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Hash Number: 2273 13Feb22 

Hash Location: The Saracen’s Head, Henley-on-Thames 

Hares: SkinnyDipper, Spot 

Hash Lovers 

Horny Helmet Donut Hashgate Ms Whiplash Billy BlowJob Crusty BGB Gannet Gnasher 

CanalBob Motox Iceman Montsy Pimp Dunny Rampant Desperate Shitfor C5 Mr Blobby 

Becky and dog Douggie Slapper NoSole AWOL Karen Posh Bomber SlowSucker Ali and 

Hannah Lonely Dumb Dumber Jacqui Florence Sleazy PrettyInPink Lucy Jack Trout 

The Red Dress Run 

or the second time in two weeks Henley was treated to a visit by BH3. Treated may not be the most 

appropriate word, given the hairy-chinned blokes shambling about the car park wearing a varied 

selection of ladies’ clothing. The car park is behind the Scout Hut opposite the pub and next to a 

children’s playground. Quite what the parents who drove their progeny (noses pressed against the 

windows and eyes agog) into the car park thought is not known. 

Donut and I had arrived quite early and so could watch as Hashers arrived and wriggled into their frocks. 

Gannet strolled past the front of our car. He appeared to have a giant, black moggy on his head that had been 

out in the rain for a couple of days. First Rasta moggy I’ve seen around Henley. Up the incline towards the 

playground, Billy wrestled in the strong wind with a dark red slip. He finally managed to step into the flapping 

fabric and manfully(!?) wriggled it up his body. It took some time and no little effort. Either it was too small or 

Billy is getting really fat. Next to him, Crusty, looking cute in pigtails and a chic turban assisted BGB into his 

skirt, which whirled and fluttered wildly in the gusts of cold wind (rather like him trying to get into it). You can 

imagine the Henley parents warning their children as they played on scooters in the nearby playground. 

“Jocasta! Please stop looking at the strange men.” “No Tarquin. It’s not the sort of thing people like us do. And, 

no! You may not borrow your sister’s dress when we get home!” 

 

Meanwhile, Hare SkinnyDipper had had a bit of a morning. She’d rushed 

over to Henley to check on the Trail, completely forgetting walkers’ maps 

and the flower she’d asked us all to bring. Luckily, she has a fit daughter, 

Suzy, who very kindly cycled over, in the wind, from Woodley and brought 

the missing items.  

 

Speaking of forgetting, either Lonely’s memory is going or he’s become 

colour blind. He turned up in a green top! Given that we’ve seen him 

several times on the Red Dress Run wearing a dilapidated, strappy-top, 

long dress it must be one or the other. During our Circle, outside the pub, 

Iceman presented him with the ‘David’ apron for wearing the least 

appropriate clothing. Totally deserved. It’ll be interesting to see what he 

wears next year.       

 

 

F 

B e r k s h i r e  H a s h  H o u s e  

H a r r i e r s  G o b s h e e t  

Donut joins a couple of 

old tarts (NappyRash 

and AWOL) for a photo 

opportunity. Green-

topped Lonely lurks in 

the background. 
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Before we get started on describing the Trail and to give you a visual flavour (is that possible?) of the event, 

here is a picture our photographer took, halfway round the Trail, outside Henley Town Hall. 

 

You can see Lonely, wearing his ‘David’ apron in the back row, with Iceman to his immediate right. We were a 

little disappointed with his bosom this year. Usually, you can hardly see him for a combination of Dolly Parton 

and Pamela Anderson in the busty substance department but this year he seemed somewhat pneumatically 

challenged. The Gobsheet would like to remind him that more pumps mean bigger bumps! Worthy of a mention 

too is PrettyInPink, who is anything but. He’s the gentleman with the dark beard, décolletage and chest hair 

as dense as the Amazon rainforest. An interesting combination… if you’re into that sort of thing. 

He also featured not long after we had set off on the Trail. We had weaved our way along tracks and roads until 

we reached Henley railway station, opposite which are public loos. Bomber hung around outside them, unable 

to make his mind up which to visit should he feel the 

need. We ran through the station and turned right 

along a narrow, muddy path between the tall, spiky-

topped metal fence and a meandering stream. Some 

large stepping stones led most of us across the stream 

but PrettyInPink figured he could jump across. He 

could, but unfortunately he left a running shoe deeply 

embedded in the glutinous shiggy on the far bank. 

Since he has a bad shoulder it was up to his good lady, 

Sleazy, to eventually drag the dripping article from the 

sludge. What a woman! She had to run all the way over 

to the river before she could wash the duck poop and 

detritus off her hands. 

Along the river we ran, enjoying the smiles from people 

we passed. A brief stop to lay our flowers (so that’s 

what they were for) on the resting place of Dusty 

Springield by St. Mary’s church; then over the bridge Sleazy does all the hard work while 

PrettyInPink looks on. 
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and along the other bank past the Leander Club and off towards Temple Island… except NappyRash, 

BullyBullshit and me. 

As NappyRash and I caught up (we’re not at our fittest at present      ) with the tail end of the Pack, Billy pulled 

us aside and said, “There’s a Bar-6 along there.” Indicating where everyone else had gone. We couldn’t see 

where they were because of the buildings so we stood around, waiting for them to come back. Until we got a 

bit bored and decided to trot off towards the wooded hills. Doh! That’s when we saw the Pack racing back to 

where we had just been. Catching up with them again was such fun. NappyRash and I didn’t manage it until 

we got to the Regroup outside the Town Hall, so it was nice to get our breath back during the photo session. 

After we On Outed again it took us a while to realise we should run through the narrow passageway that leads 

to Waitrose. HappyFeet advised me that, before the redevelopment, it was, “A good place to have a wee.” Hmm. 

I’ll leave it there. Becky and her fine black Labrador also ran through it, though, when they neared the aptly 

named Pets Corner shop, she was dragged inside it to investigate the possibility of doggie treats. The things 

dog owners have to put up with! 

From here we went evermore uphill, out towards Friar Park, George Harrison’s pied-á-terre. Past this and off 

along a footpath, everyone except Florence missed the wooden gate that opened on to a secret garden in a 

rather exclusive estate. Very nice of SkinnyDipper to get permission for us to run through here on a short detour 

that got us back on to the narrowing, downward track that led through the trees. The ground was mainly 

covered in old leaves that hid treacherous underfoot hazards like small pieces of wood. Unfortunately, Sleazy 

stepped on something like this and went over heavily with a badly twisted ankle. We all stopped of course and 

we could tell by her silence that all was not well. A few people, including PrettyInPink and Desperate, stayed 

with her until she could move, then carefully and gently helped her to a car and off to Townlands Hospital for 

assessment. I’m very glad to report that she reappeared later at the pub, albeit on crutches. She was due an 

x-ray the next day so we all hope nothing was broken. Our best wishes for s speedy recovery. 

Now it began to spot with rain. It had been forecast for earlier so we had been lucky so far. But heavier rain 

was due soon. So it was unfortunate that we spent quite a bit of time at a 5-way Check, looking for the Trail. 

Of course, when we did find it (mainly thanks to Hare Spot marking 

its direction) it went steeply uphill via a slippery, shiggy and root-

gnarled track in the Sue Ryder Henley Woodland. I fell in with Jacqui, 

who was supposed to have been with the Walkers but had somehow 

joined the runners. She was, rather sensibly if bizarrely, carrying a 

furled, telescopic umbrella. We both found it quite funny at the time. 

Later on, of course, when it started raining in earnest, she must have 

found it very funny that she was the only one of us keeping relatively 

dry. 

We slopped and slipped our soggy way out to the highest Henley 

point by the top of Gillotts Lane. Only one way to go from here if we 

were to get back in daylight. There’s a fine, tarmacked track that we 

ran along a couple of weeks ago on Posh and Bomber’s Trail so we 

ran along it again. But only halfway along this time. Spot dribbled 

flour on to the wet surface at a Check to show us which way to go 

and we began to head back down towards the town. A few sodden 

alleyways later NappyRash and I greeted a bloke coming towards us with his dog. “Nice dress.” He observed 

brightly to NappyRash. “You’ve pulled!” I told him breezily. We ran on, with him leading, seemingly faster. 

Up the steep hill by the church, in the pouring rain, a quick right turn by the side of the pub and we were back. 

Thanks goodness! Dry clothes, a pub with a glowing fire, a beer and fine company. Wonderful! Thanks 

SkinnyDipper and Spot for a great Red Dress Run. 

On On 

Hashgate 
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Down Downs 

RA Motox presented the following in the covered space outside the back of the pub. Glad it was covered – it 

was stair-rodding it down. 

Recipient Reason 

Dunny, 

Rampant 

To celebrate their engagement! They drank leaning over, back to 

back and holding a hand of each. No mean feat. 

Sleazy and 

PrettyInPink 

Today’s Hash Crash and loser of running shoe in the shiggy. 

Motox was persuaded to take the ber over to the injured Sleazy 

rather than force her to hop over to him… What a gent. 

Ms Whiplash Trying to get the RA to cross a road when there were several 

vehicles hurtling towards him. Naughty. 

Becky and 

Dougie 

Trying a dog treats smash n’ grab in the pet shop. A VERY slow 

Down – either Hashgate or SlowSucker could do better. 

Desperate 

Crusty 

Their birthdays. Happy ones to them. Desperate, who’s Becky’s 

mum, showed her how it’s done. 

SkinnyDipper 

Slapper 

The Red Dress Run Best Dressed Woman and Man. Judge AWOL 

(precluded from the competition because he’s far better than 

everyone at it) awarded the prizes of chocolate (I believe) roses. 

BGB Awarded the ‘David’ apron by Lonely for not wearing his skirt 

while running. A bit rich from a man who didn’t even dress up! 

😊 

SkinnyDipper 

Spot 

Today’s Hares. 

 

Future Hashes 

Hash 
Number 

Date Location Hares 

2275 27Feb22 The Calleva Arms 

Little London Rd, Silchester, Reading 

RG7 2PH 

What3words: shopper.norms.securing 

Please park in cricket hall public car 

park opposite the pub 

CanalBob 

Slapper 

2276 06Mar22 TBA TBA 
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RED DRESS RUN PICTURES 

   

 

 

Iceman proves he'll never win Miss 

World. 
Becky (in bondage gear) and Mum 

Desperate. 

NappyRash 

and Hashgate 

strut their stuff. 

SkinnyDipper and 

Slapper celebrate 

while Donut does a 

very passable Inuit 

impression. 

http://www.berkshirehash.co.uk/
mailto:iceman@berkshirehash.co.uk

