
Banned from Box Hill, 1989 - Returned to Box Hill, 1998 2066 Founded April 14,1975 

Grand Master : 
J-Arthur 

(Arthur Thomas) 
01483  224491 (h) 
07986 048618 (m) 

Joint Masters: 
No Nookie 

(Tracey Parker)  
01483 833270(h)  

???? ??????(m) 
Too Posh  

(Debbie H-Gaskin) 
01737 645393(h) 
07949 100896(m) 
Religious Advisor : 

Shit For Brains 
(Steve Parker) 

01483 833270(h) 
07791 634883(m) 

Clutcher’s Mate : 
G & T 

(Diana George)  
01372 373 856(h) 

Hash Cash : 
Chunderos 

(Lorraine Piercy) 
01372 454907 (h)  

Trail Master: 
The Bounder 
(Frank Bown) 

 01483 423788(h) 
 07958 450762 (m) 
Bashes, e.g. 2000th 

Bonn Bugle (Jo Avey) 
07718903 493 

 
DapperHasherie: 

Bizley Babe 
Jackie Reynolds 

01276 856279(h) 
(m) 

Biermeister: 
Uncle Gerry(Gurney) 

01372 386921 (h) 
07740 866049 (m) 

Joint-Secs : 
Lonely 

(Ben Ralston) 
07710 981309(m) 

and 
Tequil’ over  

(Richard Piercy) 
07730 202263 (m) 
01372 454907 (h) 
01372 455397 (r)  

(r) = recorded ! 
sh3@surreyh3.org 

 www.surreyh3.org 

Date 16 Nov 2014 

Hares FRB 

Venue Old Woking GU22 9LN  

ONoN Crown and Anchor 

WHITHER DOST  

THOU SEND ME? 

To the church and back; of 
course! 

Now I DO enjoy a good 
laugh, though a slick start to 
the hash even better, this was 
NOT a slick start, hardly even 
a START, but then how could 
it be? The Hare confessed to a 
“micro” pub car park and 
urged us to park elsewhere ;  
ANYWHERE, all over the 
shop in fact. 

At the dot of “time to go”, 
Uncle Arthur was still faffing 
about at the epi-centre, i.e 
where the beer is, with small 
knots of hashers finding bits 
of flour here and there. 

Convinced it was REALLY 
in the direction that FRB was 
customarily “vibrating” in, I 
“bought” the trail from the 
pub and down the footpath 
straight onto the marshes and 
even tried to encourage the 

various other groups to 
follow. The give away, of 
course, was that FRB was no 
longer leading and whether it 
just petered out or came to an 
actual “back check” I know 
not and we gave up the 
unequal struggle and followed 
him to where it really started; 
over the bridge and parallel to 
the bright new road to the new 
“knobs” houses extending the 
old mill. 

About here the fun kicked 
in, ploughing through the 
front running back runners 
gingerly skirting the mud and 
puddles trying to keep their 
socks white; didn’t they know 
what was to COME? Not far 
past the Triggs lock (we 
KNEW it would not go to the 
nice dry right!) we arrived at 
the last chance of dryness; the 
footbridge over to Getty’s old 

place (now owned by some Russian 
oligarch / despot), bolted and barred 
like the Lubianka. There was Popeye 
prancing about 100 yards away, 
somewhere between his knees and 
waist in water “encouraging” the 
trepid to join him on flour! IN 
WATER, some encouragement! FRB 
grins, he is, of course, well up with 
the front runners, “Specially for 
Piercy” he chortles , “It’s not THAT 
deep!” 

The very short, lame, well dressed, 
trepid, stood around wringing their 
hands and … no idea! I was off like a 
turbo beaver, taking the precaution of 
hanging the phone/camera bum bag 
around the neck; this MAY get 
messy! It didn’t, it was even below C 
level on Aufur Pint (according to 
Facepage) though it was a foot above 
her psycho(delic) wellies and 
THAT’s close! CL was pussyfooting 
it. Its those long running pants that 
cause it, don’t hold wiv’em meself. 

Up to here! (Bonn Bungle 
confirms) The down down 
was only for “Wellies Under 
Water”. 

Atty came through at pace; I 
don’t know if she frightens the 
enemy, but she sure frightens 
me! (badly plagiarised from 
Wellington?). 

Cunny, Wally, Deathy and Triggy 
(semi-trepys) shown here; Fairies. 

Sadly, waiting for the sem-treps, 
Wally caught me up and I got an 
earful. It appears that while 
checking along the towpath he 
encounters a couple of “ladies” that 
are somewhat dismayed by the 
noise (I wonder who that was?) 
“Why don’t you just hold up little 
flags to show where to go?” she 



pleads, “No need to make such a din”. The 
more he discussed the intricacies of 
hashing, the more aggressive they became 
(apparently, wouldn’t you? Discussing 

Hashing with WALLY! And here I improvise:) “Well 
they should stop THIS INSTANT, Do you know WHO 
I AM?” says “lady 1” (dah dah) 

“No”, says Wally, “But I am sure Matron will let you 
know!” (Ok Edward?) 

Which reminds me of a friend phoning up the 
Yarmouth harbour office to book a decent mooring for 
the weekend, he is expecting “Scrote” his old mate to 
answer (the recently appointed new Harbour Master is 
nicknamed “Spider”): 

Ring-ring, Click: “Hi “Scrote”, any chance of a 
decent mooring this weekend? No point asking Spider, 
he’s a miserable old git” 

“Do you know WHO you’re talking to?” says Spider, 
for it is he. 

“Do you know who YOU’re talking to?” says my 
mate. “No” says Spider—”Thank God for that!” click. 

Any way; back to the hash in hand… 
Over the rickety bridge and on to the church. Started 

to get raggety here, silent front runners making a break 
for.. For.. Freedom? Over the squelchy horsey field; I 
interview a taciturn quadruped “Did you make all this 
mess?” “You should be ashamed!” 

“Nay”, so apparently not. 
Over the style and up the road and the silent majority 

have made good their escape. Longish boring bit 
across a well contained and barbed path to the right 
and … A BACK check!! 

Bugger me a back check on an FRB run! Mighty Oaks! 
Mind you it was only about 30 yards; Tiny Acorns! Still; 
the FRs were held up for a few microseconds. 

A small tail end accreted , a bit like bits of dust in space, 
and arriving at the nether regions of Send, we find Cap’n 
Webb, a remarkably dry version, lurking about. He gives a 
short account of how I was instrumental in the formation 
of his multi-million business empire, dots on screens, DB2, 
floppy dicks and insists he will buy me a pint if we ever 
make it back in recognition. 

We decide not to play on the rather extensive kid’s 
playground and opt to try the “give away” named “Wharf 
Lane” ( I WONDER where THAT goes on a wet run?!). 
Flour is soon found (no sign or sound of the freedom 
“fighters”) then we espy a grumpy looking hen pecked, 
with an even grumpier looking hen, complete with mouth 
like a cat’s bum, overseeing him sweep up little piles of 
flour, I wonder where that came from? 

“I don’t see why we (he meant I) should have to clean 
this up!” he snarls. I advise him that the trail goes all the 
way back to the church, so he should get his skates on to 
finish before lunch! We did chuckle! 

Going past an extended family group of local walkers, I 
warn them that “Mr Pecked” is on flour duties at the 
moment but might mission creep to general duties if they 
go past his house with muddy boots! 

Trying to cross over a seriously NOT rickety steel 
bridge, with no sign of a Wharf, we have to wait for a 
mental defective to get her dog down the seriously steep 
steps without letting go of its lead. The dog has no trouble, 
can’t see what the fuss is about! She falls over, drops the 
lead, the dog bounds off and disappears followed by great 

yells and shouts imploring it to desist! You gotta laugh, 
well you might not, but I did! 

Here we encounter the rather topical (it being 2014 i.e 
1914 plus 100) First World “It’ll be over by 
Christmas!” War terrain. It looks like a herd (?) of tanks 
have been practicing for the Second Somme; but only 
muck, no bullets. Here we see our accreted heroes 

dallying with an amusing sign advising 
“pedestrians” (should be “snorkelers”!) to go around 
the partially complete trench. We did chuckle, soon 

back, for Down Downs; “Chest 
out, Stomach in”. 

Pub; excellent and friendly 
Host, AND the usual suspect 
dregs: 

Is it 20:14 already? 
 

My watch only 
goes to 12! 

 
Thanks FRB 

Teq 
 
(MOA 1) 



Receding Hare-Line 2014   Runs start at 11:00 

Note: website www.surreyh3.org for on-line details 

Directions 

Run    2067 

Date   23 Nov 2014 

Hares Teq & Chunderos 

Venue Chelsham 

On On The Coach House 

Post Code CR6 9PB 

Scribe  

OS TQ372590 

2068 30 Nov Lord Raleigh Dorking / Beare Green 

2069 7 Dec 2Posh or Camra Reigate or Oxfordsh. 

2070 14 Dec Tail End & ET  

2071 21 Dec J Arthur Wormley 

2072 28 Dec ?  

Surrey H3 Events 

18 Dec CL has organised a film trip to see Mr 
Turner in Leatherhead Theatre along with a 
Weatherspoons Pub visit. Book via    
 http://www.theleatherheadtheatre.org/ 

(Piercys & McCoys signed up) 

21 December Hooray Jingle Bells Hash 

Other Hash Events 2014/15 

29-30 November  Riviera H3 Christmas Party Run 

29-31 May 2015 German Nash Hash  

From previous visitor events they’ve organised this 
should be excellent! gnh2015-berlin.de 

29-30 August 2015 UK Nash Hash 

M25J6 north on Caterham bypass to Wapses (sic) Lodge 
Roundabout - Ann Summers factory. Take the 5th exit s/p 
Woldingham. After railway viaduct, the road curves to the 
right, take the straight on "Halliloo Valley Road" NOT the lane 
to the left or the "main" road to the right. Continue to T 
junction with B269, turn left. After 1 km right into Chelsham 
Road at roundabout just before Sainsbury's. After 2 kms turn 
right past the green, 1st right into private road to The Coach 
House on the green. 

Help the Hare Razor 

Don’t ask what your Hare Razor does for you! Ask what 
you can do for your Hare Raiser. 

Slightly better News of  Iain McRobbie 'Wha De Say'  

Visitors arrived to find Iain in a wheelchair, unsupported 
and off the ventilator, right eye open and fidgety. He  
turned his head in the direction of talking and stayed in 
the chair for two hours....Chris/Kip and Linda visited 
when he was back in his chair and he seemed to respond 
even more to them, even a thumbs up when Kip left! 

He is progressing on a daily basis, his nurses are very 
happy with him. When off the ventilator for 36 hours, he 
will go to the recovery unit. Will report more news OnOn 

Three / four 

generations of the FRB dynasty 
Come on Arfur, its only up to 

MY shins! 

Confusion “rains” 

(well it had stopped actually) 

CAMRA- 7th December  

Sunningwell village hall  [OX136RD] hosted by Oxford, 
£10 secures 2 pints real ale, commemorative glass, food 
and a variety of hash trails. J Arthur has tickets for sale 
and there is just one place left on the bus [£15] with pick-
ups at Leatherhead  and Woking Stations. 


