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A RIGHT ROYAL WRITE-UP OF A RITE THAT 
WENT WRONG, WITH SURREY ALL ARSEY-

VERSEY 

my own; my ghost writer said 
I gave him more trouble than 
Hansard have with John 

Prescott. I feel sure Granny 
Windsor would expect me to 
know who that man is.... Wills 
would have known, Wills is 
clever and got a 2.1. I have too 
one-track a mind for that.... 
Anyway, as I was saying, no 
one would or could read 
anything I really wrote myself) 
Well, there was the beautiful 
Coolbox, fretting at the 
absence of the hare; but he 
landed just before 11 am, and 
the Grand Master called us on. 
This was my first trail, but even 
I could tell that all was not 
right. The hare had forgotten 
where his flour went, but he 
was sure it was not where 
Puffer was calling from: this 
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was apparent to everyone else, 
as Puffer’s trail was clearly 
marked “ON INN”. So the hare 
got us to the first check, miles 
from any blobs, and we began 
to cast about; but when ON 
was called in the wrong 
direction, the hare meekly 
surrendered, and we ran the 
whole trail the wrong way from 
then on. 
People were a bit unkind. They 
said  “Well, you’re backward, 
you should find running the 
trail backward a doddle.” Now, 
how can they say I’m that? I 
got an art A Level, didn’t I? Oh, 
with my teacher’s help, to be 
sure, but that proves I’m 
forward, surely, if I can involve 
a lovely lass like that in some 
innocent deception? 
It didn’t seem to make much 

Sir, 
Your instructions to me were: 
“Young man, go out with the 
Surrey Hash this Sunday, 
they’re in our neck of the 
woods, and report back on 
what they get up to”. This is 
my report. 
I turned up in my Hitler Youth 
costume, but that wasn’t too 
clever. The politics of most of 
them may be reactionary, apart 
from a few leftist loonies like 
FRB, but in theory the hash is 
apolitical. As for youth... They 
are on the whole in their 
nonage. (Candour compels me 
to confess, Sir, that the words, 
punctuation, spelling, grammar 
and syntax in this report are not 

difference to solving the 
checks: true, the circle could be 
relied on to be some 100 yards 
from the last blob, in the same 
line as we were running, which 
is a bit too easy, but then the 
blob from the correct direction 
somehow seemed quite hard to 
find (my impression, Sir, is that 
the mental powers of hashers 
are about on a par with mine, I 
felt quite at home). So it came to 
the same thing. 
Indeed there was one moment 
in the dark wood where no one 
knew what was happening at 
all. FRB commented gloomily 
that the last time he wrote up a 
Coolbox trail he was on about 
Una selva oscura 
Che la diritta via era smarrita. 
No idea what he was on about 

of course, my French is limited, 
but it had something to do with 
the hash acting like headless 
chickens. There were hashers 
going both ways on each of 4 
trails from a check circle, which 
had been marked through 
wrongly whether you were 
running backwards or forwards. 
As a few were: Popeye (I was 
told this is ultra-unusual), GG, 
Icepyck... At the bucket others, 
looking suspiciously fresh, as if 
they had only done a small 
fraction of the trail, boasted that 
they too had run it forwards: 
Tosser (he seems a real 
Sandhurst type, Sir), Stag, the 
RA Golden Balls, who appears 
to have finished his decorating. 
There they all were, Sir, milling 
about and drinking weak beer 

mixed with lemonade, not at all 
officer material, but though they 
congratulated themselves on 
having “everyone” in - how 
could they know? Who counted 
or checked? - we still could not 
have a Circle, for lack of a hare. 
Coolbox was cooking, jolly 
decent of her that, while 
Madonna was helping the 
slowest. Well, the slowest of 
those vaguely on trail; after 
Madonna’s return, Lord Raleigh 
came in sheepishly from the 
wrong direction.  
The front runners (of the main, 
backwards, pack) came in just 
over the hour, claiming 2.7 miles 
or 3.6 or 4.2... hashers have no 
idea how to use their GPS toys. 
Jolly slow, whichever distance 
you believe. Useless twits! 

Run 1581 

Date 31-Jul 

Hare Coolbox & Madonna 

Venue Frimley 

On On  Hares’ Residence 

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 

Back to Page 1 
 

To SH3OnSec HomePage 

1583 14-Aug Dormouse &  
Sister Anna 

West  
Horsley 

Gibber 

1584 21-Aug T-Total Dorking 
BBQ & Picnic 

FRB 

1585 28-Aug Mother Brown Shackleford Volunteer! 

1586 4-Sept Eveready &  
Eskimo 

Oxfordshire Volunteer! 

1587 11-Sept Spingo?  Volunteer! 

1588 18-Sept Popeye  Volunteer! 

     

Run 1582 

Date 7-Aug 

Hare Doug the Tub & Mrs 

Venue Puttenham  

On On  Good Intent 

SSA old 98 B4 

(186) (186) 890 586 

Scribe Olive Oyl Directions: 

From the A3 southbound from Guildford take the A31, after 
3km tutn left sp Puttenham, left again and after 400m turn 
right into "The Street" (sp Puttenham). After 250m turn left 
into Suffield Lane and continue for some 3km to car park on 
right : Puttenham Common MIDDLE car park. 

Runs start at 11:00 sharp! 

Hare Raizor & Scribings : sh3onsec@sh3onsec.org  

Scribe!!! 

Vineyard Hash 
Tenterden Vineyard 

Kent 
 

1st October 2005 
 

Day out by coach, in-
cluding run, vineyard 
tour, wine tasting and 

meal.  

 Married couple on a holi-
day in Jamaica. They 
were touring around the 
marketplace looking at the 
goods and such, when 
they passed this small 
sandal shop. From inside 
they heard the shop-
keeper say, "Come in. 
Come dey into my humble 
shop." So the married 
couple walked in. The Ja-
maican said to them, "I 
have some special san-
dals I think you would be 
interested in. Dey make 
you wild at sex.” 

Well, the wife was really 
interested in buying the 
sandals after what the 
man claimed, but her hus-
band felt he really didn't 
need them, being the sex 
god he was. The husband 
asked the man, "How 
could sandals make  
you into a sex freak?" The 
Jamaican replied, "Just try 
dem on, Mon." Well, the 
husband, after some 
badgering from his wife, 
finally gave in and tried 
them on. 

As soon as he slipped 
them onto his feet, he got 
this wild look in his eyes, 
something his wife hadn't 
seen in many years!!  In 
the blink of an eye, the 
husband grabbed the Ja-
maican, bent him violently 
over a table, yanked down 
his pants, ripped down his 
own pants, and grabbed a 
firm hold of the Jamaican's 
hips. 
The Jamaican then began 
screaming: 
"YOU GOT DEM ON DE 
WRONG FEET MAN!!!"  

Hasing DVD  
arrived – £6 to 

Short An 


