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 Date: 28/6/05








       Run: 368





Hares:    LockJaw and Love Canal           Pub: The Plough Appleton





The Beer Stop Crew:   Wasn’t sure, but we were grateful for it.





Next runs:  The Cliften Arms, Worminghall











Scribe: Shit Stix





                 Hash do it hot and hard.





And it was hot and hard, I can tell you.  So was the Hash.  The air was still, it was a beautiful Summer’s eve,  with LockJaw and his sibling, Love Canal, leading the way.  It was on, out and over the fields, the word was out that it might be a long one, as well as being hot and hard.  Our  virgins looked pale and trembling, was it with anticipation though?  Nope, it was terror.   Little Olivia, a bonnie hashling, was gamefully trotting along when the poor wee lassie stumbled.  No harm done, she bounced back and set off again smartly.  One of our harriettes, poor lamb, was daintily picking her way over a stile when she lost her footing through one of our canine runners who was showing more enthusiasm than the human counterparts.  Yet another casualty, but again in true hash tradition, it was ‘on, on’ with never a whimper.


Was this carnage to end?  Ye Gods, no.  I watched a hasher run into a tree.  Oh, the pain of it.  The tree is making a good recovery though.  


  (It is no good asking me the names of hashers, I haven’t a clue, I think we ought to have name badges made).   By now, we were sweating and grunting.  (Two hash names there for someone).  Lockjaw’s bro, our man from the east, was leading  the shorties and having a bit of nous about them, our canny cutters elected to turn left on Love Canal’s advice, leaving the brave, deluded, foolish or the ignorant to tackle the full length of it.  





Meanwhile, the shorties meandered along a pretty roadside, admiring the mid summer greenery and Maneater was seen to be twitching.  Yes, twitching, for our harriette spotted a birdie which might have been a linnet. 


 Silent, was nowhere to be seen,  he had been there one minute and gone the next.  Our hare though reminded us that hashing was not for the faint hearted and provided that Silent was still breathing, then it wasn’t a problem.  Mmmm,  perhaps us hashers should take up a course in Bushcraft.  When I say Bush, I am not referring to American presidents or hirsute parts of ladies’ anatomy, I mean the wild, untamed countryside.  You never know when you might get lost in a Bush.    Moving on, the beerstop  hove into view and the tracklements and victuals were laid out.  We waited and waited some more.  Whilst waiting, Treacle, Creeper and I discussed a vital service for the elderly or retired hasher. We felt that we should open a retirement home for the elderly hasher.  Think about it, it would make sense.  Zimmer hashes, hunt-the-bedpan games, soft food for easy chewing…..  Anyway, we waited.  Silence bounded into view from an unexpected direction and yes, our man was breathing and un-bushed.  Then, all of a sudden, onto the horizon, came the clarion call and our gallant band staggered, crawled, panted, heaved into view.  It was a pitiful sight of blood, sweat and tears.   However, it was surprising how the energy returned at the food table, with the rolls being hoovered up.  Hold hard, who was this limping along the fields, alone, bloodied but unbowed, why it was Bollard, muttering darkly about long ‘on-in’s’.  Bollard and Wha-de-say did well, for both were poorly, adding to the list of casualties sustained.    





Remember, on the hash, no-one can hear you scream…………………


                     





Circle  - 


Prison held his own as usual.  Folk got abused, songs were sung.  However, a few wise hashers nipped off in vehicles to get more cars up to the On In.    The beerstop was some distance from the pub, and it seemed another mini-hash was on the cards!  After the Circle there was an undignified scrabble to get a seat in a car. Whatever happened to women and children first……


   





 


  


   





                                    











Scribe: Rectal Floss  


Bottom of Form








Ha Ha – 





Ten things men know about women


1. They have a vaginal opening


2.


3.


4.


5.


6.


7.


8.


9.


10. Oh, and tits











He laid her on the table,


So white and clean and bare.


His forehead wet with beads of sweat,


He rubbed her here and there.


He touched her neck and then her breast,


And, drooling felt her thigh.


The slit was wet and all was set,


He gave a joyous cry.


The hole was wide...he looked inside,


And all was dark and murky.


He rubbed his hands and stretched his arms,


And stuffed the Christmas turkey.








TOSS –  Who gives one?  We do!  


Sunday at 11ish.  The venue is Blue Nun’s gaff in Hardwick, near Bicester.  There are only a few houses so should be easy to find.  See the webshite (http://toss.ukh3.org (there’s no ‘www’)) for a map. 





  


   





                                    








Please email jokes, happenings and stories for the weekly Scrible to 


lucretzia1@yahoo.com

















www.oxfordh3.org


