
Run No: 2252 

Date: 06-Feb-2022 

Venue: White Hart, Gt Staughton 

Hares:  Slaphead &  
Scribe: Jetstream & Penis Beaker 

 Led astray by our SatNav and a Road Atlas which didn’t show the new A14, we 
arrived a tad late for this run. However by parking close to a blob of sawdust we were 
immediately on trail. Had we missed anything? Apparently we had missed the Hare’s 
briefing, but then, so had the rest of the pack as there was no sign of Slaphead when 
the pack set off. 
 
The trail led us due north with some excellent shiggy to keep us concentrating on 
putting one foot in front of the other. Checks were well marked (although apparently 
not by Penis Beaker) and with lots of dust to follow, we made good progress. After 
fiddling around the edges of a few fields we came to the highlight of the trail – 
Staughton Estate. Superb wood with plenty of shiggy, what could be better? Well, 
with a bracing wind, it was superb! 
 
As we exited the woods we caught up with Klinger and Kling-On. We could see 
other hashers in the distance, short-cutting across a vast field, but we ignored them 
as the trail was too good to short-cut. Across the road and into more fabulous woods, 
a huge thankyou to the Hare for getting permission to go through them.  
 
Around more fields and then towards the bridge over the River Kym which, in the 
past, we have always crossed, but not on this occasion! Instead we followed the river 
back towards Great Staughton. A muddy path lead to a check point, which had not 
been marked. Why I wonder? We therefore checked left, nothing, straight on, 
nothing, but Unmentionable found dust up the right hand edge of the field. Another 
check, nothing to the left so we went right and found a blob. This took us to another 
check by the Parish Church of Great Staughton and Perry. Two very wet blobs of 
dust and then a lovely new one, so we carried on and found nothing. Checking right 
we encountered a rather sad blob which looked like it had been rubbed out. 
 
Eventually we gave up, the Church clock said 12.40, so we were late. Back up the 
road to the pub, only to find that the GM was already leaving, saying it was 1.30! 
Whatever the time, we needed to pop into the White Hart and thank the Hare for a 
superb trail and ask him where the on-in had been. 
 
It transpired that yesterday, with the assistance of Big Swinger, they had laid a trail 
in gale force winds and heavy rain. To check it was still there, Slaphead had re-
walked the trail, freshening up the soggy blobs with lovely virgin sawdust. What a 
Hero! Whilst doing this he was caught by the runners and decided to abandon part of 
the in-trail and head for the pub. Unfortunately, we hadn’t been party to this change 
of plan and so it appears that we headed out on the abandoned in-trail. But who had 



put a virgin blob of sawdust on the footpath opposite the church? Not the Hare, so 
who? Could it have been an SCB? No names, no pack drill, but if you own up GM, I’ll 
buy you a pint!  
 
Despite missing the circle, the highlight of which was Klinger’s 1,500th run, or maybe 
El Rave’s Olympic cross country skiing? We were welcomed back to a superb pub 
with an excellent pint, thanks to Calamity Jane and Slaphead. Was this the best run 
of the year? Personally, I thought it was the most enjoyable for at least 5 years, if not 
longer, a real Hash! 
 
Slaphead, you’re a star!  
 

Scribe:  Penis Beaker 
Report 
A well attended hash (apart from the hare, who wasn’t present at the start of the trail). 
Probably 20 or so runners turned out for it and weren’t dissuaded by the aftermath of storm 
Eunice. 

Trail was particularly windy and wet with loads of shiggy to negotiate. The nice day was 
interrupted by the late arrival from Hold It For Me who stormed through the pack about a 
third of the way in. 

The trail went over a variety of fields with plenty of puddles and mud, as well as several 
forested areas and even an occasional road. 

For some reason I was informed afterwards that I would be the scribe so I’m writing all this 
without much knowledge of what happened at the back of the pack. 

I can tell you that Hold It For Me got back to the exterior of the pub before me, but decided 
to run the trail again “in training” for an ultra-marathon in Norfolk (or was it 
Northumberland?). So as he didn’t re-enter the pub on his first time around I was technically 
the first hasher back and Hold It For Me was the last. 

The hare, Slaphead, was eventually discovered towards the arse end of the trail, covered in 
mud, trying to put sawdust down before the pack descended on him. Out of sympathy he 
wasn’t “debagged” for his tardiness (HIFM tells me the tradition is if a live hare is caught on 
a run they should have their trousers removed. Seems harsh. Also I’m not sure Slaphead 
counts as a “live” hare) 

I enjoyed numerous pints of excellent Bateman’s XB and XXXB beer in the pub afterwards. 
My enjoyment was somewhat overshadowed by being collared by Only Me who forced me 
to explain how I got the hash name “Penis Beaker” to a table full of bemused grannies. 

Down downs: 
Some weird Winter Olympics thing occurred involving “skiing” organised by El Rave. I didn’t 
understand this, but in any case the women’s team featuring Only Me and Paparazzi 
received down downs for it. 



Kermit was reward with some hasherdashery for 900 r*ns 

Klinger was also rewarded for completing 1500 r*ns(!) 

I got a down down for some alleged offence with a check (which I dispute). 

Slaphead got a down down for being the hare (also for not being at the start AND being 
caught on trail as a “live” hare). 

There were also other down downs, but I didn’t take notes as I didn’t know I was the scribe! 

Will this do? 

 

On On 

PB 

 
 
 




