
Date 26-Mar-2006

Hare Lord Raleigh

Venue South Holmwood

OnOn Duke’s Head

Link to SH3OnSec Homepage                                                   

First FRB pretended to be a
GM - as if! - and burbled on
about Lord Raleigh; no sign
of Elle T-Shirt.

Burbled? He had a point.
You need a code book to
work out 2 x 1.2 = 3.5 miles;
and South Holmwood is not
Mid-Holmwood.

FRB is a pedantic prat, but
what I’m trying to say is that
he couldn’t very well propose
her health. Then Tequil’Over
pretended to be RA, and still
there was no Knitting Circle.
Right at the end they
appeared from completely the
wrong side of the road - God
knows where they’d been, I’m
sure they didn’t - and TO was
able to lay hands on Mrs G,
but the time for thinking
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about Elle T-Shirt was well
past.

Well, at least we’re thinking
about her now.

We always do. What did
you make of the trail?

Yeah. Those stand-in jokers
were wittering about whether
it was original. Now, hashers
have short memories, right,
but even I can remember FRB
laying a trail from the usual
Four Wents car park - at least
it’s big enough, not like
today’s! - which crossed the
A24 at the same underpass,
and recrossed it further north
at exactly the same place as
Lord Raleigh’s, so that both
finished on Holmwood
Common.

Now that you mention it....

Overheard:
Right then. Old Speckled

Hen, just as you wanted.
Cheers, me old china. All the

best!
So what did you think when

no one gave Icepyck his
farewell present during the
Circle?

Oversight, man. Bonn Bugle
can’t do everything: she’s
already stepped into the
breach when no one else
wanted to lay a trail on Easter
Sunday.

Oversight! She forgot it!
AND, no one at the Circle said
goodbye to Elle T-Shirt.

Well, how could they? She
stood up the stand-ins, didn’t
she?

Whatever do you mean?

But FRB took the pack further
south before climbing the hill,
so that TO was right, one part
of the trail was new. And then
yeah, Lord Raleigh did follow
FRB’s forest paths at the top.

Well, they’ve got different
techniques with flour, that’s
for sure. Lord Raleigh lays
blobs in homeopathic doses,
or he leaves people to guess
that there’s a check on, or he
lays some on Saturday with
lentils and some on Sundays
without, or he has bloody
great gaps with no flour.....
FRB is far more predictable,
just standard blobs, no
invention, that’s his trouble.

Lord Raleigh got everyone
back at the bucket together.
Even the Pied Piper and

Atalanta, who went in for their
usual handicap of arriving hell
of a late, were exactly in with
the bunch. Every hasher with a
mind to do a bit of front
running got the opportunity,
we’d be here till next week if
we tried to list all the people
briefly out in front. The
Sprouts were well in evidence
- she was trying to chuck a log
for Bonny, who has her own
view of logs and chucking.
(First time I’ve heard that joke
about Svend as being
Boniface....)

My shout. Same again?
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -
Here you go. What did you

think to the list of Sinners?
Went on and on, didn’t it?

And the rest. Tequil’Over

managed to include just about
everyone present. That’s
what you get if you allow the
RA pen and paper.... At least
he did say good-bye to
Spanish Yamada. Good
hasher,  that man, always out
there at the checks. Uncle
Gerry got a drink - blessed if I
can remember why, but he
certainly cut the trail well
short - hashing with your
brains, he always calls it.
Bone idle is what he means.
Down the hatch!

Grand Master :
BonnBugle

(Jo Avey)
01483 723746 (h)

Joint Masters:
Velcro+

(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)
Email:

onsec@sh3onsec.org
Web:

www.sh3onsec.org                            

LORD RALEIGH LAYS
IT  DIFFERENTLY AND
PLEASES EVERYONE



Tequill’over
47 Dowlans Road

Great Bookham
Surrey

KT23 4LF

sh3onsec@sh3onsec.org
www.sh3onsec.org
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1617 9-Apr Country Bumpkin/
Tako Belle

Irons
Bottom

1618 16 -Apr Bonn Bugle Easter Run

1619 23-Apr Made Marion Kingswood AGM run

1620 30-Apr

1621 7-May Ear Trumpet/
Strumpet

120 years!

1622 14-May Swish

Run 1616

Date 02-Apr-2006

Hares Short An’

Venue West Humble

On On Stepping Stones

SSA (Old) 86 C3

OS (187) 158 524

Scribe Arfur PintDirections:

A24 from Dorking towards Leatherhead. Straight over 1st
(Denbies) rdbt, 1st left sp West Humble station. Pass
Stepping Stones & station. !st right into Crabtree Lane,
carpark is on right at top of the hill.

Runs start at 11:00 sharp!

Hare Raizor Info & Scribings to sh3onsec@sh3onsec.org

Scribe

I’d say goodbye to the business of living.
                           (Petronius, trans Kenneth Rexroth)

              THE UNPREDICTED

The goddess Fortune be praised (on her toothed wheel
I have been mincemeat these several years)
Last night, for a whole night, the unpredictable
Lay in my arms, in a tender and unquiet rest -
(I perceived the irrelevance of my former tears) -
Lay, and at dawn departed. I rose and walked  the
streets
Where a whitsuntide wind blew fresh, and blackbirds
Incontestably sang, and the people were beautiful.
                                                 (John Heath-Stubbs)

WINTER LOVE

Let us have winter loving that the heart
May be inpeace and ready to partake
Of the slow pleasure spring would wish to hurry
Or that in summer harshly would awake,
And let us fall apart, O gladly weary,
The white skin shaken like a white snowflake.
                                           (Elizabeth Jennings)

Good God, what a night that was,
The bed was so soft,and how we clung,
Burning together, lying this way and that,
Our uncontollable passions
Flowing through our mouths.
If I could only die that way,


