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THE HASHLESS TIMES 

kinnyDipper is known for the amazing things she can do on a bike. Like riding a thousand miles 

or so from her home to visit her son in Sweden. So it was with some trepidation that a number 

of us signed up to meet her at the Museum of Berkshire Aviation in Woodley on Sunday morning 

to go for the socially distanced ride she had organised. She had assured us that it was only (!) about 

26 miles and mainly flat. Donut and I cycled from our house to Woodley (an additional 5 miles…) and 

we sped down the steep and winding hill from our house towards the narrow streets and hump-backed 

bridge of Sonning, looking forward with joyous anticipation to the ride back up it later…  

Eight of us met at the museum car park: SkinnyDipper, WaveRider, Nappyrash, Spot, Motox, Cloggs, 

Donut and me. WaveRider and Nappyrash were riding rather flash road bikes, although NappyRash 

(who used to do triathlons) said his was 

about 20 years old and only one of his 

collection of five! SkinnyDipper had a sit-up-

and-beg hybrid and spent most of the route 

at the front, pedalling along in a relaxed 

manner. Motox was riding a velocipede of 

uncertain antiquity and a slightly fractious 

temperament, as he found later on. We set 

off, observing the 2-metre rule, and looking 

forward to our ride on the warm morning. A 

picture of the route appears to the left and 

you may be able to make out where it went 

if you have eyes like a peregrine falcon or a 

large magnifying glass. As you can see from 

the average speed, we didn’t exactly ride like 

a Tour de France peloton. Our focus was on 

enjoying the ride – and we did, hugely! 

We headed along a variety of flat country 

roads, bounded by flower-filled hedgerows, 

sunny fields, or woodland. All was well with the world and we chatted amiably. All of a sudden, a set of 

cyclists whizzed by from the opposite direction. They included Bomber and, I think, Posh. “On Onnnnn!” 

they cried, their speed decreasing the volume of their greeting. What a coincidence! We pedalled on 

towards and then into White Waltham Airfield, where SkinnyDipper had arranged for us to take a break 

and enjoy the aeroplanes and some coffee. Below are some pictures of us doing both. Particularly when 

a WW2 Hurricane landed close by.  
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We weren’t sure whether this was actually a Hurricane or a Spitfire so SkinnyDipper, having noticed a 

mature gentleman plane-spotter taking photographs of planes nearby, sidled over to him, fluttering her 

eyelashes, to ask. Inside two minutes she had confirmation that it was a Hurricane, the bloke’s phone 

number, his inside leg measurement and an invitation to a socially distanced dinner. Crikey, she’s a fast 

mover! 

Rather reluctantly we climbed back on to our bikes and left the warm and fascinating environs of the 

airfield. Heading in the Maidenhead direction, we sneaked off along an excellent little road/track named 

Breadcroft Lane. This led us across some visually almost endless, wide-open fields. Superb views and 

a nice ride, meeting a few friendly 

people on the way. We were 

heading for the A4 by Knowl Hill and 

we eventually reached the foot of 

the hill that led towards The Royal 

Oak, a pub we’ve Hashed from a 

number of times. It was here, among 

the tall grass and wild flowers on the 

verges either side of the road that 

Motox’ bike threw a hissy (literally) 

fit. He had a slow puncture… and no 

pump. But fortunately, Spot did. He 

offered to pump up the tyre (since 

Motox has recovered from Covid-19 

and certainly didn’t want it again) 

and set to work. The picture shows 

him pumping away and he was very 

pleased that Donut’s photo features his bottom! He finished up and Motox was very eager to continue, 

coming out with an exhortation that caused sniggers in the rest of our juvenile crew. “Get on Dipper.” 

He urged her. “It might go down!” 

We crossed the A4 and ground our way up the winding hill towards Cockpole Green, where we stopped 

for lunch under a large oak tree, lounging on the grass while being waved at by passing cyclists. Our 

audience also included a fine roe deer, that stopped on its perambulation just down the road from us to 

view our group with an unblinking stare for some time. Luckily for it, no cars went along that road and it 

eventually made its way into the bushes further down… only to emerge, startled, when some of our lady 

cyclists pedalled down there to, ahem, avail themselves of the vegetational facilities. 



 

We streamed down Crazies Hill and through Wargrave like demons, stopping only once to top up the 

air in Motox’ tyre. We were heading for the home of Helmet and 

Horny in Twyford, since it was his birthday the next day and we 

wanted to wish him Happy Birthday with a beer and a song. It 

didn’t take us long to get there and we were pleased to see that 

he was ok following the minor stroke he had experienced recently. 

Horny had very kindly made a number of fairy cakes, which we 

wolfed down with relish before RA Motox poured out a beer for 

Helmet and led us in our singing of ‘Hashy Birthday’.  

SkinnyDipper included a couple of pictures in her weekly update 

email and here’s another one, showing Horny finishing off 

Helmet’s Down Down. Very nice to see them and we hope you 

enjoyed your birthday, Helmet.       

After leaving here, we split into two groups. WaveRider, 

NappyRash, Donut and I heading over to Sonning and the rest 

back to Woodley. We waved and shouted goodbyes and thanks. 

It had been an excellent and thoroughly enjoyable bike ride. Now for that damn great big hill! 

‘NOT THE HASH`- 14TH  JUNE 2020 

r Blobby reports on this week’s ‘Not Hash’. Nice to see that C5’s adherence to detailed 

preparation has not diluted over time…       

 
Today’s Not Hash started from C5’s.  I ran over there from my house, just over a mile away, to join C5, Twanky 
and Dorothy.  Who had returned all the way from Scotland just to run with us!  I met Fanny Bag on the way over 
to C5’s as she was taking Megan for a walk and evidently her and Bogbrush are both well.  It was good to see 
her after all this time. 

C5 had agreed to sort today’s Not Hash trail, but basically he was winging it! He was on his home turf, taking us 

across several fields to start with and then on a circuitous route through Wokefield Common.  He insisted on 

taking us the wrong way and then had to backtrack.  Twanky gave him a yellow card for that and then a few 

minutes later he again went wrong, so Twanky gave him a virtual red card.  However, shortly afterwards we 

came to the water hazard so he withdrew the red card and made it an orange card.  I don’t know where that 

came from, but I don’t think Twanky is a football fan!   

    

It’s interesting to compare the styles through the water.  Dorothy, C5 and me took it on the run, whereas Twanky 

just jumped in with both feet. 
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It’s at this point that Dorothy choked on a fly and spat it out and then I swallowed a fly and couldn’t stop 

coughing.  Twanky came to the rescue with water, which cured the problem.  C5 then had yet another ‘hash 

crash’.  A quick warning to the hash here.  BH3 had better start saving up for all the ‘down downs’ that we will 

have to pay for C5’s crashes once we start hashing again! 

We carried on through the Common, where we managed to find a slightly more challenging second water 

hazard: 

    

Again, Twanky taking the water hazard on in his own inimitable way. 

We briefly emerged from the Common into Mortimer and crossed paths with Utopia’s daughter, Caroline power 

walking her way home.  We then dived back into the woods to wend our way back to C5’s, completing a trail of 

just over 8 miles.  I then ran back home completing 10 miles in all.  Well done C5 an excellent run in perfect 

running weather. 

Our IT guru, Twanky has put a map and photos of the run at 
https://www.relive.cc/view/vevW7Pw3LGv?hl=en. 

On On to next week’s ‘Not Hash’. 

SOMETHING TOPICAL  

 

 

 

 

One of the pleasures in life is laughing at Matt’s cartoons 

in The Daily Telegraph. They are always funny and 

illustrative of current events in equal measure. Never 

seen a duff one. This was one of his unpublished ones 

from last week. Perfect!       
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THE BH 3 HASH NAME QUIZ 

 
ast week’s answers are below. Blind Pew was a little tricky, especially since the word ‘spot’ was 
included in the clue. Certainly foxed Ms Whiplash, who kindly sent me her answers. 
 

Clue Hash Name Real Name 

In the theatre of life, he’s a bit 
of a pantomime character.  

Twanky Neil Harding 

You’d think he doesn’t have 
many friends. But he does. 

Lonely Ben Ralston 

Is he a Dane? No. Perhaps 
you can smoke him out? 

Hamlet Steve Canning 

She may have a cat… o’ nine 
tails! 

Ms Whiplash Penny Nicholls 

He may spot you, if he can 
see you! 

Blind Pew (In Treasure Island, 
Blind Pew gives Billy Bones 
the Black Spot) 

Kevin Oakley 

 
This week’s clues are below. Have fun! 
 

Clue Hash Name Real Name 

She just refuses learn any 
new tricks. 

  

His name is the very opposite 
of his warm personality. 

  

Curious that his surname is 
both that of a writer of murder 
mysteries and a murderer. 

  

She may be in the pink but 
she’s not covered in spots. 

  

She really, really likes roads. 
And has the nickname of a 
cartoon cat! 

  

 
 
 
Take good care of yourselves. 

On On.   Hashgate. 

If anyone has something they would like to see in the Gobsheet, either send it to your reporter/editor/tea 
boy/floor mopper at hashgate@hotmail.com or to Iceman at the address above. 
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