
Banned from Box Hill, 1989 - Returned to Box Hill, 1998 2130 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 7 Feb 2016 

Hare Tug Steers 

Venue Reigate 

ONoN Ex-Serviceman Club 

REIGATE  REVEALED:  TUG 

TAKES US TO THE PARK 

FOR HIS  B IRTHDAY  

When I was young there was 

a song sung to mystify hearers: 

Mairzy doats and dozy doats 

and liddle lamzy divey A 

kiddley divey too, Wooden 

shoe!" 

It could just as well have 

been Hairzy doats: do you 

suppose Tug eats oats? And we 

had a visitor called Wooden 

Chew, which is just as good. 

Well, we also had Soozie back, 

a great pleasure. And Maid To 

Come, Veggie Queen, and half 

of Old Coulsdon. The venue 

was the Ex-Servicemen's Club, 

prompting the question which 

of us qualified; Clever Trevor 

started his National Service in 

1952, I in 1954. Low Profile 

became a lance-corporal; I 

forgot to ask Ear Trumpet. 

Should I include any more of 

you? One may well accept this 

Club as a birthday centre but 

wish we had gone there after 

the hash; Tug displayed 

admirable ingenuity in getting 

us to Priory Park from the 

start, allowing us to enjoy an 

anc ient  and  extensive 

cemetery, sports fields, rus in 

urbe in fact, before we 

reached the Park, but the 

return was almost entirely 

urban. We almost got to 

explore the high ground south 

of the park - it was only the 

welcome sight of Poxy Resin 

gesturing a back check which 

saved  me fro m to ta l 

separation from the pack. 

So back to the familiar 

ponds of the park and the 

farmland to the west, well 

known enough for me to tell 

CL to expect a left-hander; 

shortly after he disappeared 

into the woods, re-emerging 

to our surprise when we were 

already in the outlying areas 

of Reigate. Words Fail Me 

had done sterling service in 

running the checks to get us 

that far; in the suburban 

wilderness the regular front 

runners - Stilton, Glow 

Worm, you know the culprits 

- had overshot a narrow 

footpath, despite the hare's 

prominent arrows. 

Clutching Hand demanded 

from One In The Eye her 

reasons for taking us to the 

rather modern church of St 

Giles; a few yards later she 

could point to flour, but as he 

commented severely, "She 

didn't know that!" In reality 

she had been following First 

On, who has an excellent 

instinct for trails and 

solutions. Well, the less said 

of all those roads and alley-

ways the better, except to 

thank Tug for the drink stop, 

the pack clustered perilously 

onto a pavement. Back at the 

Circle Spingo and GG joined 

me in barracking the stand-in 

RA - alas, despite Veggie 

Queen 's  re -appearance, 

Belcher is still elsewhere. 

Humour is not restricted to 

anecdotes such as "A man 

went into a bar...", or in 

today's case, "Several men 

we n t  r e p e a t e d l y  i n t o 

Wetherspoons in Uxbridge"; 

our Uncle Gerry invents his 

own very effective witticisms 

when acting as RA. My own 

themes tended to be Checks 

and Sex (takes all sorts : Teq). 

We are told that the sexual 

interest of older men is 

focussed exclusively on 

younger women, even much 

younger women, which leaves 

me nowhere; I have never had 

the slightest erotic interest in 

women significantly younger. 

The hash of course has 

credited me with various 

amours, highly flattering, but 

quite mistaken: deep and real 

affection, certainly, but no 

physical bond. Equally, men 

on the make are said to be put 

off by brainy women, whereas 

to me intelligence is the most 

important quality in attraction, 

f o l l o we d  b y  wa r mt h ; 

e v e r y t h i n g  e l s e  i s 

insignificant. Doubtless I shall 

be written off as an oddball. 

(what does he mean ... 

“shall”?: Teq) 

Minority tastes are not 

universally neglected. I have 

been impressed by the BBC's 

coverage of the death of Pierre 

Boulez; the media fascination 

with that of David Bowie was 

understandable, but Radio 3 

and BBC4 really did Boulez 

proud. Concert hall managers 

fight shy of the modernists in 

music, eager to fill their seats, 

and for most people taste 

stops short somewhere round 

the start of the 20th century; 

Schoenberg and Stockhausen, 

Boulez and Berio, are box 

office poison. Fortunately 

there are other media. Have 

you noticed how many 

composers' surnames begin 

with B, M, or S?  

GM Jart: A big thank you 

from the Hash to Spingo and 

Tug [Paul] for their generous 

party on Sunday, happy 

birthday Paul, only five more 

years for that free bus pass.! 

.FRB 
MOA 1/2 

http://www.sh3onsec.org


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    2131 RedDress & Birthday 

Date   14 Feb 2016 

Hares Ballista & Too Posh 

Venue Effingham Station 

On On Douglas Haig KT24 5LU 

Post Code KT24 5HX 

OS TQ102558 

Scribe ? 

Other Hash Events/Beer Festivals 2015 

Friday 1st April 2016 Off-Din Sergeants’ mess Offs and 

ExOffs KEEP the date! 

Sunday 3rd April 2016 SH3 AGM at Holmbury St. Mary 

Village Hall. 

Friday 29th April to 1st May 2016 Edinburgh Hash Week-

end, Edinburgh—pretty full but waiting list. 

 

Friday 1st July to Sunday 3rd July 2016 

Ye Isle of Wight HHH "invitee ye to join their Medieval 

Weekend". Flyer and registration with email. 

2132 21 Feb Dormouse and 

Sister Anna 

Box Hill—The Tree 

(Hand in Hand pub) 

2133 28 Feb FRB (now) Boulder Mere ? 

2134 06 Mar Kalinchi Elstead? Clean for 

the Queen 

2135 13 Mar One in the Eye ?? 

2136 20 Mar Proxy Birthday Bash TBC M25 J10, A3 towards Guildford, Effingham. From slip road 

take first left onto Old Lane (s.p. Effingham, Hatchford) for 

2.3 miles. Turn right onto Horsley Road 150ft. Turn left onto 

Howard Road. Over bridge turn right into Effingham Station 

Car park. Park on the left hand side of the car park which is 

free on Sunday. Red Dress Run! (go on get out that little 

red number or whizz down the charity shop!) 

   ST PATRICK’S DAY 

Paddy had been drinking at his local pub all day and most of the 
night, celebrating St Patrick's Day. Mick, the bartender says, 
'You'll not be drinking anymore tonight, Paddy'. 
Paddy replies, 'OK Mick, I'll be on my way then'. Paddy spins 
around on his stool and steps off. He falls flat on his face. 
‘Damn', he says, and pulls himself up by the stool and dusts 
himself off.  He takes a step towards the door and falls flat on his 
face again. 'Oh bloody damn!'.   
He looks over to the doorway and thinks to himself that if  he can 
just get some fresh air he'll be fine. He belly-crawls to the door 
and shimmies up the door frame. He sticks his head outside and 
takes a deep breath of fresh air, feels much better and takes a 
step out into the street and falls flat on his face.  
'Bejesus... I'm in a bad way,' he says. He can see his house just 
a few doors down, and crawls to the door, hauls himself up the 
door frame, opens the door and shimmies inside. He crawls up 
the stairs to his bedroom and says 'I can make it to the bed'. He 
takes a step into the room and falls flat on his face.  He crawls 
over and falls into bed. 

The next morning, his wife, Jess, comes into the room carrying 
a cup of coffee and says, 'Get up Paddy. Did you have a bit to 
drink last night ?' 
Paddy says, 'I did, Jess. I was bloody pissed. But how did you 
know?' ‘Mick phoned .. . . You left your wheelchair at the pub.' 

Pedant’s Corner 

The great Will / Shall debate WRT “Rule Brittania”: Stimulated by our favourite pedant’s “virulent” outburst at the 

ignorance of Piercy daring to use “shall” instead of “will” (obviously): 

Legal (opinion) 

To correctly use "shall," confine it to the meaning "has a duty to" and use it to impose a duty on a capable actor. 

use "will" to create a promise--a contractual obligation. 

Common usage: 

http://blog.oxforddictionaries.com/2013/09/will-versus-shall/ 

Determination or duty: our fairy godmother says "you shall go to the ball"! 

Her statement to Cinderella neatly illustrates the other main use of shall and will: to express a strong feeling that 

something must definitely happen, or that someone must do something as a duty. In a complete turnaround, 

traditional grammar dictates that I and we should be accompanied by will in such situations, whereas shall is used with 

you, he, she, it, and they: 

 i.e. Brittains [you or they] (never, never, never) shall be slaves. 

Now specific usage: "Rule! Brittania": 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rule,_Britannia! Tells us: 

This version is taken from The Works of James Thomson by James Thomson, Published 1763, Vol II, p. 191, which 

includes the entire original text of Alfred ( … “will be slaves”!). 

TBC... 

http://www.surreyh3.org/sh3onsec/pages/sh3onsec.php
http://www.surreyh3.org/sh3onsec/pages/sh3onsec.php

