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The Humping Jávea Hash 

The Humping Jávea Hash (the “HJH”) is an annual event dis-organised by a mysterious drinking club with a running problem, known as the Hash House Harriers.  It is held in the quiet coastal town of Jávea (also Xàbia), located in the province of Alacant, in Spain.  A typical HJH is divided into three phases: (i) The Welcome; (ii) The Main Run; and (iii) The Hair of the Dog Run.

The Welcome

Hashers gather in the Hotel Miramar to exchange hard earned cash for a few insults and a good quality t-shirt. Given that Hashers are more than likely to lose their memory in various Circles and bars over the weekend (along with their dignity, pride and inhibitions), this t-shirt is often the only way many Hashers can confirm that they even attended the HJH.

The Welcome is usually held in a typically Spanish restaurant, e.g. a Nepalese Curry House that offers speedy service, and more food than even Lik’mmm can eat (or the Mijas Hash is prepared to pay for). The Welcome then moves on to a typically Spanish bar, e.g. an Irish bar with an Oliver Twist pickpocket theme.

Being serious athletes, Hashers prepare fully for the gruelling Main Run the next day. They diligently drink as much as possible, for as long as possible, to ensure they won’t have to do the Main Run in a sober state. Experienced Hashers like Clutching Hand, Tight Fit, Bandy Legs, Colonic Irrigation, and Floppy Fiveskin have perfected the required Friday Night Drunken State, and do not rest until they are sufficiently “tipsy.” Some competitive Hashers (Mark IV) try to use the The Welcome to their advantage and upgrade fellow FRBs from “tipsy” to “room spinningly drunk” in a devious ploy to hamper their performances on the Main Run. 

The Main Run
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Having laughed at certain Spanish Hashers who can’t handle their drink (Bandy Legs), taken the obligatory group photo, and endured an extended pre-run circle, the Hashers set off on a stunning 9.7 rated run in the countryside. The Hashers brave thistles, river crossings, broken ankles, lost trails, gun wielding locals, cunning fish-hooks, and on-coming trains to make it to the safety of the Beer Stop (where Foggy kindly provided some adult entertainment). Thanks to King Lord Emperor Sir Sir James and Atame for an excellent run.

The Main Run  was followed by a Circle, where Hanky “show us your tits” Wanky and Bandy Legs were punished for very un-hash-like behaviour - competitive running. The usual culprit Mark IV was absent from his usual down-down as he had his foot stuck in a loo (perhaps karma for making the other FRBs so drunk the night before?). Oxfam was given a down-down for some shit I can’t remember, and Bandy Legs showed off his straight arm skills.

On On After 


The Hashers continued the evening festivities in the Oliver Twist themed bar (later re-branded a Crime Scene Investigation bar by Floppy Fiveskin). After a game of beer ping pong, Clutching Hand, and Tight Fit tried their luck on unsuspecting virgins whilst Mark IV poisoned Bandy Legs, Kiss My Chocolate Starfish and Little Rock with some lethal blue vodka. Meanwhile Not Half Bad and Poisonous Pussy did their bit for international relations. 

By sunrise Bandaged Legs could no longer stand being out-injured by Mark IV, so (in true FRB competitive spirit) he decided to go one better and slit his wrists. Luckily for him Kiss My Chocolate Nightingale and Tiger-Lilly Fiveskin were at hand to ensure he survived to faint another day. Unfortunately this meant Colonic Irrigation was left unsupervised, and got pissed – literally.

Hair of the Dog Run

Bright eyed and bushy tailed, the Hashers met on Sunday morning ready for the beautiful 8.7 coastal run set out by Badger and HotRod. Fresh from a good night sleep and a healthy diet, the FRBs skipped up the kills, over the dead cat and through the checkpoints without even perspiring (perhaps we were too dehydrated to even sweat?). The Run was followed by the Hash Olympics (that has to be seen to be believed) and a Circle. Lazy Bastard award for Hanky Wanky who couldn’t be bothered to run and FRB balls for Ginger Ninja. Straight Arm down-downs for Razor (for skipping the challenge the day before) and Mummy’s Boy. Normal down-downs for Not Half Bad and Poisonous Pussy, fainiting Bandaged Legs, blue vodka fuelled Mark IV, Kiss My Chocolate Nightingale, Tiger-Lilly Fiveskin and Colonic Irrigation. The Circle finished with the usual Hash Hakka: “Swing low, sweet charriot….”

On On After

The Hashers made their way to a typically Spanish restaurant and gorged on far too much food and pacharan. The Mijas Hash provided the entertainment, which received a standing (and walking) ovation, led by Wobbly Bob – at least one convoy this weekend worked!

BIG THANKS to Hanky Wanky, Ginger Ninja and everyone else who made the HJH possible including the Hares, Knobjob, Sleezy Rider, Ali G-String, Worzel Gummidge, and Sir Culchie (sorry to anyone I have unintentionally missed out). On On ‘til next time.   
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With hangovers in full force, the Hashers meet in the Jávea car park to travel in convoy to their run site (not always as easy as it sounds). Whilst some Hashers use it as an opportunity to practice their Car-a -oke skills, some Sad Bastards use it as an opportunity to pick up Harrietts in their latest convertible (no mater how mini-scule it may be)…sadder still, it seems to work!





The Hashers unsuccessfully convoyed to a typically Spanish Restaurant, namely an English Carvery named after Marilyn Manson (I am still confused why they had some blonde bird all over the walls….?). Either way great crumble, great jokes, great bird spotting (I am sure I saw a couple of tits) and a big thanks to the Hares for sorting it all out.
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Marilyn Monroe
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