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IndoNostalgia Run 51 – August 2016 
Bali, Indonesia, Barley, Hertfordshire 

 
Finally managed to get the pack together for a Group Photo, it’s easier to herd cats than Hashers. 

 

Although the 50th Run of the IndoNostalgia Hash had 
been held in Bali in June, just after Interhash, it was felt 
appropriate to hold a UK based celebration for those 
who were unable to make the trip to Bali, which is quite 
a long way to go for a hash run if you didn’t happen to 
be there already for Interhash. 
 
Over the years, we have sold several hundred T-Shirts 
and Sarongs and so had accumulated a small fund which 
needed to be spent. What better way than to piss it up 
the wall in celebration of 25 years of IndoNostalgia? 
And so, that’s what we did. 
 
Those who’d done the most runs paid the least but the 
event was heavily subsidised for everyone. 

 
As the regular Scribe, Jetstream, was one of the Hares, 
it would be bad form to write up his own run, so instead, 
those attending were requested to send in their views 
of the weekend. The result was chaotic as we could 
have predicted, so this Newsletter is a mix of genuine 
comments (in italics) and the Hare’s biased 
observations (not in italics) of his splendid trail. I   
delayed putting this epistle together until the final 
photos arrived from Hash Flash, Gorbechov, as opposed 
to those from Paparazzi and Anaconda, which had 
come months ago. 
 
Unfortunately, in the meantime we got a new hard 
drive for our PC and lost all our emails, including those 

http://www.inh3.co.uk/


from all the contributors for this report. So, enjoy the 
photographs and the little text that I managed to 
salvage! 
 

Friday 
 
Pheelthy Phrogg was the first to arrive at the Castle Inn, 
fresh from a pilgrimage to Nightjar’s old haunts in 
Eastbourne. He was soon joined by other early-birds 
and we adjourned to our reserved table upstairs. 
 
Food was ordered, beer was drunk and as it grew hotter 
in our upstairs room we moved into the garden to enjoy 
a typical Cambridge summer evening. 
 

Saturday’s Run 
 
After much to-ing and fro-ing and phone calls being 
made (where are you?) we all gathered at the rear 
entrance (fnaar) of Murray Edwards College to wait for 
the bus.  Froggy Parks had turned up an hour early to 
ensure he got a good seat (actually, his watch was still 
on Froggy Time!) only to find Gorilla, Chimp and 
Taxidermist had beaten him to it. 

 
 Can’t Be Arsed escorts Alice to the start 

The Hares had arranged with the owners of the village 
hall for the bus to drop everyone off at the car park 
opposite the church where the Richmond Coaches are 
kept. We waited and waited until it transpired that 
someone on the bus (no names, no pack drill, Gorilla) 
had spotted some Richmond Coaches in another car 
park and directed the bus there. 

Eventually everyone made the short walk down the 
road to the correct rendezvous. It then took another 
quarter of an hour to get them all to pose for a group 
photo. 

     
Czech Her Out listens intently to Jetstream’s instruction 
 

The trail set off up a sheltered path that I recognised as 
the route we would normally take as the in-trail when 
running from the Fox & Hounds. 

From the first check the ON was called by El Rave (I 
wasn’t going to be checking out when it’s Jungle Rules 
– too easy to get left behind!) and we headed over a 
nice meadow with a very friendly horse in it.  Down the 
hill went the pack and, foolishly, I followed as there 
was an ‘X’ at the bottom.  Hey Ho so it was across the 
cricket pitch and out into the wilds of Barley/Bali. 

 
A friendly horse, but why has Crabbo brought a bike? 

 
At this point, Bear, who had incorrectly worked out 
that we were going to the Woodman at 
Nuthampstead, set off on his own trail in that 
direction, followed closely by Spermwhale and 
Mashed Potato. Never to be seen again! I never did 
understand why Crabbo wheeled his bike round the 
trail when he could have put it on the coach. 



 
U-Bend, Froggy and Forget Me Not went black berrying 

instead of running 

As we ran across a harvested field Anaconda remarked 
that it was like the paddy fields in Bali – not as smelly, 
thought I.  Sadly there was another check back after 
this and the pack became completely confused (so – no 
change there then) as McJeckel-McHyde said he’d 
come from the other direction and there was definitely 
no flour down there.  Oh yes there was, just a short 
distance past where he’d given up. 

   

   
Are Only Me, Anaconda, Shamcock and Pheelthy 

Phrogg trying to fly or sing negro spirituals? 
  

Later, as I was flagging in the heat and the fact I’d r*n 
at least 3 miles, Kermit said there was a playing field 
nearby that would make an ideal spot for the circle.  
Sadly, this was not to be but – Deep Joy – the coach 
was spotted in the car park and we all gathered 
outside Barkway Village Hall for refreshments and a 
good circle. 

   
At last some FRBs, The Penguin and Balsack 

 
One of the highlights(?!) of the run was a check near a 
farm towards Nuthampstead. This was a back check 
and the first blob was just further than the FRBs had 
checked it out. The result was a disoriented throng of 
FRBs milling about for 20 minutes until some bright 
spark checked out a trifle further and found dust. 

 
At least the walkers are having fun shortcutting to 

Barkway Village Hall 
 
The Walkers and SCBs avoided this confusion and 
turned right towards Barkway where they arrived at 
the village hall just as the FRBs came running in.  



 
Walkers avoided the cunning check 

 
Gorilla had guessed correctly (or had he gleaned inside 
information from the bus driver?) and SCB’d straight to 
the hall. Having been led astray last time she visited 
Cambridge, Katarinetta Bella Tchi-Tchi wasn’t going 
to get lost with the Bear again and wisely stayed on 
the coach. 

Finding a couple of firkins of Black Light real ale, 
together with bread rolls, ham and cheese, was 
enough for the pack to forget the hard, hot, trail and 
start to relax. 

But what of the Bear? Apparently, he had reached the 
Woodman, together with his groupies, and realised 
that he’d cocked it up. Someone must have had a 
phone as he was able to determine the correct 
location of B and persuade a local at the pub to give 
him, Spermwhale, Mashed Potato and hounds, a lift 
to Barkway. This led to calls for a down-down for the 
Royal Whale later on in the circle. 

  
FRBs El Rave and Anaconda take a breather 

 
Paparazzi described it all more poetically: 
 
It was on a dry summer’s day 
The Hashers set off from Barley to Barkway. 
With the Hashers rounded up, and the young ones too. 
We sent off from Barley, but where to? 
 

     
Bastard had to rest whilst Lola has no problem walking 
  
B@stard dashed off, but then had to rest. 
He sat on a bench and adjusted his vest 
Then into a hedge for an unscheduled piss. 
He frightened a pheasant, which screeched and hissed. 
 

 
This sitting down thing is catching as Pheelthy Phrogg, 

While You’re Down There and Control Freak join in 
  
As the pack divided, into walkers and runners. 
Some took a short cut, and lost all the others. 
They went round in a circle and that solved the puzzle. 
So keep up with the others and stay in a huddle. 
  
Some feeling exhausted and nearing the end, 
They couldn’t help being children again. 
So they went on the zip line and had some fun, 
Then found the circle, cos it had begun. 
  



This is how I saw it and I’m guilty too. 
Thanks to the hares for a jolly good do.  
 

 
Generator relives her childhood on the zip line 

 
The Circle  
 

A serve yourself lunch preceded the Circle which 
provided more fun and games, as usual. 

 
Makan! 

 
The bits that Bastard can remember (and he was 
sober!): 
Froggy – pantomime horse (that’s one for future use!) 
Pheelthy Phrog – S&M Man – sadly cut short, I 
thought. 
Crabbo – got limericks going 
Jetstream – Sexual Life of a Camel 

They say that a picture says a thousand words, so in 
the absence of a scribe, we’ll rely on the Hash Flashes 
to re-tell what happened in the circle. 
 

 
Matching sarongs from their trip to Bali 

 

    
Hash Flashes and Master of Musique 

 

 
Another shaggy frog story 

 



 
Jockey mounted and ready for the off 

 

 
All went well until the first “fence” 

 

     
Newly Weds celebrate with a beer but Slipped In isn’t 

sufficiently impressed to follow their example with 
Lady Slipstream 

 
Control Freak decided that the Mismanagement 
needed some refreshing with their knowledge of Hash 
Hymns and presented them all with a copy of Rugby 
Songs. 

   
Benghazi carries the ‘Olympic’ torch              Virgin Chris 

 

 
With Daffodildo off in the desert, Doggie Style tries 

another position by humping a Froggy Camel 

 

 
Hashmaster Blowback gets serious for a minute 



  
It’s not every day that you come across a red balloon in 

the middle of the countryside. 

 

 
Evidence that the Scots and the French don’t 

understand each other’s accents 
 

    
Little Blow & Josie            U-Bend and Crabbo 

 

 
Anaconda and McJekyll/McHyde share a down-down 

 

   
Another tasteful song    Piss Pourer and New Assistant 

 

 
Spermwhale exhausted by his detour to Nuthampstead 



 

    
Lola, Wai-Wai and Alice – future harriettes 

 

    
Typical harriers, Finley and Orion prefer to be carried 

 

 
Hashmaster Blowback ponders his next move 

 

    
There once was a lady from …. And the Sexual Life of …. 

 

  
El Rave relaxes on the electric fence and Froggy waits 

for him to explode 

 
All in all a very satisfactory day, assisted by a couple of 
firkins of Black Light Bitter and plenty of offers to 
contribute a joke, sketch or song in the circle 

 

 
At long last! It’s time for Swing Low and we can all go 

home and get ready for this evening. 
 

 



Saturday Evening 
 
After the coach dropped everyone back to Cambridge, 
it was off for a quick change and, for WYDT and 
Debonaire, a G&T prior to the dinner in The Fellows’ 
Rooms at Murray Edwards College. 
 
Pre-dinner drinks were served to the dulcet tones of the 
Cambridge University Gamelan Orchestra. As it was the 
summer vacation the students had all deserted 
Cambridge but their orchestral director kindly did the 
honours with a trio of instruments. Enough to give an 
atmosphere without deafening everyone.  
 

 
Dulcet tones from the Gamelan trio 

 
Amazingly everyone had made an effort and dressed up 
for the evening, not necessarily in authentic Indonesian 
attire but at least something approaching it.  
 
Generator wrote a bit which should have gone in here 
but it got lost in cyberspace. 
 
The bar staff had ignored the instructions that drinks 
were on the hash, except for spirits, and the first to 
arrive were able to continue downing G&Ts before it 
was noticed and the error rectified. 
 
Unfortunately the Bear, Spermwhale and Mashed 
Potato were unable to join us for dinner, being totally 
knackered after their excursion to Nuthamstead in the 
afternoon. So much for trying to short cut an A to B run. 
Such is life! 

 

 
Forget Me Not, Slapper and Slaphead 

 

 
McJekyll/McHyde and Bob, looking more like 

Debonaire in her finery. 
 

 
Klinger and Klingon 



 
While You’re Down There 

 

 
The Penguin, Mad Monk and Shamcock 

 

 
It’ll Come Off, Bastard and Gorilla 

 
Paparazzi and Unmentionable 

 
Dinner was served, with satay ayam to start with, 
followed by a beef rendang, which was exceedingly 
authentic despite the fact that the chef had never made 
it before. Plenty of wine to wash it down and pisang 
goreng to finish with. 
 

 
How civilised! 

 

 
Very formal Indonesian attire 

 



Pugwash took charge of a very special bottle of single 
malt whisky but didn’t share it with your scribe so 
further comment is not possible. 
 

 
Pugwash brought his own supplies 

 

 
Gorbechov & Mudflaps introduce Lola and Finley to the 

delights of IndoNostalgia 
 
With so many IndoNostalgia farts present it would have 
been churlish not to ask some of them for a five minute 
contribution to the proceedings with a few reminisces 
from the past 25 years. Jetstream kicked off, followed 
by Froggy, and then Blowback. The speeches were 
rounded off by The Penguin.  
 
As this was accompanied by a large number of bottles 
of college port, what was said will remain a mystery! At 
some point the tone was lowered by a rendering of “The 

Woodpecker’s Hole”, no doubt Pheelthy Phrogg had 
something to do with this. 
  

 
Hash Master Blowback reminisces 

 

 
Froggy entertains 

 

”I put my finger in the woodpecker’s hole” lowers the 
tone of the evening, thanks to the Pheelthy Phrogg and 

other miscreants. 

 
Sunday 
 
Anyone who had any energy left had the option of 
joining the Cambridge Hash, which just happened to 
be in the City. Rather than comment on this event, you 
are invited to read the run report on the Cambridge 
Hash Webshite http://herald.toedsh3-
admin.com/Resource/pdfwriteups/Run1978.pdf 

http://herald.toedsh3-admin.com/Resource/pdfwriteups/Run1978.pdf
http://herald.toedsh3-admin.com/Resource/pdfwriteups/Run1978.pdf


     
Confused, Klinger looking lost whilst Gorilla takes it 

easy, Pheelthy Phrogg and Toed Bedsores strugglel to 
understand the pub crawl instructions 

 

 
A well earned beer after a hard weekend 

 

 
Winner of the pub crawl, the only one who understood 

the “rules” and didn’t cheat 
 

Monday 
 
The programme didn’t end with the weekend as it was 
a Bank Holiday Monday and Ooh La La had kindly 
offered to lead a walking tour around the city. The 
prospect of being able to speak French to a native 

speaker (rather than a Scotsman) persuaded Ballsack 
and Katarinetta Bella Tchi-Tchi to make the short walk 
from the Arundle Hotel to Quayside where they were 
joined by Jetstream, Unmentionable, Control Freak, 
Forget Me Not and The Penguin for a very informative 
tour of the town centre.  
 

 
A very informative Ooh La La  

 

 
The group admire Cambridge architecture   

 

 
Control Freak and The Penguin enjoy a pint at the 

Eagle after a cultural tour of Cambridge 
 

And that’s that! On-On to the next 25 years of 
IndoNostalgia! 
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