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All r ns are on Mondays meet at 19.30 for 19.40 start unless stated.  
All directions/ timings are approximate and start from Patcham roundabout A23/A27 junction unless stated). 

DATE #NO ON ON MAP REF HARES  
7th December 2009  1642 Duke of Wellington, Shoreham 219 051 Bouncer 
Directions: A27 west through tunnel. Leave at A283, left at roundabout. Across next roundabout then left up High Street. 
Left after yacht club then 2nd right (fork) for car park. Pub on main road just past turn-off. Est. 15 mins CURRY NIGHT! 
14th December 2009  1643 Gardeners Arms, Sompting 157 053 Ivan 
Directions: A27 west through tunnel. Straight on at traffic lights, across roundabout at North Lancing to next lights. 
Straight on again and after houses end take next left. Pub on right, parking limited. Est. 20 mins.  

 
21st December 2009  1644 Al Fresco, Hove  300 042 Trevor & Malcolm 
Directions: From pier, head west along sea front. Restaurant is on right hand side just after West Pier. Pay parking until 
8pm.. Est. 5 mins. 

 
28th December 2009  1645 John Harvey Tavern, Lewes 422 103 Phil Mutton 
Directions: Take A27 east to Lewes. Over 1st roundabout then left at 2nd through Cuilfail Tunnel. Left at next roundabout, 
then left again. After Dorset Arms turn right for public car park. Walk through to pub opposite brewery shop. Est 15 mins.  

RECEDING HARELINE 
1647 Plough Rottingdean - Mudlarks Prof 500 
1648 White Horse, Ditchling – George/John 
 
HENFIELD H4 #84 & CRAFT #19  
(note change of date): 
11/12/09  7pm Henfield pub crawl 
Hare: Sir Snot 
Wear your daftest hat! Crash space at Bouncers.  

CRAFT #19: 
15/01/09 7pm  Cuckfield via KIU’s  
Hare: KIU and Wildbush 
 
XC - New Years day: 
Ratstail’s Bolney extravaganza 
Celebrate New Year with that fitness resolution 
with a walk/jog hash, then bust Resolution no. 2 
by getting lashed! 

http://www.brightonhash.co.uk/


HASH NOTICEBOARD & DIARY  

Upcoming CRAFT H3 trails: 
#19 11/12/09 Henfield – Sir Snot with a silly hat parade 
#20 15/01/10 Cuckfield – Brent & Kayleen 
#21  FUK FMH3 and Stockholm Berserkers Full Moon H3 visit to Brighton 
OnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOn 
CHRISTMAS DO – 21st December 
XMAS HASH BASH: Just a few notes re our big event of the year!! any queries 
contact me on 07769 714326 or trevor@esb.eu.com 
We currently have the upper floor to ourselves. The disco is downstairs.(enjoy your night off Rik) 
Car Parking: Plenty of space on the seafront parking fees till 8pm 
Showers: Option to be confirmed of mixed !!! showers at the sailing club. Pay £2 to Pat on the night (not really mixed, 
only kidding!!) 
Finish Time: Carriages should be booked for 1pm ( kicking out time) 
Baggage: No not Bouncer!! might be possible to store bags at restaurant, will confirm this on the 7th 
Harveys on tap at £3 a pint 
Full payment and menu choice by 7th latest!!!! 
Thanks, Trevor  

OnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOn 
MESSAGE FROM PETE BEARD 
Pete has proposed that subs be raised in line with current inflation to 51p. As a sweetener he has suggested that a cash discount of 
1p should be offered. Julia’s opinion on this measure is yet to be ascertained. 

OnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOn 
REMINDER 
Nash Hash 2011 price goes up substantially as from 1/1/10. Get your rego’s in now for the best Hash fun this country offers! 
Hopefully the editor will remember to attach the bloody form this time! 
Meanwhile: 
The UK alternative to Interhash now looks certain to be held in Eastbourneo somehow, hopefully at the Rugby Club, on 3rd to 5th 
July 2010 (the same time as the main event in West Borneo). Watch outer space. 

OnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOnOn 

CHRISTMAS PARTY TROUBLESHOOTING 
SYMPTOM FAULT ACTION 

Feet cold and wet. Glass being held at incorrect 
angle. 

Rotate glass so that open end 
points toward ceiling. 

Feet warm and wet. Improper bladder control. Stand next to nearest dog, complain 
about house training. 

Drink unusually pale and tasteless. Glass empty. Have someone buy another drink. 
Opposite wall covered with 

fluorescent lights. 
You have fallen over backward. Have yourself lashed to bar. 

Mouth contains cigarette butts. You have fallen forward. See above. 
Alcohol tasteless, front of your shirt 

is wet. 
Mouth not open, or glass applied 

to wrong part of face. 
Retire to restroom, practice in 

mirror. 
Floor blurred. Glass is empty. Have someone buy another drink. 
Floor moving. You are being carried out. Ensure you’re going to another bar. 

Room seems unusually dark. Bar has closed. Confirm home address with barman. 
Taxi suddenly takes on colourful 

aspect and textures. 
Alcohol consumption has 

exceeded personal limitations. 
Cover mouth. 

Everyone looks up to you & smiles. You are dancing on the table. Fall on somebody cushy-looking. 
Drink is crystal-clear. It's water. Somebody is trying to 

sober you up. 
Punch him. 

Hands hurt, nose hurts, mind 
unusually clear. 

You have been in a fight. Apologize to everyone you see, just 
in case it was them. 

Don't recognize anyone, don't 
recognize the room you're in. 

You've wandered into the wrong 
party. 

See if they have free alcohol. 

Your singing sounds distorted. The drink is too weak. Add alcohol until voice improves. 
Don't remember words to the song. Drink is just right. Play air guitar. 

 

http://uk.mc867.mail.yahoo.com/mc/compose?to=trevor@esb.eu.com
http://uk.mc867.mail.yahoo.com/mc/compose?to=trevor@esb.eu.com


The following article by Jeremy Clarkson was in this week's 
Sunday Times but has since been 'pulled' - probably by the subject 
of the article, Peter Mandelson. So much for free speech. But poor 
old manglebum fails to appreciate how the blogsphere works and 
in no time the article finds itself going viral round the world. Wonderful. Enjoy it - and feel free to pass it on if you enjoyed it..... 
 
Jeremy Clarkson - Sunday Times 8/11/09  
I've given the matter a great deal of thought all week, and I'm afraid I've decided that it's no good putting Peter Mandelson in a 
prison. I'm afraid he will have to be tied to the front of a van and driven round the country until he isn't alive any more. He 
announced last week that middle-class children will simply not be allowed into the country's top universities even if they have 4,000 
A- levels, because all the places will be taken by Albanians and guillemots and whatever other stupid bandwagon the conniving 
idiot has leapt. 
I hate Peter Mandelson. I hate his fondness for extremely pale blue jeans and I hate that preposterous moustache he used to sport in 
the days when he didn't bother trying to cover up his left-wing fanaticism. I hate the way he quite literally lords it over us even 
though he's resigned in disgrace twice, and now holds an important decision-making job for which he was not elected. Mostly, 
though, I hate him because his one-man war on the bright and the witty and the successful means that half my friends now seem to 
be taking leave of their senses. 
There's talk of emigration in the air. It's everywhere I go. Parties. Work. In the supermarket. My daughter is working herself half to 
death to get good grades at GSCE and can't see the point because she won't be going to university, because she doesn't have a beak 
or flippers or a qualification in washing windscreens at the lights. She wonders, often, why we don’t live in America. Then you have 
the chaps and chapesses who can't stand the constant raids on their wallets and their privacy. They can't understand why they are 
taxed at 50% on their income and then taxed again for driving into the nation's capital. They can't understand what happened to the 
hunt for the weapons of mass destruction. They can't understand anything. They see the Highway Wombles in those brand new 4x4s 
that they paid for, and they see the M4 bus lane and they see the speed cameras and the community support officers and they see the 
Albanians stealing their wheelbarrows and nothing can be done because it's racist. And they see Alistair Darling handing over 
£4,350 of their money to not sort out the banking crisis that he doesn't understand because he's a small-town solicitor, and they see 
the stupid war on drugs and the war on drink and the war on smoking and the war on hunting and the war on fun and the war on 
scientists and the obsession with the climate and the price of train fares soaring past £1,000 and the Guardian power- brokers getting 
uppity about one shot baboon and not uppity at all about all the dead soldiers in Afghanistan, and how they got rid of Blair only to 
find the lying twerp is now going to come back even more powerful than ever, and they think, "I've had enough of this. I'm off. 
It's a lovely idea, to get out of this stupid, Fairtrade, Brown- stained, Mandelson-skewed, equal-opportunities, multicultural, carbon- 
neutral, trendily left, regionally assembled, big-government, trilingual, mosque-drenched, all-the-pigs-are-equal, property-is-theft 
hellhole and set up shop somewhere else. But where? 
You can't go to France because you need to complete 17 forms in triplicate every time you want to build a greenhouse, and you can't 
go to Switzerland because you will be reported to your neighbours by the police and subsequently shot in the head if you don't 
sweep your lawn properly, and you can't go to Italy because you'll soon tire of waking up in the morning to find a horse's head in 
your bed because you forgot to give a man called Don a bundle of used notes for "organising" a plumber. You can't go to Australia 
because it's full of things that will eat you, you can't go to New Zealand because they don't accept anyone who is more than 40 and 
you can't go to Monte Carlo because they don't accept anyone who has less than 40 mill. And you can't go to Spain because you're 
not called Del and you weren't involved in the Walthamstow blag. And you can't go to Germany ... because you just can't. 
The Caribbean sounds tempting, but there is no work, which means that one day, whether you like it or not, you'll end up like all the 
other expats, with a nose like a burst beetroot, wondering if it's okay to have a small sharpener at 10 in the morning. And, as I keep 
explaining to my daughter, we can't go to America because if you catch a cold over there, the health system is designed in such a 
way that you end up without a house. Or dead. Canada's full of people pretending to be French, South Africa's too risky, Russia's 
worse and everywhere else is too full of snow, too full of flies or too full of people who want to cut your head off on the internet. So 
you can dream all you like about upping sticks and moving to a country that doesn't help itself to half of everything you earn and 
then spend the money it gets on bus lanes and advertisements about the dangers of salt. But wherever you go you'll wind up an 
alcoholic or dead or bored or in a cellar, in an 
orange jumpsuit, gently wetting yourself on the 
web. All of these things are worse than being 
persecuted for eating a sandwich at the wheel. 
I see no reason to be miserable. Yes, Britain now 
is worse than it's been for decades, but the 
lunatics who've made it so ghastly are on their 
way out. Soon, they will be back in Hackney 
with their South African nuclear-free peace 
polenta. And instead the show will be run by a 
bloke whose dad has a wallpaper shop and 
possibly, terrifyingly, a twerp in Belgium whose 
fruitless game of hunt-the-WMD has netted him 
£15m on the lecture circuit. 
So actually I do see a reason to be miserable. 
Which is why I think it's a good idea to tie Peter 
Mandelson to a van. Such an act would be cruel 
and barbaric and inhuman. But it would at least 
cheer everyone up a bit. onto in the meantime. 
 



CRAFT #18 – Kingston-upon Thames 
Alright, promise I won’t witter on after the ‘twaddle’ grief last time. Daffy had 
suggested Kingston for the CRAFT a few months earlier but other things kept 
arising, and the journey was a bit prohibitive, however as he’s made the effort to 
come down several times it was only fair that we went the other way for once. 
Especially as co-hare Fat Bastard was marking a special birthday, and I don’t care 
how quiet he was trying to keep it, wearing a shirt with a massive speed limit sign 
showing your age was bound to provoke comment! 
Anyway, Angel and I managed to persuade the large one to accommodate us at 
Fat Towers, along with several others including Weegee, and old mate Ponce 
Charming up from Cardiff. Slightly awkward timings on the rugrat distribution 
meant that, despite a very good journey up, we were still running later than 
planned. Daffy rang from pub 1 the Canbury Arms to check on our status so we 
suggested we’d park and catch up, but in the end FB waited for us with Weegee, 
Daffy reported that the Canbury was rubbish, and we went straight to pub 2 the 
Willoughby. Daffy hadn’t been entirely alone in the Canbury as Last Tango and 
Nickers had turned up there and were waiting with him in the Willoughby when 
we arrived. Here I discovered a big cock-up as Daffy showed me his brand new 
(seriously, he carried the box with him all evening!) CRAFT H3 tankard complete 
with glass bottom, and I realised that Gabs and I had forgotten our own, doh! 
Gradually our numbers were swelled here with the arrival of hash virgins Riz and Helen, then Action Man, Cherry Picker and 

Fly By Night. Shortly after the landlord had 
demonstrated his amusing talking stag head, I took the 
mike to sing Happy Birthday to FB, only to see an 
incredulous Eric the Viking walk in open-mouthed with 
Boy Blunder in tow. Turned out it was his actual birthday 
whereas we had hours to wait for FB! Once Little Bear 
had arrived talk was again of moving on so I sent a text 
to KIU to let him know, only to find that he was running 
late and for the first time wouldn’t be able to make 
CRAFT! Sadly that meant that Wildbush would also be 
missing. 
At the Park Tavern there were even more surprises with 
Tablewhine, Ryde and Fag End all turning up along with 
Gay Lick. This was another excellent pub featuring 
hundreds of pump clips all over the ceiling. Interhash 
2004 had a notable absence in FB due to illness, but the 
London Hash had turned up with FB masks and had many a 
picture taken to give him the feeling that he’d been there 

but just couldn’t remember it, like every other hash weekend. Ryde still had her mask and was again waving it around 
apparently to mark his birthday!  
Mr. Charming had disappeared off the radar after arriving in 
London but managed to reconnect with FB and arranged to 
meet us in pub 4, the Richmond Park so once again we were 
off for more beer. From here we were soon off to the Deea 
for curry! On the way there I heard that Cyst Pit would also 
not be joining us, as if I hadn’t guessed by then! Oh well, we 
soon reached the curry house where 2 more late arrivals 
came for the nosh. We missed the Wytch Inn as we were all 
too full of the joy by then, although Barnes H3 ran there last 
Wednesday to mark Daffy’s 15 years of hashing so a bit of a 
late finish for the CRAFT trail, and only a couple made it to 
the end! Meanwhile we headed back to FB’s for relaxation and 
somehow conversation kept some of us going through to 3.30 
for the latest finish yet! 
 
 
A friend of a friend bought his Xmas turkey from a farm one year. It was so fresh it still felt warm. When he reached 
home he squeezed the huge pre-plucked roaster into his fridge; then the next morning, woke up especially early to gut 
and season the big bird. When he opened the fridge door, however, he had something of a surprise. Apparently the 
farmer had only stunned the massive gobbler. Furious at its frosty captivity and sore at the plucking, it lunged out of the 
fridge and savaged the poor bloke, before smashing through the French windows to freedom. 



BEERS FOR THE BOYS 

 
 
And a message from Amnesia 
For those of you who have had the misfortune to drink with my hasher son aka Ovett (RAF Regiment- three tours Iraq 
and two Afghanistan, and one of Buckingham Palace) I attach an image with his beer from the 
campaign. He's in full kit so don't let anyone tell you they are not properly equipped!! 
OnOn 
Amnesia 
 
Three Little Pigs went out to dinner one night. The waiter came and took their drink order. 'I would 
like a Sprite,' said the first little piggy. 'I would like a Coke,' said the second little piggy. 'I want 
beer, lots and lots of beer,' said the third little piggy. The drinks were brought out and the waiter 
took their orders for dinner. 'I want a nice big steak,' said the first piggy. 'I would like the salad 
plate,' said the second piggy. 'I want beer, lots and lots of beer,' said the third little piggy. The 
meals were brought out and a while later the waiter approached the table and asked if the piggies 
would like any dessert. 'I want a banana split,' said the first piggy. 'I want a cheesecake,' said the 
second piggy. 'I want beer, lots and lots of beer,' exclaimed the third little piggy. 'Pardon me for 
asking,' said the waiter to the third little piggy,'But why have you only ordered beer all evening?'  
The third piggy says - 'Well, somebody has to go 'Wee, wee, wee, all the way home! 



REHASHING   
2nd November - Kings Head, East Hoathly Don - I arrived just before 7 concerned I might have missed the free beer on 
the brewery visit (not brewer as advertised, woops) but was directed through to the room at the back where about 20 were 
already gathered for an interesting introduction to the brewery and the importance of bees in beer! All very interesting and a 
real worry that the Sussex bees seem to have lost the plot and are losing the battle for survival. Sadly also there was no free 
beer, but maybe he confused us with an athletic club, so we had to go and buy a pre-match half ourselves. 
Perhaps it was the beer that had me going great guns at the start but nothing lasts forever, or even very long and the 
inevitable cock-up at the second check by YT meant I was soon seriously adrift. Again. Somehow I managed to regain the pack 
and then went off across the field to check with Brent but we soon realised we’d been abandoned as the previous check had 
picked up marks from this check and no one called us back, thanks! Okay for the superfit but I was left struggling up the road 
on my own until I met Ann and she regaled me with tales of her youth in the area. Another hash… 

16th November – Giants Rest Wilmington, Pete and Grahame - By now two weeks into the 
great flood that this winter has turned into we expected to get very wet! It seems people also 
expected to get up to the top of the downs as that’s the way everyone kept checking, although it 
stayed low all the way out to Wannock before a gentle-ish climb took us half way up. This was 
along a path slightly above the road but with a steep drop beside us so cue silly old jokes from Mr 
Beard about passages being blocked, and people being tossed off. Got worse though with the 
Disney jokes. Luckily I’ve forgotten them already! By now it was obvious that we wouldn’t make 
the cut, especially as Bob and I were languishing at the back. Having had a run earlier in the day 
with Gabs I was feeling my age all of a sudden and had to make my way back on my own for the 
most part. Another great summer hash… 

30th November – Black Horse Findon, Wiggy & Jo - How did I end up getting involved in this? The usual Sunday runners 
set the trail which meant me and the hares, but as Jo was away on business Monday I had to remember the route to help on 
the night. It started well enough despite hares protestations of yet more crap weather both during and since setting. As we 
cut along the path above Long Furlong it was important that the pack took the lower route so we both held back to make sure. 
Elaines attempt to return to the pub was nicely scuppered by hare who said better to go that way (pointing!). So much for the 
hare on the run, as we then struggled to catch up with the pack again. Luckily Wiggy had given Charlie some advance info 
which meant he went wrong with everyone else in tow and I was able to catch up to sort it out again. After that it was up 
through more woods, eventually coming back out above Long Furlong slightly above the previous path where we should have 
met Elaine, Pete and George. Taking responsibilities seriously I stayed at the back (yeah right! I live there now!), when 
everyone headed off across the field towards Salvington. I tried calling but no good so it was just Nicola and I on the correct 
trail home, me furiously marking to ensure the pack would be fine when they realised their error. Funnily enough we were 
virtually last back as Wiggy had thrown in a route change he hadn’t shared with me! Only left those few who had opted for an 
early return to come back, which they did some time after 9.30! Wiggy got a look. In the pub, Nicola asked George Baxter if 
he’d like to come out to everyone’s amusement especially Mr. Beard who exclaimed much too loudly, “Aayyyy?”. Another great 
hash… 

  
Christmas carols for the insane  

1.  Schizophrenia Do You Hear What I Hear? 
2.  Multiple Personality Disorder  We Three Kings Disoriented Are 
3.  Dementia  I Think I’ll be Home for Christmas 
4.  Narcissistic Hark the Herald Angels Sing About Me 
5.  Manic Deck the Halls and Walls and House and Lawn and Streets and Stores and Office and Town 
and Cars and Buses and Trucks and Trees and..... 
6.  Paranoid  Santa Claus is Coming to Town to Get Me 
7.  Borderline Personality Disorder Thoughts of Roasting on an Open Fire 
8.  Personality Disorder You Better Watch Out, I’m Gonna Cry, I’m Gonna Pout, Maybe Ill Tell You Why 
9.  Attention Deficit Disorder Silent night, Holy oooh look at the Froggy - can I have a chocolate, why is France so far away? 
10.  Obsessive Compulsive Disorder Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells, Jingle 
Bells, Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells, 
11.  Oppositional Defiant Disorder You better not cry - Oh yes I will, You better not Shout - I can if i want to, You better not pout - 
Can if I want to, I’m telling you why - Not listening, Santa Claus is coming to town- No he’s not!! 



The gospel according to Whitehawk 
There's this bird called Mary, yeah? She's a virgin (wossat then?) She's not 
married or nuffink, but she's got this boyfriend, Joe, innit? He does joinery an' 
that. Mary lives with him in a crib dahn Nazaref. One day Mary meets this bloke 
Gabriel. She's like `Oo ya lookin at?' Gabriel just goes 'You got one up the duff, 
you have.' Mary's totally gobsmacked. She gives it to him large 'Stop dissin' me 
yeah? I ain't no Kappa-slapper. I never bin wiv no one!' So Mary goes and sees her 
cousin Liz, who's six months gone herself. Liz is largin' it. She's filled with spirits, 
Barcardi Breezers an' that. She's like 'Orright, Mary, I can feel me bay-bee in me 
tummy and I reckon I'm well blessed. Think of all the extra benefits an' that we 
are gonna get.' Mary goes 'Yeah, s'pose you're right' Mary an' Joe ain't got no 
money so they have to ponse a donkey, an' go dahn Bethlehem on that. They get to 
this pub an' Mary wants to stop, yeah? To have her bay-bee an' that. But there 
ain't no room at the inn, innit? So Mary an' Joe break an' enter into this garridge, 
only it's filled wiv animals. Cahs an' sheep an' that. Then these three geezers turn 
up, looking proper bling, wiv crowns on their heads. They're like 'Respect, bay-bee 
Jesus', an' say they're wise men from the East End. Joe goes: 'If you're so wise, 
wotchoo doin' wiv this Frankenstein an' myrrh? Why dincha just bring gold, 
Adidas and Burberry?' It's all about to kick off when Gabriel turns up again an' 
sez he's got another message from this Lord geezer. He's like 'The police is comin an' they're killin all the bay-bees. You 
better nash off to Egypt.' Joe goes 'You must be monged if you think I'm goin' dahn Egypt on a minging donkey.' Gabriel sez 
'Suit yerself, pal. But it's your look out if you stay.' So they go dahn Egypt till they've stopped killin the first-born an' it's 
safe an' that. Then Joe and Mary and Jesus go back to Nazaref, an' Jesus turns water into Stella. ‘APPY CRIMBO  

 
To the Guy Who Tried to Mug Me in Downtown Savannah night before last. 

Date: 2009-05-27, 1 :43 a.m. E.S.T. 
I was the guy wearing the black Burberry jacket that you demanded that I hand over, shortly after you pulled the knife on me 
and my girlfriend, threatening our lives. You also asked for my girlfriend's purse and earrings. I can only hope that you 
somehow come across this rather important message. 
First, I'd like to apologize for your embarrassment; I didn't expect you to actually crap in your pants when I drew my pistol 
after you took my jacket.. The evening was not that cold, and I was wearing the jacket for a reason. My girlfriend had just 
bought me that Kimber Model 1911 .45 ACP pistol for my birthday, and we had picked up a shoulder holster for it that very 
evening. Obviously you agree that it is a very intimidating weapon when pointed at your head, isn't it?! I know it probably 
wasn't fun walking back to wherever you'd come from with that brown sludge in your pants. I'm sure it was even worse 
walking bare-footed since I made you leave your shoes, cell phone, and wallet with me. [That prevented you from calling or 
running to your buddies to come help mug us again]. After I called your mother or "Momma" as you had her listed in your cell, 
I explained the entire episode of what you'd done. Then I went and filled up my gas tank as well as those of four other people 
in the gas station, -- on your credit card. The guy with the big motor home took 150 gallons and was extremely grateful! I 

gave your shoes to a homeless guy outside Vinnie Van Go 
Go's, along with all the cash in your wallet. [That made 
his day!]. I then threw your wallet into the big pink "pimp 
mobile" that was parked at the curb ... after I broke the 
windshield and side window and keyed the entire driver's 
side of the car. Later, I called a bunch of phone sex 
numbers from your cell phone. Ma Bell just now shut down 
the line, although I only used the phone for a little over a 
day now, so what 's going on with that? Earlier, I 
managed to get in two threatening phone calls to the 
DA's office and one to the FBI, while mentioning 
President Obama as my possible target.  
The FBI guy seemed really intense and we had a nice long 
chat (I guess while he traced your number etc.). In a way, 
perhaps I should apologize for not killing you ... but I feel 
this type of retribution is a far more appropriate 
punishment for your threatened crime. I wish you well as 
you try to sort through some of these rather immediate 
pressing issues, and can only hope that you have the 
opportunity to reflect upon, and perhaps reconsider, the 
career path you've chosen to pursue in life. Remember, 
next time you might not be so lucky. Have a good day!  
Thoughtfully yours, Alex 
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	The following article by Jeremy Clarkson was in this week's Sunday Times but has since been 'pulled' - probably by the subject of the article, Peter Mandelson. So much for free speech. But poor old manglebum fails to appreciate how the blogsphere works and in no time the article finds itself going viral round the world. Wonderful. Enjoy it - and feel free to pass it on if you enjoyed it.....Jeremy Clarkson - Sunday Times 8/11/09 I've given the matter a great deal of thought all week, and I'm afraid I've decided that it's no good putting Peter Mandelson in a prison. I'm afraid he will have to be tied to the front of a van and driven round the country until he isn't alive any more. He announced last week that middle-class children will simply not be allowed into the country's top universities even if they have 4,000 A- levels, because all the places will be taken by Albanians and guillemots and whatever other stupid bandwagon the conniving idiot has leapt.I hate Peter Mandelson. I hate his fondness for extremely pale blue jeans and I hate that preposterous moustache he used to sport in the days when he didn't bother trying to cover up his left-wing fanaticism. I hate the way he quite literally lords it over us even though he's resigned in disgrace twice, and now holds an important decision-making job for which he was not elected. Mostly, though, I hate him because his one-man war on the bright and the witty and the successful means that half my friends now seem to be taking leave of their senses.There's talk of emigration in the air. It's everywhere I go. Parties. Work. In the supermarket. My daughter is working herself half to death to get good grades at GSCE and can't see the point because she won't be going to university, because she doesn't have a beak or flippers or a qualification in washing windscreens at the lights. She wonders, often, why we don’t live in America. Then you have the chaps and chapesses who can't stand the constant raids on their wallets and their privacy. They can't understand why they are taxed at 50% on their income and then taxed again for driving into the nation's capital. They can't understand what happened to the hunt for the weapons of mass destruction. They can't understand anything. They see the Highway Wombles in those brand new 4x4s that they paid for, and they see the M4 bus lane and they see the speed cameras and the community support officers and they see the Albanians stealing their wheelbarrows and nothing can be done because it's racist. And they see Alistair Darling handing over £4,350 of their money to not sort out the banking crisis that he doesn't understand because he's a small-town solicitor, and they see the stupid war on drugs and the war on drink and the war on smoking and the war on hunting and the war on fun and the war on scientists and the obsession with the climate and the price of train fares soaring past £1,000 and the Guardian power- brokers getting uppity about one shot baboon and not uppity at all about all the dead soldiers in Afghanistan, and how they got rid of Blair only to find the lying twerp is now going to come back even more powerful than ever, and they think, "I've had enough of this. I'm off.It's a lovely idea, to get out of this stupid, Fairtrade, Brown- stained, Mandelson-skewed, equal-opportunities, multicultural, carbon- neutral, trendily left, regionally assembled, big-government, trilingual, mosque-drenched, all-the-pigs-are-equal, property-is-theft hellhole and set up shop somewhere else. But where?You can't go to France because you need to complete 17 forms in triplicate every time you want to build a greenhouse, and you can't go to Switzerland because you will be reported to your neighbours by the police and subsequently shot in the head if you don't sweep your lawn properly, and you can't go to Italy because you'll soon tire of waking up in the morning to find a horse's head in your bed because you forgot to give a man called Don a bundle of used notes for "organising" a plumber. You can't go to Australia because it's full of things that will eat you, you can't go to New Zealand because they don't accept anyone who is more than 40 and you can't go to Monte Carlo because they don't accept anyone who has less than 40 mill. And you can't go to Spain because you're not called Del and you weren't involved in the Walthamstow blag. And you can't go to Germany ... because you just can't.The Caribbean sounds tempting, but there is no work, which means that one day, whether you like it or not, you'll end up like all the other expats, with a nose like a burst beetroot, wondering if it's okay to have a small sharpener at 10 in the morning. And, as I keep explaining to my daughter, we can't go to America because if you catch a cold over there, the health system is designed in such a way that you end up without a house. Or dead. Canada's full of people pretending to be French, South Africa's too risky, Russia's worse and everywhere else is too full of snow, too full of flies or too full of people who want to cut your head off on the internet. So you can dream all you like about upping sticks and moving to a country that doesn't help itself to half of everything you earn and then spend the money it gets on bus lanes and advertisements about the dangers of salt. But wherever you go you'll wind up an alcoholic or dead or bored or in a cellar, in an orange jumpsuit, gently wetting yourself on the web. All of these things are worse than being persecuted for eating a sandwich at the wheel.I see no reason to be miserable. Yes, Britain now is worse than it's been for decades, but the lunatics who've made it so ghastly are on their way out. Soon, they will be back in Hackney with their South African nuclear-free peace polenta. And instead the show will be run by a bloke whose dad has a wallpaper shop and possibly, terrifyingly, a twerp in Belgium whose fruitless game of hunt-the-WMD has netted him £15m on the lecture circuit.So actually I do see a reason to be miserable. Which is why I think it's a good idea to tie Peter Mandelson to a van. Such an act would be cruel and barbaric and inhuman. But it would at least cheer everyone up a bit. onto in the meantime.

