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BH3 WEST BAY 2021 

 
 

19-25 June The Hashgate Diary 

 

BH3 once again descended on Dorset. Our picture above shows the 

runners who enjoyed the excellent Friday Hash on Symondsbury Estate.  

This is my personal diary of a fun-filled week amongst friends.  
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BH3 West Bay 2021 
T H E  H A S H G A T E  D I A RY  

19TH JUNE – SATURDAY 
ingston Lacy was where we headed to break our car journey. One thing the National Trust always does 
well is coffee, cake and general ambience, we thought. I careered drove steadily along the M3 and 
M27, with Donut reading out Daily Telegraph crossword clues while I vaguely attempted to multi-task. 

This method of driving/passengering suits us since it takes Donut’s mind off the seemingly unending series of 
crash possibilities and provides me with some cerebral calisthenics that takes my mind off an increasingly numb 
bum. It also provides fellow drivers with a surprise when I either smack my forehead with a “Doh!!” when I fail 
to get an answer or punch the air with a “Yyyesss!!” when I do get one. I should mention that during either 
reaction my eyeballs are fixed very much on the road and the mirrors, rather like a chameleon. Without the 
colour change. 
 
Kingston Lacy’s café, set in an outside courtyard, was still enmeshed in the suffocating coils of Covid safety 
procedures. We queued, mainly outside, wearing face coverings and standing 2 metres apart. Reaching the 
café serving area we were finally beckoned forward by a friendly lady who stood behind counter-to-ceiling 
plexiglass that ‘protected’ her from the mostly double-vaccinated customers and distorted her voice. And ours, 
since it took a fair bit of Marcel 
Marceau gurning and prancing to 
get through to her our order of two 
different types of coffee and a 
couple of cakes. Noticing my 
arched eyebrow and pursed lips, 
Donut said she would bring the 
tray out if I would go and bag a 
table. Perhaps we should have 
done it the other way round since, 
on my way out to the courtyard, I 
damn nearly tripped over the 
raised side edge of the 
thoughtfully-placed disabled 
persons’ ramp that some kind NT 
goon had placed there, perhaps to ensure that at least one person would be disabled and therefore could use 
it.  
 
The coffee was good, the cake was great, the ambience… was missing. We slurped and slipped away.  
 
It really wasn’t very far from Bridport and we felt increasingly excited at the prospect of the coming week as 
we neared its outskirts. The sight of a pair of jeans, stuffed into wellies, full of flowers and sitting by themselves 
on a low wall widened our smiles. West Bay was literally just down the road. We slid into the Parkdean caravan 
site and found number 36 at the end of a row of caravans that stretched from the reception area. 
 
After unpacking the mass of gear from the Tardis-like interior of our car (why did we bring that set of folding 
doors?!), we finally managed to pack it into the less than Tardis-like interior of the caravan. It went fairly well 
until I realised I couldn’t quite get all of the beer and gin into the pocket-sized fridge. I figured we might have 

K 

The magnificent Kingston Lacy. 
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to drink some later in order to get the rest of the bottles in… On the roof of the caravan nearby a gimlet-eyed 
seagull stood next to fluffy grey chicks, eyeing Donut’s pristine white car roof in a contemplative fashion. We 
sincerely hoped that it wouldn’t be subject to the indignities suffered by Whinge’s vehicle during our 2019 visit 

(see the West Bay 2019 Diary for details      ) 

 
The evening Hash, laid by Swallow and SlowSucker, was eagerly attended. It was our first Trail and the weather 
had been fairly kind. Our Hares had thoroughly researched the local area, conducted an in-depth investigation 
into the best running and walking possibilities… and used the exact same Trail they had laid in 2019, in reverse. 
Damn clever, eh? Reduction of effort, familiarity with the course and no-one gets too confused, least of all, the 
Hares. We set off, in high spirits, across the lumpy grass of the flood plain next to the river Brit. It proved rather 
too lumpy for Dunny. As she hurled herself forwards into the long grass we thought initially that she was 
determined to investigate closely the local newt population but, no, she had tripped over a tussock and face-
planted. The poor girl had landed on an already painful hip and those of us nearby, particularly Cloggs and 
NonStick, made sure she was ok before hauling her to her feet and insisting she stopped lollygagging around 
and got on with the Hash. 
 
One of the leading features of this Trail (whichever way round you do it) was the lengthy uphill stretches that 
eventually got us up the North side of the West Bay Cliffs. We heaved our gasping carcasses on and ever up. 
Along one of the higher, scenic, stony farm tracks Aqua was performing her hip-rolling run in front of CabinBuoy 
and me. Viewing the hills that stretched away on all sides, she observed, “Gorgeous, isn’t it?” I felt that 
CabinBuoy’s reply of, “So’s the scenery.” was a sad attempt at a louche, anachronistic compliment. So I guess 
his attempt actually succeeded. I was surprised he wasn’t wearing flares, a gold chain and a chest wig. 
 
At the top of the final, huge hill, the FRBs missed the right turn into a field, through a farm gate. As they beasted  
off into the sunset, SlowSucker stood by the open gate, urging the rest of the Pack through so they could get 
ahead on the steep, downhill field that led to the pretty village of Burton Bradstock… 
 

 
The Hash surveys the Trail down to Burton Bradstock. 

 

https://www.berkshirehash.co.uk/gs2003/WestBay19.pdf


Page 4 of 29 

 

… which was where we saw Dipstick, sitting outside The Three Horseshoes, drinking a pint. Got to replace the 
lost fluids somehow. 
 
We dragged ourselves uphill to the golf links on top of the cliff, enjoying the views of sea on one side and 
rolling country on the other. Then wobbled steeply downhill on blazing quadriceps through a herd of 
disinterested, grazing cows. By the time we staggered into West Bay it was beginning to rain and we stiff-
legged it past the startled chip buyers and fag smokers in order to get back to our caravans, have a hot shower 
and look forward to our own BH3-arranged fish and chip fest chéz Ms Whiplash and PennyPitstop (I’ll refer to 
them as the Two Pennies in future – it’s easier to write). 
 
Unfortunately, when we wandered over to the Two Pennies’ caravan it was starting to rain a little more heavily. 
Florence, Zebedee and Ms Whiplash waterproof-topped up and stepped rapidly over to the fish shop. They 
returned a little later, carrying umpteen bags of fish or sausages and chips (BH3 knows how to eat healthily… 

it just doesn’t always      ) and looking like they’d jumped in the sea on the way. We thanked them mightily and, 

since Dunny and Rampant (whose caravan was just across from the Two Pennies’) invited us inside just as a 
heavenly torrent began to cascade down, we took up their kind offer. We were joined by Swallow and 
SlowSucker, so we told them how wonderful their Trail had been while hoovering up chips and fish and washing 
it down with some of BH3’s booze stock. SlowSucker kindly took it upon himself to occasionally slip out into the 
rain, navigate to the Two Pennies’, ransack their victuals store and return brandishing booty that consisted of 
beer and cheese. 
 
Perhaps the most intriguing part of the evening for we spectators was when Dunny inadvertently attempted to 
start a catfight. Yes, I thought you’d be surprised by that statement. We were chatting about the evening’s Trail 

and Dunny was talking about a section that she had been running and 
mentioned to Swallow that, “You only walked.” There was a breath-held 
silence for a moment in the caravan. Swallow looked at Dunny. Dunny 
looked back, suddenly aware of her faux pas. For a second, I had joyous 
visions of corsets being loosened, hair-pulling, rolling about and general 
spitting and snarling. Unfortunately, Swallow’s features split into a wide 
grin, Dunny apologized profusely and the second passed. Oh well – one 
can dream. 
 
When the rain had finally stopped and we all realised how knackered and 
full of chips we were, we left Rampant and Dunny to stagger into bed while 

we tottered away to find ours. Somehow, we just happened to wander into Whinge, TC, WaveRider and 
NappyRash’s caravan on the way, which necessitated drinking some of their bottles of Spitfire beer and we 
three gents trying on a variety of wigs that WaveRider had brought. Now that may seem a bit odd, even for 
BH3, but there was a valid reason. Swallow and SlowSucker were finally going to have their Hash wedding this 
week and Whinge, NappyRash and I had reluctantly agreed to be bridesmaids. We had our frocks already 
but we just needed to wig-up. Fortunately for you, dear reader, I do not have a photograph of the three of us 
swigging from beer mugs while adorned with feminine tresses. However, you will find some interesting pictures, 
taken at the wedding, later in this pamphlet… enjoy! 
 
Bed lay nearby in our cosy caravan. We found it, crawled in and travelled to the Land of Nod (it was on the 
green travel list and we were double vaccinated so we were ok.)  
 



Page 5 of 29 

 

20TH JUNE – SUNDAY (FATHER’S DAY) 

uckoo! Wuckoo! This unusual call, emanating from a seagull atop the caravan near to ours 

resulted in one of my eyelids opening stickily and a growly, “Whassamarrer!?” emanating 

from the scabby carcass I like to inhabit. The Mike Yarwood of the larus dominicarus family 

continued its curious cry as Donut and I prepared for the eagerly awaited Hash walk that 

Snowy and Slips had cobbled together artfully crafted. 

We drove individually to the National Trust area on top of Stonebarrow Hill, just East of Charmouth. Quite why 

we decided to leave our NT cards back at the caravan when we had been asked to bring them so we didn’t 

have to pay for parking I shall never know. Donut managed to flutter her eyelashes enough at C5 that he easily 

gave in to her simpering request to use his card to get our parking ticket. Nice work, Donut! 

The top of the hill was swaddled in a thick fog, a sea fret as it’s known locally. Motox eyed the grey swirls and 

advanced his opinion to NappyRash and me that, “It really isn’t dogging weather.” We were at a bit of a loss 

for an answer. Agreement or disagreement would have confirmed that we knew what weather was indeed 

conducive to external, short-term, um, physical assemblies. We settled on smiling and nodding. 

Here we all are – only Dunny and Rampant are looking at Mr Blobby’s camera. The rest of us stand around 

lamely, waiting for instruction. Typical BH3 really. 

 

Snowy gathered us together, adopted a schoolmasterly pose and advised us cheerily that, “The first bit is 

narrow, steep and slippery.” We set off through the damp undergrowth towards what turned out to be exactly 

how Snowy had described it. It proved to be a mite too difficult to negotiate for Lilo (have you ever noticed 

how much Andrea Leadsom looks like her? Here’s a picture to show you. Damned 

attractive fillies, what?!). In front of TC, Dunny and me Lilo hurled herself headfirst 

into the brambles and bracken that bordered the downhill side of the narrow, 

muddy path. Ever the lady, not a rude word escaped her lips. Ever the gentleman, 

I have not included a picture of her bruised and slightly disheveled self, clambering 

out of the undergrowth. Lucky that she is not a heavy lady or she’d have 

disappeared down the hill in a tangle of vegetation. She escaped with a black 

eye. She was not the only faller. I noticed that Dumb had a shiggy patch on her 

left buttock and, goodness knows how, I managed to slip over just the other side 

W 
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of a highly ornate gate between two fields. Here’s a picture of the 

nicely crafted object, showing its surrounding shiggy. That’s my 

excuse, anyway. 

Just downhill from here is the site of the end of the Charmouth 

Challenge, which is an 8-mile fell race. WaveRider, NappyRash and 

TC ran it a couple of years ago and I take my hat off to them for 

completing it. T’aint easy. 

Entering the environs of Charmouth we found ourselves on the 

opposite side of the road to a father and his two little girls on 

scooters. As a car appeared I called out “Petrol!” to warn the others. 

This seemed like a jolly wheeze to the two girls who, after the car 

had passed, scooted across the road shouting out, “Petrol!” too. 

Future Hashers, no doubt. 

A swift perambulation through the pretty high street of Charmouth. 

We once again delighted in viewing the nautilus weathervane that 

Snowy and Slips had identified as a lobster in our 2019 quiz before slipping over (on a bridge!) the A35 and 

marvelling at the mass of ox-eye daisies on the roadsides. From here, Snowy and Slips led us into some of the 

densest undergrowth we have enjoyed for some time. “It wasn’t overgrown when we recce’d it,” they bleated, 

while we struggled to disentangle ourselves from matted grasses, brambles, jungle lianas and mandrake roots. 

Mind you, amidst the botanical knotting, Mr Blobby spotted an orchid. It was a… spotted orchid (Dactylorhiza 

fuchsia). 

The next field was, how shall I put this, rutted up to b*ggery and we staggered across it, trying not to break 

an ankle. You have to hand it to the Hares/leaders, they certainly gave us a variety of terrain. And obstacles. 

We came upon a gap in a hedge across which ran two bars of a fence. TC decided that going through between 

the bars was a better idea than trying to get over the top, since 

it was quite high. I was directly behind her and we had a fair 

old laugh as she became partly stuck and I offered (in a 

gentlemanly way, I felt) to hold anything she might need 

holding. Disappointingly for me, she declined and managed to 

squeeze through. I made the mistake of following her example. 

Not my best ever decision. I got half way, nose up against the 

tree trunk to my left and unable to get my right knee on the 

ground to lever myself through. There seemed to be much 

merriment in the impromptu Regroup behind me, which greatly 

increased when SlowSucker tried a bit of (unsolicited!) rogering 

to help me through. At this, I shot out of the fence like a cork out 

of a champagne bottle (without the foam) so physically I was 

all right. Mentally, however, I shall bear the scarring for the rest 

of my life. 

After a set of steep hills, both grassy and tarmacked, we 

fetched up at the picnic site that Snowy and Slips had chosen. It overlooked miles of beautiful countryside that 

Hashgate tries fencing! 
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rolled its way down to the coast, where the blues of the sea heaved gently up and down like the chest of a 

friendly dog, sleeping in the now brilliant sunshine. WaveRider, NappyRash, TC and Whinge sat in a group on 

the grass, ignoring the sheep ‘pellets’ that were scattered around. We invited RubberSole and Hutch to join us 

while we chomped into our food. Whinge and TC had left a single pork pie on a bit of paper in the middle of 

our group. This was too tempting for Lilo’s dog Minx, who rushed in at the speed of light, snatched up the pie 

and ran off with her prize. Probably best if I don’t report here the words used to describe the animal by 

Whinge. Suffice it to say that were a tad critical. Poor Lilo was exceptionally appalled, apologetic and almost 

apoplectic with Minx. Not her fault, of course. And she wasn’t the one into whom Whinge wished to insert a 

large and very rough pineapple. 

Sated with food, drink and an excellent 6-mile walk we packed up our stuff, made our way back to the car 

park. The screenshot to the left shows our 

route. Though the straight line, coming down 

Stonebarrow Hill to Charmouth is rather an 

unknown – I don’t remember running either 

up or down that… 

Back at the site, a pint or two at the bar 

and a watch of the Wales vs Italy Euro 

match revitalized us and Whinge, TC, 

WaveRider, NappyRash, Donut and I 

headed over to The George in West Bay 

for a really good evening meal. The 

portions were gargantuan – Donut even 

asked for a doggy bag to take home 

several uneaten potatoes.  

The evening was rounded off with some 

daft card games and drinks in the caravan. 

Not a bad day, we thought, for our first full 

day. 

 

 

21ST JUNE – MONDAY (THE LONGEST DAY… AND THE WETTEST) 

t was the morning of Dipstick’s 4.5 mile Summer Solstice Trail. And it was raining. Getting up at 4:30 in the 

morning to run round the Trail laid by Dipstick the night before, after he had drunk 5 pints of beer, were: 

Mr Blobby, C5, WaveRider, NappyRash, Dunny, Rampant, Florence, Zebedee and Dumber. 

Donut and I (like a number of other members of our group) had checked the weather forecast the night 

before, decided there wouldn’t be any sunrise to see, noted the high probability of rain and decided to 

forgo the pleasure. Our only regret was that the Two Pennies had worked their socks off to provide breakfast 

that included delicious bacon butties, Buck’s Fizz, tea, coffee etc and we would not be there to a) support and 

thank them, and b) scoff and drink as much as we could. 

I 
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Those who did the Trail reported that it was wet, damp and cool. After a lengthy yomp uphill and a fine cruise 

back down it they ‘enjoyed’ a run around a housing estate. Here’s a picture of the intrepid group:- 

 

I hope that, like we have done in the past, they crawled back into their nice, warm beds later and got a couple 

of hours well-deserved sleep. 

Today was quiz day, organized mostly by WaveRider, NappyRash and me. A pamphlet entitled ‘Hashtag 

Murder’ was to be given to all participants and the idea was to identify an imaginary BH3 murderer and murder 

weapon by answering clues that led from the caravan site to and around Bridport. As a tie-breaker I had 

written a brief story of the murder, without naming the murderer. You had to try and identify who they were 

from the text. We had also added some fiendishly clever cryptic questions to amuse and exercise the brain. An 

example is the clue: ‘Use these to open doors in anger’. The answer being ‘Cross Keys’, the name of the nearby 

pub. Well, I thought it was clever. Ok, let’s try one more. ‘Do they inter bullocks at this Accident Repair Centre?’ 

The answer and name of the business was ‘Oxenbury’. Oh, please yourselves.       

There was originally a 2½ hour limit to providing answers to the organisers/judges but since it was due to be 

raining, we decided that people could take as long as they liked (i.e. until Thursday evening). The evening 

before, CheapDate and GnomeAlone had asked WaveRider for a copy of the printed quiz and she had very 

kindly dropped off a copy to their caravan. Trouble was, it was a version that contained all the answers! Doh! 

We had asked people to come to us by the reception area at 10:30 to collect their quiz booklet and have the 

quiz explained. Fortunately, the weather began to dry up as Florence, Mr Blobby and C5 arrived, followed by 

Zeb, Dumber, C5, Flo, Rampant, Dunny, Dipstick, WaveRider and NappyRash. Mr Blobby wielded the camera. 
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others, all apparently eager to schlep around Bridport in the probable rain. WaveRider and I explained 

proceedings to people and off we all went, making our way out of the rear of the site.  

Now SlowSucker has been known to get a bit competitive when doing these quizzes and we had been surprised 

when he told us the day before that, “I’m not doing it.” So we were even more surprised when we met him 

walking(!) back towards us as we followed the others out the back of the site. We found out a little later that 

he had been double-checking the answer to a clue. His “I’m not doing it.” was not so much a total rejection of 

the event as an assertion that he wouldn’t be running round the course frenetically and throwing a complete 

wobbler when he couldn’t get an answer. The lad’s calming down – nice to see.       

We eventually caught up with Snowy and NoStyle who were smiling at the sign on a wall we had spotted 

earlier. Here’s a picture of it. Someone obviously has a sense of 

humour.  

There were a number of clues around St Mary’s church and I went 

to check that everyone was keeping to the paths rather than 

wandering around the gravestones. Mrs Blobby stood by the 

church door, looking quite vacant, so I took pity on her and 

suggested she look over at the side of a tomb where the answer 

to one of the clues (as well as the current occupant) lay. You could 

see the lights flickering on as she plied pencil to paper, gave me 

a sunshine smile and ambled on her way. 

By this time NappyRash, WaveRider, Donut, TC, Whinge and I 

were gasping for a brew. No, not alcoholic but caffeine-based. 

We repaired to the excellent Coffee 1 emporium for a libation 

and a muffin, quite pleased at how everyone was enjoying the quiz. 

After this, we wandered back to West Bay where I took this picture of Whinge, which I thought was highly 

amusing. Would a hook on the end of a long pole slowly appear 

from the doorway, drag him inside by the neck and place him in the 

window, ready for sale? 

Feeling the need for further liquid sustenance, we repaired to The 

Bridport Arms, which seemed to be suffering from either a staff 

shortage or almost total lack of interest in its potential and actual 

customers. Hopefully, the former. Some people behind us were 

waiting to be seated for a good five minutes. At least the beer and 

company were good. 

Later, we left for an afternoon crash in our caravans. The weather 

continued to improve.  

Whoa!! We need the answers to the quiz, I hear you squeak. The 

murderer was Shifty (we figured someone might have worked it out 

from a list of dodgy Hash names      ), the weapon was several bags 
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of flour and the victim was NappyRash. I’m pleased to be able to report that NappyRash is in rude health, 

there is no shortage of flour and Shifty continues to roam freely, as is his wont. 

Dinner had been arranged at the site restaurant and we filled the tables with happy groups of people. It was 

great to see everyone enjoying themselves. C5 was doing his usual convivial rounds – he just can’t sit still. Due 

to the restrictions, we had to download an app to our phones to order food and drinks (Lord knows how you’d 

ever get a drink or meal if you didn’t have a phone!) and I managed this and get drinks delivered successfully. 

However, Ms Whiplash, PennyPitstop, CheapDate and GnomeAlone (all on the same table) could not get the 

app to work. I figured I’d help out by ordering drinks for them and, fortunately, this worked ok. GnomeAlone 

slipped on his face mask, wandered over to our table and, while looking round furtively, slipped a tenner into 

my hand. Two thoughts crossed my mind: 1) I hadn’t thought I was Gnome’s type 2) Both Donut and CheapDate 

are but a step away so this is a bit blatant. Fortunately, I needn’t have worried. Gnome was merely reimbursing 

me for the drinks I had just ordered for them. Phew! I thanked him and wiped away a bead of perspiration. 

The food was very good, with plates piled high. Donut was so full she declined my offer of a doggy bag (and 

sack barrow) to transport extraneous chips back to our caravan. Those who had taken part in the Summer 

Solstice Trail were fairly knackered and everyone else seemed sympathetically tired, so after dinner everyone 

wandered back to their beds and crashed down for the night. 

22ND JUNE – TUESDAY 

t was early morning. And it was raining. Poor C5 and Mr Blobby, we thought. They were busy laying their 

Trail from The Hive Café by Burton Bradstock. Luckily (for the rest of us), by the time we pulled into the 

National Trust car park the rain had been replaced by bright 

skies and a fresh breeze. The sea, just down from the café 

sloshed idly against the shore while the odd seagull whirled 

around above us as we gathered together. 

As you can see from the picture, the chaps seemed to have used 

more flour to cover themselves than they used on the Trail. The 

name Mr Blobby is most appropriate – he was covered in them. 

Good to see they were still smiling after the earlier weather. Both 

are hardy souls. They mentioned to us that there may be a slight 

lack of flour in one field because, when laying the Trail there, 

they were followed closely by a herd of cows who kept eating 

the it. Ah, the exigencies of being a Hare. 

The first part of the Trail led over the dunes and low cliffs above 

the beach, then down some steep and interestingly slippery steps 

to the shingle beach below. Snowy and Donut sensibly opted to 

forgo the beach route and slipped across the cliff. Well done, 

them. Running across the crunching shingle and soft sand was 

exactly what Steve Ovett (remember him?) used to do while in 

hard training. I take my hat off to him if he did that day after 

day. It was exhausting. My leg muscles (few that they are anyway) felt like the limp sea kale leaves looked as 

I ran/stumbled past these shingle-loving plants. Mind you, I did catch up with WaveRider who told me that she 

felt like one of the Hares’ bigger blobs after last night’s carb-fest and lack of sleep. 

I 
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As we headed upwards and inland the countryside spread gloriously around us. It was a real pleasure to be 

running amongst the rolling fields of barley, the tickling long grasses and by thick, green hedges. Here’s a 

picture to remind you who were there:- 

 

If you look very closely you can just see the blue of Aqua’s T shirt. Wonderful, isn’t it? Not the T-shirt, you fool! 

We eventually streamed back into Burton Bradstock and met up with C5 

and Mr Blobby at the Long/Short split. I noticed Dipstick’s cap on the ground 

and decided we should return it to him when we saw him later by popping 

it into C5’s bag of flour – easier to carry it and less chance of us catching 

anything.       C5, WaveRider, Babe, Donut, UtterlyButterly and I sped (?) 

off on the Short. Not sure why. The Long wasn’t much longer really. But we 

had an enjoyable trot and the sun began to shine. WaveRider, Donut and I 

were together as we approached the Hive Café and we thought we’d 

investigate the narrow cliff path that went off to the right of it. It was only 

later that we realised a fair bit of it had collapsed so we were quite lucky 

to get away with it. Here’s a picture of WaveRider and me, enjoying the 

beautiful views along the coast. I’m the one with the black top… 

We went over to the café for a coffee and to watch the Long Trailers coming 

back. Zebedee and Rampant raced down the hill, followed by SlowSucker. 

They had actually come back via the wrong way so NappyRash, who came 
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up the hill, was the ‘winner’. TC was first lady. Zebedee, being an honest Hasher, went back and did the last 

bit correctly, earning himself a ripple of applause. 

Cloggs, NonStick and CabinBuoy, for reasons best known 

to themselves, went for a swim in the (not exactly tepid) 

sea. Our small picture to the right records the fact. 

Though it’s interesting to note that only CabinBuoy and 

NonStick are doing a John Stonehouse – at this moment 

Cloggs is merely urging the boys on… 

Lunch later was in West Bay. It had originally been planned that we would eat at The Bridport Arms but the 

pub had decided they couldn’t accommodate us. Not a problem. A mass pasty order from the excellent Cornish 

Bakery, Hash booze extracted from the back of Mr Blobby’s car and taking it and our own seats to the beach 

set us up nicely. A ragged line of us sat, munching and quaffing as the sun came out from beyond the clouds 

and warmed us all. A seagull that had been ambling about near JJ, expecting a morsel or two from his pasty, 

finally gave up and sauntered over to ChocChuck who was coquettishly nibbling hers. I was quite surprised that 

anyone could nibble a large pasty coquettishly until I saw her at it. The seagull’s silent plea was again 

unrequited. ChocChuck’s flirtatious mastication of beef and swede was just a tease. It meandered off morosely. 

Ms Whiplash strode across the soft sand, handing out nuts and crisps. Lilo did the same a little later. She, as we 

know, can be a tad unsteady on her feet. She was this time and, as one of her feet sank into the sand she 

lurched sideways and attempted to mount NoStyle, who was laying innocently a couple of yards in front of us. 

Lilo was most apologetic and embarrassed, while the rest of us tried desperately not to laugh. I think NoStyle 

regarded the attempt as a compliment.          

Since there were to be Down Downs, Motox was vainly attempting to organise his assistant, DipStick, to make 

a drinks platform from a couple of empty pasty boxes. This was well worth watching. Especially when DipStick 

decided to weigh down one of the boxes with stones. Mr Blobby decided to help by lobbing in a medium-sized 

boulder from some distance away. Not sure how any of the box remained after this mortar round. Next to me, 

Flo and Zeb desperately tried to flatten Snowy and Slips’ lightweight sitting mat, which was blowing about in 

the breeze. As soon as they had one bit down another would flap up. It was like they were playing Twister, 

without the coloured blobs. All was going very well. 

Down Down time finally arrived. The drinks were stable. Motox’ list had not blown away in the breeze. Everyone 

leaned forward with eager anticipation. Below are details of the awards. 

Who got it Why 

Swallow, SlowSucker For laying the Saturday evening Trail. They had to run up the beach from the 
water’s edge to get their Down Downs. Not surprisingly, Swallow beat 
SlowSucker. 

Slips, Snowy For providing the exceptionally pleasant Sunday walk. 

Dunny For Hash Crashing on Friday evening. 

Cloggs For wearing curious running shoes that fitted each toe like a glove does fingers. 
Dipstick initially introduced this with some complicated twaddle that Motox 
finally had to explain was related to Zola Budd and her barefoot running clash 
with Mary Decker. Doh! 
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Hashgate Getting stuck in that fence. Unfortunately for me, SlowSucker was (quite easily) 
persuaded to reprise his attempted rogering while I sank my Down. 

Dumber For his inability to identify the cold tap in the caravan he and Dumb were 
sharing with Motox. 

C5, Mr Blobby Today’s Hares. Nice one, chaps! 

DipStick For failing to provide any sun on the Sunrise Hash. He drank from his floury cap 
that he’d left on the route during today’s Hash. 

 

When Dipstick later was washing his cap in the sea Mr Blobby ran over to kick water at him. Unfortunately, for 

Mr Blobby he lost his footing and half fell over in the waves. He earned a rousing round of applause. 

Donut and I left WaveRider, NappyRash and Whinge entertaining the crowd with inspiring games of boule. 

Whinge absolutely wiped the floor with the rest and I believe he was seen running round the beach with his 

arms out and his T-shirt over his head. 

Later, Donut and I had dinner at the West Bay Café – a delicious pizza and a nice cold, local beer in pleasant 

surroundings and no other customers! Then we watched the England vs Czech Republic Euro football game at 

WaveRider’s which we won 1-0, albeit it was one of the most boring games we have ever watched. Lonely 

appeared at the door and gave us a pair of his pink trousers which, as he would be unable to get to the Hash 

Wedding tomorrow, he wanted us to give to groom SlowSucker to wear. “I want,” he told us, “SlowSucker to 

get into my pants.” There was a moment’s stunned silence as we gulped, goggle-eyed and digested this 

information. He turned and waved a cheery goodbye. Live and let live, we thought, as WaveRider sorted out 

some wigs for Whinge, NappyRash and me. We were to be bridesmaids at the wedding tomorrow… 

23RD JUNE – WEDNESDAY 

he morning had been designated as a ‘do-your-own-thing’ 

morning, so Donut, TC, WaveRider, Whinge, NappyRash 

and I decided to drive over to Lyme Regis. The weather 

was superb. It was sunny and hot and we drove with the 

windows down, the warm air rushing into the car. We 

parked at the large car park at the top of the hill and meandered 

our way down through the shading trees and beautiful shrubs. We 

passed The Oyster and Fish House, Mark Hix’s remarkable foray 

back into restauranting after struggling to make a living because of 

lockdown. We took our mental sou-westers off to him. This was where 

SlowSucker was going to treat Swallow to a retirement celebration 

meal later today. Lucky, then, that as we reached the promenade, 

we bumped into them while WaveRider was buying herself a framed 

picture of Colmers Hill (that lovely, but very steep hill we would run 

up in the Symondsbury Estate on Friday). 

While chatting in the hot sun I noticed an interesting sight on the 

beach, fairly close to the sea wall on top of which we were standing. 

An older couple, fairly formally dressed, were sitting on garden chairs with a low table between them. The 

shaft of a parasol had been stuck into the sand. Thing was, the only person in its shade was the old fellow, 

T 

The view through Lyme Regis gardens. 
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quietly reading his newspaper while his wife was exposed directly to the sun. So, was he being rather less than 

thoughtful? Or was the wife eager for some UV? One of those questions to which we shall never know the 

answer. 

Leaving Swallow and SlowSucker to their own meanderings we wandered off to The Pilot Boat pub to enjoy a 

coffee on their sunny upper deck, passing Babe and UtterlyButterly, queuing for pasties (it seemed) on the way. 

Later, we took a couple of photographs in the public gardens on the way back to our cars. Here’s one of them. 

How lovely and warm it looks if 

you’re reading this in winter… 

      

We drove back to the site, 

enjoyed a hurried lunch outside 

our caravans, then sped off to 

the beach to ‘enjoy’ 

WaveRider’s free-to-all circuit 

training session. 

Since I hadn’t done any kind of 

circuit training for a number of 

months I had earlier asked 

WaveRider what exercises she 

was going to include in the 

session so I could see if I would 

be able to do it. “Oh it’s just a 

gentle session, Hashgate.” She 

replied, with a winning smile. 

And somehow I fell for it… 

There were quite a few participants at the beach, though not all of them were going to take an active part in 

the session. Motox, Ms Whiplash and PennyPitstop had bagsed front row seats for the spectacle and settled 

down comfily to watch. 

Dumber and NoStyle 

lounged nearby against 

rocks. The eager circuit 

trainers were: C5, Mr Blobby, 

Donut, NappyRash, Dumb, 

Mrs Blobby, Pyro and 

ChocChuck. When I realised 

that the session would include 

press-ups I opted for the rôle 

of observer and photograph-

taker, believing, of course, 

that reporting the event for 

Hashgate, Whinge, TC, Donut, NappyRash and WaveRider enjoy the sunshine. 

Exhaustion sets in early as the circuit trainers attempt to lift a leg. 
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you, dear reader, was more important than achieving a volcanic hernia that might require a small wheelbarrow 

later on.  

WaveRider began with a few warm-up drills, one of which was leg lifts. The picture on the previous page 

illustrates just how strenuous this activity is. I felt for the group as they struggled.  

The press-ups were even more difficult. The picture below appears to show a group of potential worshippers 

unable to orient themselves Eastwards. 

 

In fact, what happened was this: (In a clockwise direction) ChocChuck was searching for a sandy contact lens, 

Dumb’s lumbago stopped her from moving at all, Mrs Blobby had washed a towel earlier and thought it would 

dry nicely on the hot sand, Donut, looking stylish in her sun hat, natty top and shorts, was wondering why she’d 

signed up for this rubbish and refused to move, C5 hadn’t got a clue what was going on and figured it best to 

follow WaveRider’s lead, Pyro was desperately trying not to eat sand when she collapsed, WaveRider… was 

doing it properly, Mr Blobby could just not raise his enormously heavy body off the beach and NappyRash was 

showing off by doing at least two proper press-ups. 

WaveRider had asked the watchers to record the number of 

repetitions each person had done in each minute of the exercises. 

She was going to award a prize to the overall winner of the 

‘gentle session’ that had now turned into an eyeballs-out 

competition. You have to feel sorry for NappyRash, whose 

eyeballs were certainly out during the drills. WaveRider later 

disqualified him due to conflict of interest, since he was married 

to her, the scorer.        

As an unbiased reporter and not part of the competition, I must 

say I was most impressed by Mrs Blobby, who put in Olympic-Mr Blobby during the squat kicks. 
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like efforts with nary a grunt nor a squeak. Excellent energy and application. And I must congratulate Mr Blobby 

for presenting us with some innocent comedy. One of the exercises had everyone standing, then squatting, then 

immediately kicking out one leg. Watching him, I immediately thought of Sumo wrestlers, lifting and stamping 

down a massive leg while sprinkling salt into the dohyō. Anyone less like a sumo wrestler I can’t imagine – so a 

very smiley moment. 

The final exercise was lobbing tennis balls into a bucket from a few yards away. Not an easy thing to do though 

NappyRash managed to get two in. Didn’t do him any good, of course, he was already disqualified… 

After this, a few hardy souls braved the sea. Hutch and Mr Blobby went in first. Mrs Blobby wandered over to 

C5, Donut, WaveRider and me as they stood there, waist deep. “They look like two old men chatting in the 

sea.” She said. And followed up with, “Oh, I suppose they are two old men.” Naughty, Mrs Blobby.       Pyro, 

CheapDate, GnomeAlone and RubberSole joined them. It looked like so much flotsam and jetsam floating by 

the shore. 

Later on… on that same beach… The Hash Wedding! 

Everyone had been looking forward to the Hash Wedding of Swallow and SlowSucker. Even they were! Due to 

the pandemic, we had been unable to set a date in 2020 so they had been legally married for well over a 

year. We needed to apply the seal of BH3 approval to their marital status. C5 had kindly agreed to perform 

the ceremony, Rampant was best man (though some would query that…), Donut gave the bride away, the 

stunningly beautiful bridesmaids were Whinge, NappyRash and me.  

The congregation settled themselves by the rocks on the beach and the bride, groom, bridesmaids and 

supporting entourage repaired up the steps by the sea wall to prepare. Now the good burghers of West Bay 

no doubt pay their taxes and generally don’t expect too much in the way of off-the-wall shenanigans so more 

than a few who were 

strolling by while we got 

into dresses and wigs 

were a tad surprised. I’m 

afraid I may have 

mentally scarred a small 

child for life. I had just got 

my frock on and decided 

that the bulky shorts 

underneath would detract 

from the line of the fabric 

(or so I claim) so started 

taking them off just as the 

child, hand-in-hand with 

her mother walked by. 

Her face wrinkled with 

confusion as she wrestled 

with the concept of a 

bloke in a dress whipping 

off his shorts. She looked 

The Wedding Party: Rampant, SlowSucker, Whinge, Swallow, NappyRash, Donut, 
Hashgate. 
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up in consternation at her mother and began to ask the question. “Come away child!” Ordered the mother (or 

something similar – it may have been “WTF!?”) and rapidly whisked her away from the site of unbridled 

perversion. 

We gathered into an appropriate grouping and walked slowly between the congregation and towards the 

beaming C5, the bride radiant in her veiled haute couture outfit, the groom resplendent in Lonely’s pink trousers. 

This is what it looked like from a West Bay resident’s point of view. 

 

It went off exceptionally well and the bride and groom received a hand-crafted vellum scroll to record the 

event. 

The wedding reception was held later, with drinks by the Two Pennies’ caravan. After this lively and convivial 

affair Dumb, Dumber, Ms Whiplash, PennyPitstop, Lilo, TinOpener, GnomeAlone, CheapDate, Donut and I went 

to The West Bay Hotel for an excellent meal, served by very friendly people. This was where, 2 years ago, 
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our entire BH3 group had taken over the place and LoudonTasteless had fallen off a table while trying to leap 

over it. Happy times. Our meal may have been less raucous tonight, but was just as pleasant. 

We later strolled back to the site in the warm darkness and Dumb and Dumber invited Donut and me back to 

their caravan for some drinks and erudite conversation. I was happy to partake of the former but concerned 

about my ability to join in with the latter… 

When we got there, Motox (who was sharing with them) beamed at us from behind a giant cup of tea. Dumber 

had approximately a gallon of home-made red wine that he wanted to get through (not necessarily this evening) 

so I happily agreed to assist him in his venture. We must have gulped about 3 pints of the stuff and very 

pleasant it was too. Curiously, more pleasant as the evening wore on. We all enjoyed a series of conversations 

about a wide-ranging set of topics – too many to list here (and I can’t, surprisingly, remember many of them 

     ) and Donut and I finally staggered away late in the night, enjoying the bright moon, the smell of the grass, 

the muted sound of our footsteps. Ok, I enjoyed them while Donut propped me up on one side and steered me 

towards our caravan. 

A very nice evening and one that illustrates what the Hash is all about. You can be with anyone, , and have a 

really great time. 

24TH JUNE – THURSDAY 

vents day today. In this sun-drenched morning we had a choice of Abbotsbury Swannery, Abbotsbury 

Tropical Gardens or a painting and drawing class run by Pyro. In the afternoon we could enjoy a 

Palmers Brewery tour. What a choice! WaveRider, NappyRash, Donut and I opted for the Swannery 

and enjoyed a pleasant, shared drive in the sunshine to the virtually empty car park. We were there 

at opening time and nobody else was about. 

Let me give you a bit of background about the Swannery. This unique Mute Swan sanctuary (it’s not a zoo - 

they could all b*gger off if they wanted to) is privately owned and dates back to the 11th Century, being 

established by Benedictine monks. You can find out a lot more detail by visiting https://abbotsbury-

tourism.co.uk/swannery/history/. There are only three private owners of swans in England: the Queen, the 

Worshipful Companies of Vintners and Dyers, and the Ilchester Estates, which own Abbotsbury.  

After C5 had paid for our group to enter (and several people had made a beeline for the toilets – go when 

you can, not when you need to!) we wandered along the shaded, bamboo and shrub-lined paths that 

meandered between streams where a variety of swans and fluffy 

grey cygnets reposed happily, ignoring the two-legged intruders. 

Mr Blobby got to work, photographing everything in sight that 

owned a beak. Swan on nest – click! Cygnet scratching ear with leg 

– click! Swan eyeing Mr Blobby and thinking of testing out arm 

breaking possibilities – click! 

We bumped into Ms Whiplash and PennyPitstop by a pond next to 

the main lagoon. They pointed out the two magnificent swans in the 

middle of it that were doing a very passable pas de deux. In almost 

perfect unison they circled to the right, then the left, carving intricate 

circles on the surface of the pond. It was quite beautiful to watch and 

E 

Does that fellow realise we have copyright 
on all photos? 

https://abbotsbury-tourism.co.uk/swannery/history/
https://abbotsbury-tourism.co.uk/swannery/history/
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only slightly marred by the Two Pennies saying that they expected it was a mating dance and that they were 

disappointed that there had, so far, been no ‘activity’. It makes you wonder sometimes, doesn’t it? 

Getting back to the swans for a minute, here’s a picture of part of the sanctuary, looking out over the lagoon 

and out towards the sea. There were seemingly thousands of swans, cygnets, geese, ducks, terns. Brilliant! 

 

We walked around most of this fascinating sanctuary and decided to go back to The Hive café at Burton 

Bradstock for a coffee. When we got there, we were lucky that the takeaway counter was open since there 

was a lengthy and apparently unnecessary queue to get into the café itself. Probably ‘due to Covid’.       

Afternoon was Palmers Brewery tour time for two groups of us. As expected, there was a good number of us – 

it was all about beer production after all! We all walked from the site to the brewery and my notes include the 

comment that ‘It was a sober amble over and a squiffy wander back’. That about sums up the to and from 

journeys. 

My group had to wait a while so that our first group could clear the areas in front of us. Our guide was a very 

knowledgeable and loquacious chap named Colin. This was to be his first tour lead for 20 months, due to the 

various lockdowns, and he apologized in advance for anything he might miss. He needn’t have worried. His 

fluent and informative stream of information, like the BBC, educated, informed and entertained us. Nice chap 

and obviously dedicated to his subject. Turned out he is also a member of the local Mummers. 

After our excellent tour we repaired to 

the shop, which had a bar stocked with all 

the Palmers ales. Given a small glass each 

we were invited to sample them all. We 

did. 

We stood outside in the car park, 

enjoying the tasty beers and becoming 

more conversational as time passed. 

Lonely confessed broken-heartedly that 

he still hadn’t figured out the name of the 

murdered Hasher in our quiz. He and 

Dipstick also admitted that the 

handwritten text ‘Bredy Down 41’ on the 

top of their quiz pamphlet was, they 

thought, the arbitrarily chosen name of 

their team, little realizing that it was the address of their caravan that WaveRider had written there. Doh! 

Group 1 learns about the use of hops in the brewing process. 
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After a while, Mr Palmer, the current brewery owner, came out and greeted us. Really nice of him to do so and 

much appreciated by our (by now) slightly rowdy group. We exchanged pleasantries and after he had said 

goodbye a number of us leapt into the shop and bought up as much as we could carry. I found a bottle of 

Verdelho Madeira, one of my favourite drinks, and snapped it up. WaveRider, among other items, bought some 

ginger beer for Donut, who had not been with us during the afternoon. Nice of her to do so. If only I’d thought 

of that! Doh again! 

The shop eventually threw us out and we began our wander back, led by the slow-walking Snowy and Slips. 

We met up with Donut and Mrs Blobby by the alpaca field and walked back to the rear of the caravan site 

with them. We broke up into groups, ours comprising NappyRash, Donut, WaveRider, PennyPitstop and me. 

NappyRash started up what I’ve described in my notes as a ‘fascinating, intellectual conversation’. Surprisingly, 

I can’t remember its content. Suffice it to say that Donut rapidly disassociated herself from us, essentially no-

platforming poor NappyRash. He confided to me that he was ‘emotionally scarred’ by the experience. Given 

his mental state prior to the experience he must have been expecting it for several years… 

The evening meal was at the excellent Sladers Yard. We walked there, warmed by the evening sun and sat 

ourselves down for the first meal we had had all together for a very long time. It initially felt slightly strange. 

But also nice that we were among a bunch of happy, chatting people. Mr Blobby was still in swan mode and 

photographed everything visible. Donut was sitting by the door where the friendly waitresses were bringing out 

the food and was helping to identify people by their Hash names so that the food could be delivered. Given 

the large number of people and the single lady chef we were impressed by the service. The portions were 

certainly not small. 

I noticed Ms Whiplash at the next 

table who was trying 

desperately not to drip her 

beetroot soup on to her white 

top. I figured that, if she did, it 

would be a case of Borscht N 

Tears      . Fortunately for them, I 

didn’t share this comedic gem 

amongst the other diners. By the 

way, that restaurant is still going 

in Chelsea. 

After several beers, NappyRash 

advised our table that he had not 

only won the circuit training 

competition but also the who-

could-eat-the-most competition too, since he had finished off WaveRider’s meal, her being too stuffed to eat it 

all. We nodded and smiled. They were the kindest things to do. 

After applauding the chef and staff and admiring the incredibly expensive and perfectly crafted articles of 

wooden furniture in the area next to the dining room we staggered off back to the site, dyspepsia beginning 

to set in. We invited Dunny and Rampant back to ours for a beaker or two of gin but, sensible people that they 

BH3 slaver with gastronomic anticipation. 
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were, they declined, citing full bellies and general exhaustion. We just about managed a couple of glasses 

before falling into bed and feeling the same as they did. 

25TH JUNE – FRIDAY 

e were really looking forward to today’s Trail. Zebedee and Florence had volunteered to 

lay one in the magnificent countryside of the Symondsbury Estate. We were not to be 

disappointed. I’m not indulging in hyperbole when I say that this was one of the best Trails 

we’ve ever been on. 

Donut and I drove the short distance to the estate, passing a panting DipStick as he laboured up a steep hill on 

his bike. He puffed over to us as we parked and apologized for being physically unable to raise a hand and 

wave back at us while he pedalled. He also recounted to me his recent problems in the site launderette where 

he had put in his clothes, shut the door, inserted his payment and started the machine, only to realise in a 

forehead-smacking moment that it did not automatically dispense washing powder. Yet another Doh! 

Now usually the BH3 Circle is a crudely drawn affair. Sometimes oval, sometimes overlapping circles with bumps, 

sometimes trapezoid. The Symondsbury Estate had thoughtfully mown an area of grass next to the car park in 

a perfect clockface circle, with mown paths leading away from it for On Out checking. Interesting, isn’t it, how 

people conform to the shape of the area within which they stand. Perhaps our Committee should invest in a 

rolled-up, plastic version of the mown Circle to bring to use before our Hashes so that people didn’t form 

shapeless clumps. 

 

We On Outed through the car park and via the shopping area, which was exactly opposite to the various ways 

that the FRBs had tried. ‘A’ for effort, I suppose. The well-marked Trail first took us up that bloody great big 

Allington Hill, along a steep, narrow track through a field of corn. We spiralled breathlessly up and up, finally 

popping out on the top through thick bushes and trees to see a panorama of the most beautiful countryside 

spreading out all around us. Away in the distance was Colmers Hill and I stopped behind, as the rest sped 

away, to take a picture and Whatsapp it to WaveRider (it’s her favourite hill – see Wednesday’s report and 

the picture she bought in Lyme Regis) who was back at her caravan and feeling quite unwell. This meant I was 

way behind everyone, who were now running downhill fast and unseen, somewhere in the bushes. Oh well. It 

W 

C5 points out that we should get started since it's already Motox o'clock. 



Page 22 of 29 

 

was a nice day for a run and downhill felt fine. I chanced upon Dumber who had stopped for a bio-break. Then 

met Zebedee who was casting about under some trees, wondering where the Pack had gone. It turned out that 

they had all missed the clear flour blobs and stampeded like demented sheep in the wrong direction. Only 

Donut, Florence and I went the right way, thanks to Zeb’s advice. It took a while to get the b*ggers back and 

by this time Donut was happily FRB’ing along a hedge-enclosed farm track. 

Finally, the Pack came up behind us and NappyRash sped past Donut like a SideWinder missile. Pity really, 

because there was a Regroup about 20 Yards in front of us.          This was where Mr Blobby told me that the 

Pack had somehow rejoined the original On Out and were a tad surprised to find that the Checks had been 

kicked out. Possibly a Doh!!? Yes, I think so. 

To remind you just how beautiful the countryside round here is, here’s a photo I took at the time. Colmers Hill is 

just left of middle, at the back and with a couple of trees on the top. Enjoy! 

 

On our way up a steep, narrow track with Pyro and TinOpener, Florence noted that the Pack had “broken into 

a walk”. Well, it was very steep and slippery with little chance to pass anyone. At the top we stopped to take 
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the photo you see on the front page of this diary. While stepping up on to the grassy bank to pose in our group 

both CabinBuoy and JJ managed to slip over. Photographer Mr Blobby didn’t have to ask us to smile…        

Then the landscape changed from the faraway beautiful to the nearby curious as we slipped our way down a 

narrow path between rock and earth walls that had been carved in places. Here’s Donut, lounging winsomely 

in the semi-tunnel. On the right (I guess you’d already worked that out…) is one of the ornate carvings. There 

was one that looked remarkably like NappyRash when he’s having a grump but these are a tad more attractive. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

At the very bottom of the track we found Florence, who had kindly waited for us (everyone else having gone 

ahead). She led us through an uphill field full of sheep that had just been moved by the farmer from another 

field. They were pretty shirty about having been moved and, if you’re reading this online, you can hear quite 

how much baaaaing and mehhhhing was directed at us as we stepped carefully through their seething, woolly 

group by clicking:  

 

It was a long and very steep tramp up Colmers Hill but worth the eventual defibrillation procedure for the 

panoramic views of the varied countryside, bathing in warm sunshine. When my pulse had finally lowered itself 

to below 200 bpm we started off down the other side of the hill. Much easier going down, of course, and really 

nice views on the way. We came down into the pretty village of Symondsbury where Donut had to restrain me 

from running towards the pub, which I had mistaken for the Symondsbury Estate café. I believe it’s a gene-

related condition that forces me towards almost any beer-selling establishment. 

When we eventually got to the Estate shops and café we found Motox sitting on a bench and attempting to 

restrain a leashed and manic Minx who was desperate to see Lilo. Since I needed ¼ of a mile to make my 

recorded mileage up to 6 (Donut and I were doing the virtual Land’s End to John o’Groats walk/run) I went 
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over to say hello to some friendly, brown spotted piglets and a couple of ancient donkeys before strolling next 

to the glamping field. 6 miles appeared on my recording app and we changed to go and have lunch on the 

sunlit verandah next to the restaurant/café. How remarkably pleasant it was. We sat on a table with Aqua, JJ, 

and Zebedee. The courtyard in front of us and the area by the side of the old barn next to us were surrounded 

by brilliant wildflowers.  

 

The delicious plates of food were huge and we were utterly stuffed when we started leaving. The restaurant 

manager rushed over to where Zebedee (our chief cashier and holder of the Hash purse strings) was sitting at 

the end of our table. “Phew”, she gushed, on sighting him, “I thought you were all doing a runner.” Frankly, our 

ability to run had been completely negated by the amount of food, drink and sunshine we had enjoyed after 

our two hills, six mile Trail! 

I think this was one of the best Hash Trails we have ever done and am happy to record a grateful thanks to 

Zebedee and Florence for organising it.        

We all had a bit of a wander round the shops, where Dipstick bought 

a fine painting of Colmers Hill and we found Lonely lurking furtively 

outside a nail polish shop that he insisted he thought was a ceramics 

shop. Yeah, right! 

We had a relaxing drive back to our site and checked on WaveRider, 

who was feeling better, but still somewhat dicky. The rest of the 

afternoon was spent lazing around and writing up my diary notes from 

the morning’s activity. Pretty much like most days. 

In the evening we wandered over to the Two Pennies’ caravan to enjoy 

beverages and RA Motox’ Down Downs. Here he is with a table full 

of Down Down drinks and sporting a natty straw hat. The gentlemen 

The side of the old barn. BH3 enjoys lunch in the sunshine. 

A dapper Motox surveys his Down Downs. 
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of the Hash (difficult to identify any, I know) had been asked by the committee to wear something pink this 

evening which is why he is wearing his Philadelphia H3 T-

shirt.  

The grotesque and, yes, stomach-wrenching picture to 

your left illustrates how DipStick interpreted the call to 

wear something pink. In the background (if you can bear 

to view the picture for more than 5 seconds) is Zebedee, 

who is wearing an almost equally bizarre outfit consisting 

of long pink, fluffy edged gloves and a piggy posing 

pouch. Behind DipStick you will see Snowy, who is trying 

to remember just how many lagers he has necked in the 

previous 10 minutes and why everyone is wearing pink 

(he was on the organising committee…). While C5 tries 

desperately to remember why he is where he is. 

The Down Down awards began, after Lilo was gently 

persuaded to shift her delightful bottom from its position, 

sitting directly in front of the RA.       

Here are the awards, all completely factually based and highly deserved. 

Who got it Why 

Whinge Claiming that the RA hadn’t shaved at Swallow and SlowSucker’s Hash wedding. 

Lonely Sending his pink trousers instead of himself to the above wedding. 

Pyro Pouring her iced coffee all over the table at lunchtime. 

Lilo Waking people up early in the morning by insisting that they have a knife of 
hers! Weird. 

Dumb Motox asked if she would kindly make him a coffee so she put a tea bag in a 
mug, then put coffee on the top. 

RubberSole Found she’d walked the whole of today’s Trail in someone else’s boots. 

Florence, Zebedee Their caravan took the award for most seagull poop coverage. 

GnomeAlone Kicked out a Check while walking earlier. Having been told off for doing it, he 
kicked it out another 2 ways. Naughty! 

NappyRash Winning the Burton Bradstock ‘race’ despite pushing Dumber out of the way right 
at the end. 

Ms Whiplash, C5, 
Zebedee, Florence, 
Mrs Blobby, Mr 
Blobby, Slips, Snowy, 
Hashgate 

These were the organising committee and helpers. WaveRider was still feeling 
a little rough so could not have a Down, but was very much missed. 

PennyPitstop When Motox asked her if beer went with an omelette she replied that, “Anything 
goes with beer.” Fine woman. She got an After 8 mint and a biscuit in her Down. 

SlowSucker Rampant presented the apron to either SlowSucker or Hashgate for their earlier-
in-the-week public rogering. The audience was invited to cheer for their choice 
and (I’m pleased to say) SlowSucker received it. 

Florence, Zebedee Today’s excellent Hares. Well done both! 
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After the Down Downs and making a pleasant change, we made our way to the coach for our first and last joint 

trip of the week to The Bull at Swyre. The landlady and her son had opened especially for us – there were no 

other patrons. Nice to attend an exclusive event and spirits on the coach were high. It was noisy and friendly 

and we were amused to see a very formal-looking notice in the coach that read: To seat 43. Standees nil. Crew 

1. Don’t think I’d ever seen the term ‘standees’ before. Are those who sit down ‘sittees’?       

The coach disgorged us at the pub and we skipped eagerly into its welcoming interior. Once we had sat down 

at our tables, we found that the chap who was taking the drinks orders was not actually old enough to deliver 

them to us – though he looked about 22. It all worked out in the end and the staff worked their socks off to 

make sure we were happy, had enough to drink and served us a very good carvery hot meal of considerable 

proportions. 

The highlight of the evening was the Hash Awards, deftly presented by the dynamic duo of C5 and Mr Blobby, 

the Ant and Dec of BH3, seamlessly transitioning commentary between each other as the recipients were 

presented with handsome and highly expensive gifts before enjoying a Down Down. 

Here are the details:- 

Award Who got it Why 

Dieter of the Week Snowy He failed miserably to live up to the expectations of the 
award. 

Five a Day Motox Presented with mushy peas to assist his five-a-day drive. 

Heros of the Week Dumb and Dumber Having shared a caravan and put up with Motox all 
week. 

Canine Care Award Lilo Struggled to figure out how to wash Minx since she had 
no bucket. She inventively used the kettle (not boiling, I 
hasten to explain). 

Comedian of the Week DipStick Telling Mr Blobby he was ‘talking out of his a*se’ when 
they were discussing a gps location. 

Prettiest Hasher of the 
Week 

DipStick Oh dear. You’ve seen the picture. What do you think? 

Butter of the Week Florence Helped Dunny over the fence I got stuck in by pushing 
her bottom. Flo was awarded a bottle of Butcombe 

Bitter      . 

Hasher Most Living up to 
Their Hash Name 

Rampant As in Rabbit, since he tried to dive down a bunny burrow 
during the first night’s Trail. 

Confessor of the Week Pyro She owned up to telling DipStick where exactly to go to 
attend the Hash Wedding. 

Driver of the Week TinOpener Driving round and round the Abbotsbury Swannery car 
park before deciding (eventually) where to park. 

Dogger of the Week Zebedee For doggedly never giving up in all he did – especially 
as Holiday Hash Cash. 

P*ss Artist of the Week Hutch He had to be almost physically dragged out of Palmers 
Brewery. 

Bird Lover of the Week Ms Whiplash She got dive-bombed and splattered by a seagull 
(possibly Bob). 
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Ms Whiplash and PennyPitstop were presented with bouquets of flowers for their sterling work as organisers 

and for supplying breakfast after the Sunrise Hash. 

The Hashtag Murder winner was announced by C5 in organiser WaveRider’s absence (she was still not quite 

herself). To thunderous applause, foot-stamping, whistling, football rattles and an American marching band, 

Dunny and Rampant received this award, which was a superb, artisan-crafted tea towel. No doubt they will 

have this framed and set on to their bedroom wall. 

The winner of the men’s circuit training competition was Mr Blobby. The blighter won it last time too – we all 

need to try harder. Personally, I think his sumo quad kicks swung it for him. The winner of the ladies’ circuit 

training competition was Mrs Blobby! A clean sweep for the Blobbies. Well done to them! 

The coach ride back to the site later was a lot noisier than the one going to the pub. No surprises there. We 

had thoroughly enjoyed ourselves at this end-of-week bash. 

------------------------------------------------------------------ 

 fantastic week! A huge thank you to the committee and all who helped make it such a success. A great 

deal of that success was due to everyone who joined in the fun and enjoyed every minute of it. 

We are indeed a lucky set of people. Here’s to the next one! 

Congratulations to the hard-working Organising Committee who provided us with a superb week despite the 

various obstructions and restrictions that were in their way. They were:- 

Name Jobs 

Ms Whiplash Accommodation, dinner menus, Longest Day breakfast, day out. 

PennyPitstop Ms Whiplash’s able colleague. 

Zebedee Treasurer. 

Mrs Blobby Transport. 

C5 Programme and loudmouth front man (his description, not mine!) 

Mr Blobby and Florence Dogsbodies (Again, C5’s description, not mine      ) 

 

Who were the West Bay revellers? In no particular order:- 

Ms Whiplash, Mr Blobby, Mrs Blobby, Dunny, Rampant, Babe, C5, PennyPitstop, Florence, Zebedee, Snowy, 

Slips, Slowsucker, Swallow, Lonely, Motox, Dumb, Dumber, CheapDate, GnomeAlone, CabinBuoy, Cloggs, 

NonStick, TC, Whinge, WaveRider, NappyRash, Hashgate, Donut, TinOpener, Spot, Dipstick, Lilo and dog Minx, 

JJ, Aqua, UtterlyButterly, Pyro and dog Whisper, RubberSole, Hutch 

A 
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THE WEEK’S ITINERARY 

Day Daytime Activity Evening Activity 

Saturday Travel to West Bay Over the hills Hash laid by 
Swallow and SlowSucker. 
Fish (or sausage) and chips later 
at Ms Whiplash and 
PennyPitstop’s caravan. 

Sunday Slips and Snowy’s Hash walk 
from/to StoneBarrow Hill, above 
Charmouth. 

DIY dinner. 

Monday Longest Day Hash laid by 
DipStick, starting at 04:30! 
Breakfast prepared by Ms 
Whiplash and PennyPitstop. 
Hash quiz around Bridport. 

Dinner at site restaurant. 

Tuesday Hash from Hive Beach café car 
park laid by C5 and Mr Blobby. 
Pasties and drinks on West Bay 
beach later. 

DIY dinner. 

Wednesday Do your own thing day. Circuit 
Training session led by 
WaveRider on the West Bay 
beach in the afternoon. 
Followed by Swallow and 
SlowSucker’s Hash wedding; 
also on the beach. 

Drinks at Ms Whiplash and 
PennyPitstop’s caravan. 

Thursday Choice of visits to Abbotsbury 
Swannery or Abbotsbury 
Tropical Gardens in the morning. 
Or a drawing/painting session 
with tutor Pyro. 
Tour round Palmers Brewery in 
Bridport in the afternoon. 

Dinner at Sladers Yard in West 
Bay. 

Friday Hash in Symondsbury Estate 
laid by Hares Florence and 
Zebedee. Lunch in the café. 

Drinks at Ms Whiplash and 
PennyPitstop’s caravan with 
Down Downs led by RA Motox. 
Coach to dinner at The Bull, 
Swyre. 

Saturday Leave for home.  

 

BOB FLIES AGAIN 

hursday, thought Bob, as he ‘bobbed’ up and down on the sea outside West Bay harbour. He was a bit 

older than the young-feller-me-lad that had delighted in his nuisance-making 2 years ago (see the 2019 

West Bay diary). His feathers were slightly scruffy and greyer than before and his eyesight wasn’t so 

good. Flying and landing stylishly was a touch hit-and-miss these days.  

T 

https://www.berkshirehash.co.uk/gs2003/WestBay19.pdf
https://www.berkshirehash.co.uk/gs2003/WestBay19.pdf
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He’d just learned that his all-time favourite orange car had returned to the nearby Parkdean site. It being 

Thursday and him only just having received the news (from a chatty black-legged kittiwake that had plopped 

on to the sea next to him after an aerial survey of the area and felt he should let his friend know) Bob realised 

he would have to work fast. If it was like last time the car would be gone in a couple of days. He squawked a 

couple of times and four young gulls dropped from the sky on to the sea, forming an eager, flapping line in 

front of him. “Hello Grandad!” They all squealed excitedly. “Quiet boys.” Ordered Bob. “I’ve got a little job 

for you.” And he explained his plan, making sure they all understood what they had to do. 

It was a simple strategy and guaranteed to provide old Bob with a great deal of satisfaction. The kittiwake 

had let him know the exact location of the car. He and the grandchildren would fly in formation over to it and 

coat the exterior with as much fishy waste as they could manage. It called for complete co-ordination and split-

second timing. Bob had trained the chaps over and over, hoping this day would come. He leaned up out of the 

sea, stretching his wings. “All set for take-off?!” He squawked. “Ready and able.” Came the reply from the 

eldest of the youngsters. “Action stations! Scramble! Scramble!” Screeched Bob and they rose into the sky, 

forming a flying wing with the eldest at the apex and Bob behind him. 

Bob was pleased with the neat configuration. ‘Red Arrows?’ he thought, ‘Pah!’. They flew West, parallel to the 

shore. “Red Leader. Red Leader.” Called out Bob to the front gull. “Approach flightpath. Go!” “Roger Wingco.” 

Came the response and they wheeled right in a tight formation, towards Parkdean and 150Ft up. 

Faster and faster. Over the apartments. Over the crab shack. Over Parkdean reception. Beginning to descend. 

“Red Leader. Red Leader. Circle right. Northern approach. Go!” “Roger that!” The gulls streamed above the 

dark roofs of the caravans. Fluffy grey chicks in nests on top of them looked up in open-beaked wonder, hoping 

they would be like them when they had grown their flight feathers. 

They were out over the alpaca field as they made their tight turn and lined up for their run. “Target acquired 

Wingco!” Shrieked Red Leader as they streaked towards it. “Ready bomb doors and aim.” Ordered Bob. 

“Release on my command.” The small orange car seemed to grow rapidly as they swooped towards it. 

“Steady… steady…” 

Just as Bob was about to give the order to drop their payload the door to the caravan swung open and Whinge 

walked out. With a gasp he realised the imminent danger his car was in. The gulls were almost upon it as he 

leapt into the air, waving his arms. “F*ck off!!!” He shrieked. 

In a mass of wings and beaks and squeaks the formation applied airbrakes, wheeled instantly left and released 

their dreadful cargo all over a nearby caravan before flapping rapidly seawards, looking with wide eyes over 

their shoulders at Whinge, who was waving at them with a single finger and bared teeth. 

Bob had streamed skywards as soon as he saw Whinge. Now he glided forlornly on the air currents out to sea. 

“B*gger!” He thought. 

And that is how Florence and Zebedee’s caravan qualified for the award of Caravan Most Covered in Poop. 

 

 

Printed copies – kindly supplied by WaveRider 


