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2022 – The New Year Retrospective 

 

Website – http://www.berkshirehash.co.uk   

Email     – iceman@berkshirehash.co.uk   

 

2021- A YEAR TO REMEMBER 

s editor of this organ I must apologise for the lack of coverage over the Christmas period. This, 
I’m afraid, will extend over the New Year and there are several reasons for this. It is now 
obligatory for businesses to excuse their total lack of interest in their paying customers by 

explaining that any and all issues are ‘due to Covid’. The Gobsheet is pleased to embrace this catch-
all justification (even though none of our staff has actually suffered from the virus). In addition, the entire 
editorial staff betook themselves to Salcombe for a week of roistering and carousing and are still 
applying ice packs and Anadin. Hopefully they will be in a reasonable condition to enjoy the delights of 
New Year’s Eve, followed by a visit from the in-laws who will be arriving in the morning. 
 
Thus, reporting on Dumb and Dumbers’ New Year’s Day Hash will prove impossible, so our staff wish 
them and you an excellent Hash and a pleasant après Hash drinks, nibbles and chat. We very much 
look forward to seeing you at The Fox and Hounds. 
 
2021 was certainly better than the dour 2020, albeit being punctuated with several virus-based doom 
and gloom predictions. But at least we managed to Hash from April. Before that the Gobsheet was The 
Hashless Times, containing a variety of news and information to pass the time. Here is a breakdown of 

the year with excerpts taken from various Hashless Times and Gobsheets. Enjoy!       

 

JANUARY 

On January 5th Donut and I were walking part of our End-to-End Land’s End to John o’Groats virtual 
walk when we bumped into CouchPotato. 

 
 
 
 
As we drew up, we could see a careworn figure, 
dressed in ancient garb, wearing earmuffs and bent 
over behind some kind of machine that was rolling 
noisily along, spiking holes in the wicket area of the 
cricket pitch. Some kind of mole deterrent system, we 
wondered? Perhaps his mobility scooter? A hot 
chestnut oven? The figure looked up, saw us and 
waved. It was CouchPotato! We strode over for a chat. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FEBRUARY 

 
February 11th and a heart-shaped Trail instead of The Red Dress Run. 
 
Innovation and original thinking. Perhaps not descriptions you would immediately ascribe to BH3 
members. But that would be a great mistake. Beneath the placid (some might say bovine) face of our 
Hash throbs a highly efficient brain, synapses flashing, nerve ganglions bright with ideas. The latest is 
for a Covid-safe Red Dress Run with the route in the shape of a heart. Here are the proposed Trails – 
one in Reading, one well outside it. 

A 
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The idea is that at least 11 pairs of Hashers in red dresses will walk, jog or run sections of the route 
separately and at various times, recording their progress on Strava. The sections can then be joined up 
to produce the heart shape(s) above. Brilliant! As we do every year you can donate to the Alzheimer's 
Society and BH3 will make a donation to Cancer Research UK for everyone who ‘frocks up’ on the day 
and provides photographic evidence of their annual transvestite tendency. 
 
Many thanks go to Slapper for organising this and to SkinnyDipper, who is recording the information on 
facebook. We may not be able to Hash at the moment but something like this keeps us all ‘virtually’ 
together, enables us to have some fun and raises money for very worthy causes. Nice one! 
 
 

MARCH 

 
March 17th and we were excited to know that we would be able to Hash again. 
 

Well here we go again! Hashing is back on our social(ly distanced) menu. Just like the Gobsheet team 

you’ll no doubt be pleased to see the full list of available Hashes at the foot of this journal. Dunny and 

Rampant are kicking off with a bee’s knees of a Trail on April 4th in the perfect Hashing area of 

Checkendon. We look forward to seeing you there. 

https://www.justgiving.com/fundraising/BerkshireHash?utm_source=facebook&utm_medium=fundraising&utm_content=BerkshireHash&utm_campaign=pfp-share&utm_term=68ee25aad24b49c5b224e96a06eb8082&fbclid=IwAR2yV0nU2tukupNHhZkOweN0d7f08eg2wA8iuk3Xg5YZUz5tvr3oymAGE6s
https://www.justgiving.com/fundraising/BerkshireHash?utm_source=facebook&utm_medium=fundraising&utm_content=BerkshireHash&utm_campaign=pfp-share&utm_term=68ee25aad24b49c5b224e96a06eb8082&fbclid=IwAR2yV0nU2tukupNHhZkOweN0d7f08eg2wA8iuk3Xg5YZUz5tvr3oymAGE6s
https://www.cancerresearchuk.org/get-involved/donate?gclid=3721ab3610ca1d5e8da2cb1303671142&gclsrc=3p.ds&utm_source=bing&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=IMP%20%7C%20IG%20%7C%20B%20%7C%20Brand&utm_term=cancer%20research%20uk&utm_content=B%20%7C%20Brand%20%7C%20Cancer%20Research


 

 

As a warm-up for the official BH3 events, Twanky and Lonely laid an unofficial Trail on Sunday for 

anyone who was not seeing their old mum (or 

being an old mum visited by her progeny) on 

Mothering Sunday. Anyone could run or walk the 

Trail around Theale after 10:00 a.m. as long as 

they abided by Government rules.  

 

Here is a copy of the route, kindly submitted to the 

Gobsheet by NappyRash. It seems that Twanky 

has been creating specially shaped Trails again 

since this one looks like a ghostly dog. Anyone who 

has seen the Tim Burton film ‘Nightmare Before 

Christmas’ will know what I mean. See a picture of 

Zero at the end of this periodical. 

 
 

 

APRIL 

 
April 4th - Hurrah! We were Hashing again! Dunny and Rampant Hared in Checkenden. 
 
We walkers started off at a rapid pace and I found myself FRB’ing (can you do that when walking?) in 
the enjoyable company of Slips. This was when SlackBladder’s ebullient and weighty black labrador, 
Ava, tried to murder me. She and Minx had been bounding forward and backward along the narrow 

track along which we were moving when she 
barged against my shin on one of her return 
runs. Luckily, I had my weight on the other leg 
so just suddenly adopted a curling pose (after 
letting go of the stone), one knee well bent 
and the other straight and at an angle out 
behind. Slips was quite impressed (she has 
Scottish heritage) and I was quite impressed 
that I was not flat out on the ground being 
licked to death by the slavering tongue of Ava. 
Could have been worse I suppose; it could 

have been SlackBladder who knocked me over and applied the slavering tongue. Urk! 
 

MAY 

 
May 23rd on Motox and Foghorn’s Silchester sojourn. 
 

We reached a Check as our path joined the start of the Roman wall. SkinnyDipper had gone off along 

the wall, BGB and Josie seemed quite lost and Donut, spotting the beautiful, buttercup-dotted meadow 

through the stile next to us headed into it and found the Trail. It was a surprise. Not, I hasten to say, 

that Donut found the Trail (phew! Think I got away 

with that), but that the Trail led away from the wall. 

This was the first of a number of unexpected twists 

which made this Trail very enjoyable. Rampant, 

SlowSucker and NappyRash caught up and 

passed us just before we, of course, came back to 

and went along the top of much of the wall. Apart 

from WaveRider and (possibly due to palpitations 

engendered by her earlier successful FRB’ing) 



 

 

Donut, who short-cutted along its base with Hare Motox, who had the excuse of having to do the whole 

route twice.  

In a field, we came across three slightly embarrassed, well-shorn alpacas, one black and two off-white. 

Here’s a picture of the Vicugna pacos group, looking like I did in December after my first haircut for 

almost a year. Wonder what their wool was used to make? Apparently, it’s much softer than sheep’s 

wool. Great for bedsocks, mittens and knee muffs. 

JUNE 

We were lucky enough to enjoy our BH3Hash week in West Bay, Devon. All the fun was reported in The 

West Bay Diary. You can click on this link to read all about it.       

June 28th and Slapper shepherded us from Mortimer Fairground. 

After a week at West Bay with BH3 those of us who went were wondering if we’d ever run or walk again. 
Particularly after Flo and Zeb’s spectacular Trail on Friday that went up and over not just one, but two 
exceptionally steep hills. A number of Hashers eased stiffly out of their cars and thought about Slapper’s 
Trail with trepidation. It turned out that their anxiety was not unfounded, since our Hare had laid a ‘good 
length’ (7½ miles or more for some) Trail that twisted and turned amongst hilly forest. However, he does 
like to provide value for money, as it were, and there was a Long Trail, an Amblers’ Trail and a couple 
of short cuts in the Long… though it didn’t feel like it. 
 
In the Fairground car park, at the Circle, it was good to see Desperate and Shitfer again. And Karen put 
in a rare appearance. C5 was almost late since he had been watching the Croatia vs Spain Euro football 
game and had to leave it at an exciting (and fortunately for C5, final) score of 3 – 5. 
 
Slapper got us On Outed and called back all the FRBs who had gone in entirely the wrong direction. 
The first part of this Trail wound around the Mortimer streets and we all managed not to see that the 
Trail went into the sports field by the Scout Hut, where we enjoyed Mr and Mrs Blobby’s Golden 
Wedding Anniversary Hash a couple of weeks ago. At least this allowed the Pack to regroup until we 
finally found the Field Check, streamed across the field and eventually into another opposite The   
Turner’s Arms which was growing a crop of something that neither Lonely, Crusty nor I could identify. 
Tall, thin stalks, as tall as us, grew in separation, each topped with a wispy head of some cereal. We 
wondered if it was actually of this planet. My subconscious made its way rapidly to its mental library, 

produced its membership card and withdrew the term ‘alien corn’ from a shelf marked ‘Crikey – where’d 
that come from’. (With apologies to John Keats ‘Ode to a Nightingale’ and Somerset Maugham’s ‘Alien 
Corn’.) Curious one’s thought processes, aren’t they? I bet yours are almost as weird as mine. 
  

Like this, but thinned out by 90%, taller, not in Idaho (where this picture was taken) and not barley (which this is). 

https://www.berkshirehash.co.uk/gs2003/BH3WestBay2021Diary.pdf


 

 

JULY 

July 25th and Mr Blobby and C5 laid the Fun Run Trail in the heat. 

THE FUN RUN 2021 (SPONSORED BY AGE CONCERN) 

       
I thought we’d start in reverse order by showing pictures of the winning runners and walkers. As you 
know, this year the way to win was not to run or walk as fast as your legs would go but to advise the 
organisers (Dunny and Rampant) of your expected 10k time, then try to finish as close as possible to 
it. Quite amazing then that the above were incredibly close to their estimates. Particularly as no-one 
knew the exact, off-road course before our Hares laid the Trail. Donut was especially pleased to win 
since she had been disqualified two years ago, despite running further than anyone else by repeating 
the first of two loops in the Trail and still coming back first. Mrs Blobby and Utopia were both within 11 
seconds of their estimated time! How did they do that? No idea. Well done to all who took part and 
those who organised the event, including timekeepers Ms Whiplash and PennyPitstop and helper 
Wimpy. 

AUGUST 

August 23rd and SlowSucker and Swallow laid their second Trail only weeks after another. 

It was a lovely summer evening. The air was warm, almost hot. The sky, azure blue. The conversation, 
as we gathered outside the front of the 14th Century Bell pub (winner of the Reading and Mid Berks 
CAMRA 2020 Pub of the Year), lively. And BlindPew had, after a long absence, graced us with his 

presence (how nice to 
see him!). As had Itsyor 
and Fiddler (great to see 
them too!). Swallow and 
SlowSucker had laid their 
second Trail in three 
weeks. What could 
possibly go wrong? Well, 
nothing, really. The Trail 
in this beautiful area of 
the country was obvious 
and fully floured. 
SlowSucker kept a close 
and caring eye on the 
runners and Swallow did 
the same for the walkers. 

The winning runners: Donut, SkinnyDipper and Rampant. 
The winning walkers: Mrs Blobby, Utopia and NoSole. 



 

 

No-one got lost and no-one fell over. 
 
I could stop here, since the above précis covers all the basic information about the Trail. But I guess 
half a page of drivel and a single picture do not a Gobsheet make. So let’s expand a bit. 
 
In front of the pub is a single tree, surrounded by some grass and fenced in on all sides. To the right is 
the ancient church and churchyard, giving the truth to the belief that wherever there is a church in an 
English village, you’ll find a pub nearby. We formed our ragged Circle in this quiet area and were 
welcomed by GM Rampant. His address was going exceptionally well until SkinnyDipper, who had 
apparently dined on a bucket of baked beans earlier, let off a surprising (in the key of E) trouser-ripping 
fart. Questioning faces turned in her direction. Calmly, and without any evidence of guile, she looked 
down at Minx, the innocent dog she was holding on a lead, and gave it an admonishing look. Got to 
give the girl ten out of ten for brass neck. Perhaps she could follow a new career as a politician? 

SEPTEMBER 

September 12th and WaveRider, NappyRash and TC gave us their ‘no hills Hash’. Hmm. 

Ah, C5 parking. Always a joy to behold. Though the Albert Road car park was reasonably tight 
WaveRider, NappyRash, Donut and I thought that the space between our two cars would be perfect for 
C5 to back into. Obviously not. With passengers Mr Blobby and Mrs Blobby trying desperately to squirm 
embarrassedly down below window height our senior Hasher essayed a 7-point turn to slide forwards 
into the only other space available. With (luckily!) no screeching of metal on metal, he managed it, to a 
rousing cheer and a round of applause like gunfire. Sneezy then showed him how it should be done 
by executing a perfect 2-point turn to ease backwards into the space next to us. Perhaps she should 
have had a round of applause too… 
 
Our Hares had dusted off their innovation credentials today and provided us with a place we had not 
Hashed from before. Albert Road Recreation Ground ‘does exactly what it says on the tin’. i.e. it provides 
a pleasant space for recreation. There’s a bowls club, a croquet club, tennis courts, an adventure 
playground for children, a large, grassed area for football or anything else one might fancy doing; and 
parking. When we arrived, there were quite a number of people and children using the facilities and all 
enjoying themselves on this fairly humid Sunday morning. We were about to ‘enjoy’ ourselves by 
running roughly 6 miles. 
 
“There are no hills”, announced Hare NappyRash at the Circle. The only people who might have 
believed him are those who would jump at the chance of buying Tower Bridge. We weren’t, so a 
collective sigh whisped from the assembly. We On Outed along the little path that led out of the 
recreation ground and hit the tarmac. The Hares had also explained to us that there would be a spot of 
urban roadage before we could enjoy any off-road experience. And so it was. Better that the Trail was 
run this way round, though. Hare WaveRider later said that they’d tried it out in reverse. This seemed 
to have more hills and, of course, the tarmac bit would have been at the end. We tramped off along the 
wide and fairly pleasant roads. 
 
Soon, we were running along an overgrown path by the 
side of the golf course and it was probably 
MessengerBoy’s comment to me that, “You’re sporting 
a very natty hairstyle, Hashgate” (it was a tad bouffant 
on Sunday), that blanked my mind. For, as I noticed a 
flour blob, I barked out a stentorian, “ON ON!!!” Snowy 
(who’s a golfer) turned round in front of me, raised a 
finger to his lips and bulged his eyeballs at me. But it 
was too late. The shout did not at all assist the golfer 
who had been trying to extricate his ball from a bunker 
nearby. I believe he was halfway through the downward 
swing of his sand wedge when my call bounced on to his eardrums. The shock wave unbalanced him, 
causing a sideways lurch whereupon he swiped a passing squirrel up the a*se. The swing continued 
and he pitched face down into the sand, receiving a mouthful of prime Eastbourne beach which 
fortunately muted the very rude word that would have sprung forth otherwise. The squirrel, meanwhile, 
squeaked through the air and landed with furry-tummied thump against the green flag pole, all four 
paws extended on either side. It slid rapidly downwards and disappeared into the hole for a birdie - even 
though it was a mammal. At least, I believe that’s what happened… 
 
 



 

 

OCTOBER 

October 24th and Donut, TC and I laid the Hash of the Year at The Butcher’s Arms in Sonning Common. 
 
I guess the more appropriate pub in Sonning Common from which to run our Hash would have been 
The Hare and Hounds but Donut and I have laid a few Trails from there and we are always welcome at 
The Butchers. After a request by SkinnyDipper we swapped our original 7th November date for 24th 
October since her pub is currently in the middle of renovation. Given the superb weather we enjoyed I 
think we may have done best out of the deal. But I get ahead of myself – let’s talk about how we laid 
the Trail on the Saturday afternoon. 
 
It’s a curious thing but most Hares generally get quite nervous about their Trails. Will the Pack get lost? 
Will the flour have been eaten by creatures/blown away/obliterated by torrential rain/covered with 
snow/sabotaged? All of which has happened, of course. Personally, my feeling is that Hashers turn up 
expecting to enjoy themselves while doing a bit of running (or walking) and they always do, regardless 
of any issues. We’re an amiable, forgiving bunch and that’s partly why we Hash together. 
Donut is a bit of a worrier when it comes to Trail laying so it was really helpful that TC agreed to join us. 

She’s fit, sensible, has laid many Trails previously… and worries about it just like Donut.       This meant 

that they could discuss the design and size of 
each Check and flour blob as we went along and 
could rightly sneer at my cavalier attitude. 
 
Luckily, having lived in this area for quite a 
number of years, I know it like the back of my 
hand. Does anyone really know the back of their 
hand that well? I just looked at mine (the right 
hand) and it and I stared at each other with the 
sort of look you give to people whose name you 
feel sure you should know but haven’t a clue as 
to what it is. The phrase is a bit like saying, “I 
know it like the front of my leg.” I’m sure there 
are other body parts that could be mentioned but 
I don’t want you to get too side-tracked… 
 
It was so useful having TC with us. She was very 
keen to lay F’s, which generally saved me from 
having to run too much. It is, after all, very 
important, when laying a Trail, to have judicious 
and diligent management control in place to 
ensure flour markings are applied appropriately. 
I’m sure that TC and Donut appreciated my 

professional supervision… 

NOVEMBER 

November 14th had a great Trail provided by Dunny and Rampant from The Black Lion in Woodcote. 

The pub had kindly agreed to open especially for us. We have always had a good rapport with the 
owners and were grateful for their support. That’s two pubs in contiguous weeks that have opened 

especially for us. They support us; we support them. Works perfectly.       

 
Parking seemed to be a tad difficult for some of us this 
morning. The space between my car and MessengerBoy’s 
initially seemed wide enough for a small one but, on 
inspection, I found that not only was it a funnel shape, so 
that only a narrow-nosed automobile would fit, but that my 
rear end (for I had backed in) was a fair distance from the 
wire fence. A bit of to’ing and fro’ing ensued which did b*gger 
all to widen the gap and earned me a fair bit of (appropriate) 
abuse from MessengerBoy, who lounged idly in his car, 
watching my vehicular jockeying with an amused eye. 
SkinnyDipper provided similar automobile-based 
amusement by parking sideways-on at the front of the small 

car park, jumping out of the driver’s door, realising that her position would block at least one other car 

It wasn't quite this bad... 



 

 

from parking, jumping back in the driver’s door and driving backwards and forwards until a tidy, front-
on piece of parking had finally been achieved. Classiest bit of parking was by Paul, who zipped into the 
car park and slid his Aygo into a space in the corner that seemed only big enough to accommodate a 
moderately sized earwig. Nice one, chap! 
 
The On Out was as expected. This pub is situated at the top of a hill so the only way out from it is down. 
We clattered rapidly down the wide footpath that led down from the pub, enjoying the superb views of 
the countryside as we went. Here’s one of them. 

 
 
Down, down and down we went, realising that later on we would have to trek all the way back up. We 
entered the first of the beautiful beech forests. Because of the copper, gold, yellow and bronze of the 
Autumn leaves the light between the trees was seemingly a brilliant, light orange. We rustled through 
the leaf fall which hid fallen branches and dips in the earth to trap those unlucky enough to encounter 
them. Fortunately, no-one broke an ankle (including WaveRider, who has previous in this area). The 
only injury inflicted was when we reached a wooden gate that swung between two fences and FalseTart 
(behind me and in a misguided attempt to speed things up) attempted to crush my left bosom by pushing 
hard against the gate before I had passed fully through it. Though mortally wounded I managed to 

struggle on and milk FalseTart’s genuine concern at every opportunity throughout the Trail.       Perhaps 

it was ‘Get Hashgate’ day in her household since immediately after the attack, her husband, Shifty led 
me on one of his longer forays up a False Trail that resulted in us both finding ourselves at the rear of 
the Pack. Nice. 
 

DECEMBER 

December 19th and the BH3 Christmas Party was mainly outside! MessengerBoy and Shifty laid the 
Trail. 
 
A 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.        

THE BH3 CHRISTMAS PARTY 

A 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. 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. 

AWOL struts his Christmas collection. 

WaveRider and her 

puddings. 

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



 

 

 
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. 

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

So farewell to a reasonably enjoyable 2021 and welcome to a hopeful 2022. I hope all your wishes 

come true and all your New Year Resolutions resolve. Stay safe and well and I look forward to 

Hashing with you very soon. 

On On.   Hashgate. 

FUTURE HASHES 

RUN DATE VENUE HARES 
2268 09Jan22 The Fox and Hounds 

116, City Road Tilehurst 
RG31 5SB 

What3words: homes.reveal.petal 
 

Pimp 

2269 16Jan22 Loddon Brewery 
Dunsden Green Farm Church Lane 
RG4 9QD 

What3Words: going.goal.limes 
Parking is limited so please share. 
 

Hashgate, 
Donut, 
WaveRider, 
NappyRash 

 
 

 

https://streetmap.co.uk/loc/homes.reveal.petal
https://streetmap.co.uk/loc/going.goal.limes

