
   
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

11th October 2012 
 

Run Number 220 (MTH3) and R*n No. 9 (MH3) 
 

Masons Arms, 99 Carr Mill Road, Billinge, WN5 7TY 
 
 

The Pack Carthief, 10”, ET, Compo, Both Ends, Every Little Helps, Madam 
Sin, Pussy Galore, 24 inches of Pure Pleasure, Mugger Fucker, Tia Maria, 
OTT, Hansel, FCUK, Now and Then, Snoozanne, Mad Hatter, Hilary, Wigan 
Pier (Hare) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Manchester Hash House Harriers



It was not raining when we started but puddles soon wet our feet as we ran 
down Carr Mill Road but not for long as the trail led onto footpaths. Several 
Checks and regroups later and we exited onto  
 
 
 
 
 
And a run down to the crossroads and another Regroup 
 

 
 
 



Where we waited for the SRBs  
 

 
 
SRBs arriving 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



The Hare gave a lecture on the various buildings 
 
 

 
 
A Hash  
Flash 
 
 
 
 
 



Running down Beacon Road, it started drizzling and we were faced with a hill 
but shouts from the Hare “To the top” spurred us on and we soon arrived at 
the next Regroup (well as least the FRBs did) 
 

 
 
Another lecture regarding the name of the edifice. It was called Billinge Lump 
(not to be confused with those who have eaten too many Pooles pies. 
 
We sheltered from the rain on the leeward side as the Hare produced 
heartwarming refreshments  
 
 
 



with Every Little Helps trying to show us all how it is done 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Those of you with micrometers may be able to measure the change in volume 
over the 2 minute period. 
 
 
 



There was a certain hesitation as the Hare announced that the Trail was 
straight down the hill (in the now pouring rain and on slippery grass) but the 
FRBs soon shamed the remainder into following. 
 
At the bottom of the hill onto Red Barn Road and then onto the aptly named 
Rainford Road before a woodland trail as least enjoyed by the FRBs 
 

 
 



 
Back at the cars, the Hare had threatened her daughter with terrible things if 
she did not provide the Wigan experience to the Hash. Whatever the threat it 
worked and we were treated (muddy shoes and all ) in Debbie’s kitchen to pie 
and chips. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Pack retired to the pub for more inner liquid and to dry off. 


