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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).
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31st October 2011
1741
Chequers, Steyning
176 113
George Baxter
Directions: A27 towards Shoreham, A283 to Steyning, left at first roundabout, 2nd left at next. Pub on left 1 mile. Park in
village car park just past pub. Est. 20 mins.
7th November 2011
1742
Plough, Pyecombe
292 126
Directions: A23 north. Off at first exit A273. 1st left, pub on right. Est. 5 mins

Charlie

14th November 2011 1743
Plough & Harrow, Litlington
523 017
Professor Pete
Directions: A27 east past Lewes and Beddingham. Take 2nd right after Alfriston roundabout past the Giants Rest pub. Pub
approx. 2.5 miles on right. Est. 25 mins.
21st November 2011 1744
PeP nursery, Ditchling
333 172
Pete E
Directions: A23 north, keep in left hand lane and filter on to A273 over Clayton Hill. 2nd right is B2112 into Ditchling. At
mini-roundabout go straight ahead. PEP nursery is about 1 mile on right just past Garden Pride. Est. 15 mins.
28th November 2011 1745
Snowdrop, Lindfield
354 239
Rik
Directions: A23 north to A273. B2112 through Ditchling, past Wivelsfield. Turn right up Hurstwood Lane opposite the Fox
pub. Right again at end, then left onto Snowdrop Lane. Pub 200 yards on left. Est. 25 mins.
5th December 2011
1746
Fox, Patching
078 057
Bouncer
Directions: A27 west past Worthing. At A280 Angmering turn-off take right at roundabout then left just over A27. Pub 1km
on right. Est. 25 mins.

RECEDING HARELINE:
12/12/11

The Oak, Cranes Heath,
Arlington – Airman Bob & Chris
th

19/12/11

Bob’s 1000 r*n!
Hassocks Hotel – Ride it, baby!
XMAS HASH - see flier.

HENFIELD HASH #106
20/11/11 – Miller & Carter, Lancing - Bouncer
CRAFT HASH #42
25/11/11 – Lewes – Barnes H3 Xmas w/e

Today’s special:
Buy 1 pint for the price of 2 and get a
second absolutely free! [I’ll take that off your hands! – Ed.]

BH7 HASH EVENTS DIARY
5th November - MANY HAPPY RETURNS TO PETE ‘PROFESSOR STARGAZER’ THOMAS!

Prof celebrates his 50th birthday this month and has come up with the novel concept of using different methods to travel 50
miles under his own steam. With 2011’s earlier pair of quinquagenerians (honest, I Googled it. Ed), Ride It Baby and Bouncer,
he will be setting off from Saltdean at 8am on Saturday 5th November, cycling to Bramber, canoeing to Shoreham, then
running back to Bramber before returning to Saltdean, again by bike, via Pyecombe. Naturally there will be various
‘refreshment’ points along the way, and there is an option of heading on to Lewes for the fireworks afterwards!
Anyone else interested in taking part please let Prof know as soon as possible, as Charlie will be arranging canoes for us!
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19th November - MUDLARKS LEAVING BASH…

As you may.. or may not.. know, Nigel (Mudlark) is leaving to join the British Antarctic Survey team on 26th November and will
be gone until March 2013!
For those of you wanting to say "Hi and Bye" we are holding an Open house @ 8 Coombe Rise, Saltdean, BN2 8QN from 2pm on
the 19th November......come along whenever it suits you. Drinks and nibbles!
Regards, Sara Wilce
ononononononononononononononononononononononononononononononononononononononononononononononononononon

19th December - CHRISTMAS HASH AND PARTY…

This years Christmas Hash will be on Monday, 19th of December, at the same venue as last year, The Hassocks Hotel. The
cost is £20 per person, which includes all of above on the menu attached (see page 2½), plus wine and a drink at the bar. It
also makes the maths and money collection straight forward. Rik will be providing the music.
I will start collecting money on 31st Oct. The full amount will need to be paid by Monday 12th December to confirm a place.
Ride it, baby (Pat)
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7-10th September 2012 - Hastings H3 Portugal Hash - Poço Redondo, Tomar, Portugal

Cost - £165 if booked before 31/12/11; £180 until full. Includes 3 nights accommodation; meals as per itinerary (full itinerary
available on request); circle drinks; transport to/from runs and vineyard; Vineyard tour; Shirt.
All bookings will be co-ordinated by Brent ‘Keeps It Up’ Crowle (crowleb@btinternet.com)
To guarantee a space £50 is due at time of booking; balance due 31/05/2012
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IVAN LYONS 50 MARATHON CHALLENGE:
To donate follow link: http://www.webjam.com/50marathons
Marathon 46 took me to the stunning northern Lake Garda, Italy in early October. Along with Ralph & Malcolm from Henfield
Joggers the three of us represented the UK. Whilst the lean Italians at the start were not too concerned about the British
contingent, we put up respectable times, despite in my case, suffering from a hacking cough during the week..
My goal for each road marathon is to finish within four hours. A time that I have achieved in each of the road marathons run
(except my very first marathon). A respectable time of 3:51 achieved this goal. As for the race itself, there were some 1,000
runners, running around the stunning lake. The beauty of this race was that you took a boat across the lake to Limona for the
start with the finish on the other side at Malcesine. Fortunately, for the three of us, our accommodation was near to the
finish line – but only revisited after a few beers after the race!
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A couple were lying in bed together on the morning of their tenth wedding anniversary when the wife says 'Darling, as this is
such a special occasion, I think that it is time I made a confession. Before we were married I was a hooker for eight years..
The husband ponders for a moment and then looks into his wife's eyes and says, 'My love, you have been a perfect wife for
ten years, I cannot hold your past against you, in fact maybe you could show me a few
tricks of the trade and spice up our sex life a bit?'
She says 'I don't think you understand, my name was Tom and I played rugby for Wales ...
An Englishman wanted to become an Irishman, so he visited a doctor to find out how to go
about this. "Well" said the doctor, "this is a very delicate operation and there is a lot
that can go wrong. I will have to remove half your brain". "That's OK" said the
Englishman. "I've always wanted to be Irish and I'm prepared to take the risk".
The operation went ahead but the Englishman woke to find a look of horror on the face of
the doctor. "I'm so terribly sorry!!" the doctor said. "Instead of removing half the
brain, I've taken the whole brain out". The patient replied, "No worries, mate!!"
What do you call 15 guys sitting around the TV watching the Rugby World Cup final?
Welsh.

No wonder Antarctica is melting…

Two 90 year old men, Mike and Chris, have been friends all of their lives.
When it's clear that Chris is dying, Mike visits him every day. One day
Mike says, 'Chris, we both loved hashing all our lives, and we hashed on
Mondays together for so many years. Please do me one favour, when you
get to Heaven, somehow you must let me know if there's hashing there.'
Chris looks up at Mike from his death bed, 'Mike, you've been my best
friend for many years. If it's at all possible, I'll do it favour for you. ‘
Shortly after that, Chris passes on. At midnight a couple of nights later,
Mike is awakened from a sound sleep by a blinding flash of white light and
a voice calling out to him, 'Mike--Mike.'
'Who is it?’ asks Mike sitting up suddenly. 'Who is it?'
'Mike--it's me, Chris.'
'You're not Chris. Chris just died.'
'I'm telling you, it's me, Chris,' insists the voice.'
'Chris! Where are you?'
'In heaven', replies Chris. 'I have some really good news and a little bad
news.'
'Tell me the good news first,' says Mike.
The good news,' Chris says,' is that there's hashing in heaven. Better yet,
all of our old friends who died before us are here, too. Better than that,
we're all young again. Better still, it's always spring time and it never rains or snows. And best of all, we can hash all we want,
and we never get tired.'
'That's fantastic,' says Mike. 'It's beyond my wildest dreams! So what's the bad news?'
'You're the hare for Monday.'
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RUGBY WORLD CUP BANS SCOTTISH FANS' BAGPIPES (ran out of room last issue but too good to miss!)
They have inspired Scottish warriors and sportsmen since the days of ancient clan battles. They were even used to instil courage in
British troops on the beaches of Normandy on D-Day, but it appears the Scottish rugby team may have to do without them as it does
battle at the World Cup in New Zealand. By Auslan Cramb, Scottish Correspondent 12:25PM BST 19 Sep 2011
Over-zealous officials are said to have banned bagpipes from the terraces amid fears that they could distract Scotland's opponents despite the fact that they have featured in previous tournaments around the world. The row has prompted one piper who flew to New
Zealand to perform at Scotland matches to pen a letter of complaint to the Kiwi prime minister John Key. Shona Robison, the
Scottish Sports Minister, has also intervened with an official request to the organisers to overturn the bizarre ruling. Matthew
Strachan, 32, a GP from Aberdeenshire, said yesterday: "After spending considerable money getting to New Zealand to support my
country I was shocked to hear bagpipes were not allowed in the stadiums. "I've played the pipes in most of the UK stadiums and also
in France during the last World Cup and they have always been gratefully
received. "Why then after many sporting years have the World Cup organisers
decided against having them in stadiums? At least pipers should be allowed to
play up to the start of the game and afterwards."
He has set up a Facebook campaign calling for piping to be allowed and his
campaign has been backed by Chris Cusiter, the Scotland scrum-half, who retweeted the link to the campaign. He added: "Pipers are respectful of play. I
always hope the players themselves are picked up when they hear my music."
Alex Logie, a friend of the piper who raised the issue in Scotland, said: "Matt was
told not to take the pipes into the Romania and Georgia games by security outside
the ground. They said that if he played them he would be ejected from the
stadium." Jim Eadie, the SNP MSP, said that as the rugby world showed respect
for the traditions of the All Blacks, and the ceremonial haka war dance at the start
of every game, it was only fair that Scottish fans were allowed to "showcase
Scotland with their bagpipes". He added: "This is a ridiculous position for the New
Zealand authorities to take. Bagpipes are allowed into stadia all over the world for
sporting competitions without any problems. I have been in contact with the
Scottish Rugby Union and together we are hoping the New Zealand authorities
will drop the ban on the pipes for the remainder of the games." Scotland may need
the pipes in their next two games - against Argentina next weekend, followed by
England on October 1.
A spokesman for the Scottish Executive said: "We are sure this is merely an
oversight and the Sports Minister has written to the organisers of the rugby World
Cup in New Zealand to request this position is reversed."

HASHING THE ANTARCTIC PART 2: GREAT HASHING LOONIES – FROM IH CYPRUS 96 MAGAZINE

SCOTT OF THE ANTARCTIC
A TALE OF HASHING HEROISM

THE STORY of Robert F. Scott’s
heroic attempt to lead the first hash to
the South Pole has inspired
generations of hashers the world over.
More than 80 years after Scott and the
other members of Antarctic H3 froze
to death at their final checkpoint on
the Ross Ice Shelf, there are few
hashes which do not raise a glass in
his memory on 23 March, the date on
which, in 1912, Scott made the last
entry in his hash diary. Yet despite the
passage of time, controversy still
rages over the race between him and
Roald Amundsen, hair raiser of the
rival Lapland H3, to be the first to
reach the Pole.
Captain Robert F. Scott came from a
long line of hashing heroes. His father
Rupert Twistleton-Fyffe Scott was the
first man to hash from Alexandria in
Egypt to the source of the river Nile,
having set a trail comprising of 2,451
checks and 6,472 false trails. It was
Scott’s grandfather, Sir Murchison
Canvey-Island
Raving-Madde
(“Scottie”) Scott who is believed to
have sparked the Mutiny against the
British rule in India by his insistence
on serving bacon rashers at his afterhash barbecues in Rawalpindi. Robert
soon followed in the family tradition.
Aged ten, he led a party of school
friends in a disastrous attempt to hash
down the River Thames on stilts. Five
years later he almost succeeded in

laying a trail from South Wales to
Durham through disused cal mines.
AMUNDSEN, IN CONTRAST, came
from a family of world champion
cross-country skiers. After winning
the Norwegian Open long-distance
skiing competition three times in a
row, Amundsen turned his attention
to body-building before deciding to
attempt the South Pole hash.
Both groups of hashers prepared
well for what they knew would be a
difficult trail. Once the on-on was
called there would be no “short run”
home for those who felt tired. Scott’s
team ran into difficulties early on.
While sailing from Britain, all their
food was washed overboard in a
storm, forcing the hashers to survive
on a diet of deep-fried weevils until
they reached Antarctic waters where
they were able to catch some
penguins. Further trouble was to
come later when one hasher tried to
avoid paying hash cash on the
grounds that he wasn’t going to eat
the polar bear kebabs and only
drank soft drinks rather than beer.
Nevertheless, Scott’s hash started
well. With everyone in good health
and eager to help in checking out, it
didn’t take long to cross the first ice
shelf. Then it was “on up”, dragging
the sledges up the Beardmore
Glacier and onto the high Antarctic

plateau. But soon the hashers were
fighting biting winds and constant
snow. As the going got tough, fewer
people were willing to check out,
placing an even greater burden on
the fucking-front-running-bastards.
As the standard of checking dropped
it took longer and longer to find the
on-ons. The expedition started to
slow down. Failure to find the beer
check at the top of the 3,000 foot
Shackleton Ridge sapped morale.
Scott’s fears grew that Amundsen,
who was known to use the more
efficient “Nordic style” check points
rather than the English “free-style”
checks, would get to the pole before
him. Despite Scott’s threats of
double downers to anyone seen
sitting on a check, it was taking
painfully long for his team to find onons.
ALL SCOTT’S FEARS came true
on 16 January 1912, as he was
leading his team towards check 423,
the last before the pole. A discarded
sweat band and an empty beer can
lying in the snow were silent
witnesses to the awful truth;
Amundsen had been there first.
The next day Scott’s hash reached
the Pole. Amundsen had known
Scott would be following close
behind and did not mind giving his
rival a helping hand. Marked in the

snow, Amundsen’s hash had left the
sign, “On North”.
The journey home became ever more
difficult. Defeated in their quest to run
the first hash across the Pole, the
hashers morale fell even further. A
huge argument broke out as Bob
Bowers, the most notorious of the
front-running-bastards,
started
refusing to hold the checks. It was
only when Scott threatened to make
him “shit of the week” all the way back
to England that he agreed to slow and
allow Edgar Evans, the slowest
member of the hash, to catch up.
The weather became even more
bitterly cold. For the first time since
leaving
base
camp,
Scott’s
thermometer read “absolutely fucking
freezing” rather than the usual “bloody
cold”. At one point, weather conditions
were so bad that Scott himself was
seen sitting down on a check. Added
to the problem of cold, most hashers
were now suffering from blisters and

muscle strains, so slowing the pace
down even further. At check 563
Evans fell into a crevasse while
trying to prove that he was still able
to do his share of checking out.
ON 19 MARCH they reached check
599. Number six hundred was a
beer check, and Scott was sure if
they could make it that far the
mission would be saved. With a few
pints inside them the hashers would
find the energy to reach the onhome, which could only be a few
checks away. But this is where the
mission suffered its cruellest
misfortune. The weather, which had
been getting steadily worse, now
made checking almost impossible. A
combination of snow and wind
seemed to have destroyed all marks
of the trail. For four days, the
hashers checked it out, always in
vain. Scott knew that if they did not
find the trail in the next two days, all
would be lost.
ON THE 4TH
NIGHT
the
weather
was
the worst they
had experienced, making it
impossible
to
even go outside. At about
nine
o’clock,
Titus Oates sat
up in the tent.
With his hands
so
cold
he
could barely tie
the laces of his
Nike “Air Arctic”
running shoes.
Oates told his
friends,
“I’m
going to check
it again. I may
not be back for
some
time.”

Scott’s diary records that ten
minutes later a muffled cry of “On
Two” was heard in the distance. But
Oates was never seen again.
Unable to move from the tent, Scott
and his hashers died of cold the next
day. When their bodies were found
by a rescue mission some months
later, it was noted that they had all
died with their running shoes on.
The death of Scott’s hashers has
often been seen as failure of the
“free-style” checking system, which
many believed was unsuitable for
use in hash climates. Amundsens’s
strict policy of using only “Nordic
checks”, on which there were no
more than three false trails, meant
that more people were willing to
check out and that the on-on was
found more quickly. The fact that
each false trail had to end with a
clearly marked “T” also prevented
the type of accidents which led to
two members of Scott’s team,
Ronvald and Manson, falling over a
precipice while checking out a
particularly unlikely route.
Scott’s “free-style” checks, which
had been developed for hashing
over flat desert terrain, involved an
unlimited number of false trails,
which could be marked with three,
two, or sometimes only one flour
mark.
THE OFFICIAL INVESTIGATION
into Scott’s death also noted that his
insistence that his team should use
traditional self-raising white flour put
them at a disadvantage in finding a
trail set across the vast polar wastes
of the Antarctic. Amundsen’s
decision to mark his trail with
fluorescent pink paint was clearly
more practical, although at the time
it was roundly condemned by the
British press as “unsporting”. 
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Antarctica is the only land on our planet that is not owned by any country.
Ninety percent of the world's ice covers Antarctica. This ice also
represents seventy percent of all the fresh water in the world. As strange
as it sounds, however, Antarctica is essentially a desert; the average
yearly total precipitation is about two inches. Although covered with ice
(all but 0.4% of it, ice.), Antarctica is the driest place on the planet, with
an absolute humidity lower than the Gobi desert.
I did not know this.....
When you drink Vodka over ice, it can give you kidney failure, when you
drink Rum over ice, it can give you liver failure, when you drink whiskey
over ice, it can give you heart problems, when you drink Gin over ice, it can
give you brain problems. Apparently, ice is really bad for you. Warn
Mudlark!

CRAFT #41

Having had to rush release this trash issue due to a number of pub changes. new info on the Halloween Hash, Christmas hash
and Pete’s birthday, no report from Tokyo has yet been forthcoming as appointed scribe Keeps It Up is still swanning around
the World after the international hasher of the year award for the 4th year r*nning. Haven’t been to Antarctica though have
you, eh? Get in Mudlark!
Initial reports from Cyst Pit and Radio Soap though, are that the beer turned out to be too prohibitive at £9 to £10 / pint to
do a pub crawl, and time was limited with other hash events occurring. Not one to waive the CRAFT though, I can say that
there were quite a few occasional CRAFTies (albeit only myself and Angel from the regulars) in Antrain for the Folleville Frog
Hash, which being a SL’ASH joint featured a pub crawl, set by Ryde and Tablewhine.
So briefly, Saturday 8th started with us in a bar in France watching England Rugby team fluff it up badly enough to ensure our
half time breakfast wasn’t tampered with. Hash started at 20 minutes after the match ended with a lovely run past a weir and
out through the local villages and chestnut strewn randonees around the area, with plenty of short-cuts for knitters. We soon
found ourselves back at the bar, to get stuck into the beer. Boy Blunder marked trail to pub #2, essentially by drawing a
circle of arrows back to the same bar. Eventually hare did lead us away through the flea market, where Bouncer was seen
admiring a full set of tankards from a thimble to a litre size, to the fairground and bar #3. Frites and chichis were consumed
by many here before the long 15 foot walk to the next bar, as with it’s predecessor just a tent set up for the town week.
After a battle royale on the bumper cars which saw Bouncer, Ryde and Tablewhine head to head in the first match, then
Bonnie, Boy Blunder and Rent Boy in the 2nd, we headed to the Pizza bar for a final pint before heading back for Mad Cows
barbie in Folleville. Down downs were many, varied and mostly forgotten, apart from Eric the Ugling (nee Viking) who featured
highly! Drinking and eating then carried on way into the early hours! Another great hash, now here’s some stuff from Japan…
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Japan stuff…
•
TOKYO HOTEL'S RULES AND REGULATIONS: guests are requested not to
smoke or other disgusting behaviours in bed.
•
IN A TOKYO BAR: special cocktails for the ladies with nuts.
•
HOTEL, JAPAN: YOU are invited to take advantage of the chambermaid.
•
INFORMATION BOOKLET ABOUT USING A HOTEL AIR-CONDITIONER,
JAPAN: cooles and heates: if you want condition of warm air in your room,
please control yourself.
•
SIGN IN MEN'S REST ROOM IN JAPAN: to stop leak turn cock to the right
•
SIGN IN JAPANESE PUBLIC BATH: foreign guests are requested not to pull
cock in tub.
•
JAPANESE PRODUCT USED TO RELIEVE PAINFUL HAEMORRHOIDS: Lie
down on bed and insert poscool slowly up to the projected portion like a swordguard into anal duct. While inserting poscool for approximately 5 minutes, keep
quiet.
•
TOKYO SHOP: our nylons cost more than common, but you will find they are
cheaper in the long run.
What's the difference between a Japanese zoo, and an English zoo? A Japanese zoo has a description of the animal on
the front the cage, along with a recipe.
Two Japanese sewage workers had an affair. It didn't last, though; they were just Nips that passed in the shite.
What's a Japanese girl's favourite holiday? Erection day.
-

Japanese answer machine: He-lo! This is Sa-to. If you leave message, I call you soon. If you leave *sexy* message, I call sooner!
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Stevie Wonder is playing a gig in Tokyo. . . .
He's just finished playing his Seventies classic Sir Duke. The crowd is still going wild when a young Japanese man at the front
says, "Stevie Wonder, you play a jazz chord, you play a jazz chord!" So Stevie plays an F# minor on his keyboard and goes off
on a jazz riff.
The Japanese man says, "No Stevie Wonder, you play a jazz chord!" So Stevie tries an A and off he goes with the band on this
amazing improvised moment. When he's finished, the lad says, "No Stevie, a jazz chord, a jazz chord!"
By now old Stevie is a little confused. "What do you mean, play a jazz chord? I've just done 2 for you..?" he says to the fan.
"But it best song of Stevie Wonder! It bery famous!" comes the reply.
"Ok, well how does it go then?", enquires the blind musical genius.
The young Japanese man clears his throat and starts to sing: Wait for it..... "A jazz chord..............to say, I ruv you..."
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Japanese Fart

A young Japanese girl had been taught all her life that when she married she was to please her husband and never upset him.
So the first morning of her honeymoon the young Japanese bride crawled out of bed after making love, stooped down to pick
up her husband's clothes and accidentally let out a big fart. She looked up and said:
'Aww so sowwy... excuse prease, front hole so happy back hole laugh out loud.'

REHASHING…
#1738 – Rising Sun, Upper Beeding
A good selection of visitors with Malibog returning, as well as Thumper, Frances, and Ab Fab (appearing from EGH3 who go
into remission during the winter months, only making the fortnightly foray during daylight hours on alternate Sundays), plus a
new boot found by the hares wandering around Bramber Castle whilst setting. So now you know where the run went! With his
walkers map in hand Bouncer, bemoaning an injured calf, confidently set off up the narrow path, despite the rest of the pack
heading left, to find 4 foot high nettles. But trumping the pack was probably worth it, as he managed to maintain an edge as
trail headed over Windmill Hill, down to Golding Barn then up up up, with pack being stymied by various checks on the way.
From the 5 ways car park it was down the SDW to the cement works, a journey not completed entirely successfully by Airman
Bob who found himself spreadeagled on the ground after a vicious trip. Vivacious Chris gamely threw herself on top of him,
allegedly to staunch the flow of blood but that sounds like just the sort of excuse a rampant harriette would come up with
when she realised there was still one more hare behind. Over the river we were then herded up the Downs Link for the
previously referred jaunt round the castle moat and back home to admire Bob’s carpet burn in the pub. Another great hash…
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Naked Pumpkin Run – If this isn’t a hash I’ll eat my
breakfast. And as we all know beer isn’t just for
breakfast anymore!

For anyone who has ever considered streaking
but is just a bit too timid, perhaps running in
disguise is the way to go. One idea to mask
your identity is to throw a pumpkin over your
head. Now the only issue to be addressed is
where do you streak and not stand out in a
crowd? Well, if you are in Downtown Boulder
on the spookiest night of the year (aka
Halloween), there is an easy answer...You can
join fellow pumpkin-head streakers for the 10th
annual Naked Pumpkin Run, but be warned.
The Boulder police department does not
condone such behaviour and while cops will not
be out to specifically bust participants, they do
have the option to enforce indecent exposure
laws.
Last year's "run" featured 150 participants. We are having such amazing fall weather that who knows, maybe
warmer temperatures will draw more people out of their clothes tonight.
I've always been a strong advocate for keeping your clothes on in public and to be honest, I don't think very many
people can wear orange around their face well...
Happy Halloween!
GOLDEN OLDIE TIME – Last seen in #51:
In summary, the police arrested Patrick Lawrence, 22 year old white male, in a pumpkin
patch 11:38 p.m. on Friday night.
On Monday, at the courthouse, Lawrence was charged with lewd and lascivious behavior,
public indecency, and public intoxication. The suspect explained that as he was passing a
pumpkin patch on his way home from a drinking session when he decided to stop... "You know
how a pumpkin is soft and squishy inside, and there was no one around for miles or at least I
thought there wasn't anyone around" He stated in an interview. Lawrence went on to say
that he pulled over to the side of the road, picked out a pumpkin that he felt was
appropriate to his purpose; cut a hole in it, and proceeded to satisfy his alleged need. 'Guess
I was really into it, you know?' he commented with evident embarrassment.
In the process of doing the deed, Lawrence failed to notice an approaching police car and
was unaware of his audience until Officer Brenda Taylor approached him. 'It was an unusual
situation, that's for sure,' said Officer Taylor. 'I walked up to Lawrence and he's just
banging away at this pumpkin.' Officer Taylor went on to describe what happened when she
approached Lawrence. I said, 'Excuse me sir, but do you realize that you're having sex with
a pumpkin?'
He froze and was clearly very surprised that I was there, and then he looked me straight in
the face and said... 'A pumpkin? Shit ..... is it midnight already?'
This was in the Washington Post...the title of the article was "Best Come Back Line Ever."

WILL THE DOLLAR FALL?

I know you're interested in finance so the Question of the Day is... will the Dollar fall or not? (see bottom (sic!) of page)
My wife came home with a vibrator, started waving it about and
screamed, "I don't need you now! I don't need you
now!"......Guess who had to put the batteries in.
• My wife rang me earlier."Where are you?" She screamed. "I've
been stuck outside this house in the rain for an hour!""I'm
having a few beers with the lads," I said."Well I need you to
come and open the door for me," she snapped. "I've forgot my
key.""Calm down," I replied. "I'll send Dave through from the
kitchen."
• I walked into my wife's hospital treatment room today, where
she lay after being involved in a horrific car accident."Oh... Hi...
babe," I stuttered. "I thought you were dead.""They managed
to bring me back," she croaked. "What's that in your
hand?""Erm... It's for you," I smiled. "It's a bottle of
champagne."
• I'm getting sick of these phone calls, and I'm sick shouting,
"Not fucking interested, goodbye!"I don't think I'm cut out for
The Samaritans.
• If you hit me at 30mph there's an 80% chance I'll live. If you
hit me at 40mph there's an 80% chance I'll die... Why the fuck
do u keep trying to hit me??
• Policeman stops drunk driver & asks him 2 take a breath test.
Driver pulls out an NHS card 'this man is asthmatic. Policeman asks him 2 take blood test, driver pulls out NHS card
'please don't take his breath this man is anaemic, please don't take his blood. Policeman asks him 2 take a urine test,
driver pulls out a third NHS card which read 'this man is an Arsenal season ticket holder, please don't take the piss'
I was shaggin my secretary up the arse when my girlfriend walked in. She said, "you can't do this 2 me" & I said, " I know...
That's why i'm doing it to her
Paul McCartney is already upset with his new wife; apparently she is spending twice as much on shoes as the last one
Sky Sports have announced that from next season Man Utd will be the only English team shown on Sky Sports Channels.
Liverpool will be shown on the History Channel, Man City on the Shopping channel and you'll have to go to Cartoon Network
to watch Arsenal
Phone rings, woman answers. The pervert, with heavy breathing, says, "Have you got a tight unshaven c*nt?" Woman
replies, "Yes, he's watching telly - who shall I say is
calling?"
When the Mrs left I was sad upset & lonely. Since
then I've got a dog, bought a new bike, shagged 2
birds & blown a grand on hard drink & coke....
She'llgo fxxg mental when she gets home from work.
'Viagra' is now available in powder form for your
tea. It doesn't enhance your sexual performance,
but it does stop your biscuit going soft.
I met two girls down the pub last nite who had
strong Cardiff accents. I said, "I know that accent.
You two ladies are from Scotland, aren't you?" one
of them replies "Wales, you fucking idiot!" "Sorry," I
said, "You two whales are from Scotland, aren't
you?”
I took my Biology exam last Friday. I was asked to
name two things commonly found in cells. Apparently
"Blacks" and "Muslims" were not the correct answers.
Always remember, the Key to Financial Survival is to be a Tight Arse!
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