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NOSTALGIA CORNER 

 “The Funny French Weekend” 

As with a Hash one can only start at the beginning. BH7 had been making annual 

sorties to Monreuil since 1993. The following account covers recollections from the 

post 1999 period. 

Our MC Niel “Robbo” Robinson, perhaps better known as Greyhound and late of this 

Hash and now on a free transfer to Otter Valley Hash, Devon, had established a 

foothold in France back in the early 1990’s. Some might say it was a pied a terre 

which roughly translated means foot in the soil, quite appropriate for a dedicated 

Hasher like Robbo but we were to know it as Number 10. 
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It was a small house in the Rue Victor Dubourg, Montreuil-sur-Mer. After years of 

slavish effort getting it into a suitable shape to invite guests he and his wife Candy, 

took a chance of suggesting the Brighton Hash House Harriers might set a Hash 

over a weekend based around Number 10. So started the traditional away Hash in 

Montreuil held in the last week of September each year. This was to be known as the 

Funny French Weekend. One never knew where the emphasis was to be placed but 

it was very French and it was always very funny.  

The Invitation 

  

Number 10 
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Logistics 

I feel sure some will want to know about the logistics of getting the Hash over the 

channel. In order to satisfy those thirsting to know, the annotated map below shows 

that there are or rather were various options open. 

Possibly the most energetic was that adopted by Gabby who with Ian can be seen 

here about to make the return trip to Brighton via Boulogne on the 1999 weekend. 

Gabby seems to be travelling rather light. I think she has delegated the kit transfer to 

Ian. 

Bouncer has provided more details of the journey he made with Gabby, and Ian and 

Brenda Essex. Our ride to Newhaven and from Dieppe was very pleasant with the slight 

irritation of Ian being the more experienced cyclist literally sitting one inch behind my rear 

wheel protesting that's what they do in France on Le Tour and he was wise enough not to 

crash into me. Which of course failed to take into account my own nervousness at his 

proximity which distracted from the enjoyment of the ride. 

This being October 1999, Angel was in fact over 4 months pregnant with Crackerjack when 

we undertook the ride, so his first trip, albeit in utero! She'd been having a bit of trouble with 

her brakes on the outward journey, but the wet return to Dieppe on the Sunday was nothing 

short of bloody dangerous, knowing as we now know that she had a brake block missing, so 

extreme caution was taken on the downhills particularly. 

We made it home to Hove where we were living at the time, to be greeted by our landlady 

(incidentally the indomitable Alix from the Jog Shop) waving at said brake block under our 

noses, saying "is this something to do with you?". She'd found it on the doorstep soon after 

we set off and this being before mobile phones were common hadn't been able to 

communicate with us that we were missing an important part of our equipment!
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Some took the slow boat out from Newhaven and others the Dover ferry or the 

tunnel. 

But for sheer panache nothing could beat Mike and Maureen Morris who flew in 

courtesy of Mike and Elizabeth Woodroffe in their light aircraft from Shoreham to Le 

Touquet where they were collected by Robbo. 

 

The Hash outside the neighbour’s garage at Number 14 circa 2000 

 (Back Row)Tony, Bouncer, Mike, Don, Mike M, Bob,, Peter B, Steve, Chris, Caroline, Candy 

(Middle Row) Lin, Ann, Pat, Teresa, Wiggy 

(Front Row kneeling) (in pram Kieran) Gabby, Ellie, Dave Spreadsheet, Callum, Oliver, Callum, Niel ,Helen, 

Richard. 
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Number 14 Photo a la Google May 2019 sans Hash 

Accommodation 

As can be seen the turnout on these Hash weekends was big. My spreadsheets 

show 41 on the 2000 event and 44 in 2001. 

 

Number 14 
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Sometime after 1995 and having restored Number 10, Niel (Robbo /Greyhound –oh 

do keep up) purchased number 12 and commenced a similar restoration. Despite the 

additional increased accommodation afforded at Number 12 with about 10 staying 

there, the main body of Hashers were directed to stay at the Bellevue.  

Mein host or should that be mon hôte was the irreplaceable Monsieur Paul Eric 

DuPont supported (in more ways than one) by the lovely Sabine. 

It was evident that the Bellevue in terms of maintenance was in need of significant 

attention but in terms of welcome and enthusiasm, that extended by Eric and Sabine 

could not have be bettered. 

 

Number 12 

The ‘otel is no longer an 

‘otel but now converted to 

apartments (Google May 

2019) but it retails all its 

memorable features. 
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I have clear memories of visits when Tim (Dr Lurve) and I visited, accompanied by 

Julia and Sasha with Eric at his selectively attentive best. On seeing our young 

lovelies he gesticulated to Tim and me that our rooms were to be found in the main 

hotel. He pointed to a steep and narrow steep staircase and told we’d find Room 7 at 

the top. He then abandoned us and proceeded to give the girls his full attention 

carrying their bags and guiding them across the courtyard to a modern extension to 

the hotel which I am told was fully equipped. What sorts of equipment we will never 

know since neither Julia, Sasha nor Eric divulged. Save to say that he was away 

from the reception desk for a considerable time. 

Early on Eric loudly announced that he had just finished fermenting his ‘special’ 

Calvados and suggested it was now time for a tasting. Huge glasses were produced 

and filled to the brim. Sadly one hasher, no name, after several samplings and on an 

empty stomach became a little bit unwell and was forced to retire for a few hours. 

After his retirement he confirmed to Eric that it was the very best Calvados he had 

ever tasted. 

Somewhat disarmingly and on arrival, Eric would ask, what would we like to eat that 

evening adding with a Gallic gesture that we could have anything. Without giving us 

time to think and dither he then reeled off suggestions of rabbit, game, venison and 

champignons.  With an expected list of over 40 diners most of us found this a tad 

disconcerting with only hours to go before dinner.  However his offering, of what we 

might call in England “A stew”, sounded marvellous and we told him it sounded 

marvellous and off he went with the stub of a Gauloise hanging from his lips and 

away to the kitchen. 

As can be seen from the Invitation we were expected to arrive in Montreuil and find 

our way to Number 10 for a light lunch at around noon. 

This was yet another memorable time with large quantities of ham and cheese and 

quiches and baguettes with some decorative greenery and of course wine and beer. 
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Hashers arrived in a steady stream warmly welcomed by Neil and Candy and told to 

fight their way through the other guests to enjoy all that was on offer. 

Lunch over and free time to explore the town and this is a town with bucket loads of 

things to see and enjoy. It is the town which features in Victor Hugo’s novel “Les 

Misérables” and the character Jean Valjean, an ex-convict in 19th-century France 

who on release from prison creates a factory in the town and makes good. In more 

recent times Field Marshall Haig established his office and cocktail cabinet in 

Montreuil during 1914-18 war. A statue of him on his horse adorns the main square. 

During this time off-duty soldiers levelled and constructed a tennis court within the 

moat. The town’s history as a defensive citadel and all the military architecture of 

Vauban make it a joy to explore and it’s is a great place to set a Hash.  

 

  

 

 

 

1995 with Tim (Simon Brown hiding) 

Felicity and Eleanor. 

1996  Julia and Sasha exploring. 
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1996  Julia and Sasha with a little 

French tarte. 

1998 The Hash assembling at Number 

12 prior to the run. 

1999 En route to Montreuil and a  visit 

to the V2 Rocket launching site at 

Eperlecques 
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2001 or was it 2003. Hash assemblage outside Numbers 12 and 14. 

The 2000 Spreadsheet with 42 

attendees shown. 
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2001 and the big guns Peter and 

Steve exploring en route to Montreuil. 
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2001 . Gabby’s boys insist it wasn’t 

them who’d put Fairy Liquid in the 

town pond and fountain. 

(Left side)Rosemary, Ann, Helen, Callum, Tony, Bouncer, Gabby,  

(Right side Right to left) Maureen, Mike M, Mike, Chris, Pat, Rebecca and John. 

Spreadsheet relaxes as his 

duties have bene discharged, 

with Gabby and Bouncer. 

This year we dine at the 

Taverne de l’Ecu de France. 
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As can be seen from this aerial view, Montreuil is made for great Hash routes. The 

network of streets akin to a maze and the ramparts circling the town with historic 

entrance gateways into the citadel and links down to the river and woods all made 

for some great Hashes stimulating a thirst and an appetite. Most of the locals must 

have been fully convinced that we were all ‘Mad English’ running around and for 

some reason shouting ‘On On! 

After a wash and a brush up we regathered at whatever restaurant had been 

selected for the dinner. The demise of the Bellevue with all its quirkiness and of 

course Eric’s Gallic flair was a sad turn of affairs but we had no difficulties in finding 

new restaurants in this small town which boasted numerous such places. 

Sue enjoying a tête et tête. 

Wiggy as attentive as usual. 

Rue Victor DuBourg 
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Readers might ask “were there speeches” after the dinner? 

I feel sure I recall a vote of thanks to Neil and Candy for their hospitality over at least 

8 years but I’d have to say that the memory of any lengthy speeches is somewhat 

blurred save to say we all had a jolly good time. 

I will end with the traditional Hash good wishes of extending an ON ON to you all. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Rue Victor Dubourg, Montreuil-sur-Mer. 

The end. 


