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Date: 14 Feb 2007





Pub: The Duke of York, 	Oxpens, Oxford.  





Run: 404





Hares: Dingaling & Big Stiffy  	





The Beer Stop Crew:  Buttercup & Pony Express  





Scribe: Shit Stix





I know that the red dress run actually coincided with VD (Valentine’s Day) this year, but where was everybody?  Romantic evenings with their better halves?  Scared or embarrassed to be seen in public wearing a red dress?  Or up in Manchester trying to buy some over-the-counter viagra?  "I took some viagra I got at the chemist's and it was certainly over the counter, I can tell you." boasted Big Stiffy.  We were getting a few odd looks in the pub as we got into our dresses.  Well, most of us did;  others had made less effort.  Wha De Say traditionally never wears a dress (nor anything red for that matter) coz it was only last week that he was wearing his skirt at Burns Night, while Tinkerbelle and Bondage at least wore red T-shirts.  But what about Sue B40 eh?  A full-length (velvet?) evening gown.  That’d be a bugger to run in!  There were plenty of red dress first-timers too.  Dicky Dido was thrilled at the thought of it.  "This is the first time I've cross-dressed."  "But you're a girl.  How can you be cross-dressing?" asked FBJane.  "Of course I'm cross-dressing.  I'm wearing my boyfriend's dress aren't I?!"  Fair enough, I suppose.  Raquel had brought her husband along tonight (and it’s a brave man who does his first hash on red dress night).  Curious spoke for us all when she said to Raquel, "We're really pleased to see your Charlie's out".  And another tradition on the red dress run is that Far Canallison wears Ladyboy’s dress.  But he’s a size or two larger, so how does he get into Ladyboy’s dress?  “A good start is to buy him a beer.” said Buttercup.  


On out and we’d better get a move on if we’re going to be back in time for the VD disco.  The pack was, for the most part, sticking together because the shyer FRBs prefer not to check on this hash.  Priscilla Pussy, Lipstick and Mrs Loppy weren’t shy though:  they were checking it out with gay abandon.  Luckily when the pack did split up, it was in the darkness of Grandpont and no one really minded running on their own for a little bit.  Unfortunately Vadget was seeing a lot of rear-end action by this point; his legs looked like they were buckling too.  But we were all safely gathered together by the time we arrived in town and on inn to a mid-trail beerstop at Far From The Madding Crowd.  After a quick check that there was no one in who knew us, we dragged ourselves up to the bar for a glass of green beer.  Mmmm.  On out and the whole of Carfax seemed to be laughing.  And pointing.  We can only assume they did the same to Cocktease, because we’d lost him by this point.  He’ll have enjoyed himself running on his own through the city centre, no doubt.  A quick loop through The Castle and it was soon on inn to the bean stew where Buttercup told us that she’s been making home videos of cooking the hash food and various other meals.  Ask her nicely and I'm sure she'd let us all see her new dinner video.  Back to the pub and the VD disco, where no one seemed to be dancing.  Dicky Dido volunteered to give some dancing lessons, “BUT I NEED A MAN!"  FBJ and Prison Pussy did do some Dipstick-style dancing in the doorway and later on, some one-legged dancing which will be the next big thing, you see.  "Talking of the next big thing, I took some viagra once..." said Big Stiffy.  Meanwhile, La Crease's dancing made it seem only a matter of time before she popped out of her dress, but Dicky Dido reckoned that La Crease would be ok coz she had an industrial-strength bra.  "And you need it!" said Dipstick before scarpering, never to be seen again.  Do you know what it feels like to be a dead man walking?  Dipstick does.  





The Circle – Not raining and not too cold, so the RA attempted to hold a decent circle (so that he could show off his glove-enhanced cleavage)  





* Best chest:  Nominees Prison Pussy and Caroline - Winner La Crease, by lets face it, somewhat more than a nose!  





* Best dress:  Nominees UB40, Dingaling and Mr Sloppy - Winner Dipstick after a "twirl-off"  





* Fashion Victim:  FBJ who complained to the RA during the week that he "had nothing to wear" and then accused the RA of stealing his dress! Out of order.  Fortunately La Crease had popped out and bought him a new one special like.  





* Hares: Dingaling and Big Stiffy.  A few considered that the run was not well lit enough to show off our outfits.  But they did give us a beerstop at Far from the Madding Crowd, and we discovered a new back passage into Osney Island.  





* Third time runner - Raquel.  And she brought along her very own Virgin - Charlie, with a Red Kilt and all.  He can't have been that much of a Charlie as he was one of the first back to the beer stop.  Good hashing instincts there.  





* And finally, time for Namings.  Arran, who wasn't put off in the least by the curtain-twitchers en route, confided in the RA that even after half a dozen hashes, she was still "curious".  And so Curious she is.   





* Caroline should have known something was coming to her when she brought along a bright red, curly, flashing fairy light.  The RA was delighted - he had finally found one with a fairy light on to show him the way.  So the Oxford Hash now have our very own Dicky Di Do.  





And on back to yet another pub with no beer.  Here's hoping that Mr Sloppy's choice next week is a bit better ...  On on - PP





 











Next runs: 


28th Feb:  Wise Alderman, top end of Kidlington.  


7th March:  TBA  


14th March:  TBA  




















Things people actually said in court, word for word, taken down and now published by court reporters





Q: Are you sexually active?


A: No, I just lie there.





Q: What gear were you in at the moment of the impact?


A: Gucci sweats and Reeboks.





Q: What was the first thing your husband said to you when he woke up that morning? 


A: He said, "Where am I, Cathy?" 


Q: And why did that upset you? 


A: My name is Susan.





Q: Now doctor, isn't it true that when a person dies in his sleep, he doesn't know about it until the next morning?





Q: The youngest son, the twenty-year old, how old is he?





Q: So the date of conception (of the baby) was August 8th?


A: Yes. 


Q: And what were you doing at that time?











www.oxfordh3.org


