
Banned from Box Hill, 1989 - Returned to Box Hill, 1998 2179 Founded April 14,1975 

Grand Master : 
Chunderos 

(Lorraine Piercy) 
01372 454907 (h)  

07730 202264 (m) 
Joint Masters: 

RHUM  
(Barry Nickelson) 

 07794 128946 (m) 
Speedy Humper 

(Jo McSherrie) 
07970 723201 (m) 
Religious Advisor : 

Bonn Bugle 
(Jo Avey) 

01483 723746 (h) 
07718 903493 (m) 

Clutcher’s Mate : 
Atalanta 

(Karen Peek)  
07810 553755 (h) 

Hash Cash : 
J-Arthur 

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

Trail Master: 
Dr. Death 

(Peter Fleming) 
01932 853660 (h) 

Bashes 
Shit For Brains 
(Steve Parker) 

01483 833270 (h) 
DapperHasherie: 

Ballista  
(Sarah Maltby)  

01372 458217 (h)  
07733 310641 (m) 

Biermeister: 
Uncle Gerry(Gurney) 

01372 386921 (h) 
07740 866049 (m) 

Joint-Secs : 
FRB 

(Peter Hughes) 
01932 886747 (h) 
and   Tequil’ over  

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

(r) = recorded ! 
sh3@surreyh3.org 

 www.surreyh3.org 

Date 15-1-2017 

Hares CL, CB, IK + 1 

Venue Haslemere 

ONoN The Prince of Wales 

GROWLER’S  GOODIES 
REDEEM A DISMAL DAY IN  

THE DRIZZLE  
Jamaican men think foul 

scorn of cunnilingus; the 
intrepid interviewer Decca 
Aitkenhead challenged that 
epitome of Jamaican manhood  
Usain Bolt on this score. He 
laughed at length, if a bit 
nervously; no, he gave none of 
the numerous women who 
flock to his bed that pleasure. 

Here in Surrey we need a 
different convention for CL, 
like the unwritten rule in the 
past that the Bounder and 
‘Ardon Provocateur should not 
set trails. CL should not be 
allowed a  team of assistants, 
as happened so disastrously at 
the Devil’s Punchbowl. To be 
fair, in sunshine, with leaves 
on the trees, and the ground 
firm and dry underfoot, this 
trail could have been sheer 
delight; obviously unfamiliar 
(it was never in Surrey at all: 
pure Hampshire and Sussex) it 

had all the makings of scenic 
success, but only if the flour 
had made sense. Today’s trail 
was well recce-d, if short of 
back checks, but in the  soggy 
slushy slippery woodland it 
seemed interminable (as at 
115 minutes it well might) and 
the flour was entirely 
incoherent. There were blobs 
in various directions which 
bore no relation to  the trail, 
and without the blessed 
presence of Chastity Belt to 
show us where to go we might 
have been forced to abandon 
it. She did have back-up; the 
other co-hares were ‘IsKnees 
and a man from Haslemere. 
But we relied on her. The 
confusion was at its worst on 
Lynchmere Common, 
prompting the thought that 
lynching the hare should be 
more common. Thus, I did 
find a blob at a check, which 

more openly gladdened by the 
splendid spread of appetising 
food laid on by Growler. Only 
heaven knows where the 
walkers were by then; CL had 
escorted them round, but they 
were nowhere to be seen. In 
the pub perhaps? At any rate 
the runners fell on this good 
grub with unconcealed 
voracity. To their credit, these 
included Birthing Blanket and 
Sabrina, who had kept in 
touch admirably, not to 
mention Atalanta, who arrived 
25 minutes late and yet still 
caught us up. Which tells you 
a lot about how much we had 
been dithering in perplexity at 
the quirks in this trail up till 
then.  

Speedy Humper had the 
good sense to proceed 
gingerly down the slithery 
slopes, but proclaimed our 
return to the car park 

imminent rather prematurely. 
You will perceive that I notice 
our female harriers more than 
their male counterparts.... 

The papers recently recorded 
a young woman who 
confronted her grandmother 
with evidence that the old lady 
was much older than the age 
in her documents. This meant 
she had forfeited many years 
of her pension. “Money is 
much less important than 
looking young!” Oddly 
enough I agree with this; not 
that there is any sense in the 
attempt to appear youthful, 
which seems fatuous and 
immature to me: what’s wrong 
with looking your real age? 
“Get real!”, as they say. But 
money is even less important. 
Money is quite useless; only 
the use to which money can be 
put is of value. The solution to 
the desperate problems facing 

usually means you have 
stumbled on the solution; this 
time it just meant I had found 
a blob. The trail, if you can 
call it that, went elsewhere. 
Doug the Tub was often 
inspired, but even he had to 
keep looking back, since the 
first blob was in general 
behind a tree.... 

No Nookie deserves most 
credit as a front runner; every 
time she went wrong, which 
was frequently, she would 
bounce back up to regain her 
rightful place as leader within 
very few minutes. At the very 
start of the trail (CL refused to 
say where it began) she, 
Stilton and I were the only 
front runners; everyone else 
had to wait for a train to come 
past the level crossing. How 
glad we were to see that level 
crossing again as this trail 
ended! But we were much 

the NHS and social care in 
this country can only be 
remedied by funding these 
services properly, which 
means we must pay higher 
taxes. That really would put 
our money to much better use. 
Naturally so far only the Lib 
Dems, deservedly in the 
political wilderness, have 
dared to say so thus far, but in 
due course all people of sense 
will get round to admitting 
this.  ON ON!   FRB 

MOA 1 



Receding Hare-Line 2016   Runs start at 11:00 

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

Directions 

Run    2180 

Date   22nd-January-2017 

Hare Simple 

Venue West Horsley 

On On Barley Mow (KT24 6HR) 

P Code KT24 6EP 

OS TQ085515 

Scribe FRB 

Directions: A246 to Bell and Colvill roundabout, turn 
south into Shere road and Sheepleas car park is on your 
left in half a mile.  

Pub: back to roundabout, straight over, continue about 1 
mile, on your left. Do not go past the railway bridge. 

2181a 28 Jan Teq n Chund Ball Pre Wonston 

2181 29 Jan RHUM Ball Post Winchester 

2182 05 Feb Dormouse? ?? 

2183 12 Feb Too Posh 60th birthday 

2184 19Feb ?? ?? 

2185 26 Feb ?? ?? 

    

2186 05 Mar ?? ?? 

Hare Sinners 

Dregs 

This about says it for the weather 

Drinking in the Rain 

4 Hares (plus) 4 Hares (still plus!) 

Bleak or what? 

J Arthur’s day job? 


