
RECOLLECTIONS MAY VARY 
The night before the hash The Duchess Coolbox from Sussex WhatsApped me (no, not Petal’s account, 

my Dogbox).  She has exotic DNA, you know – touch of Japanese.  She wanted to “reach out” to me and 
“share her truth…” there was rain forecast for the next day.  She needed to tell me “what was going on for 
her internally.”  She and the Duke might not make it to the hash.  Duke Madonna from Sussex intoned, 
“Every single raindrop that falls from the sky relieves the parched ground”. 

Next morning, as we arrived at the hash, I received another message informing me about their “lived 
experience”, they had “been on a journey” – 3 miles in the sunshine and rain, but it was in Sussex not 
Surrey.  They had decided to live authentically and she told me that their continued reality was going to be 
some NHS training, something that she felt inspired and empowered to do and she was passionate about it.  
(I thought passion was for the bedroom).  She now felt “in a good place, mentally” and thanked me for 
allowing her some space to explain.  It had been a truly humbling experience. 

What a load of Dogsbollocks, eh?  MY truth was that the weather was fine, if not sunny, and the car park 
was as busy as the time we did the LAST PROPER HASH on 22 March last year (BEFORE lockdown).  Can you 
remember “before lockdown”?  Even then people got agitated when they drank beers together.  So much 
bile and faux anger has occurred since then.  Miss Bean was there to greet us and inform us helpfully that 
all checks were forward-ish and that bars were back checks after about three blobs. 

With the non-arrival of the Sussexes and Vera Vomit wearing her cloak of invisibility, our numbers were 
down to two, but serendipitously, Sir Ray of that manor had decided to see what was going on on his patch 
of land.  So Sir Ray, Tosser, Petal & I decided to set off a couple of minutes before Paddy’s friends in the 
next group in the expectation that they might catch us up, which they did at the first devilish check.  In 
practice that meant that the gents went looking for the trail and wild animals and the harriets could discuss 
knitting just behind, so we never reached 6.  As we had decided on the RAFFLES hash, 6 people every 15 
minutes is not enough, so this worked fine, but at least it’s the last 
week of this nonsense and we can all get back to starting at 11:00 
next week.  You can see from the map that the devilish check must 
have been 350 degrees, so that halted proceedings for a while!  
Popeye saved the day and we tiptoed off through the bluebells.  For 
me they are at eye level and it was a sea of blue, so I felt like I was 
swimming.  Dormouse found the next check (right). 

On a downhill stretch, the hare confused us all with a counter-intuitive SCB to the left, which seemed to 
go further from home than the straight on “R” trail.  However, the R trail spiralled down the valley and back 
up in the opposite direction.  It was here that we spotted the familiar sight of WHITE SHORTS across the 
valley, possibly accompanied by Kelinchi and one other, who hid his face in shame.  Now, Dear Reader, that 
gave us a BUM STEER, because Shock! Horror! FRB was not on trail!  For the second week in a row he had 
begged someone to “Please, please, use Sat-nav to get me home by the shortest possible route!”  Back in 
the woods there was flour everywhere and thankfully the occasional arrow to confirm that we were 
proceeding in the right direction, although it appears from a glance at Steve Blunder’s map afterwards, that 
we missed a bit out.  (Brainy Popeye had worked that out from a strategic bar that we had to cross). 

When we got to the top left of the map and were still heading away from Happy Valley, the gallant Sir 
Ray and the little Dormouse decided to chaperone Olive Oyl, Do You?, Sister Anna and Velcro down the 
valley (or that’s what they said they’d do).  Popeye decided to press on accompanied by Petal, Tosser and 
me, because we were determined to go the whole 9 yards.  However, we got a bit sleepy around a flock of 
sheep and ended up going back by parallel tracks, Popeye on the ridge and Tosser & Petal a little lower 
with feelings of déjà vu from the last run in “old normal” times.  Back at the car park the standard question 
seemed to be “Where did you bail out?”  And the humans were worrying about drinking too close together 
again…, but they were still on two feet. 

On on 

Rogue Hound 



 


