
 

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

Email     – iceman@berkshirehash.co.uk  Page 1 of 5 

 

Hash Number: 2293 04Jul22 

Hash Location: YMCA Activity Centre, Padworth 

Hares: Mr Blobby, C5 

The Field 

MontyPylon Freya Pimp Donut Hashgate Swallow SlowSucker FalseTart Shifty Iceman Foghorn CabinBuoy 

Linda Utopia Mrs Blobby YogaJulie NoSole Slapper SweetPea Agatha Crusty BGB Ms Whiplash Dumb 

Dumber AWOL Motox Dr Pooh SkinnyDipper Spex LoudonTasteless Gnasher CanalBob Gannet Jamie Shane 

(now HashTray – see Down Downs) Twanky Spot Desperate with dog Duggie Shitfer HappyFeet Florence 

Sleazy 

The 2022 BH3 Stars and Stripes ‘Fun’ Run 

here was he?! This was the question asked by many Hashers as they feverishly viewed their 

handicaps. The handicapper was Rampant and he was nowhere to be seen. A week ago he had 

locked himself in a dingy garret with naught but a candle, a ragged piece of paper and a pencil 

stub. Licking the stub, he cackled and with an awful gleam in his eye, he began to scrawl names 

and periods of time against them, chuckling sardonically at the havoc he was creating. As he finished he 

growled, “That’ll teach ‘em.” He rose and, reaching into the dark recesses of a bird cage on the old table 

in the corner, pulled out a piercing-eyed raven that tried to peck at the gnarled hand holding its claws. 

“Quiet now me beauty.” He snarled and wrapped the paper around its leg, securing it with a piece of twine. 

He flung open the casement and a silver moonbeam lit the tableau, highlighting man and raven. “Fly now, 

my pretty. Fly to Ms Whiplash. Fly! Fly!” And the 

raven soared into the night, black bird in the 

black sky. “A HA, HA, HA, HA, HA!!” He raved 

maniacally, until a sudden gust of wind crashed 

the casement shut and silenced the awful 

sound. 

So now you know how Rampant worked out the 

handicaps. And he sneaked off on holiday to 

swerve the inevitable fallout. Certainly, there 

was quite a lot of snorting and harrumphing 

around the patient timekeepers’ (Ms Whiplash 

and Dumb) table. Until Hare Mr Blobby called us 

to order and explained that the Trail had no 

Checks, Bars or Falses, plenty of flour blobs and 

that the Walkers and Runners would start off at 

the same spot by the timekeepers’ table, but in 

opposite directions. C5 added that he would be 

“floating around” the Trail in the unlikely event 

of anyone getting lost. There’s always somebody 

who does so this was a sensible precaution. 

Since July 4th is American Independence Day 

(looking at the general apparent societal 

breakdown in the U.S. at the moment doesn’t it 

make you happy that we don’t now own it?       ) 

we were asked to wear stars and stripes. The 

result was a wonderful selection of garments, particularly SweetPea’s, which you can see in the selection 

of photographs on the back page. Also included is Shifty, who wore a horizontally striped T-shirt with little 

figures along the stripes. On asking, he explained he was wearing ‘football’ stars and stripes. Doh! Dr 

Pooh’s red, white and blue shorts also worked well and Slapper had fitted himself into a rather natty, blue 
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The Fun Run Trails. 
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and white striped sports jacket and a red bow tie. Gannet chugged up on a large and very shiny Harley-

Davidson wearing a leather waistcoat and bandana, looking like an uneasy 

rider. However, Jamie and the soon-to-be-named Hashtray had got very 

imaginative and were wearing T-shirts bearing the logo ‘Hashwatch’. I’m 

pleased to report that they didn’t go full Pamela Anderson! Here’s a little 

reminder in the unlikely possibility that any of our gentlemen readers have 

forgotten. 

Of course, since the Fun Run is a race and we set off at timed intervals I can 

only write about it from my experience. Apologies to anyone who feels that their 

Herculean efforts have been ignored. Here goes… 

Since my running ability is currently similar to that of a three-legged donkey 

dragging an anchor chain my handicap meant that I started off really quite 

early. After Spex (yes, the handicapping was quite weird!) and with 

SkinnyDipper and LoudonTasteless. We skipped off away from the YMCA hut 

and into virtually impenetrable scrubland, thick forest with overhanging 

branches and stony hills. Hmm, I thought, could be an interesting race. Not quite your smooth 10,000 

Metres at the Olympics.  

It was all going rather well. I managed to get past Spex because she’d gone straight on when the Trail 

turned left. Being a gentleman, I called her back; then attempted the ‘cat with it’s a*se on fire’ running 

technique to try and lose her. This worked for quite some time and I rejoiced in the fact that I was actually 

‘leading’ everyone else (despite knowing I’d started well before most of you      ) and in the sight of a 

beautiful fallow deer that had just bounded silently and gracefully across the stony track in front of me. 

Spex finally caught up with me. By this time, I was power walking (the definition of which is: dragging 

alternate feet along in front of the other while gasping like a whale with an 80 a day fag habit). We chatted 

awhile and I congratulated her on catching up. “Thank you.” She replied, “I got lost three times since I can’t 

see the flour blobs very well.” This made me feel so much better about my performance (a hint of irony 

there) so I was quite pleased when she trotted off ahead of me. 

A long diagonal path led across a field of waving grasses in the middle of which a vision in pink slipped 

past me. It was HappyFeet, who seemed very relaxed in her running. At the end of the track was a gate that 

led out to the area in front of Ufton Court, where we had Regrouped during the Forty Years of Hashing Hash. 

Excellent! I thought. The next bit is a lengthy downhill coast. And most enjoyable it was. What I’d forgotten 

was the even lengthier uphill slog to the farm that followed it. Fortunately (and surprisingly) I reached the 

top of the hill without too much of a requirement for CPR. Just as well, since the only living things nearby 

were some very smelly cows and the thought of being given the kiss of life by some spittle-flecked, amorous 

bovine spurred my heaving carcass onwards. 

I managed to catch up with Shitfer who, with his walking poles and steeple back’d stride, was managing 

his best impression of Antony Sher as Richard III while forcing his way through the ankle-grabbing mown 

grassy area that we all struggled across. Cracking on, I met and chatted briefly with YogaJulie, NoSole and 

FalseTart. AWOL and Agatha cantered by, looking comfortable. Then I came upon Mrs Blobby, Utopia and 

SweetPea, followed by Motox and Foghorn. Gnasher and Donut flew past (I could see that the winner’s 

wreath was slipping from my grasp…), then MontyPylon, Freya and Pimp. Pimp seemed to careen past 

Donut in a most ungentlemanly manner and I was tempted to duff him up. However, since I appeared to 

be unable to run after him at that point I felt I should leave his damn good thrashing ‘til later. Florence 

skittered past. Then Dr Pooh. Crikey! Was there anyone who hadn’t passed me? 

Luckily, we were almost at the finish. A swift semi-trot down the road, a turn into the YMCA grounds gate 

and a final burst of speed carried me over the line seconds before Slapper, who was hard on my heels. 

I found out later that it wasn’t only Spex who had become lost on this exceptionally clearly laid Trail. 

Desperate, attached to labrador Duggie by a lead around her waist as well as Sleazy (no – she wasn’t 

attached to Desperate too!) had wandered into unknown pastures. As we wandered around the car park 

after the race Sleazy blatantly attempted to explain her own shortcomings by blaming C5 for not laying 

sufficient flour blobs. Naughty! 
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There was a great deal of effort by both the Hares and the Fun Runners/Walkers. Each in their way 

contributed to a fantastic race around a variety of excellent countryside. 

After the event we enjoyed a superb feast that had been laid on by our excellent Hash Mash, FalseTart and 

her assistant, Shifty. Everyone had a good time and the 2022 Fun Run was a great success. Our thanks go 

to the Hares, timekeepers, organisers and helpers. 

Winners of the various categories are as follows – photos at the end of this Gobsheet. 

Event Winners 

Walking Race (Ladies) 1st Crusty 

2nd Swallow 

3rd NoSole 

Walking Race (Gentlemen) 1st Shifty 

2nd Shitfer 

3rd Foghorn 

Running Race (Ladies) 1st HappyFeet 

2nd Spex 

3rd Gnasher 

Running Race (Gentlemen) 1st AWOL 

2nd Agatha 

3rd CanalBob 

When the full results have been collated and uploaded to the BH3 website you will find them under the 

Hash Stats link on the home page.  

This is likely to be at https://www.berkshirehash.co.uk/FunRuns/funrun2022.shtml if webmaster Iceman 

follows his page naming standard. But don’t blame the Gobsheet if it isn’t.        If you get a 404 error it just 

means the results haven’t yet been uploaded. 

On On 

Hashgate 

Down Downs 

Having awarded the race winners their prizes (which included goody packs and bottles of wine), RA Motox 

moved on to the Down Downs. 

Recipient Reason 

Shane Named by Shitfer as ‘HashTray’ after his penchant for smoking. 

Foghorn assisted with the baptism and the lad did really well. He 

was also awarded the ‘David’ apron by Shitfer because he never 

washes up at home. 

FalseTart, 

Shifty 
Organising the extremely tasty food. Well done to them! 😊 

Ms Whiplash, 

Dumb 

The event timekeepers. Good job ladies! 

Jamie, 

HashTray, 

SweetPea 

Dressing as the Hashwatch boys!  

 

For those stars and stripes leggings. 

Well-deserved awards. 

Mr Blobby, C5 Today’s hard-working, volunteer Hares. 
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SweetPea rocks the stars and stripes look with Slapper in his  

more formal jacket and SkinnyDipper, who is of a different stripe.  Shifty in his (football) stars and stripes. 

 

 

 

   

Running winners HappyFeet, Spex and Gnasher. Walking winners Crusty, Swallow and NoSole. 
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Future Hashes (Starting at 19:00 on Monday evenings unless stated otherwise.) 

Hash 
Number 

Date Location Hares 

2295 18Jul22 The Picnic on the Green 

Bring a picnic, chair & booze. 

Checkendon Sports Ground 

Uxmore road, RG8 0SR 

What3words: narrowest.mothering.wider 

Rampant 

Dunny 

2296 25Jul22 CouchPotato’s 70th Birthday 

Pavilion Cricket Club 

Stoke Row Road Peppard Common, 

Henley-on-Thames RG9 5JD 

What3words: hours.mooring.constants 

CouchPotato 

 

Walking winners Shifty, Shitfer and Foghorn. Running winners AWOL, Agatha and CanalBob.. 
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