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Date: 17 Jan 2007





 Pub: The White Horse,


	Headington  





Run: The one before the 400th





Hares: UB40 & Ladybird  





  The Beer Stop Crew:  Bondage, Worzel & Aunt Sally  





Scribe: Shit Stix





“But I wanted chips in the underpassage!!”  


On out and straightaway, without even a warm-up, we were expected to hurdle a chain slung across the entrance to the car park.  That certainly got our legs moving.  And the virgins were off at a quick lick.  It was as though they were chased.  Paperboy started off in a particularly grumbling mood tonight, getting tired of winter no doubt, but soon picked up.  “I prefer the times when we run in the sun, but these hares are independent thinkers and usually set trails of a good standard so I’m sure they’ll be able to look themselves in the mirror in the morning, drink their expresso, read their mail, and say job well done.”  


Along Headley Way towards the JR Hospital, and we certainly were getting many strange looks from the public tonight as we shuffled past.  Maybe they thought we were terrorists in training?  In that day’s papers, terror suspects had been described as “They didn't appear to be running randomly.  It appeared there were a series of men in a line running up and down.”  I suppose that does rule out the hash as a terrorist-training organisation after all, because hashers definitely do run randomly.  And organisation?  Since when has there been organisation?  How many hares have we heard saying that trying to steer the pack is like trying to herd cats?  All of them, that’s how many.  


Ladybird was bugging the FRBs tonight because at no point did the trail go the way it always goes.  Bah!  Meanwhile UB40 was employed with the shortcutters, not that Wha De Say had any use for a short-cutting hare of course; he knows a canny wee short cut when he sees one and would meet us down on Marston Road.  It was just unfortunate for him that the trail didn’t actually go that way.  “Ack!  Th’ cawls arr gettin’ mair faint, an’ nae closer!  Bugger eet!” he mumbled.  He eventually caught us up again somewhere near the bit of grass and mud that’s by the Churchill Hospital – and was immediately off trail again as those crafty hares had  “Oh, I must innocently and totally accidentally miscounted” 4 blobs and no false.  Bah!  Again!  


I’m sure we were all disappointed that we didn’t run down Union Street The Home Of Football, but Silent did have a surprising amount of knowledge of the workings of Union Street in Plymouth.  There, apparently, it costs a lot more than the 4 quid for 90 minutes that FBJ pays here in Oxford.  Mind, FBJ only pays 2 quid if he gets pulled off.  


Where’d the trail go next?  Oh yes.  Over to London Road and on inn into the subway.  Mmm, I can smell the chips from here.  Except… the subway’s empty.  Where’s the beerstop?  More importantly, where’s the chips?  Is this not the on inn then?  But it’s always here!  Some hares have no sense of tradition.  So, where to now then?  “I have a hunch it goes this way.” said Quasimodo leading us out to catch up with the pack where there was still time for a f’king pointless loop.  Perhaps Ladybird does keep some traditions after all!  And then it was the real on inn to a new beerstop location.  Deep underground, the singing echoed and Bondage’s rice was so good, it was as tasty as the rice you can buy at that takeaway around the corner.  








The Circle –  The hash was brought to order by a snappily-dressed RA.  Bondage had told him in the pub that it would be a good circle to wear a suit.  Bondage had also told him that, even though he hadn’t done the run, he should just make stuff up …


● The Hares – UB40, who enjoys having a bit of a lay but doesn’t get the chance very often, and his very own Lay-dee Bird.  Crap run, not enough shiggy!  But at least we had a roof over out heads.   [Roof?  Who said roof?  I’ll have some of that. – Scrible Ed]  


● Naughty Saucy stories.  Bondage got a beer for offering to sit on the RA’s lap.  Not very often an offer like that comes along.  And one GM drinks, Victoria also drinks.  And the RA narrowly avoided getting beer all over his suit. …


● More Naughty Saucy stories.  Buttercup was heard, in the queue for curry, that she likes a bit on the side.  Don’t we all?  Kudos though, she had organised the venue for the circle.  “Only under Duress!”  she protested.  Lucky Duress (in the form of Ladybird) also got a beer.


● Hash Baby – last time we ran in Headington, we visited the Tip and the Shaft’s baby – this time Call Girl brought her own along.  She ran the whole trail, but still wore a bonnet in the circle.  Young Verity got her Hash Christening with Hash Cider.  


● Returners and Visitors – the ever cheerful Colin, and ??Matt??  


● Virgins – we had three whole virgins.  Hannah, and a couple with difficult to remember names (mental note, ask the Tick) (PS I don’t think they were a couple per se) (PPS they all came together with Colin.  Lucky Colin!)  


● Naming – it had not escaped the RA’s attention that whenever a certain tall, loud Kiwi comes to the Oxford Hash, he always seems to have a gaggle of virgins in his wake.  I’d like to know his secret … So from hereon in he shall be known as Deflower.  Or D-flour.  Or De Flour.  If Someonegowither ever comes again, we just have to make sure she follows De Flour. (Boom boom)  


● Hash Shit – Home Alone was concealing it under her fleece.  Apparently she had been caught ‘ill training.  You shouldn’t go training when you’re ill.  La Crease, her training partner, shared her humiliation.  


● The End – On back to the pub with 3 Greene King beers but only one on at a time.  And crap pool tables.  But did I mention there wasn’t very much shiggy?  Hooray!


 











Next runs: 


31st Jan:  Exeter Hall, Cowley Road, Oxford.  


7th Feb:  TBA  


14th Feb:  TBA  The Red Dress Run.  





Scribe: FBJ


Bottom of Form




















It’s the quiz of the week.  This week’s poser is Prison Pussy…


Who said “it’s all in the wrist action - and it’s best to gain as much height as possible. I feel quite euphoric about being the new world record holder… but my arm does hurt a bit though.”?  


And about what?  





Health Warning.  





The dangers of drinking too much water…  
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