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Dieting under Stress (WHoever sress 19

This diet has been prepared to help you cope with increasing amount of stress that
builds up during a working day.

Breakfast
1/2 Grapefruit, 1 slice wholemeal toast, 30z skimmed milk.

Lunch
40z lean boiled chicken breast, 1 cup steamed spinach, 1 cup herbal tea (black), 1

chocolate biscuit.

Afternoon Break

Rest of packet of chocolate biscuits, 2 pints chocolate chip ice cream, topped with 1
jar hot fudge sauce, nuts, cherries and fresh cream.

Dinner
2 loaves garlic bread with cheese, 1 large cheese and tomato pizza and chips, 4 cans
cider or 2 bottles of wine, 3 Mars Bars or 6 Kit-Kats.

Supper

1 whole black forest gateau.

Rules

1. If you eat something and nobody sees you, it has no calories.

2. If you drink a Diet Coke with a Mars Bar, the calories in the Mars Bar are
cancelled out by the Diet Coke.

3.  When you eat with someone else, the calories don't count if they eat more than
you do.

4. Food used for medicinal purposes never counts, e.g. hot chocolate, brandy, toast,
chocolate cheesecake.

5. If you fatten up everyone around you, you will look thinner.

6. TV and cinema related foods do not add calories since they are part of the whole
entertainment experience and not ones personal fuel.

7. Broken biscuits do not contain calories, the process of breaking causes calorie
leakage.

8.  Things licked off knives and spoons have no calories if you are in the process of
preparing something.

9. ' Foods of the same colour have the same number of calories, e.g. spinach and
pistachio ice cream, mushrooms and white chocolate.

10. Chocolate is a universal colour and may be freely substituted for any other food

colour.
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HASH MIS-MANAGEMLNT.

1 g i GM - Josh - (W) 0602 352080.
- o JM - Baldycock ~ (1) 0602 256837
‘ ON SEC - Doc Crippen - (i) 0509 *’l-’l_‘p’l;:f#.
ql HASIL CASH - Grope-ller — (II) 0602 491261.

MEMBER RAISKER -
MISTRESS OF' THE PISS - Cyranose -

L)
s Quorn {\q} (H) 0509 414882,
' \! ORGAN GRINDER - Pigeon Shit - 6780 480395.
Jsenzge He s S
HasSH HOTLINE: 0509 4151%4, RUNS: Twice monthly -
1st. Sunday @ 11am,
5rd. Sunday @ 11am.
A oGk ok o3k ok Ak ko ok ok ok ok ok ok R ok % K ok o ok R ok sk ok ok K ¥
QUORN FORTHCOMING
RUNS
RUN 116. Sunday 6©6th. March. ***Zaturday Sthe YVarch., ***
WALLINGTON'S HCUSE, FHRWATTINGTON'S 40th. Birthday
20, Keats Close, R SR GRS S
: T ; *Do @ THE CROSS KEYS PUB
farl Shilton, Leic.  wwxCHAPET, STREET, BARWELL, LEIC.
Wallington. ***8pm. for &:%0pm start for a

***QETTTLE NIGHT FCR HASHERS.
S€€ vereAr ——m>

Sunday 20th. March.
The Copt Oak, CUFT OAK. JNC 22 - take BS5&7 off A50
Doc. to Leicester.

E i S “‘TOP J“R.._.Sﬁ******“ T(JP 'Dh_—fsb*********JF*"F*#*******
QUORN HASH RUNS REMAIN ON
1st. & 3rd. SUNDAYS @ 11am.

**************#*T RC GHCUT TIiE EJ.JLR IR E SR RS EEESEEE TR S S
RUIT 118. Sunday 3rd. April.

Hollybush, DUFFIELD MAKENEY, DERBY.
Pullfrew and Trenchfart.

RUN 119. Sunday 17th. April.
The Rancliffe Arms, BUNNY. A52 to A60, turn south
Mango and Doc. down A6C to Loughborough

from Nottingham,

e

***TARES VUEEDED***HARES NEEDED***HARES NEEDED***HaRES NeEoDED***

DATES: MAY 1st/15th. JUNE 5th/19th. JULY 3rd/17th.
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RUN 113, Sunday 16th. January.

The Partlwood Lodge, Ockbrook.
HAR®S: Baldycock and Lightning Rod.
SCRIB=E: Gentleman Jim.

t was a bright, sunny morning and lovely and warm until we found
the pub and had to get out into the icy blast. I don't know where
he wind was coming from, but I know where it was going.
One revoltingly fit-looking Baldycock arrived back complete with
black Labrador. Next time you take the dog with you, please make
sure you feed it first so it does not eat all the fucking flour
as it runs behind you! Icicles were beginning to form as we waited
for the mad cyclist - I must remember to shake all the drops off
next time I have to stand in the cold!
AnVWaJ, complete with Barritone, we were off, sorry, on - isn't
Hashing terminclogy confusing? It never fails to amaze me how
BaldJCOCk manages to find so much shoe-sucking shiggy when he lays
a trail., Just as 1 thought we were getting the hanw of the trail,
Barritone, followed by the Teeny Hashers, charged of;, or is it
on?, no!l it wasn't, so it must have been off, in the wrong dilrec-
tion. Will they ever learn?.
Hills, dales, hills, dales, bloody big hills going nowhere, and
shiggy, where Pigeon Shit's extremely clean companion inadvertantly
got a little dirty encouraged by a fellow Hasher!: If you thought
I've been writing 'bull' so far, then you were mistaken, but 1 will
NOW .
Now, most intelligent homosapiens, or is it sexuals, know that bulls
are colour blind. However, this obviously excludes most people thick
enough to run through mud, on a cold winter's morn in the CUckbrook
Half Marathon, trying to follow a trail of flour that had previous-
1y been devoured by the dog! Cne very considerate Hasher decided to
tell one Teeny Hasher that he was glad that he was wearing a yellow
top and not a RED one similar to his. This resulted in the aulckest
shirt removal ever seen, with said topless Teeny Hasher overtaking
Linford Christie in the 100yd. Dash, followed by a credible high
Jump over the next gate, not to mention the trail of s*** he lelt
behind - no bulll!l
I don't know about you, but I was getting ready for the promised
beer stop and was Jjust beginning to think that because of the time,
the beer stop must be at the pub! Just.before arriving at his new
Bar job at the Hermitage Arms, a myopic Homeless, sorry, Shedless
Chicken, decided to check out the flour that a helpful Hasher - he
gets everywhere - spotted glistening in the sunshine on a tree at
the top of the steepest hill on the iash. Amazing enough, when he _
got there, he could not find the trail. Oh well:. That's how 1t goes
sometimes.
anyway, back to the beer stop where Shedless served up the refresh-
ments and measured up the Hermitage for carpets and curtains. 4T
this point, Cyranose slipped on some mud and, although the wrifTer



Q

cast aside personal safety in a futile, but gallent attempt to Pi
save her, was then accused of ungen®tlemanly conduct, which as
everybody knows must be a mistake. She said that he nad pushed :3

Haplll

Fully refreshed, off we went again covering a training ground for
meuntain goats. This was quite helpful really in warming us up for
the next phase of the trail. Anybedy who was mad enough to do the
FARMYARD FROLIC RUN at Rearsby will have immediately recognised
where Baldycock had got his inspiration from for the nex Lt section.
But running through rivers in full flood, having first broken the
ice, does wash all the mud off, It was a "pit of a shame that it was
so shigzy when we got out of the water - at this point, the expres-
sion "we" excludes Josh, who as everybody knows is a truly dedicated
follower of fashion and is always immaculately attired. He decided
that his new designer label Boots were much toc precicus to get mud-
dy and wet and was seen disappearing through a Ga+ewaj - shame on
you Josh! (ED. Ahh! Eut Josh knows that the GM is never wrong:)

With much relief, the On In was spotted and fortunately, the pub

had an all day opening policy - so it wasn't closedl!

DCWII DCWKS.

HARES Baldycock and Lightning Rod for a really shiggy
marathon length run. (Mind you, with Quorn Hounds
continuing to run like blind mice and unable to
find the trails at every check, it's not surpris-
ing we were out there bloody hours - ED.)

13 LEN Virgin runner and posthumously named TUMSHUDDER (as
she was still lost on trail with Pigeon 5hit - what
WERE they up to?) - named for her Belly Dancing.
exploits!

JOSH wearing new Boots.

CYRAKCGE SCBing and accepting lifts from strange men - as
usual.(She has no pride - ED.)

GROPEHER non-runner and appearing on trail occasionally to

direct the Hounds the wrong way.
JCHN named MEGASOREARSE for his extremely flatulant

backside.

RED
JAMIE named BULLSHIT after stripping ﬂlSASﬂlrt on trail
and running like hell from a bull.
STEPHEN named TRENCHFART - an anagram of Frenchtart, a name

given him by his mates,

* % ok ok ok ok ok ok X ok ok ok o % o ¥
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RUN 114, Sunday 6th. Febrﬁary.

Red Cow, Hinckley Rd., Leic.
HatiS: Showman and Thrush.
SCRIBE = Mango.

No.1 RULE IN HASH: THERE ARE NO RULES! Just as well really as this
was the Hash Run with a BIG DIFFERENCE.L ;

The Hashers arrived anticipating the sweaty return of the afore-
mentioned Hares, one eventually appeared 1in a chauffeur-driven

car (courtesy of Mudsucker minus cap!) at 10:50am.!:

Uttering a load of bullshit, his excuse for not laying the trail
that morning was due to the fact that his Crap Rugby Club had
brought forward their Cup Match by one week thus clashing with his
promised Trail! So, oh deary me, what do we do? How to lay a trail
when I haven't got time to do it?

The gathered pack of eager hounds included Josh (with yet another
new Rover!), Bummer accompanied by 2 Virgin Runners and one defin-
itely non-virgin wife and baby! Lightning Rod and Pullfrew, Rough
Passage and Pisscophrenia, Doc and Mango, PigeonShit, to name but

a few, if not all, were also there and couldn't wait for what was
in store. -

liow, this takes some explaining. We set off with Showman, the Hare,
minus the co-Hare, Thrush, FRBing with a £ of a bag of flour. Cne
minute from the start, after rounding the first bend, the Hare
stops the Hounds and rroceeds to lay a flour Check in front of our
eyest and calls upon 3 stupid Bastards to check it out, when we all
know full well that there is no trail at all. When 2 of us were
nearly 200 miles out os sight, he'd call On On in the opposite dir-
ection., Bastard! This gives you some indication of the next hour and
a bit general fiasco - cozmonly called *“ash Mismanagement.
PigeonShit was heard to say: "This is not a Hash, this is a Mickey
Mouse Run." Never mind, we succumbed to Showman's warped humour and
were literally led around a mythical trail, with Showman being the
only one who was likely to know where we were going.

We toured the delights of Kirby Muxloe (Muck's Low, more like) and
its upmarket housing estate, crossed a leaden shiggy field, water-
logged to the crutchline (but naturally avoided by tae ever-clean
Josh and Lightning Rod) and entered a Golf course to stop for a
Balti Take-4iway. Here, Showman and Josh were seen to compete in a
long jump over a ditch wide enough to tax Bob Beamon and at least
50ft. deep filled with golf-ball eating water! Unfortunately, neither
of them fell in!! Circumnavigating the sparsely-populated Greens, we
continued our Donald Duck Clympics, crossing numerous categories of
field to the Rugby Club, where sanity prevailed over a pint of Hash
nectar from the Bar and where we were warmly greeted by the co-Hare,
Thrush, who promptly whisked Showman off to his Cup Match leaving
us to sup up and find our own way back to the Red Cow after hastily
given directions.

Upon our return to the watering-hole, an apparition met us in the
form of Barritone, who had literally travelled half-way round the
Universe to get to today's fash and,surprisingly enough, couldn't
find the trail! I wonder why”

Pevn Down 3 — ond o —
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RUN 115. Sunday 20th. February.
Dirty Duck, Belvoir Castle.

HARES: Josh and Cyranose.

SCRIBE: Doc (commotose!)

Never arrive at a Hash semi-unconscious from the night beforel! - as

I discovered to my cost! ‘In my absence, I was voted in as Scribe.

s0, this is a write-up by Doc from the inside of his Jeep whilst

looking at the inside of his eyelids and attempting to shake off a
mammoth Hangover from the previous night's Bash. Meanwhile, every-

one else, except the also Hungover Mango, ran!

Despite this drawback, I am confident that I shall describe the

rail accurately from memory and previous experience of one of Josh's

and Cyranose's Runs. It follows a familiar theme: 1) layed in flour,
blob-shaped and at regular intervals. Well, one every kilometre, |
after all, when has Josh ever been extravagant with flour?; 2) layed |
from a puwd in the middle of phukkin nowhere and reached only in 4WD.;

3) layed over extremes of terrain - shiggy hills, shiggy dales, odd
raging river crossings, shiggy traks, old railway tracks and embank-
ments, freezing canal towpaths, ancient narrow canal bridges, shiggy
woodland retreats, crotch-tickling stiles, Belvoir Castle views and

the inevitable downhill-along-the-canal-towpath-over-the-ancient-

bridge boring old Cn In.. There you have it, a typical and predict-

able Josh/Cyranose Trail, perfect in scenery, perfect in length and

the perfect 1hr. 20minutes durationi!!

History also dictates the following events en route: a) Josh, as

Hare, avoided all the shiggy even though he laid the traill? How

does he do it?; b) Cyranose, as co-Hare, used this title as an ex-

cuse to run at She back - so what's different?; c¢) Barritone ran all

the false trails in only a skimpy t-shirt, sweating buckets on an
absolutely bollock-freezing day, carrying his bike on his backs:;

d) Lightning Rod, in true Hashing style, also avoided mounds of the

shiggy to aveold getting his brand new pre-shiggied Boots dirty!l;

e) Pullfrew ran like a demented Hare (longeared variety) off trail

and into the distant mists, through all the shiggy Jjust to make up

for his father's lack of commitment to the hallowed brown stuffl;
f) GropeHer roamed around lost as he can never find a real trail
- and spent most of the rest of the time molesting Cyranose at every
opportunity using the excuse that he was only trying to help her
over the stiles!; g) Bummer motored along doing his own thing blind-
ly leading the blind on false trailsl; h) Russell looked on with
bewildered amusement wondering how the hell he ever got involved in -
this Bunch of Retarded, Beerswilling and phoney-jogging Nomads!!

THE BIG QUESTICON IS: WHERE WERE ALL YOU OTHER HASHING BUGGERS? You,
like myself and Mango, missed a superbly scenic run by your hallow-
ed GMI! We had an excuse but the rest of you - unforgiveable!l

i
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RUN 114 DCWN DOWNS: Mango - for the absent Haresi
SR h—— Virgins - Alan (who isn't on alcohol at the
present )and Russell (who is!)
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Docs Fecive Dhiet~comosciows
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Recrpe »- Panana  Preap.

ZJVGRCD/dNﬁ S~ 1 LAUGHING EYES ;
2. LOYING ARMS ;

3. WELL~SHAPED LEGY ;

4. FIRM MILK CONTAINERS |
7. FUR~LINED MIXING BOWL
6. ONE LARGE BANANA.

Wowe INSTRUCTIONS 3~

LOOK INTO LAUGHING EYES, SPREAD WELL ~
RBHAPED LEGS ~SLONLY , BQUEEZE AND MASSAGE
MUK CONTAINERS GENTLY UNTIL FUR-LINED

MIAING BOWL 1S NELL GREASED.
ADD BANANA AND VIGOROUSLY WORK N
AND OUT UNTHL WELL CREAMED, COYER WTH

NUTS AND S16H WY RELTIEF

Y/ Yoy

BREAD 18 DONE WHEN BANANA 18 SOFT.
BE SURE To WASH MIAIN G UTEMSILS AND
LICK THE BOWNL THOROLIGHL Y.

ATIENTON |

JF BREAD STARTS 70 RISE ~
LEAVE Town |




KECPING YOUR FIGURE AT
4o BECOMES IMARTANT

~ DIETING CAM werr!

SEx,0R WACK ofF T Nmm'oue CATECORY
Do You MALE HASHERS FaLL iNTo, sy /2!
Sex life continues with a few changes,

like no longer needing a headache on
Sunday afternoons. ..

It’s all muscle!

i, 58

RAISEES
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|
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I must be losing some weight — | can see the
scales again!

I don't feel like reading tonight.



