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On and On 

Twas the hash before Xmas 

Christmas truce in no-man’s land 

Yo Ho Ho … for some Charity blow job 

They say charity begins at home and so 
it did last weekend because Charity was 
our hare and the On Down was at the 
spiritual home of the hash, the Smugglers 
Inn (they also sell beer). But don’t worry, 
Mick didn’t buy anyone a pint.  I’m not 
saying he’s tight with money, but he was 
hopeful Poundland will have a sale after 
Christmas. Although he may be a changed 
character these days. He’d bought his wife 
Knickerless some exotic perfume for 
Christmas. It’s called “Tester”. That was 
after she accused him of being tight. She 
was so angry she picked up all the special 
festive plates he’d bought for the family’s 
Christmas banquet and ripped them in half. 
However let’s be fair to the bloke. He did 
generously lay a trail last weekend for both 
the JH3 and the CH3 complete with a 
festive drinks stop featuring mince pies and 
mulled wine (but not at Mick’s place you  



Christmas mugs? 

Pervey gets the sack 

Christmas jumper Beans 

Wot! No misteltoe? Not Strictly Santa 

Christmas fairies? Pebble dash? 

the JH3 and was soon to 
demonstrate his mastery of 
the blow job. Charity declared 
‘On on’ and pointed us in the 
general direction of St 
Brelade’s Bay. Not slow to 
take a hint we shambled off 
towards the Round Tower. 
We ran round and round the 
gorse bushes on Ouaisne 
Common for a bit before 
finding the track that leads up 
the hill behind the Les 
Rusisseaux pumping station. 
That led to Travers Farm 
Lane from which we turned 
right towards Noirmont. It 
was here that Charity 
demonstrated all the skills of 
an experienced hare with a 
drinks stop to protect from the 
hoi polloi. The Crapauds took 
off through the woods 
heading for St Aubin’s Bay. 

members the previous year). 
With both hashes involved 
you might expect a good 
turnout – and indeed there was 
with about 25 runners, a fair 
number of walkers and a 
considerable canine 
contingent. Nuts and Bolts 
made a rare appearance for the 
CH3 and Grub, a regular 
hasher in the good, old days, 
has apparently been drawn 
back into the fold (is there an 
election next year?) He also 
brought his sons James and 
Harry who looked ominously 
young and fit. Bear kicked off 
the proceedings, making a 
presentation to Pervey in 
recognition of his failure to 
turn up for the JH3 Christmas 
party. Bear then introduced 
the hare for the day – Charity 
who’s also the bugle boy for 

understand).  Yes, it was the 
joint Christmas run when 
traditionally both the island’s 
hashes come together and 
celebrate the noble art in each 
other’s company. And, in the 
spirit of Christmas, much 
largesse was distributed. 
Santa, looking a lot like Taxi, 
turned up and handed out 
presents to all the Crapauds. 
Pervey was particularly lucky 
because he was singled out to 
also receive a gift from Bear, 
the JH3 Grand-Master.  
Instead of two turtle-necks (or 
do I mean doves?) he 
received a pair of fleeces. 
And the JH3 even offered 
their counter-parts a small 
token of their affection, in the 
shape of insulated beer 
holders (the ones they’d 
failed to off-load on their own



The lady in red 

The long haul 

Punch & Judy, err, Meryl Tomb waders 

Rambo’s a celebrity? Santa’s igloo needs some work Scandi rouge? 

It didn’t matter that there was 
no dust – just follow the 
hasher in front. Meanwhile 
the handful of cognoscenti 
continued on the road towards 
the Portelet Inn. Lucky for 
some, the more charitable 
members of what remained of 
the pack decided to wait for 
those who’d got lost before 
trooping into the grounds of 
Meryl the Peril’s impressive 
house overlooking Portelet 
Bay. There, quite apart from 
the magnificent views, we 
were treated to an impressive 
range of cakes made by the 
JH3’s own Mary Berry, 
otherwise known as 
Deepthroat, as well as mulled 
wine and mince pies. It was 

quite a feast and not 
surprisingly it was quite a 
chore to eventually persuade 
hashers that the On Down was 
still some way off. We finally 
left the house and run the 
length of the garden to an iron 
gate that gave access to the 
coastal footpath and soon 
afterwards the beach. What 
comes down must go up and 
soon we were breathing hard 
as we scaled the heights up 
that steep flight of steps 
alongside the Dandara 
development that has won so 
many brickbats. At the top 
Gigolo observed the Crapauds 
would have placed a double 
arrows there – “So would I,” 
said Bear. From there it was a 

fairly easy run across towards 
Portelet Common and the hare 
spared us from running down 
through the quarry, choosing 
to take us via the steep and 
greasy steps that drop down to 
the road which leads to the 
Smugglers. Serviced with an 
ample supply of chips and 
mini-sausages we were 
eventually asked to perform 
the final rites outside the pub, 
although several hashers 
preferred the grandstand view 
in the room that overlooks the 
road. Roger Rabbit was the 
RA for the day and he first 
invited Legs to join him to 
receive his birthday reward. 
He was joined by ET for 
winning the best-dressed 



A bloke started a new job at 
the zoo. On his first day he 
was given three jobs. The first 
one was to clean the weeds 
out of the exotic fish pool. As 
was doing so one of the fish 
jumped out and bit him on the 
bum.  The bloke hit back, 
swiping the fish with his 
spade, killing it. ‘Crikey what 
do I do now?’ he thought. ‘I 
know I’ll throw it into the 
lions’ cage’. The second job 
was to clean the floor of the 
chimp house. But as he was 
doing it the chimps attacked, 
pelting him with coconuts. 
The bloke lashed out with his 
spade, killing two of them. He 
decided to get rid of the 
evidence and threw the 
corpses into the lions’ 
enclosure. His last job is to 
collect honey from the South 
American bee colony, but as 
soon as he starts they swarm 
to the attack. He grabs his 
spade and smashed them to a 
pulp. He knows what to do 
now though. Later that day a 
new lion arrives at the zoo. 
He wanders up to another lion 
and asks, “Okay pal, what’s 
the food like here?” The lion 
replies, “Brilliant mate. 
Today we had fish and 
chimps with mushy bees.” 
 
“What do you have to say 
about the allegation of 
misogyny, Mr Trump?” “I 
never touched her.” 
 
I was arrested for assault at 
my local Chinese restaurant. 
They accused me of wonton 
violence. 

fancy dress award at the 
Crapauds’ Christmas party 
the previous week; Whinger, 
who managed to find an 
ancient iron ring with her 
metal detector but failed to 
mention the hash in the JEP 
story about her buried 
treasure; McKinley for a spot 
of bad parking and Meryl the 
Peril in recognition of her 
services at the drinks stop – 
oh, and not to forget the hare, 
Charity, for laying the trail. 
Finally Gigolo announced 
that the Crapauds’ next run 
would be from the Portelet 
Inn on Boxing Day – and 
then a couple of minutes later 
revealed that there’d been a 
change of venue to the 
Smugglers.       On on 

Sinful sextet? 

Grandstand view 

RAPIDLY 
RECEDING 
HARELINE

My new girlfriend really takes 
my breath away.  She’s 
inflatable. 
 
My PC’s a bit on the chunky 
side and it makes a constant 
whining noise. It’s a Dell 
 
My mate Sid had his ID 
stolen He’s now known as 
‘S’. 
 
Four tickets available for 
Peter Kay’s big 2018 tour. I 
only want face value because 
someone can’t make it. 
 
My blonde girlfriend and I 
went out for a walk across a 
meadow only for her to step 
into something brown and 
smelly. “What’s that?” she 
screamed. “A cowpat,” I told 
her. “Come off it,” she said. 
“Even I know a cow has got 
four legs, and anyway, my 
name is Sandra.” 

I’ve been down on my luck 
with the ladies recently so I 
decided to try one of those 
date rape drugs to improve my 
chances. But they were no 
good. I just ended up passing 
out and couldn’t remember a 
thing the next morning. 
 
Dear Santa, please send lots of 
warm clothes to all the naked 
ladies on Daddy’s computer 
 
I gave my mother-in-law a 
talking parrot for Christmas, 
but she took it back to the 
shop, complaining it hadn’t 
said a word. “I haven’t had a 
chance yet,” said the parrot. 
 
People tell me I’m sceptical. 
Not sure if I believe them 
though. 
 
Accidentally swallowed the 
tablets meant for my cat. 
Don’t ask me-ow. 

Frisco can’t take a joke. I put 
some Superglue on his darts 
and he just can’t let it go. 
 
How will Christmas dinner be 
different after Brexit? No 
Brussels. 
 
My doorbell rang this 
morning. Didn’t know it even 
had a phone 
 
The police rang to tell me my 
wife was in hospital. “How is 
she?” I asked. “Critical,” was 
the reply. I reassured the 
officer. “She always like 
that.” 
 
If you’re happy and you 
know it could you please 
make your way to the theatre 
where the other six dwarves 
are waiting for you. 
 
Help. I’m playing Scrabble 
with Midge Ure. I’ve only got 
four letters left, but they 
mean nothing to me. OVNR 
 
My neck was in constant 
pain. Finally they decided to 
operate and they fused some 
of the vertebrae together. I 
have to say, since that day, I 
haven’t looked back. 
 
I called the suicide hotline in 
Iraq. They asked if I could 
drive a truck 


