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Date 13 October 2019 

Hare(s) J Arthur 

Venue   
 
On On 

Broadmoor 
 
The Abinger Hatch 

  

STEEP SLOPES AND SL IPPERY 
SLOP,  BUT  THE HARE 
ENTERTAINED US ALL  

Well, J. Arthur took my 
remarks last week (SH3 would 
put up with squelching through 
mud provided the trail was 
consistent) more literally than I 
might have wished. I cannot 
recall ever hashing through more 
unpleasant slime than featured 
on today’s trail, but yes, there 
was plenty of flour in the right 
places, everything made sense, 
and we all had a good time. 

The rain almost held off and 
was never heavy; there was a 
good deal of variety, and no one 
could call the terrain flat. 
Unfortunately going downhill on 
such slippery ground makes one 
uncommonly slow; we took 110 
minutes, but I doubt whether this 
was more than 6 miles. 
Occasionally we were all 
together; given the speed of our 
visitors this could not last, but 
the hare catered for that 
admirably by offering short cuts, 

gratefully accepted by many of 
our established members. 

Speed. I noticed at the start 
the absence of our in-house 
front runners (Popeye, Stilton, 
Glow Worm…) but need not 
have worried: Randy Pandy 
and Loopy Lou more than 
made up for them We had 
Possum, Atalanta joined us 
after 20 minutes, and we had a 
youngster in long socks with 
girlfriend and dog, all 3 
excellent hashers. So the 
checks got solved in timely 
fashion; I even called ON 
myself on 3 occasions with no 
one in front of me. All right, 
the hare had indicated one 
such opportunity; I did solve 
the next check, and the 3rd 
time was when I noticed a path 
which those ahead had 
overlooked, which proved to 
be where we found flour. A 
right-hander, mostly new to 

me; we have often used that car 
park of course, and there was one 
passage which every hare there 
seems to choose (I trust Birthing 
Blanket was impressed by my 
predictions: “We turn left here, 
then right!”) Primarily woodland, 
with the trunks gleaming a 
sinister grey after all that rain, 
but good variety, and, |Lord help 
us, plenty of slopes. We could 
not really run, in the sense the 
general public gives to running, 
until the last 25 minutes or so; 
too slippery everywhere else. J. 
Arthur plainly belongs to the 
modern school of hares, with 
several of his solutions much 
further from the checks than the 
200 metres once traditional, but 
our speed merchants rose to this 
challenge superbly. 

Many of our longer-serving 
members have been with us 40 
years or almost; it follows they 
began in their 20s or 30s. 

Nowadays we hardly ever attract 
runners in that age group, 
though we continue to run (well, 
within reason) almost as if we 
did. The change in social mores 
is hard to explain; did we begin 
with childless couples? It is easy 
to understand why young 
families feel the hash is not at 
present for them, though when 
we do get children they run 
better than I ever could have 
done as a child. Another change 
in society apparently. 

Today a new English saint 
entered the canon, Cardinal 
Newman. You may have heard 
hymns of his: Lead, kindly 
light!, or Praise to the holiest in 
the height, but his literary genius 
was in his prose, elegant, supple, 
intelligent. When Charles 
Kingsley wrote a crude and 
gratuitous attack (the 
establishment was worried about 
conversions to Catholicism), he 
replied with Apologia Pro Vita 
Sua, a masterpiece of literature, 

gentle, courteous, and 
devastating. Naturally such 
gifts are not qualifications for 
sainthood (Colette and Proust, 
a generation later, would never 
be so considered) but Newman 
was a remarkable man all 
round. The Catholic Church in 
19thC England was mostly for 
Irish immigrants, though there 
were recusant families in 
Lancashire and Yorkshire; the 
advent of an intellectual 
scholarly convert disconcerted 
the English hierarchy. Cardinal 
Manning resented a rival, but 
from then on the Church in 
England would never be the 
same. Intelligence alongside 
fervour and piety. Almost like 
hashing really. 

  
 
ON ON!   FRB 

MOA 1 2322 

 

 The Entertaining Hare 



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    2323 

Date   20 October 2019 

Hare(s) Teq, Chundy & Too Posh  

Venue Redhill, Earlswood Lakes 

On On The Plough RH1 6QE 

P Code RH2 7QB 

OS TQ268483 

Scribe FRB 

Our and Other Hash Events 
 

CAMRA HASH Sunday 27th October Cricklade 
 

Twenty Seventh, First Friday Hash. Friday 1st November 19:00 
Hare(s): Master Bates Venue Horsell again! Hallowe’en dress, Curry 
House (textbook run) 
 

Twenty Sixth Woking Beer Fest. Saturday 9th November 11:00 
 

Twenty Eighth, First Friday Hash. Friday 6th December 19:00 
Hare(s): Le Pro Venue Guildford Castle 
 

Twenty Ninth, First Friday Hash. Friday 3rd January 19:00  
Hare(s): TBA Venue TBA 
 

Glitz & Glamour Christmas Bash. Weekend 17th—19th January 
Ardington Hotel, Worthing 
 
 
 
 
Email sh3@surreyh3.org by 10pm Sunday for inclusion of events 
in next week’s Runday Shag 

Teq goes metric: 
M25 J8 (Reigate). Take A217 through Reigate (towards 
Gatwick). 1 Km south of Reigate at lights turn left into A2044 
s.p Redhill, Horley. Take right fork at roundabout, still A2044, 
park in Earlswood Lakes car park on the left after 1/2 Km. 
 
Directions to OnOn Pub (The Plough): Reverse directions to 
roundabout, turn right into Pendleton Road. After 1.5 Km turn 
right before church into Fountain Road then right into Church 
Road, The Plough is on the right, park in car park and around 
the green.  

2324 27 Oct* Randy Pandy & Loopy Loo  Sutton 

2325 03 Nov TBA     TBA 

2326 10 Nov Fleur D’Or    TBA 

2327 17 Nov SBJ     TBA 

2328 24 Nov Tosser     TBA 

2329 01 Dec Eskimo Nell & Ever Ready  TBA 

2330 08 Dec TBA     TBA 

2331 15 Dec TBA     TBA 

2332 22 Dec GM (Jingle Bells Run)  Holmbury St Mary 

*Also CAMRA Hash at Cricklade 

Sinners Dregs 

Checking 

The caped 
crusader returns 
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Addendum 
 

First of all we have some very 
sad news from Linda/Elle-
TeeShirt concerning Gilbert/
Icepyck who is seriously ill in 
hospital in Lisbon. Our thoughts 
will be with them. 
 

We had some lost hashers. Eski-
mo Nell arrived back just after the 
circle but J Arthur had to go out 
and rescue Strumpet (perfect   
gentleman that he is). 

The visitors/returnees were: 
Miss Bean, Proxy, Possum, Can-
not Can & Stevie Blunder. 

RHUM was presented with his 
FFH award, “Billy No-Mates of 
the Year”. 

Le Pro’s sinners were: 
“Bodyshop...suggesting he could 
run a 2 hour marathon if he had a 
pacemaker but the hash thought 
he already had one ! 
Atalanta ....understanding paella 
and chorizo but not Tortilla de 
patatas 
Blue Suit.....trying to tell the RA 
the rules of the game 
3s4d......choosing the Surrey Hash 
above all else because the Pro 
would be there. 
Too Posh......being speared in the 
boobies 
CL........overuse of mobile 
Master Bates......having a quick 
one in the car park 
Mrs Blue Suit [SBJ] ....thinking 
the hash is a holiday” 

Two Weybridge hashers, Sod-
den Assets & Spanish Mistress, 

(on the left in the photo) hap-
pened to be dining with friends 
in the pub and we used them to 

flesh out the bijoux dregs. 
 

And now, just for Le Pro….. 
Why do Scotsmen wear kilts? 
Because their sheep can recog-
nise (recognize, Jerry) the sound 
of a zipper! 
 

How can you tell when you are 
flying over Scotland? 
The toilet paper is on the wash-
ing lines. 
 

How was copper wire invented? 
Two Scotsmen were fighting 
over a penny. 
 

Why do bagpipe players march 
while they play? 

To get away from the noise. 
 

What's the difference between a 
rich Scotsman, a poor Scotsman 
and a dead Scotsman ? 
A rich Scotsman sleeps with a 
canopy over his head, a poor 
Scotsman sleeps with a can o' 
pee under his bed and a dead 
Scotsman cannae pee at all! 
 

People go through life trying to 
please some audience. But, once  
you realise (realize, Jerry) 
there’s no audience, life is    
simple. It’s just doing what you 
know in your gut is right. 
 

The Weight of Ink 
Rachel Kadish 
 

OnOn! Master Bates 

MOA 1 

Colour Supplement  

EK makes it back Man with umbrella! RHUM’s FFH award Bedraggled 

Not quite lost yet 

With the GM 1min 
late, Flash seizes 

power 

I didn’t take this photo! [MB] 


