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FRB  AND  HASHING:  
APOLOGIA PRO VITA 

SUA 
The recent emergence of 

Scud’s letter to Napoleon from 
1997 prompts me to put my 
links with hashing before you. 
Like many in the UK I 
discovered hashing as an 
expatriate, in my case in Sri 
Lanka working on the Victoria 
Dam, in February 1982. The 
area around Kandy is hilly; 
when we held joint runs with 
the hash from Colombo, which 
is flat, we proved a good deal 
fitter, with the packs well 
separated. As a schoolboy/
National Serviceman/
undergraduate I had played 
rugby as a wing-threequarter, 
and had been reasonably fast, 
but quite unable to run 
distances, so I was surprised to 
be able to keep up with the 
front runners. They were all 
younger than I: an irreverent 
child shouted “Old man!” at 
me as I went through his 

 

village. (I was then 45……) 
Back in England I ran for a 

year with the London hash 
(1984-85), Monday evenings at 
5 pm meeting at Tube stations; 
but I came to hanker for open 
countryside and scenery; parks 
are all very well, and the 
atmosphere was convivial, but 
Surrey proved much more 
attractive, and I started in 
January 1986. I should add that 
the Victorians when back from 
Sri Lanka did set up twice-
yearly weekends dedicated to 
hashing, and I am often with 
them; they are still active, but 
few can now run, so they go 
round on bicycles (“bashing”). 

So by now I have completed 
a total of over 1600 trails, and 
been hare 100 times, though I 
doubt whether I shall lay many 
more. (With Surrey, about 
1475, 83 as hare). It took me 10 
years to be elected to the 

committee of SH3, where most 
newcomers wait only 2 or 3, 
assumably because of personality 
clashes; Scud’s letter is a case in 
point. I thought he made a first-
class GM, imaginative and 
inventive. Doubtless others had 
shared his doubts about me. 

I enjoy a drink as much as the 
next man, so why am I never in 
the pub? Allow me to describe my 
courtship. I met the girl whom I 
would marry 2 years later, at a 
student work camp in the south of 
France; individual relationships 
were not part of the ethos, so she 
was surprised to start getting 
letters from me. After 12 months 
of correspondence we met once 
more in a French village, she with 
her best friend in a house, I 
elsewhere in digs. We were never 
really alone together, but she 
accepted my offer of marriage. 
Then another year of writing 
letters, she in France, I in 

England, and we were married. 
When we left for Africa we had 
to burn 6.5 Kg of our 
correspondence. As you see, not 
a conventional approach to a 
wedding, but entirely successful: 
next year, the virus permitting, 
we shall celebrate 60 years 
together. So this is my highest 
priority; and on Sunday 
afternoons we go out, to Kew, or 
the V&A, or Tate Britain, or a 
stately home. If Sunday 
mornings are mine, for hashing 
– and she values the benefit to 
my health -  the afternoons must 
be shared. If the GM is slow to 
call the Circle, I don’t even stay 
for that, though we both value 
its centrality to the hash. 

As Scribe, I seem to be a 
permanent part of your 
Committee, but I have held other 
roles. 20 years ago the Joint 
Masters were expected to hash 
separately, one ensuring checks 
were solved, the other sweeping 
up stragglers; we also organised 
social events, yes, even I. As RA 

COVID-19 Hash 

I would have been embarrassed 
to use pencil and paper; the 
deeds of sinners and saints had 
to be recounted from memory. 
My aim each week was some 6 
or 7 called in for a down-down. 
And then for a while I edited 
this newsletter, with my 
rudimentary skills at a 
computer developed by Piercy. 
Now others more expert than I 
do the publishing; I just write 
reports. They are always ready 
by 8 am the day after the trail. 
Over the years the committee 
has gone from 4 or 5 members 
to the current dozen; this has 
been a healthy development, 
enhancing hash solidarity and 
ensuring no one is 
overburdened. I rather enjoy 
writing up the minutes of 
committee meetings. Well, I 
enjoy everything about the 
hash. 
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COVID-19 Hash 
Colour Supplement  

Virgin! 

Addendum  
 

Apology accepted! 
The GM’s Quiz was both 

entertaining and interesting.  
It seems that we know/care 
more about the foibles of our 
fellow hashers and general 
tittle-tattle than pubs or 
general knowledge. I got 
19/23 (my previous best was 
5) and I wasn’t alone. We 
look forward with bated 
breath to Uncle Gerry’s 
birthday offering next time. 

 

The Society of 
Homeopaths has published 

advice on COVID-19. 
Fortunately, they repeat all of 
the government guidelines, 
washing hands, social 
isolation et al. For the 
treatment of the symptoms 
they recommend Gelsemium 
and Briony (plant) extracts in 
30c dilution in water. This is 
1060 (1 followed by 60 zeros) 
and even if one drank a 
million times the mass of the 
planet Jupiter, of the stuff, 
you’d still have almost zero 
chance of getting a single 
molecule of the “active” 
ingredient! 

The Intelligent Design of 
the Human Body (2). Our 
spines are a mess. It’s a 
wonder we can even walk. 
When our ancestors walked 
on all fours, their spines were 
arched, like a bow, to 
withstand the weight of the 
organs suspended below. But 

then we stood up and that 
threw the system out of whack 
by 90 degrees, and the spine 
was forced to become a 
column. Next, to allow for 
bipedalism, it curved forward 
at the lower back. And to keep 
the head in balance (so that we 
didn’t all walk around as if 
doing the limbo) the upper 
spine curved in the opposite 
direction. This change put 
tremendous pressure on the 
lower vertebrae, sticking about 
80 per cent of adults, 
according to one estimate, with 
lower back pain. The solution 
would be to go back to the 
arch. Consider dogs, from the 
sacrum to the neck, it’s a 
single bow curve. That’s a 
great system. It’s simple, 
strong and pain-free. There’s 
only one catch: to keep the 
weight of our heads from 
pitching us forward, we’d need 
to return to walking on all 
fours. I think Raffles has got 
this one right. 

And, finally, Groans Corner: 
A man walks into a bank, 

“Oof!” 
I went to the zoo the other 

day. There was only a dog in 
it. It was a shihtzu. 

”Doc, I can't stop singing The 
Green, Green Grass of Home.” 
He said: “That sounds like 
Tom Jones syndrome.” “Is it 
common?” I asked. “It's not 
unusual” he replied. 
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Dregs 

A blast from the past 

Egyptian goslings 

Natterjack 


