Founded April 14,1975

Date

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

15 September 2019

Hare(s) RHUM
Venue

Ashtead Station

On On

Brewery Inn (not
The Woodman!)

MOA 1

2318

NOT THOUGH THE SOLDIER
KNEW SOMEONE HAD
BLUNDERED

RHUM has adopted Ashtead
Common as his own terrain for
trails; well, he lives nearby, and
who has time to recce elsewhere
while in employment? The
answer “Well, almost everyone
else” is hereby ruled out.
‘Ardon Provocateur used to
start his trails from much the
same area, but when was his
last trail? Yes, in fact quite a lot
of hares have made use of this
Common; and then? It is still
fun. And as far as the sip stop
(very welcome indeed!) today’s
trail was a success; we got the
message about zig-zagging
south and then north again,
instead of keeping to the
northern boundary, while shortcutters did not. That was fine,
and it was fun to have
participants in The Race coming
at us from the opposite
direction. (Their speed was very

much ours; but we all fall into
a walk at times, as they did
not). No, the problems began
with the return.
For starters, we could not
find flour when we resumed,
not even Atalanta, though
Popeye said darkly that he
knew of a check circle beyond
the lake. Then we came (yes,
by then on flour) to a check
circle
helpfully
marked
through as *straight ahead”.
Unfortunately there was no
path straight ahead, and after
a great deal of fruitless
pratting about with no flour to
be found several of us chose
to use the sun and steer for the
cars. This worked after a
fashion; from time to time we
did stumble on traces of a
trail. A check circle here, a
couple of blobs there; but
nothing we could latch onto

a fast, and two harriettes who
kept
up
enthusiastically.
Always good to see frontrunning visitors. I am told that
our average age on the Surrey
Hash is steadily advancing,
even though we do continually
recruit new blood; I suppose we
need more young couples like
Ballista and Raven, who bring
their offspring along. Sure, we
are bound to lose them as they
grow up, but we can always
hope they will return.
Let us look at our island story
to see how we have come
together again after such splits
as Brexit has caused. The
Yorkists and Lancastrians were
fused by the cunning of Henry
VII, a king we seldom hear of.
The Reformation left Catholics
a despised minority well into
the 19th century; nowadays
there are more people at mass
than in Anglican services, but
in reality Christianity has been

largely
superseded.
Parliamentarians
versus
Royalists; you may think that
with the Restoration the
monarchy had prevailed, but in
the event 1688 confirmed the
power of Parliament (which
our current would-be dictator
is trying to undo). So what
conclusion can we draw for
ourselves? How is the nation
to come together again?
History suggests that without
the ingenuity of the Tudors, it
will take centuries, and much
painful heartsearching. I close
with a quote from Ibsen, from
the play whose title the Daily
Mail
famously
misused,
namely An Enemy of the
People: “The majority is
always wrong”

and follow. Eventually “we”
were
reduced
to
three:
Dormouse, who knows the
Common better than anyone
(remember Sister Anna’s barn
dances?), Dr Death, oriented as
ever, and myself. We got back at
12.40: no one in sight. Much
later Petal got a plaintive e-mail
from Teddy Bear to say he had
arrived late, found flour, ran the
trail (now that impressed me!)
came back, saw no one, went to
the pub, still no one: his first
ghost trail. (His expression).
One factor may have been a
change of pub by RHUM.
Well, I went home; doubtless
you all know better than I,
having eventually got your
heads together, what the
explanation really is. Change of
subject. We were gladdened by
the company of several visiting
runners, and in particular one
young man in long socks, hell of

ON ON! FRB
Our “Pub-changing” Hare

Our and Other Hash Events
Twenty Sixth, First Friday Hash. Friday 4th October
Celebration of Start of THIRD year of SH3 FFH (Yellow Dress)
Hare(s): Too Posh & Teq. Venue: Redhill, OnOn: The Garibaldi
Celebration of Start of THIRD year of SH3 FFH
IOW Hash Beer & Buses 11th-14th October Weekend
CAMRA Hash- Cricklade. Sunday 27th October
Twenty Seventh, First Friday Hash. Friday 1st November 19:00
Hare(s): TBA Venue TBA
Twenty Sixth Woking Beer Fest. Saturday 9th November 11:00
Twenty Eighth, First Friday Hash. Friday 6th December 19:00
Hare(s): TBA Venue TBA

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

Visitors

Directions

Receding Hare-Line Runs start at 11:00 sharp!

Run

2318

Date

22 September 2019

2320 29 Sep

Strumpet & Hornblower

Hare(s)

Bodyshop

2321 06 Oct

CL & others (we hope*)

Venue

Pirbright

2322 13 Oct

J Arthur

TBA

On On

The Royal Oak

2323 20 Oct

Teq

TBA

P Code

GU24 0DQ

2324 27 Oct

Randy Pandy & Loopy Loo

Sutton

OS

SU947543

2325 03 Nov

TBA

TBA

Scribe

FRB

2326 10 Nov

TBA

TBA

2327 17 Nov

TBA

TBA

2328 24 Nov

TBA

TBA

A324 south of Pirbright. Ash Road runs east from this road
just north of the pub. Park in Ash Road - this is where the run
will start.
Alternatively approach westwards from Fox Corner on
Bagshot to Guildford Road. After 1/4 mile bear left into Ash
Road, signposted Aldershot (A324)

Farley Heath
Henfold Café, Newdigate

*he promised!
Note: website www.surreyh3.org for on-line details
Hare Raizor Info & Scribings to: sh3@surreyh3.org

On on is Royal Oak, Aldershot Road
[Well, it is Bods! MB]

Sartorial

Tumbled!

Dregs

Checking

Sinners

Shiggy!

Colour Supplement
Founded April 14,1975

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

Addendum
First of all, the Real, Genuine,
Kosher, and Official RA, waxed
loud at least, if not eloquent:
“If the RA was responsible for
proroguing, he would love to suspend a few but he’s not here next
week, playing in the Cup Final.
End of Sartorial Corner with First
On and her striped cycling shorts.
Sinners:
Pointless and Sacrificial......Doug
the Tub
Tumbling Tosser..... Doormouse
[sic MB]
£2.50....... Ardon P
Please use the Urinal, we’re in
Ashtead
Wanting Le Pro to drink
piss.....Teq"
We had three visitors: Miss
Bean, Stevie Blunder and someone who wished remain unanimous. Atalanta collected their
dues with the aid of her pouch and
pout.
I thoroughly enjoyed the run and
yes I did all of it. Gibber moaned
on and on… so that’s a result.
I wondered why I was in the
“sinners” picky on the FF Hash,
then, I remembered, I’d left my
car boot (trunk, Jerry) open. Atalanta kindly closed it just before
Bonn Bugle was able to take an

Sip Stop

incriminating photo.
A wealthy widow who was a
generous patron of a prestigious New York hospital was
being shown around by the
Chief Surgeon. It had been arranged that she would meet
some patients. Predictably, they
get the floor number wrong.
When they enter the first room
they are greeted by the sight of
a guy lying back on the bed
masturbating, vigorously. “I’m
sorry you had to see that, but
this patient has a condition
whereby his testicles make too
much semen and if he doesn’t
masturbate at least three times
a day he will suffer a rupture.
We operate tomorrow.” Not
having learned their lesson they
enter the next room. A guy is
lying back on the bed with a
nurse performing oral sex
[‘can’t remember if it was vigorous or not.] “My God!” she
says “How do you justify that?”
“Well, he has the same condition as the previous patient, but
a much better health care
plan.”
OnOn! Master Bates

MOA 2

2318

Playing the trumpet is hard
because it is so easy.
Charles Schleuter

