stop. This
time we had beer. So

the hare did at least get
something right. So back
to the pub, at which point
my bank manager had a
heart attack given the
price of the beer. With
that & the need to get
ready for another event
in the evening, | had

to foxtrot Oscar. Not
sure who got down
downs, but at a guess

| would say the hare,

the two virgins, two
visitors, & anyone else

if the RA was trying in
some vain attempt to
entertain everyone.

ON ON

Boggers

Celebrat;

Oxshott « 16/4/11

Quite lnteresting Fact:
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