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Find us on  or at http://www.brightonhash.co.uk/ 

Unless indicated, all r*ns are on Mondays at 19.00pm and all directions/ timings are approximate starting from 

Patcham roundabout A23/A27 junction. Please adjust journey time accordingly from your location. 

DATE #NO ON ON Post Code HARES  

5th January 2026 2447 The Longshore, Shoreham-by-Sea BN43 5LD Angel 

Directions: Follow A27 to Shoreham flyover. Take A283 towards Shoreham. Straight on at next roundabout, right at 

bottom over Norfolk Bridge. Left at next roundabout and first right for car park. Est. 15 mins. 

12th January 2026 2448 The Juggs, Kingston  BN7 3NT Balinor & Dyke Diver 

Directions: A27 east to first Lewes roundabout, turn right. Pub on right in centre of village. Est. 10 mins. 

19th January 2026 2449 Blacksmiths Arms, Halland BN6 8PN Chaos 

Directions: A27 East to Lewes. Left at 2nd roundabout and through Cuilfail Tunnel. Right on A26 then right again on 

B2192 through Ringmer. Pub on left 5 miles. Est. 20 mins 

26th January 2026 2450 White Hart, Henfield  BN5 9HP Prince Crashpian  

Directions: A23 north to Pyecombe. A281 left towards Henfield (c. 5 miles). Right at mini roundabout into High Street. 

Pub is on right opposite Church Street, approx. 1/4 mile. Est. 15 mins.  

## BURNS Night hash – wear your best tartan! ## 

2nd February 2026 2451 Stand Up Inn, Lindfield RH16 2HN On On Don & Beat the Barman 

Directions: Follow A23 north to Bolney junction with A272. Turn left and back under A23 to Ansty. Stay on A272 until 

Haywards Heath then left towards the station. Straight on at station roundabout and left at the next into village. First 

left after pond for village car park. Pub slightly further up. Est. 20 mins. 

Receding Hareline:  
09/02/26 2452 The Black Swan, Pease Pottage - Little Swinger 

16/02/26 2453 The Long Man, Wilmington - Mudlark 

23/02/26 2454 The Cleveland, Brighton – Nasty Nips 

02/03/26 2455 The Plough, Pyecombe – Tripsy Daisy & Shirker Ninezing 

Hashing around Sussex (Sunday unless stated):   
East Grinstead H3 – r-ns start at 10.45am: 

01/01/26 The Kentish Horse, Markbeech TN8 5NT – Big Yin & Neil 

11/01/26 Everyday Brewing, Sheffield Park – TN22 3HQ – Two Left Feet/

 Thumper 

25/01/26 The Bull Inn, Newick BN8 4LA – Joy of Specs & Irn Bru 

CRAP UK H3 - r*ns start at 11am:  

04/01/26 Bletchingley village hall car park behind auctioneers (now

 closed) RH1 4PA on inn is The Whyte Harte – joint OCH3. 
Hastings H3 - r*ns start at 1066 (11.06am):  

 No hash this month. 
W&NK H3- r*ns start at 11am:  
18/01/26 The Garibaldi, Redhill RH1 6PA - Legolas 
 

Thought for the day:  

Got a Womble pepper grinder for Christmas. It’s rubbish. Everything is either 

underground or overground. I was also given a jar of cherries in brandy. I was 

grateful not just for the cherries, but for the spirit in which they were given!       

 



BBBHHH777   HHHAAASSSHHH   
DIARY DATES – see full list of events bein

hashers on website under Away Hashes:

08-10/05/2026 Interhash Yogyakarta, Indon

https://interhash2026.com/   
05-07/02/2027 New Zealand Nash Hash We

27-30/08/2027 UK Nash Hash, Tiverton, De

19-22/05/2028 Interhash Kenya bid 
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RRREEEHHHAAASSSHHHIIINNNGGG   aaa   rrreeetttiiirrreeemmmeeennnttt   hhhaaassshhh……… 

#2442 The Railway, Burgess Hill – Late news that Nasty Nips was suffering a double half 

marathon weekend, a dodgy back, and a disinclination to accept the blame for the weather 

as RA, meant that I would have to MC as hare, as indeed he did at the Jack & Jill recently. 

That of course means scribing as well and, according to the records, the last time we ran 

from here was December 1991 with a route by Psychlepath when he was just Rik! With 

some great deals on the grub, a free car park using the tablet, and even very competitive 

beer prices, a return was long overdue. Piggybacking Beat the Barman’s hash as r*nning 

hare for my retirement (I had originally intended this date but felt it was too close to our 

Hallowe’en trail!), pack mustered in the rain to the news that there would be a sip, there 

would be a drink on YT, but, after the days weather, there (probably) wouldn’t be marks! 

Heading up Keymer Road the check at the roundabout was ancient history, so I settled in to 

the role as shepherd calling the sheep as soon as the last caught up. On down Silverdale, the 

check at Glendale was still there but I had to check tech on Ferndale, calling pack back at 

Holt Park as one of the few marks left was a falsie! The first railway crossing followed as we 

continued along One O’clock Lane, then over Kings Way to the junction in the woods, where Little Swinger declined the 8 foot leap 

up to the rope. So far so good, with hashers sporadically heading off the wrong way, while Peter Pansy invented fishhooks at every 

opportunity, but now it got seriously squishy underfoot as we traversed the fields to Janes Lane. I tried calling a FH at Ote Hall but 

the message didn’t get through, which was a shame as I got held up at the style by mysterious torches behind that eventually 

fizzled. Lots more shiggy followed as we negotiated narrow plank bridges and hedge gaps through to Theobalds Road, Balinor 

particularly coming unstuck, and on to Valebridge. FRB’s beat the train at the crossing, but fortunately all went wrong at the next 

check, then we meandered through Leylands wood to the sip at Coopers Close, right outside, as Keeps It Up informed us, Where’s 

My Broccoli’s house! Pack filled with sausage rolls, crisps and Christmas dog sh!t as Mudlark described the cake’s look, washed 

down with leftover Nash Hash Spanish lager, I then suffered severe brain fade, and indeed rain fade when trying to work out trail 

from tech again. Calling pack back from W, S turned out to be a cul-de-sac, as was E, so SW was attempted but I wasn’t convinced 

and finally realised there was a way through on E, but only if you then went S shortly after! In the confusion, we lost Wilds Thing 

(who’d been sporting a natty light grey shell suit on the muddiest hash in a long time!) to a work call, being assisted in his return 

via Lidl by Private Dancer, while the rest of us ran through the Railway Lands, along St Wilfrid’s and Mill Roads, some even finding 

true in trail via Grove Road, with PP all the while carrying the sip sack as handicap! 

Whilst out, Angel had hinted that Mudlark might like to RA this evening, getting unceremoniously barged off the pavement in 

response, so took the hint and called hares herself, although Trouble attempted the driving card before being reminded that she 

lived in Burgess Hill! As I stepped up to take over, a chant of ‘Angel, Angel…’ went round the room! Back when I first arrived with 

BH7, I would frequently share lifts with Simon, as Beat the Barman was formerly known, as well as setting trails. One of those 

reminded me much of this evenings effort as we’d had it washed out three times before he took drastic action, tearing up a 

bedsheet to mark it with! Life’s tapestry meant a long break for BTB but it was a very great pleasure that he was able to return 

and join us again in 2023, becoming regular from August 2024, and finally completing his 500
th

 a couple of weeks ago. I took the 

liberty of joining him as he downed from his new tankard to ‘Get A Life’, having completed my own 500
th

, at parkrun, the 

previous weekend albeit in just 14 years, rather than 40! Putting Brighton Hash firmly on the map, KIU and Wildbush achieved 

their 100
th

 hashed country at Pan Asia Hash in Taiwan, becoming just the 5th and 6th hounds in the world to reach that 

incredible milestone. Only one song seemed apt, so they, too, downed to ‘Get A Life’. As you will already have seen, Spreadsheet 

will be turning 80 next week, and has chosen to mark the occasion by buying us all a curry (see sign up board), but has requested 

that we forego the circle for logistical and diplomatic reasons, so I thought it would be appropriate to give him his beer this 

week, hoping to use a rarely used number - ‘Get A Life’! Sadly declined as he was on his driving limit, so Wilds Thing was called 

but on call couldn’t answer the call for SCB’ing as he had a call whilst on call on the hash, so PD came instead looking very 

confused as you can imagine. And finally, On On Don took over presentation of the Numpty mug on behalf of Pompette, just 

when I thought I’d got away with it, awarding YT for the post sip old timers moment! Another great hash concluded with the 

toast, and off we went to listen to Oral Hookers message to all women to ‘rein in men’. Alleluia! Bouncer 
ononononononononononononononon 

 
They say that when you retire you’ll travel more. What they don’t tell you is that it’s to doctor’s appointments.    



 - looks at Christmas trees:    

   
Why Christmas Trees Are Better Than Women: You can feel a Christmas tree before you take it home; a Christmas tree doesn't care if 
you watch football all day; doesn’t get jealous around other Christmas trees; doesn't care how many other Christmas trees you have had in 
the past; or if you have an artificial one in the closet; and doesn't get mad if you tie it up and throw it in the back of your pickup truck.    



RRREEEHHHAAASSSHHHIIINNNGGG   aaannn   LLLXXXXXXXXX   bbbiiirrrttthhhdddaaayyy   hhhaaassshhh………   
#2443 BH7 #2443 - Maltings Car Park, Lewes (On Inn to Blue India) - For those who weren't 
aware (*looks at sign-in sheet and those last-minute additions!*), it was Spreadsheet's 80th 
birthday and we were being treated to an evening out in the Blue India, but first a short run 
around Lewes starting from Maltings Car Park. The pack set off 
North and straight onto a check, with true trail being down the 
steps, Castle Banks and up Abinger Place. Eagle-eyed Half Moon 
would spot the next set of marks headed up Saint John's Hill 
(saving the other FRBs a short run down dead-end Church Row), 
and on to another check at the junction with Pelham Terrace. Trail 
turned right (E) onto Brook Street, calling back a number of FRBs 
on false trail, then over into Phoenix Place and on to (not into) the 
Ouse. Trail turned S, onto the bridge and looping back S by 
Harvery's Brewery. A check here nearly found LS and myself 
shortcutting most of the trail as we picked up a mark on Cliffe High 
Street, luckily called back just in time to run through the car park, 

onto Malling Street, and then a big climb up Chapel Hill to the golf course, complete with an expected fishhook 
that was confused between a 4 and a 7, although Mudlark insisted on 7. A run around the golf course would 
see regroup at the Martyr's Memorial (for those who didn't hear / weren't there, Lewes Martyr's Memorial is an 
obelisk on Cliffe Hill, commemorating 17 Protestant martyrs burned for their faith during the time of Queen 
Mary I, all of this being central to Lewes's famous Bonfire Night celebrations). Trail then continued down the 
footpath to Chapel Hill, along Cliffe High Street, up High Street and back to Malting's Car Park via Albion 
Street / East Street / West Street. At Spreadsheet's request, there would be no circle tonight - at least that keeps my work short! Instead 
Spreadsheet read from a prepared speech (copied below), full of the humour that we'd expect from him and as hashers. Hashy Beerday 
was sung twice, once without cake and once with (that's more like it). At the end of the evening, before too many hashers had dispersed, a 
very quick request was sent out for Christmas money to be paid and prizes returned. And so endeth another great hash... - Nasty Nips 

A Retrospective - David (Spreadsheet) Evans 8 December 2025 - "A man grows most tired whilst standing still" (Chinese Proverb) 
Do add OBE when you next address me. Yes - Over Bloody Eighty. My last retrospective to Hashers was at the Lewes Arms, on 6 
Dec 2010 my 65th birthday. I will speak for 8.3 minutes. When speaking it is wise to avoid Sex, Religion and Politics. But who cares! 
Don’t get too excited – I shall skip the first category. I’m getting a bit sketchy on that. I shall take as my text:- Psalm 147:10 which 
reads, “He i.e. God, does not delight in the strength of the horse; nor does He take pleasure in the legs of a man.” Clearly, 
he, God that is, has not spent an evening with the Brighton Hash House Harriers. So let’s consider what he is missing. We Hashers 
take pleasure in the shapeliness of a calf or the glimpse of a finely turned ankle or the straining sinews of a muscular leg as we follow 
the Hare. I’ll not extend references to the more erogenous zones of the inner thigh lest you get over stimulated. Leave that for later. 
Other observations on Trail. I’m always intrigued at the overheard statistical exchanges I hear as I pootle along amongst the pack on 
a Monday eve. Most recently we have Pondweeds achievement of 300 marathons, with a similar record by Keeps it Up (200. Wilds 
Thing also on 300 Ed.). Both will describe each Marathon in detail if you dare ask. After 37 years of Hashing, I’d like to share a few 
stats of my own. Tonight is the 2,443rd Hash for “The BH7” and its 47th year. Tonight is my 37th year of Hashing and my 80th 
birthday. In 2010 I shared some stats with you which need just a little tweaking to update. 
Let us start with the WEATHER: “Whose Shout” (Peter Beard) has often said to me, with an air of confidence about matters metrological 
that only Michael Fish can match, “It rarely if ever rains on a Monday night”. Note he was not out last Monday at the Railway Tavern, 
Burgess Hill where rainfall was exceptional. Despite the minutia of information delivered on a weekly basis in the re-Hash reports there is 
no consistent record of weather conditions. This has frustrated any evidence based statistical analysis and can I ask Bouncer to please 
note (Not worth mentioning, as it never rains on the hash! Ed.). However to give credit to the reports I do forward these weekly to the 
Rights of Way Officer at ESCC where she finds the content most useful to act on obstructions or failing infrastructure. 
COMMUNICATION - How things have changed since I joined the Hash in October ‘88. We each had a small blue Hash Book. We 
kept in touch by word of mouth. Some Hashers even had telephones. I kept a record of names in my Hash Book. Three names in the 
book are here tonight: Peter Eastwood (1,827), Peter Beard (1,354), Don (1,606). The website and its recent reincarnation is 
something I’d like to pay tribute to those on the Tech Team who must be applauded for the developments. One can spend hours 
looking at Hash Stats, routes run, pubs closed and much more. Cliffbanger has added links to a photo gallery for BH7 and at least 6 
other Chapters of local Hashes. Finally the sign in board. What an advance. 
Now to MY FIRST RUN and SETTING: If you were not at my 65th Birthday Hash celebration I will repeat some details and for those of 
you who missed it, treat this as a re-Hash. My first run was on the 17 Oct 1988 from the Fruiterers Arms, Sun Street, Lewes no more 
than 176 yards. The pub is a deceased pub, it is dead, it has ceased to be, it is an EX PUB. My first set was from the Laughing Fish, 
Isfield. I set it with the assistance of Dr Tim or Dr Luurve (as Bouncer called him). Tim and I took 2 days to set, enriched by a lunch at the 
pub in the company of our respective wives (by that I mean 2 wives i.e. one each). 
Finally COMPETITION: My first competitive outing was in 1989 at the Chichester Half Marathon. 10 
Hashers entered the event. Our first Hasher was Bob Luck in a time of 1:20:55 (yes under 6 minute 
per mile). The second, an interloping hasher, was a bloke by the name of Nigel Adams with a time 
of 1:23:23. I asked Julia, our former Treasurer who this was and she responded, with a degree of 
vehemence, that he never paid a sub, and ran under the banner of the HASH with the AA Licence 
we had at the time which secured a discounted entry fee. What a cheapskate but clearly he was 
quick. Third was Chris Dauncey 1:24:24, followed by Tony Fallowfield (1:24:30), Rik (1:26:19) and 
Pete Beard (1:29:55) Terry Smith and Sarah Noakes and Joe English. My time was 1:48:53. I look 
up to them; they are fast runners; I am a slow runner; I know my place – or should that be pace? A 
month later I entered the Rother Valley Half in the expectation of posting a faster time with the 
added experience of Chichester under my belt. Such confidence was to be my undoing as I came in 
908th in a field of 982 runners. BUT the detail:- First Hasher was Bob Luck in with a superb time of 
1:21:29; Mike Cockcroft with 1:27:56 and Rik Taub with 1:28:52. My time was 2:05:21. I look up to 
them; they are fast runners; I am a slow runner; I know my place. In later years I took comfort in the 
Age-Related categories. Fewer runners meant a better chance of a better placing. I shared a result 
of coming 2nd at one such event. My confidant was Sasha. She quickly retorted “Dave - how many 
were in your age group?”. Bubbles can so easily be burst. Hash stats records me with 860 runs. For 
comparison my fellow Octogenarian, Rik has run over 1,300 - well 1,301 to be precise. It continues 
to be a joy to run with long term friends from the Hash as well as meeting up with the new and 
younger cohort of Hashers. Thank you all for your friendship and I raise a toast: 
Here’s to the Hash and ON ON 



RRREEEHHHAAASSSHHHIIINNNGGG   aaa   CCChhhrrriiissstttmmmaaasss   aaawwwaaarrrdddsss   hhhaaassshhh……… 

BH7 #2444 - John Harvey Tavern, Lewes - So, having planned out our Xmas Hash for some time, 
BH7 nonetheless found itself in Lewes twice in two weeks after Spreadsheet's 80th celebrations the 
week before. With the top floor of the John Harvey Tavern reserved for the hash, a wonderful turn-out of 
costumed hashers proceeded down the stairs and outside to an announcement that the hash route 
would be a mere 2.7 miles, not the 7 miles Bouncer misheard! :D 
The pack set off out of the pub, crossing the Ouse and turning immediately S onto Railway Lane before 
proceeding on Court Rd, through the alley to Pinwell Rd, Southover Rd and N on St Martin's Ln. A left (W) 
turn onto the High St would see a turn N at Pipe Passage looping back S on Westgate St, back over the High 
St and S down Keere St. A W run along Grange Rd would then turn S down to The Course / Potter's Ln and 
Southover High St. Here the FRB's would be offered an opportunity to add a little distance on, performing a 
counter-clockwise loop of the estate, looping back at Morley Close and back E on Cluny St before rejoining 
the main route S on Cockshut Rd and then E into Lewes Priory and a sip stop amongst the ruins. On Inn 
would be E / N back out to Station Rd then E along Lansdown Pl, Friar's Walk and the High St. 

 
Before the rest of the re-hash though, a note on the missing prizes... This year there would be no Laurel & Hardy (Best Hash Couple) 
as Chaos was absent, no Bugle (Best Hash) after LTP forgot, and no jar of mud (Shiggiest Hash) as Gomi didn't even realise he had 
it and thinks it has been thrown away! There would also be no Burqa as (after some comments last year) it was deemed that it might 
now be too un-PC even for the hash! :S 

 
And so, with everyone back in the pub and changed, and with all the starters served, the first of the evening's prizes would be 
awarded by Bouncer, with the obligatory DDs for hares Rebel and Jenny Greenteeth; DDs to a hash participation amended version 
of the Bonzo's "Jollity Farm" from an original idea by Rebel:- 

We’re the Brighton Hash House Harriers, a different kind of running club, Every Monday you will find us meeting at a pub.  
Then heading out to follow trail for just over an hour, Shouting on on this way, whenever we see some flour. 
In summer time by daylight or in winter in the dark, We go racing through the woods, up hills and in the park, 

All the merry hashers they run around, Calling trail they’ve found, Some fall to ground 
Then we all sing down down down, With the hash house harriers 

All the merry hashers they run around (run around, run around), Calling trail they’ve found (found found) 
Some fall to ground (get up you clown), Then we all sing down down down… 

Next a quick Lost Property award as one of Shirker Ninezing's dangly bells was recovered on trail, with a swift DD to "Jingle Bells". Lastly 
before the mains were served, the Ship's Wheel was awarded byNN to International Hashers KIU and WB after their recognition for 
being only the 5th and 6th hashers to hash in 100 different countries - DDs to "Get A Life". A short respite from the awards as the mains 
were guided out by Little Swinger and NN (to save the pub's staff from shouting out hash names); however, with Cock Burns headed 
straight off, a quick award of the Pink Slippers for Best Newcomer would be presented by NN, commenting that she was a 'Walking Sip 
Stop'! DD to "10/9/8" before we bade her and the family a Merry Christmas. Next up, the Dangleberry Memorials - firstly the Alien Helmet 
awarded to Prince Crashpian for the Most Dangleberry Hash with the Trevor Arms, Glynde hash and return from Lewes by train; joining 
him, Angel (as Hash Cash) would be awarded the Hash Sash, making her the 'Hash Cash With The Sash'. DDs for both to "20 Toes". 

 



 
Next up, Bouncer would award the Lost Hasher (lanyard and tracker) to Knightrider for somehow ending up in Staffordshire :D Rebel 
would join him after being nominated for the Most Lost Hare after losing almost all of the pack during the Hollingbury hash with Jaws 
(#2416), being awarded the broken compass. And Peter Pansy would join the pair for the Most Hare-Brained Hasher (receiving a phallic 
bottle opener) for adding a Monday evening to his run group; DDs for all three to "Why were they born so beautiful". Relieving Bouncer, 
Ride It Baby then called him straight back up to receive the Most Broken Hasher award (exhaust pipe) after he broken his leg during the 
first week of his and Angel's Oz trip; DD to "What A Knob!".  
Onto statistically-driven awards, NN would then award the Longest Hash (Footpath Award) to LTP for his 13km hash (#2403) after 
checks, the Shortest Hash (Double-headed footpath sign) to On On Don for his mere 5.76km (with checks!) hash only a few weeks prior 
(#2441), Hilliest Hash (Straight Arm) amazingly to Rebel for his Hollingbury Hash (#2416) coming in at 425m on Strava, the Wettest 
Hash (Rubber Duck) to Oral Hooker (& Private Dancer, absent) for their swim-in-the-sea hash at Seaford, and the Golden Boots for the 
Most Hashes to Pompette (44 hashes) and PsyclePath (46 hashes); DDs for all to "This is your Down Down song". 
After that gathering, a rest for NN as Bouncer would again take the reins, awarding Best Sip (Cheese Board) to Balinor & Dyke Diver, 
although it turns out we had missed them leaving and so the award will be handed over next time NN remembers to bring it along... 
Moving swiftly on, OH would be called back up, this time for the Bogeyman Memorial for the Best Outfit, having dressed up as a giant 
Ferrero Rocher; DD (nominated to LTP as OH driving) to "Miss Murphy". Prince Crashpian would then take the stage to award Molly's 
Christmas Pudding to LS (nominated to NN as LS driving). DD to the tune of "The Happy Wanderer" 

I love to go a' Hashin, Along the Downland tracks, And as I go a' Hashing, With my beer mug on my back 
Hasheri, Hashera, Hasheri, Hashera-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha, Drink it down, down, down, down, down. 

 

Ride It Baby would then call back up NN and 'Little Singer' (see what she did there?), awarding them a pair of inflatable microphones in 
recognition of being another hash couple, with LS this time nominating Whose Shout; DD to a Whose Shout song: 

T'was on the good ship Venus, You really should have seen us, The figurehead was a hasher in red,  
And the mast was the RA's... Down, down, down, down... (apologies to Eskimo Nell) 

And Shirker Ninezing would also be called back up, award 2 Nash Hash Mini Rugby Balls; DD to "Do Your Balls Hang Low?" More then 
from NN, awarding Mudlark a musical carousel full of fudge for 'leading us all round in circles', be it as a hare or the hare-raiser. ML would 
then award a gift wrapped book to KIU, in recognition of his 200 marathons; the book? A Beginner's Guide to Running! :D And the Get A Life 
shoe would be awarded to Wilds Thing in recognition of his 300 marathons; DDs for all three to (of course) "Get A Life". Nearly there, Rebel 
would then present another special award, this time to Knightrider; Rebel, it transpires, didn't realise that KR's nickname came from the 
(famous) 80s show of the same title, instead wondering if it came from the brand of condoms! No-one else had heard of these and didn't 
believe him, until he had managed to source a packet. He seemed a little disappointed that strawberry had been delivered instead of the 
requested banana flavour! Closing out the evening's awards, NN would present a 2026 Harveys Calendar to 'Harveys Addict' LTP with DD 
to "He's a Hasher" and the Best Charge shoe to Half Moon in recognition of all her energy, with DD to "She's alright". And with that, resident 
DJ Psyclepath would take the stage, and the hash, into the early hours of the morning. Another great Xmas Hash!  Nasty Nips/ Bouncer 

ononononononononononononononon       

   



RRREEEHHHAAASSSHHHIIINNNGGG   aaannnooottthhheeerrr   fffeeessstttiiivvveee   hhhaaassshhh………    
#2445 New Inn, Hurstpierpoint – A good number of festive hats were on display, although the 
hint about tutu’s, given that it’s the 22

nd
 – two two day, was completely ignored. Oh well, there’ll 

be another opportunity in June next year when warmth may encourage folk to join in! Moving 
outside, Oral Hooker broke hare tradition by being brutally honest about trail conditions – hilly 
and muddy; confirming a sip from her car, failing to elaborate for the wa*kers; then pointed us 
on east along the High Street. Heading up South Avenue then left on the Twitten, trail turned 
south at the next finger post and on to the first fishhook. The urge to continue south at the next 
check was an error as pack headed west along Bedlam Street and a 2

nd
 FH. The long drag 

south past Foxholes inevitably meant, you guessed it, another FH before a hard left ascent and 
FH up Wolstonbury Hill for a gasping photo opportunity and bonus pop up sip. No time to hang 
around though as pack slid back down to New Way Lane for a metalled respite (and FH) before 
heading on to Danny. On inn was over the fields via yet another FH, then back along the out trail to find sip with cheese straws and 
Harveys by the tennis club. Now if only we’d known that earlier you might well have found the wa*kers joining after a roadie route as 
far as Danny, almost reversing the main trail, then cutting across the mud to join Brighton Road and on inn via Pit Road. 

 
The pub was busy but had set aside a number of tables for the hash, but not chairs, which another group helped themselves to, 
prompting a mad raid on every available seat elsewhere. Sharing the back room with said group, the middle room cleared just in 

time for circle up so a wholesale shift occurred, just as they also decided to leave! Private Dancer 
and OH were downed to the hares song before we rewound to Sunday and congratulated 
Shirker Ninesing on his marathon return albeit a PW after 5 months 
of injury with ‘no long distance legs’. Someone who did have long 
distance legs though, was Nasty Nips setting a stomping marathon 
PB of 3.35! Joining them, as she’d also set a half marathon PB at 
the same course as NN, was a war paint daubed Half Moon, who 
can always be relied on for a great quote after announcing on trail, 
“Oh God, it’s in so deep!” Rewinding another day to Saturday, and 
the annual CRAFT H3 12 pubs, the geographically confused were 
called after Keeps It Up, Wildbush and even Angel all went to the 
Lord Nelson instead of the Battle of Trafalgar at the start! But KIU 
was also charged with misleading the pack, calling on the wrong 
way tonight. Joining them would be Hot Fuzz for numerical 
confusion, numbering 6 on a FH5! And finally, our most 
experienced hasher present this evening could do with going back to hash school after forgetting 
his torch, forgetting his shoes (having to battle the mud in brogues), and, your RA found out later, 
forgetting to pick up Pompette en route! On On Don was a worthy Numpty and apparently his 
first time, but he did well drinking his own beer through the famous nostrils, as Beat the Barman 
came up to dispose of the balance for getting the wa*kers pack home. Another great hash 
indeed, raising the question of Hash Gomi’s reluctance to hand over his subs!  Bouncer 

ononononononononononononononon 

 
Michael Lewis, angry at his gay boyfriend, used the movie, Die Hard With a Vengeance as inspiration. Drugging his boyfriend, Tony 
Berry, into an almost catatonic state, he dressed him in just a double sided whiteboard that read Death to all N**g**s on one side, 
and God Loves the KK, on the other. He then drove him to downtown Harlem and dropped him off. 2 minutes later Berry was deceased. 



IIINNN   TTTHHHEEE   NNNEEEWWWSSS      ---   WWWhhhaaattt’’’sss   DDDooonnnaaalllddd   gggooonnneee   aaannnddd   dddooonnneee   tttooodddaaayyy???   
After all the accusations of senility to Joe Biden for falling asleep in public, he fell asleep in public. And Epstein redacted. 

 

   
Bananas on the beach in Worthing & a major incident as hole appears in Shropshire canal, scuppering a narrow boat. 

   
   



RRREEEHHHAAASSSHHHIIINNNGGG   aaa   dddeeepppaaarrrtttuuurrreee,,,   tttooo   222000222555   &&&   HHHaaalllfff   MMMoooooonnn………    

#2446 The White Horse, Ditchling - BH7's last hash of 2025, and Half Moon's 

last (regular) hash before she heads up north, would find everyone gathered at 

old favourite The White Horse, Ditchling. "Up the top" was 'accidentally' 

mentioned, and lots of fishhooks promised, for the next 7.3km, but so would a 

sip stop. And so the massed hashers turned right (E) out of pub then S down 

South St and on to Beacon Rd before turning down Nye Lane and the first of the 

promised fishhooks. S then at the junction before the footpath towards 

Underhill Ln and the second fishhook before winding up the hill alongside 

Ditchling Bostall and to the top, but not before FH#3 three-quarters of the way 

up and then FH#4 (for 1, capturing yours truly) at the summit. A quick RG here 

would allow a few stories to be shared, including a previous 'hash crash' at the 

first bend, before heading off E along the SDW; a misdirect here from HM would find FRBs watching the posts for marks 

when true trail was actually the trail N of the SDW, turning down Westmeston Bostall and two more FHs before hitting 

Westmeston. Briefly N alongside Lewes Rd then NW into the fields (and another pair of FHs) before the pack would get lost 

in the woods, a fallen tree prompting HM to recheck. With true trail found, FRBs would encounter the final FH and then 

HM's sip stop in The Shirleys; a selection of alcoholic and non-alcoholic beverages were provided as HM had no inclination 

to lug them up north, and of course the hash were happy to help dispose of them! On Inn W along Lewes Rd. 

Back at the pub, LS & HM (as hares) would be the first to be called up. It was noted that HM had helpfully called 'tree' when the 

pack had found themselves in the forest! And, only on her last hash, had she found out what BH7 actually meant! :D DDs to 

"Here's To The Hares". HM would then note that it was her birthday tomorrow and cake was also available alongside the DDs. 

Next up, slips, trips and falls: Hash Gomi had been seen to lose his feet out from right underneath him on a particularly slippery 

root, KIU had failed to keep it upright, and Psyclepath had been seen to slip (when challenged it was noted that his backside 

had hit the ground so it counts!); HG's was nominated to ML as HG was driving, and DDs to "The Grand Ol' Duke of York". Hot 

Fuzz and HG had been seen coming out of the bushes together, and even commented during one FH about returning there 

together! HG's DD was again nominated by NN to ML, but when HG challenged the automatic nominating it was noted that his 

subs were due and so he didn't get a say as he wasn't a fully paid-up member! ;) DDs 

to "They're Alright". And finally, HM was called up again and presented a 'Hash Box' - 

a collection of flour, chalk sticks and natural chalk (from ML's garden), toilet roll 

(including a note that it can be used for emergencies), notebooks, her favoured 

energy gels and some sweets; DD to "Get A Life". The evening would close with lots of 

farewell hugs and photos taken by LS on her daughter's instamatic paper printing 

camera for HM to take with her, ending another great hash. - Nasty Nips 

   
ononononononononononononononon       

A few more Christmas movies, Spurs style: 

 
•  I’ve decided to form a group choir for Christmas. Anyone wanting to join will 

be welcome. So far, it’s just Dean, Don, Mary, Lee and I. 

•  I'm bringing out a version of the Band Aid song. ‘Duvet Know It's Christmas?’ 

It's a cover...  
•  Why did the Turkey cross the road? To show he wasn't chicken........    
•  I was sacked on the spot after doing the Conga at the Christmas party, I have 

to admit I always hated working at the Sea Life Centre anyway.       



   
HHHaaavvveee   yyyooouuurrrssseeelllfff   aaa   mmmeeerrrrrryyy   llliiittttttllleee   ssstttrrriiipppmmmaaasss………   

 
CCChhhaaapppsss   wwwiiittthhh   eeexxxtttrrraaa   lllaaarrrgggeee………   tttrrriiinnnkkkeeetttsss!!!

 

OOOhhh   pppllleeeaaassseee,,,   lllaaadddiiieeesss!!!   HHHaaavvveee   sssooommmeee   dddeeecccooorrruuummm   aaannnddd   cccooovvveeerrr   uuuppp   ttthhhooossseee   pppuuuddddddiiinnngggsss...      

 

   



RRReeehhhaaassshhhiiinnnggg   ttthhheee   CCCRRRAAAFFFTTT   HHH333   ---   ###111333777   ---   111222   pppuuubbb   gggaaammmeeesss   ooofff   CCChhhrrriiissstttmmmaaasss   
After the fun we had on last year’s Christmas CRAFT Toad pubs, it was decided to 

extend the theory by choosing pubs with other games, suggesting everyone brings 

something along in case Dr. Google let us down. Outside of the COVID years of 

2020, when CRAFT only managed 2 outings, and 2021 with its solitary 12 pubs get 

together (and that an away trip to join the Herts H3 Worlds End pub crawl in 

Welwyn Garden City), this has been the quietest year for the Brighton social arm. 

It’s probably not that we’re getting less social, but that Angel and I are getting more 

social, as the kids are grownup and we can get away a lot more, however, there are 

no shortage of CRAFT friendly events so perhaps a social secretary for BH7 would 

encourage more folk to take on an occasional extra-curricular get together? 

This year also marked a return to the 12 pubs format initiated by Bogeyman in 

2017, after a couple of quieter Christmas celebrations, and, although the timing 

came right on top of the big day, drew a great attendance in #1 Battle of 

Trafalgar with Testiculator and Dipstick joining me soon after my arrival. Hot on 

their heels were Spingo, Proxy and Wilds Thing; a cameo ‘hi and bye’ from Beat 

 
the Barman; Cliffbanger; then Beerpump and Nose job on a day trip from the Isle of Wight; and finally, Angel, who’d had a small 

errand but had also decided I meant the Lord Nelson so had gone to the wrong pub! Christmas Dinner Dominos were in play, 

washed down with the Old Ale, with each successive round the deal getting less as the participants increased, but those pigs in 

blankets just kept beating us! Bang on schedule we exited with pack overtaking hare and subsequently missing the passage, but as 

we strolled on, two distant figures appeared in the rear-view mirror as Keeps It Up and Wildbush sought to regain the ground 

they’d lost by also starting with the Lord Nelson! Arriving at #2 Good Companions, Spingo challenged me to a game of chess for 

50p stake before realising she meant draughts, but Proxy confidently took over only to lose her ten bob as others glanced briefly 

 
at one of the more sociable games I’d brought along. Beerpump opted for a quick leak as I set off to mark trail, then somehow 

overtaking the entire pack to stop head spinning like a meerkat in confusion at the next junction, before we cracked on down to 

#3 Shakespeares Head. With Legolas finding us here we sat in the marquee and Spingo introduced us to her IKEA gingerbread 

letters, creating a game where we had to draw one and name bawdy parts (this is the hash after all!). So much fun that, after 

discovering that #4 World’s End on London Road (limited to keg but interesting mango beer, and other patrons) was all about the 

arcade and racing cars rather than family games, it came out again with a car related theme. I set off early to mark trail as our 

 



RRReeehhhaaassshhhiiinnnggg   ttthhheee   CCCRRRAAAFFFTTT   HHH333   ---   ###111333777   ---   111222   pppuuubbb   gggaaammmeeesss   ooofff   CCChhhrrriiissstttmmmaaasss 

middle son, Kieran aka Gooey, was already in town and on his way to #5 

Great Eastern, where we were also joined by Radio Soap and Cyst Pit, 

although Dippy headed off on a side mission along the way. This was a small 

but very busy bar with some cool jazz being spun on the decks, though there 

was no chance of any games as we stood outside, so as the IOW boys had 

already cracked on to #6 Foundry, drinks were soon downed and the pack 

followed. We hadn’t been able to play Toads here last year as the table was 

occupied, but made a good go of it this time in a much more laid back pub 

than #5, although CB had taken the sensible option as we’d neared the 

station. Food on the hoof was suggested on the way to #7 Mad Dog Brew 

House, Dippy and his chips finding us three floors up in possibly the most ‘on 

theme’ pub of the day, where a Jenga battle soon ensued. Although it was 

the day’s shortest distance between pubs, we lost a few before #8 Prince of 

Wales with BP & NJ having to head for the train (via #12!); KIU/WB & WT all 

heading to a noodle bar then calling it a night; RS & CP heading on to a prior 

engagement; and Legolas going shopping! Still, we had an entertaining 

round or two of Odd One Out (another of my ‘bag’ games) before heading  

  
round the corner for a photo stop at #8.5 Moe’s bar mural (no actual beer!), Spingo & Proxy sadly missing the pics by calling it a 

night seconds before. This was inspired by Prince Crashpian, who visited all three murals (the 3
rd

 in Belfast Street being just too 

far out for today) with another running group that also included Bathe-It, Daily, spelling out the word ‘Doh!’ on the way! A 

second Simpsons mural, at the barbers (where Legolas found us again and Gooey left us), was to be found on the way to #9 

Robin Hood, which was another real family game pub with people playing something at almost every table! More OOO 

occurred, as well as more Jenga, before Legolas left for the bus, and we left for #10 the Rook. Testi and Dippy were just getting 

 
into their drinking stride with 2 beers here, testing the sours, even as Angel was fading rapidly, but the former was the only one 

of us to get the pendulum over the hook. Against the odds, we had barely slipped from the schedule and it was lovely to have 

an old Dangleberry acquaintance, Katy, joining us at #11 the Caxton Arms, where I played with Lego while the rest tackled an 

excellent 4-way version of Shut the Box. It’s difficult to avoid the excellent #12 Evening Star, even if there were no games to 

hand, but we were in for another delight, with Spike joining us after work, and bringing a huge portion of chips to the (outside) 

table! What an excellent day with no less than 19 putting in an appearance, but Angel was at least 3 pubs over her limit, not to 

mention your scribe, so time to call an end to another great CRAFT Christmas 12 pubs crawl!  Bouncer 

   



      

CCChhhrrriiissstttmmmaaasss   cccaaarrrdddsss   tttooo   ttthhheee   BBBrrriiiggghhhtttooonnn   hhhaaassshhh………   

   

 


