
1 
 

CH3 Run 2065, Sunday 29th April 2018 

The Duncombe Arms, Waresley, SG19 3BS 

http://duncombe-arms.com/ 

 

Hares: Blowback & Little Blow 

Visitors: Careless & Walkie-Talkie from the Rutland Hash 
http://www.rutlandhhh.co.uk/default1.html 

The Words 

Before we start off by moaning, er ‘mentioning’ that despite it being 23 degs on the 19th April ( my 
birthday and the warmest April for 70 years apparently, not that anyone is old enough to challenge 
that except my Uncle Reg who is 951), a mere 10 days later and it was 6.5 degs, slate grey with a 
‘keen’2 northerly wind. 

The pub has been refurbished in recent years and it was very well done up and it was only at the end 
of the trail when we were queuing up for beer that we realised that the management were trying to 
recoup their outlay at the rate of about £1 per pint in excess of what we’d expect much to 
everyone’s disbelief. Ho hum. 

Oddly though, there was a massive arrival of folk including Sox & Horny, School Boy’s Dream, the 
very welcome  return of Forest Dump & Spicy Bear and also Ettles,  Unmentionable & Jetstream, 
Shamcock, hares Blowback, Little Blow, Wai Wai & Jospehine Bastard, Muff Diver& Hangover 
Blues, Googly, Antar, Taxi, Double Top, Toed Bedsores & Computer, Haven’t Got One, Czech Her 
Out Orion & new baby (sorry , just didn’t get a chance to get his/her name - don’t flame the tall 
scribe at this point, you’ve got something to read, so don’t be picky)  Klinger & Kling On, Slaphead, 
Only Me, Big Leg, Debonnaire, Checkpoint  + Fraser, Big Swinger. Pugwash & Chris, Horny, Sox & 
Muthatucka + a recuperating (i.e. not running) Wimp & Calamity, Deep Shit, Shiggy 2 shoes, 
Legover & Son Mathew 

                                                           
1 I did ask, but he couldn’t reliably compare the two “so he claimed” tsk tsk………… 
2 Read that as “fucking cold” 
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This was also despite the fact that it’s Mojacar season, so we’d lost Pedro & Imelda, Benghazi, While 
You’re Down there, Papparazzi & El Rave to the warmer climes (sensible folk!). So a good turn out 
despite weather fit enough to put any normal person off venturing outside………….well, normal folk 
that is. 

There were a couple of visitors from the Rutland hash Careless & Walkie-Talkie and as I was 
perusing their website, I couldn’t help but snigger at the disclaimer on their page that reads  

Disclaimer and Liability Waiver: Whilst we will look after hashers as much as we are able, Rutland 
Hash House Harriers (RHHH) will not accept any liability or responsibility for any loss, damage, injury, 
trauma, death or mental distress however caused or sustained by any participant in any events or 
associated with them. By agreeing to participate, participants expressly waive their rights to pursue 
RHHH and those who have organized the events, those associated with the events, officers, 
management, sponsors, close relatives, friends, blokes they've met in pub or anyone else. 
Participation is deemed as agreement with this liability waiver and will indemnify the RHHH against 
claims, costs and damages. Participants accept that hashing can be hazardous, particularly where 
drinking is involved, and that hashers, by their very nature, can be buffoons.  

What smashing folk visit us 😊 

Anyway, the circle was called and we all looked on in 
a state of anxiety at Blowback who was calmly 
explaining where we could and couldn’t go and dogs 
must be on leads etc, but the thing making us 
anxious was the sheer level of mud coming off him at 
all levels having just laid the trail……… what could 
possibly go wrong? 

With the GM absent Big Swinger strode into the 
circle, explained everything to the visitors and the 
symbols were explained by the hares (and also for 

Taxi just in case) and then we were off. 

The trail snaked past the picturesque church and past this staggeringly ugly house and we were into 
a very nice little farm where chickens were roaming majestically across the wetlands. The trail 
cunningly diverted off left down a hill and then right back up the hill and I thought that I was onto a 
good thing as Deep shit had called the on, but I was immensely irritated to see a turnback, luckily I 
bought a few of my beloved friends with me to experience the same deep sense of joy that I had at 
that point. 

We ran back to the check and the trail diverted back through the farm and headed off to the open 
fields which were fortunately extremely exposed so we all had a chance to fully develop bronchial 
pneumonia and get the best from the day. 

Muthatucka, Muff Diver, Horny and your scribe appeared to be 
out in front where the talk was all bout a successful beer & burger 
bash on bikes on the Friday.  Muff Diver & I then switched to 
moaning about work – him moaning about hospitals and IT 
systems and me moaning about whinging old thick retired 
bastards.  

  Chicken seen roaming majestically across the wetlands 



3 
 

Its always worth remembering that just because someone is old, it doesn’t mean that they weren’t a 
thief/Nazi-seal clubbing-paedophile/football thug/murderer when they were younger – they’re just 
an older version of the bastard they always were. 

Once we were safely out of the biting wind, there was a couple of neat false trails and we came to a 
Checkpoint. Of the 5 potential trails, the bluebell laden wood looked most inviting, so I lead the way 
in there while Horny, Mutha Checkpoint herself and Deep Shit tried out several other trails to no 
avail. 

 

 The woods were beautiful and there were several dog walkers and families out for a bracing but 
civilised walk which was only marred by several foul oaths and cries of “on on” and occasionally 
“arrrghh, bugger” rang out from all directions as the hares had laid the trail through easily the 
boggiest shig filled swampland we’ve seen in years – it really was a work of art and reminiscent of 
the Somme some 100 years earlier, the only difference that we weren’t being fired on by the Hun.  
That said, if we did wander off trail, Blowback had warned us that we might get shot by an enraged 
farmer – plus ca change, plus c’est la meme chose as they say3. 

The pack had fragmented into several groups and we could all just about hear each other but no one 
could see a thing, the hares had done a spectacularly good job and everyone was shig encrusted, 
wet and thoroughly lost. At one point I couldn’t help but snigger as Matthew ran ahead leaving one 
shoe in the shiggy filled quagmire. He did have the presence of mind to stop running, but it was pure 
comedy gold. 

The trail darted off the main drag of the forest and we eventually hit some firmer ground. Various 
folk erupted from all sides and we hadn’t lost too many hashers and we could still hear Klinger 
shouting On On, but he was nowhere to be seen. 

The trail really was a classic and we eventually emerged from the wood about 150m from where 
we’d gone in, but we’d easily done a mile plus in the forest and had managed to acquire something 
along the lines of a cubic metre of mud with us too. A short stretch up a hill to us to a check which 
took us to a stile and a very British queue formed, ignoring this, Horny found a gap in the hedge and 
a few of us technically pushed in. The trail appeared to go nowhere but there was an inviting tree 
lined path which turned out to be the trail. By this time most of the pack had re-grouped and after 
another 0.5 of a mile, the On Inn was spotted and there was a farm, hinting at possible civilisation, 
warmth and possibly even beer. 

The trail lead back into the very farm where we’d initially had the first false trail and the hares had 
masterfully used economies of scale and re-used part of a false trail as the on inn route – now that’s 
                                                           
3 In France they say that, generally not in Waresly though 
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impressive. I mused on this as I ran along side a sprightly Toed Bedsores who at 72 is still as fit a as a 
mongoose. 

So, the end was in sight (no, not that 
end, that was a very hung over & 
feeling delicate Double Top) and we 
eventually saw the trail run back 
through the farm and past the 
church & ugly house and with that it 
was all over. 

Back in the pub, I bought Bastard a 
beer and even he was staggered 
when the £10 I’d produced didn’t 
cover 2 beers & a packet of peanuts. 

After a brief rest, the circle was 
called and Big leg dished out these 
down downs.                                            Big Swinger also dished out a few and generally most folk 

seemed happy that the circle was mercifully short and they 
could all go back inside where their wallets could be further 
eviscerated by the enthusiastic pricing. 

 From a personal view point, I can heavily recommend 
avoiding “Unfiltered London Pride” at all costs – Not only does 
it have all of the taste brewed out of it, but its also eyeball-
gougingly expensive and freezing cold too – a triple whammy 
of disappointment. 

Still a shig filled 5.5 mile masterpiece of a trail and through a 
beautiful Bluebell wood too – Very thoughtful hares & well 
laid, thank you. 

On On 

Big Blouse 
  

 


