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Hash Walk Hartland Point, Gravelrash and Merry Hen,   November 2003 

 
A large group of hashers travelled to Hartland Quay and had a really great weekend 
walking, eating and drinking. There may have been some sexual recreation in addition but 
the hotel walls were thick and Hash Scribe could hear no moaning and shrieking apart 
from the wind outside. 
 

 
 

The hotel was excellent and put up with our partying. 
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Setting off on the Saturday morning. 
 
The coastline was rugged and very beautiful 
 

  
 



  
 ��������	
�����
��	�
 

  
 

 
 

 



  
 ��������	
�����
����
 

 

 
 

The weather could not have been better. 
 

 
 

It was Doggy’s birthday so a photo collage and cake were provided. 
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Kipper did not have the meal with the rest of us. He appeared briefly at the start but said 
that one of the dozen Gin and Tonics he had just had must have been off and had upset 
his stomach - so he went to bed. 
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As a forfeit, Organgrinder has to take off her black lace bra so that Doggy can wear it on 
his head whilst Alison shows us a trick. Her best trick was to come later in the evening 
when she passed out and had to be carried to her room by BOF. 
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ABO can’t bear to look at Magg’s expression. That must have been when Alison did her 
party trick. 
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Boomerang tries to seduce Willy but neither she nor Velcro can take him seriously. 
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A trip to Clovelly - wet, steep and deserted. 
 

 


