
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

First trail: Gracious Pond, Chobham, 4 April 2021 

To all RH3 Participants.     THE TRAIL (S)! 
And so it came to pass that the hounds 
grew restless and as soon as they were free 
to roam again they took to the hills.  The 
industrious Raffles had been beavering 
away, poring over his maps and he came up 
with a cunning plan.  While there were no 
other hash activities he would plough his 
own furrow!  The new hash was born on 28 
March and the little hound sent out a 
clarion call on the bush telegraph calling all 
like-minded hounds to join him by the 
pond on the following Sunday.  On the 
morning of 4 April he rose early and licked 
his master to wake him up.  His foolish 
master had sent a message late the night 
before and forgot to put his phone back on 
charge, so they set off with only 35% 
power, but it was enough to set the trail.   

Accounts of what happened later vary, but 
here are just three of them.  No doubt FRB 
will give his normal account of his Sunday 
perambulations to SH3.  It’s funny what 
thoughts cross Eveready’s mind early in the 
morning!

Blame it on the farmer? We 
blamed FRB! 

We arrived to join our prearranged group only to 
find that DTT and Mrs R had taken off with FRB, 
Kelinchi et al with DTT muttering that he would 
have to do all the checking. I set off with HdS, 
Blue Suit, SBJ, Shiva and Dr Death.  We were 
followed by our hare, his master and Simple 
telling us it was only 4 miles. We admired 
Gracious Pond until we were told we were going 
out on the in trail - back to normal hashing then! 
Well on our way we were met with a farmer and 
a tractor sweeping away the flour, with helpful 
farmer telling us in the most polite way “Git orf 
moi land”.  Our hare and master assured us 
that they had used it earlier in the week and the 
other group had gone through.  This is where we 

blamed FRB and his loud calling for alerting and 
upsetting the farmer. So what to do...our hare 
and master consulted the map, declared we had 
to cut a large chunk off, run along tarmac and 
needed to generally wander around til, we found 
a path.  No problem we were so happy catching 
up with each other, no one moaned!!  We came 
across Miss Bean, Stevie Blunder and guests 
also generally wandering around.  We were 
rather like a concertina, we met, moved away, 
met again, moved way again etc.  The hare and 
master added another loop around Fairoaks 
airport, it was then we realised he did not have 
his map and his phone had run out of juice so 
had no idea where were going.  So after 6 1/2 
miles and at 13.30 we got back to the car park. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

First trail: Gracious Pond, Chobham, 4 April 2021 

Between us we had beer, cider, chips, cakes 
and a lot of banter.  What could be better on 
such a beautiful sunny blue sky day.  It was 
really good to be back in a (small) group again, 
following flour on a Sunday.  We all had a great 
time.  Thank you Raffles, just get a better co-
hare next time! 

On On, Bonn Bugle 

Yes, I’ll put a check here     That will do nicely! 

[Ed: Dr Death, in his infinite wisdom, realised 

that the hare’s handler was too busy gassing to 

realise that the sun was in completely the wrong 

place!  The same curse that had afflicted FRB in 

December had turned him towards Chobham 

town centre, so an about turn was called.] 

An Elite hasher reports: 

My group went down to 4 towards the end, and 

at one check, 3 decided to head for home, but I 

am made of sterner stuff and managed to find 

the trail - back check - and clocked up 6.32 miles 

in the end i.e. 10K.  I think I added on the extra 

miles with all the checking at the big back check 

as I was absolutely determined to find the trail!  

It does sound a like a hash in the best hash 

tradition.  

The group reassembled in the car park, had a 

chat and liquid refreshment, wondered where 

you were, and then headed home, all agreeing it 

had been a lovely hashy event - great territory 

and interesting route.  Look forward to next 

week. 

On on Kelinchi 

      The Dregs  

   – having scoffed Shiva’s lovely Easter cakes  

The Surrey Samizdat 

As traffic was lighter than expected, we arrived 
at the Fishponds a little early and, naturally, my 

thoughts turned to the Great Western Schism of 

the late 14th century. This occurred when the 

Papacy had decamped from Rome to Avignon in 

France.  Following the death of the Avignon 

Pope, a legal successor was appointed in 

Avignon but a section of the Curia in Rome also 

nominated a Roman successor.  Chaos ensued, 

which was the ‘real’ Pope? Countries aligned on 

political alliance lines, France supporting the 

Avignon Pope, as did the French ally Scotland, 

so of course England supported the Rome 

candidate in revenge.  It was all resolved in the 

end, but not until harsh words were spoken with 

accusations of heresy and devilry.  On Easter 

Sunday, Surrey Hashers asked themselves 

whether this was really a hash in Surrey just 

as late 13th Century Catholics had asked, is 

that really the Pope?  

As it was, the Surrey Dissidents started the trail 

in warm spring sunshine at precisely just before 
11.00.  FRB immediately started calling “No! 

No!”. I assumed the fractionally early start was 

proving too much for him, but in fact he had 

correctly spotted the trail was veering off the 

path we were following.  The first checks were 

easy enough, as promised, but then came open 
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paddocks and expensive ‘Equine Establishment 

houses.  We had been promised Legal Trouble 

and, in a way, it came.  Not, however, in the form 

of million pound fines for hashing.  

The Hare, despite technically being a Hound, 

had quite reasonably laid the trail on a 

Permissive Footpath.  Exactly how Permissive 

was the subject of some heated argument 
between Doug the Tub and a Person of Equine 

ownership pretensions. ‘You can’t use this lane’ 
snapped the landowner.  Doug politely pointed 

out that his OS App clearly showed it to be a 

Permissive Footpath.  ‘It is’ was the snarled reply 

‘but that doesn’t mean that people like you can 
use it!’  Doug and Mrs Robinson, in escaping 

from Mr Angry, were then severed from the 

main pack and, in accordance with the usual 

rules of such occasions, somehow arrived back 

at the cars 15 minutes before the main pack who 

had been ahead of them. 

On we went past Emmett’s Mill to Fairoaks 

Airport, all strangely familiar territory, especially 
to FRB, but the final stretch in the woods proved 

too much for the depleted ‘main pack’.  After a 

suspiciously easy check, the trail came to an 

equally suspicious abrupt halt in open woodland 

and all possible solutions were thoroughly 

investigated.  All but the correct one.  After a 

long solo checking run, I eventually found trail 

again, but by then I was so far from the others 

that I had to send the glad tidings by text. 

One by one the elite Surrey Hashers found 

their way back to the cars, sank a beer in the 

warm sunshine and briefly solved the problems 

of the World before wending their separate 

ways. There may have been other packs 

hashing in the woods that day, but having once 

visited Barcelona, I know nothing. 

(Samizdat, an activity employed by dissidents to 

publish illegal newsletters in the Soviet Union 

and other Dictatorships)   

On On, Eveready 

Sir, Venerable Editor, 

HOUND HANGS HEAD IN SHAME 

Yesterday, my carefully researched trail was 
scuppered by the “Chobham gremlin” that I think 
caught out FRB in December.  I didn’t bark at any of 
those beautiful racehorses and shire horses and I 
was just amused by the clucking of the hens, but the 
farmer decided that some family groups and runners 
ought to go by another way because a very 
convenient short piece of his drive had no right to 
roam.  I promise to try harder next week! 

IN OTHER NEWS 

After a particularly wild party at the kennels my 
sister was jumped on by a bad poodle who had been 
swigging vast quantities of Dirty Tackle Ale.  We tried 
reporting the assault to the kennel authorities, but 
they said she was asking for it, what with her fancy 
hair-do and nicely trimmed skirts.  So we started the 
#DOG TOO movement, because she ended up being 
sold into prostitution.  It turns out though that on 
the Open Dog Slave Market her half-caste offspring 
are worth far more than pure specimens like me.  
Being half-caste is the in thing these days! 

Your Ever Faithful, 

Rogue Hound GM Raffles Hash  

(democratically elected and fond of 
oxymorons, but not morons) 

My sister, 
Rafflesia and 
future hounds 

 

ON ON TO CAPEL NEXT WEEK!! 


