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IMBER ABI IT  ET RECESSIT.  (THE
RAIN IS  OVER AND GONE) .

QU’EST-CE QU’ IL  Y  AVAIT COMME
PERCE-NEIGES!

Grand Master :
Popeye

(Peter Cave)
07982 278467(m)
01483 285189(h)

Joint Masters:
Spingo

(Angela Steers)
   01737 247579(h)

Terminator
(Gill Jones)

020 8394 2327(h)
Religious Advisor :

Clutching Hand
(Peter Atkins

01932 863093 (h)
07922 111 004(m)
Clutcher’s Mate :

G & T
(Diana George)

01372 373 856(h)
Hash Cash :

Hans der Schwanz
(Jerry Partington)
01483 723 746 (h)

Trail Masters:
Atalanta

(Karen Peek)
 07810 553755(m)

and
Bonn Bugle

(Jo Avey)
07718 903493 (m)
DapperHasherie:

SBJ
(Fran Ridout)

07793 462919(m)
Biermeister:

J Arthur (Thomas)
01483  224491 (h)

Joint-Secs :
FRB

(Peter Hughes)
01932 886747(h)

and
Tequil’ over

(Richard Piercy)
07730 202263 (m)

onsec@surreyh3.org
 www.surreyh3.org                              

Spingo, is unlikely to take
umbrage, mais toujours est-il
qu’on a vu assez du Black
Horse! Ailleurs, oui, ailleurs,
Messieurs Dames! Kwa heri!
This last phrase, “With joy”,
means “Good-bye” - which in
English means God be with you
- in Kiswahili. My reputation as
a polyglot is not deserved. I do
write and speak two languages
and do read Italian; with a
dictionary, a grammar, and
plenty of time I can decipher
Latin, German and Kiswahili,
but that is it, an unimpressive
tally. My attempts to learn
Sinhala were a dismal failure.
The heading above refers to the
glorious display of snowdrops
which Spingo had laid on for
us.

One excellent aspect of today’s
trail was that the rain stopped
just before 11 am; our red
dresses stayed dry. Mine was
held by two female, expert,
connoisseurs to be very
fetching, many thanks to the
treasure store of Chunderos.
Soozi said I had it on back to
front, No Nookie, more
courteously, said it explained
why I was less far forward than
usual. Può darsi, I thought (that
may be) but in fact at the end,
oh glory!, I was first in, not bad
at 75 in August. Well, I seemed
to be first in; in fact the car
park was already crammed with
the Knitting Circle, busy
swigging wine and devouring
the amuse-gueules which
Spingo  and Tug - ah,  ever

faithful Checking Chicken Tug,
when will we see you lay your
own individual trail? -  had
provided for St Valentine. “The
girls are all in” they said
joyfully; a little harsh on the
real girls still hashing out there.

Front runners: Stilton,
Grabarse, Atalanta - whose
figure-hugging, polka-dot red
dress put her in a class of her
own, rivalled only by Lippy,
another front runner. Hairy
Buns had the best wig. Failures
to dress comme il faut: Doug
the ex-Tub, James Quantrill, Dr
Death, and Glow Worm, all
determined to ignore the dress
code of these occasions. (We
should have spared a thought
for Ancient Mariner, whose
final show at a Surrey hash was

last year’s Red Dress run).

I refuse to dwell on the details
of the trail: out as usual to the
south (have you noticed how
Spingo never takes us up the
hill?), right-hander to the usual
church, back first north then
south of the A25, comme
d’habitude, selbstverständlich,
certo, sicuro, with the usual
windmill to guide us home. No
visitors: the GM mocked my
failure to recognise Knee
Trembler. Bahati mbaya: out of
luck. So he hauled in Grabarse
for failing to set a trail, and
then toasted the hare and her
checking chicken, with thanks
for all the delicacies. Was für
ein Fest! Out came the new
wine glasses. We were told we
had two RA’s, but as far as I

could see Punani’s sole role
was to hand out roses while
Bonn Bugle collected sinners.
And yes, as an elderly inebriate,
humanum est errare, I have
forgotten who sinned and how.
(Somehow the GM seemed to
be in their number; I had
supposed his sacred eminence
inviolable, but Bonn Bugle has
never thought much of this
rule.) Just as well these reports
are approaching, absit omen,
their terminus ad quem,  their
clausura. À tout il faut un point
final; death after life doth
greatly ease. Your future,
younger, reporters will be more
fathful in recording the
derelictions of duty by Surrey’s
hashers.

FRB

The GM (? where did he come
from? he wasn’t there at the
start!) congratulated the hare on
her ingenuity in setting so many
trails, often at short notice,
from the same car park, and yet
introducing a difference each
time. Reading between the
lines, I think this means: For
pity’s sake, let’s hash from a
different venue in future! In
other terms: Dr Death at all
times knew exactly where he
was and where to go next,
whatever the flour suggested;
and even our uncle GG, seen
with glee by Atalanta tramping
resolutely in the wrong
direction, turned up again a few
minutes later among the front
runners. We have been here too
often!!  Spingo, the admirable
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1872 27-Feb Lightswitch,
Sister Anna

Ranmore

1873 06-Mar Olive Oyl,
Arfur Pint

Kenley

1874 13-Mar J.Arthur 70th Birthday

1875 20-Mar Tequil’Over Birthday

1876 27-Mar Popeye AGM Peaslake

1877 03-Apr Ear Trumpet,
Strumpet

75th Birthday,
Curly memorial

Run 1871

Date 20-Feb-2010

Hare I Dunno

Venue Ranmore

On-On Running Horses
Mickleham RH5 6DU

Post C RH5 6SY
OS 124 505
 Atlas

Saturday 19th February.  Desperate Dan’s Inter-
Hash Quiz night; heads down at 8pm, fish and chips
served at 8.30, provided you have told SBJ.
Officials’ Dinner. Friday 25th March, Ewell

Suggestions for new officials? Make them known to
current officials!
AGM Sunday 27th March, Peaslake Village Hall

3rd July: Henley Regatta

Family Picnic and Golden Wedding Trail 17th July

CAMRA trail, Surrey as host, Peaslake 11th
December.

“By God, I swear nor Purcell/ Nor Arne could match my
airs./ Perfect beyond rehearsal/ My music of the spheres”.
The reader quickly understands that the spheres in question
are the poet’s testicles....
 The poem ends: “The marriage contract is designed/
Whatever advocates may think/ By only one pen to be
signed/ And that is mine, and full of ink”. I leave you to
work out what the poet meant by this “pen”.
The source of all this: the Enderby novels of Antony
Burgess. He reacted  indignantly to a reader’s question:
“Are we meant to think of Enderby’s work as good or as
bad poetry?” “Well, if you can’t decide that for yourself!”
His wrath is understandable: he has attributed to his
fictional Enderby the poems he had himself written earlier.
And I admit the success of “The running tap casts a static
shadow.”

Take A246 from Leatherhead to Effingham. In Effingham south at
traffic lights onto Beech Avenue After 1/4 mile take left hand fork
into High Barn road. Carry on until Ranmore Common Road. Turn
left at thisT junction , after 500 yards turn left onto Hogden Road. Car
Park is about 500 yards on left.


