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THE HASH AS A 
MICROCOSM OF 
HUMAN FUTURE 

Socialists have it easy while 
they decry the many horrors of 
the capitalist system, but have 
failed most miserably when 
tasked with making a success of 
any alternative. Leaving 
apparatchiks to control a society 
has been a disaster: Lenin had 
hoped to see “the state” wither 
away, but in reality party 
bureaucrats never had any 
intention of ceding control to 
their citizens. 

So the millionaires have won? 
Certainly they have the power, 
whether overtly, as in Russia, 
Europe, the US, or behind a 
party: China, India. But that 
means the climate emergency 
plunges the world into collapse: 
capitalism depends on growth, 
recovery requires decline. It is 
not in political or economic 
terms that we have any future, 
but personal, human terms. 

And this is where the hash 
comes in. I have recently 

 

emphasised how unusual a sport 
ours is, in that our runs are not 
competitive: now it is usually 
assumed that people are 
competitive by nature (nature is 
itself famously described as “red 
in tooth and claw”). Each person 
– though this is usually more 
obvious in men – is expected to 
put himself forward and first; 
gratifying Number One is the 
basic code. The pleasure 
principle, which rules our 
behaviour. Or so we are told. 

In reality nothing works like 
that. Further and further 
accumulation of wealth makes no 
one happier (oh up to a certain 
point, of course: I am not 
preaching holy poverty here, 
squalor and penury have no place 
in human society.) Drinking wine 
and making love are exquisite 
pleasures, but allow either to 
dominate your behaviour and you 
cease to be fully human. 2500 
years ago the Greeks already 

knew this, saying “Nothing in 
excess”. Happiness is found in 
relationships with others, with 
being useful, with contributing to 
the needs of others. 

As in hashing. And each hasher 
contributes differently, individually. 
Every one of you, without 
exception, should lay a trail, but 
some have more time or more talent 
for this purpose; only some can be 
front runners, though all should 
make some contribution to the 
checks; each of you has a different 
sense of humour, but all should be 
alive and alert at the Circle. There 
is a structure of authority, but it is 
very relaxed and informal: courtesy 
and good humour link officials to 
ordinary members. New arrivals 
need warmth and attention; a long 
absence by established hashers 
should be followed up, investigated. 
Personality clashes are inevitable, 
but should be resolved by going 
separate ways, not by overt 
hostility. Front runners need to 

collaborate intelligently and 
coherently at the checks. Well, 
you see my point: virtually 
everything in this paragraph 
may be transposed to the 
outside, greater world of human 
society, which is not a place 
where every man is for himself, 
or rather should not be. 

Which brings me to politics. 
(You have had very little of that 
from me in these lockdown 
essays!) Believers in democracy 
have a problem with populism, 
which is after all notionally the 
voice of the people. Yes, but 
populist leaders invariably – oh, 
any leader, Hitler, Mussolini, 
Trump, Modi, Orban, Bolsonaro 
– set out to put “Us” against 
“Them”, which was equally an 
unpleasant feature of the Brexit 
debate. The silliest thing our last 
Prime Minister said was that a 
citizen of the world is a citizen 
of nowhere: our loyalty is to the 
entire human race, not to any 
sub-group of that race. The hash 
welcomes all who show up, 
from whichever country or 
culture; an encouraging aspect 

COVID-19 Hash 

of the Black Lives Matter 
campaign is its international 
nature. Just as “Putting 
Number One First” is a recipe 
for misery, so any culture 
based on pitting insiders 
against outsiders is doomed to 
diminution and the second-
rate. 

The open, lightly-structured 
nature of the hash also brings 
me to the once-prized virtue of 
humility. It occurred to me 
recently that our Prime 
Minister has never been known 
to apologise unreservedly for 
anything: but then I realised 
that in fact no politician ever 
does. Well, if you can think of 
an example let me know. Even 
in their memoirs they set out to 
justify their every action. 
Retired Grand Masters are 
much more ready to admit 
inadequacies and errors….. 
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Addendum 
 
Was that the game of 

charades from hell or what? I 
almost felt sorry (well, not 
really) for Uncle Gerry who 
“performed” the last song title. 
He seemed to achieve “silent 
gibbering”! Naturally, some 
license was taken with the 
Riské Song Titles, one of mine 
being “Don’t Let the Son Go 
Down on Me”! “The Saddo of 
the day prize” must go to Bods 
for actually knowing all of the 
songs. 

Of course, Charades 
performed in a room has the 
powerful advantage (as the 
punters are shouting severally 
and variously) that the 
performer can point to the one 
who says the correct word. At 
least Petal interjected 
appropriately, when the word 
was said and passed over. 

  
A catholic priest, a 
protestant minister and a 

Jewish rabbi were gambling 
when a patrol officer bursts 
in. He asks the priest “Father, 
were you gambling?” The 
priest mumbles under his 
breath “Holy Mary Mother of 
God, forgive me.” “No, I 
wasn’t gambling!” He then 
asks the minister who 
mumbles “Sweet Jesus, 

forgive me.” “No, I wasn’t 
gambling!” “Rabbi, were you 
gambling?” The Rabbi replies 
“With whom?” 

  

An elderly widow who is also 
a rich patron is being shown 
around a New York hospital 
by the Chief Surgeon. It has 
been arranged that she meets 
a few patients. Predictably (!) 
they go to the wrong floor. 
They enter a room to see a guy 
lying back on the bed 
masturbating, vigorously. 
“I’m sorry you had to see that, 
but this patient has a 
condition whereby his testicles 
manufacture too much sperm 
and if he doesn’t masturbate 
at least three times a day he 
will suffer a rupture. Not 
having learned the lesson, 
they go into the next room. 
There is a guy lying back on 
the bed with a nurse 
performing oral sex [I can’t 
remember if it was vigorous or 
not! MB] “My God, how do 
you justify that?” “Well, he 
has the same condition as the 
previous patient, but he has a 
much better health care 
plan!” 

 

I gave my wife an orgasm, 
but she spat it back in my 
face! 

 
On On!   Master Bates 

Dregs 

Blast from the Past 

This little fella with the cute purple 
eyes, is a Ruffe or Pope and it’s a 
member of the Perch family
(Percidae) . Most of our freshwater 
fish are Carp family (Cyprinidae) 

During the English Reformation, 
this poor animal was persecuted, 
because of it’s latter name. They 
would have a cork pushed onto 
their prickly dorsal  fin so that they 
couldn’t dive and then starve. 


