KH3 Hash  –  Ash Bullayne 17th Feb 2025
Hare
:
Zombie
Was it the icy wind from the Urals ? .. or perhaps hashers latent Obesophobia kicking in (given the choice of On-Down) .. whatever the reason it was a sparse, nay select, crew that gathered in the farmyard of Ash Bullayne to hear the words of Zombie ..
Along with the usual guff, he held out the promise of a SSSI to encourage us onwards. What would we find, we wondered ? .. limpid pools croaking with Natterjack Toads ? .. lush meadows of rare early Spring orchids ? .. a copse filled with the sweet song of a flock of Nightingales who’d (foolishly some might say) decided that Mid Devon was just the place to overWinter .. there was much debate in the ranks as to what delights might lie in wait ! 
Off we set down the track Westwards with the warm romantic glow of Copplestone in the distance .. one could almost feel the heat from the burning tyres as they lit up the night sky !
Out along the field edges sown with grass, or was it corn ? .. whatever it was the earth was certainly pretty sticky .. Zombie had pre-warned us of Shig, with instructions to be followed at some later point, to “seek ye out the Mystical Tree by proceeding Diagon Alley across the meadow”.

Enthusiastically we plunged down the sloping field and into the water meadow, and there, through the haze in the middle distance, shimmered the aforementioned Sacred Oak. Throwing caution to the (icy) wind we legged it across the field, only to realise that the Tree was protected by a force field of Shig, which plucked the footwear from the unwary hasher, yours truly included !

Undeterred we swept past the mighty tree and onwards to the far corner of the field, to be confronted with a veritable sea of shig, with an icy pool of clear water filling the gateway at its centre .. THIS was the SSSI of legend .. a Seriously Sucking Shig Incident !!

Wading the freezing water twice added insult to injury, but on we pressed, inured by now to cold and slime, to the eventual sweetie stop and some respite, where we discovered that both Dents and Scoubi had lost a sole (both souls obviously having departed long since !) to the powerful suction.  We sympathised with them, as only hashers can, by elbowing them aside and pressing on with the hash.
I took the obvious route back with Dents, only to be faced with a 15 minute wait for the pack to arrive .. if I’d thought for a moment it should have been “obvious” that if I was with Dents then it must be a shortcut !

Off at last to the OnDown for a blowout, though I largely finished my ham egg and chips, as well as some of Dents & Mudskipper’s veg, which raises the spectre of shrinkflation at the London Inn !!
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