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LH3 Hash Contacts

Another fantastic New Year charity
fund-raising event. Well done to
the many organisers and helpers
for what was a great evening.

Grand Master
Paul “Bonnie” Tylor
lh3gm®@londonhash.org

Hon Sec
Ging Gang Goolie
lh3onsec@londonhash.org

Edit Hare
Clifton “Chi-Su” Alden-Jones
chi-su@hotmail.co.uk

Hare Raiser
Pete the Pilot
lh3hare@londonhash.org

Send items for this mag to the edit hare above.
Many thanks to all who sent in jokes or photos for this
issue.

Download the colour version from the website http://
www.londonhash.org/hashtrash.php

This magazine is private & confidential and for
members of the London Hash House Harriers

Date Event Where Webshite Contacts
The historic old town
10 - 12 May 2013 Herts ]5|?Ot2 FUN | of Ware.... Where?.... | hertshash.co.uk Mr X
weeken Ware etc efc etc.
Okehampton
1921 July 2013 Full Moon Nash YHA, nr Dart- www.dlh3.org.
Hash uk/
moor
Isle of Wight C http://home.clara.
26 - 28 July 2013 | 30th Anniversary chn;xd chtorlan net/longwood/ Bendover
Weekend ansion iwhhh/30_flyer.pdf
Surrey H3 2000th |Plumpton College,| sh3OnSec@sur-
711 Aug 2013 Weekend Sussex reyh3.org Bonn Bugle
To be held f .
16 Aug - 18 Aug 13| Eurohash 2013 between the three | Nttp://eurohash. Man in Black
venues! hopto.org
Hosted by the Har- [ WWW. eoffkirby.
23-26 Aug 2013 | UK Nash Hash | dy’s Hash at Hooke co.uk/Nash- Geoff Kirby
Court, Dorset. Hash201 3/

ROTT Hash Hosted by the ROT | http://toedsh3-
13 - 15 Sept 2013 | Really Over The | H3 in Suffolk, United admin.com/

ﬁ) Top Hash Kingdom rott2013/




LONDON
HASH HOUSE

HARRIERS
FLIGHT NO. 2096 - THE
HOLE IN THE WALL,
WATERLOO
SCRIBE: LORD LUCAN
Pete the Pilot’s briefing
was to target ‘The
Wellington Bomber’,
Waterloo, for a blitz on
London. This rendez-vous
turned out to be enemy-
occupied, so Path-finder
Pete, having met his
Waterloo, piloted his
Squadron to another RY,
"The Hole in the Wall’,

narrowly missing
some down and
out civilians under
the Arch, who had
crept in under

the radar, one of
whom bore a very

to Titanic
Dickhead. This
proved to be the
only accurate
map-reading

of the entire
mission. The
sortie flew
north. Lord
Lucan was last
seen attacking
the London Eye anti-

clockwise. Eric the Red,

Viking, Embezzler,
Retard and Monkey-
Puzzler, ditched in the
North Sea. The vapour
trail went west. The
landing strip in Smith
Square (the birthplace of
Lord Lucan’s ancestors)
was obscured by fog. Six
bridges were taken in
(but not out). Frantic
map readings and new
co-ordinates from ‘The
Pilot’ sent his Squadron
south past the Imperial
War Museum (where Pete

strong resemblance

For this hash we had our very own visiting bard -
Longfellow - who spent the run devising the following
ode to the run, which he orated during the circle.

These runs were okay:; these runs werent poo.

Today, we had _two_ runs around Waterloo.

Still, I'm afraid that | did have to weep

At hashers ‘round checkings, huddled like sheep.

To heed the instructions perhaps I did fail

But I thought that the point was to _look_ for the trail.
At two, as we ran past that big banging watch

We ran past a protest from Stan of Baloch.

“I don't know where that is,” said this good hashing man.
“That’s okay,” said this lady, “There’s a whole lot of Stans.”
Now I'm not very smart, and my brain is the teeniest,
But I'd say that _THAT's_ geographical geniust.

This run was okay; it was no damp squib,

1 honor this hash, and its RA -- Spare Rib.

Run 2096;Waterloo Station
(first Wellington Pub, then
“Hole in the Wall” Pub)
Notes: ran past the London
Eye & Parliament Buildings --
where we saw a protest from
somebody from Balochistan.
In the second half of the run,
we somehow intersected
with the MASH Hash’s trail,
so there was lots of confusion
and a rather long trail for some
runners.

relic) before heading east,
narrowly missing Lambeth
Palace, but taking out,

in Kennington Road, one
of the approx. 100 blue
plaques where Charles
Dickens was born, lived,
wrote, lectured, went to
the lavatory, died, etc.

(“Come in Charlie Dickens

Charlie, your time is up”)
before limping home

on a wing and a prayer.
The Pilot had already
executed a spectacular
Immellmann Turn up his
own arse before bailing
out and abandoning his

Squadron, to tuck into the

traditional RAF eggs and
bacon.

At the mission debrief,
over Bombadier beers,

he was ritually debagged,
stripped of his wings

and his pilot’s licence
confiscated. He was
then court-air-marshalled
by Pontius Pilate and
sentenced to a life time
of Pilates. As for the
remnants of his Squadron,
one Malaysian aircrew
failed to return; Marxist
was observed chatting

up some young American

totty who couldn’t
decipher his left-wing
lingo, so had to be
consoled in the Officers’
Mess (mostly his) with a
tankard marking his 500
emissions; Tango (Come
in, takes 2 to Tango -
your time is up) received
her receptacle for 400
emissions in the Privates’
Mess, mostly hers) and a
down-down for arriving
60 minutes before take-
off; Bhopal received

his for 150 emissions;
Lady NO NO (ex Leading
Aircraftwoman, Royal
Australian Air Force No.
126666) aka Postcard,
received her mug (Lord
Lucan), for 50 missions.

The whole shebang was
an unwizard prang. For
Pete’s sake (and ours),
don’t let him path-find

again.

This report is despatched
from the ‘Locanda

di Pilota’, seriously,
Fiumaretta, Tuscany.

NO NO NO NO NO NO!!!!
nacul drolL



Run 2097 « The William Jolle
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No write up for
this one but the
pics are pretty self
explanatory. Lots
of shiggy yadda
yadda.

] Right: Longfellow
gave us another
hash poem in the
circle, though,
sadly, there’s no
transcript this
time.

Far Left: More On gets
| excited by the size of
Thunderthighs horn.

Right: Chi-Su nicks
Thunderthighs’
Christmas hat as things
get out of hand.

4l Far Above: Knickers
continues practicing her
gurning abilities.




Run 2098 « Springfield Bowls & Social Club
Ealing Common ¢ 22nd Dec 2012

so-Present and Past) -
William, Chi Su, Mad
Cow and More On.
Tango/2am/
ThunderThighs - caught
recycling historic Xmas
cards.

And finally Michael was
named Flog the Dead
Horse (did he work for

flooded wastes. Mad
Cow described the
many festivals held
here in more favourable
conditions - jazz,

blues, beer, comedy
and opera - surely

only a matter of time
before the Bowls Club
Xmas Fest joins these

Run
No ??? - Springfield

Bowls and Social Club,
Ealing

Hares - More On and
Martian Matron

RA -Spare Rib,Mad Cow
& Rambo

Weather - Wet Wet Wet

A strong turn-out for the
latest pre-Xmas afternoon
party at the Bowls Club
where Dutch delicacies,
seasonal music and local
beers were on offer. The
hares promised a short run
prior to the bacchanalia
to ensure appetites were
sharpened. This quickly
turned out to be wishful
thinking on the part of
the pack as we headed
out through North Ealing,
eventually emerging into
Hanger Hill Park. Here
hashers paddled their
way as best they could
across the paths only to be
comprehensively confused
at the other side. This
conveniently allowed
the pack to regroup
while swapping tales of
drowning. Eventually the
on-on was called by the
intrepid explorers and off
we set through the streets
and lanes towards Ealing
Broadway and thence to
home. Or not - as the trail
unexpectedly set off in
the opposite direction to
the glee of the hares. Out
towards West Ealing and
then finally emerging at
Walpole Park Ark where
the pack was admitted

wo at a time on to the

illustrious events.

At this point, old
hands regrouped at
a convenient check
under cover. A drink
stop was confidently
predicted as
mutinous rumblings
and the pitter-patter of
raindrops was once again
heard. It turned out to

be a false rumour and

the pack disembarked

to paddle on and over
Ealing Common. Just as
all seemed lost a dry oasis
was spotted - More On’s
Residence where survivors
gathered and grog and
mince pies were liberally
dispensed. All was now
forgiven and the running
aquatics forgotten in a
happy haze of beer and
excellent food around

the corner in the Bowls
Club. Here the assembled
players and singers belted
out Xmas classics to those
not-so classics.

Misdemeanours and down
downs were many as befits
the days before a holy
festival.

The Hares - enough said.
RAs included Spare Rib,
Mad Cow and Rambo -
weather incompetency.
KC, Hard Core Bomber
and Hot Down South -
risking injury by running
too fast.

Yorky - shamelessly job
tarting.

Snow White - returning.
Less On - dressed like a
psycho-killer

Funky Gibbon -
inexplicable injury
Orang Utang & Rose -
Mary Poppins imitators
Hard Core Bomber
again - deciding to bring
his own food to the party
The Four Ages of Christmas
(Future, Present, Not-

Tesco ?).

On On
Funky Gibbon

of the Mole
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Loads of out of
town visitors
on Tango’s
My Big Fat Greek pleasant jaunt
Butt Plug around her
Ean workplace - Temple.

Visitors came from Switzerland, America,
Malaysia but no one came as far as Sparerib,
who is clearly from a different planet.
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New Year’s
evening was surprisingly
warm and dry. | remember
turning up for this first run
of the year in years past,
when the weather has
been totally awful; cold,
dank and drizzly with a
strong wind, hardly an in-
centive to go out and run.
This year the evening was
quite mild in comparison, a
light wind, no rain and well
above freezing.

Normally London Hash is
responsible for setting the
run, but once again this
year was unusual. New
Year’s Day fell on a Tuesday
which as everyone knows is
City Hash night. I’d imagine
the rather tempting choice
facing London Hash was to
go ahead alone and ignore
City, but fortunately good
sense and a healthy dose of
reality from the new com-
mittee brought on the best
choice of a joint run. The

hares were Mick
Mack and Bon-
nie.

Mick Mack has
set many New
Year’s Day runs
over the years,
mostly taking us
for lengthy ex-

cursions south
of the river,
well away

from the over-
crowded fes-
tivities of the
New Year Day

Parade. The
streets just
south of the

river are fine on a sum-
mer’s evening, they are
not crowded with people,
in fact there are usually
very few people around,
more cars. In the summer
the streets are light, in the
winter they are dark, not
well lit with streetlights.
In the summer you can
look up at the fine office
and hospital buildings, in
the winter all you can see
are dark looming monoliths
glowering down at you. The
vast number of high build-
ings create wind tunnels,
so the already strong wind
becomes a gale, always
blowing against you. In
the summer the rather at-
tractive riverside pathway
from Westminster Bridge
to Lambeth Bridge is de-
lightfully solitary, in the
winter it’s just lonely. This
year Bonnie was the co-
hare and tempered Mick
Mack’s enthusiasm for the
long lonely trail south of

the river.
| usually like a longish run
and welcome the usual
City Hash of 5+ miles at a
good pace with youthful
athletic young hashers hur-
tling round a well set trail.
This year was different.
I’d had very little exercise
for the last month due to
excess travelling and was
still in the process of re-
covering from a longish
bout of jelly belly brought
on by brushing my teeth
in the local Dakar water. |
always rinsed afterwards,
but that wasn’t enough.
On New Year’s evening |
didn’t have the strength to
run for a long distance but
that was OK, Mick Mack
and Bonnie set a short run
through the touristy bits, it
was perfect!

After a short welcoming
speech from the hares we
set off round the block to-
wards Embankment where
we met our first false trail.
The pack quickly split up
with the front runners
breaking the checks and
Mick Mack marking them
through. We went through
Covent Garden, Leicester
Square, Trafalgar Square,
St. James Park and finally
along Whitehall back to
The White Cross. There was
a pudding stop at The ******
Steps outside The Foreign
Office where the Hash ate
the leftover puddings from
the Hash New Year’s Eve
party the night before. |
was too tired by that
point and just want-

Run 2100 « The Silver Cross

get to the pub, but what |
saw on offer looked good,
brownies and big nuts,
cheesecake too.
Back at the pub Spare
Rib organised the down-
downs. Bonnie named me
as the scribe which is why
information about the run
is a bit short. | only know
what went on around me; A
group of runners including
myself ran round the trail.
One of the City Hashers
ran at full speed into a rail
just after leaving Green
Park. He was in lots of pain
and had to sit down on the
pavement to recover. Did
he break any ribs?
Down downs included the
hares for a good trail.
Irian Jaya for having so-
ciable nuts, | heard him
comparing the size of his
nuts too.
Tango for frozen wine,
Chi Sui for shacking up
with Bonnie,Boy Blunder
for attempting to be an-
other Guy Faulks with his
fireworks outside a police
station. Mouthwash gave
Shakes Beer a down down
for wanting clotted cream
with her cheesecake at the
pudding stop,
A young visiting hasher was
named One Direction.
To round up, it was unani-
mously agreed that this was
by far the best run of the
year. Everyone was happy
except the baby who yelled
loud enough to drown out
the hash singing.

On - On, Knickers.

ed to keep going and
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Run 2101 Pub:
Edinboro Castle; Camden Hares:
Cumming Dear, with special as-
sistance from In Slide Out
RAs: Sparerib, Game & Away
Virgin Visitor(s): Bryan (G&A) and
allegedly a South African chap who
is friends with Tango. According to
disreputable source Yorkie Porkie,
this gentleman arrived early to the
hash (unlike his ‘friend’) and think-
ing he was late, dashed off to follow
the trail in hopes of catching the
pack...only to learn that LH3 starts
at 12 (AKA 1230....).
The R*n: Maintaining no new years
eve resolution illusions, 33 hashers
made their way through Camden

wh on Januiyeeszo' 3 pack
was treated with a delightful trot
through the Stable Markets, tempt-
ing many a hasher to bangles, bau-
bles, and used books. The trail then
wove through the canals connecting
Chalk Farm to Primrose Hill where
our cunning hare laid a false trail
through shiggy to the top of the hill
-- robbing pack members of a hazy,
but iconic view of Londontown and
all the potential for a drink stop.
Finally it was down the hill through
Regents Park and back to the pub
where hashers could eat, drink and
be merry.

Speaking of merriment, Tango
appeared to be starting the year
off on the right foot. Well, perhaps
not exactly ON her feet, as there
were reports of her being serviced
by not one, but three lovely gentle-
men. It remains unclear whether
she arrived late due to a day at the
“spa” or because she was having her
“engine repaired”. Regardless, she
was glowing and treated the pack to
champagne. Congratulations again
to her niece for placing second in
‘Dancing with the Stars, Portugal’.
Upon celebration of Eric’s 700th
run (Get a Life!), we learned that
our esteemed GM dreams of Eric
getting beaten by women, which
may account for Naughty Nym-
pho’s suspicious lack of engage-
ment and wedding bands. (Hint:

If you are out shopping for a new

bloke, leave the old one at home.)
That said, Bonnie later redeemed
himself twice over. Once for raising
additional money for charity and
twice for raising money for charity
by exploiting Sparerib’s deep and
abiding love for Jack Daniels. Well
played, Sir.

Additional down downs were be-
stowed upon the Visitor Virgin for
sitting -- slipping and falling in
Primrose Hill shiggy -- on trail and
to Buttplug for bounding down the
same hill like a gazelle, in pursuit
of his brethren at the zoo. A final
down down was levied for stupidity
(brilliance?) as Hardcore Bomber
braved the inane by asking the RA,
pre-circle, whether he would be in
receipt of a DD. When asked why,
the cheap b*astard explained he
wanted to know before investing in
another pint.

The Pack: Bhopal, Blood Stained
Clothing, Boggers, Bonnie,
Bryan Hess, Butt Plug, Car Say
No, Chi Su, Cumming Dear, Eric
Sutherland, Game and Away,
Going Commando, Hands On,
Hard Core Bomber, Hijacker,

In Slide Out, KC, Last Tango,
Lofty, Marxist, Mouthwash,
Naughty Nympho, Not Out,
Pete the Pilot, Please Sir, Ryde,
Scrumpi, Sparerib, Tablewhine,
The Erector, Thunderthighs,
Unacceptable, Yorky Porky.
Total: 33
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Hash Humour 1

Tired of constantly being broke and stuck in an
unhappy marriage, a young husband decided to solve
both problems by taking out a large insurance policy
on his wife with himself as the beneficiary and then
arranging to have her killed. A *friend of a friend’ put
him in touch with a nefarious dark-side underworld
figure who went by the name of ‘Artie. Artie explained
to the husband that his going price for snuffing out a
spouse was $10,000. The Husband said he was willing
to pay that amount but that he wouldn’t have any cash
on hand until he could collect his wife’s insurance
money.Artie insisted on being paid at least something
up front, so the man opened his wallet displaying the
single dollar coin that rested inside. Artie sighed,
rolled his eyes and reluctantly agreed to accept the
dollar as down payment for the dirty deed. A few days
later, Artie followed the man’s wife to the local Aldi
supermarket. There, he surprised her in the produce
department and proceeded to strangle her with his
gloved hands. As the poor unsuspecting woman drew
her last breath and slumped to the floor, the manager
of the produce department stumbled unexpectedly
onto the murder scene. Unwilling to leave any living
witnesses behind, Artie had no choice but to strangle
the produce manager as well. However, unknown to
Artie, the entire proceedings were captured by the
hidden security cameras and observed by the shop’s
security guard who immediately called the Police.
Artie was caught and arrested before he could even
leave the premises. Under intense questioning at the
police station,Artie revealed the whole sordid plan,
including his unusual financial arrangements with the
hapless husband who was also quickly arrested. ’ slevlark

The next day in the newspaper, the headline '
declared... ‘ARTIE CHOKES 2 for $1.00 @ ALDI’ - 11

3>
The NHS has been looking for a generic name for &
Viagra.
After careful consideration by a team of government
experts, it recently announced that it has settled on the
generic name of Mycoxafloppin. l've accidelﬂ'a"y “mﬁm UNITS
Also considered were Mycoxafailin, Mydixadrupin, swallowed some - stunm 19::: :Es’ra FANT ﬁ‘i"é
Mydixarizin, Dixafix, and of course, Ibepokin. Scrabble tiles. My . : CONFERENCE FACE L )

It was announced today that Viagra will soon be availd hext dUYle could spell
in liquid form, and will be marketed by Pepsi Cola as a disaster.

It will now be possible for a man to literally pour himself
a stiff one.

Obviously we can no longer call this a soft
drink, and it gives new meaning to the A pharmaceutical truck full of
names of ‘cocktails’, ‘highballs’ and just a Viagra was stolen today.
good old-fashioned ‘stiff drink’.

Thought for the day: There is more money i _ Police have asked
being spent on breast implants andViagra the public to be on
. ! : #. the lookout for

today than on Alzheimer’s research. 2" a group of
This means that by 2020, there should be a :: rr:i?:;?:
large elderly population with perky boobs

and huge erections and absolutely no
recollection of what to do with them.

power beverage suitable for use as a mixer. ::

O




R*n 2102, The Grey Horse, Sunbury
Hare: Bulldozer

Just as well there wasn’t a ticket inspector at Sunbury on the day, as there
was a fair few of us who hadn’t realised that Sunbury is not within the
Oyster Zone and that we should have got a ticket! That said, a small band of
hashers and harriets made it safely to Grey Horse, where we duly fuelled up
and dumped our bags in Bully’s car, as it was a A to B r*n. More worryingly,
the bags and car were left in Looberty’s capable hands, along with Pete
the Pilot and Simples - would we see them all again...

It was a cunning trail with a mixture of housing estates, greenery, shiggy and
a whole lot of false trails. But it worked, as the FRBs kept r*nning up those
FTs which meant by the time the slower r*nners had got to the checks, the
FRBs were back. This ensured that the pack were kept pretty much together
and this was important as we had been informed that there was to be a
drink stop towards the end of the trail. A drinks stop is always welcome

and acts as a damn good incentive to get the pack moving. That said, the
pack arrived at the drink stop at the appointed time only to discover that
the drinks were in the car and the Hare didn’t have the keys and Looberty
(who had the keys) was nowhere to be seen. A few quick calls and the sight
of Looberty appearing with Pete the Pilot and Simples and, more im-
portantly, the car keys in his hand was enough to avoid a small rebellion - or
mass escape to the nearest pub which is where they had just come from! As
| recall, the short wait was worth it as the whiskey mac’s went down very
well indeed.

After the drink stop, it was off to the pub which was warm and very welcom-
ing. On arrival we found Rent Boy and Dunny Penny who had beaten us to
it, but then they had been using pedal power. Not sure if that’s in the rules

- but wait, there are no rules! In the absence of the RA, yours truly stepped
up to the plate and down-downs were duly award to the Hare, visitors, and
anyone else | could think off.... Once the circle was over the RA decided to
grace us with his presence - better late than never, or is that Last Tango’s
motto!

On On

Bonnie
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JOINT FIRST UK
FULL MOON H3 RUN #324 &
LONDON H3 RUN #2104

26 JAN 2013

AT: Theydon Bois

PUB: Queen Victoria
HARES: Trigamist & Mr.
Arse

VIRGINS & VISI-
TORS: Sarancrap
from Houston H3,
Shelley, Martin
who’d hashed in
Gloucestershire,
Alistair & Serena
- who’d hashed in
Barbados, and Ja-
net

WEATHER: Sunny,
8c, becoming overcast. No
wind

THE TRAIL

The trail was an anti-clock-
wise A-A trail heading west
from the Queen Vic. With-
in a couple of minutes the
pack were happily splash-
ing through ice cold water
lying on Theydon Green
outside the pub. Around
the green then left for a
klick up the gently sloping
Coppice Row to a left turn
off to Birch Hall Farm and
the shiggy-filled delights of
Epping Forest.

Once in the forest the pack
closed up enough to wit-
ness Orangutan demon-
strating that noble ape’s
balancing ability, slipping
and sliding, but staying
(mainly) upright, through a
seemingly innocuous patch
of shiggy. On into a sod-
den field where Omo, tak-
ing pity on Digger in his
weakened Dryathelete

pte, gave him a piggy-
ﬁ;t speed towards an

enticing large pud-
dle. Happily Digger
dismounted before
his mount could take
the water.

What happened next
was Epping Forest in
January: deep shig-
gied paths punc-
tuated by stream
crossings, up bits,
down bits, ‘check-
ing’ and ‘on-on’
heard in the dis-
tance - wonder-
ful Epping Forest.
Really. After
heading westerly
for quite a while
the trail abruptly
swung sharply to the right
and before long a most
welcome drink stop ap-
peared.

After a leisurely stop the
pack set off back to the
Queen Vic by the most di-

€)

....obscene things with some
shorts that may have been

Cuban or Texan.

rect route. There may have
been some short-cutting at
this point, far be it for me
to cast nasturtiums on such
an activity.

THE ON-ON & CIRCLE
Back at the pub a cosy
group of Full Mooners
were discovered in com-
pany with the redoubt-
able Spare Rib. Evidently
some virtual hashing being
conducted.

The pack were encouraged
outside to enjoy the ora-
tory of not one, not two,
but FOUR Religious Advi-
sors: Mr Arse, Spare Rib,
Mr X and Mad Cow. In-
triguingly the 30 odd pack
somehow separated into
distinct LH3 and FUKFMH3
components, but no mind.
First up were the visitors
and virgins, but apart from
Sarancrap where were
they? In the pub of course,
polishing off a good lunch,
so Sarancrap had to drink
alone.

Digger was rewarded for
doing his 130th Full Moon

=

o
hash and for his Dryathelete
efforts in raising £1,100 for
a good cause. Being dry,
Digger had a softie down-
down so his Dad Fergus
helped out with the all-
important beer bit.
Mr. Sock was called out
for either running or not
running to the hash/pub/
work, delete as appropri-
ate.
In the aftermath of Eden
Hazard’s ball-boy kicking
incident (Swansea v Chel-
sea 23.1.2013) Chi-Su &
Skylark, as Chelsea sup-
porters were called upon
to re-enact the incident,
but so tremulously that
Digger showed them how
it’s done properly in Essex.
Ouch!
(Not So Clever) Panda got
a birthday beer. Numbers
weren’t mentioned.
Game And Away was done
for being under-dressed,
no hash t-shirt.
Sadly chugging a
beer was a bit too
much as well and
Eric The Inebri-
ate had to help
out.
The Sock &
Panda were soon
back in the circle
for an offence/
reward connected
with hats.
Omo for being a daft feck-
er with Panda’s card. Or
was that an RA’s invention?
Thunderthighs who,
even though she needed
a push up the hill, is defi-
nitely not over it.
Hard Core Bomber &
Boggers were punished
for sitting down on the
trail. Falling over on the
shaggy is a lame excuse,
especially in Boggers’s
case as he’d appeared
to have twisted his ankle
quite badly. Sympathies.
At this point the other
visitors and virgins, except
Serena who was described
as hiding, ambled content-
edly with full bellies into
the circle. The four (Shel-
ley, Martin, Alistair and
Janet) were called for-
ward and invited to intro-
duce themselves and they
all seemed to live in Brent-
wood - funny they didn’t
look like TOWIEs.
The hares Trigamist and

éf(.ﬁ_fi»Run 2104 « The Queen Victoria
Eo=¥ Theydon Bois « 26th Jan 2013

Mr Arse were called out
as is their due.

Mr X got done for do-
ing obscene things with
some shorts that may have
been Cuban or Texan. And
promptly drank his beer
through them. Extra points
for proper hash behaviour.
Spare Rib then occupied
the circle, as recipient
rather than donor, for a) be-
ing late, b) doggy-bagging
Ryde’s fridge - a ghastly
tale of left-over curry, in-
terfering with white goods
and bludging hospitality
- and c) losing his day-glo
beanie hat which was re-
united with its owner mari-
nated in good ale.

Happily this trilogy of ab-
ject sins was briefly in-
terrupted by Serena’s
appearance at last and
her visitor’s down-down
award.

That’s all folks
On-On
Eagermount
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Run Number?? The Bell,
East Molesey

The unmistakeable outline
of a caped and befloured
trailsetter loomed ...why
caped? It is none other
than our save-the-day su-
perhero Butt Plug who has
stepped in to fill a gaping
and terrible hole in the
haring calendar left by Call
Girl, who | can be as rude
about as | like as it is she
writing this, left incapaci-
tated (her story, sticking to
it) by the evil enemy ibu-

j —

Its supposed to
be a painkiller? Think
again when you take
it on an empty stom-
ach... Ha.

A bright day, 5 de-
grees, sunny but a
bit of a nippy wind.
Gradually the pack
assembled at the
Bell. Trains came
and went, and the
pack didn’t get
much bigger.
be it was the rugby
at Twickenham
that was holding it
all up. Eventually
the pack set off, with the
caped superhero oversee-
ing his flock of helpless
citizens. At least 4 hashers
turned up at the off, and
more caught up on the way
round, including Mic Mac,
Hot Down South and Chi
Su.

After a few back passages
around the chi chi shopping
in East Molesey, Ryde and
Tablewhine identified the
lesser spotted (or should |
say greater bearded) Curly
Bird circling around Hamp-
ton Court bridge

T RA:Game&Away -

Sy 2 . ==
| MS R Rec u

May-

As usual | bring
up the rear, so
this is written from
the back of the pack. For
the first half of the trail,
that included Tango, Ryde
and Tablewhine, Mic Mac
and a few laggards. The
pack tootled down the river,
enjoying the sunshine on
the water, and the boats.
Then another check outside
the rowing club taking them
left and then back right into
the park. Another check
and it took the pack a while
to find the trail through a
gate in the wall. Round the
houses, a few more back
alleys, some football fields,
and down to some more
greenery where the rivers
mole and ember meet. A
nice run along the mole for
the FRBs and a great short-
cut for the SCBs where the
back of the pack overtook
the front in style. Then
the final scamper for home
over the bridge and back to
the Bell in time for... beer!
Down downs awarded to
Hares and then sinners.
Skylark for lurking in back
alleys to surprise pass-

ers by, and accidentally
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Run 2105 « The Bell
®/ Hampton Court « 2nd Feb 2013

bumping into his girl-
friend. Bhopal stood in
for Thunderthighs who
was downed for getting

her thighs around a tyre

in a children’s playground.
Tango for making smart
remarks. Lost Interest
for not recognising her own
glasses when they were
found again. Pete the
Pilot for resigning as hare
raiser (is there a replace-
ment?). KC for insisting the
pub was built in 1930 when
it is actually at least a few
more years older than him
(c 1460 or is that 1640?).

As | left the remaining hash-
ers were settling down to
watch the England - Scot-
land Rugby match - and
now we know the result |
think we can agree it was

a pretty good afternoon all
round.

Thanks again to Butt Plug
for saving the day, to the RA
for the crisp and sunny win-
ter weather and for most
entertaining down downs
and to the pack who braved
the Rugby and turned up.

Call Girl
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Still having a bit of trouble

after eating onhe of the Tesco’s
burgers containing horsemeat. M
condition is now stable, I have
had the trots but after overcoming
a few hurdles, I'm odds on to
make a full recovery although

the doctor said it wds a bit like
closing the stable door after the
horse Eas bolted!

If You've been put off Tesco’s
burgers, try their meat balls!...
They're the’ dogs bollocks!

To eat or not ko eat a Tesco
burger?.....That is Equestrian

If you think Tesco’s Horse burgers
are’bad, you should try their
quarter pandas..

Tesco are givin treble poinks on
our clubcard for all burqers and
etrol, starting Monday.The deal is

called ‘Ovd.v Fuel and aorses’.

Ik turns out that the horses were
molested before they were turned
nto burgers..The police are asking
anyone who khew Jimmy Saddle to
come forward.,

Those Tesco horse burgers were
nice, but I prefer My Lidl Pony.

I bought a burger at Tesco’s cafe,
the waitress said “would you like
anything on ik?” I ra!ouec? *a fiver
each way "

Ive had it tough lately working
o the meat counter ot Tesco's

it feels Like I'm flogging a dead
horse!

Tesco say they're out of stock on
Burgers Put theyve got a fresh
delivery coming in at 10 to 1.

Had a burger last night, still got a
bit bebween my teeth
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Addresses only the
British could have!

A woman walks into an accountant’

that she needs to file her taxes...

The accountant says, “Before we begin,

a few questions.”He gets her name, addre

etc. and then asks,” What’s your occupatio

“'m a prostitute,” she says.The accountant
taken aback and says,“Let’s try to rephrase t
The woman says, “OK, I’'m a high-end call girl
“No, that still won’t work.Try again.”

They both think for a minute; then the woman sa
“I'm an elite chicken farmer.”

The accountant asks, “What does chicken farming ha
do with being a prostitute?”

“Well, | raised at least 650 cocks last year”
“Chicken Farmer it is then.”

He said tome . ... . | don't know why you
wear a bra; you've got nothing to put in it
| said to him .... . . You wear pants don't you?
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Births, Deaths and Marriages
Birth: LH3 would like to congratulate Urine on the birth of the Evesham Summer Sunday Hash
House Harriers.

Death: The Iron Lady died on 8th April 2013. Rust In Peace.

Marriages: LH3 are proud to announce the hash marriage of their Miss. Game & Away to Mr.
Hard Core Bomber on Saturday 1st June 2013. The service will be held at The .... (TBC)

1“" Sparerib’s
Beginners Lyric DAISY DAISY: Tune: Oh what Mayor of Bayswater’s
corner «°77: Tune: Daisy, Daisy Beautiful Morning Daughter:
Tune: The Ash Grove

The mayor of Bayswater,
He has a lovely daughter,
And the hairs on her dicky-di-do,

Daisy, Daisy, give me your - Oh what a beautiful

answer true, morning,
Daisy, Daisy, wouldn’t you Oh, what a beauti-

like to screw? Jul day. P
I really must beg your 1 ’ve. 8ot a wonderful ang down to her knees,
pardon, E?elmg, - . d(;},;'o:qs;
But I've got a hell of a verything’s going nd the hairs,
hard-on, 1o shit (shit shit) And the hairs,

And the hairs on her dicky-di-do,
Hang down to her knees,

One black one, one white one,
*And one with a little shite on,*
And the hairs of her dicky-di-do,
Hang down to her knees.

From beating my meat
against the seat,
Of a bicycle built for two.




DULWICH NEWS

On FEBRUARY 23" 2013, the London Hash House Harriers were following a clever trail set by Hot
Down South and Skylark from the Crown & Greyhound. Did you know that the Crown & Greyhound
used to be 2 pubs, on opposite sides of the road? The Greyhound was a coach stop (favoured by

Charles Dickens), whilst the Crown was a pub for the local labourers.

This wasn’t the first time LH3 had r*n from this pub. Did you know that Pilot’s debut LH3
hash was from here in the early 80’s?

Famous people born in Dulwich include Footballer Trevor Sinclair in 1973. Did you know that we
had a budding footballer on trail, Hard Core Bomber, stealing balls from the local kids?

The author, Enid Blyton was also born in Dulwich, in 1897.

“One night Noddy took a goblin to the woods. Suddenly three more goblins came and took
Noddy's clothes, hat and car. Noddy went to Bigears. Bigears thought of a plan. The plan
worked! And Mr.Plod arrested the goblins. Noddy was very happy.” Did Noddy ever make
any sense? Did you know that two PC Plods joined us on trail, near Dulwich Woods?

Another person born in Dulwich was the first compiler of the London A-Z, Phyllis
Pearsall in 1906. Do you think she included Lovers Walk in the first edition? Do you
think He Badger would have been more successful at checking if he had an A-Z with him?

“In the garden of 25 Telegraph Road, Dulwich, live three traditional British stone

gnomes. They seem to live serene lives, Big, fishing all day, Small feeding his frog and Old, fast
asleep with his spade. However, in a neighbouring garden, new Empire-made plastic gnomes
have been introduced and this leads to a cultural conflict between the two groups, with the
plastic gnomes being regarded as a constant threat.” Do you remember the TV sitcom ‘The
Gnomes of Dulwich’, starring Hugh Lloyd and Terry Scott? We didn’t r¥*n anywhere near
Telegraph Road, and we didn’t see any gnomes, but we did see three wise monkeys.

Sparerib, the fat b*stard, struggled to get through the fence in one of the parks. Meanwhile
Thunderthighs glided through with no trouble.

We ran through the beautiful Horniman Gardens. Frederick Horniman was an extremely
wealthy tea merchant, reformer, educationalist, and MP. His extensive collections were
initially displayed in his own house, to which he invited members of the public. Eventually
his wife complained “either all that stuff goes or | do”.

Back in the pub, the downs downs included several English (including returnee, Loveseat), an
Irish (Pubic Hairdresser), a Scottish (actually Eric did nay get a beer), a Welsh hasher (Leeky
Willie). Did you know that the 6 Nations Rugby was just the 4 Nations until 1940?

Blunder was awarded his tankard for 100" r*ns with LH3.

Hands On lost property again — a fetching hat this time.

Run2Eat was punished for wearing r*nning gear for the FUKFM pub crawl the night before and
for her ability to put her fist in her mouth (I think!).
Leeky Willie
ended the
circle with a
song and a
dance.

on on,
Ryde
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ing of from the St
Christopher Inn the pack - b

went round the back of : ® i LEP i A ooze Crufse with pay

London Bridge and after
some checks reached Ber- ﬂ
mondsey and from there .
caught the Jubilee line
to North Greenwich and
walked through the 02
to the Gondola and over
Greenwich to the 02 Pen-
insula. Then after a check
and photos we climbed the
footbridge over to the main
land and after a couple of
checks found the DLR and
took it to George Vth.
From there and a check
run down to the drink stop
at the Thames Barrier and
then back round and after
a check up by the river
to the Woolwich Ferry (It
made me feel young ! this
cast iron hulk must be near- e, vl P i
ly 100 years old or more). — — . TS e L e
Then after a check and a . =gy r o A T e L some drin;
run around to the Dial Arch | . - T ATEST Last Tango » Skylark = Chi-
pub for drinks and chips, 1 - :

the pack to the Thames

Clipper back up the Thames

to opposite the Globe The-

atre stop and then a short

run to the St Christopher

Inn for the downdowns and

more drinks. Well done to

the three Hares with Chi-

su and Skylark mis-led by

Tango.

On On
Eric the Viking
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“rA:Bonnie Run 2109 « The Bull
3 S Iver « 2nd March 2013

my fellow hashers the at nearly half past, huh! happy for us to circle up
‘journey outside the ...And so when the inside the pub which was
M25 London bound- hare finally graced the great as it was baltic out-
ary was more of an pack with his presence, side. Down-Downs were
epic adventure. The we circle up and shooed awarded to the Hare for
distance covered to off. In brief the trail: a shiggy/shitty trail. To
arrive at the hash scenic but cold, green our visitors, Tippy-Toes
was so protracted but brambley, fairly flat (Stuttgard) and Saigon
that More-On’s free- but shiggy-ridden, dry ; Sally (Washington DC).
dom pass was not weather but wet feet.  To Mic-Mac for losing !
p to the task and ...And we ran/trudged ! his shoes in the shiggy. f < g f
the was left paying through a shed load w To Chisu for fondling (T F
the crippling train of green stuff on ‘The Not-Out’s crotch on trail ;f
fare brought on by Other Side’ of the M25 £ and to Not-Out for being _ff'_
privatisation. before going under the - [l fondled by Chisu on train
... And so let’s motorway to the right + /Y- What can | say, we are rl '
start by saying that side of the motorway ™, 'a very inclusive group.
Rambo was very where the trail took us 4 To Freeloader for being
specific in the run _» around/along/through bramble-whipped, as he
details that the ¥ various ponds, lakes and returned from the trail
R*n: 2109 pack must arrive on time marshes. We ran around sporting a rather impres-
Hare: Rambo and dutifully the pack +  Farlow’s Lake taking care sive gash across his left
Pub: The Bull in Iver. started arriving from just . .« not to upset the fisher- M4 cheek (the one on his
...And thanks to my before midday with the man before returning face). Tango, Skylark
Lent inspired abstention B8 majority of the conglom- B back to ‘The Other Side’ and Cumming Dear also
of alcohol, getting to erate ready and raring &= of the M25 and on to a received Down-Downs for
Iver was fairly trouble to go for the surprisingly §8 drink stop of whisky, gin- rather spurious crimes
free for me just a trip punctual time of 12:15 & ger wine and biccies. and the circle was called
i round the A205 and on = but, alas, where was the & ...And thankfully the to an end.
# to the M4. Though, for ~ &8 hare. Well, he rocked up g friendly landlord was ...0n-on, HDS xx
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Various examples of

bolshy vegiefafion.

Left: Freeloader

gets attacked by

brawmbles, and,

Above: a bent

branch does

damage to Not Qut resulting in
down downs all around.



