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CH3 Run 2055 Sunday 18th Feb 2018 

The Waggon & Horses, Steeple Morden 

https://www.facebook.com/WaggonandHorsesSteepleMordenRoyston/ 

Hare: Big Blouse* 

 
The Cavalry: Vicky, Toed Bedsores & Goldfinger 

Offers of Reinforcement: Hold it for Me, Horny  

The Words 

I really dislike laying trails. They’re hard work to plan let alone find a pub and get the landlord to 
agree to a small offensive invasion in and then try and explain the ludicrous nature of hashing to 
them takes some doing. I have no problem being in the circle, doing the words, doing the Herald etc 
– LOVE IT, but ask me to lay a trail and I feel palpitations, sweat begins to form and cool making 
clothing clammy and uncomfortable. A cold fear creeps up on me, like a choirboy sensing the 
approach of a catholic priest. All too soon, I begin to realise what horrors await in the coming weeks 
of planning.  

Then there’s the “recce”1 part. That is the most soul-destroying thing and the most frustrating and 
fruitless of pursuits – almost as maddening as trying to sue the county council for pothole damage to 
a car2 

So, as I detest not being prepared and as I’d been ambushed by Hare Raiser It’ll Come Off 3 at a 
Christmas 2017 run in a moment of unguarded bonhomie, I agreed to lay a trail. 

We’ve lived in Steeple Morden for 13 years now and we know every footpath (of which there are a 
great many), tree, leaf and stream and despite all this were thwarted at the last minute by a last 

                                                           
1 Reconnoitre – basically seeing if your well thought out trail will actually work – which it doesn’t sometimes wasting 
several days of your life 
2 Yes, still ongoing – not that I’m bitter or expecting a lengthy battle or anything 
3 In her defence, she was only doing her thankless job 
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minute route change, not a problem, but the real problem came on Friday 16th at home when I 
reached across a kitchen work top to move a kettle and “sproink” went my back4.  

The worst possible thing to happen to a tall active man – back trouble and weeks of immobilisation. 
This is one of the very few times in my life where I actually panicked. I was so worried about the trail, 
the appalling thought I might have to call it off etc and the day before, I’d even considered the 
possibility that the police might be called by the local folk, so I put a message out on the “Steeple 
Morden Today” Facebook Page that read; 

Morning. You might see some odd marks if you're out walking. This is to mark out a trail (and 
also to show where NOT to go) for a slightly eccentric running club called the Cambridge 
CH3 http://www.ch3.co.uk/ . Between 20-30 people are running from the Waggon & Horses pub 
(thanks to the courtesy of landlady Mandy Cabrita) on Sunday from 11.00am. The marks are 
either in chalk, flour or sawdust and we are NOT travellers / 'dognappers' etc. and it’s nothing to 
do with drugs as has been suggested in the past (!) We've registered this as a notified event with 
South Cambs. Police CC 15.02.2018. Ref 0317. The idea is to have a 5-6 mile run, get some 
fresh air and support the pub afterwards for about an hour. So please don't panic!  

This seemed to work well as everyone was aware including 
our local police and a surprising and well respected local lady 
revealed herself as a hasher from old from the “North 
Adelaide Hash” hello then Mussels (Muscles??) but her son 
was with her and she asked me not to elaborate 😊  

So, the back going ‘sproink’ added to the drama and I was 
forced to issue an APB and I put out an emergency help plea 
on Facebook and via the Hash Google groups messaging 
service “Urgent Help Please - This Sunday 18th Feb trail 
Waggon & Horses Steeple Morden, i've pulled my back and 
without help THERE WON'T BE A TRAIL ON SUNDAY. I have 
the run planned, maps etc, can anyone get there at 8.00am 
to help lay it please, I really am stuck this time. On On - Big Blouse” 

The cavalry came in the form of Vicky (who I now owe at least a holiday to) and specially to Toed 
Bedsores who responded within 30 minutes of the distress call going out. 

This was also followed by calls with offers of help from the GM himself Hold it For Me (thank you 
God 😊) and Horny too. 

Say what you like about Bedsores5 but he was in a position to help and offered immediately and I 
will always be grateful for that, thank you Toed.  

Saturday 17th10.00am 

Vicky disappears off with several bags of flour as I am having trouble and I go off with a bag of 
sawdust in the opposite direction to do the trail backwards, that way I can see what she’s put down 
and vice versa. After ¾ of my trail, I come across a “Private no entry” sign on the footpath. This 
causes confusion as we have run this way for years, but I check my map and the sign is correct so I 
end up have to do another detour and re-route ½ a mile of trail. I phone Vicky to explain and she 
tells me she’s run in to Toed who’s diligently doing his own reccie and heads in the opposite 

                                                           
4 Followed by, AAARRRGH, f***, Jesus ARRRGGGGHHHH…. f***, f***, f***, f***,fuckitty  f***, f***, 
5 I often do……… 
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direction to see where the trail has gone, so he can get it right in his own mind – largely as he’ll be 
running it and I can barely walk at the moment. I eventually limp back to the pub to buy Toed a pint 
to find that he’s asked/persuaded Goldfinger to help out.  

Now, those of you that know Brian will know he’s an unassuming gent and not one for any fuss and 
doesn’t want to be in the limelight, so he quietly arrived in his bright yellow Ferrari 430 with the 
personalised plates, neatly pulling off a nifty full throttle donut in the car park before leaving the 
powerful beast in full view of the entire village and surreptitiously entering the pub in a bright Red 
Ferrari Fleece. Thank you too Goldfinger, master of understatement. 

Sunday 18th 8.00am 

Warm by Februarys mean temperature at about 7-8 degrees, it was sunny with just a few non-
threatening clouds, which was always a blessing and good old Toed & Goldfinger arrived to check 
the trail out and double check that there were all the checks/checkbacks/turnbacks in place at 
8.00AM ON A BLOODY SUNDAY! WHAT A PAIR OF COMPLETE LEGENDS! After about two hours the 
trail duly checked they disappeared off, to change and return ready for the hash. 

Sunday 18th 11.00am 

It had warmed up a little to an unseasonal 10 degrees but would the trail work was the big question? 
So, full of trepidation (and relatively powerful painkillers), I awaited my fate as Wat Tyler probably 
awaited King Richard at Smithfield (Nothing worse than revolting peasants is there??). 

So, who was there I hear you ask?, well as it was February and one of the Southern most points of 
the County, and since 2006, this was to be the 7th time we’d run from Steeple Morden6 it wasn’t 
going to be a record breaking event , but we had about 40 in total including Unmentionable & 
Jetstream, Pedro, Shamcock & U-Bend, Blowback, Little Blow, Wai Wai & Josephine. Bastard, 
Googly, Antar, & Kermit, Dave El Rave & Paparazzi, Taxi, Double Top,  our beloved Beer Master 
Benghazi, Hold it For Me, co hares Goldfinger & Toed Bedsores + Computer, Lightning, Slaphead, 
the Earl of Pampisford and the very welcome return of the Countess, Big Leg, Mr Titanic & Hound , 
Horny & Sox, Big Swinger, Bunny Girl,  One For his Nob & It’ll Come Off, Wimp & Calamity Jane & 
hound Sam, Legover & son Matthew (as yet unnamed ??), Shiggy Two Shoes and Deep Shit. 

 
The wonderful new owners of the Waggon, Jose & 
Mandy Cabrita have done wonders for the pub, 
they now have Ghost Ship and London Pride on 
draught ale at a brilliant value £3 per pint ( NB - If 
you’re reading this in 2028, firstly why the feck are 
you reading this?, but the point being it’s usually 
about £4.50ish per pint).  

 

The restaurant is very welcoming, and it might 
seem a little small, but with the fire lit, its cosy and the food is cheap (too cheap in fact in my 
opinion) and plentiful. Mandy had kindly agreed to get extra staff in and had opened up their side 
door so we could all answer the shout of nature7 

                                                           
6 Runs 1893, 1765, 1664, 1640, 1514 & 1475 since you asked, 
7 It’s like the ‘call’ of nature, but when you get older, the call has more urgency and less time to expedite it… 
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Oddly enough at 11.00am according to his own time piece8 Bedsores shouted “What time does the 
11.00 o’clock run start Grand Master” which came as massive surprise to no-one at all. 

The circle was called and yours truly was ushered unto the circle where I thanked Vicky and the 
entire rescue committee of Toed, Goldfinger and the offers of more help from the GM himself Hold 
it for me & Horny. 

With that I explained that the red ‘bars’ in chalk need to be observed to stop wandering into 
conservation areas and with that I could only stand back and point them in the direction of the 
Church and they were off, I stepped back (gingerly) 
and awaited the unfolding day. 

The trail forked to the right past the church and 
snaked off towards the tennis courts. A well placed 
check sent the pack in all directions and the trail was 
spotted heading towards Guilden Morden. While it 
was a bit boggy underfoot, there was light relief as 
the trail went down the hill over a bridge into White 
Ponds Wood,  a small Woodland Trust conservation 
area, bought by the parish council for the village. 
The trail re-joined the main footpath by over the stream (thought to be a tributary to the nearby 
river Rhee, but also feeding into Cheyney Water) and down between the traditional boundary 
between Steeple and Guilden Morden. 

A check at the bottom of Trap Road sent the pack in all directions and the true trail was called on 
and West up a hill into Guilden Morden High street. The trail mainly followed the road (a welcome 
relief after the clinging shig fest of the local fields).  

From the walkers group following Trap Road into Guilden we could here various cries of on on (and 
the occasional “bugger”) and as we diverted off through a footpath through a farm that used to keep 
slightly gay looking Alpacas. Emerging from the farm side we heard the pack head past the Edward 
VII pub in Gulden Morden, out the back of Bells Meadow and across the playing fields (hopefully 
running around the football pitch where there was a game on?).  

As the knitting circle headed towards Tween Towns Wood the pack emerged to our left with 
Legover, Mathew and Wimp arriving first. The knitting circle split into two and headed off and up 

across the two footpaths leading to North Brook End 
Road. 

Pedro, Antar & Shiggy + Shamcock & U-Bend (and I 
think Sox too?) headed up to the main North Brook 
end road and by the time the well-marked trail had 
been discovered, the pack was surprisingly together. 
Up the hill & Southbound towards Steeple Morden, 
the walkers/knitting circle arrived at the crest of the 
hill to see the rest of the walkers emerge from the 
split at Tween Towns wood. 

                                                           
8 But no-one else’s  
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A check sent the pack down the public footpath towards Abington Piggots and from our vantage 
point of the relatively high point of the North Brooke End Road, we could see Deep Shit, Legover, 
Horny & Wimp arrive at the far check and try various trail. The on was spotted and headed South, 
back towards Steeple Morden. 

Once again, the knitting circle split into two as I was keen to see that the pack followed the heavily 
marked route and followed the footpath and not what we’d presumed was the footpath for many 
years before. I was dementedly happy to see that this worked well and the pack followed a graceful 
curve to emerge onto a check on the main footpath between Steeple Morden & Abington Piggots 
(home of the wonderful Pig & Abbot Pub). 

A sweaty Antar called the on 
and headed back towards 
Steeple, but was completely 
thwarted when Legover, Pedro 
and Shiggy discovered the true 
trail lead towards the 
Conservation area West of 
Hillside Farm by Browse Wood. 

 This lead over the stream and 
followed the winding footpath 
up the steep clinging mud 
festooned hill to the vantage 
point on the top of the 
impressive mountain range9. A 
fork in the trail prevented the 
hash from the easy route back 
to the fabulously named “Bogs 
Gap Lane” and instead diverted 
the pack diagonally towards 
Greenway Farm on the 
Littlington road. 

By now, I’d peeled off towards 
the village with the completely 
spent Antar and followed Bogs 
Gap Lane to Littlington Road, 
where I was just in time to see 
Pedro, Shamcock and Hold it 
for me arrive and view a check 
sending them in the opposite direction of the pub and left towards Morden Green.  

A short route down the dip of the green lead to one of the final checks and a right-hand fork took 
the pack to a turnback and over the tiny tributary to Cheyney water. Back to the check, the on was 
called (from what I could hear in Littlington Road) left and out towards a footpath. A right here 
diverted the pack past a small holding with several rare breed chickens, down a dip and over a small 

                                                           
9 Well, by Cambridgeshire standards at any rate. 
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bridge and up the expanse of common land behind Church Farm 
Lane where the On Inn was laid in chalk. 

Back at the pub, the mood was light and humorous, and I was 
really happy to hear so many positive comments. Vicky, Bedsores 
& Goldfinger (well, and me for the matter) had put down a HUGE 
amount of sawdust, flour and chalk markings over the space of 3 
x ‘reccies’ for the same route, underlining what an undertaking 
laying a “successful”10 trail is. 

In the pub, I had a great moment when the lady behind the bar 
(who was interfering with Bastards ability to focus and not drool 
at the same time) said she’d run out of pint glasses and would I 
mind ‘jugs’. I forgot myself and said I had no problem with her 
jugs - causing Bastard to snort and almost bite the side out of his pint glass. 

A couple of days earlier I’d asked Jose & Mandy if I could by some chips for the hash but was blown 
away when landlord Jose refused to take any money and provided a massive amount of bowls of 
chips and a small aircraft carriers worth of hot mini cocktail sausages and garlic breaded mushrooms 
– complete unexpected and most welcome. On behalf of the CH3 thank you Jose & Mandy. 

The circle was eventually called and there were vast amounts of down downs given out but thanks 
again to Vicky, Toed & Goldfinger for 11th hour chivalry and quite literally saving the day. 

Usually I’d list the DD’s at this point but to be honest El Rave bought me a pint immediately after my 
first, then there was a DD for me and then another beer. By that time my ability to think had 
fragmented a smidgeon and writing anything down while semi inebriated and lurching around with a 
back that was rapidly seizing up. 

I though the trail had gone well and in an unguarded moment, 
even Toed said “that was a good trail that” and then wide eyed 
in disbelief, he seemed mortified he’d said it within earshot, 
especially as I asked him to repeat that for posterity11 but he 
seemed to feign deafness. 

The most notable DD was that The Countess had achieved 100 
Runs after a mere “15 years” of hashing and was presented with 
a glass goblet courtesy of beer master Benghazi. Thanks to 
those who came to my aid and for all the positivity – it makes a 
world of difference, a good day all round. 

On On 
Big Blouse 

 
 
                                                           
10 By “successful, I mean no one getting lost, no one saying there wasn’t enough dust etc etc 
11 But he didn’t - the bloody swine! 


