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In this issue:

Way too many people got married this summer.  “Cunnilingus and Psychiatry got us into this mess”

BINGO

Here is the list of bingos for us.

November 2, 4:30

December 1, 4:30

December 30, 11:30

January 27, 4:30

February 25, 11:30

All bingos are at Caesars Bingo,  WEM

Start saving your pennies for the January tour to Regina for the snow tournament with the Condors

LETTER FROM THE EDITOR

So here is the fall Rag.  I apologize for turning the monthly Rag into a quarterly Rag.  If you feel you were left out of the loop, feel free to regularly attend practise instead of relying on a piece of paper filled with half- truths.

In the meantime, a lot happened this summer.  The Firsts won their first game since going up to First Division,  Congratulations guys!!  It takes a while to build a constant winning team (ask any Saskatchewan Roughrider fan) so stick with it.  We’re proud of you.  The Girls did not advance to the playoffs and the Thirds lost in the first round of the playoffs.  No worries guys; stick with it and things will improve as you get used to the higher divisions.

Thanks to the coaches.  Matt, I have never had so much porn in my in- box until you came along.
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LETTER FROM THE PRESIDENT

First, I have to apologize for the “Acre Shaker fiasco”.  When I asked the Editor to tell people about it I did not think he would actually do it.  If anyone actually went to stand in the cold and dark at the land and wonder where the hell everyone else was, please tell me.  We have set up a raffle for those unfortunates, and the winner gets to wash Troy Davies’ and Big Wave Dave’s rugby shorts.

The banquet is coming up on November 17 at the Royal Glenora, so make sure you pad your suits for the stair tumbling competition.
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LETTER FROM THE CAPTAIN

The clubhouse is coming along great!!!  I wanted to say thank you to Kiwi, Shauna and of course Mel, Shauna’s dad, for all the work they put into this project.  Guys, thank you for sacrificing your time for this project.

Now, we are ready to start dry- walling!  Steal your dad’s best drill, and come to the land Saturdays starting at 10 am so we can get this done.  The more help we have, the sooner we can lean on the bar and regale each other with tales of our rugby and sexual greatness; “I had just finished winning the three man lift when this hottie came and asked me if I was the great Lee, the best lay on the Pirates”.

Congratulations to all the guys who got married this year, Nipple, Ben and Sian, and  Sid.  Also, congratulations to the parents of new Pirates, Jason and Suzette and of course, Ben and Sian.

RUGBY TALK

Peter Fitzsimmons (ex-Wallaby) sums it up best :

Front Row - Without a doubt the manliest men on the pitch. Large, often hairy, beer swilling carnivores that can and will smash anything in their path.  Revelling in the violence inherent in the scrum, they are rarely considered "nice" people, and in fact to some they aren't even considered  human's at all.  Front rowers tolerate this attitude far and wide because they recognise their role at the top of the food chain and are used to suffering the fools that surround them.  Accused by some of simply being dumb, I prefer to think of this group as "open to unconventional ways of thinking."

Locks - Slightly below the front row on the food chain.  As with front row players it is inadvisable to put an appendage you wish to keep near this group's maw when they are in the feeding mode. This group of large, often foul smelling brutes is also more than willing to relish the finer points of  stomping on a fallen opponent's body and will gleefully recount the tale ad infinitum.  While they tend to take the tag "Powerhouse of the Scrum" a little too seriously, they can be useful if injured with the proper hatred of their fellow man. While members of this proud fraternity like to think of themselves as "open to unconventional ways of thinking" - they are usually just dumb.

Back Row - These are fine fit fellows who, like a bunch of hermaphrodites, are confused as to what their role in life should be. While they know they are undeniably linked to the forwards, there are those among them who long for the perfect hair and long flowing gowns that come with being a back.  Some relish the forward role and will do anything to win the ball and there are others within this group that will break the prime directive of the forward and do anything to prance foolishly with the ball.  Generally, these guys are not all bad, but I, personally, have to wonder about any forward who brings a hairbrush and a change of clothes to a game.

Scrum Half - Some like to think of this back as an honorary forward. I myself tend to think of the No. 9 as half a fag.  While the toughest back almost always fills this position, this idea is almost laughable - kind of like the hottest fat chick.  The scrum half's presence is tolerated by the forwards because they know that he will spin the ball to the rest of the girls in the backline who will inevitably knock the ball on and allow them the pleasure of another scrum. The No. 9 can take pride in the fact that he is the lowest numbered back and that as such he can be considered almost worthwhile.

Fly Half - Primary role is the leader of the backs - a dubious honour at best. Main responsibilities as far as I can tell is ability to throw the ball over people's heads and to provide something soft for opposing back rowers to land on. Expected to direct the prancing of the rest of the backline - the fly half, like any good Broadway choreographer, is usually gay.  While some may argue that these girls must be protected, I find it hard to support anyone whose foot touches a rugby ball on purpose.

Centres  - Usually come in two varieties - hard charger or flitting fairy.  The hard charger is the one to acquire, as he will announce his presence in a game with the authority rarely found above No. 8. The flitting fairy is regrettably more common and will usually attempt to avoid contact at all costs. The flitting fairy is also only one good smack away from bursting into tears and leaving the pitch to cry on the shoulder of his inevitable girlfriend.  Both types will have extensive collections of hair care products in their kit bags and will be among the best dressed at the post-game festivities.

Back 3 - While some people refer to this group as 2 wingers and a fullback, I swear to God I can't make out any difference between them. They are all homos if you ask me.  How these three guys can play 90 minutes of RUGBY and stay clean and sweat free is beyond me.  I know for a fact that their jerseys sometimes go back in the bag cleaner than when they came out.  These ladies are fond of sayings like "Speed Kills" and "Wheels Win", how cute.  Well, I have a saying too - it's "You're a homo!!  These guys will be easy to spot after the game because they are the finely coifed, sweater wearin', wine sippin', sweet talkin' homos in the corner avoiding the beer swilling curs at the bar. On the whole, I really don't mind this group because in the end, they sure are pretty to look at.

Want to keep in shape over the winter. Come out and play Pirates broomball. Games are on Monday nights at Edmonton garrison and Thursday nights at Kenilworth arena. Dues are $100.00 and two bingos, but only $50.00 and two bingos for first year players. All you need for equipment is a helmet, elbow pads, gloves, shin pads, a broomball stick, and broomball shoes. If you don't have something we can find you some. Games start Thursday, October 12th. If interested come on out or call Ben at 476-4224.

TOP SIGNS THAT YOU'RE A DRUNKEN BASTARD
You never have a hangover (because you’re always tanked).

empty beer bottles serve as home decorations.

Saint Patrick's day comes around and everybody already knows you're Irish.

all girls look hot at the party.

you think drinking light beer is like making love to a woman in a canoe....just too damn close to water.

you think something’s wrong because the room stopped spinning.

You are so dehydrated from drinking that your genitals are shrunken into your body and you can't see them.

You get the "Frequent Rider Discount" on the Porcelain Bus.

you go to brush something from your shoulder and it turns out to be the floor!

You wake up to the sound of your dog drinking out of the toilet, and you are so dry that it sounds mighty thirst quenching.

after a night out, you often have more furniture than you did the day before.

You fall down a flight of steps and DON'T spill a drop of your beer.

While your laying upside down on the steps you've just fallen down you decide to do your impression of a water cooler!

your "Missing" photo appears on a bottle of scotch instead of a milk carton.

You think of beer during masturbation.

you have that dream where you're drinking in your sleep and you cant sleep because your drinking in your sleep and you wake up, and your drinking.

a common phrase is, "good thing we bought more beer for after the bar!"

a dreaded phrase is, "damn, we should have got more beer for after the bar!"

When you use Cuervo™ as a sex lube.

The color of your urine after a long night of drinking strongly resembles that of radiator coolant.

you whistle your favourite march melody in the morning, expecting those little dwarfs to march out of your mouth and take along their hammers.

You read 250 of these things just to convince yourself that everybody drinks alot and that you're not an alcoholic.

You puke in your mouth and swallow it while hitting on a girl, and pretend like nothing happened!

When you have to get all your friends together from the night before in order to put together all the bits and pieces of everyone's memory.

You know once you all get together, YOU'LL be getting together again tomorrow!

When you are driving home from Cowboys and your friends says "can you see the road" and you say "yes" and she says "good, because I can't" and she is driving off the road and we are heading towards the ditch.







