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IndoNostalgia Run 58 – September 2021
Tom Brown’s Schooldays hare-and-hounds run revisited.
The Hare, Konkorde, had been planning this
weekend for several years but various events,
including the onset of Covid-19, delayed
implementation until 2021. As a tribute to the
report of the Hare and Hounds run from Rugby
School, written by Thomas Hughes, an old boy of
the school, (not the Headmaster, Thomas Arnold,
despite what Konkorde says) many years ago.
The original run description is reproduced here in
italics and today’s version in normal upright
script.

Friday
The only incident worth recording here, however,
was Tom’s first run at hare-and-hounds. On the
last Tuesday but one of the half-year he was
passing through the hall after dinner, when he
was halted with shouts from Tadpole and several
other fags seated at one of the long tables, the
chorus of which was, “Come and help us tear up
scent.”
Tom approached the table in obedience to the
mysterious summons, always ready to help, and
found the party engaged in tearing up old
newspapers, copy-books, and magazines, into
small pieces, with which they were filling four
large canvas bags.
“It’s the turn of our house to find scent for bigside hare-and-hounds.” Exclaimed Tadpole. “Tear
away, there’s no time to lose before calling-over.”

Needless to say, both are works of fiction!

The Hares, Konkorde and The Penguin, were
joined by Tadpole’s descendants, Pheelthy
Phrogg, Froggy and Kermit. They met the rest of
the pack at the Red Lion in Hillmorton, but rather
than tearing up paper to provide the “scent”, the
Hares had simply popped into Tesco and

purchased a couple of bags of the cheapest flour,
thus allowing more time for drinking before
“calling-over” or last orders.
I think it’s a great shame,” said another small
boy, “to have such a hard run on the last day.”
Despite having come from many miles away, for
the assembled exiles it was more than a shame
and nobody was particularly interested in a “hard
run”, especially Pheelthy Phrogg, who hasn’t
even run for a bus since 1965!

“Well, I’m going to have a try,” said Tadpole; “it’s
the last run of the half, and if a fellow gets in at
the end big-side stands ale and bread and cheese
and a bowl of punch; and The Cock’s such a
famous place for ale.”
“I should like to try too,” said Tom.
The idea of reaching The Cock also appealed to
the pack of exiles, at least until they discovered it
was in Dunchurch, a good nine miles away. Alas,
whilst the Dun Cow, The Boat, Black Horse Inn
amd the Green Man are still functioning pubs in
Dunchurch, the infamous Cock has long since
shut down and the nearest pub with that name is
in Kettering, some 27 miles away!
“Well, then, leave your waistcoat behind, and
listen at the door after calling-over, and you’ll
hear where the meet is.”
After calling-over, sure enough there were two
boys at the door, calling out, “Big-side hare-andhounds meet at White Hall.”

Where’s the bus? asks Pheelthy Phrogg
“Which run is it?” said Tadpole.
“Oh, the Barby run, I hear” answered the other,
“nine miles at least, and hard ground; no chance
of getting in at the finish, unless you’re a firstrate scud.”
“So would I” rejoined Ferrari Ferret, who rather
liked the idea of being classed as a first-rate scud
(short for Scuderia Ferrari no doubt?). Having
appointed Only Me to look after Piper, he and
Perfect Lay were free to join the FRBs. HM
Blowback, pointed out that this was actually run
lima puluh delapan of the IndoNostalgia Hash
and it certainly wouldn’t be nine miles today.

Did the Hares mean Whitehall Recreation
Ground, or, horrors of horrors, Whitehall
Skatepark? Thankfully no. as they announced
that the run would start at the Rugby School
plying fields, the White Hall having been
demolished long ago.

The Hares posing, not for the first time

Saturday
“And Tom, having girded himself with leather
strap, and left all superfluous clothing behind, set
off for White Hall, an old gable-ended house
some quarter of a mile from the town, with East,
whom he had persuaded to join,
nothwithstanding his prophecy that they could
never get in, as it was the hardest run of the year.

with those of young Brooke and Thorne, and
started off at a long, slinging trot across the fields
in the direction of Barby.
Rather than follow the example of the original
Hares and set off just ahead of the pack, our
Hares had laid the trail the day before, thus
avoiding the need for a long, slinging trot to
anywhere.

Running gear has improved since Tom’s day and
there was no need for girding with leather strap.
Superfluous clothing was not left behind and
Unmentionable, in anticipation of an unexpected
shower, even wore her raincoat.
Due to the restrictions on hashing during
lockdown, this was likely to be the hardest run
that many exiles had done for more than a year.
For Klumpy it would be the hardest since 1998
when we ran on IndoNostagia in Rye.
Meme and Haven’t Got One - more posers
At the meet they found some forty or fifty boys,
and Tom felt sure, from having seen many of
them run at football, that he and East were more
likely to get in than they.
The pack comprised 27 exiles, few with the
athletic ability of Tom and East, Suck a Sailor
being one exception.

Then the hounds clustered round Thorne, who
explained shortly, “They’re to have six minutes
law. We run into the Cock, and everyone who
comes in within a quarter of an hour of the
hares’ll be counted, if he has been round Barby
church.”
Instead of six minutes, our Hares had allowed
themselves 24 hours, so there was no chance of
the FRBs catching them before Barby. Barby
Church being further than the Barby Moorings,
this excitement was reserved for the Sunday
Hangover Run.

27 athletes at the “meet”
After a few minutes waiting, two well-known
runners, chosen for the Hares, buckled on the four
bags filled with scent, compared their watches

Then came a minute’s pause or so, and then the
watches are pocketed and the pack is led through
the gateway into the field which the hares had
first crossed.
Although the run was scheduled to start at 11
am, this had not allowed for delays as folk were

stuck in traffic. This was due to there being
insufficient lorry drivers to deliver fuel to the
petrol stations, leading to panic buying and huge
queues at every pump with cars backed up along
the main road preventing our taxis from reaching
the school.
Here they break into a trot, scattering over the
field to find the first traces of the scent which the
hares throw out as they go along.
What would have been open fields in Tom
Brown’s days has now been built on so we
trotted down the road, around the corner and
then back up to the Hillmorton Road. Here we
met the walkers who had already found a
cunning short cut.

McJekle/McHyde found themselves in the lead
to the gap in the hedge to the right.
The rest of the pack rush at the gap already made
and scramble through, jostling one another.
“Forward” again, before they were half through.
The pace quickens into a sharp run, the tail
hounds all straining to get up to the lucky leaders.
They are gallant hares, and the scent lies thick
right across another meadow and into a
ploughed field where the pace begins to tell; then
over a good wattle with a ditch on the other side,
and down a large pasture studded with old
thorns, which slopes down to the first brook.
Gallant hares! My arse! Whilst not precisely the
same route, it was very similar, with those who
took short cuts having to climb fences and
barbed wire rather than use the newly installed
styles.
The great Lancashire sheep charge away across
the field as the pack comes racing down the
slope.

This should have been an open field!
The old hounds make straight for the likely points,
and in a minute a cry of “Forward” comes from
one of them, and the whole pack, quickening their
pace, make for the spot, while the boy who hit
scent first, and the two or three nearest him, are
over the first fence, and making play along the
hedgerow in the long grass-field beyond.
“On-On!” has replaced the ancient call of
“Forward” and we were spread out over the
recreation ground rather than a long grass-field.
Suck a Sailor and MeMe could have been the
ones to find the trail but a back-check turned the
pack around and Boghopper and

The sheep were quite content and made no
attempt to charge anywhere until Klinger came
into view. As he approached the sheep charges
away before he could reach them and have his
wicked way. Presumably the sheep in Tom’s day
were trying to avoid a similar fate, if tales of
Public School life are to be believed.
The brook is a small one and the scent lies right
ahaead up the opposite slope, and as thick as
ever – not a turn or a check to favour the tail
hounds, who strain on, now trailing in a long line,
many a youngster beginning to drag his legs
heavily, and feel his heart beat like a hammer,
and the bad-plucked ones thinking that after all it
isn’t worthwhile to keep up.

Tom, East and the Tadpole had a good start and
were well up for such young hands, and after
rising the slope and crossing the next field, find
themselvesup with the leading hounds, who have
overrun the scent and are turning back.
The youngsters, Wai Wai and El Niño, had no
problem keeping up as they ran through the fields
and it was the old farts who hearts were beating like
hammers, or would have been if they hadn’t already
slowed to a more sedate walking pace.

An athletic U-Bend vaults a fence
They have come a mile and a half in about eleven
minutes, a pace which shows that this is the last day.
About twenty-five of the original starters only show
here, the rest having given in, the leaders are busy
making casts into the fields on the left and right, and
others get their second winds.
It is unlikely that any of the pack covered a mile and a
half in eleven minutes! Half the pack were walking
and had taken a short cut, as it was an A to B there
was no option to give in.
Then comes the cry of “Forward” again from young
Brooke, from the extreme left, and the pack settles
down to work steadily and doggedly, the whole
keeping pretty well together. The scent, though still
good, is not so thick, there is no need of that, for in
this part of the run everybody knows the line which
must be taken, and so there are no casts to be made,
but good downright running and fencing to be done.

This part of the trail seems very similar to the path
parallel to the disused railway track, which went on
and on, with nowhere to lay a check and so no falsies
to slow the FRBs who disappeared into the distance.
That was only until they were mislead by a long
turnback which gave the slower runners a chance to
catch up by the railway bridge.
All who are now up mean coming in, and they come to
the foot of Barby Hill without losing more that two or
three more of the pack. This last straight two and a
half miles is always a vantage pount for the hounds,
and the hares know it well; they are generally viewed
on the side of Barby Hill and all eyes are on the
lookout for them today. But not a sign of them
appears, so now it will be hard work for the hounds,
and there is nothing for it but to cast about for the
scent, for it is now the hares’ turn, and they may
baffle the pack dreadfully in the next two miles.
Ill fares it now with our youngsters, that they are
School-house boys so follow young Brooke, for he
takes the wide casts round to the left, conscious of his
own powers, and loving the hard work. For if you
consider for a moment, you small boys, you would
remember that the Cock, where the run ends and the
good ale will be going, lies far out to the right on the
Dunchurch road, so that every cast you take to the left
is so much extra work. At this stage of the run, when
the evening is closing in already, no one remarks
whether you run a little cunning or not, so you should
stick to those crafty hounds who keep edging away to
the right, and not follow a prodigal like young Brooke,
whose legs are twice as long as yours and of cast-iron,
wholly indifferent to one or two miles more or less.
However, they struggled after him, sobbing and
plunging along, Tom and East pretty close and
Tadpole, whose big head begins to pull him down,
some thirty yards behind.
Now come a brook, with stiff clay banks, from which
they can hardly drag their legs, and they hear faint
cries for help from the wretched Tadpole, who has
fairly stuck fast. But they have too little run left in
themselves to pull up for their own brothers. Three
fields more, and another check, and then “Forward”
called away to the extreme right.

run in, in which he’s sure to be the first, as if he
was just starting. They struggle on across the
next field, the “Forwards” getting fainter and
fainter, and then ceasing. The whole hunt is out
of ear-shot and all hope of coming in is over.

Ferrari Ferret assisting, or just watching, as UBend and Unmentionable navigate the brook.
Could this be the same brook? The map says it’s
Rains Brook and as there are no other brooks of
note in the vicinity, it has to be the same one.
Unlike Tadpole, who came to grief at this point,
his offspring, Kermit, showing the athleticism of a
full grown frog, leapt the brook with ease. Unlike
Jetstream who decided to test the waterproofing
of his new, bright blue shoes and was delighted
to find that they repelled the water as he waded
through the brook, which was a challenging
couple of inches deep at this point!
Our trail now deviated from the historical
account as we ran in to the Barby Moorings,
leaving the circumnavigation of Barby Church
until the next day. Unlike the Rugby Schoolboys,
this was quite enough for one day and with two
firkins of Milton Justinian real ale awaiting, there
was no need to get to Dunchurch in search of a
beer at the allusive Cock.
For completeness, the original run for Tom and
his chums carried on as follows:
The two boys’ souls died within them, they can
never do it. Young Brooke thinks so too, and says
kindly, “you’ll cross a lane after the next field,
keep down it and you’ll hit the Dunchurch Road
below the Cock.” And then streams away for the

“Hang it all” broke out East, as soon as he had
got wind enough, pulling off his hat and mopping
at his face, all splattered with dirt and lined with
sweat, from which went a thick stream into the
still night air. “I told you how it would be. What a
thick I was to come! Here we are, dead beat, and
yet I know we’re close to the run in if we knew the
country.”
“Well” said Tom, mopping away, and gulping
down his disappointment, “it can’t be helped. We
did our best anyhow. Hadn’t we better find the
lane and go down it, as young Brooke told us?”
I suppose so – nothing else for it,“ grunted East,
“If ever I go out last day again,” Growl, growl,
growl.
So they tried back slowly and sorrowfully, found
the lane and went down it, plashing in the cold
puddy ruts, and beginning to feel how the run
had taken it out of them. The evening closed in
fast and clouded over, dark, cold and dreary.
“I say, it must be locking-up, I should think”
remarked East, breaking the silence – “It’s so
dark.”
What if we’re late?” said Tom
“No tea and sent up to the Doctor,” answered
East.
The thought didn’t add to their cheerfulness.
Presently a faint halloo was heard from an
adjoining field. They answered it and stopped,
hoping for some competent rustic to guide them,
when over a gate some twenty yards ahead
crawled the wretched Tadpole, in a state of
collapse. He had lost a shoe in the brook, and had
been groping after it up to his elbows in the stiff,
wet clay, and a more miserable creature in the
shape of a boy seldom has been seen.

The sight of him, notwithstanding cheered them,
for he was some degrees more wretched than
they. They also cheered him, as he was no longer
under the dread of passing the night alone in the
fields. And so, in better heart, the three plashed
painfully down the never-ending lane. At last it
widened just as utter darkness set in, and they
came out on a turnpike road, and there paused,
bewildered, for they had lost all bearings, and
know not whether to turn to the right of left.
Luckily for them they had not to decide, for
lumbering along the road, with one lamp lighted
and two spavined horses in the shafts, came a
heavy coach, which after a moments suspense
they recognised as the Oxford coach, the
redoubtable Pig and Whistle.
It lumbered slowly up, and the boys, mustering
their last run, caught it as it passed, and began
clambering up behind, at which exploit East
missed his footing and fell flat on his nose along
the road. Then the others hailed the old
scarecrow of a coachman, who pulled up and
agreed to take them in for a shilling; so there they
sat on the back seat, drubbing with their heals,
and their teeth chattering with cold, and jogged
into Rugby some forty minutes after locking-up.

Old farts, still rocking
The Mismangement, as recorded at the head of
this epistle, were rewarded for their efforts and
thanks to Paparazzi a splendid photographic
record of events is available, a sample of which
are reproduced in this report.
Our Hashmaster, Blowback, started proceedings
with a series of one-liners, each one providing a
down-down for a rather random victim. The
quality of the jokes went from bad to worse and
we all look forward the next Christmas when he
can pull a few crackers and replenish his
repertoire.

Back to our re-enactment, so the end of the
plagiarised version and back to our own event.
In a departure from the historic run, once we
were all safely ensconced at Barby Moorings and
had replenished ourselves with a couple of beers,
we proceeded to hold a circle, following
Indonesian, rather than Rugby School, tradition.

Paparazzi rewarded for her photographic record
Next up was our RA, Froggy, who took no credit
for the weather as this is not a responsibility of
the IndoNostalgia RA. He proceeded to entertain

and punish the pack for various misdemeanours,
both real and imagined.

amongst others. There was skits performed by
While You’re Down There and Double Top and
many others but the details escape me.

Klinger and Klingon – guilty as usual
Due to Covid we refrained from refilling the
down-down glasses and despite being asked to
keep our little plastic cups for reuse when called
back into the circle, this proved to be too
complicated for most of the pack and we went
through a vast number of single use plastics
during the course of the afternoon.

Covid version of the S&M Man
More charges, jokes and general banter followed
until Pheelthy Phrogg our Musique Master,
stepped up and lowered the tone with some new
verses of the S&M Man, especially written with
Covid 19 featuring prominently. One of the
symptoms of Covid is a lack of taste as
demonstrated by Shamcock and Suck a Sailor,

Proof that Covid causes lack of taste?
Even with notes it would have been difficult to
recall all of the highlights of the circle, but relying
on memory it is impossible!

Soggy toilet paper which Konkorde will dry and
reuse
So when the second firkin of beer was tapped
and it was decided that there were just enough
pints left for the Sunday circle, proceedings were
brought to a close and we made our merry way
to the restaurant (via a pub or two) for dinner,

A very complicated booking system ensured that
we all ordered our favourite dishes but
unfortunately the Hares had circulated an out of
date menu prior to the evening. So instead of our
favourites, it was chicken curry or chicken stir-fry.

flour, to which she replied, “there was a circle
outside our house but my husband swept it up!”.
Shit, that was turn-back! So, off we went, back
down the road and found a very neat trail of flour
which the locals hadn’t swept up.

Blowback, Little Blow and family had eaten early
and can confirm that the food was excellent and
the service first class. Not quite the same
experience that the rest of us “enjoyed”!

A walker’s trail went right whilst we ran on
towards Dunchurch. A couple of checks kept
everyone together but then we were soon strung
out and never saw the FRBs again. A field of cows
held everyone up for a couple of minutes, but if
we’d been brave we could have run through the
herd and taken a cunning shortcut.

Sunday
Today’s run started at the Marina and attempted
to replicate the second half of the run that Tom
and his chums had failed to complete, so we
incorrectly expected to end up in Dunchurch. We
set off out of the Marina and down the lane
towards the Barby Road.

They call this a viewpoint in Rugby
At last we reached a viewpoint, but this turned
out to be a view up and down a motorway – not
very inspiring but probably a novelty for the hare
who spends his life on the canal and doesn’t
come across the 20th century very often.
Front running
The first excitement was a snake, unfortunately it
had been run over and was very dead, but a
reminder of foreign parts nevertheless. Then up
the Barby Road until we found a footpath off to
the left. We were heading for Barby Church and
knew that we had to run round it. That was the
easy bit, as when we exited the graveyard the
dust took us to the left and then nothing!
We milled around for ages until a lady popped
her head out of the window and asked if we were
looking for a symbol. Yes, we’re trying to find

Turning right to Whitehall Farm, we caught up
with the walkers and proceeded to run through a
few fields before finding ourselves on the canal.

El Rave following FRBs along the towpath

A deviation into the woods didn’t fool anyone
and we were soon back on the towpath heading
for Barby Moorings. Meeting yesterday’s trail, we
crossed the field and on-in to the marina.

confusingly, all seemed to have a pub called the
Red Lion.

A tranquil spot for the circle
Klumpy and Kermit, back at last
A light lunch and more beer and then it was time
for the circle. Numerous jokes, songs and even
the odd sketch filled the afternoon.

With the whole pack safely back at the marina we
could relax and enjoy a few more beers and
banter before heading off home.
The years that went into planning this event were
well spent as a splendid time was had by all. As
Konkorde sails his narrowboat around the canal
system it has been suggested that we could have
future runs from a different location each year!

Can anyone remember what this was about?
When there was a short break in proceedings,
someone asked “has anyone seen Klumpy?”. It
was agreed that he was there at the start but
hadn’t been seen since. “Anyone else missing?”
Nobody has seen Kermit for a while either. In
true IndoNostalgia tradition the Hares were
called upon to go and look for them, but as there
was still beer in the barrel, they refused.
After about an hour both of these lost souls
returned, one from each direction, having done a
tour of most of the villages in the area, which

The Hares, still posing!

Swing Low Sweet Chariot wrapping up the circle despite it being declared racist
Thanks to the Hares for a great weekend!
Your Scribe would like to thank Thomas Hughes for his inspiration for the run and a special mention to
Konkorde without whose continual nagging this report would have been completed months ago.
There are currently no firm plans for runs in 2022 so if you have half a mind please volunteer. Dates are a
bit difficult due to events due during the past couple of years being rescheduled for the end of the
pandemic so bear in mind the dates for InterHash and other international events.

Wai Wai and El Niño escorting Piper

Has anyone lost their Granny’s sugar bowl?

