BH7 HASH HOUSE HARRIERS
(BRIGHTON AND HOVE, HAYWARDS HEATH AND HORSHAM,
HENFIELD, HASSOCKS AND HURSTPIERPOINT AKA SUSSEX VALE
GM:

JOHN ‘BOUNCER’ BIGGINS

01444 230903

ON-SEC:

DON ELWICK

01273 385637

PRESENT THEIR

950TH

RUN

ON:

MONDAY, 2ND SEPTEMBER, 1996 AT 7.30PM

AT:

THE GOLDEN GALLEON, EXCEAT BRIDGE – POSSIBLY THE SEXIEST RUN SITE IN THE SOUTH ON THE CUCKMERE
RIVER AS FEATURED IN EVERY SCHOOLBOYS GEOGRAPHY BOOK.

WHERE?:

THE GOLDEN GALLEON, EXCEAT BRIDGE. YOU CAN’T MISS IT MATE. JUST TAKE THE A259 FROM EITHER
EASTBOURNE OR BRIGHTON AND IT’S JUST EAST OF SEAFORD WHERE THE ROAD BECOMES ONE-WAY.

WHAT?:

GREAT SUNSET ADVENTURE RUN, EXCELLENT BEER BREWED IN THE PUBS OWN BREWERY, COLD BUFFET
SUITABLE FOR CARNIVORES, HERBIVORES AND OMNIVORES ALIKE. GOOD RANGE OF GUEST ALES, SPECIAL
SOUVENIR. POSSIBLE TOUR OF THE BREWRY (7’ X 10’ BUT BREWING LARGE!), AND PRETTY WELL THE USUAL
HASH PARTY WITH SONGS AND DOWN DOWNS.

THE S.P.?

GOD ONLY KNOWS BUT ADVANCE REGISTRATIONS FOR A DEPOSIT OF £10.00 TOWARDS FOOD AND SOUVENIR,
PLUS THE DOWN DOWNS BEER. IT IT’S MORE WE’LL RUIN YOUR DAY, IF IT’S LESS WE’LL DRINK IT AWAY.

PLEASE RETURN THE FORM BELOW TO 66, NIGHTINGALE LANE, BURGESS HILL, WEST SUSSEX RH15 9JJ BY 23RD AUGUST FOR
ADVANCE REGISTRATIONS.

PLEASE INFORM BORDER CONTROL THAAT I INTEND TO ENTER SUSSEX ON 2ND SEPTEMBER, 1996 TO PARTAKE OF THE SELECTED
EXPLORATIONS, BEVERAGES AND COMESTIBLES AVAILABLE ON THE OCCASION OF TH E CELEBRATION OF THE BH7 950TH RUN
(n.b.due to the effects of cumulative erosion you will be weighed on entry and exit, and any net difference between arrival and departure weight will be surgically removed from your body)

NAME:

HANDLE:

ADDRESS:

HOME HASH:

PAYMENT ENCLOSED @ £10.00 PER PERSON TO THE BRIGHTON HASH

CAN YOU RESIST THE LURE OF THE SEVEN SISTERS?

WORDS OF WISDOM
Well who didn’t go to the Interhash in Cyprus?
Everyone but
Bouncer as you all well know. I guess still being new to Sussex
I’m able to tear myself away from the beer just for short while
though it rankled missing the Harveys brewery trip. Hey-ho!
From what I understand everyone missed out on something though I
think I still made the right choice. This is going to be a
packed edition of the trash as I have been so slow in getting it
together. As a kinda contents list here goes:
Front page
950th Run Details.
Page 2
Editorial and Beer News
Page 3
Hare List
Page 4
Song sheet for the 950th
Page 5
Continuation of Hare List
Pages 6-20 ish Copy from Interhash including Bouncers diary
Last Page
Isle of Wight 600th Run details
Having joined the I.O.W. H3 several times I know
they are a great crowd and this will be an amazing
weekend for all the family. I’ll be going and it
would be good if I had someone to prop me up
afterwards.
BH7 1000th Run
In the vote the party option for allcomers was favourite by 40
votes to 7 against but still a problem with the date. The
Greyhounds suggested mid September for a belated 1000th that
avoids the school holidays and unless there is a sudden surge of
In the ancient County Town of
Lewes there lived between 1768
to 1774 one Thomas Paine, a
worthy excise officer. At the
White Hart Hotel he expounded
a radical philosophy to fellow
members of the Headstrong
Club which was to inspire
democratic revolutions. A
contemporary poet extolled him
thus,

‘Immortal Paine, while mighty reasons jar,
We crown thee General of the Headstrong War;
Thy logic vanquished error, and thy mind
No bounds, but those of right and truth, confined.
Thy soul of fire must sure ascend the sky,
Immortal Paine, thy fame can never die.’
It is thought that Paine helped draft the American Declaration of
Independence. He was one of only two foreigners to sit in the
French National Convention and assisted the philosopher
Condorcet to draft a constitution for France. His work ‘The
Rights of Man’ still ranks among the best sellers of all time. It
has been said that he was a ‘citizen of the
world’.
Today he is immortalised in a local ale
called Tom Paine (5.5% ABV) brewed
by Harvey & Son in Lewes, where they
have traded since 1790. It is sold in
bottle throughout the year and is
available on draught as a dry hopped,
premium bitter during July as part of
their programme of Seasonal Brews.

The Magic Hashabout
A SHORT STORY FOR
THE YOUNGER HASHER
(From Episkopi HHH Run 550 mag.
16-Jan-1979)
“I think a party is the object of the
activity,” said Brian as he watched
Dougall in amazement.
But F l o r e n c e thought it was a
strange party indeed if there was only
going to be KEO - “What, no lemonade?” she asked of Dougall.
Dougall was really too busy to reply,
but he thought to himself, “Silly girl,

of course there will be lemonade!”
Ermintrude was contentedly chewing sweet green grass and mused on
the prospect of something nice and
exciting going to happen very soon.
“What’s the party for?” she asked
Dillan. But Dillan was sound asleep
and could only manage a deep snore.
By now Dougall had laid out several
crates of beer, glasses and bottle
openers and was a little weary. “Now
for the Trash,” he said to himself as
he proceeded to walk around the
countryside throwing paper here,
there and everywhere.
“Dougall is very busy to-day,”
Florence said to Brian.
“And very non-commital,” added
Brian. Florence did not know what
non-commital meant and asked
Dougall “What are you doing?”
“Laying Trash”, said Dougall - still
giving nothing away.
Brian, who had got lost trying to
follow Dougall around arrived back
with the company and slowed to a
stop – “Silly name, Trash,” he said.

“It’s not silly,” retorted
Dougall, “It’s very very
clever!”
But Florence thought it
was a strange party indeed if there was only going to be KEO beer –
“What, no lemonade?”
she asked of Dougall.
Ermintrude, who was by now chewing buttercups in a slightly annoyed
fashion, asked, “What’s clever about
scattering paper all over my nice
green meadow?”
Dougall did not reply. Sighing to
himself he thought, “Nincompoops,
ninnys and simpletons are those with
whom I have to daily contend!” And
he continued with some exasperation
throwing handfuls of white paper to
left and right.
A springy noise something like “Doinggg!” announced the arrival of Zebedee. He seemed to know all about
“Trash” and told Florence, “It’s a trail
to run along,” Dougall was not
a mu s ed a t t hi s lea k o f i n fo r m a
-tion – he didn’t want people to know
about his trail just yet.
Brian suggested that a trail to run
along was likely to use up too much
energy and queried, “Why not a trail
to walk along?”
Dillan just snored, but had he been
awake Dougall felt sure that at least he
would understand.
Zebedee was intent on making Dougall quite cross and so he said to
Florence, “And there are things called
‘checks’ as well.”

Dougall was by now very annoyed
and glanced angrily down his nose at
Zebedee.
But Zebedee, who was secretly delighted, chuckled to himself and said,
“Time for bed!” There was another
“Doinggg” and Zebedee sprang into
the air and left them.
“Odd chap, that,” remarked Brian.
Flo r e nce was still very puzzled.
“Why are you laying a trail?” she
asked Dougall.
“Because I’m a hare,” snapped Dougall, “And hares lay trails don’t they?”
Brian was not at all sure about this
as he could see no resemblance whatsoever between Dougall and Dillan.
“Who is the trail for?” Brian inquired politely so as not to upset Dougall further.
“But Dougall was tired of being
pressed for information. “No comment,” he said, “No mo r e q ue s tions – I will make a statement later.”
“But...,” said Brian.
“No comment!” Dougall interjected.
The “statement” was eagerly
awaited. No-one had ever heard a
“statement” before.
Eventually, Dougall said, “I have a
statement to make. It’s a Hash. That
concludes my statement.”
Brian thought the “statement” was a
little short and requested the
honourable friend to elaborate on the
word “Hash”.

This pleased Dougall as he liked to
be the centre of attention. He paused,
coughed in an academic manner, and
said in very learned tones, “A Hash is
that which takes place when Hashers
follow Trash. A corollary of every
Hash is a Thrash.”
“Corollary” was all too much for
Brian, but Florence, eager for further
enlightenment, prompted, “What are
Hashers?”
By this time Dougall was having no
more questions. All he would say was,
“On, on, on – on, on, on – checking,
checking – on, on, on!”
Florence was perturbed by all this
apparent gibberish. She thought that
perhaps, Dougall was unwell or that
he had become mad. In order to humour Dougall, Florence was about to
say something to the effect that she
tho u g h t Trash was very pretty and
that she wo uld simply just love to be
a Hasher... but Dougall pre-empted
her with, “Sorry, no women allowed!”
Florence decided it was time to
watch the strange spectacle from a
somewhat greater distance.

Ermintrude considered that she was
a fixture in the meadow and could
therefore stay. She carried on chewing with a disinterested gaze in her
eyes and pretended that buttercups,
and daisies were her so l e raison
d’etre. [Mad English cow! - Ed.]
Dillan yawned.
Brian was afraid of being caught in
some sort of rush. “All stuff and nonsense,” he said and made a move to
leave.
“What do you mean ‘all stuff and
nonsense’?” snapped Dougall, “How
dare you leave!” Always the diplomat,
Brian said that he would really love to
stay but had thought that he might
have been in the way.

“Not at all, this is all for you,” said
Dougall.
“Oh dear!” Brian thought.
“Poor turnout to-day” Dougall commented, “There’s a little up and a little
down. On, on.” Dougall rushed off
calling “On, On” all the time. Then
Brian would hear “Checking” being
hailed from a great distance. Each
time Brian thought he was about to
catch up all he heard was that “On,
on” business again.
Dougall was weaving this way and
that with his nose to the ground. He
was thinking at this stage of one thing
only–the beer that was positioned at
the end of the trail. But when Dougall
ar r i ved h is no se t wi tc hed in
alarm–Dillan had somehow arrived
before him.
“Hic, hic” was all Dillan could immediately muster.
“You must have cheated,” accused
Dougall.
“No such thing as cheating in this,
hic, game, hic” said Dillan, “Sorry
there’s no beer left, hic, and, by the
way, hic, you forgot the peanuts!”
At this point Brian arrived. “Bit of a
long run-in,” he said.
Dougall turned round and looked at
Brian.
“Oh, sod off!” said Dougall.

Many shall run to and
fro, and knowledge shall
be increased.
Daniel 12:4

OLD COULSDON HASH HOUSE HARRIERS
RUN SHEET 1996
ALL RUNS SUNDAY 10.45 A.M. UNLESS STATED
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28/7/96

457 11/8/96
458
459

19/8/96
25/8/96

461

8/9/96

463

22/9/96

465
467
469

6/10/96
20/10/96
3/11/96

471

17/11/96

473
475
477

1/12/96
15/12/96
25/12/96

478

29/12/96

ALSO:5/10/96

THE STEPPING STONES, WESTHUMBLE
BOB FEVER 0181 688 1793
VALLEY WAY, LONG HILL, WOLDINGHMAN
DAVE CABLE 01883 653031
GRAPES, PEASE POTTAGE – JOINT BH7 – MONDAY 7.30
QUEEN ADELAIDE, PUTNEY BRIDGE ROAD
STEVE GOODENOUGH 0181 871 2316
HAND-IN-HAND, BOX HILL ROAD –
ANGIE VALLINS 01737 247579
THE WOTTON HATCH, DORKING –
FRANK BOWN 0850 127267
DERBY ARMS, DERBY ARMS ROAD – BOB FEVER
PUB ON THE GREEN, WEST PECKHAM – DAVE CABLE
HAND-IN-HAND, WIMBLEDON –
SALLY JUSTICE – 0181 660 0218
THE FOX, LOWER KINGSWOOD –
MARK ARCHER – 01737 832812
THE FOX, KESTON – BOGGERS – 0181 761 5679
CHRISTMAS PARTY, CROYDON – BOB FEVER –
CHRISTMAS DAY RUN, CHALDON –
RAY STERRY 01883 347651 – WEDNESDAY 10.45 A.M.
CROWN POINT, IGHTHAM – DAVE CLARKE 01883 344953

WANK HASH 4-IN-2 AWAY WEEKEND – TRIGAMIST 01883 341624

DIVINE INTERVENTION

And the LORD
said...
AND THE
HASHERS
quickly discovered the
local drink,which
was KEE-OH and
even those hashers from the
east who
could not
live without
TIGER BEER
did say that
the local drink
HIT THE SPOT
on a hot day.

NOW THE CHIEF

AND IT HAPPENED that it
was time for the tribes of the
HASH to renew their vows to
the LORD their GOD and to the
HASH their FAITH. And the
Lord saw that the tribes of the
HASH were spread all over his
world, yea in Tasmania and in
Mexico and even as far as
GREAT YARMOUTH, so he did
say to them “Go ye to the island
of CY-PRUS (which the pagans
also call the island of Aph-ro-ditee) that you may renew all at
once your vows to ME, your
GOD, and to the HASH, your
FAITH.

AND THE TRIBES heard the
LORD and they contacted their
travel agents in obedience to
HIS command. And there came
many from the land of HongKong where the hash was
threatened by invaders from the
north, and from the land of
South Africa, where hashers
now wore coats of many
colours, and from England,
where many people took to

hashing because their football
team was CRAP, and from Riyadh where they honoured the
LORD and conducted their ceremonies in great secrecy out in
the desert. And from Holland
came one whose name was
FUCK-OFF (not that he ever
did) and another whose name
was HIGGINS.

AND WHEN the tribes arrived
at the port of Lar-knacker, they
found that Cyprus was a strange country the like of which
they had never before seen, for
the local shepherds did travel
by MER-CED-ES which they
rode very fast with no regard for
human safety, and they ate
strange foods such as SOUVLA and KLEF-TI-KO, which
were nothing more than FATTY
MEATS
but
which
the
shepherds did treat as great
DELICACIES. And in the island
of Cyprus there were many
from the tribes of Russia and
Yugoslavia engaged in washing
money or other base tasks.

of the Cy-prus hashers
was one they called YOUR-IN,
and he was assisted by one
who they called BENT-SHAFT
(for his shaft was most exceedingly BENT), and they were
assisted by the FART MASTER
And when the tribes had
emerged from Lar-knacker
BAGGAGE RECLAIM (which
for many was a slow process)
YOUR-IN and BENT SHAFT
called them to assemble at the
MUN-I-CI-PAL
GAR-DENS
which was a local shrine full of
mystery and containing strange
beasts such as a NEGLECTED
ELEPHANT
and
MANKY
FLAMINGOS.

AND WHEN they arrived at
the shrine, HASHERS began
to honour the LORD, their
GOD, and the HASH, their faith,
by drinking LARGE AMOUNTS
of beer and singing songs and
generally being most raucous.
And when the LORD saw that
all the HASHERS were honouring him and were renewing their
vows in this way he descended
from the GREAT ON-ON IN
THE SKY and came amongst
them with two giant cans of
beer on which were written the
TEN COMMANDMENTS OF
THE HASH.
AND WHEN the HASHERS
saw the LORD they renewed
their faith and promised to keep
the TEN COMMANDMENTS as

best they could considering most
of them were PISSED OUT OF
THEIR BRAINS and INCAPABLE
OF RATIONAL THOUGHT.

THE TEN
COMMANDMENTS
1: Thou shalt honour the HASH
they faith above all other commitments including birthdays, marriage anniversaries and family
reunions.
2: Thou shalt respect the HASHMASTER even though he rambles
on and on at interminable length
during the DOWN-DOWNS.
3: Thou shalt not steal another
hasher’s BEER, for that is a most
serious matter and a great
OFFENCE to the LORD and to the
HASH, thy faith.
4: Thou shalt not enjoy carnal
relations with any hash MASCOT, be it a dog of the street, a
cuddly toy or any other animal,
however much it is held in affection by the HASHERS of your
tribe.
5: Thou shalt wear proper clothing on the hash, meaning OLD
and DIRTY clothes, for it is a
great SIN to be on the hash
wearing FLASH GEAR OF ANY
KIND AT ALL.
6: Thou shalt SET your FAIR
SHARE of hashes.
7: Thou shalt HOLD THE
CHECKS.
8: Thou shalt do your share of
CHECKING OUT and not LOAF
AROUND on the checks discussing WHAT-YOU-DID-LASTNIGHT or the WEATHER or
anything else at all.
9: Thou
shalt drink your
DOWNERS
without moaning,
and groaning, and what you do
not drink in a count of TEN you
will pour over your head, and
NOT over the back of your
shoulder or over your forelock or
over ANOTHER HASHER so
that you do not GET WET yourself.
10: Thou shalt SING HASH
SONGS in a loud and hearty voice
and not STAND AROUND AT
THE BACK talking to friends about
FOOTBALL or the BOLD AND
THE BEAUTIFUL.

THIS EASY QUIZ will tell you
whether you’re made of the right
stuff or if you should hang up
your trainers and go back to
flower arranging. Simply pick
one answer for each question,
then add up your score and
check your total against the
table at the end of this column.

b) Quality possessions which
will last.
c) Vulgar T-shirts and beer.

6) How do you see
children?
a) Endearing souls who need
your love and care.
b) Good, boisterous fun.
c) Best done on the barbecue.

financial compensation.
c) Offer to share the room as
long as the other party doesn’t
mind your drinking, smoking,
swearing, bonking, farting and
snoring.

11) Does your perfect
holiday feature?

1) Which of these drinks
would you choose?

7) What is your chosen
style of dress?

a) Luxurious hotels, top-class
restaurants and designer shops.
b) An unspoiled tropical paradise.
c) Lots of booze and sex.

a) Mineral water.
b) Champagne.
c) Beer.

a) Classically elegant.
b) Smart but casual.
c) T-shirt and shorts.

12) If at first you don’t
succeed do you?

2) Given a choice at the
cinema, would you
choose:

8) Which of these would
you most like to live in?

a) Try and try again.
b) Give up.
c) Cheat.

a) A Manhattan Penthouse.
b) A villa in the South of France.
c) A pub.

13) What is your
favourite breakfast?

a) Something intellectual in a
foreign language.
b) A Western.
c) Anything containing lot’s of
sex and violence.

3) What appeals to you
most about a person of the
opposite sex?
a) Their intellect.
b) Their generosity.
c) Their body.

4) What do you want
out of a job?
a) Meeting interesting people.
b) Power and money.
c) Long lunches and lots of time
off.

5) What do you prefer
to spend your money
on?
a) Tasteful presents for family and
friends.

9) In order to get closer
to an attractive member
of the opposite sex
would you?

a) Fruit and muesli.
b) Bacon and eggs.
c) 20 Bensons, 5 pints of ager
and a packet of crisps please.

a) Engage them in a deep and
meaningful conversation.
b) Flash your money.
c) Invite them round to look at
your collection of Hash T-shirts.

14) What is your
favourite sport?

10) On arrival at your
holiday hotel you find
that your room has
been double-booked.
Do you?

15) What is your
favourite conversational
topic?

a) Stay where you are and
refuse to move until you get your
room.
b) Try to come to an arrangement with the management
taking a smaller room and some

own vehicle even if it means
missing the run.
b) Call the emergency services
and render first aid until they
arrive.
c) Stop, grab the beer and leave
him to sort out the mess.

a) Synchronised swimming.
b) Rugby Union.
c) Mixed mud wrestling.

a) Literature, Art and Theatre.
b) Sport.
c) Sex, drugs and Rock and Roll.

16) On the way to the
hash you see the
beermaster involved in a
nasty accident; Do you?
a) Rush him to hospital in your

SCORING:
Now add up your score, giving
yourself one point for every a),
two points for every b) and
three points for every c).

Less than 20:
How on earth did you get hold
of this publication? We suggest you give your trainers to
Oxfam and take up something
more suitable like flowerarranging or origami.

20 to 35:
You appear to have the potential
to become a real hasher.
Although you still occasionally
display a little too much good
taste and common sense you
could still make the grade. We
reckon a modest increase in
your alcohol intake (say 200%)
should just about do the trick.

Over 35:
Congratulations, you really are a
committed hasher. Sadly you’re
unlikely to have many friends and
you’ve almost certainly reduced
your life expectancy by 20 years,
but this is a small price to pay
when compared with the social
stature you have acquired (if you
live in Hammersley).

INTERHASH DIARY
2ND JUNE – There’s no hashers in evidence at Gatwick but on
arrival at Paphos airport in the wee small hours of the morning
we get accosted by Scrubbers Mate (Steve Goodenough, co-hare on
the Turners Hill joint run) and indeed, Scrubber from OCH3.
5TH JUNE – Head off to Amathus to register and see if there’s any
way Alex can come to the party as she wasn’t hashing. As we
arrive a large contingent of US hashers sporting Athens foreplay
t-shirts arrived to book into an hotel. Introduced to a charming
young lady from Dallas called Whorepaint whose husband couldn’t
attend due to military duty who let us have his ticket cheap.
Amazing goodie bag in the form of a rucksack containing a tshirt, vest, hat, mug, magazine, patch, bumper sticker, maps,
condoms, alkaseltzer and even postcards. Two bewildered to
register for any of the supporting runs and have to rush to meet
a friend in Limasoll at Woolworths! (of all places). Go for a
drink and watch a never ending stream of hashers heading up and
down the strip (no not airport). Scared to stop for party as I
had to drive.
7TH JUNE – Back to Limassol and clean up at our residential
palace before heading off to opening party which starts with a
display of cultural dancing.
Amazing buffet and untold
quantities of beer. Meet up with some old friends from EH3
including Torpedo who is only 10 weeks old (and on the trail!) to
boogie night away to Chocolate Starfish and Rhythum Method.
Eventually find Scrubbers Mate pissed out of his head and follow
his trail back to Terry’s Pub.
8TH JUNE – Hash Fayre in the park has an amazing display of tshirts and other merchandise for sale and I wish I had brought a
selection from Brighton. Take coach to Ball Breaker run with
Lunch Box, Play Away, Crackers, Fergus and Basher from Essex Hash
and Robin & Pete from East Grinstead. It transpires that the
mysterious JC’s are thorn bushes so called because of the reflex
reaction – “Jesus Christ”!
Superb run at Kavalassos Dam with
half an hour down stream section. Pack splinters by third check
and finish in two and a quarter hours. Down Downs for Chris from
Westcombe
Park
three
times for
various sins
and
naming
“Microsoft”.
Daily Telegraph reporter here to survey Mad Dogs
and Englishmen Out in the Midday Sun gets stuck on block of ice
for a bare bum down down and further down down for a hasher
wearing a London Marathon t-shirt and the guy who carried a GPS.
At the party there was even more people than the night before,
all here to see the hash cabaret act and we were impressed by
turns from Oslo H3 (tits out for the lads!), a bunch of dogs who
rather wasted the excess luggage charge, the Desert Hashes
Saddam, (who the bleep is Saddam?) West Yorkshire’s Ilkley Moor
Ba’h’tat and best of all Surrey & Barnes Rocky Horror Show.

Back to Terry’s Bar (Meet Whorepaint (again), Humper, Marion &
Sue).
9TH JUNE – have to get up early for GM’s meeting and we hear a
presentation from Goa for 2002; you may have heard that the
Indians are a lazy bunch and ugly people and thats mostly true!
But even though Goa is the most westernised part of the subcontinent it will still take six years to organise! Durban,
Tasmania and Gold Coast gave presentations for 2000 and finally
the major presentations for 1998 from KL and Cairns. As Cairns
had run out of bribes by the time I got there I voted for KL with
80% of the rest of them fittingly for the Diamond celebration. I
was so excited I forgot about the free breakfast and got straight
onto the coach for the Pan Run, again from a dam but much hotter
than the previous day. At one point we found ourselves on the
pinnacle of a hill steep on all sides apart from where we came up
which left us quoting the never check down rule until someone
gave in and we dropped 1000 feet into water! I was first to take
the short cut route but encouraged to see so many people
following me and even some of the fast people turn back from
their run. The circle was brilliant with down downs in ten
seconds for a guy from Bermuda for claiming he was retiring from
hashing, a master joke teller from Oz and a peculiar local ritual
involving the transfer of a cloak and the chanting of “hashman”
to the bat man tune! Dinna Dinna Dinna Dinna, Dinna Dinna Dinna
Dinna – Hashman!
The final night of the party featured the down down competition
which looked like about a gallon and took the best two and a half
minutes before he gave up. Hooray Henry eventually came out of
retirement to show us a quick litre. We partied on until they
finally threw us out for the last time and ended up at Terry’s
bar literally until the police came and shut it down.
We avoided the hashing scene for the next few days as we
concentrated on just holidaying but met up with Steve & Julie
again at Paphos Airport for the flight home sharing quite a few
beers with our remaining dosh.
On the plane at two o’clock in
the morning Steve announced that it was his birthday and promptly
ordered a bottle of champers from the hostess with the mostess.
By now I was well on my way and having to work in the morning and
fulfil a promise to the friends of the Mole GM to introduce him
to BH7 that evening on the hash from Rottingdean, I ended up
going 42 hours without sleep – a new PB!
On On to Kuala Lumpur ’98.
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Beer loving Hashers leave behind £2m bonus
By Andis Petrou
LIMASSOL’s economy is £2m better off after the influx of 3100 Hash House Harriers
The members of the world-wide network of running
clubs were in the town for their biannual gathering Interhash 1996.
Runners they may be, but they didn’t leave behind
many athletic records. On the hcontrary, it appears that
their main form of exercise involved pulling the rings of
cans and the tops of bottle of (Keo) beer.
It is estimated the hashers consumed in excess of 34
cans of beer each at their official gatherings, in addition
to the hundreds of kegs they emptied in hotels, bars and
restaurants on their spare time.
Hashers are fun runners, who combine exercise with
partying. The club was formed in 1938 by a group of expatriates in Malaysia looking for relaxation. Nevertheless,
the social get-togethers that followed the runs soon
became as important as the exercise itself.
Interhash ’96 was no exception. Participants drank a
lot, they ate a lot and did a bit of running on the side.
Grand Master of Interhash ’96, John Jackson, explained that throughout Saturday and Sunday, 40 hashers,
dressed in bright white T-shirts with a picture of a

hare on them, led packs of hundreds of hashers in different
locations all over the town for a jog.
In the evening the runners would put away their running shoes and bring out their appetites for a fiesta at the
Limassol Municipal Gardens grounds, which included a
massive buffet of Cyprus culinary delights, hundreds of gallons of one of the local brews, rock music, comedy acts,
cabaret shows and lots else.
The Grand Master said that close to 600 groups of hashers from 85 countries came to Limassol for the weekend
gathering, while some extended their stay on the island,
combining the event with a summer holiday.
In Cypsruis there are six hash clubs with 175 members,
most of them being British military personnel.
Keo, which along with Cyprus Airways and the Hellenic
Bank sponsored the event, recorded an unprecedented
consumption of beer, according to Marketing Manager
George Christodoulou.
For the fiestas at the Municipakl Gardens and the running excursions only, Keo supplied the hashers with
40,000 litres or 120,000 cans of beer which is the equivalent of an average of 34 cans of beer per eprson.
Christodoulou added that some bars in the area registered between five and 10 times their normal sale of the
brew.

Also, the hotels in which the hashers stayed asked Keo
for an additional 50 to 100 kegs to their normal weekend
order. Despite the amount of drink consumed, there were
absolutely no problems reported.
One of the largest sporting events ever hosted by
Cyprus, Interhash ’96 started on Friday evening and ended
on Sunday at midnight. The next Interhash will take place
in 1998 in Kuala Lumpur.

THE PRICE OF SIN

THE DOWN DOWN SONG

(Tune- Glory Glory)

Here's to **** he's so blue,
He's a hasher through and through;
He's a bastard so they say,
And he'll never get to heaven in a long,
long, wayDrink it down, down, down etc etc

(Chorus)
Glory glory its the only way to go,
At the best it makes you dizzy
At the worst it makes you throw;
Some tuna rice or vodka
Always helps to make it flowIts the price you pay for sinning on the hash.

THE HASH HYMN
CHORUS:
Swing low, sweet charriot,
Cumming for to carry me homeSwing low, sweet charriot,
Cumming for to carry me home.

If you’re wearing poofy leggings,
Or your frightened of the rain;
Or perhaps you’ve never come before
But want to come again.
If you call on down a false trail
And then short cut down a lane,
You will end up with a down down on the hash..

VERSES:
I looked over Jordan, and what did I see?
Cumming for to carry me home,
A band of Angels is cumming after me,
Cumming for to carry me home,
If you get there, before I do,
Cumming for to carry me home,
Tell all your friends, I‘m cumming too,
Cumming for to carry me home.
REPEAT CHORUS, with words, in silence, with
actions only etc ad infinitum

That
Sing
Just
Sing

was a terrible song!
us another one,
like the other one,
us another one do...

A man on a farm in Moritz,
Once planted two acres of titz,
They came up in the fall,
Pink nipples and all,
Then he leisurely chewed them to bitz.

There was a young girl from Assizes,
Whose breasts were of two different sizes,
The left one was small,
Sweet nothing at all,
The right one was large and won prizes.

The kindly old Bishop of Birmingham,
Seduced the young girls when confirming 'em,
‘Midst roars of applause,
He'd lower their drawers,
And insert his episcopal worm in 'em.
It seems that all our perversions
Were known to the Medes and the Persians
But the French and the Yanks
Earn our undying thanks
For inventing some modernised versions.

I have climbed the Himalayas,
I have swam across the Nile.
I have rogered three hyenas
And I’ve fucked a crocodile;
But there’s one thing I would never do
For any amount of cashThats to fail to drink my down down on the hash

(Chorus)
If you get caught in new shoes
Or it seems you’re in a hurry,
Or else yuo stay behind the pack,
Co shiggy makes you worry;
If you then attend the ON ON
But refuse to eat the curryYou’ll be sure to get a down down on the hash..
(Chorus)
But most of all the sins are done,
By those who are the hare;
If you don’t put down enough checks
Or don’t use sufficient flour,
And worst if all the hashers
Don’t get back within an hour,
You deserve to get a down down on the hash..

LIMERICKSA young buck from Southern Halameter
Had an organ of tremendous diameter;
But it wasn't the size
That brought moans and cries,
‘Twas the rhythm - iambic pentameter.
There was a young man from Australia,
Who painted his arse like a dahlia,
The drawing was fine,
The color divine,
But the scent - Ah, that was a failure.
A young woman got married at Chester
Her mother kissed her and blessed her,
"This man that you’ve won
Should be just loads of fun,
Since tea he's had me and your sister."
Possessed by the devils of doom,
He made love to a ghost in a tomb.
He did it, they say,
In the regular way Under the sheets, I presume.
When Tom had a lady named Claire,
He was the first one to ever get there.
She said, “Copulation
Can result in gestation,
But I swear, now you’re there, I don’t care!”

There was a young man from Bengal,
Who had a rectangular ball;
The square of his date,
Plus his penis times eight,
Was two-fifths of five-eights of fuck-all.

There was a young fellow from Kent,
Whose tool was most horribly bent,
To save himself trouble,
He put it in doubleAnd instead of coming, he went.
There was a young lady of Trail,
Who offered her body for sale,
She was kind to the blind,
For on her behind,
Her prices were written in Braille.
The aged Archbishop of Joppa
Said, I think circumcision improper
If the organ is small,
But I don’t mind at all
About cutting a slice off a whopper
There was a young lady of Kew
Who said as the Curate withdrew,
‘The Vicar is slicker,
And quicker and thicker,
And two inches longer than you.’

