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Date 15 July 2018 

Hare Invisible Man 

Venue Burgh Heath 

OnOn Chez le Lièvre 

HEAT  WAVE HASHING:  
MINIMAL TERRITORY,  
MINIMAL DURATION 

The Invisible Man hatched a 
cunning plan. To keep the pack 
together in the tiny pocket 
handkerchief he had chosen, he 
would begin by splitting them 
up. So the front runners went 
north at the start, to find two 
checks 20 yards apart and no 
solutions, other than the blobs 
between them. Meanwhile he 
sent every one else south. 

Unaccustomed to such jeux 
d’esprit, the 8 of us wasted some 
time before deciding to go back 
to the start, by when all the other 
runners had gone. We wandered 
lonely as so many clouds, 
finding the trail only with 
difficulty, until at a check we 
were “rescued” by ’IsKnees, 
who had not been with us. He 
took us (inexplicably) along the 
entire—and flourless—length of 
Vernon Walk, where he handed 
us over to our next rescuer, 
Atalanta, who took us back into 

the woods. This time there 
was flour, and we were 
delivered to a third guardian 
angel, Chastity Belt,, who 
knew where the pack had got 
to. And so to The Green, 
where Belcher commented 
glumly that he could not 
recall Invisible Man ever 
setting so shambolic a trail; 
and indeed after this (the next 
solution had a placard, “Dead 
End”) everything became 
much simpler, with flour to 
be find only 50 or so metres 
from the circles. 

True, when we crossed 
back over the A240 we 
plunged straight onto the 
obvious footpath, whereas 
the flour went along the 
pavement, but that cost us 
only a few minutes. Too 
Posh confided that the hare 
had predicted our running his 

trail in 50 minutes, and that is 
exactly how long it took.  

Which would normally be held 
inadequate; but it really was very 
hot today, and there were finals at 
Wimbledon and in the World Cup, 
and the hare’s garden was very 
inviting. As for the space used, 
Ear Trumpet had become 
accustomed to IM’s trails taking 
us over the A217, with a hint 
(never realised) of going to 
Banstead Woods, and generally a 
right-hander. This trail stayed well 
clear of all that, a left-hander just 
using and re-using the exiguous 
area of woodland east of the hare’s 
home. Very clever really. I here 
list the original 8: Stilton, J. 
Arthur, Belcher, Veggie Queen, 
Uncle Gerry, Teq, Master Bates, 
and our new hasher Wankelzplit. 
Well then, 9 if you count me... 

As RA we had Hornblower, 
who had a long and complicated 
list of sinners, all of whom escape 

my memory, but she carried out 
her duties well. 

Two further comments on 
Invisible’s terrain. In the old 
days of course he started us on 
the Epsom Downs racetrack, 
which is assumably why we are 
never sent there nowadays; and 
the land south of his home, 
where he has bamboozled us 
with misleading starts, has now 
been “developed”, or at least is 
currently a building site.  

Greek drama traditionally was 
followed by a satyr play, to 
relieve the tension, in which the 
characters strutted about in 
ithyphallic clobber. The last goal 
in the World Cup was of this 
order, a farce to round off the 
excitement. At least Lloris, with 
a winner’s medal, will not have 
such memories induce 
nightmares. My other comment 
on the football is how important 
black players have been, and not 

just to France, Belgium, and 
England. 

I shall say nothing more of 
the going of Johnson, the 
coming and going of Trump, 
other than to insist that they 
are not unique as buffoons in 
the history of politics. There 
have always been absurd 
narcissists, whom mercifully 
we are permitted to forget. 

(Horatio Bottomley, anyone?) As 
for the pur sang Brexiteers led by 
Jacob RM, I am intrigued that 
they construe every last vote 
against the EU in 2016 as 
rejecting also the single market 
and the customs union: these 
issues were not on the ballot 
paper. 
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Receding Hare-Line 2018  Runs start at 11:00 sharp! 

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

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

Directions 

Run    2258 

Date   22 July 2018 

Hare Hash Flash 

Venue Newdigate 

On On Six Bells 

P Code RH5 5DH 

OS TQ197421 

Scribe FRB 

2259 29 July FRB Shepperton 

2260 5 August Tosser W. Humble 

2261 12 Aug Atalanta, Legolas. Joint Run  

2262 19 Aug Birthing Blanket  

2263 26 Aug   

2264 2 Sep   

 

Our and Other Hash Events 

Cap’n Stagg’s (Webb)  Stag. Saturday 21st July. at the 
Epping & Ongar Real Ale Festival. Men & bearded (!) 
woman welcome. Aim to catch the 12:00 bus at Epping 
Underground,  

Real Ale Train (RAT). Saturday 28th July 

Twelfth First Friday Hash. Friday 3rd August 19:00  Hare: 
Chunderos. Venue and Start: Polesden Lacey / Goldstone 
Farm "dog walkers" car park. OnOn: Chez Piercy. OnOnOn: 
Chez Piercy. Food type: Jamaican (possibly).CAMRA Hash 
Isle of Wight Sunday 14th October 

Email sh3@surreyh3.org by 10pm Sunday for inclusion of 
events in next week’s Runday Shag 

 

 

N

A24 south from Dorking, through Holmwood. At Beare Green 
(A24/A29 roundabout) turn left into Newdigate Road. After 
0.7 mile turn left into Trig Street. After 0.9 mile turn right at T-
junction. Pub will be on right  
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