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Date 21 April 2019 

Hare(s) No Nookie & Just 
Josh 

Venue Chobham Car Park 

OnOn The Red Lion 

 
NO NOOKIE MAKES EFF ICIENT  USE OF 

FLOUR AS SHE TAKES US  AROUND HENRY 
VI I I ' S  FAVOURITE  HUNTING GROUND 

A fabulous spring day, a fine 
location, a fair harriette plus in 
house co-hare Just Josh. 
Bluebells, cowslips, primroses 
and above all, white knees now 
making their appearance. The car 
park was busy with dog walkers 
and Christians attending the 
nearby church, sufficient to 
cause some late arrivals a bit of a 
problem. Petal was conspicuous, 
arriving in his topless pussy 
puller with a blond next to him – 
but it was only the dog. And 
talking of pussy, Chunderous 
was looking distinctly kittenish, 
sporting a set of feline whiskers 
and matching white shades. It 
fell to her in her latest role of JM 
and the most senior Committee 
member present, to welcome all 
to the forthcoming run. That 
accomplished she handed over to 
to No Nookie to give a pre-run 
briefing. Significantly, it seemed 
that the flour had been ordered 

on line and Ocado had 
delivered 1/2kg bags instead of 
1 1/2kg and not too many of 
those either. As she was 
waving a full bag in the air to 
emphasise her point, there 
seemed little hope that much 
could have been spread around 
on the ground. The pack were 
also admonished to be on their 
best behaviour as the run went 
through some very up market 
stud farms with fields occupied 
by valuable livestock which 
were not to be upset. [Raffles, 
alas, didn’t hear and like all 
of his kind, had his day! MB] 

A call for volunteers to do 
Checking Chicken was met 
with stony silence until J 
Arthur stepped into the breech, 
vaguely, it must be believed, in 
the hope that somebody would 
call him a Checking Spring 
Chicken. Thus prepared, the 
pack set off on Surrey Heath 
BC’s dog walker super 

highway extravaganza. None 
were in a mood to rush 
anywhere , apart from Gibber 
when Mrs G admonished him for 
ignoring her at a kissing gate. 
The Cad! Fairly soon the trail led 
into those green horsey pastures 
with a fine selection of grazing 
studs. Inevitably Capt. Webb 
could contain himself no longer 
and started whispering into the 
ear of any young filly loitering 
nearby hoping to get the inside 
track on the forthcoming Epsom 
Derby. 

With the penance of tarmac and 
enclosure duly served, the trail 
arrived at the end of Red Lion 
Road and access to the common. 
Here the trail could spread out to 
accommodate the full length of 
the pack, some several miles long 
by now, as it ebbed and flowed 
westward. On to and over the 
Windsor Road and then by 
devious paths back to the start. 

Front runners back in an hour 
and half and nobody back before 
everybody had started. Well, that 
was everybody except Gibber 
who didn’t make it until after 1 
o’clock. But then he never did 
know whether he was coming or 
going. In fact the truth was Mrs 
G’s call from the kissing gate at 
the beginning of the run had so 
startled him that he just never 
stopped running. Not bad for an 
old fart really if you think about 
it. [He never stopped moaning 
either so, no change there MB] 

In due course No Nookie was 
called in to hear judgement. As 
the co-hare had seen fit to make 
himself scarce before any blame 
was laid Stilton was called to 
substitute, being the nearest 
thing to an adolescent available 
at the time. Chunderous declared 
it a fabulous run and the pack 
generally seemed content to let 
that stand. No shortage of flour 
was evident, or at least the blobs 
were of generous proportions 

and the trail trailed. For their 
down downs the pair were 
given some hideous concoction 
produced by the new 
Biermeister whereupon the 
regular RA was invited in to 
carry on the proceedings. 

Before dispensing any justice 
or injustice the RA generously 
decided to present the hare with 
a choccie Easter egg. How nice, 
you might say. What a nice 
man, how thoughtful. 
Unfortunately, it had been in 
the back of his car for some 
time and rather than a symbol 
of Springtime renewal was 
rather more reminiscent of 
those sagging nether regions 
discretely hidden inside trousers 
[Well, most of the time MB]. 

How have the glutei maximi 
fallen 

And so, under different 
management, on to the sinners. 

 
OnOn! Tosser 

MOA 0 2297 

 

One of the Hares 

(unphoto-shopped)  



Receding Hare-Line  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    2298  

Date   28 April 2019 

Hare(s) Teddy Bear 

Venue Ockley Green 

On On Cricketers Arms RH5 5TP 

P Code RH5 5TR 

OS TQ1460839909 

Scribe One In The Eye 

Our and Other Hash Events 

Twenty First, First Friday Hash. Friday 3rd May 19:00              
Hare(s): Teq Venue: Bookhamish or "The World's your Lobster! 

Twenty Second, First Friday Hash. Friday 7th June 19:00              
Hare(s): Bodyshop Venue: TBA 

Twenty Third, First Friday Hash. Friday 5th July 19:00              
Hare(s): Master Bates!! Venue: Horsell, again! 

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

From M25 Junction 9 take A24 towards Dorking/Horsham for 
approx. 11 miles. At Beare Green roundabout take 4th exit 
A29 – Ockley. Pub is on right after 3 miles (not the one we 
visited on 24 March). Parking and run start by the cricket 
pavilion next to the green on the right, before you get to the 
pub (School Lane, opposite Friday Street). 
 
 
Tel: 01306-627 205 for table reservations or turn up for drinks/
bar snacks. 

2299 05 May The Bounder    Godalming 

2300 12 May Glow Worm & Stilton   Friday Street 

2301 19 May Too Posh & Hash Flash  Nudygate 

2302 26 May Doug the Tub    TBA 

2303 02 June Belcher & Veggie Queen  TBA 

2304 09 June Dr Death    Horsley Station CP 

2305 16 June TBA     TBA 

2306 23June Master Bates (Birthday Run)  TBA 

2307 30 June TBA     TBA 

2308 07 July TBA     TBA 

Sinners/saints 

Dregs 

The Off  

Saints/sinners 

Checking 

Absolute dregs 

Visitor 
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Addendum  
 

The visitor was Replay. The Pro 
handed out eggs (not all molten) all 
round, including a mini egg for 
Gibber.  His sinners (and saints) 
were:- 

Surrey Hash Britain’s got Talent. 
Orienteering Skills: J Arthur 

Horse and Man: Cap’n Webb 
Stylish leg over: Tosser 
Lifts from strangers: Mrs G and 

Bonn Bugle. 
For being wrongly placed (pun 

alert) as a visitor (last week by Mas-
ter Bates): Kelinchi 

After revealing his England trial 
his friends (all three of them) cele-
brated St. George: Bodyshop, 
Twinkletoes and Master Bates. 

 

A male topologist is someone 
who can't tell the difference 

between his arse (ass, Jerry) and a 
hole in the ground, but can tell the 
difference between his arse (ass, 
Jerry) and two holes in the ground. 
Please don't ask about a female 
topologist! 

 

In topological hell, the beer 
comes in Klein bottles! 

 

Möbius strippers only show you 
their backside. 

 
 

OnOn! Master Bates 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MOA 0 

Colour Supplement   

Teq was ready for 
rougher terrain 

Zebra? 

More checking 

Quaint Chobham 

Way to go, Co-op! 

WH3 choose their pubs carefully 


