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IndoNostalgia Run 43 – May 2013
Serignan
The fun started even before we arrived, in order
to ensure that they got to Serignan in good time,
Spermwhale and Mashed Potato had booked a
flight from Gatwick rather than Luton, the
airport a few miles away from them. This meant
an overnight stay at a Premier Inn in order to
catch a sparrow’s fart flight in the morning. Not
a problem until the fire alarm went off in the
middle of the night and the sight of a naked
Spermwhale wallowing down the corridor
provoked demands for compensation from the
other guests.
Is that Spermwhale letting the side down … again?

A very civilised evening before the hash started
The weekend started with a very civilised meal
with The Penguin and Pugwash acting a wine
waiters, on the basis of one for you, one for me!
They’re not stupid.

Lady Slipstream, Debonaire, The Penguin and Slipped In

Whilst most of us had booked rooms at the
venue, Bear and friends (he has some?) had
chosen Bella Casa, a cosy little B&B with an

excellent restaurant. A tight fisted Bastard
camped out in Debonaire’s spare room. Tampon
and Mme Durex chose to stay at the Nudist
Camp Site, much to the embarrassment of
Lipstick who is getting tired of seeing it all hang
out.

The less athetic and much more sensible, which
possibly made up the majority of the pack, just
walked along the beach path hoping (in vain) for
a beer stop.

Saturday’s run started at the Motel where
transport was arranged to take us to “A”. Some
random hashers appeared who also live in
Seringnan but were too busy shopping to join us,
or was it when I told them how much they’d
have to pay for the pleasure of our Company?
“A” turned out to be at the seaside, which was
nice despite the howling gale and we all lined up
for a group picture. Several were taken and for
some reason they had a different group of exiles
each time.

Bugger, we’ve gone 500 metres and still no beer stop

Because of the recent heavy rain the Hares had
been unable to lay the trail that they’d planned
as it was under water, that was their excuse,
nothing to do with Bastard’s hang-over (which
lasted for the whole weekend). So, we hit the
beach again.

Group photo, from left to right … who cares?

After a beer or two, we set off on trail. With the
sea on one side and shops on the other, options
were limited, but we still managed to get
confused as we followed flour along the
promenade and on to the beach. There were
actually several runners who kept the pack on
track, and not all were over 50!

Debonaire, Pugwash, Mme Durex, Spermwhale and
Mashed Potato – spot the beached Whale(s)!

We all ran along the sand until we reached a
small estuary. Not a problem for the FRBs who
simply paddled across with water hardly
reaching the tops of their toes.

Blowback and Lipstick show how it should be done

FRBs hardly got their feet wet
Spermwhale, I think that you’re doing it wrong

But it was a different matter for the SCBs who
tried to shave a few feet off the trail by crossing
slightly further inland.

Mash Potato’s prayers are answered as Froggy,
otherwise known as Saint Christopher, rescued her
Bastard gives the Bear a helping hand while Pugwash
drowns in the background

But what happened to Klinger? Bringing up the
rear he showed everyone how it should be done.

Those who had made it safely over the estuary
then watched with great amusement at the
antics of Spermwhale as he attempted to carry
Mashed Potato over.

Whatever will Spermwhale do next?

Klinger. otherwise known as Jesus, proving that he
can still walk on water

From here it was a short run/walk to “B” where
the car was waiting with beer and other
refreshments, but was it? No! The car was there
but no driver or keys to unlock the boot or the
beer supply. A quick call to the driver revealed
that he had taken his wife shopping and
wouldn’t be back for half an hour.
Plans to hold the circle quickly evaporated as
the breeze freshened up and any communication
became impossible as the wind blew every sound
away. So it was time for plan B. Being a hash
there obviously wasn’t a plan B so even more
confusion followed. Wait for the driver to return
and ferry the waiting pack back to the motel, in
groups of 4, or fuck it and run back.

Soon we were all back at the ranch and as both
beer and snacks had also arrived, we were able
to start the circle. Mismanagement for the
weekend was elected, Blowback as Hashmaster,
Tampon still RA and At The Loo as Master of
Musique being the main players. Blowback also
offered to be the scribe for the weekend, but
we’re still awaiting his report!
With many IndoNostalgia virgins joining us there
was no shortage of down-downs. Sadist had
invited the livelier members of the Riviera hash,
and we were pleased to welcome Padre,
Wetspot and I Like Your Boobs. Now that
they’ve tasted the joys of IndoNostalgia
hopefully we’ll see them again. Captain
Knockers from Oz also joined us on her tour of
Europe and One Night Wonder was enticed to
come along by MeMe.

Blowback gets the circle started

One advantage of “running” back was that we
passed a wine tasting shack and the owner
enticed me in to sample this year’s vintages.
“Tidak ada uang” I said, which he translated
into “Je n’ai pas d’argent”, but still insisted on
pouring another glass. Fortunately, Blowback
and Little Blow were close behind and
purchased a bottle, which eased my conscience
slightly.

IndoNostalgia virgins, I Like Your Boobs and Padre

UCT may not be a virgin but Wetspot definitely is

Elle T-shirt and Icepyke relax having sold all their
olive oil

Whilst Crabbo kept a low profile, UCT certainly
didn’t, campaigning for equal rights for
Harriettes or some such nonsense. The rest of
the circle became a bit of a blur due to the vast
quantity of beer consumed.

With the departure of Spermwhale the rest of
us got on with the weekend. The Sunday hangover run started at the Motel, and after a bit of
tooing and frowing round the supermarket,
eventually crossed the road and headed for the
countryside, Unlike England, there are no
footpaths in this part of frogland and so we ran
down farm tracks towards the coast and then
ran back again along a parallel track.
Bear and Sadist enjoy a down-down

Sunday dawned and we had to say goodbye to
Spermwhale and Mashed Potato. Their trip out
had obviously not been sufficiently eventful so
they left early to catch the bus to Beziers. Very
conveniently the bus stop was just outside the
motel but they decided to catch it from the
town centre, just in case it didn’t stop.
So, after studying the timetable they waited
patiently for the bus. Unfortunately, they were
unaware that due to the village festa, the bus
had been diverted and avoided both the square
and our luckless SW, leaving him stranded (like
a beached whale?). So a taxi was called and at
great expense, got them to Beziers in time to
catch the train to Montpellier. The trip had
taken its’ toll on SW who promptly fell asleep
and almost missed the stop when it reached
Montpellier. Apart from a little argument over
excess baggage the rest of the flight home went
according to plan and they arrived home suitably
refreshed!

As usual the Sunday circle was rather subdued
and the lure of some excellent cheese and
French sticks was sufficient to call proceedings
to a close.

Cheese?

A pleasant meal at the Casa Bella rounded off a
very enjoyable and happy weekend.

Is this the same drunken crowd as yesterday?

At The Loo and Ballsack – must be a feelthy frog song

Many thanks to Debonaire and Bastard for
haring the runs and especially to Debonaire who
did all the organising. … and not forgetting the
scribe, Blowback?

