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SO WHO WAS IMBECILE
ENOUGH TO RUN A TRAIL

SET BY AN IMBECILE?

Tub, Tequil’Over, Nr 13 (the
younger son of Chastity Belt,
who made a welcome return ),
Insignificant, Belcher, Stilton,
Nipple Sucker (Ear Trumpet
proposes to re-name her
Supple Knickers, a comment
best left without comment...),
Spanish Armada. In sooth a
goodly company, and all took
it in turn to solve checks.
Albeit rather slowly: the GM’s
idea of arithmetic is that if a
trail takes 2 hours to lay
(today’s took 125 minutes)
then it will be run in an hour.
Today’s was run in 105
minutes...... So much for her
arithmetic.

The trail was advertised as a
view of the Devil’s Punch
Bowl, meaning the landmark,
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not the hotel. No appeal to the
Trading Standards Officer will
be needed; hashers saw more
of the Bowl than they will
require for the rest of their
lives. In intimate detail; the
solution to the second check
took the pack through bog and
briar, under holly and over
dead trees, across the stream,
without any sign of a footpath.
The return took in all the rest
of the bottom of the bowl,
complete with surely the
loneliest house in Surrey, and a
herd of New Forest ponies. In
the interim we saw Begley
Farm, which at this time of
year is a swamp, and a flock of
pregnant sheep. (No wonder
we haven’t been seeing
Shagger for a while....) Also

“Just imagine setting a trail
which crossed the A3 twice!”
said our uncle Gerry. “Well,
you could hardly cross the A3
only once” we said. Icepyck
pointed out that this was not
entirely true; if the trail went
all the way round the world....

Which seems to be what some
of the pack believed had taken
place. Golden Balls professed
to be exhausted; too tired to
bother much with sinners... He
was not the only moaning
minnie; but others, including J
Arthur - today a foremost front
runner - who had indeed been
whooping it up the night before
had no such complaints. In fact
front running was most
equitably shared out: Doug the

Emley Farm and Lower
Highfield Farm, with Highland
cattle. A left hander, in other
words. (You do read these
reports with an OS map open,
don’t you?) About 6 miles, so
the front runners  forward
progress (ignoring running
wrong at checks) averaged 3.5
miles per hour. (Wow!)

The enthusiasts remained
enthusiastic, but the GM had
been hoping for a short walk
round the block (from FRB??)
What could be seen was that
the hangovers had - in most
cases - cleared as if by miracle.
The beauty of being an old
soak is that you can soak it up
and remain apparently immune
to the consequences.

So how do we sum all this up?

FRB is a clown. We are all
clowns to run his trails. FRB is
merciless - oh, to himself as
well, he went round a second
time immediately after laying
the trail. Who wants mercy on a
hash? FRB is insensitive to
criticism: hares are not meant to
be shrinking violets. Uncle
Gerry  - who did his own thing -
disapproved. One to FRB. The
weather was mild for mid
January; fortunately the GM,
lingering and loitering in the car
park, felt cold, so the Circle
happened nice and early. One
more to FRB (hares are
responsible for their weather.)
The pack took hills and open
fields not in file, but in line
abreast, like marines storming a
hilltop, very impressive - we
should spend more time in the

study of pack behaviour, and
worry less about hares, even
those as absurd as FRB; I
suppose this is a note for our
future scribes. Naturally they
focus on individual acts: T’O
wandering out into the A3 to
stop the unceasing flow of fast
moving traffic, commendable if
illegal.... Nipple Sucker went
charging through pools and
puddles as if she ran with East
Grinstead. Fine, but the
psychology of the pack? More
challenging for a writer.

What this newsletter really
needs is a tribute to First On
and low Profile for the run on
Saturday. and comments on the
New Year party. Over to you!

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)

Date 15-Jan-2006

Hare FRB

Venue Hindhead

On On Devil’s Punch Bowl
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1607 29-Jan Nipple Sucker/
J.Arthur

1608 05-Feb Dr Death Horsley ?

1609 12-Feb Body Shop

1610 19-Feb Country Bump-
kin/TakoBelle

Run 1606

Date 22-Jan-2006

Hare Tee-Total

Venue Charlwood

On On Rising Sun

SSA (Old) 127 D4

OS (187)

ScribeDirections:

California Widow
From gold rush days: a woman whose man is out and
about doing something more interesting.... Like hashing

Wretchless

The same as reckless; in theory. In practice, to be said
of a hare whose trail is abandoned by the pack....

Curmurring
What the GM says. “A low rumbling sound; the motion of
the bowels, produced by flatulence: borborygmus”

Fangast

A marriageable maid. How many of those do we have on
the hash? Do you use “nubile” correctly: marriageable?

Directions: Head South on M23 and take exit 9 towards
Gatwick. Straight over first roundabout, next roundabout take
exit north on A23 (towards Reigate). At next roundabout take
left exit signpost Charlwood. Follow road/signs to
Charlwood; pub is on the right at the end of the village.

Sour Milk Session
To be in disgrace is to get into the Court of Sour Milk
Session. In other words, the hash Circle.

Inch of Candle

“The sinner is allowed to come to recompence (i.e., to
repent) before final excommunication while yet the inch
of candle burns”. A useful addition to our Circles

Gled’s Claws
We say of anything that has got into greedy keeping
that it “has got into the gled’s claws”, where it will be
kept until it be savagely devoured. (This is a reference
to GG or TO when they find a bottle of decent beer
during a Circle)

Runs start at 11:00 sharp!

Hare Raizor Info & Scribings to

Scribe




