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Camping Weekend, Lyme Regis, 2006 
 

We arrived in torrential rain on the Friday and set up tents. Fortunately, Honest John had 
his campervan and a gazebo available so we piled in to cook our tea on the B-B-Q and get 
out of the rain where the Hash Booze could be drunk. 
 

 
 

The view from the toilet block - the raining sweeping past and mist descending. 
 



  

 
 

 
 



  

 
 

The new GM - his worship the Cauliflower - was placed in a prominent place and everyone 
had to bow to him on passing. Soufflé tried to get him to have a can of Tetley’s beer but 
the GM kept dropping it. 
 

 
 

Calculator Kid cooks BOF and Organgrinder’s steak to perfection. 
 



  

Around 11.30 the door of the campervan was pushed open and the torrential rain and gale 
force wind came in along with the campsite owner. He was apoplectic with anger. 
 
He complained that there was a noise coming from the campervan and no noise of any 
description was allowed after 23.00 - not even the squeaking of BOF and Organgrinder’s 
airbed as they made love (Actually it was BOF’s hip joint that was squeaking!). He 
threatened to call the police if anyone made any further noise. He did not approve of 
alcohol - which was unfortunate as a large number of boxes of beer and wine were piled 
up outside just calling out to be drunk.  
 
Just as we were protesting that nobody was drunk - Boomerang missed his footing on the 
campervan steps and fell prostrate at the campsite owner’s feet. 
 
Call the police? Imagine the telephone conversation. 
 
Campsite Owner (CO) “Police? I need a SWAT team at my campsite immediately! There 
are people making a noise after 23.00.” 
 
Police “Have you asked them to be quiet?” 
 
CO “Yes, of course” 
 
Police “And are they now quiet?” 
 
CO “Yes but I still want a squad car in case they start again!” 
 
Police “Well, all our spare police are in Seaton where drug gangs are rioting, others 

attending a murder at the Sally Lunne Tea Rooms in Branscombe - blood all over 
the walls - and attending an air crash at Exeter Airport.” 

 
CO “Bugger that! I want police here NOW to wake up these hashers and tell them to 

be quieter!” 
 
The next morning the skies were clearer, the rain had stopped and we went on our cycle 
ride. Seven miles of glorious Devon countryside. The only blot on the landscape was 
Calculator Kid’s cycling outfit. 
 



  

 
 

 
 



  

 
 

The cycle ride was almost entirely off-road and the sun shone down on us. 
 

  
 

Organgrinder and BOF 
 



  

 
 

 
 



  

 
 
We stopped for lunch at the Hunter’s Lodge pub where Doggy introduced a challenge to 
the ex-GMs present - Organgrinder, Doggy, Calculator Kid and Lagerlout. He filled a 
Frisbee with beer and they had to drink it through straws; the trick being that the Frisbee 
held three pints of beer and not less than one as it appeared - an optical illusion. 
 
 

 
 

We passed quite close to the Cannington Valley Viaduct which took the Axminster to Lyme 
Regis railway over a valley. 



  

 

 
 

 
 

The next three pictures show views of the viaduct taken from a website in better weather 
than we experienced! 
 
The railway was opened in 1903 and closed in 1965. It was never successful - mainly 
because the Lyme Regis station was 250 feet above sea level and a long way from the 
town. 

 



  

 
 

 
 

 
 



  

Lyme Regis station was dismantled and re-erected in on Mid-Hants preserved railway as 
seen below. 
 

 
 

  
 

Back at the Talbot Arms in Uplyme Wellie W was inducted as the new GM by the 
traditional means of drinking a beer with a plastic pipe on his arm. Despite all his efforts, 
the beer went either down his front or over his face. 
 
Talking of which, BOF provided amusement in the pub. He was leaning against the bar 
hatch which was in the vertical position. Suddenly, the hatch moved. Thinking that it was 



  

about to slam shut, he grabbed at it. However, it was held by a chain but the jerk to BOF’s 
arm threw nearly a whole pint of beer down his front. 

 

 
 

Toy Boy’s place is set for the evening meal. 
 

 
 



  

 
 

 
 

“Come over here and say that again!” 
 



  

 
 

 
 



  

 
 

It was all too much for Flash Git and Gravelrash 
 

 
 



  

On the Sunday there was a hash for which eleven stalwarts remained - everyone else 
having gone home. 
 
This was Doggy’s 700th hash so he ran in the rain in fancy dress. 
 

 
 

 
 


