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majority of whom were still
clearly suffering from the newly
resurrected SH3 Summer Ball
(Fantastic evening – Thank you
Mo & Co for great organisation).
Whether they were feeling the
effects of too many cocktails on
the towpath, the liberal
application of Shots from the RA,
or trying out some of Spingo’s
prizes from her rather adult
version of Pass the Parcel is not
certain but the result was clear;
this was not going to be the
fastest Hash on the lash.

The GM was loudly petitioned
to call a pre-run circle, but in
deference to FRB (in absentia), he
steadfastly refused. Instead he
held a pre-run parallelogram along
the sides of the road at which he
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welcomed visitors and returnees.
Golden Balls forbade Teq to blow
his own trumpet at more than 30
decibels (whispering level in a
quiet library) at which point the
ever-compliant Hash Horn
encouraged us on our way with an
115db (loud rock concert level) of
his usual ensemble of farts and
bum notes.

Predictably the Hare eschewed
the verdant green pastures that
could be enticingly glimpsed
through the white bars of
Bishopsgate and headed off on
black top towards Elton John’s
little pad on Crimp Hill. After a
mile or so, out of sheer boredom
the front “runners” (Stilton,
Atalanta & Co who, it is said, had
better things to do than attend the
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The motley crew disgorged
themselves from their carriages
onto the horse margins outside
the Bishopsgate entrance to
Windsor Great Park, ignoring (as
instructed) the acres of car park
behind the Fox and Hounds.

Golden Balls was there already
“Meeting and Greeting” and
imploring us not to make too
much noise for fear of upsetting
the poor deer that are (he advised
knowledgably) “in calf.” Just
before 11:00 Teq screamed up in
his yellow peril with a less than a
“firing on all cylinders”
Chunderos cowering behind her
shades at his side.

This graphic evidence of
debauchery fairly characterised
the Hash on this fine morn, the

Ball) allowed themselves to be
seduced into a fairly obvious
backcheck. Despite the palpable
evidence, they were royally
stitched up so that Just Graham,
T-Total and Teq had to scale
beech paling and deer fences to get
back on trail.

By continuing to frustrate the
FRBs and short-cutting the
knitting circle the Hare contrived
to get most of the pack to the
Copper Horse Statue
(irreverently described by Herr
Flick as that ponce George the
Turd) at the same time. Another
horn was heard in the distance
which some thought might herald
the arrival of the Berks from BH3.
In fact a black mail-coach drawn
by four horses crunched down the

driveway on its way to the Polo
Tournament on Smith’s Lawn.
With gentlemen in pinks and
fillies in their finery the footman
on his rumble was blasting his
horn in mockery of GB’s earlier
advice about not frightening the
deer. Teq, of course, had to engage
the man in his own version of
“Dueling Buglos” whilst
Doremouse was moved to doff
his cap as he held the gate open.
“I’ll see you at the next crossing,”
he said politely…

To which the terse reply came
from the matronly lady sitting
next to the driver, “I’m not sure if
we want to…” What a put down.
That will teach you to go chatting
up posh totty with Sister Anna
away!

The majority of the Hash
returned on trail via the lily pond.
Unfortunately the scribe did not,
and missed the delights of Savill
Gardens whose flora (he was told
later) rivalled Ratty’s wonderful
table decorations. Terminator
had, perforce, to stand in for the
GM (Good job Gill) who was, at
the time, exploring the environs of
Sunningdale (“What a result,” said
the Hare!). Down-downs were
awarded for early morning sex and
snorkelling in a birthing pool. The
Hash then retired to the pub
without a second thought for their
esteemed GM who could have
been lying sick and injured in a
ditch (We live in hope [Ed]).
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Directions:

The Receding Hare-Line 2010

Note: website www.surreyh3.org for on-line details
Hare Raizor Info & Scribings to: onsec@surreyh3.org

Affix Stamp
 HereTo

M25 J11 A320 sp Woking. At roundabout 1st exit A320.
Ottershaw roundabout 2nd exit. At Maclaren roundabout
second exit.

At Six Cross Roads 5th exit A245 sp Chobham. At mini-R/A “T”
2nd exit sp Chobham. At next roundabout take first exit onto
Littlewick road and immediate left into South Road.

Pub is about 100 yards on the left. Park along the road after the
pub as there is very little parking at the pub.

1837 27-June T-Total Lambs Green

1838 04-July FRB Pirbright

1839 11-July Abba Frensham

1840a 17 July ET, Teq Mersea - Essex
day out

1840 18-July SBJ, Blue Suit Family Picnic
Dorking

Run 1836

Date 20 June-2010

Hare Bonn Bugle & HdS

Venue Cheapside, Horsell

On-On The Plough

Scribe Le Pen

Postcode GU21 4JL

 OS SU996599

THE PIED RATTER
A Day-tripper walked into a Brighton curio/antique shop,
noticed a very life-like bronze statue of a rat and decided
to buy it.
He asked the owner and "How much is this bronze rat?"
"It's £12 for the rat, and £100 for the story."
The tourist gave the owner his £12 and said: "I'll just take
the rat, you can keep the story.."
As he walked off down the street, he noticed that a few
real rats had crawled out of the sewers and begun
following him.
This was a little disconcerting, so he started to walk a
little faster, but within a couple of blocks the swarm of
rats had grown to hundreds, and they were all squealing
and screeching in a very menacing way.

(Continued on page 4)

Sat 10th July 3 pm Polesden Lacey The Taming of the
Shrew

17 July — SH3 Day-out to Mersea Island. SX 2 XS!
 Teq and (Essex lad) ET day out with: Hash, Brewery, Vineyard
and Oyster beds - Coach from Bookham about 9 am, back
before closing time. Price £30. 36 max; 30 signed up.

Email: mersea@surreyh3.org if interested.

20-22 August North Wales Adventure.
15th - 18th October- Vineyard Hash
Camping Redondo with Icepyck and Elle T-Shirt. £140. Recom-
mended: flight by Easyjet from Gatwick 1635 back Monday
roughly 1930.  Names and cheques only to Bonn Bugle at the
hash or 31 Heathside Road, Woking, Surrey.  GU22 7EY.
Cheques to be made out to Surrey Hash House Harriers.
27th-29th August: East Grinstead 1000th Run Event.
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streams, brooks, even a bird bath.
At one point we passed a rusty

old burnt out car. Olive Oyl said
that she had lost her virginity in
that very car.

We run through Anchorwick
which amused a few people
stopping to photograph the sign.
It was along this stretch that we
found Bonn Bugle lying on the
floor waiting for Hans.
Disappointed that Teq found her
she pretended that she had fallen
over.

We came upon a big meadow.
Teq then wondered how Popeye
kept getting ahead of the pack as
he never notices him over-taking
him. Between us we solved the
mystery; He teleports himself,
He breaks himself down into
millions of

particles then puts himself back
together again. Teq said "that's
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why sometimes he looks arse
about face, as he puts himself back
together incorrectly"

The check in the big meadow had
the pack guessing. I spotted a style
in the distance and just over the far
side of it I spotted flour. With
Door Mouse fast pursuing me I
legged it. He caught me at the next
check. I spotted the church spire
and guessed the next check went
towards it. Past old buildings and a
windmill.

Back on inn and at the bar
Dormouse ordered himself a jug of
tap water, then Atalanta ordered a
lime and soda, what a disgrace
!!!!!!!!

We sat outside, laughing beering,
wineing, chipping with hash chips.
Hares got downed, but they caused
us no sin or grief. RA downed
Stilton for absence, Velcro who's
hotel room was called the Stephan
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After First On told me that the
run started near to where the
Doomsday book originated I
decided to investigate. After five
minutes on google I found an
entry:

"First On and Low Profile.
Belongings - one small

dwelling, a plough, one donkey,
five chickens and a budgie."

We arrived at the start, was a
party scene, England tweedle
boopers,flags, funky sunglasses
and horns blowing. Potra Loo was
wearing a top hat, but no tails.
Run started down a path that ran
behind some gardens. Popeye said
that the main road maybe more
interesting! Lots of water
features, stagnant water,
reservoirs, rivers, ponds, lakes,

Langton - something to do with
LunchBox - her toy boy. OK I
wasn't paying attention and
forgot what the others were
punished for.

A good afternoon, but do you
wanna know a secret? Low
Profile sets the trail laying the
flour with a spoon so as not to
spoil his nail varnish.

The Bit In The Middle.
Back at the hotel, we all

scrubbed up for the evening.
Drinks being swilled, gulped,
sipped, sucked, slurped, guzzled
in the garden by the river. Stinka
Bell (my sister) and I kindly
accepted an invite from Teq and
Chunderous for drinks in room
28. We stood on the balcony,
admiring those below, in their
posh frocks and penguin suits.

They could see up our dresses as
we stood there most lady like.

We had dinner, wine, more
wine, beer, vodka, Bonn Bugel
enjoyed the shots from the pass
the parcel. There was a fight for
the prizes, I bet most of them end
up in Sister Annas library. Porta
Loo was getting all excited about
the footie until the Yanks scored.
We danced and danced, and drank
and drank. Teq enjoyed a swim in
the Thames, came out smelling of
swan shit.

Disco over Chunderos forced
everyone to drink more in the bar.
Clutching hand encouraging
people too. Cracker claimed to be
the last to bed. I staggered to bed
and left them. The room spinning
I slept till 8.20. Shoved my
clothes on went to breakfast.

Everyone's eyes told a story.

Clever Trevor was moaning as
there was no baked beans. I
managed Scrambled eggs and
umpteen glasses of milk. Horn
Blower and Too Posh munching
on a sausage, Teq with an orang
juice or was it a scotch????

No Chunderos - still in bed,
Terminator looking ready to take
on the world, how does she do it?

Back to our room picked up last
night’s clothes from the floor,
stuffed them in my bag, checked
out.I asked Low Profile how to
get to the run, being a man of local
knowledge he said "follow me" So
I did and beat him there.

Big thanks to Mo and Porta Loo
for organising a lovely weekend.
Nice cake.

On On Spingo



Grandma Still Drives
Grandma is eighty-eight years old and still drives her own car. She writes:

Dear Grand-daughter,

The other day I went up to our local Christian book store and saw a 'Honk if you love Jesus' bumper sticker .

I was feeling particularly sassy that day because I had just come from a thrilling choir performance, followed by a
thunderous prayer meeting. So, I bought the sticker and put it on my bumper. Boy, am I glad I did; what an uplifting
experience that followed.

I was stopped at a red light at a busy intersection, just lost in thought about the Lord and how good he is, and I
didn't notice that the light had changed.

It is a good thing someone else loves Jesus because if he hadn't honked, I'd never have noticed. I found that lots of
people love Jesus!

While I was sitting there, the guy behind started honking like crazy, and then he leaned out of his window and
screamed, 'For the love of God!'  'Go! Go! Go! Jesus Christ, GO!'  - What an exuberant cheerleader he was for Jesus!

Everyone started honking! I just leaned out my window and started waving and smiling at all those loving people. I
even honked my horn a few times to share in the love!

There must have been a man from Florida back there because I heard him yelling something about a sunny beach.
I saw another guy waving in a funny way with only his middle finger stuck up in the air.

I asked my young teenage grandson in the back seat what that meant. He said it was probably a Hawaiian good luck
sign or something.  Well, I have never met anyone from Hawaii , so I leaned out the window and gave him the good
luck sign right back.

My grandson burst out laughing. Why even he was enjoying this religious experience!!

A couple of the people were so caught up in the joy of the moment that they got out of their cars and started walk-
ing towards me. I bet they wanted to pray or ask what church I attended, but this is when I noticed the light had
changed.

So, grinning, I waved at all my brothers and sisters, and drove on through the intersection.

I noticed that I was the only car that got through the intersection before the light changed again and felt kind of sad
that I had to leave them after all the love we had shared.

So I slowed the car down, leaned out the window and gave them all the Hawaiian good luck sign one last time as I
drove away. Praise the Lord for such wonderful folks!!

Will write again soon,
Love, Grandma

He increased his speed and ran on towards the beach, and as he ran, he Looked behind him and saw the rats now
numbered in their MILLIONS, and they were running faster & faster.

By now very concerned, he ran to down the pier and threw the bronze rat far out into the water. Amazingly, the
millions of real rats jumped into the water after it and were all drowned.
The man walked back to relate all this to the shop owner, who said: "Ah, you've come back for the story then?"

"No," said the tripper, "I came back to see if you've got a bronze Muslim Fundamentalist Cleric, a couple of immigrants,
a Manchester united supporter, and anything French!"
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