
Banned from Box Hill, 1989 - Returned to Box Hill, 1998 2234 
 

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 4 February 2018 

Hares Punani 

Venue Gracious Pond  

OnOn Four Horseshoes 

POND L IFE?  
(AND CL! )  

There are various theories as to 
the origins of the name Gracious 
Pond; a fish pond for Chertsey 
Abbey, a reservoir for a now 
vanished mill are two. Whatever 
the reality, it is now the centre of 
an area well blessed by shiggy and 
so we there gathered on this fine 
February morning to do what we 
do best on a Sunday morning. That 
assumes, of course, that we are 
mostly past the age when any pre-
breakfast activities might have 
earned the adjective ‘best’. 

As ever, proceedings were 
opened by our bright eyed GM 
who exhibited her numeracy by a 
show of numbers on the ground, 
welcomed us to the run and 
introduced the visitors. She was 
immediately assisted in this task 
by Wally from Berks H3, a name 
often prefixed by ‘I Am A’, who 
was quick to point out that SH3 
hares had no idea how to lay a trail 
but by good fortune he was there. 
He assured us that he knew every 
blade of grass on the Common and 

MOA 0 

would offer guidance as 
necessary. Unfortunately, by 
the end of the run, he had only 
got as far as telling us about 
Blade No. 2. The hare 
informed us that there were 
two trails, 2 miles for the 
walkers who would be guided 
back by (Mrs Punani??) and a 
regular one of 5 ½ miles. Thus 
prepared, off we set. 

Not unexpectedly, the trail 
took us down to the right of the 
pond and the first check. Bets 
were on a swing north to the 
Common or a line down to 
Chobham Park. It wasn’t, so 
there was a delay in finding the 
On which went off east to 
Stanners Hill. Now there’s an 
interesting one for you. 
Apparently stanner is a 
Scottish word describing the 
smooth rounded pebbles in a 
stream. Amazing how these 
people get around. A Scottish 
colony in the middle of Surrey 
like that. 

Around this time gossip drifted 
back to the effect that there had 
been excessive intakes of Bombay 
Sapphire the previous evening and 
that the GM, to name but one, 
might not be feeling quite herself. 
This brought to mind the gin 
served up in a certain Indian 
restaurant in Hong Kong that went 
by the name of VJ Gin. The label 
bore the guarantee that, in the days 
of the Raj, every bottle had been 
personally tasted by Col. Vaughn–
Jones, as he sat overlooking 
Bombay Harbour, to ensure the 
purity of the water and the quality 
of the distillation was satisfactory. 
It – the label - averred that such 
standards were maintained to this 
day. Now, have you noticed the 
increased popularity of gin? There 
are gin bars springing up 
everywhere, even Surbiton has 
one. Pubs have gin nights and gin 
tasting sessions. Has nothing been 
learned from the past? Have the 
lessons put forward by the 
Victorians been forgotten? Gin is 

an evil drink. Think of the poverty 
and depravity emanating from the 
gin palaces of those days. Families 
brought up in destitution, children 
abandoned as waifs, fornication 
and licentiousness everywhere. 
However pure the gin, be it VJ or 
Bombay Sapphire, do not be 
fooled into believing that anything 
has changed. The NHS is brought 
to its knees by excessive gin 
drinking, ladies are reduced to 
tears and melancholy by their 
indulgence, indulgence at any 
level. And never forget the risks of 
indiscretions verbal or moral, 
when inebriated. SH3 should now 
make a stand for the principals of 
temperance. A group perhaps, the 
Surrey Hash Institution for 
Temperance to lead the way. 

Vodka, by the way, is OK. A 
good clean drink that encourages 
world trade if the current BBC 
McMafia series is to be believed. 

But, that is a digression and for 
this intrusion I must apologise to 
those of you accustomed to the 
Opinion Column being on the back 

page where it can be ignored 
easily. Back to the run. 

What has our Horn got in 
common with a cockerel? They 
are both equally tuneful. That 
became evident as we passed 
through Stanners woods and the 
cockerel in the nearby farm 
started crowing in tune to the 
horn. T’Quilover was up to it 
and accompanied the cock in a 
fine aria. Thoughts of couple of 
cocks crowing together would 
be uncharitable. 

On to Stanners Farm where 
Wally was to be found 
explaining to the lady how best 
to keep horses. Invaluable 
advice to a stud farm owner. 
Fortunately he was able to 
complete his lesson in time to 
get down to the road and safely 
usher the pack across the road 
with various signs, motions of 
the arms and directions to 
motorists foolish enough to try 
to pass. All made it safely to 
Chobham Park despite. At this 
point the pack split with walkers 

being guided back to the car park. 
By that time I was so far behind, 
because I was having to carry CL, 
that I cannot put names to names. 
You know who you are and your 
secret is safe. 

The majority of the pack headed 
north, across Gracious Pond Rd and 
onto the common where most of the 
other 3 ½ miles happened. Some 
shiggy, some firm sandy trail but 
always well marked with good 
checks. Checking Chicken, in the 
form of Rhum, kept the stragglers 
up to the mark, except for me and Cl 
that is because I was having to carry 
him. 

Unfortunately, the circle was well 
under way by the time I got back, 
mainly because I was having to 
carry CL, but it was in time to hear a 
sexist rant from the RA, no doubt a 
carry over from the previous night 
when the Host was careless enough 
to let the gin bottle run dry. Wally 
was baptised as a Lollipop Man for 
his efforts at herding the hash over 
the road and castigated for using his 
T-shirt as a handkerchief. Finally, a 

Run    2234  

Date   4 February 2018 

Hares Punani 

Venue Gracious Pond Chobham 

On On Four Horseshoes 

P Code GU24 8EX 

OS SU993635 

Scribe Teq / ANO … Volunteer! 



Receding Hare-Line 2018  Runs start at 11:00 

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

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

Directions 

Run    2235 Stop Press: Red Dress 

Date   11 February 2018 

Hares Teddy Bear 

Venue School Lane, Ockley 

On On Cricketer's Arms 

P Code RH5 5TS 

OS TQ145399 

Scribe FRB !!!! 

223 18 Feb Doug TT, Mrs Robinson  

223 25 Feb The Bounder  

223 4 March   

224 11 Mar   

225 18 Mar Kelinchi  

 

Our and Other Hash Events 2017 

Friday 2nd March 7th  First Friday Hash. (FFH) 

19:00 . It will be a bit dark. Full details for this and ALL 
future FFH at: 

https://goo.gl/forms/o0foDdod1AbcdUE82 with link to 
this on surreyh3.org home page. Here is the Receding 
Hare Line for FFH: 

SH3 FFM 7: Friday 2nd March: Master Bates 

SH3 FFM 8: Friday 6th April: ?? 

 

And … more (being updated) at Home page : 
“Events” i.e. 

http://www.surreyh3.org/sh3onsec/pages/
sh3onsec_events.php 

Take A24 southbound & take last exit (A29) from Beare Green 
Roundabout onto Stane Street. On entering Ockley, School 
Lane Is a right hand turn at far end of common /cricket pitch. 

If insufficient spaces, park round corner in Cricketer’s Close or 
in car park off it to rear of Cricketer’s Arms (about 150 yards 
further on Stane Street on the right). 

Whoops bit late BUT since St Val’s is coming up let’s have a 
red Dress run, just like that! You know you love it ! 

N

dual requiem solo from the Horn, Flower of Scotland for the 
ignominy of Scotland in Cardiff (Le Pro did come dressed in 
mourning) and La Marseilles for the tragedy of France in Paris. 

 
Personally, it would have been a good enjoyable run if I hadn’t had 

to carry CL. 
OnOn T-K Tosser 

The Hares (NOT!) 



No Banns - No Returns … Yet, but close 0006 
 

Founded Sep 01,2017 

Grand Master : 
Chunderos 

(Lorraine Piercy) 
01372 454907 (h)  

07730 202264 (m) 
 

Joint Masters: 
One In the Eye  
(Linda Cooper) 

 07752 283824 (m) 
and 

Le Pro 
(Stuart Gibb) 

 01483 453794 (h) 
Religious Advisor : 

 
Joint Clutchers : 

Atalanta 
(Karen Peek)  

07810 553755 (h) 
and 

J-Arthur 
(Arthur Thomas) 

01483  224491 (h) 
07986 048618 (m) 

 
Trail Master: 

Le Pro 
(Stuart Gibb) 

 01483 453794 (h) 
 

On-Sec : 
Tequil’ over  

(Richard Piercy) 
07730 202263 (m) 
01372 454907 (h) 
teq@surreyh3.org 

 www.surreyh3.org 

Date 05 January 2018 

Hare Balls Breaker n Teq 

Venue Byfleet Village Hall 

ONON Pizza Comador 

NO BALLS  UP  BY BALLS  
BREAKER 

Well, Balls Breaker and 
Teq (who had stepped 
up to heal the breach) 
had clement weather for 
their three and a half 
miler and had us 
guessing more than 
once. BB had arranged 
for the Byfleet (FYI it's 
pronounced "Boyfleet" 
the other one is "West 
Bayfleet") Village Hall 
to be available for both 
parking and changing. 
By keeping, mainly, to 
alleyways and 
pavement, shiggy was 
largely avoided and no 
one fell in the Wey (well 
no one worth 
mentioning). We ran  

MOA 1 

past the historic Byfleet 
Manor currently 
featuring in the popular 
ITV series Downton 
Abbey as the Dowager 
Violet's house.  
 
The sub twenty pack 

increased when we got to 
the Plough (you know 
who you are). There was 
a suspected alien 
possession in the pub. 
Fran was asked what size 
glass of wine she wanted 
and replied "a small 
one". "Alright, who are 
you and what have done 
with Fran?" 
 

The Pizza Comodor was 
heaving and since I was the 
only one (yet again) to 
order a starter, everybody 
had to watch me eat it 
before the mains were 
served. It was all good 
food and excellent value. 
"JUST LEE Guitar/vocal 
Solo band!! MUSIC TO 
SUIT ALL” (sic) blasted 
the place with his inability 
to sing in tune (and, 
sometimes, even the 
correct notes) and caused 
Jerry and I to wince. Why, 
oh why, didn't we hold the 
circle in the pub? Since, 
however, most of the 
Kilowatts came from the 
backing tracks, it was more 

than OK to dance to, 
which, almost all, did. I 
noticed that most of us 
(Ah! I'm so sad) were 
couples FYI Attie and I 
are NOT a couple (only in 
my dreams and in her 
nightmares). On the plus 
side, we didn't get thrown 
out (even when Le Pro 
started to stand on the 
chairs)! 
 
Watch this space. The 

next FF run promises to 
be textbook! 
 
MB 

First Friday Hash 


