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LONDON AT LAST!   
BELCHER GETS  A  PACK 

OF DINGOES SAFELY 
OVER THE BORDER  

suburban detail; we shook off 
the dust of this tedious village 
from our feet without regret, and 
then.... 

What happened then was  
clever. The middle aged men, 
over confident, went charging 
down yet another beaten track 
without bothering about flour; 
the trail turned out to be through 
a pathless thicket, rich in briars - 
you could tell the hare had not 
been wearing shorts - which 
slowed the pace right down. 
Svend led us out into the open, 
and to an Amazon who decried 
our loud mouths, scaring her 
horses - on private land, or so 
she said. The hare may have 
been terrified of her when laying 
the trail; certainly we were soon 
back in the brambles, with the 
front runners reduced to Stilton 
and the elderly FRB.  

And so to prison. Downview, 
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it is called, and very sinister. At 
this stage we lost the flour; there 
must have been a check which 
had been obliterated. The pack 
caught us up, and the middle 
aged men were supplemented by 
a fast female, Atalanta, catching 
us despite a 15 minute late start; 
she showed us how to check, and 
we began to realise that this was 
going to be a LONG trail. And 
also one which took us over the 
county boundary and into 
London; we don’t often do that 
(thank heavens). We met Popeye 
running the wrong way - nothing 
unusual in that, to be sure - 
worrying about a beer stop; and 
came to Oaks Park, having 
skirted a golf course, at 
enormous length. At this stage 
the hare introduced a loop, 
attempted by Cardiff Convert - 
who checked in the wrong 
direction and was never seen 

Wood in early English means 
mad (as the inn sign implied), 
and mad suits today well. The 
hare made us mad with his 2 hour 
trail, and we were mad to go 
hashing in such an area.... 
Nothing but horses and donkeys, 
plus a prison visit... 

Well, to be honest - Cardiff 
Convert last week introduced an 
innovation in these weekly 
reports, a truthful and accurate 
account, not at all what we are 
used to... - the trail seemed 
harmless at first, if a bit anodyne. 
The solutions were all easily 
found, so the pace became very 
fast, with a cluster of middle-
aged men going through kissing 
gates without kissing each other, 
the unromantic slobs, and there 
we were in Banstead. 

Banstead is boring. No wonder 
we so seldom hash there.... The 
hare did not spare us a single 

again - Stilton, Saddle Sniffer, 
Atalanta and FRB. Not, notice, 
by Popeye: he was later jealous 
that some had done it where he 
had not. I am not sure what the 
rest of the pack, who omitted the 
loop, got up to in the interim, 
because the loopy loopers found 
them again running  beside the 
road. Perhaps there WAS  a beer 
stop? They reported that the hare 
had admitted the loop to be a 
dead end; curious that, there had 
been flour throughout, though 
almost impossible to find... Oh, 
the time we wasted! 

So we ran on and on and on, 
skirting yet more of that golf 
course, increasingly weary and 
very much split up, with check 
circles further and further apart. 

“Still ran Dingo - Yellow Dog 
Dingo- always hungry, grinning 
like a rat trap, never getting 
nearer, never getting further...” 

We had to! 
Doug the 
T u b , 
comfortable 
at the pub, 
c h e e r f u l l y  
described as 
“brain dead” 
all those who 
had done the 
whole trail; 
he was not 
the only short 
cutter. The 
first few real 
runners in 
beat 2 hours 
by 3 or 4 
minutes, but 

most were still far behind, which 
means I never did learn what GG 
thought of the trail...Fruity, I 
suspect. 

A distinct lack of officials; no 
GM, no JMs.... But we did have 

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 

Golden Balls, the pawn broker 
RA; now there’s a consolation! 

In courtesy to the women I 
should include Chunderos and 
First On as joining the middle 
aged men; also Mr and Mrs 
Spingo, plus pooch, though he 
does not look a bit like a dingo. 

Well, that was Belcher’s first 
Surrey trail, as far as I know, so 
I should be grateful to him for 
originality. So long as he does 
not do it again..... Should we 
buy him a blue neckerchief in 
honour of his great namesake, 
the pugilist Jem Belcher? 

OnON 
FRB 



Tequill’over 
47 Dowlans Road 

Great Bookham 
Surrey 

KT23 4LF 

sh3onsec@sh3onsec.org 
www.sh3onsec.org 
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1600 11-Dec Gibber & Mrs.
Gibber 

TBA FRB? 

1601 18-Dec Invisible Man, 
birthday run,with 
jingle bells! 

Nork Park, 
Banstead 

Cardif? 

1602 26-Dec Atalanta & Pied 
Piper;joint run 
with Guildford H3 

TBA  

1603 1-Jan joint w.Guildford, 
GH3 hare 

TBA  

1604 8-Jan Rainman and 
G&T 

TBA  

Run 1599 

Date 4-Dec-2005 

Hare IcePyck & T-Shirt 

Venue Shere—St Nicholas run 

On On  The Compasses  

SSA old 103 D2-3 

OS (187) 074 480  

Scribe Ooh er I forgot! 
Directions: 

From the A 25 between Guildford and Dorking, leave the 
Shere by-pass and go into Shere village. In the centre, almost 
opposite Middle Street, turn into the carpark of the cricket 
ground. 

Runs start at 11:00 sharp! 

Hare Raizor & Scribings : sh3onsec@sh3onsec.org   

Scribe!!! 

Christmas is late this 
year! 

Surrey New Year Bash 

14th January 2006 
The Georgian House Hotel, Haslemere  

3 course dinner, dancing. Rooms available. 
Price details have followed—Bookup! 

A German guy approaches a prostitute  " I vish to buy sex Vit 
you" "OK" says the girl, "I'll charge 100 dollars an hour" 
"Ist goot, But I must varn you, I am a little kinky" 
"No problem" she replies cautiously, "I can do a little kinky" 
So off they go to the girl's flat, where the German produces four 
large bedsprings and a duck caller.  
I vant you to tie ze springs to each of your limbs." 
The girl finds this very strange, but complies, fastening the 
springs to her hands and knees.. "Now you vill get on your hans 
and knees." She duly does this, balancing on the springs. 
You vill please blow zis vistle as I make love to you." She finds 
all this very odd, but figures it's harmless, and the guy is pay-
ing.  It is fantastic. She is bounced all over the room by the e n-
ergetic German, all the time honking on the duck caller. 
The climax is the most sensational she has ever experienced, 
and It is several minutes before she has recovered her breath. 
Finally she gasps "That was totally amazing....... what do you 
Call that?" 
"Ah", says the German —–  "Four-sprung duck technique" 


