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FIELD AND FOUNTAIN,  MOOR 

AND MOUNTAIN,  FEARING 
POPEYE’S ROPE. . . . . .  

  Tequil’over has no need of 
boats, and swam; Belcher did try 
to get into the frail bark, failed 
dismally, and did the back stroke 
to reach the other side. Only to 
realise that all this was a 
diversion; the trail resumed as a 
back check on the original side 
of the river. 

From then on we could see the 
North Downs looming ever 
larger, with Dissa gloomily 
prophesying that a sadist like 
Popeye would not spare us the 
climb. Atalanta and Grabarse 
incurred much wrath for calling 
too faintly to be heard, but we 
could see them vanish into the 
woods, followed them, and for a 
while hoped that the trail would 
lie at the foot of the Downs. 

Hmmm. This brought us to a 
beer stop under one of the ruined 
Brockham lime kilns; the 
liquor - it soon ran out - was on 
top of a deep well. Guildford 
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remembered one of their checks 
there, at night, with a plaintive 
voice calling “Help me! Help 
me!” from the bottom of the 
well. Panic, dismay, distress.... 
and calls to the police on mobile 
phones. 

In fact it was a tape recorder...  
Just as Popeye’s booze ran out 

the tin trunk on which the beer 
was displayed burst into flames, 
smoke and explosions: another 
practical joke, this time with 
fireworks.... 

And the hare explained that 
there were now two short cuts 
available, plus the real trail. 
Most thought themselves real 
until they saw what Popeye had 
in mind: a scramble up an 
impossibly steep chalk cliff. 
Which must have been why he 
had provided the rope....In the 
end a handful of brave hearts did 
climb his trail, and did not need 
the rope; but most gave up.  

Ah, that rope! 
We were already alarmed in the 

car park to see the hare paying 
out loop upon loop of a sinister 
green rope. What HAS he in 
store for us? we thought. Our 
worst fears were fulfilled.....  

The trail began in novel mode, 
with gaps and intervals to baffle 
hashers with conventional minds. 
We have learned from New 
Labour that “new” means untrue, 
and this was no true trail..... 
However, Doug the Tub rose to 
the occasion, guessed what the 
gaps meant, and led us in safety, 
with some help from Grabarse 
and Insignificant, to the banks of 
a river. With flour clearly marked 
on the opposite bank, and only a 
two seater canoe in which to 
cross. And Popeye’s rope on 
hand to haul the boat back again. 
And again, and again, until 40 or 
50 hashers had crossed..... In 
theory. 

To be found again some time 
later, since the true trail, after an 
intriguing exploration of the 
North Downs and further kilns 
from the lime works, came out at 
Betchworth railway station, 
unusually animated for a Sunday 
because a maintenance gang with 
immense mallets were merrily 
thumping things; and there the 
enthusiasts who had climbed to 
the top, searched and checked, 
and run down again found 
everyone else tucking into cake 
and trying Trick or Treat drinks, 
few of which were what they 
seemed. We even found Velcro, 
Renault and Sister Anna, who 
had reached the station by doing 
the in-trail backwards.... No, 
don’t ask why;  perhaps 
something to do with the Barn 
Dance, so successfully arranged 
by Sister Anna, with a curry so 
well cooked by Velcro and her 
chum? 

Probably not. Anyhow, when 
people could tear themselves 
from the goodies, the pack, now 
re-united, completed the trail 
back to the bucket, with Gerry 
Gurney the front runner now in 
disgrace for inaudible calls. By 
this time we had to admit that 
Popeye had set a first class trail, 
original, amusing, full of 
diversions, and through entirely 
unfamiliar scenes. “But don’t tell 

the hare we thought well of it!” I 
was instructed. So I didn’t; it is 
hoped this account will remedy 
my omission.  Many thanks to 
Popeye, to Olive Oyl, and even to 
a daughter (who knew Sweet Pea 
had a sister?) And to the youth 
policy, with Nipple Sucker and 
an athletic boy prominent on the 

trail. But next week: The Old Men! 
OnOn FRB 

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 Verspy ck) 
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)  
Email: 

rjp@sh3onsec.org 

Date 30 - Oct - 2005 

Hare Popeye 

Venue Betchworth 

On On  Red Lion 

DORMITORY 
When you rearrange the letters: 
DIRTY ROOM 
 
PRESBYTERIAN 
When you rearrange the letters: 
BEST IN PRAYER 
 
ASTRONOMER 
When you rearrange the letters: 
MOON STARER 
 
DESPERATION 
When you rearrange the letters: 
A ROPE ENDS IT 
 
THE EYES 
When you rearrange the letters: 
THEY SEE 



Tequill’over 
47 Dowlans Road 

Great Bookham 
Surrey 

KT23 4LF 

sh3onsec@sh3onsec.org 
www.sh3onsec.org 

Back to Page 1 
 

To SH3OnSec Home-
Page 

1596 13-Nov Country Bumpkin 
& Tacobelle 

Waldingham  

1597 20-Nov Redeye & Ratty Tilburstow Hill 
(Godstone) 

 

1598 27-Nov Belcher TBA  

1599 4-Dec Icepyck & T-Shirt Shere, St.
Nicolaas run 

 

1600 11-Dec Gibber & Mrs.
Gibber 

TBA  

1601 18-Dec Invisible Man Chipstead  

Run 1595 

Date 06-Nov 

Hare Ancient M & Hare Eater 

Venue Elstead 

On On  Golden Fleece 

SSA 116B1, 97E5 

OS 883447 

Scribe  FO Carole 
Directions: 

A3 from Guildford to the Southwest, Turn off at Milford. Take 
B3001 following signs for Elstead. In Elstead turn left past 
the Woolpack, s.p Thursley, Churt. Follow for 1.4 miles,  
Park in Moat Car-park (Icepyck) 

Runs start at 11:00 sharp! 

Hare Raizor & Scribings : sh3onsec@sh3onsec.org   

Scribe!!! 

COMING OF AGE PARTY! 
Surrey's Sexy Septuagenarians celebrate their ar-
rival - imminent or already for real - at man's allot-
ted life span. Yes sirree, three score years and ten: 

and still counting....... The sand in their hourglass may 
be running out, but they are still running.  

Come to a Thai meal at their expense  
(Non members welcome but £7). 

after Ancient Mariner's trail on November 6th , at 
the Golden Fleece in Elstead. One drink on the house, 
courtesy of SH3. Any decent clothes for lunch, but 

no mud! 
Icepyck, Ancient Mariner, Ear Trumpet and FRB 

Very interesting... 
 
  Year 1981 
          Prince Charles got married 
          Liverpool crowned Champions of Europe 
          Australia lost the Ashes 
          St Kilda didn't win Grand Final 
          Pope Died 
  Year 2005 
          Prince Charles got married (again) 
          Liverpool crowned Champions of Europe (again) 
          Australia lost the Ashes 
          St Kilda didn't win Grand Final 
          Pope Died 
 
  In future, if Prince Charles decides to re -marry and Liverpool 
wins  another European crown.... please warn the Pope 



10:45 Ashtead Station 
11:00 Bookham Station 
11:15 Guildford Station 
11:30 Guildford Station 
11:45 ASH Station Start Hash 
  
13:00 Arrive White Hart Tongham 
  
13:30 Beer and Lunch (1 drink and food included) 
  
14:00 Leave White Hart 
  
14:30 Arrive Hoggs Back Brewery 
  
16:00 Leave HBB 
16:15 Pub Crawl Back to Ash 
  
17:30 Ash for train1 
  
18:15 Ash for train2 
  
18:45 Bookham Train 1 
19:00 Ashtead 1 
19:15 Bookham Train 2 
19:30 Ashtead 2 

Hogs Back Hash and Brewery Trip 
 

Trains shown from Ashtead and Bookham via Guildford 
BIG writing for old eyes!! 


