
Banned from Box Hill, 1989 - Returned to Box Hill, 1998 2226 
 

Founded April 14,1975 

Grand Master : 
Chunderos 

(Lorraine Piercy) 
01372 454907 (h)  

07730 202264 (m) 
Joint Masters: 

One In the Eye  
(Linda Cooper) 

 07752 283824 (m) 
Le Pro 

(Stuart Gibb) 
 01483 453794 (h) 
Religious Advisor : 

Bonn Bugle 
(Jo Avey) 

01483 723746 (h) 
07718 903493 (m) 

Clutcher’s Mate : 
Atalanta 

(Karen Peek)  
07810 553755 (h) 

H-sh 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 10 December 2017 

Hare Atalanta 

Venue Elstead 

OnOn Golden Fleece 

BAUBLES  ON BRANCHES:  
ATALANTA HAS THE  GOLDEN 

TOUCH  

It is very rare for the hash to 
get seriously wet during a trail; 
I can only recall 10 or 12 such 
occasions in some 1600 trails. 
And so it proved today. The 
temperature was 1, the icy 
wind drove scurrying drops of 
moisture at us, but it did not 
actually rain at all hard while 
we were running. Mocked for 
appearing in trousers, I here 
salute those who remained 
faithful to shorts, namely Body 
Shop, Tail End, Sling Shot, and 
supremely Popeye, in  just a T 
shirt as well.  

The hare had misunderstood 
the legend behind her own 
handle, offering golden balls –
well, baubles—at every 
solution to a check to the 
runner who found it. In fact it 
was the goddess of love who 
penalised Atalanta for rejecting 

MOA 1  

suitors, and gave the golden 
apples to a man, 
Hippomenes, to roll at some 
distance from the path of 
their race, so that Atalanta 
would go off piste to collect 
them. Even then the heroine 
would have won, but the 
goddess made the gold 
impossibly heavy, so the 
virgin ended up married. Our 
front runners today were 
inattentive to this detail: 
Cool Box was able to find 
one long after a stream of 
front runners had been past. 
Defying her own handle, 
Cool Box at the Circle said 
that the weather had got 
colder since the start; in fact 
the air temperature was then 
4, but of course we had all 
been out in that bitter wind. 

This area has been extensively 
hashed. The hare had no chance 
of showing us anything new on 
these numerous commons; but 
she made superb use of Vs, zig-
zags, loops and back checks to 
keep us guessing throughout, and 
I don’t remember ever exploring 
in such detail the extensive array 
of duckboards in Pudmore Pond. 
To our considerable surprise it 
was the fierce Tosser who was 
our initial inspiration on these 
boards; the rest of us got there 
via a back check which baffled 
most of our usual front runners. 
RHUM and I correctly inferred 
we had to retreat, but it was Body 
Shop and our Uncle Gerry who 
actually found the flour. 

It must be admitted that we did 
stumble at times on the odd 
anchor, so I deduce that Popeye 
had frequently been out well in 

front. Others notable were No 
Nookie in vivid yellow, 
Belcher, and Doug; as ever, 
Stilton was indefatigable. 
Kelinchi had today found 
Biscuit fit enough to join her—
some days he refuses to set out 
on a hash. Given that he will be 
14 next month, he is doing very 
well indeed. With such heroes 
and heroines Atalanta could 
hardly go wrong, but she 
deserves full praise for today. 

Last week you were asked to 
list the occasions when you had 
behaved badly or foolishly. 
The Donald is a supreme case 
of a man who has never done 
this in his life: he becomes 
twitchy if anyone disagrees or 
still worse criticises him. But 
in this he is like most holders 
of office: read the memoirs of 
any politician and you will find 
nothing but a vigorous defence 
of anything they ever said or 

did. When the upshot proved 
pear shaped it was always 
the fault of someone else. 
Once—alas, those days are 
over—we sang the Dies Irae 
at every requiem mass, 
which has the line Culpa 
rubet vultus meus, My face 
burns red with guilt. Those 
we elect as our leaders have 
no such sense of shame. The 
worst example is of course 
Tony Blair, who even now 
denies that the horrors let 
loose on the world after the 
invasion of Iraq were in any 
way a consequence.  At least 
Mrs Thatcher allowed her 
people to talk her out of the 
community charge (the poll 
tax to everyone else). 

Oddly, hash officials are 
ready to admit error. Every 
one makes mistakes, whether 
GM or Biermeister, but these 
are duly acknowledged and 

put right. Have we somehow 
secured better people by the 
bizarre process we call elections 
than the general public gets by 
real elections? (And I don’t mean 
just Brexit and Trump, though 
these are potent exemplars of the 
drawbacks to democracy) 

 

ON ON!     FRB 



Receding Hare-Line 2017/8  Runs start at 11:00 

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

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

Directions 

Run    2227 : 

Date   17 December 2017 

Hare Speedy Humper 

Venue Albury 

On On Village Hall (Jingle Bells Party) 

P Code GU5 9AD 

OS TQ050479 

Scribe FRB  

2228 24 Dec FRB Bushy Park 

2229 31 Dec Bonn Bugle, Hans der S  

2230 7 Jan Sling Shot  

2231 14 Jan Simple  

2232 21 Jan Stilton, Glow Worm  

2233 28  Jan Christmas Ball  

 

Our and Other Hash Events 2017 

Saturday 16th December 2017  CL’s Christmas Lunch 

The Watermill XW&L: we now have 19 for walking  and 35 
for lunch. Those who have not yet replied fully, including 
their £5 deposit, should do so instantly. 

Web Sheet goo.gl/BfFRSd 

Web Form  goo.gl/PbL2G5 

 

Sunday 17th December  Jingle Bells Party. Pay £10 at the 
door for food and drink in the Village Hall. No dirty shoes.  

 

 

 

 

 

M25J10 take A3 s.p. Guildford. After 1 mile take Ripley exit 
B2215. 
Go through Ripley, take 1st exit A247 s.p. West Clandon. After 
2 miles straight over traffic lights onto A25 S.p. Dorking. 
Continue 2 miles turn right A248 s.p. Albury. Albury Village Hall 
1 mile on right.  

Voluptuary in his teens, and cynic in his twenties 

He ran through women like a child through growing hay 

Seeking a lost toy whose capture might atone 

For his own guilt and cosmic disarray. 

Oh, leave me easy, leave me alone! 

 

He never found the toy, and has forgotten the faces; 

Only remembers the props: A scent spray 

Beside the bed,, a milk-white telephone 

And through the triple ninon the acrid trickle of day. 

Oh, leave me easy, leave me alone! 

 

Long fingers over the gunwale, hair in a hair net, 

Furs in January, cartwheel hats in May; 

And after the event the wish to be alone: 

Angels, goddesses, bitches, all have edged away. 

Oh, leave me easy, leave me alone! 

 

Louis Macneice 

 

N

Autumn Light Autumn Light Autumn Light Hare and Hands Inerrant Biermeister 

 The man at the crossroads either always lies or always tells 
the truth; you don’t know which. Find a question which will 
require him to tell you the way to your destination.  

The liar must always lie. “If I asked you which way I should 
go, where would you point?” 


