
Banned from Box Hill, 1989 - Returned to Box Hill, 1998 2090 Founded April 14,1975 

Grand Master : 
J-Arthur 

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

Joint Masters: 
The Godmother 

(Alison Gibb)  
01483 453794 (h)  

(m) 
Slingshot  

(David Platt) 
 07836 562388 (m) 
Religious Advisor : 

Belcher 
(Peter Edwards) 

020 8643 7153 (h) 
(m) 

Clutcher’s Mate : 
No Nookie 

(Tracey Parker)  
01483 833270(h) 

Hash Cash : 
Chunderos 

(Lorraine Piercy) 
01372 454907 (h)  

Trail Master: 
Dr. Death 

(Peter Fleming) 
01932 853660 (h) 

 
Bashes 

Shit For Brains 
(Steve Parker) 

01483 833270(h) 
07791 634883(m) 

DapperHasherie: 
Too Posh  

Debbie H-Gaskin 
01737 645393(h) 
07949 100896(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 3 May 2015 

Hare Olive and Popeye 

Venue Bookham 

ONoN The Windsor Castle 

BOOKHAM COMMON NOT  

AS  DAMP  

AS  POPEYE 

I won’t go through the whole 
“bugger me is it Wednesday 
already? Doesn’t time fly when 
you are enjoying yourself? etc. 
etc. blah blah” but doesn’t it? 

Arriving with my chauffeur , 
having eschewed the “special” 
directions supplied by Olive 
for Bookham inmates from the 
fictitious “Downlands Road” 
and accepting a lift with the 
Grandest of Masters, we are 
confronted with a grey haired, 
grey beaded idiot cavorting 
about in a dry suit. “He’s 
bluffing!” “No lakes, only 
ponds, and the common 
Gestapo would castrate us 
wading through anything 
deeper than a puddle for fear of 
upsetting the ground/water 
nesting birds”. Any way I had 
my waterproof phone case, 
(but sadly not my phone; left 

my memory somewhere too.) 
so I was fireproof, well 
waterproof, anyway. 

With a great debate about 
what time it was, that I could 
only observe, having lost 
second accuracy on my watch 
buggering around jumping 
hours forward and back 
between “Central Europe 
Daylight Saving”, “Western 
Europe Dodgey Foreigner 
Leave it to Tomorrow” and 
proper “BRITISH Summer 
(there’s an oxymoron)” Time,  
nobody noticed any attempt to 
inform us of why, what, which 
activity we were about to 
perform so a slick start 
deadlock with no flour was 
only broken when I shambled 
(yes I!) in the obvious 
direction and found … flour! 

Belcher declared it null and 

void when blobs were placed 
at greater than 20 paces 
separation, and stumped 
back, only to reverse when 
Renault (was it?) found the 
21st pace blob. 

At the next milling about; 
Popeye seemed determined to 
stretch the “no flour must be 
LOOKING … Nah must be a 
check somewhere so … 
CHECKING!” dilemma to 
breaking point by NOT 
laying checks, or at least 
hiding them, Simple sidles up 
and opines: 

“Why would anyone 
contract someone, who has 
probably never followed a 
trail, to lay a trail?” 

Indeed. 
The good thing would be 

that at least there would be no 
“Anchors” on the trail, or 

would there? 
A mouthy hare turns up and 

points out that a perfectly 
good sign indicates that 
something that looks like a 
bomb site is in fact a proper 
footpath, and if we look 
carefull in and behind trees we 
will indeed find the four 
ounces of flour that MAY 
differentiate our trail from yet 
another Pistoffen Hash trail, 
luckily a few weeks old and 
well slug licked, and we did, 
and it was good. 

A f t e r  3 / 4  h o u r  o f 
convolutions around the 
venerable Bookham Common, 
we are all disorientated to 
buggery; Posh: “But we don’t 
know we are!” 

Teq: “yes we do!” 
Posh: “Were?” 
Teq: “Bookham Common” 

Sarah: “Tee he”. 
Was the GandT stop in this 

bit? Cheers hare, we can be 
bribed!Then came the “Quiet 
bit”, the problem with quiet 
bits is, you don’t know when 
they are over! Nobody says 
“Oh you can be normal now, 
or in your case Teq noisy” so 
you just don’t know! 

Then came the de ja vu bit: 
“I am sure I have been here 
before … etc. etc.” Aaaah it 
was intended to cross the trail! 
Hastily laid arrows convert a 
cockup into a “feature” and 
soon we are back.  

Sorry; phone alone at home 
so no piccies, and very little 
chance of remembering the 
down downs. 

We arrive at the (Ye Olde) 
Windsor Castle, and wisely I 
decant the 1/2 can I have into 

an anonymous container and 
blatantly drink it it the bar 
waiting for a drink, Lord 
Raleigh is not so farsighted 
and tips the 1/2 inch dreg 
from his can into his 
Guinness so it will not make 
a mess in the rubbish sack, 
only to be observed by the 
starzi chef who grasses him 
up to the “manager”. The 12 
year old bustles over and 
threatens to expel anyone 
who drinks there own drink, 
but wisely not the rest of us. 
“Who is drinking their own 
drink?” I say, he points out 
the errant  Lord who I have 
never seen look SO angelic, 
like a wrongly accused 
Jennings! 

OnOn  .. Teq ..  
See page 3 ! 



Receding Hare-Line 2015   Runs start at 11:00 

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

Directions 

Run    2091 (swapped !) 

Date   10 May 2015 

Hares Strumpet and ET  

Venue Forest Green 

On On Parrot Inn 

Post Code RH5 5RZ 

OS TQ124413 

Scribe ?? 

Other Hash Events 2015 

29-31 May 2015 Berlin German Nash Hash  

160 registered from 13 countries gnh2015-berlin.de 

31 July—2Aug Full Moon Nash Hash Still a number 
of camping spaces.  For a wonderful weekend in-
cluding '4 corners of the hash world', 'the Banger 
race', cabarets, disco and band, all drink and meals, 
oh and 3 wonderful trails as well. See website. 

29-30 August 2015 UK Nash Hash, Oxford 

2-4 Oct Fethiye 10th & Turkish Nash Hash 

Jeep Safari & boat trip, early bid price 200TL ~£56 

27-—29 Nov Truro 1500, Ashbury Hotel, Okehampton 

 

Others on http://www.hhh.org.uk/homevent.cfm 

Swapped with Speed(y) Humper! 

A25 West from Dorking. In Abinger turn left into Felday 
Road, B2128 (signposted Holmbury St Mary, Forest 
Green, Ockley) and continue for 4.5 miles. At T Junction 
turn right onto B2127 (sp Cranleigh, Ewhurst). In Forest 
Green, and after .3m, turn left into The Parrot Inn carpark. 
Park tightly in rear sections of pub carpark. 

Cherry Allingham 30 

Charles Bowman 26 

Frank Bown 28 

Rosemary Burls 40 

Steve Brannigan 29 

Dave Bruggen 26 

Jeanna Bruggen 27 

John Burgess 61 

Peter Cave 26 

Martin Chattelle 28 

Graham Chipping 43 

Doug Evans 33 

Steve Everett 38 

Peter Fleming 33 

Caryl Gurney 25 

Gerry Gurney 48 

Peter Hughes 67 

Eva Ishojer 25 

Svend Ishojer 25 

Trevor Kay-Russell 37 

Mike Peer 25 

Richard Piercy 55 

John Piper 27 

Angie Steers 29 

Arthur Thomas 42 

Neil Thompson 44 

Marion Tucker 36 

Gilbert Verspyck 33 

Tony Webb 36 

Hares who have laid 25 or more Runs 
 

2092 17 May Speed Humper Guildford 

2093 24 May Tosser  

2094 31 May ??  

2095 7 June CL & Bonn Bugle Runnymede? 

2096 14 Jun ??  

2097 21 Jun Eskimo & Eveready Icklesham, Sussex 

 

 

These are all old bollocks, no 
idea why Lonely re-published 
them without update! Teq 
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Date 3 May 2015 

Hare Olive and Popeye 

Venue Bookham 

ONoN The Windsor Castle 

ALL  AT  SEA WITH 

POPEYE & OLIVE OYL 

The omens weren't good 
with the directions advising 
left then right into Howard's 
Road rather than right then 
left. It rained hard in the 
night, but the sight of 
Popeye in diving gear 
offered a scary vision of 
things to come. At the off 
half the pack were agonising 
over paying for the car park, 
w h i c h  o u r  n o t - s o -
trustworthy hare insisted 
was free last time he went 
there. Maybe he recced the 
trail a couple of years ago. 

 
Most of the checks were 

concealed, or perhaps I 
should say "sheltered" under 
bushes, for they survived 

better than the rest of the 
trail. In the post-trail circle 
S h i t  F o r  B r a i n s 
congratulated Olive Oyl on 
supplying her special self-
erasing flour! 

 
The first check was an 

epic with the entire pack 
slip sliding around in all 
directions but failing to 
find any flour apart from 
the infamous "last blob". 
So for what seemed like 10 
minutes we were all at sea, 
until we spied a rare sight: 
P o p e y e ! 
Uncharacteristically, he 
was probably near to the 
trail, which offered a clue. 
Indeed the trail did seem to 
continue along a non-path 

near to where he stood and 
on to the next check. And 
thus the pattern was set: 
three close blobs meaning, 
"You're definitely on", 
followed by two more and 
another check. The longer 
stretches were a bit washed 
out (can't blame the hare 
for the weather apart from 
the provocative outfit, 
maybe he likes rubber & 
PVC). 

 
Having advised my 

offspring to follow Stilton 
and Atalanta, because their 
hit-rate on checks is better 
than average, I made the 
mistake of following No-
Nookie at the wooded 
check. As any parent will 

know, teenagers have an 
a n n o y i n g  h a b i t  o f 
delivering the obvious 
comment with an air of 
condescension - something 
about not following one's 
own advice.... At least I had 
the pleasure of seeing him 
disappear into the distance 
with Renault at the 
dastardly check in the 
middle of the big field, 
when the call was "On 
back!" 

 
On on via an almost 

f igure-of-eight  to a 
welcome drinks stop so 
close to the car park it 
could have been in the car 
park! 

 

And so to pick up on 
FRB's diatribes about 
politics as the election is 
now imminent, but I guess 
that won't be the end of it. 
I've been glad to be 
working overseas for some 
of the campaign. I've never 
known such pueri le 
arguments played out 
before an election since I 
was in shorts (not the 
running kind). It's more the 
kind of stuff one might nod 
at to keep the old soak at 
the end of a bar happy. 
What happened to the big 
vision, the philosophies? 
Why would a population of 
60m people be swayed by 
arguments about a few 
thousand on zero hours 

contracts? It might be 
sensible (it isn't) but it's 
hardly a crushing blow. 
And now the Blues are 
m a k i n g  r i d i c u l o u s 
promises to wear strait-
jackets in order to appeal 
to people who would never 
vote for them, whilst 
seriously alienating their 
core voters, by completely 
losing the plot! Roll on 
Friday, when the stupid 
rhetoric can stop and much 
humble pie will be eaten. 
Rant over. 

 
On-on 
 
Petal 


