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THE HARES MAY BE HILARIOUS,  
BUT THEY HAD THE LAST LAUGH 

BY PERPLEXING THE PACK 

been known to set 2 hours 30 
minutes, so that today, at 1 hr 50, 
they  were merely in the recent 
norm. No, today it was the flour 
they screwed up, with checks that 
made no sense, trail going off or 
coming back without rhyme or 
reason, flour on the back of trees 
where no one could hope to see it, 
check circles hidden in a bath...... 
As one result, the usual late 
comers - Atalanta and the Pied 
Piper - were able to find us after 
only 3 checks, still milling about 
aimlessly. The Pied Piper runs 
well, but it is Atalanta who solves 
checks; that we finished at all 
today is largely thanks to her and 
to Silent Knight. (Actually there 
were other late comers, SBJ and 
Golden Balls, but their reaction 
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was to do bits of the in-trail 
backwards, so joining forces with 
Popeye, who ran almost all of it 
the wrong way. No, don’t ask me 
why - he was there at the start, 
with Swee’Pea and Olive Oyl, 
though they had more sense than 
to park in the area proposed by 
our jokers, too small for the 
audience of a flea circus. But who 
has ever understood Popeye’s 
tactics? Not Popeye, you may be 
sure.) 
It goes against the grain, but as an 
honest scribe I must admit that 
once we had Atalanta with us, and 
the other front runners began to get 
into the minds of our hares (no, 
don’t laugh, they have minds just 
as much as you do.....) the trail 
became both attractive and 

Literature is rich in comic pairs: 
Prince Hal and Falstaff, Don 
Quixote and Sancho Panza, Holmes 
and Watson, Peter Rabbit and 
Benjamin Bunny... 
The Surrey Hash is especially 
proud and privileged to have the 
real thing: the hare pair Puffer and 
Bumble. 
Much of the humour comes from 
the contrast. One needs to be more 
than a bit special, the other 
straightforward, down to earth,  
unheroic, with his feet on the 
ground. You, gentle reader, may 
decide which is which for our 
two..... 
Our preposterous pair can be relied 
on to do something truly weird 
with the trail; in the past they have 

enjoyable. Well, one can hardly go 
wrong in Hurtwood, with all those 
hills and scenery and rhododendron 
clumps and views and all..... We 
did have a modest amount of 
blacktop, but nothing that anyone 
except GG could gripe about. (He 
had better get fretting about horns: 
Mrs G and Low Profile came 
together - should I re-phrase that? 
No!) by an extremely devious and 
implausible route to the bucket.  
The event was memorable for 
several reasons. Lay By was heard 
rejoicing - and every one else 
cursing - at the number of pooches 
getting under the feet of the 
runners. (Her own mutt, and two 
from Svend’s family, and two from 
Sally Justice, and - but I lost 
count) Also for fit-father, fit-son 

pairs, a good augury for the future 
of our pack. No, we didn’t get 
Chastity Belt and  her fit son, that 
would have been a bonus we hardly 
deserved. 
Here is a piece of physiology for 
the hash. People seem to need a pee 
before we start, especially the 
harriettes; or during the trail, 
especially - though not only - the 
men; but by the time we reach the 
bucket, no one needs to pee. Now, 
why might that be? 
It can hardly be that we have 
sweated out all our body fluids; the 
pace is too gentle (thank heavens!) 
for such a result. Perhaps thirst is a 
powerful disincentive? 
There was one remarkable view, 
gained by climbing one of the 
longest and steepest slopes I can 

remember on a Surrey trail; Bumble 
was maliciously asking one and all at 
the end whether they had really done 
it. In fact he was all of a twitter, 
burbling and mumbling and hiding in 
a bin liner; his china, Puffer, was 
nowhere to be seen, but was in 
theory sweeping up back markers. 
(For once we had both JMs, and one 
of them should have been doing that: 
judging by the Scribe list, they 
should rather perhaps concentrate on 
recruiting writers for this rag.) 
Well, I am sure the GM had a good 
deal to say in the Circle: she arrived 
beetle-browed and very wroth. And 
Golden Balls is surely as capable of 
inventing sinners, without doing the 
trail, as Tosser was. (How does 
Tosser, who walks all the way, keep 
up so cleverly?) 

Run 1574 

Date 12-Jun 

Hare Puffer & Bumble 

Venue Holmbury St.Mary 

On On  Royal Oak 

Grand Master : 
BonnBugle 

(Jo Avey) 
01483 723746 (h)  

 
Joint Masters:  

Velco+ 
(Eve Sullivan 

 01737 858326 (h) 
and 

G and T 
(Diana George) 

 01372 373856 (h)  
 

Religious Advisor : 
Golden Balls 

(Charles Bowman) 
 01344 488365 (h) 

 
Clutcher’s Mate : 

Short An 
(Angela Squires)  

01372  458892 (h) 
 

Hash Cash : 
J. Arthur 

(Arthur Thomas) 
01483 224491 (h)  

 
Trail Master : 

Icepyck 
(Gilbert Verspyck) 
01483 202650 (h) 

 
DapperHasherie: 

SBJ  
(Fran Ridout) 

01483 416625 (h) 
 

Joint-Secs : 
Vidal  

(Yvonne Clough) 
01483 277174 (h) 

Tequil’ over  
(Richard Piercy) 

01372-454907(h) 



Tequill’over 
47 Dowlans Road 

Great Bookham 
Surrey 

KT23 4LF 

sh3onsec@sh3onsec.org 
www.sh3onsec.org 
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1576 26-Jun Bob the Slob Blechingley Bonn Bugle 

1577 3-Jul Bonn Bugle & 
Hans der Schwanz 

Chobham 
Common? 

FRB 

1578 10-Jul Carol FO &  
Strumpet 

TBA Volunteer! 

1579 17-Jul Hare Wanted –  Urgent!!! Volunteer! 

1580 24-Jul Eric the Viking Ewell area Volunteer! 

1581 31-Jul Coolbox & Ma-
donna 

Camberley 
area 

Volunteer! 

1582 7-Aug Doug the Tub & 
Mrs Robinson 

Puttenham? Volunteer! 

Run 1575 

Date 19-Jun 

Hare Dissa 

Venue Ockley 

On On  Inn on the Green 

SSA old  124 B5 

OS (187) 147 402 

Scribe Tosser 
Directions: 

Have you been guilty of looking at others your own age 
and thinking, "Surely I can't look that old"??? 
 
I was sitting in the waiting room for my first appointment 
with a new dentist. 
 
I noticed his DDS diploma, which bore his full name. 
Suddenly I remembered a tall, handsome, dark-haired 
boy with the same name had been in my high school 
class some 40-odd years ago. Could he be the same guy 
that I had a secret crush on, way back then?? 
 
Upon seeing him, however, I quickly discarded any such 
thought. This balding, gray-haired man with the deeply 
lined face was way too old to have been my classmate. 
Hmmm. . . . . or could he??? After he examined my 
teeth, I asked him if he had attended Williamsport High 

From Dorking take the A24 south, at Bear Green take the 
A29, continue approx 2 miles to Ockley. Car park is on left 
just before the Inn on the Green. 

School? 
 
"Yes. Yes, I did! I'm a Williamaire" he gleamed with 
pride. 
 
"When did you graduate?" I asked. 
 
He answered, "In 1966. Why do you ask?" 
 
"You were in my class!" I exclaimed. 
 
He looked at me closely. Then, that ugly, old, wrinkled 
son-of-a-bitch asked, "What did you teach"? 

Runs start at 11:00 sharp! 

Hare Raizor & Scribings : sh3onsec@sh3onsec.org  

Scribe!!! 


