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The magazine of Brighton Hash House Harriers  
Trash #358 February 2026 

Find us on  or at http://www.brightonhash.co.uk/ 

Unless indicated, all r*ns are on Mondays at 19.00pm and all directions/ timings are approximate starting from 

Patcham roundabout A23/A27 junction. Please adjust journey time accordingly from your location. 

DATE #NO ON ON Post Code HARES  

2nd February 2026 2451 Stand Up Inn, Lindfield RH16 2HN On On Don & Beat the Barman 

Directions: Follow A23 north to Bolney junction with A272. Turn left and back under A23 to Ansty. Stay on A272 until 

Haywards Heath then left towards the station. Straight on at station roundabout and left at the next into village. First 

left after pond for village car park. Pub slightly further up. Est. 20 mins. 

9th February 2026 2452 The Black Swan, Pease Pottage RH11 9AJ Little Swinger  

Directions: North on A23. Leave just as road becomes M23 and take last exit of roundabout. Follow round into Pease 

Pottage and pub is opposite just over bridge. Est. 20 mins.  

16th February 2026 2453 The Long Man, Wilmington BN26 5SQ Mudlark  

Directions: Follow A27 east and take 2nd right past Alfriston roundabout. Est. 25 minutes.. 

23rd February 2026 2454 The Cleveland, Brighton BN1 6FF Nasty Nips 

Directions: From Patcham head south along A23, over mini roundabout at Carden Avenue on London Road. At Preston 

Park traffic lights turn left (right if coming from south) into Preston Drove. Cleveland Road is 6th right by Blakers park. 

Est. 5 mins. Nearest parking is on Surrendon Road or Preston Drove below Harrington Villas. Allow an extra 10 

minutes to walk up. 

2nd March 2026 2455 The Plough, Pyecombe BN45 7FN Tripsy Daisy & Shirker Ninezing  

Directions: A23 north. Off at first exit A273. 1st left, pub on right. Est. 5 mins. 

Receding Hareline:  
09/03/26 2456 Half Moon, Plumpton – Private Dancer & Oral Hooker  

16/03/26 2457 The Sportsman, Withdean - Fukarwe 

23/03/26 2458 The Railway, Burgess Hill – Shoots Off Early & Hot Fuzz 

30/03/26 2459 The Anchor, Storrington – Bouncer, Angel & Malibog 

06/04/26 2460 Beech Hurst Harvester, Haywards Heath - Psychlepath 

Upcoming CRAFT hashes:  
WORTHING TAP TAKEOVER 2026 - SAVE THE DATE: 10 – 12 April 

Hashing around Sussex (Sunday unless stated):   
CRAP UK H3 - r*ns start at 11am:  

01/02/26 Off Breezehurst Drive, Bewbush RH11 6EN – Sticky Balls 

On Inn:  The Black Swan, Pease Pottage RH11 9AJ 

Hastings H3 - r*ns start at 1066 (11.06am):  

01/02/26 Grand Burstin Hotel, Folkestone  - 69 Virgins to Paradise 

Joint Barnes H3. 11 am start. 

East Grinstead H3 – r-ns start at 10.45am: 

08/02/26 Wheatsheaf, Cuckfield RH17 5DW – Fiddler on the Hash & OITE 

22/02/26 New Inn, Hadlow Down TN22 4HY – Lampy & Stefan 

W&NK H3- r*ns start at 11am:  

15/02/26 Carpenters Arms, Limpsfield Chart RH8 0TG– Pheel the Greek 

Thought for the day: At breakfast this morning, my other half said she's leaving me because of my obsession with 
Twitter. I nearly choked on my #Brown!!       

 



BBBHHH777   HHHAAASSSHHH   
DIARY DATES – see full list of events bein
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RRREEEHHHAAASSSHHHIIINNNGGG   III   –––   RRRiiinnngggiiinnnggg   iiinnn   ttthhheee   NNNeeewww   YYYeeeaaarrr 

#2447 Longshore, Shoreham - HHHi all. Welcome to the first re-hash of 2026. And 
what a start to the new year - a smattering of snow on the ground, and a check right off 
the bat... Yes, that's right, hare Angel started us outside The Longshore with a check! 
With conditions underfoot actually not too bad, the pack quickly re-assembled post-
check with true trail crossing straight over the road, looping clockwise around the Adur 
Recreation Ground back down to Brighton Rd and then W along the S edge of the Rec 
Ground to pretty much opposite where we had entered. 
Turning S here trail continued along by the Adur and the 
houseboats, the check by the (massive) Grand Designs 
boat taking trail S straight through Beach Green to the 
seafront then W along the path and subsequently onto 
the shingle, although a number of hashers were noted as 
taking the road route, along with backmarker Bouncer 

(who, Angel told me, *hates* shingle). Trail would continue all the way along the seafront to the end of 
the lagoon where a switchback would find the hash perilously close to the frozen water... Yes, Angel had 
managed another doozy by finessing a sliver of a trail right along the southern side of the lagoon, 
although to be fair the trail was well-marked by dobs of flour. Eventually, and somehow with no-one 
entering the water, trail turned N at the crossing with the bridge and then right (E) to Sip Stop on 
Brighton Rd, where a selection of Dutch doughnuts*, Christmas cake and cold lager would be provided 
under the glow of the moon which would provide a topic of conversation for many. On Inn would be E 
approximately 400m along the road. [*New Year Oliebollen courtesy of Hash Gomi] 
Back at the pub... The first hares of the year would be called up, only for Angel to comment that they were both 'dry' this January! 
Luckily Bouncer had pre-warned me, and so a watery Down Down for both to "20 Toes". Next up, a number of misdemeanours 
reported: Firstly, the number of runners 'off-trail' by not following Angel's flour marks along the shingle and instead running on the 
road was at least six, and (knowing that he was neither dry nor driving) I elected Whose Shout to take a DD on their behalf. And 
secondly, a number of numerically-challenged hashers had been seen returning from fishhooks for 5 when they were number 6 
(Pussy Galore) and even number 7 (Keeps It Up); Down Downs for all three to "This Is Your Down Down Song". Finally for the 
evening, Pondweed (who split his DD with RIB as he was driving), who had been seen to slow down approaching one of the 
fishhooks, but also a celebration of his retirement; DD to "Get a Life". A quick announcement for next week's hash (The Juggs, 
Kingston - please book food on the spreadsheet if possible) before a 'toastus interruptus', with Prince Crashpian calling out for 
numbers for the Burns Night hash (26th Jan - again, please sign-up in advance if possible); and then, finally a toast to the hash. How 
wonderful to have begun 2026 with such a great hash. On On!  Nasty Nips 

ononononononononononononononon 
#2448 Juggs, Kingston – HHHi all. Welcome to the second re-hash 
of 2026. And what a departure weather wise from last week, as 
biblical rain from Storm Goretti had set a major challenge for the 
hares, as Balinor warned us outside the 
pub in his silly hat. On called as Who 
Killed Kenny swerved to a halt on her bike 
in the garden, pack would see a 3-way 
split tonight, with the wa*kers dividing into 

myself and Wildbush, successfully SCB’ing main trail to maintain contact with the pack throughout, and 
those who didn’t fancy the hill. Heading along the Street, a check would take us through the Twitten and 
along Church Lane for the first FH, before a sharp SW on Kingston Ridge, climbing steeply to the top via 
the r/h path for main pack, and l/h for YT. Breathlessly ascending we were greeted by a squall on the crest, 
very much against the forecast rain at 11pm, but perfectly timed to join the pack again, until the next left 
where we again split as they continued on the SDW, while we took the track down to the top of 
Swanborough Lane soon being joined by the pack once more. Knowing we were about to separate at the 
bottom, I spotted a likely footpath only to be stopped by the hare, saying, “That’s my garden!” Apparently 
others have made the same mistake and Balinor often has to divert them, but was generous in his praise 
on the class of walker around here, while lamenting the lack of sip due to the pub’s demands. As we 
corrected our return, the main pack had a dodgy crossing on the C7 Newhaven Road, loop round the 
fishing lakes, then on inn via the Cockshut, arriving before we’d even closed the deal at the bar.  
Beat the Barman’s troupe of flat wa*kers were ensconced in a back room soon joined by the full squad, and the usual merriment 
continued as the generous (but pricy) plates of comestibles were distributed. Circling up, the remaining hare, Balinor (Dyke Diver 
having bailed out due to an early a.m. start), was congratulated on an excellent trail in tricky circumstances, as well as his bravado in 
setting hash from their new local! Unfinished Xmas hash business was also concluded as he received the best sip award for 2025, 
downing to the hares song, although not from the trophy. Keeps It Up had passed us several times this evening, merrily informing us 

at each opportunity that Nasty Nips and Little Swinger had missed yet another Fishhook, later information 
arriving that Private Dancer and his Oral Hooker (as her shirt would have us believe) had done much the 
same, so up they came to answer the question of why they were born so beautiful? Mudlark seemed to have 
some issue with having to keep overtaking us, eventually asking if I came here often, which I’d normally 
expect from Hot Fuzz, but he’d also got frustrated by WKK (who incidentally doesn’t come here often!) when 
she sent Teddy across the C7 seconds after he’d yelled “Car!”. Apart from animal abuse, she’d also declined 
a Fishhook (reported as a check in circle – apologies but NLTTGITW!) as she doesn’t do hills, and yet there’s 
no way of avoiding them round here! With a bit of spare beer, these two were joined by our best caller of the 
night, Ride-It, Baby, who’d loudly announced the oncoming pack to us on several occasions, downing to the 
obvious Grand Old Duck. And finally, as he’s not long for this hemisphere, KIU thoroughly warranted the 
Numpty mug. Apart from his years of hashing, his experience consists of at least 4-5 hashes a week, and yet 
he failed to observe a fundamental guideline (there are no rules, I don’t need to remind you) that you never 
check down. Having misread the packs direction, as well as WB’s torch, he took this to an extreme before 
realising his error and trudging up the hill, only for the FH’ers to miss him as he was now so far adrift! Bad, 
bad, bad, no, no, no, down, down, down concluded another great hash!  Bouncer    



BBBEEESSSTTTIIIEEE   OOONNN   RRROOOMMMAAANNNCCCEEE   

   
•  Why didn't Cupid shoot his arrow at the lawyer's heart? Because even Cupid can't hit a target that small!  

 



RRREEEHHHAAASSSHHHIIINNNGGG   IIIIII   –––   HHHaaallllllooo   HHHaaallllllaaannnddd………   
BH7 #2449 - The Blacksmith's Arms, Halland - With the pub not forewarned about 
food orders, and so a very limited number of meals available, the hash hadn't even 
started and it was turning into a usual Chaos affair! The Chalk Talk found the hare 
explaining how the end of the approximately 6k r*n would include the local hill 
'Terrible Down', its name actually derived from the old 'tod hyll'; that's 'turd-hill' in 
modern English :S 
And so, with that image in mind, the pack set off over the roundabout and into 
Bentley Wood and a very boggy run, a fact not revealed by the hare's very clean shoes 
at the pub. Myself and Little Swinger would run wrong at one of the first checks, lucky 
for Ride It Baby as she was heard calling out for the pack having been delayed by a tyre 
issue on Tripsy's motor; RIB was aided in via the not-trail entrance by the houses and 
straight into the wood. Luckily we ended up catching up with the pack as a wrong turn 
would find Bouncer heading back in our direction after the pack had lost the trail (a 
repeated theme tonight but actually due in no fault to the hare). Out of the woods the 
trail then continued E towards and then clipping the W edge of Alders Wood before 
turning S and to the W edge of East Hoathly. As the pack had spread out (being an 
EGH3 hare Chaos had not laid any fishhooks) an impromptu regroup was held before 

continuing W along and then crossing London Rd, along to Harrison's Shaw and SW over the East Hoathly Bypass. The long 
field run here would see FRBs turning right, not spotting a blob of flour where true trail was straight on, resulting in quite 
the detour for some. New FRBs RIB and Bouncer (no doubt shocked at being in front) would call another RG at the gate at 
the end of the field. The amassed pack would avoid a rather big, bramble-filled, ditch just by the gate after LS stepped back 
and nearly went in, a fact Rebel was unaware of as he joined those gathered and promptly fell into the aforementioned 
hole! Assistance was rendered by LS and myself (alas, before any photos were taken) and luckily nothing was hurt but 
Rebel's pride. The trail continued NNE to Bog Shaw, although FRBs turned SSE at Bog Shaw and briefly lost the trail before 
correcting to true trail N to Lewes Rd and On Inn. 
Back at the pub, it transpired that Chaos had expected the pack to mark / kick through the checks as the wa*ker's route was 
mostly the same... oops! DD for the hare to "Here's to the hare". Next up, RIB and Bouncer for being surprised at being in 
front and calling the second RG next to a big ditch, and LS and Rebel for nearly/fully (respectively) ending in the ditch; DDs 
to "Stupid". With one leftover DD due to some finishing their own drinks, Prince Crashpian was called up to announce next 
week's hash and take a DD in the process; Burns Night info was relayed, and DD to "10,9,8..." And so, a rather minimally-
chaotic Chaos hash was closed with glasses raised in the usual toast. On On - Nasty Nips 

 
ononononononononononononononon 

   
Trump dies from a virus and ends up in Hell, where the Devil is waiting for him. “I’m not sure what to do with you,” says the Devil. “You’re 
definitely on my list, but I’m completely out of space. You have to stay here, though, so here’s my solution. I’ve got three people down 
here who weren’t quite as bad as you. I’ll let one of them go free, but you have to take their place — and I’ll even let you decide who 
leaves.” Trump thinks this sounds like a pretty good deal and agrees. The Devil opens the first door. Inside is Richard Nixon, standing 
next to a huge pool of water. Over and over again, he dives in and resurfaces empty-handed. That is his punishment for eternity. “Nope,” 
says Trump. “I’m not a strong swimmer, and I’m not doing that all day.” They move on to the second room. Inside is Tony Blair, holding a 
sledgehammer in a room filled with rocks. He swings the hammer again and again without rest. “No way,” Trump says. “My shoulder is 
terrible. I’d be in agony smashing rocks all day.” The Devil opens the third door. Trump sees Bill Clinton lying naked on the floor, arms 
and legs staked out. Bent over him is Monica Lewinsky, enthusiastically doing what she’s famous for. Trump watches for a moment, then 
nods. “Yeah,” he says, “I can handle this.” The Devil smiles and says, “Monica — you’re free to go.”       



HHHooowww   tttooo   pppaaammmpppeeerrr   aaa   ppprrreeesssiiidddeeennnttt:::   
FIFA president Gianni Infantino started it by presenting Trump (smarting from not receiving the Nobel Peace Prize he so lusted 
after) with the new FIFA Peace prize (described as a prop from “Night of the Living Dead”, and a bauble to keep him happy in 
light of the upcoming World Cup in the USA), is akin to the world’s most historically corrupt sports body giving a trophy to one 
of the world’s most corrupt leaders. But then real Noble winner, Venezuela’s María Corina Machado, goes and presents her 
medal to him! The address for those surplus hash & running medals is 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue NW, Washington, DC USA. 

   



RRREEEHHHAAASSSHHHIIINNNGGG   IIIIIIIII   –––   EEEvvveeerrryyyooonnneee   bbbeeecccooommmeeesss   aaa   wwweeeeee   bbbiiittt   SSScccooottttttiiissshhh 

#2450 White Hart, Henfield – Burns hash: On nights like this the hash itself is almost 
incidental to what comes after but arriving at the pub, we learned that Scottie Pat had 
experienced a trying week so On On Don hadn’t prepared her or himself for the 
addresses. Ride-It, Baby quickly stepped up to do the lassies response, as Prince 
Crashpian led us outside for a number of awful Scottish jokes before sending us off to 
the first check on Furners Lane. Trail was north on London Road and through a couple 
more checks to a footpath on the left for PC’s sales pitch for the forthcoming new 
builds and the first mud of the evening. Fiddling round the Deer Park estate, real mud 
was then encountered after the sports field as we crossed the Downs Link heading 
west then south towards Stonepit Lane. PC’s sweeper co-hare Slash Gordon had been 
keeping me company at the rear until now but, realising RiB needed something to 
respond to, I persuaded Bathe-It, Daily to take on the Address to the Lassies, and he 
set about the task with gusto and Google mid-run! A 2

nd
 FH was met here, but not 

much action taking place with age and infirmity drop outs, leaving myself to drag 
Fukarwe back to SG. And on we went, West End Lane (some debate about station or 
Upper Station Road!), Lawyers Lane (I missed the joke with Rebels query here!), 

Hollands Lane and even shiggier shiggy, before we hit solid ground again on Lower Station Road. Gromit was very excited about 
Grommets, actually late hasher Sid Wells business now being run by his daughter Jo. The inevitable twittens led us to the inevitable 
and excellent whisky (or Harveys) stop with some very nice flapjacks and shortbread before the on inn along Church Street. 

 
 Chalk talk The sip BiD’s Kiltlifter Racial appropriation with See You Jimmy hats 

As we settled with brimming cups, PC continued the bad jokes revealing that they’d been pinched from his panto*, and Rebel WHK recited 
a hash/ Scottish effort he’d squeezed out of ChatGPT after a lot of prompting, encouragement and rejecting of 30 or so rubbish efforts: 

Here’s tae the Hash — ill-bred an’ loud, Aff trail, aff pace, but alwa' proud;  
We sweat, we swear, we drink too fast, An’ still crawl hame — no’ first, but last. 
The hills are bare, the glens are wide, The heather parts with gentle pride; 
What enters there needs nae debate — For Scotland seldom shuts the gate. 

PC then introduced Scottie Pat who gave us the Selkirk Grace, following which I informed the room that (as of St. Andrews Day 30
th
 

November 2025) the Scottish dialect has now been officially recognised as a language in its own right, and so a book of translations was 
available for anyone struggling to comprehend the broader accents present this evening. Slash Gordon on the accordion played in the 
haggis to “Highland Laddie” before toasting chef Lorna who gamely necked a dram. This was followed with the traditional address by SG 
slashing as only he knows how, assisted by Beat the Barman and Local Knowledge in cameo roles (check out Whose Shout’s videos on 
Facebook!). As the food was brought out PC then gave a Trump twist on the old Burns Unit joke from #58* and: “There was a man 
whose name was Lang/ And he had a neon sign/ Now Mr. Lang was pretty old/ So they called it Old Lang's Sign” 

 
* so sad to learn that my Scottish pal Gavin passed away from heartburn after eating too much haggis. I can’t believe Gavisgon. 

Donald Trump is being shown around a hospital. Towards the end of his visit, he is shown into a ward with a number of people 
with no obvious signs of injury. He goes to greet the first and the chap replies: "FAIR fa' your honest sonsie face, Great chieftain 
e' the puddin' race! Aboon them a' ye tak your place, Painch, tripe, or thairm: Weel are ye wordy o' a grace, As langs my arm." 
Somewhat confused, he moves on to the next patient and greets him. He replies: "Some hae meat and canna eat, And some wad 
eat that want it, But we hae meat and we can eat, And sae the Lord be thankit." 
The third starts rattling off as follows: "Wee sleekit, cow'rin, tim'rous beastie, O, what a panic's in thy breastie! Thou need na start 
awa sae hasty, Wi bickering brattle!, I wad be laith to rin an chase thee, Wi murdering pattle!" 
A fourth gabbles on about: "Green grow the rashes O, Green grow the rashes O; The sweetest hours that I spend, Are spent 
among the lasses O." 
And yet another creeps up behind him and whispers: "Bonnie wee thing, cannie wee thing, Lovely wee thing, wert thou mine. I 
wad wear thee in my bosom, Lest my jewel it should tine." 
Donald turns to the doctor accompanying him and asks, "What sort of ward is this? Is it a mental ward?" 
"No", replies the doctor, "it's the Burns unit." 



Proceedings were interrupted for the circle up with thanks to the hares PC & SG, followed by shaming of those who hadn’t entered into 
the spirit by not wearing tartan: Gromit, Wilds Thing, Spreadsheet and Whose Shout. On On Don had redeemed himself for the après 
but came up anyway to neck his drivers water while WT sank his own whisky to All Australians as they’d gone south on the dress code! 
The inevitable FH downers went to Fukarwe for cheating by running back 10 feet and puffing his way back (as well as turning up with his 
trackies inside out!), while Angel and Rebel had both pleaded injury. SG was back up to join them, downing to Donald where’s yer 
Troosers, for being baffled on his own trail, and denying that haggis were real (there was even an allusion to the similarly confused 
Meerkat being a relation of the haggis!) Penultimately, thanks went to Bathe-it Daily and Ride-It, Baby for stepping in at the last minute, 
but also the former for demonstrating with his mechanical sporran lifter that, indeed, nothing was worn under HIS kilt (all in perfect 
working order), while the latter had moaned about marks on the left forgetting that, had she not been returning from going wrong, the 
same marks were actually on the right. And finally, one last beer went to PC in gratitude for pulling the evening together. 

 
Getting back on track, BID gave a good account of his appreciation of the lasses centred around Burns’ My Love is Like A Red Red 
Rose, and RIB responded well, with reasons why it’s great to be a woman, and a very apt take down of red red rose among several other 
verses. This was followed by a reprisal of To A Penis* (allegedly Burns but probably not!), followed by an extract from QI on Scotland* by 
YT. SG was back in the chair again to recite Wee Cock Sparrer* as song sheets were passed around for us all to join in Mull of Kintyre 
(the hash version Irian Jaya being summarily dismissed!); Wild Mountain Thyme; and a rousing Tatties and Herring. That prompted 
myself to recall the Jeely Piece Song* to the tune of You Cannae Throw Your Granny Aff the Bus (cos she is yer Mammy’s mammy), 
and another great Burns hash evening was rounded off with us all joining up for Auld Lang Syne. *see next page. 

Ladies and Gentlemen, it falls to me, your allocated Lassie for this evening, to take up the 
challenge of replying to Bathe it Daily’s toast. And what a great toast it was, so I'd 
personally like to thank him very much for being so lovely about us Lassies gathered here 
this evening. Now, Gentlemen, you may not realize just how wonderful it is to be woman, 
but I have compiled a list of the top 10 reasons why it is just bloody dandy to be a lassie. 
10. We get off the Titanic first. 
9. We can be groupies. Male groupies are stalkers. 
8. We can cry and bat our pretty lashes and be excused speeding fines.  
7. We never look like a frog in a blender when dancing. 
6. We never have to reach down every so often to make sure certain bits are still there. 
5. We have the ability to dress ourselves. 
4. We know that there are times in life when chocolate really can solve all our problems. 
3. We will never ever regret piercing our ears. 
2. We have the magical ability to fully assess a person just by looking at their shoes. 
And the number 1 reason why it is great to be a lassie ... We can scare every lad with 
mysterious gynaecological excuses! 
Unfortunately, however, it also falls to me to lower the tone of the evening and talk about 
men. And what better way to pay homage to the lads on this day of birth of Scotland' 
favourite son, than with a bit of poetic verse: 

Ah, how my female heart yearns, For those yesteryear times of Rabbi Burns,  
When men were men, and women fair of face, Objects of desire, if firmly in their place 
How would we modern women feel do you suppose, If our men were to liken us to a red, red, rose?  
Would our hardened hearts not beat and flutter so, If they called us their Highland Lassie, O? 
Could Cupid’s arrow possibly score a miss? If on our lips our man planted Ae Fond Kiss? 
With pleasure would we not nearly die, If his body met ours coming thro’ the rye? 
We’d surely be delighted, truth to tell, If affectionately, he called us, handsome Nell 
Toward him, how could we vent our spleen, If he held us tight and called us bonnie Jean? 
Oh the romantic poet, handsome and so wise, Was no saint and he liked to womanise 
But he did it with panache and with charm, And his flattering words kept him out of harm 
Sure Rabbi Burns lived way back in the 18th century, And this, now of course is 2026, 
So much has changed since Rabbi ploughed the land, If he saw us now would he possibly understand? 
In his day he was quite a heavy hitter, But what would he make of Facebook or of Twitter? 
Of YouTube, TiVo or the mobile phone, Of never being out of touch, or ever alone? 
Yet many things have really changed so little, Are 21st century hearts all that more brittle? 
We women now expect equality, But we’d surely still go weak at the knee 
If our men were just a little less pedantic, Less ‘modern’ and a little more romantic 
I know that we have heard them all wax lyrical, Express their love without being satirical 
For their sweet beloved lassie right enough, Yes, sometimes our men are made of softer stuff 
There’s one of them who’s proven he can care, For the lovely looks of his lassie fair 
Yes you’re all full of bonhomie and banter, But could one of you pen for us a Tam O’Shanter? 
Most of you could spin us a line, But what could you create for Auld Lang’s Syne? Recite-it, Baby! 
Ach you may not all be poets, just mere men, And for us lassies you come in useful now and then 
You may not all be like dear Rabbi Burns, But a woman loves a man who quickly learns. [ctd. over] 



You know, for all their shortcomings, we women couldn't get along without men. If nothing else, we'd need someone to boss around. And 
your little foibles are usually why we like you so much - as Burns himself said 'A Man's a Man For A'That'. 

So, although as a women it pains me, I'm going to give the last word to a man - the man of the hour - Robert Burns, before we toast the 
Laddies. It's Burns who gives the best picture of the perfect harmony of men and women getting along 

We will big a wee, wee house, And we will live like king and queen; Sae blythe and merry's we will be, When ye set by the wheel at e'en. 
A man may drink, and no be drunk; A man may fight, and no be slain; A man may kiss a bonie lass, And aye be welcome back again! 

So, before another minute passes, let's all stand and raise our glasses, in a toast to lads from lasses, And get them all up off their asses!! 

ononononononononononononononon 

***   BBBuuurrrnnnsss   nnniiiggghhhttt   bbbooonnnuuusss   –––   TTThhheee   NNNiiiccceee   BBBiiitttsss:::   
What's quite interesting about Scotland, kilts, bagpipes, haggis, porridge, whisky and tartan? None of them is Scottish! 
Scotland is named after the Scoti, a Celtic tribe from Ireland, who arrived in what the Romans called Caledonia in the fifth or sixth 
century AD. By the eleventh century they dominated the whole of mainland Scotland. 'Scots Gaelic' is actually a dialect of Irish.  
Kilts were invented by the Irish but the word 'kilt' is Danish (kilte op, 'tuck up').  
The bagpipes are ancient and were probably invented in Central Asia. They are mentioned in the Old Testament (Daniel 3: 5, 10, 
15) and in Greek poetry of the fourth century BC. The Romans probably brought them to Britain but the earliest Pictish carvings date 
from the eighth century AD.  
Haggis was an ancient Greek sausage (Aristophanes mentions one exploding in The Clouds in 423 вс).  
Oat porridge has been found in the stomachs of 5,000-year-old Neolithic bog bodies in central Europe and Scandinavia.  
Whisky was invented in ancient China. It arrived in Ireland before Scotland, first distilled by monks. The word derives from the Irish 
uisge beatha, from the Latin aqua vitae or water of life'.  
The elaborate system of clan tartans is a complete myth stemming from the early nineteenth century. All Highland dress, including 
what tartan or plaid there was, was banned after the 1745 rebellion. The English garrison regiments started designing their own 
tartans as an affectation, and to mark the state visit of King George IV to Edinburgh in 1822. Queen Victoria encouraged the trend, 
and it soon became a Victorian craze. 
Hae'ing said a' that, they've nae been idle, ye ken. Scots inventions and discoveries include adhesive stamps, the Bank of England, 
bicycle pedals, Bovril, the breech-loading rifle, the cell nucleus, chloroform, the cloud chamber, colour photography, cornflour, the cure for 
malaria, the decimal point, electro-magnetism, the Encyclopædia Britannica, finger-printing, the fountain pen, hypnosis, hypodermic 
syringes, insulin, the kaleidoscope, the Kelvin scale, the lawnmower, lime cordial, logarithms, lorries, marmalade, motor insurance, the 
MRI scanner, the paddle steamer, paraffin, piano pedals, pneumatic tyres, the postmark, radar, the raincoat, the reflecting tele-scope, 
savings banks, the screw propeller, the speedometer, the steam hammer, tarmac, the teleprinter, tubular steel, the typhoid vaccine, the 
ultrasound scanner, the United States Navy, Universal Standard Time, vacuum flasks, wave-powered electricity generators and wire rope. 

The Wee Cock Sparra 
A wee cock sparra sat on a tree, 
A wee cock sparra sat on a tree 
Chirpin awa as blithe as could be. 
Alang came a boy wi'a bow and an arra, 

Alang came a boy wi'a bow and an arra, 
Alang came a boy wi'a bow and an arra 
And he said: 'I'll get ye, ye wee cock sparra.' 
The boy wi' the arra let fly at the sparra, 

The boy wi' the arra let fly at the sparra, 
The boy wi' the arra let fly at the sparra, 
And he hit a man that was hurlin' a barra. 
The man wi' the barra cam owre wi' the arra, 

The man wi' the barra cam owre wi' the arra, 
The man wi' the barra cam owre wi' the arra, 
And said: 'Ye take me for a wee cock sparra?' 
The man hit the boy, tho he wasne his farra, 

The man hit the boy, tho he wasne his farra, 
The man hit the boy, tho he wasne his farra 
And the boy stood and glowered;  
He was hurt tae the marra. 

And a' this time the wee cock sparra, 
And a' this time the wee cock sparra, 
And a' this time the wee cock sparra 
Was chirpin awa on the shank o' the barra. 

 

 

 

 

Jeely Piece Song 
I'm a skyscraper wean, I live on the nineteenth flair, But I'm no gaun oot to play any mair, 
Since we moved to oor new hoose, I'm wasting away, 'Cause I'm getting one less meal every day. 

O ye cannae fling pieces oot a twenty-story flat, Seven-hundred hungry weans will testify tae that, 
If it's butter, cheese or jeely, if the breid is plain or pan, The odds against it reaching earth are ninety-nine tae wan. 

On the first day my maw flung me out a dod o' malted broon. It came skyting oot the windae and went up insteid o' doon, 
But every twenty-seven hours it comes back into sight, 'Cause my piece went into orbit and became a satellite. 

On the next day my maw flung me oot a piece once again. It went up and hit the pilot in a fast, low-flying plane. 
He scraped it aff his goggles, shouting through the intercom: `The Clydeside Reds have got me wi' a breid-and-jeely bomb!' 

On the third-day ma' maw thought she would try another throw, The Salvation Army band was storming doun below 
'Onward Christian Soldiers' was the piece they should of played, But the oompah man was playin' a piece and marmalade 

Now we have written to Oxfam asking for some aid, And all the kids in Castlemilk have formed a "Sandwich Brigade", 
They're going to march to George's Square demanding civil rights, Like no more buildings over sandwich throwing height!    



IIINNN   TTTHHHEEE   NNNEEEWWWSSS      ---   WWWhhhaaattt’’’sss   DDDooonnnaaalllddd   gggooonnneee   aaannnddd   dddooonnneee   tttooodddaaayyy???   
Yup, the self-proclaimed peace prize candidate Trumpety Trump, starts the year with an invasion of Venezuela and continues by 
threatening to annex Greenland. All while his ICE gorillas slaughter innocent Americans on the streets at home. Peace my f*ing arse! 

 
For anyone questioning the legality of attacking Venezuela and abducting their leader: Remember we’re talking about a 

highly corrupt leader, a known criminal who used his high office to make billions for himself, and has manipulated 

elections to stay in power, has used his military against his own citizens, has protected his corrupt friends, and punished 

his political enemies. And the President of Venezuela did some bad things too. 

 
ononononononononononononononon 

Meanwhile in the UK, Starmer wants veterans up to 65 on recall, while also removing immunity from prosecution for their service: 

   



VVViiivvveee   lllaaa   dddiiiffffffeeerrreeennnccceee   ---   AAA   VVVaaallleeennntttiiinnneeesss   lllooooookkk   aaattt   ttthhheee   ssseeexxxeeesss:::   

   
My mate set me up on a blind date. He said, “She’s a lovely lass, but there’s something you should know… She’s 
expecting a baby.” I felt like a right prat waiting in the pub wearing nothing but a nappy! 

   
My new girlfriend and I were travelling to meet my parents, when she got a flat tyre. So I called my parents and said, “Sorry 
mum, we’re going to be late. My girlfriends got a puncture!” “Oh”, she sighed, “I thought you had a real one this time!” 

 
My girlfriend has been working as a magicians assistant for a few years now & she’s picked up a few tricks. I came home 
from work early the other day to find her dressed in her magicians assistant little sexy outfit. She said, “Abracadabra!” and 
my mate Dave came out of the wardrobe stark bollock naked. Poor Dave must’ve wondered what the f*ck was going on! 

 
I was looking at my wife: no teeth in, tits on her belly, hair a mess and smoking a roll up. Then she cocked her leg and let 
out a massive fart. “You are a mess and I’m disgusted with you”, I said. “I’m still the woman you love and married”, she 
said. “Sometimes we all let ourselves go a bit.” “We’re on our f*ckin honeymoon”, I replied. 

 



      
***BBBuuurrrnnnsss   nnniiiggghhhttt   bbbooonnnuuusss   –––   TTThhheee   NNNaaauuuggghhhtttyyy   BBBiiitttsss:::   

TO A PENIS by Rabbie Burns (It’s got to be read with a Scottish accent)  
Puir wee saft an' flabby Penis, A wheen O' pleasure you hae gien us.  
An hour or twa ago, puir thing, Ye made a lassie's gled hert sing, 
For then ye stuck oot firm and prood, An' put Jean Armour in the mood. 

She doted on the love ye geid, An lost wi' glee her maidenhead. 
Her comely thighs, her erse sae braw, Did answe mother natures ca'. 
She squirmit liek a trimlin' jelly, As ye went scuddin' up her belly. 

Fu' prood she wis o'hard worked penis: an' hoo ye jerked sae weel between us; 
She lay there, gigglin' wi' pleasure; Lie doon and rest - ye've earned yer leisure. 
For Ye geid a' tae satisfy, The urgent need o' Jean and I.  
Still ye did a guid nights work; Ye did yer duty, didnae shirk. 

Noo wee thing ye lok sae sad, You're just nae use tae Rabbie lad, 
Ye're wabbit oot an' saft as butter - But hoo ye made Jean Armour splutter. 

An' as I slowly puff my pipe, Ye look just like some wrinkled tripe. 
Noo ma Bonnie Jeans gang hame, Tae hing her heid in sorry shame. 
Ye ken gie weel ye did her wrang - I kept ye in her far too lang, 
An' noo we'll hae tae wait an' see, If Jean will hae a pregnancy. 

Oh weel, we a' men, we tak oor chances, Let's saunter doon tae Poosie Nansy's, 
An' when I've had a dram or twa, I'll let you piss agin' the wa. 
Maybe ye'll pardon my abuses, I realise ye've ither uses. 

Irian Jaya - Tune: Mull of Kintyre 
Chorus: Irian Jaya, to be gobbled by natives is what I desire, As they practice on blowpipes in Irian Jaya. 

Far have I travelled and much have I seen, Had blow jobs from bancis and fucked things obscene. 
Been crippled by herpes and things far more dire, But if you want a good blow job go to Irian Jaya. 

I've been rogered in Rio and poked in Peru, Been massaged in Manila, and then had a screw. 
Been fucked in Llanelli by a Welsh male voice choir, But for the height of perversion go to Irian Jaya. 

Met a girl in the jungle with a bone through her nose, Cunt like a man-trap and as strong I suppose. 
Bush like a yardbroom that's made out of wire, So be careful of pussy in Irian Jaya. 

The skirt she was wearing was made out of grass, It only just covered the cheeks of her arse. 
I felt an erection get higher and higher, As I followed that lady of Irian Jaya. 

She put down her basket, grabbed hold of my tool, pulled back the foreskin and started to drool. 
Curled her lips round it, and I am no liar, 'cos they still have head-hunters in Irian Jaya. 

The tip of my foreskin came off in her teeth, I carry it around in a small leather sheath. 
Her piss flaps ignited, set my bollocks on fire, So be careful of pussy in Irian Jaya.  

 
ononononononononononononononon 

THE BIBLE AND THE QURAN TEACH US TO LOVE EACH OTHER. THE KAMASUTRA IS MORE SPECIFIC. 

 


