


Fri 25th Sep : Scrumpy & Seal-oloquies

"I've been working from home a lot recently - I may be a little excited"
So began the Hash Weekend, with a very lively Mr Bellamy in the back seat of the Sooper-mobile 
as we raced westwards along the M40, eager to get to the campsite early for a few sundowners 
before the evening meal at The Talbot. 

A combination of pile-ups on the M40 and an interesting detour in Gloucester for the Argentina v 
Georgia Rugby World Cup game soon put paid to that plan, though it did give us plenty of time to 
reflect on other weighty matters, such as new words which should be part of the English language

Reinventing the dictionary

*Marcolepsy - derived from ‘narcolepsy’: sleep-
inducement at the sound of a certain Mr Bellamy's 
voice
*Toytitis - a branch of the Trotskyites who lean to 
the very hard-left....or a certain idiotic car in front of 
us which kept veering into the grass verge, hard left, 
at every opportunity
*Golden Hen Grenade - what happens when a 4-
pack of beer is dropped on the floor in Tescos [note - 
not to be confused with 'Golden Shower']

Back to the Campsite

Traditional and historic English names tripped off the tongue as we approached Ledbury; Corse 
(the site of a Chartist settlement in 1848),  Maisemore (founded in the 1200's), and Redmarley 
d’Abitôt....where the heck did that come from?!

Mick would have been happy with the French connection, but he was still in marginally grumpy 
mood following a bad journey down. Oh, that and a slight mishap upon arrival at the campside 
when, whilst approaching from the wrong direction he'd been forced to ‘widen the verges’ in his 
camper van - a case of double Toytitis, leaning both to the hard left and the hard right?

The pods were still as snug as they 
were last year. In fact, the pods were 
just sheds, albeit with nicely-sloping 
roofs, a small radiator and decent 
carpeting. Minimalists would be in 
heaven. 

Mark had forgotten his pillow. 

That made for two grumpy blokes.



Roger's seal-oloquy
All was going smoothly down at the Talbot Hotel 
for the evening meal; everybody was present, 
everybody was seated, and Audrey had printed off 
everybody's menu choices to guard against 
'aberrant memories’. Of course, she couldn’t 
foresee that some hashers would then stick them 
to their foreheads or their wine glasses, 
destroying anything legible in the process (Alan, 
Sooper…mentioning no names….)

When invited to speak 'inter-course' (i.e. between 
starters and mains), Roger proceeded to get very excited. In fact, I think it was the word 
'intercourse' which set him off, and subsequently condemned Jess to a blanket-less room in the 
bunk house, a good 100m away from Mummy & Daddy's private sleeping quarters……just saying.

But let’s not dwell on that 
image....please let's not - back at the 
meal, Roger proceeded to toast 
my...ahem...xxth birthday, but rather 
than sticking with a traditional rendition 
of Happy (or Hashy) Birthday, 
proceeded to soliloquise about my 
‘coming into this world as a mini 2lb 
pup, being fed seal milk to bulk me up ‘ 
and ‘look at me now’....etc. Needless to 
say the debate between the merits of 
the beer-battered fish n chips and the 
combo platter took precedence, and 
not for the first time, the sound of the 
GM was overwhelmed by the Sound of 
Not-So Silence. 

Illegal immigrants in Ledbury
After the meal, everybody was busy trying to 
cadge a lift back to the campsite (or those of us 
not posh enough to be staying in town). It seemed 
that memories of last year's crow stuck in the 
memory, last seen stumbling across the road, 
exhausted after it’s epic voyage [ed note - last 
year Roger promised the Hash that it was only 1 
mile from the campsite to Ledbury town centre ‘as 
the crow flies’]

Now we had seen plently of foreign fruit pickers in 
and around Ledbury, but imagine Mike’s surprise 
when one of them jumped out of his boot! He 
introduce himself as ‘Marski’, speaking quickly and 
in broken English. 

Upon closer inspection though, it turned out to be 
Mr.Bellamy, who had hopped in there wanting to 
save his legs for tomorrow’s Treasure Hunt. 
Maybe Mike should have left him there…..?  



Hashalator (on tour) 
The Talbot Arms                                                                            Total 65%

Hummery: Attractive on the outside, atmospheric on the inside, and 
decent beers on the side. Restaurant food & prices, so not the perfect 
hash pub in that respect….but not bad at all eh?!

Beer 8: Butty Bach (£3.40) was delightful, and they seemed to be whizzing through the barrels with 
a very active front bar so it was in tip-top condition. 'Henry's' and 'Dirty Rugger' seemed marginally 
less popular, but probably because the crafty locals were holding back on the latter as it was soon 
to be in a 4-pint pitcher for £8 promotion for the England v Wales rugby match.

Non beer 6: 2 cokes, albeit with swizzle sticks were £4, so the outlook wasn’t great for STD’s…
though I didn’t see anybody disgracing themselves by partaking of them in public.

Chips 5: £3,00 a portion, large floury, microwaved. Mind you, we weren't in a pub, we were in a 
hotel and we were well outside of our 10 mile comfort zone where the name of HWH strikes delight 
into the hearts of publicans. 

Hashmosphere 7: Black-timbered Tudor-type beams framed an attractive exterior off a busy side-
street. The bar itself was quite small and harshly-lit, but a 3-sided bar counter offered plenty of 
perching and serving space. Sooper's renowned charm did not hold sway with the Italian (?) 
landlady...the 1st time ever apparently - tough cookie 


