
Banned from Box Hill, 1989 - Returned to Box Hill, 1998 2108 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) 
and Bonn Bugle 

(Jo Avey) 
01483 723746(h) 

07718903 493 
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 06 Sep 2015 

Hare Golden Balls 

Venue Lower Puttenham 

ONoN Golden Fleece 

ANOTHER PLEASANT 

SUNDAY 

One’s attitude to ‘boring’ 
seems to vary with mood & 
age. Some say the Chinese 
blessing ‘May you have a 
boring life’ grows with time. 
Others, still in their youth, in 
times of stress, long for it. 
Sunday’s run could be called 
boring as a compliment to this 
experienced hare. Just the job! 

 
The job was to get us out in 

the fresh air on a late 
Summer’s date, after a day of 
partying. Granted some did not 
make the prompt start and 
several runners walked a lot, 
but it was an excellent turnout 
over interesting terrain that 
kept most of us moving for 
briskly for over 90 minutes. 

 
We were blessed by sunshine 

warmer than Saturday’s. The 
car park filled almost to 
capacity. Emerging hashers 
wondered would we cross the 
lake to Puttenham Common.  
Several conjectured we were 
unlikely to head to Searle 
because of the Hampton 
Estate private land.  Rather we 
headed  South West, aptly to 
just touch Charles Hill road! 

 
We started with a little 

detour North to the Lakeside, 
before crossing the road to the 
sandy gorse land riddled with 
fern-lined paths. Some said 
we were in for a treat, except 
of course the trail was not 
going to be easy to find with 
so many options! 

 
We climbed into forestry 

land with the occasional 
fabulous view later in the 
trail. Few could remember 
running this area.  

 
In the woods sometimes the 

hare’s checks seemed too 
hard for a day of so many 
walkers. But it served to 
condense the pack into a chat 
groups. Popeye solved some 
but also lost himself. Le Pro 
& FRB solved others 
(methodically & intuitively 
respectively); Captain Webb 

directing his agents. We came 
to a small lake and soon after 
we realised that the trail was 
clockwise.   

 
After the pond, passing 

splendidly-architected houses 
(as well as some we probably 

hadn’t seen for the razor wire) 
we came to  the road of The 
Donkey PH, a good landmark 
for some.  We climbed steeply 
for a short while across a 
select residential area, outside 
of which (~mile 5) the front 
runners, like Simple stalled 
again and the pack caught up. 
It was left, up Seale Rd, into 
the woods. At another multi 
choice junction, where the 
GM  was looking for the 
check, it was up another steep 
sandy slope to a magnificent 
view then into woods then 
ferns home, much together in 
one pack. The trail had been 5
-7 miles, according to how 
much checking you did. 

 
The car park now had tables 

offering food left over from 
yesterday’s party as well as 

hot haggis from Les Pro. We 
munched in the sun and drank 
awaiting the circle where Le 
Pro announced the winner of 
the ’Guess the Weight of the 
Haggis’ competition.  SFB 
had owned up to reading the 
answer among the small print 
on the label.  

The GM introduced 
returnees,  Hare Eater & 
Lippy, a orienteering  
newcomers  thanked Growler 
for hosting us before handing 
over to stand in hare,  Ever-
ready.        Lonely 

     



Receding Hare-Line 2015   Runs start at 11:00 

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

Hare Raizor Info & Scribings to: onsec@surreyh3.org 

Directions 

Run    2109 

Date   13 Sep 2015 

Hares Tosser 

Venue Grayswood (Haslemere) 

On On Wheatsheaf 

Post Code GU27 2DE 

OS SU916346 

Scribe FRB 

Surrey H3’s 40th Celebration 

Saturday 5th September 2015 at Growler’s 

We Came, We saw, We partied (we DID!). 

YO! 

2110 20 Sep Le Pro Rokers Golf Course 

2111 27 Sep Secret Squirrel ?? 

2112 04 Oct ?? ?? 

2113 11 Oct Ratty & Redeye ?? 

2114 18 Oct Strumpy & Horny Shamley Green 

2115 25 Oct ?? ?? 

A missive from Our GM 
Everyone who was lucky enough to attend know 
that the 40th Hash Anniversary Party was a great 
success. 

A big thank you to all who contributed to make it so. In 
particular SFB and Bonn Bugle for prodding you all to sign 
up for it, Too Posh for organizing the design and  

production of our celebratory T Shirts, the team setting 
up and taking down the marquees ably led by SFB and 
including Golden Balls, Duncan, [Raven?] Teq, Rhum, Red 
Eye and many others.  

Also I need to thank Clever Trevor and Terminator for the 
delicious grub, Teq for the entertainment; No Nooky and  

Bonn Bugle for the Hash Olympic games, Jill, Sister Anna, 
Mo and Bob for manning the stalls and you all for proving 
once again, that the Surrey Hash knows how to party. 

Thanks to the Stalls, La Pro's "guess the haggis weight" 
and Teq's nail game we contributed over £380 to the 
Pataya orphanage. Thanks to Pop-Eye's loan of his jet en-
gine, no-one froze whilst dancing. 

Lastly, a big thank you to Growler for letting us use her 
garden and pool; the lawn looked a little sad the morning 
after, but no doubt will recover more quickly than our 
hang-overs. 

Oh! Lost: Growler's favourite kitchen knife, last seen in a 
cake tin on the produce stall, a ring belonging to Speedy 
Humper and Teq's whistle on a substantial chain. 

A3 south to Milford junction. At roundabout 1st exit and straight 
across 1st traffic lights. Left at next lights then at next 
roundabout, 3rd exit onto A286, s/p Midhurst / Haselmere. 
Carry on south for 5.6 miles. Pub on the right. Park around the 
green just before the pub or in the village hall c/p on the north 
end of the green at GU27 2DB. Don’t use the pub c/p 



Banned from Box Hill, 1989 - Returned to Box Hill, 1998 2108a 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) 
and Bonn Bugle 

(Jo Avey) 
01483 723746(h) 

07718903 493 
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 05 Sep 2015 

Hare Gm J Arthur 

Venue Witley Station 

ONoN Chez Growler 

UNTO FRESH WOODS:  THE 

GM MAKES ALL  TH INGS 

NEW 

Observing that sexual 
intercourse began in 1963, 
Larkin commented wryly 
"Which was a little late for 
me". Those who arranged our 
40th celebrations were unable 
to get an act together for April, 
the true anniversary, so 
selected September instead; 

this said, the event was indeed 
successful. At 1315 there we 
all were at Witley Station - 
well, all but Le Pro, who was 
at Milford Station instead - and 
off we went to the north, 
towards the grounds of the 
school. Wrong; a back check 

took us up the road we had 
driven down, by now well 
blobbed with flour, which was 
not so before: ah, these crafty 
hares! And so to the cricket 
green in Hambledon, which 

had various wiseacres 
speaking of the birthplace of 
cricket; in fact the Hambledon 

in question is near 
Portsmouth, not Witley. The 
GM thus far had shepherded 
the pack, with numerous 
checks quite close to each 
other, and rarefied remote 
solutions - at this green the 
trail required us to re-cross the 
cricket pitch, quite a few 
hundred metres - and took us 
to a hill, apologising to Cool 
Box that there was no 
alternative to climbing it. (She 
had injured a foot). But it was 
not high, and thereafter the 
trail became admirable and (to 
me at least) unfamiliar, a left-
hander with the railway as a 
theme, and a G&T stop hosted 
by Growler and the long-

locked Bounder. True, some 
of us got into trouble when 
checking near stables; the 

owner took a dim view of us, 
but admitted that if we 
carried on we could escape 
by pressing a red button - 
which had Bionic muttering 
about WW III. We had no 
need of this button; Kelinchi 

and Biscuit had found a 
different solution elsewhere. 

 
Later, at another check, we 

found ourselves back on our 
own out-trail, at planks which 
Cool Box could use only by 
clinging to CL; recognising 

these, we muttered 
imprecations against the hare 
and heard distant cries of On. 
The sun shone, the scenery 
was delightful, we had only 

limited stretches of blacktop, 
at least until nearly back at 
our car park, and altogether 
the GM deserves full marks 
for his trail. No beer till we 
were back at Sattenham 
House - it turned out that 
Rake Lane from the west is 
really only for a recycling 
centre, but we all got through 
somehow, and settled down to 
partying. Fine food, thanks to 
Clever Trevor and his team, 
served while the day was still 
warm. The Great White 
Whale needed the AA to 
change his fuel, an expensive 
mistake; it was striking to hear 

how many other hashers 
admitted to the same error, but 
he got a down-down 
nevertheless. One in the Eye 
and Speedy Humper got 
drinks for chatting on the trail 

- actually both run very well. 
So does First On, rewarded 
for out-running your scribe. 

 
Piercy laid on a song-and-

dance routine purportedly 
reporting on migrants in 
Greece and France - one of 
the migrants was No Nookie, 
describing her costume as 
asexual, which sounds right 
for her hash handle. Proxy and 
Bonn Bugle were equally 
lively, but the audience were 
most pleased by Cool Box and 
First On in swimming 
costumes as bathing beauties 
to the tune of La Mer (the 
music largely drowned by the 
laughter of the onlookers). 
Sling Shot had brought a fair 
fraction of his family, and his 
daughter won the game of 
Musical Bras, with Barbie a 

close runner-up. I left while it 
was still light, but could 
gather next day that drinking 
proved a popular part of the 
evening, judging by those 
who did not make it at all to 
the Sunday trail (no names, 
no pack drill) and the very 
slow pace at the start. So 
thank you to the hare, and to 
our hostess Growler, and to 
those who laid on such a 
happy celebration of our 40 
years. 

 
 
 
 

  FRB 



 


