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Hash Number: 2265 19Dec21 Website – http://www.berkshirehash.co.uk   

Email     – iceman@berkshirehash.co.uk   

 
Venue:  YMCA Activity Centre 

Padworth 

Hares:  MessengerBoy, Shifty 

ELVES AND FAERIES 

FalseTart Mrs Blobby Mr Blobby Dipstick Slips Snowy WaveRider 
NappyRash Motox Posh Bomber Gnasher CanalBob BlowJob Ms Whiplash 
PennyPitstop Paul, Andrea Pimp Iceman Spot Crusty BGB Florence 
Zebedee Dunny Rampant AWOL C5 Swallow SlowSucker MoanerLisa 
NoSole Slapper Spex LoudonTasteless JJ Aqua Cloggs NonStick 
ChocChuck NoStyle LittleStiffy SlackBladder and dogs Masie and Ava 
Lonely CouchPotato HappyFeet DoorMatt 

THE CHRISTMAS PARTY HASH 

 damp cloak of grey mist hung around the trees that surrounded the YMCA building. Pine needles 
littered the floor and Hashers littered the area where our cars were parked. I was a tad 
disappointed with the weather. Near Henley, where we live, the mist had burned off and the blue 

sky was full of sunshine. As we drove over, I felt like Harry Potter entering the Triwizard Maze. However, 
where the Maze was full of nasty things, our Padworth location contained a bunch of eager Hashers 
and a building stuffed to the rafters with Christmas nosh and booze. Not only that, but MessengerBoy 
and Shifty had laid a Long and Medium Trail, provided maps for the walking Trail and arranged a Beer 
Stop somewhere in the forest! Brilliant! 
 
What more could we ask for? Well, it arrived in the shape of AWOL. I include here a photo since I’m not 

sure my written description would do justice to this vision of delight. 
Apparently, he’d come as a Christmas cracker and was hoping to be 
pulled. At least he hadn’t arrived as a turkey, hoping to get stu… I’ll just 
leave it there. 
 
Lots of others had dressed up for our Christmas Party Hash. Many wore 
red T-shirts and Santa hats. I was most impressed by WaveRider’s T-
shirt, which was bright red with a pair of Christmas 
puddings, one on each hooter. Here she is – I’ll 
leave it up to you which of these two you prefer to 
rest your eyes on. 
 
Fortunately, it didn’t take long for us to get through 
the Circle and On Out. While FalseTart slaved 
away in the kitchen the runners sought out the 
Trail and the walkers sauntered towards the car 
park exit. NappyRash, Donut and I had joined the 
walkers today. NappyRash because he’s not 
quite as fit as a butcher’s dog at the moment, me 
because I have a cough like an 80-a-day Capstan 
Full Strength smoker and Donut because she was 
freezing cold and there was no chance of her 
stonking about in the misty, wet forest wearing 
just running gear. 
 
C5, on his racing bike, joined us for a chat. Possibly a bit of a mistake, 
while riding across the shiggy and pine needle-covered ground. One 
moment we were chatting amiably. The very next his front wheel 

decided to turn 90 degrees to the right and lodge him between two parked cars. Helpful when your 

SPD’s are clipped in.        
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AWOL struts his Christmas collection. 

WaveRider and her 

puddings. 
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We turned left on to the road, waving goodbye to the recently extricated C5, who cycled off to the right. 
Donut and I had attached a Christmas jingle bell to our jackets (they had been given to us the day 
before during a Polar Express steam train trip at Wallingford) and they rang joyfully as we stepped 
along. I say ‘stepped along’ for Mrs Blobby, map in one hand and walking stick to berate slow walkers 
in the other, was eating up the road like spaghetti. Our walkers group began to spread out and I hurried 
to catch up with Snowy, Paul and MoanerLisa. We dipped into damp forest, along shiggy and puddled 
tracks, Mrs Blobby and her Lieutenants: Ms Whiplash and PennyPitstop forming a flying wedge that 
nothing would stop. We found we had lost Donut and NappyRash when we turned a sharp right after a 
lengthy yomp along a wet, grassy track under some power lines. Having waited around and finally called 
Donut on her mobile I found she and Nappy were fine and would get back on their own. Now I had to 
catch up with the walkers. I could see SlackBladder and Zebedee away in the distance and scurried to 
catch up with them. Excellent! I thought as I approached them. Only problem was, they had lost Mrs 
Blobby and the flying wedge! Urk! It took us a while of scrabbling about in the rough scrub and tussocks 
before Zeb spotted the back side (not backside) of LittleStiffy, who was hurrying after the racing Mrs 

Blobby. We just about caught up with her (Little Stiffy) as we entered the 
Padworth Common car park where we saw the welcome sight of the 
beer, port and water stop. It was manned by OldDog, Dumper, his 
daughter Diane and John. How nice to see them! I believe the last time 
was at the incredibly hot and sunny Mr and Mrs Blobby’s Golden 
Wedding Anniversary party. Noticing my jingle bell that dangled from my 
jacket’s zip OldDog suggested that I might obtain another and wear the 
two either side of my chest or rather lower down on my, um, body. Good 

to know her sense of humour hasn’t changed.       I said I would consider 

her suggestion… Slips had two ports, the second of which (to Snowy and 
my amusement) seemed to engender a sneezing fit. Huge fun! 
 
Mrs Blobby was keen to get away again. A bit like Rudolph, late on 
Christmas Eve. With a stamp and a snort she was off. The rest of us 
followed quickly – she had a map, after all. It seemed like we flew through 
the forest and found ourselves at the On Inn sign, just down the road 
from the entrance to the Activity Centre. As we reached it we met Dr 

Pooh, coming from the other direction, carrying a bag full of stuff. Seemed he’d missed the Hash due 
to injury but was damned if he’d miss the party. He’d even brought a very bright shirt that he proceeded 
to change into when we got to our cars. I suggested to him that it might be a pyjama top. Fortunately, 
he was in a ‘Goodwill to all men’ frame of mind. 

THE BH3 CHRISTMAS PARTY 

 fairly long time ago, we’d Hashed at this woodland venue during a hot and sticky summer and 
two things are indelibly inked into my memory. The first is having my post-run ankles attacked by 
thirsty mosquitos. The second is laughing my head off, along with everyone else, as Nutty 

struggled to free herself from the old tyre hanging from a tree into which she (for no reason we could 
ever understand) had inserted herself. It was a classic moment… and a whole lot warmer than today. 

A 

This is not Mrs Blobby in a skin. 

Paul, Hashgate, WaveRider, Spot, NappyRash and Donut try to warm themselves by drinking cold beer. 



 

 

Crikey, it was freezing. Due to the latest edicts from The Ministry of Fear the Government we were all 
playing it safe. So all the doors and windows of the building were open and most people were sitting  
outside to eat the massive cornucopia of food and drink that had been supplied by your BH3 Committee. 
On returning from a visit to the Gents, NappyRash told us that he had been sorely tempted to stay in 
there because it was a damn sight warmer than where we were now. 
 
Perhaps it was due to the cold that it took us until after we had eaten to notice that there was a large 
fire pit in the midst of us, with various pieces of wood and pallets nearby. Doh! Motox, chief pyromaniac 
amongst us took charge. He gathered tinder and laid it and smaller-sized bits of wood on the fire pit. 
He called out to our group of non-smokers. ”Does anyone have a match?” Paul replied, “My a*se and 
your face.”  It was going to be one of those days. Eventually, someone produced some lucifers from the 
kitchen and Motox lit one with a flourish and applied it to the kindling. Various totally unqualified and 
frankly, risky, individuals took it upon themselves to throw on the flames torn-up cardboard and bits of 
paper to encourage the conflagration. SlackBladder suddenly appeared, carrying a variety of empty 
plastic packaging that had previously held some of the party food. He was just about to toss them on 
when a collective and horrified “NO!!!!” erupted from the rest of us. I guess he hadn’t read about the 
dioxins, carcinogenic furans, mercury and polychlorinated biphenyls (BCPs) that are released during 
the burning process. He slunk back to the building carrying his plastic containers and setting a mental 
reminder to join Greenpeace. 
 
Motox busied himself as the fire grew. ”It needs body.” He told anyone who was listening. Since BGB 
was nearby I suggested he hurled himself on top, there being plenty of fat to keep the fire bubbling 
away. He didn’t seem to be too keen on the idea, though I think his lady, Crusty, found it quite amusing. 
 
Once the fire was going properly it threw out some lovely heat. I stood next to Swallow and we agreed 
it would be even warmer if DipStick wasn’t standing right in front of it and blocking the heat from a 
section of the throng. 
 
The Trail, the venue, the catering were all excellent and we thank our Hares, organisers and helpers: 
MessengerBoy, Shifty, FalseTart, Dunny, Mrs Blobby, Mr Blobby, not forgetting Motox as Fire Officer, 
for a most enjoyable Christmas Hash and party. 
 
The Gobsheet editorial team wish everyone a very Merry Christmas. We hope that the New Year brings 
you happiness, good health and prosperity. We know it will bring great Hashes! 
 

On On.   Hashgate.    

DOWN DOWNS 

Immediately after setting fire to almost everything in sight, RA Motox awarded the following. 
 

Recipient Reason 

Lonely Last week’s wearing of a Father Christmas rig with no trousers and the 
number 720 attached to his chest. Motox assumed that this was the 
number of present deliveries he’d made when he was caught and chased 
off by the husband of the lady at 721 to whom Lonely had been just about 
to give one (a Christmas present that is). 

Paul Mr Greedy was sneaking in early to nick a sausage and steal a march on 
the pizza pieces. 

Pimp Appearing to be pregnant because of his fat-tummied Father Christmas 
jersey. 

FalseTart, NoStyle, 
Iceman, HappyFeet 

Their birthdays. Happy ones to them! 

Spot At the Regroup, sneaked off on the Short instead of the Long. 

AWOL Best dressed person at the BH3 Christmas Party. Hmm. 

MessengerBoy Awarded his 400 Hashes badge by President BGB. Well done MB! 



 

 

C5 Attempting to change Rampant’s Hash name one letter at a time. You’ll 
have to ask C5 about it. 

FalseTart, Shifty, 
Dunny, Mr Blobby,  

Helping with today’s event. 

Mrs Blobby Awarded the Statue of David apron by Hashgate for losing Donut and 
NappyRash on the walk by steaming along at a rate of knots. 

MessengerBoy, 
Shifty 

Today’s Hares 

 

FUTURE HASHES 

RUN DATE VENUE HARES 
2266 26Dec21 The White Hart 

28 High Street Nettlebed 
Henley-on-Thames RG9 5DD 

What3words: survivor.haggling.stepping 

Please park car park opposite hall. 
 

Dunny 
Rampant 

2267 Saturday 
01Jan22 
*12 noon* 

HAPPY NEW YEAR RUN 
Bring your Xmas leftovers to share. 
BYO drink & Glass. 
Wychotes Waterside Activity centre,  
The Warren, Caversham RG4 7TH 

What3words: lucky.plans.busy 

 

Dumb 
Dumber 

 02Jan22 No Hash today. 
 

 

2268 09Jan22 The Fox and Hounds 
116, City Road Tilehurst 
RG31 5SB 

What3words: homes.reveal.petal 
 

Pimp 

FAME AT LAST! 

ou may be interested to know that your editor was recently published in The Sunday Telegraph. 

He submitted a 150-word description of a Caribbean experience for a competition. His superb 

prose described a night-time, bioluminescence experience in a kayak in the sea around the 

Northern tip of Grand Cayman. Sadly, the competition was won by someone who had rowed across the 

Atlantic – perhaps a touch further than the kayak journey. 

However, out of thousands of entries your editor’s submission was published and this highlights the 

exceptionally high standards attained week-after-week by the Gobsheet and its journalistic team.        
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BH3 ON THE CHRISTMAS TRAIL 

A picture of BH3’s Christmas revellers during the Trail! Lord knows what Spex is doing.       

 


