
Run No: 2181 

Date: 19-Jul-2020 

Venue: , Sheringham 

Hares:  Horny & Sox Maniac 

Scribe: Shamcock 

Hashers All, 

This exotic run was brought to you all, by a fine duo of crazy hares.... 

 

 

They laid it on the Saturday, the heavens opened that night, so they had to 
re-lay the chalky bits on the Sunday morning, after having humped the 
booze and snacks, early in the morning, to the beach beer stop.  

 



As the re-setting didn’t happen until AFTER most of the baying hounds had 
set off, confusion reigned at the following locations..... 

 

1) Exit from Sheringham.... Status: MODERATE. 
2) Pretty Corner Woods ......Status: EXTREME. 
3) Upper Sheringham.........Status: EXTREME. 
4) Sheringham Hall Estate..Status: MODERATE 

 

Pretty Corner has lovely woods to frolic in...so much so that the pack easily 
found TWO perfectly valid trails made up from the PLETHORA (that’s a BIG 
word) of checks spread at random throughout the woods 

This motley crew made it through this first location of EXTREME confusion. 

  

 

 

 



This lot took much longer to conquer the woody challenge and managed to 
maintain superb SOCIAL DISTANCING throughout ...... 

 

 

Arriving in Upper Sheringham village, the confusion level again rose to 
EXTREME as the pack headed north (towards the sea), south (to God knows 
where), east (back to where they came from) and west, led by Leg Over and 
your Scribe, who was accused of being a heart attack risk by one of the 
locals for RUNNING up the hill to the big house in Sheringham Hall 
Estate.....where, of course the trail actually went!!....... 

Amidst some MODERATE confusion, when, rather than finally heading 
downhill, the pesky hares decided that we needed a quick circuit uphill 
around an old, poxy, mausoleum thing (or was it a good old fashioned 
FOLLY??) that sat atop the hill, overlooking the fine view of Sheringham 
House itself.  

From this high vantage point the trail was at last finally VISIBLE being laid 
atop the very numerous dollops of stinky cow shit which dotted the fine 
green meadow under what was by now a glorious English summer day.... 

 

 



For those of our readers that actually want to know, in detail, where the trail 
went, view the map below....... 

 

Exhausted hashers seemed to appreciate the downhill slalom as the beach 
got nearer and nearer. 

However our cunning hares had laid on an interesting side show as the trail 
crossed the Sheringham to Holt railway line.  

Just as the middle of the pack was crossing the railway bridge a hooting 
CHOO CHOO appeared gushing huge clouds of steam from its chimney 
stack. This was when we hashers knew that it was so much better for us to 
be getting the fresh country air rather than shut into that bygone mode of 
smelly transport. 

However, it did jog a memory or two of times long, long ago off on holiday to 
Aberdeen behind a huge blue Mallard steam locomotive...... 

After than tear jerking interlude, back to reality and to our story of a Seaside 
Run. 

Finally the BEACH came into view and the blue, but icy cold, sea invited us 
to swim. 



 

A fair number did just that, but most stayed relatively warm on the beach to 
enjoy the fine beers, superb flapjacks and other snacky things, so man and 
woman-fully, carried to this isolated beach beer stop. 

 

Of what happened after that, of later misdemeanours back in Sheringham 
that evening, I have no knowledge. Probably better that way!!      
..........................................ON-ON!! SHAMCOCK...........................................  


