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Grand Master: -  

 Chris (Testiculator)Andrews  
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Hon Sec: -  

Nikki (Call Girl)Gordon- Jones 
onsec@londonhash.org   

 
Hare Raiser:-  

Steve (Boggers) Price 
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VOLUME  32 -  ISSUE  2 

STOP PRESS…………………London H3  will 
reach it’s 2000th r*n in April 2011 – please let a 
committee member know if you are willing/able to be 
involved in organizing a celebratory event. 

 

Don’t miss in this issue:  
 

-  
-  
-  
-  
-  
-  

 
 
 
 
 

Send items for this mag 
to London Hash….. 

 
Email: edithare@londonhash.org 
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LONDON H3 AGPU 
The Bulls Head, Barnes 

13th October 2008 
Hare: Trigamist 

 

Last trail for Trigamist as the GM of London Hash House Harriers. 

On On along the river heading towards Hammersmith but inevitably we turned towards the common, 

Not that I have a clue where the trail went – it’s over a month and many beers later. 

Down Downs were mostly for outgoing and incoming committee members – loads of them. 

Only Trig stood down from the committee after four years of magnificent leadership.   

New committee members include Teapot, Domesticator, Skylark, Knickers, Tablewhine & Ryde. 

Hash food was provided, once the pub staff remembered – Thai sausage rolls and spicy chips, I think!  

3  hours later, no, more like 6 hours later, tired and emotional and found my glass empty – on home. 



 3 

QUIZ PAGE 

 
********************************************************* 
Mobile Phone Rudeness 
One of my pet peeves is the almost constant use of mobile phones by people while driving, on the train, shopping, dining, queuing, etc. 
Does no one know how to say, 'I'll call you back?'  
 
Well, it has gone beyond that now with phones being used in supposedly relaxing getaway places such as the beach. This is beyond 
inconsiderate. 
 
While on the beach recently, I had to sit there and listen to this woman chatter on for at least an hour as she pranced back and forth in 
front of me.  I couldn't concentrate on my book………… (SEE NEXT PAGE) 

CAPTION COMPETITION 
 

Send your captions to 
edithare@londonhash.org 
 

SPOT THE DIFFERENCE COMPETITION 
 

SPOT THE BALL…… 
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HOW  
THOUGHTLESS 
AND 
INCONSIDERATE 
CAN SHE BE? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
******************************************************************************************************************************** 

 
 
The couple were 85 years old and had been married for sixty years.  Though they were far 
from rich, they managed to get by because they watched their pennies.  
Though not young, they were both in very good health, largely due to the wife's insistence on 
healthy foods and exercise for the last decade.  
One day, their good health didn't help when they went on a rare vacation and their plane 
crashed, sending them off to Heaven. 

 
They reached the pearly gates, and St.Peter escorted them inside.  He took them to a 
beautiful mansion, furnished in gold and fine silks, with a fully stocked kitchen and a waterfall 
in the master bath.  A maid could be seen hanging their favourite clothes in the closet.  
They gasped in astonishment when he said, 'Welcome to Heaven.  This will be your home 
now.'  

The old man asked Peter how much all this was going to cost.  'Why, nothing,'  
Peter replied, 'remember, this is your reward in Heaven.'  
The old man looked out the window and right there he saw a championship golf course, finer 
and more beautiful than any ever built on Earth..  
'What are the greens fees?,' grumbled the old man.  
'This is heaven,' St. Peter replied.  'You can play free, every day.'  
 
Next they went to the clubhouse and saw the lavish buffet lunch, with every imaginable cuisine 
laid out before them, from seafood to steaks to exotic deserts, free flowing beverages.  
'Don't even ask,' said St. Peter to the man.  This is Heaven, it is all free for you to enjoy.'  
The old man looked around and glanced nervously at his wife.  
'Well, where are the low fat and low cholesterol foods and the decaffeinated tea?,' he asked.  
That's the best part,' St. Peter replied.  'You can eat and drink as much as you like of whatever 
you like and you will never get fat or sick.    
 
This is Heaven!'  
The old man pushed, 'No gym to work out at?'  
'Not unless you want to,' was the answer.  
'No testing my sugar or blood pressure or...'  
'Never again.   
All you do here is enjoy yourself.'  
 
The old man glared at his wife and said, 'You and 
your bloody bran Flakes.  We could have been here 
ten years ago!'  
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Hash: 1864 
Hares: Peacemaker & Snow White 
Where: A to B from Oxshott 
 
Well we should have known what to expect.  It was dark, 
cloudy and the sky was very White.  There had also been 
some snow in the week.  So with Snow White as one of 
our hares, things didn’t look good.  That said, a few 
brave hardy souls read the instructions & turned up at 
the appointed hour.  At around 12.15 off we trotted 
weary that there were only as many chalk arrows as we 
had digits… that’ll be 21 then - Ed!! 

 
Lots of flour, plenty of mud, a returnee – Oktoberfest Hooker – a little 
light drizzle and lots of greenery.  So as it says in the advert, “so where 
the bloody hell aaaarrre you???  Well we know where our illustrious GM 
– PBUH – was… on the lemonade the previous day, & therefore still in 
bed bonking, snoring, or both.  Perhaps his new young floozy could 
enlighten us… & then again, perhaps not.  Way too much information. 

 
Eventually sense prevailed – a rarety on the hash – and we finally arrived at B…. a pub in 
Claygate.. & a Youngs pub at that.  So a good end to a reasonable day.  The hares didn’t 
get their just desserts, only a traditional drinkie… & a mere half at that.  I think we recognised 
Oktoberfest Hooker.  We did manage to recognise the GM’s 100th run… with a pewter mug 
no less… even if Ryde did manage to forget Airhead’s 100th run mug (or did I? Ed).  
 
ON ON 
Boggers   
 

The Value of a Drink   
 
'Sometimes  when I reflect back on all the wine I drink  
I feel  shame.   Then I look into the glass and think  
about the workers in the vineyards and all of their hopes  
and dreams .. If I didn't drink this wine, they might be 
out of work and their dreams would be shattered.    
Then I say to myself, 'It is better that I drink this wine 
and let their dreams come  true than be selfish and worry 
about my liver.'  
~ Jack  Handy  
 
 
WARNING:  The consumption of alcohol may leave 
you wondering what the hell    
happened to your bra and panties.  
 
 
'I  feel sorry for people who don't drink. When they  
wake up in the  morning, that's as good as they're  
going to feel all day. '  
~Frank  Sinatra  
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08-10-25 London H3 #1863 Farringdon, Sekforde Arms 
 
In true form, the London Hash is slowly (emphasis on the being slow) phasing out the running part from the 
coinage ‘drinking group with a running problem.’ As it so happens 1863 was the year the world’s first 
Underground train went into service, operating from Farringdon to Paddington. In recognition of this historic 
event, for LH3’s 1863rd run it was an A to B to A between the two stations. Although, truth be told they took the 
train from the A to the B, lazy bastards.  
 
Upon arriving at the Skeforde Arms near Farringdon Station, the majority of the hashers took a leisurely stroll to 
the station to embark on a journey to Paddington Station. A few hasher, however, felt restless and did a Speedy 
Gonzales right from the get go. As a result, Skylark and another hasher got onto an earlier train. When they 
arrived, to kill time while waiting for everyone else, they dashed into a restaurant to get lubed up. After a spell 
they reemerged but could not locate any hashers or the trail for the matter. Skylark, a life long Londoner, wasn’t 
really sure where to go next and so he put his faith in an American for directions. Sthweetheart led the hapless 
hasher out of the wilderness and soon their hearts warmed in rejoice when they finally heard over the honking 
and roar of diesel engines a loud shrieking ‘on on’ in the distance. 

  
For the rest of the hashers who all got on the same train at Farringdon, at 
about halfway to Paddington at Edgware Road Station, Thunder Thighs felt 
the need to make sure her horn was in proper working order and gave it a 
good tut tut in the cabin. Suzy, upon hearing this, lurched from the train 
thinking the bellowing of the horn signified that all the hashers should 
disembark. 2AM gallantly sprinted after her and pulled her back into the 
train just as the doors slammed shut.  
 
At Paddington the path took the hashers to the back of the station to what 
had originally been the front entrance, now closed off and derelict. From 
there the hashers darted over and around the canal, on past Edgward Road 

Station and Baker Street into Regents Park. Once there 
they congregated at the gazebo for the first drink stop in 
which Unacceptable served a Ribena (blackcurrant) and 
vodka concoction.  
 
After lollygagging around with their drinks the athletic 
spirit among the hashers had diminished every so lightly 
– it should be appreciated that there has never been much 
to begin with. To revitalize and reinvigorate the hashers, 
the dear GM, Testiculator, led the group in a rousing 
round of Father Abraham.  
 
And off once again, under the hill and up dale, to Euston 
Station for another drink stop, hosted this time by Fat 
Bastard. On hand was burgundy wine and sandwiches 

with red cabbage, beets, salami, and cheese. After gorging themselves, it 
was time to amble on to King’s Cross and St. Pancras before ducking 
south on the home stretch towards the pub.  
 
Back at the pub as the hashers were getting modestly inebriated after the 
run they also munched on homemade pumpkin pie Teapot had made for 
no reason in particular. As well during this time, an oyster card turned up 
and Tablewhine sent Teapot off to the station to determine where it had 
been used in the hope of figuring out who the lost property belonged to. 
Tablewhine assured Teapot the circle would not start with out him and off 

Glad you told me what 
the GM was doing! Ed 
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he went. No sooner had he left, the 
circle started. Testiculator was 
given a fine down-down for 
setting a well enjoyed trail. Last 
Tango, for organizing the food and 
drink stops, and Unacceptable and 
Fat Bastard for facilitating them 
did NOT receive a down-down 
because the  RAs forgot! 
Regardless, their efforts of these 
unsung heroes were 
overwhelmingly appreciated as the 
dink stops were some of the best 
in recent memory. Visitors and 
returnies, including Princess 
Albert, Petit WeeWee and 

Wildbush, as well as the virgin, Luke, were singled out. Then the RA 
singled out those people who had failed to heed the warning that all 
hashers would be expected to wear purple or maroon. With careful calculations, a tube map in hand and based on 
what color the offenders was wearing, the RA arranged the hashers next to and on top of each other to illustrate 
major tube junctions throughout the city and how the various lines connect. 

Later on it was determined that it had been Camel who had 
lost his travel card, and also more embarrassing, it was 
disclosed that he had on numerous occasions in recent days 
failed to touch out when exiting the underground. Tsk tsk. 
Speaking of lost property, after Thunder Thighs 30th 
anniversary run in September a pair of glasses turned up but 
after endless search no owner could be found. Thunder 
Thighs was reproached concerning the glassed at which time 
she confessed that she wasn’t sure they weren’t in fact hers. 
Whoops. So in the circle they were returned to her amidst 
much fanfare.  
 
As well, on the way to the run in the morning Tablewhine and 
Ryde ran into Wildbush and Sheeps It Up on the tube just at 

the were literally returning from Uzbekistan, still with heavy luggage on back, and talked them into abandoning 
there intention of going home in favor of joining the run. Wildbush and Sheeps It Up got the down-down, but it 
probably should have gone to Tablewhine in recognition of his powers of persuasion, and he didn’t even help 
them heave their bags to the pub. There were a few more offenders, such as Sthweetheart with new shoes and 
Snow White for being the forthcoming hare and yet not having a clue as to where the run was going to be. 
 
Again, kudos to the hare and special thanks to Last Tango, Unacceptable, and Fat Bastard. 
On On 
 
YYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY 
Teapot was sitting quietly reading his paper when Domesticator walked up behind him and whacked him on the head with a magazine. 

"What was that for?" he asked.  

"That was for the piece of paper in your trouser pocket with the name Hot & Delicious written on it," she replied.  

"Two weeks ago when I went to the races, Hot & Delicious was the name of one of the horses I bet on," he explained. 

"Oh, I'm sorry," she said. "I should have known there was a good explanation." 

Days later he was watching a football match on TV when she walked up and hit him on the head again, this time with a saucepan, which knocked him out 
cold.   When he came to, he asked, "What on earth was that for?" 

She replied, "Your horse called." 
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RECENT VISITORS ON LONDON H3  HASHES 
 

KEW BRIDGE – 19TH  OCTOBER 2008 – VISITORS FROM SCOTLAND & BRISTOL 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
CLAPHAM SOUTH – 15TH  NOVEMBER 2008 – THE GONADS H3 FROM BRUSSELS 
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London HHH - 8 Nov 2008 in Greenford 
 

“Twin Peaks”, who had just celebrated her 20th Birthday with 
20 years of experience, was the hare, and she arrived to the 
pub disguised as a mountain hare after having set the trail. 
The weather up to the run was lousy, and she had 
apparently been falling with the flour landing on top of her. 
There was probably more flour on her than on the trail. 
 
“Eric the Viking” arrived late, but not surprisingly managed to 
make it directly to the beer stop alongside the Grand Union 
Canal under a small bridge. Here Twin Peaks had her 
birthday song, and the weather was now almost perfect. 
Most hashers wore only one or two layers on their top. 
However, “October Fest Hooker” wanted to be on the safe 
side and when I counted her layers, I realized she was 
steaming under 5 layers! 
 
The first part of the run was pretty silent, but then “Teapot” 
and “Domesticater” arrived –also late – on the Horsenden 
Hill and things became noisy as usual when “Teapot” is 
within 2 miles. 

 
“Thunderthighs” warned “Ship of the Desert” about the gays meeting on the hill, and we noticed at 
least 5 hunting gays. Apparently no hashers found them particularly attractive and they were left alone 
and untouched. 
 
Back in the pub “Eric the Viking” spent at least half an hour getting his first pint down, which is very 
unusual. Perhaps he was still suffering after the Oban Hash the previous weekend. Later on during the 
circle he had a Down Down for confusing the “Wolperdinger” Bavarian Fairytale animal with “Flying 
Sausages”, but he didn’t manage to drink it and had to rush to the closest 
toilet,which very conveniently was a toilet for disabled. 
 
As some hashers might be aware 
“Lilly von Stupp” had planned to 
propose to “Beach Bum” during the 
Prague Hash a couple of months 
ago, but unfortunately “Beach Bum” 
didn’t make it to Prague. Instead 
“Lilly” and “Ship of the Desert” were 
“engaged” in Prague, and during the 
Greenford run they had a picture 
taken together waving from the 
“Charles Bridge” at the Drink Stop. 
Later on in the pub they earned a 
Down Down for this. 
 
During the Circle “Double Entry” apparently sweated though her left breast until it appeared that the 
brown spot on her T-shirt was caused by carrying her dog, whose hash name I have forgotten. 
 
All in all a very nice day where everybody managed to find their way back to the pub, which offered 
food and drinks for the Down Downs. 
On On  Ship of the Desert 
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 TRUE STORIES   
This really is a true story –one 

of the Darwin Awards… 
When his 38-calibre revolver 
failed to fire at his intended 
victim during a hold-up in 
Long Beach, California, 
would-be robber James Elliot 

did something that can only 
inspire wonder. He peered down 

the barrel and tried the trigger 
again. This time it worked. 

 
When shall we three meet again? 

In thunder, lightening and in rain… 

I wish I hadn’t 
drunk that 
last beer! 

P*ss off!  
2 of us 
are RA’s 

 

Have I been 
missing out 
on 
something? 
(Ed) 

 
Whingeing 
B*stards!! 
(Ed)  
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08-11-22 London H3 #1867 Boston Manor, Harvester 
 
On a chilly November morning Jwax wrenched herself from 
between her sheets and set out to lay a trail in the virgin foothills 
of Hanwell (Baldrick set the checks). With the grass still moist 
from the morning dew, this seasoned hare (or at least so it seemed 
based on her attire) and her faithful sidekick dropped a queen’s 
ransom worth of flour before retiring to the family goodness and 
warmth of the Harvester restaurant and pub to patiently wait for 
the hashers to arrive. And arrive they did in droves by car, train, 
foot, and in some cases by sheer willpower. Some arrived in a 
wretched state, namely Teapot, who once in the door had to hurry 
to the bathroom to blow his nose. While there a friendly local 
kindly inquired as to whether he was suffering from the Columbian 
flu, to which Teapot replied that it had been a difficult Friday 
night. The fine fellow then asked if our sniffling Teapot might still 
have some darling white powder (your correspondent believes the 
gentlemen meant flour) and took great offense at Teapot’s 
greediness at having none left, at which they parted company, but 
not for the last time. 
 
Eventually the hashers made their way out into the cold exposure, stumbling somewhat aimlessly without a GM 
or even an RA to herd them along. Survival instincts nevertheless prevailed, and Knickers took the reigns to 
welcom visitors from Spain, Gangbang and Colonic Irrigation. And off and running they went, with Last Tango 
in the lead, followed by Sthweetheart, and pulling up from the inside More-On, with Butt Plug trailing by a nose. 
The hashers followed the perimeter of Elthorne Park, or at least that was true for the FRB’s. After some 
harrowing twists and turns the hashers made their way down Trumpers Way, across the canal and up to the great 
mound, only to find one false trail after another for both FRBs and SCBs. Some began to lose hope and fear 
crept in, but the promise of a drink stop offered the necessary incentive to carry on – for those still congregating 
in the pack that is. There were some hashers trailing behind who got this far and with so many trails leading off 
in so many directions they decided to put their faith in their trusted bloodhound, Swung-low, to lead them 
straight to the drink stop.  
 
Meanwhile, the FRB’s and SCBs eventually found each one another again at a regroup on a lovely canal lock 
near the historic Hanwell Asylum. At this point the trail made a break with the FRBs continuing on up the canal 
to Isambard Kingdom Brunel’s remarkable Three Bridges, before heading on back south, by way of the Fox 
along the canal until everyone was reunited under the very bridge the hashers had traversed earlier on Trumpers Way.  

 
The prize – Zubrowka’s Bison grass vodka mixed with apple juice. 
You correspondent is pretty sure it’s Polish but it was never clear why 
this was significant, but oh was it delicious!  
 
Then on back…..except for a small hitch. The trail had disappeared 
into the wet soil or into the bellies of cute woodland creatures, and so 
some hashers darted off on the ‘path’ of least resistance straight back 
to the pub. Other more daring souls, however, followed the hare as she 
tried to retrace her steps through the marsh and thicket – some did get 
lost and once again it was Swung-low to the rescue, taking the lead 
and blocking or laying to the ground any hasher foolish enough to try 
getting in front of him.  
 
Teapot filled in as RA, and proceeded to give the hare and her helper 
great accolades for what was in his estimation a superb trail. Knickers 
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got the first down-down for serious running (or at least so it had seemed as she 
had been wearing a marathon shirt during the run). Then on to nominations – a 
columnist in the London Paper had gone to great pains to define what an Alpha 
Male is, and gave 10 qualities in order to help in the identification process. As 
the RA began to go down the list an early favorite appeared, and in the end that 
hasher left all other candidates in the dust. By universal agreement the hasher 
that best exemplifies an ideal specimen of Alpha Maleness is Bulldozer!  
 
Sthweetheart and Ship of the Desert were then brought forth; Sthweetie for 
warming his hands, which were so painfully cold, down Ship’s pants, and Ship 
was honored for the great wisdom he bestowed upon us – “Why are the last 
people always at the end?” 
 
Before the circle, Colonic Irrigation, out of professional courtesy was offering 
to inspect several women’s bottom-sides. As it so happens, Swung-low’s bum 
had been hurting recently, especially since the vet had poked it with a rod. With 
Swung-low in the circle, Colonic gave a tender examination to which Swung-
low lathered him in wet gooey kisses.  
 
There were a few more down-downs after that. Notably for Gangbang, who 
when asked if she knew how Curly got his name replied, “certainly……because 

of his legs.” Also for Last Tango, who got fed up with not being able to sell Christmas tickets and so she set fire 
to the list of tickets she had already sold.  
 
Last but never least Eric got a down-down to celebrate his 60th birthday which had been on Thursday, and for 
also getting everyone sick at the Greenford run (namely Double Entry and Teapot).  
 
Ahh, and just in time for then a round of fireworks began, courtesy of the fine local fellow mentioned earlier 
along with his misses. At first they were enjoying the circle as spectators, but certainly not from afar. 
Somewhere along the way their fascination at what we were doing turned to consternation to aggravation and on 
to anger. The two of them began displaying pugnacious tendencies in a rather extreme fashion, with the women 
screaming profane remarks and the fellow kicking into Baldrick and grabbing at the RA. An unfortunate turn of 
events and as a group the hashers remained calm with Pope keeping a paternal eye to make sure no one got 
further accosted. As it so happens Snow White, More On and Martian Matron had long since skedaddled in 
search of a pub which was showing cricket or football, and so the Hashers left the Harvest en masse and for 
those wishing to continue on joined the sports fans at an Irish pub opposite the station where the merriment 
continued on well into the wee hours. 
 
On On Teapot 
 

Notes from the Editor: 

Definition of an Alpha Male: 
1. His driving style must be fast, confident and decisive. 
2. He must be able to read a map effortlessly and -
without error. 
3. He must be good at DIY. Good examples are 
assembling IKEA furniture without c onsulting the 
instructions (and preferably with a bare chest). 
4. He must be good at sport, although not just any sport.  
(AM sports include football, rugby and snow-boarding). 
Non-AM sports include ice-skating and swimming 
(particularly breaststroke). 
5. He must eat meat.  
6. He must enjoy drinking, but only beer. 
7. He must be virtually impossible to embarrass. 
8. He must not espouse any alternative therapies or 
weird religions. 
9. He must show confidence and utter belief in his 
abilities socially, both personally and professionally.  
10. And this is non-negotiable: he must be a brilliant 
snog and excellent in bed. 
 

The Route courtesy of Ship of the Desert (Note the average 
speed!!!! – do you think he stopped off at a pub on route? ): 
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HASH STATS AND TITANIC’S PREDICTIONS FOR NEXT YEAR 
 

Hashers TOTAL LH3  LH3 Runs  Prediction by   Hashers TOTAL LH3  LH3 Runs  Prediction by  

 RUNS 2007-8 TDH 2008-9   RUNS 2007-8 TDH 2008-9 

Boggers 414 44 41  KC 475 7 14 

Ryde 660 39 43  Lofty 645 7 5 
Last Tango 230 38 40  Marxist 548 7 11 

Teapot 38 38 29  Oktoberfest Hooker 7 7 5 
Eric Sutherland 248 37 31  Smack the Oyster 8 7 5 

Pete the Pilot 622 33 31  Titanic DH 180 7 13 
Testi 97 33 44  Born again 82 6 4 

Domes ticator 31 31 23  Cyst Pit 14 6 4 
Thunderthighs 1182 31 30  Drainoil 147 6 5 

Tablewhine 276 27 30  Fat B*st*rd 97 6 4 
Trigamist 283 27 19  Foghorn 13 6 7 

Jilted Jugs 108 25 22  Guin-*rse  17 6 4 
Pickled F*rt 253 24 21  Hard Core Bomber 127 6 9 
Martian Matron 136 23 25  Hatman 13 6 3 

B*tt Plug 62 22 20  Peacemaker 365 6 15 
Unacceptable 389 21 17  Uso I 6 6 12 

Budapest BF 20 20 8  Baldrick 7 5 8 
Double Entry 99 20 17  Bear Behind 14 5 4 

More on 149 20 24  Boy Blunder 82 5 3 
Screwloose 227 20 17  Bulldozer 87 5 8 

Lilly Von Stoop 20 19 14  Caboose 66 5 8 
2AM 152 18 16  DOA 30 5 3 

Kn*ckers 329 18 26  Eagermount 215 5 3 
Rambo 725 18 16  Hedgehog 8 5 1 

Beach B*m 18 17 14  Just Hussein  5 5 0 
Ship of the Desert  17 17 18  Man Magnet (M&M)  42 5 4 

Souflait 218 16 15  Pope 428 5 6 
Hot & Delicious 59 14 22  Scottish Ambassador 9 5 5 

Lost Interest 45 14 12  T Twinkles 30 5 4 
Not Out 47 14 16  Wheezer 5 5 6 
Snow White 164 14 12  Yorky Porky  31 5 5 

Call G 72 13 16  Called Away  46 4 4 
Mad Cow  88 13 19  Flash Git 19 4 6 

Airhead 98 12 8  Gaylick (Barnes H3) 13 4 3 
Janni the Nanny 197 12 11  Horrible (WLH3) 4 4 10 

R*nt Boy 200 12 12  Liyuan (cn) 4 4 6 
Daffy D 142 11 10  Mouthwash 18 4 8 

Jaywax 20 11 14  Sh*te*rse 4 4 0 
Mick Mac 472 11 7  Twiglet 144 4 0 

Pecker 51 11 8  Arty F*rty (Aileen) 3 3 0 
Skylark 11 11 25  Bang-Up (Dawn Steeves) 10 3 6 

Hijacker 78 10 9  Bowb*lls 241 3 7 
Bhopal 52 9 8  Burning Bush 3 3 0 

Black Hole 45 9 7  Can't Can't (Maja) 9 3 0 
Please Sir 560 9 12  Crystal B*lls  98 3 4 
Bonnie 44 8 5  Flybynyt 33 3 3 

Cheap Sh*t 11 8 6  Radio Soap 7 3 3 
Linford 40 8 6  Strap On (Uganda) 3 3 6 

Nice B*tt 11 8 18  Whacker 5 3 5 
Squashed B*lls 16 8 11      
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LONDON HASH HOUSE HARRIERS RUN LIST 

1870 Sunday 14th of December 12pm – Hare PIA - P trail from St. James' Park station 

1871 Saturday 20th of December 12pm – Hare Knickers - P trail from Syon Lane station (11.37 from Waterloo) 

1872 Saturday 27th of December 12 pm – Hare Mic Mac - P trail from Bounds Green station 

1873 Thursday 1st of January 7pm – Hare from WLH3 - P trail from Trafalgar Square station 

1874 Saturday 3rd of January 12pm - Hare Wacker - P trail from Pinner station 

1875 Sunday 11th of January 12pm – Hares Ryde & Tablewhine - P trail from Northolt station 

1876 Saturday 17th o f January 12pm – Hare Stayover - P trail from Hackney Central station (London 
overground from Highbury & islington or other. Exact date to be confirmed.) 

1877 Sunday 25th of January 12pm – Hares Teapot & Ship of the Desert – P trail from Rickmansworth 
station 

1878 Saturday 31st of January 12pm – Hare Butt Plug - details to be announced (exact date to be 
confirmed) 

1879 Saturday 7th of February 12pm – Hare Please Sir - details to be announced 

1880 Saturday 14th of February 12pm – Hare Last Tango - P trail from Putney station (RED dress run 
B to A) 

1881 Saturday 21st of February 12pm – Hare Jilted Jugs - P trail from Purley station 

One afternoon at Cheers, Cliff Clavin was explaining the  BuffaloTheory to his buddy Norm.  
Here's how it  went:  
 
'Well ya see, Norm, it's like this... A herd of buffalo can only move as fast as the slowest buffalo. And when   the  herd 
is hunted, it is the slowest and weakest  ones at  the back that are killed first This natural selection  is good  for the 
herd as a whole, because the general speed and health of the whole  group keeps improving by the regular  killing of 
the weakest members. In much the same way, the human brain can only operate as fast as the slowest brain cells. 
Excessive intake of alcohol, as we know, kills brain cells. But naturally, it attacks the slowest and weakest brain cells 
first. In this way, regular consumption of beer eliminates the weaker brain cells, making the brain a faster and more 
efficient machine.  That's why you always feel smarter after a few beers.'    
 
AND FINALLY………….. 
 
I am passing this on to you because it definitely worked for me today, and we all could probably use more calm in our 
lives. 
 
Some doctor on tele this morning said that the way to achieve inner peace is to finish all the things you have started. 
So I looked around my house to see things I'd started and hadn't finished and, before leaving  the house this morning, 
I finished off a bottle of Merlot, a bottle of shhhardonay, a bodle of Baileys, a butle of vocka, a pockage of Prunglies, 
tha mainder of bot Prozic and Valum scriptins, the res of the Chesescke an a bx a chocolets.  Yu haf no idr who fkin 
gud I fel. Peas sen dis orn to dem yu fee ar in ned ov inr pece.  


