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Date 12 Aug 2018 

Hare Atty & Legolas 

Venue Stamford Green, Epsom 

OnOn The Cricketers Inn  

ATTY AND LEGGY 
DO IT  

TOGETHER 

Eschewing the easy option of 
screen shotting the View 
Ranger track and splatting most 
of the page, I’ll go for the 
intermediate option of 
mentioning the run (I think I’ll 
get away with it) but keeping it 
handy to augment (more than 
augment : provide!) the ailing 
memory, what was I saying? 

Oh yes: the prolog … Many 
moons ago, when even Gibber 
wasn’t invented; there came to 
pass the “Second Run” of the 
Surrey Hash House Harriers! 
And it was good, and bountiful 
and did bring forth many 
offspring and some begatting. 

The first run of said august 
body did occur at the corner 
which is known as Newlands 
and those returning from 
foreign lands did show the 
ignorant of that strange city 
“Addlebridge” the ways of the 

wayward and Lo it was 
good. So good in fact that, 
those of the strange city did 
decree that the second 
melee should occur at the 
Green known as Stamford 
and so it was that a “run”, of 
sorts, was conducted in the 
timeless manner; of 
strewing those parts of cards 
which are punched and 
which are no longer needed, 
onto the firmament in order 
that those brethren that run 
may follow. 

And it was good, and as 
was the custom, the 
brethren did sit and take 
pleasure in food on the 
ground (in those days 
known as a “Pic-Nic”) as it 
was : “Sundy A’ter noon, 
A’ter Dinner” and the 
multitude were sore hungry. 

And the brethren did decree 
that such gatherings in the future 
should take place at the hour of 
11 such that there would not be 
such great haste in reaching 
those places designated for the 
multitude after the afore 
mentioned midday repast, Oh 
and the pubs would be opened, 
for in those days those places of 
ill-repute did limit the times of 
access to just two hours; from 12 
to 2 and this made the brethren 
sorely sad. 

And so it was that this august 
band did by chance meet up with 
them that also called themselves 
“Those that Hash in Surrey” in 
the place known as Coldharbour, 
near the Mountain of Leith, at 11 
o’clock on a Sunday in the year 
of Our Lord 1976. And it came 
to pass that to avoid ALL 
confusion; The Surrey Hash 
House Harriers would henceforth 

call themselves “Weybridge 
Hash House Harriers” (because 
it sounded posher than 
“Addlestone” which indeed 
was a poorly appointed dump) 
and indeed the Surrey Hash 
House Harriers should call 
them selves the Surrey Hash 
House Harriers as they bagged 
the name first and had a very 
rich, if somewhat tarnished, 
founder and On-Sec known as 
Jim … Raper by name, Raper 
by custom. 

AND all this recount was 
triggered by RHUM 
demanding copyright 
infringement payments from 
Atty and Leggy for using “his” 
run, when indeed that 
particular boat sailed some 
time since! 

As it turns out reference to 
my “Shot Screen” has been 
unnecessary, as you may have 
noticed, I haven’t mentioned 

our two heroine’s labours! 
So here goes, Oh no! got to 
mention the wedding! 

Randy and Loopy got 
married. There said it, and it 
was good and they did 
supply cake and rather 
delicious infusion of spirit 
and strawberry which did 
make I fall over. 

The run was brilliant, it 
used bits I have only been to 
three or four times, kept the 
hash together (a bit), didn’t 
go down into the fields 
much, well a bit, annoyed 
the anglers, a bit, couldn’t 
find any golfers to annoy, 
shame, but DID get Uncle 
Gerry back with the circle 
still running … amazing. 

There were down downs 
and we went to the pub(s) 

Oh and a Jokes! 
ANDDDDDD this spot is 

free while FRB (one of the 

band of “Fat Running Bastards” 
according to Leggy) is on 
holiday (it is August, and he is 
sort of French), so volunteer. 

Coda: bollocks. 
 
OnOn Teq  

MOA 1 

The Joint Hares 

2261 

 



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    2262 

Date   19 August 2018 

Hare Birthing Blanket 

Venue Mytchett  

On On Potter's Inn, Mytchett Place Road 

P Code GU16 6DD 

OS SU893548 

Scribe Tequilover if you can take it 

    
2263 26 Aug Le Pro TBA 

2264 2 Sep Too Posh Newdigate 

2265 9 Sep TBA TBA 

2266 16 Sep First On & Low Profile TBA 

 

Our and Other Hash Events 

Thirteenth First Friday Hash. Friday 7th Sept 19:00   

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 

 

FYI  

Guildford H3 run at 19:30 on Mondays 

Weybridge H3 run at 20:00 on Tuesdays 

Barnes H3 run at 20:00 on Wednesdays 

 

Check them out. They may be coming up your end! 

 

 

 

N

Venue is east of Blackwater Valley Road (A331). Travelling 
north on A331 leave at Farnborough/Ash Vale exit (A3011). 
Spiral left back over A331 and at second roundabout bear 
right (s.p. North Camp station) for 0.3 mile, over railway and 
turn left at junction to Stratford Road B3411. After 0.4 mile at 
next T junction turn left, s.p. Mytchett (Mytchett Road) for 0.2 
mile and turn right into Mytchett Lake Road (don't miss it - 
brown sign for Army Medical Museum). After 0.4 mile at T 
junction turn left into Mytchett Place Road. Pub is on left 
after 0.2 mile. Turn right in car park and park at far end. 

Dregs 

Sinners 

Hares turn chicken 

Sinners 

The off 

Sinners 

Checking Shiggy 
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Colour Supplement 

A twerker 

A bridge far enough 

Addendum or how I survived the OCH3 assassination attempt 
Well…Atalanta and Legolas did lay a fine, scenic and enjoyable run with record attendance. Yes, there 

was some black-top, but not much and I’m not a tarmacaphobe. The trail was well marked with even 
more added arrows as it was “checkin’ chickened” by the hares so, very difficult to get lost. The pre and 
post-run circle was dominated by celebrations/shenanigans for our newlyweds (and their butch brides-
maids). Atalanta brought a lovely cake. There were down-downs aplenty and I received one for giving 
Chunderous a wig I’d found on the trail. For some reason she thought it was a merkin*. If it was, it would 
have been size XXXL! There was a problem with my down-down as I’ll explain below. After a few 

beers, a select group migrated from the Cricketers Inn to the Jolly Coopers up the road. 
Coda: I’ll just grab hold of my baton and mount my soap box. I’m at one with the scientists that say 
we must get plastic waste under control. So, to manufacture plastic designed just to be thrown away 

(with no previous function e.g. food wrapping) is irresponsible. Worse are the metallised plastic stamp-
ings in the form of greetings. Though not quite as sharp as razorblades, they can be lethal if ingested. 
Yes, I had “Just Married” in my down-down and it lodged in my throat. My distress went unnoticed (due 
to the festivities) and since Dr Henry Heimlich was not running with us this week, I crawled off to a quiet 
spot (ill advisedly), went into bulimic mode and managed to retch it up. I thought I was probably OK, 
which was confirmed by my Walk-in Clinic, the next day. They did, however say that (apart from the fact 
that I might have choked to death) it was better that I hadn’t swallowed it. Those tiny plastic stars and the 
like would normally pass safely through (they only destroy the planet!). The thing I had, though, could 
have caused damage in the delicate small intestine, damaging the villi and even, perforated my gut. Well 
I’m still a little sore and won’t be eating curry anytime soon. I don’t consider the people who threw that 
terrible stuff around in the vicinity of food and mugs of beer, stupid [Oh yes you do!] They probably just 
didn’t realise or think. Oh yes Attie, I did note that you were throwing safe, biodegradable confetti. 
* Merkin: A pubic wig worn, mainly by prostitutes in the past after shaving their pudenda to avoid lice. 
 
OnOn, MB 

The other pub 

MOA 3 

Safe confetti 

You should see 
the other guy! 


