
 

 

 

REPORT ON RUN 415 ON 6
TH

 FEBRUARY 2022 
 

Mud, everywhere – nothing but mud. The very air seems thick with it. The few tufts of grass are all 

smeared with it – mud! The Church a heap of it; one look and weep for it. That’s what they’ve made of it, 

mud, slimy and wet. 

An intrepid 16 hashers met at Hawkley in wet and blustery conditions for the second self-flagellation of 

2022! The trail, as seems to be the norm, started up hill. Through sodden pasture, slipping and sliding as 

we went, Forkin’Wisperer leading the way over brooks and streams. Cries of whoops and other less 

family-friendly curses could be heard turning the damp Hampshire air blue. Comparisons with Bambi on 

Ice were made and your author cursed his £35 amazon basic trainers on more than one occasion!  

Downhill sections became a matter of sliding from one tree to the other. On one occasion, yours truly 

found himself perilously close to sliding off the edge of a steep slope while avoiding Over the Hill who, 

making his way down the path was as sure-footed as a pregnant Welsh ewe. 

A surprise at the half way stage was waiting for the pack outside an attractive thatched cottage. A bag of 

goodies was produced from behind a hedge. Inside were all kinds of goodies from chocolate to bubbles to 

celebrate ChillieWillie’s and Bum-swizzled’s Birthday! 

The pack suitably refreshed, we carried on our way across water logged fields, being completely taken in 

by a rouge hasher who said she knew the way! 

On the return to Hawkley, the pack entered a farm yard and were greeted by an upset young land owner 

who reliably informed us that Miriam had advised him that saw dust trails were left by horse rustlers! 

Cowboy: Who's that they're hanging? 

Barman: That there is the Brown Paper Kid. 

Cowboy: Brown Paper Kid? Never heard of him. What did they get him for? 

Barman: Rustling 

The trail led back to the Hawley Inn which was a cosy place to finish the run. The trail was well laid by 

Chillie Willie and it was also great to see Nutbush return from injury. 

Just one final piece of consumer advice. We ordered a Chinese takeaway from a local place (I won't name 

them). As I was driving home, I heard the bag rustling and moving!! I thought what the hell is that? Has 

something got in the bag? I thought I could see a little pair of eyes peering out at me. I was driving so I 

leaned forward, picked up the bag, put it on the passenger seat and there it was again, more rustling and 

little eyes looking out behind the prawn crackers. I thought it’s got to be a rat or a mouse or something, so 

I carefully pulled the bag down ... and there it was ... ... a Peeking Duck!!! 

Alex ‘Forgetmeknot’ Hughes 



 

      

 

 



 

 

 


