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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 Sat 16 Jan 2016 

Hare Golden Balls 

Venue Bentley 

ONoN The Star Inn 

THE ALICE HOLT  

 SCHOOL OF DANCE 

Dance would be on their mind 
that evening. At the ball Dormouse 
was to  demonstrate NHS 
engineering at its best as he, and 
many others, displayed thoughts 
that bodies can only express 
through movement. But first we 
would learn to stay upright on 
slithery mud. 

I’ve never met Alice Holt but 
imagine her lithe figure, hands in 
the air, hopping from log to log, 
inspiring me on. The forest named 
after her form part of the South 
Downs National Park, that Golden 
Balls chose to introduce us to 
today. 

It was a pleasant sunny day, not 
much above 2C, but people 
seemed in good spirits, despite the 
cold. A little colder might have 
secured our footing better, but this 
was not to be.  

We headed north, soon finding 
the return trail, which temporarily 
panicked the hare. But he soon 

showed why he was to win the 
hash charm award that evening, 
in a manner of speaking. 

The ground was often slippy 
and seldom crunchy. The surface 
was seldom flat and often mucky. 
Some tried to use momentum to 
keep upright, gliding gracefully, 
arms aloft, in a way skiers are 
taught not to do. Others used trees 
for support or swung their hips as 
skiers are taught to dance.  

After mainly right turns, the 
large pack spread out into runners 
and walkers in the wide fields 
before crossing the bridge over 
A31, eventually collecting again 
at some hard checks in woods. 
This solution turned out to be left 
away from home. On the narrow 
paths the pack slowed down and 
it often seemed like a walkers’ 
trail.  

We came out at a large deep 
pool  near the railway line, which 
we crossed nimbly, coming home 

via the footpath into the village 
about 12.45pm  as the hare had 
predicted. Arm gadgets recorded 
this clockwise trail  ~ 6 miles, 
even for runners.   

A few, like Teq and Hans der, 
had stayed at the pub recovering 
from various afflictions and 
greeted our return. The circle 
was led by our GM and Clutch, 
stepped in as RA, lifting our 
spirits as the sun lowered its eye 
on us.  

 After the circle, in the pub we 
were to learn from our North 
Hants colleagues that Bentley, a 
few years ago, was the subject of 
an ITV series, The Village, 
enjoying  an ensuing period of 
TV tourism! We were treated to 
a buffet lunch  chatting nicely in 
the friendly pub, that we had 
mainly to ourselves.  

Dance is on my mind as I’d 
gone to watch “Elizabeth” at the 
Linbury Studio on Sunday 

afternoon. I’m learning how we 
communicate with our bodies, 
which self-conscious boys find 
hard to discuss. The subject was 
the British Queen 1558-1603 and 
the ballet was about the 3 loves of 
her life, Dudley, Raleigh & 
Essex, who all lost more than 
their hearts for her.  The public 
wished she would marry (to 
define the succession) but she 
refused, diplomatically asserted 
she was married to Britain, each 
subject one of her children. We 
forget, aged 14 she was interfered 
with by her Uncle, Thomas 
Seymour. She loved to dance! 

      OnOn Lonely 
 
2127 :  WE WANDERED 

LONELY AS  A  CLOUD,  

AND ALMOST  AS  WET  

 
There is an attractive sculpture 

garden next to that Farnham car 
park, but did our hares take us 
through it? Well, I say "hares", 

but the singular is more relevant 
to this singular performance: 
Lonely laid the trail on his own 
but then went home, leaving Dr 
Death, who only helped with the 
recce, to resolve our difficulties 
and drink the down-down. 

And difficulties we had; Flour 
does not stand out from a 
sprinkling of snow, even in lavish 
quantities, and Lonely was 
parsimonious, not lavish; there 
were checks which took for ever 
to resolve. 

The trail began in some of the 
more appealing areas of Farnham, 
and quickly took us into rural 
surrounds like Bishop's Meadow; 
but no, we were brought back into 
the more squalid areas of 
Farnham's outskirts before finally 
finding fields and woods. Our 
Uncle Gerry was r ight ly 
dismissive. By this time the pack 
had become fractured while Dr 
Death tried to remember which 
gravelled road he and Lonely had 

chosen, and we never re-
acquired unity. I said to Jolly 
Green Giant that North Hants 
were dominating the front 
runners; he considered that the 
Saturday run had been similar, 
and blamed this effect on our 
being elderly. I am not 
convinced; a fair few of us are 
getting long in the tooth, but we 
do have youngish fit runners in 
our numbers, even if I have to 
count in those we share with Old 
Coulsdon, such as Speedy 
Humper and Bionic. And today 
'IsKnees and Chastity Belt were 
conspicuous in the vanguard, 
while Mother Brown solved a 
tricky check just before our entry 
into Farnham Park, with his 
distinctive call "Hon! Hon!". 

No Nookie was always up 
there; a year ago she explained 
those tiger costumes to me, but I 
have already forgotten. Her 
friends had found a job lot of 

Continued p94 



Receding Hare-Line 2015   Runs start at 11:00 

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

Hare Raizor Info & Scribings to: sh3@surreyh3.org 

Directions 

Run    2128 Tarmac Redemption 

Date   24 Jan 2016 

Hares Le Pro and Haggis 

Venue Wood Street 

On On White Hart 

Post Code  GU3 3DZ 

OS SU953509 

Scribe FRB ? 

2129 31 Jan Uncle and Mrs G Thursley 

2130 07 Feb Tug Steers, Birthday Reigate ish 

2131 14 Feb Ballista & Too Posh Effingham Station 

2132 21 Feb ?? ?? 

2133 28 Feb ?? ?? 

2134 06 Mar ?? ?? 

2135 13 Mar One in the Eye ?? 

From Guildford take A323 Aldershot Road. On leaving 
Guildford at first "real" roundabout, take first exit Broad 
Street. After a mile or so you arrive at Woood Street 
Village. Park around the Village green or next to the pub. 

WEAR TARTAN or BLUE IF YOU WANT YOUR ANNUAL 
HAGGIS INPUT WHICH WILL BE SERVED AFTER THE 
DOWN DOWNS IN THE CAR PARK. We hope to have 
some VEGETARIAN as well. Le Pro is hoping this will 
redeem him for his Tamac Terror Torment when last here. 

Oh and in reponse to ..”cannot work out the 
pronunciation hieroglyphics: 

 ā-(ə-)rē (never have been able to! Wonder if 
FRB can?” 

It appears not BUT (a missive from our favourite 
pedant):. 

No phoneticist, I can only suggest that the variant 
pronunciation of aery, with 3 syllables instead of 
2, might help some poets with their scansion. The 
permitted middle syllable is called the schwa, a 
sort of indeterminate unstressed vowel, like the 
second syllable  of biscuit. As far as I am 
concerned, the eagle's nest is spelled eyrie and has 
only 2 syllables, but the Americans seem to think 
differently. 

Note that the rhythm of your "poem" about 
oddities of English pronunciation is very much that 
of the rhyme at the back of Latin primers: 

Common are sacerdos, dux 

Vates, parens et coniux, 

Civis, comes, custos, vindex 

Adolescens, infans, index 

And so on. (Yes, I still remember the whole thing) 

these "skins" at knock-down prices, so the hash (Guildford, I 
assume) made an investment. Why or to which end is a mystery. 

The trail was a right-hander, roughly corresponding to the same 
area covered last year by Golden Balls as a left-hander, but the 
details were entirely different, even the treatment of Farnham 
Park. Then we just ran through it in a beeline, today we explored 
the entire perimeter. Lonely had by then taken pity on us; we had 
been slithering and sliding and slipping for so long that he 
relented and set the few blobs we could find on a hard path. On 
reflection, he had also included long stretches of tarmac before 
that, normally grounds for complaint, but today entirely 
welcome. The sooner this soggy season for hashing is over the 
better. 

Clutching Hand's jokes often have very effective punch lines, 
but to my ears are spoilt by a long and rambling build-up. 
Saturday's would have been just as amusing in 9 words: Bill 
Clinton instructed Monica Lewinsky to sack his cook. (This 
witticism had Legolas tickled pink). And who needs a printed 
source for humour? Greek singers gave the entire works of 
Homer from memory. 

Memory. It is fair to suppose that the collective memory of Brits 
and Americans today, fed on films about WWII, is that their 
nations defeated the Nazis. Their share was vital, but that honour 
goes to the Russians. 

The only atrocity now remembered is the Holocaust: who now 
thinks of the Bengal famine of that war? To deny the Japanese rice 
as they approached from Burma, Churchill ordered the removal of 
thousands of tons, just as the crops were failing. Asked about the 
famine, he replied "They're used to it"; and so millions died, almost 
as many as Jews in Europe. A Conservative cabinet colleague 
commented that where India was in question, Churchill was as 
racist as Hitler; did anyone remember this when we voted him our 
greatest Englishman? (Ooooeeer there’s controversy - Teq) 

 
 
 
 
FRB 

MOA 0 

Aaah, THAT’S where 
No Nook’s nicks went! 

A pram to chuck toys 
out of! 


