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Run1159

Although the run list stated quite clearly that we were to meet in the Monument car park, there were a few of us who got confused. Now, I know you’re all saying, “So what’s new”, but some of us do pride ourselves on our navigational skills!!! All the uncertainty resulted in various hashers parking in various car parks, while others whizzed past the entrance to the right place and disappeared into the distance. It was said that Ram took a 10-mile detour to get back to the start. Worrying really, as he designs the route of his marathon on that area.

Those who had driven around in confusion eventually turned up after the runners had set off twenty minutes earlier. Private Parts, Mr Cuddles and Henry arrived to find Cap’n Birdseye doing a fair impression of a car park attendant. Apparently, he’s suffering from a “David Rooney” metatarsal injury, so he was standing guard on his crutches!!!

The hares had left plenty of arrows for us to follow, so we set off in hot pursuit of the pack. Private Parts told us that he had met two lost walkers while he was trying to find the car park. He had given them directions and they were last seen heading towards Salisbury…the fact that they wanted to get to Winchester is irrelevant.

Eventually we three caught up and found Sam (Cap’n Birdseye’s dog) blazing a trail with Delia being dragged along behind. Portia had initially taken charge of the dog, but his Barbara Woodhouse skills didn’t come up to scratch.

The woods are an excellent running ground with lots of wide tracks. There were a few detours on to the narrower paths, but all in all, it was a splendid run. There was a good turnout this week, with the welcome return of Harold Lloyd and Pumpkin. Hairdo and Foul Pest were also back on the scene after a long absence, complete with the apple of Florette’s eye, the baby Madeleine.

After driving back to The Dolphin in Hursley, we all crammed into the bar and the locals left. Piggy Front was guest RA and he quickly organised the DDs. Mustapha and Small Filling, the Hares, received their awards. Little Dicky got one for looking for a screw in the bushes and Bare Cheek got one for exposing herself to Mudlark. Mudlark also got a half-pint for looking!!! At least he didn’t use a torch when years back she was spotted and handled. Bog Man got a DD along with Portia, but as I’ve lost the rest of my notes, you’ll have to make the rest up yourselves.

Run 1160 

     Unbeknown to quite a few regulars, tonight was “BBQ Night” at the Exchange in Winchester. Normally flyers are sent out to advertise such social events, but for some reason this didn’t happen. A show of hands had been asked for the previous week instead.
Most of us parked in the Tower car park and toddled down the hill to meet the rest of the runners. Everybody listened intently (???) to the briefing given by Beryl and Tart. However, there was a minor interruption when Beryl was run over by a taxi. Unfazed by this we walked, ran and gossiped our way down the road at the side of the pub. There were some new faces and some old faces, including Ruth and Blackthorn.

There were also some latecomers namely Group4, Mr Cuddles and Very Tardy. Now, Group4 is not renowned for his sense of direction, so it is something of a mystery why Mr Cuddles and Very Tardy chose to follow him. He proceeded to run in the opposite direction to everybody else. However, Mr Cuddles and Very Tardy soon realised their mistake and left Group4 to his own devices.
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It was an interesting route that took us round the houses and past The Bell Inn. There were mutterings about a beer stop at SuperSuction’s pad until it was realised he was in Slovenia, so it was not to be. Up the hill we went and did a bit a train spotting by the railway bridge. Eventually, we reached the bottom of Stanmore Lane where there were rumblings of discontent from certain quarters. Parcel Force, Beryl and I ran up to meet the main pack, only to find nobody had followed us. Looking back we heard Uncle Honka complain about the shortcut being too long!!!!! TK, Beryl, Parcel Force and I decided to go back via the recreation ground and through some dark alleyways, while the rest of the pack headed for home via a different route.

We all got safely back, despite there being several breakaway groups. We were all seated outside and the BBQ was served very promptly. It was a bit of a squash, but we all managed to get a seat. 

Careless had been appointed as RA and needless to say the Hares received their DDs. Tart also received his 50 Runs tankard and so did Little Dicky. Mr Caught Short and Delia (same old faces) received their DDs for going through the river. Actually, that was a story standing in the way of the truth, because they didn’t go in the river. Noodle got a half-pint for being extremely stupid and locking his car while the door was still open. By the way, despite best efforts by some people, you can’t bribe me into leaving out the true (???) facts about these misdemeanours. 

Talking of misdemeanours, Hash Cash has suggested that I should name and shame those who consistently fail to cough up their pound, despite taking part in the hash each week. So come on folks, whether you run or walk or socialise don’t be mean. If you take part in Hash events, which are usually subsidised, a pound should not be difficult to hand over. 

Oh, and I nearly forgot, TK ate all the doughnuts!!!

FOOTNOTE Hampshireman and Florette were absent on this hash, touring England in their chariot. They visited HalfPint and Brer Phil in Settle, Yorkshire who asked to be remembered to all those who know them and don’t want to know them.

Run1161

As Yours Truly and Parcel Force were the Hares for this Hash, there will be a little bit of bias in the reporting this week. We all gathered in the large car park at The Empress of Blandings. There was a good turnout, despite the fact the venue was off the beaten track for some of our regulars. Pure Genius from Guernsey visited us which was nice. Parcel Force gave an excellent and very comprehensive briefing, outlining all the hazards on the trail. While all this was being explained, Spice Boy screeched into the car park, doing his Lewis Hamilton impression and spraying everyone with gravel!!

As neither Hares were capable of keeping up with the speedier element, it was decided to give a map to Squeaky. I had grave misgivings about the wisdom of this, when I noticed he had the map upside down. There was a bad start to the run when Group4 decided to call the “On” in the wrong direction…nothing new there!! Eventually the pack found the right trail. Honka decided to go on the long trail, but soon turned back when his legs gave out 100 yards down the road. Of course he blamed the Hares for his foolhardiness. The truth was, he had been too busy “warming up” to pay attention to the briefing.

The long trail took the runners along a narrow footpath covered in nettles. This path ran along side a field full of bullocks that frightened Portia, Ram and a few others. Pushover was heard complaining about the barbed wire fence being above her head. One can only assume she was crawling along on her tummy. 

Onwards we went, through fields, up roads and along tracks. Slurry and Pink Bits decided it was all too much for them and had a little sit down at a bus stop. Spice Boy overtook everybody and disappeared into the distance, totally on his own. It was getting dark and some of the long cutters decided to take the short cut near the end. A few braver FRBs decided to do the “runners loop”.

Back at the pub, Bika did his duty as RA and awarded the DDs. Slurry received one for turning up in a new car. Pure Genius got one for having a swift pint in the pub BEFORE the run and Squeaky for his lack of map reading skills…(and his chapped thighs). Spice Boy got one for trying to kill all the hashers in the car park, Mudlark for snagging his bits and Honka for trying to do the long trail. There was a Virgin too this week. He confessed he thought it was a bike ride, but he’d forgotten his bike anyway!!! Warbler couldn’t award the Hashit ‘cos she’s lost it.

Apology.
The Hash Press Council has passed judgement and the Editor and Unable Assistant have been ordered to issue this statement:- 

In the previous issue number 2007/1, it was stated that Halfpound was a member of  the Southampton Running Club. This is an untruth as he is a member of Team Southampton and therefore he wears a really pretty red and white number (not a scummy blue vest), frilly edge knickers and carries a pink purse whilst athleting. We are happy to publish this unreserved apology.

Run 1162

Isaac and Group4 were worried that nobody was going to turn up this evening. However, they needn’t have worried, as the car park of The Mill Arms was soon jammed up with Hashers’ cars. Super Suction and Impressive had arrived from Vienna. Harry had also turned up, despite being banned. However, as he was on a lead, he was allowed to run. Off we went, out of the car park, turned right and ran into the woods. Hampshireman was bringing up the rear as he has an Achilles tendon injury, but soon gave up and headed back to the pub. TK and Warbler were latecomers (surprise, surprise) but they managed to catch us up. It was getting progressively darker as we ran out of the woods, across a field and eventually came out onto the road again. We all gathered at a regroup, where Spike and owner appeared having got to the start even later than TK and Warbler!!!!

Cuminan Parkyer Rolls also appeared out of the gloom and pretended not to hear the instructions for the long trail. He seems to be suffering from a nasty case of selective deafness these days. Having said that, he wasn’t the only one to wimp out and quite a few of us, including Florette and Mrs Beeton, both of whom had completed a half marathon the previous day, headed back to the pub in the dark. On the long trail, No Nicks decided to drench everybody by jumping into puddles. The main recipient of her antics was Arse Wiper. It was a long loop, but everybody returned to the pub safely, if rather damp. 

Portia was overheard explaining to some gullible soul, that we were a running club, not a hash. I think that is stretching the imagination a bit too far!!!

Bika was RA and eventually got round to doing the DDs. Group4 and Isaac got their DDs for good trail. Portia and Careless received awards for having a joint birthday bash. The “returnees”, Super Suction and Impressive each got a DD. No Nicks got a DD for trying to hide the fact she had new shoes on, by jumping in puddles, and Bika awarded himself one. Apparently he had tried to race Portia. Finally, Isaac got yet another DD for being an old git!!

A point of interest, the Hash was 3.68 miles long and was run in 46.35 minutes at an average speed of 4.7 mph. You can draw your own conclusions about who supplied that information. No, it wasn’t Bogman.

THINGS TO DO 

Casino Royale. A night of high rolling, high splendour at the gaming tables playing

Blackjack, Roulette, Hoggenheimer  Poker and Crown and Anchor.
*****Top Table prizes*****

Saturday October 27th at Jubilee Hall, Kingsworthy.

£7 each, supper and gambling chips included. Book with Harold Lloyd or Hoisin. 

BYO drinks and suitably elegant drinking receptacles.

THINGS TO THINK ABOUT

PISSUP IN A BREWERY

Berks H3 have invited us to take part in what seems to be a difficult assignment

Sunday 21st October 11am at Ramsbury Brewery

3 hashes

£8 each includes food and 5 pints (£1/pint afterwards)

Leap Year Hash

Friday Feb 29th 2008 

8pm at Big Ben, London

Go by train, minibus or whatever

Dear Uncle Honka,�I have a serious problem with flatulence.It has ruined my social life and I dare not go out in the evening any more.What shall I do?� �You do not say whether you are male or female but as I am frequently informed by my wife and her female companions that ladies do not fart, I can only assume that you are a male. In which case do not worry, join a hash. All male hashers fart copiously so your affliction will not be noticed.�Uncle "H"








