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Date 27 October 2019 

Hare(s) Le Pro 

Venue   
 
On On 

Worplesdon Place 
Hotel 
Idem 

  

LET  US  NOW PRAISE  
FAMOUS MEN 

The death of Icepyck – Gijs 
Verspyck, usually addressed by 
our members as Gilbert – is a sad 
milestone in our history. An 
admirable hare, an excellent 
host, I suppose he will be 
remembered best for our 
expeditions to Portugal as his 
guests. He insisted that mud 
needed a cow dung component to 
merit the epithet “shiggy”, a 
refinement I had not encountered 
before. Gentle and courteous, he 
will be long remembered. 

As it happens, today’s area was 
a favourite with another of our 
deceased heroes, Gunga Dick, 
though Le Pro cannot have 
known this. We are all grateful to 
Le Pro for stepping in when the 
promised excitement in Sutton 
fell through, though the staff at 
the Worplesdon Place hotel were 
astonished at our taking up the 
entire area of their “additional 
parking”. Right, our drinking 

will have reconciled them to 
our invasion, but advance 
notice is desirable. 

Le Pro has in the past taken 
some of the fun from the trails 
he laid by giving us the 
solutions to his checks. Today 
people unknown took some of 
our fun by removing the 
possibility of finding those 
solutions, obliterating the 
flour: fortunately only 
approximately, so that with 
diligent detective work we – 
such stalwarts as the GM and 
Mother Brown – were able to 
recover traces. ‘IsKnees was 
often in front today; Dormouse 
and Kelinchi were always in 
evidence. I agree with 
Belcher’s comment that too 
often the trail found itself on 
tarmac, even though there was 
woodland all around, but 
despite our knowing this area 
quite well, relatively little of 

the trail actually rang the bells of 
memory, and the hare had had 
very little time to elaborate 
refinements. One such was a 
bizarrely floured check circle in 
the graveyard of St Mary’s 
church, which ‘IsKnees described 
as a check with attitude. That one 
turned out to be a back check, but 
rather many of the solutions 
proved to be straight ahead, in 
places inevitably so, there being 
no other possibilities. 

Popeye ran the trail far faster 
than anyone else, and was back 
well within the hour; the rest of 
us could only admire his anchors, 
and took just over the hour. 
Probably less than 4 miles. At the 
Circle I was credited with calling 
us to start punctually, the GM 
being marginally late as she 
watched the closing minutes of 
the Wales – South Africa semi-
final; in fact the stickler for 
tradition was Bonn Bugle. Hash 
Flash chose this moment to 

award me a down-down for my 
reply to his explanation that 
Speedy Humper was at the 
rugby. “In Japan?” I asked. And 
in fact Doug and Mrs Robinson 
really had seen Japan play 
Scotland, a superb match; as of 
course was England’s encounter 
with the dreaded All Blacks. Our 
finest moment? It comes with a 
warning: France beat the Kiwis 
in a World Cup semi-final match 
at Twickenham. Which left them 
so tired that Australia easily won 
the final. Absit omen. 

I have been reflecting on how 
immigrants have enriched our 
lives here in Britain. Well, in 
recent centuries: in one sense we 
are every one of us descended 
from immigrants. The Jews 
(under Cromwell), the 
Huguenots, the people from the 
Caribbean, from Asia, from 
Africa, and nowadays from 
Eastern Europe: all have 
contributed immeasurably to our 
culture and our economy. And I 

realised that those of us, who 
see themselves as native to 
these shores, who object to 
immigration, who make an 
issue of their distaste, are 
certainly among those who 
offer least to either culture or 
economy. Their hostility to 
those who “take our jobs” is 
matched by their reluctance to 
work at all for wages which 
others accept. Try visiting care 
homes in Surrey: the staff are 
dedicated, devoted, and were 
not born here. Think of our 
hospitals: how many of those 
who denounce immigration 
actually work there? Need I 
comment on the contribution to 
our culture of our xenophobes? 
Fortunately, dear colleagues, 
none belong to our hash. 

  
 
ON ON!   FRB 

MOA 0 2324 

 

 The “last minute.com” 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    2325 

Date   03 November 2019 

Hare(s) Randy Pandy & Loopy Loo 

Venue Chipstead 

On On The Ramblers Rest 

P Code CR5 3NP 

OS TQ2735657523  

Scribe FRB 

Our and Other Hash Events 
 

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 
 

From M25 Junction 8 take A 217 north for 2.5 miles and turn 
right at roundabout towards Kingswood & Chipstead on 
B2032. Turn right at Kingswood Arms to stay on B2032. Pub 
is on right after 2 miles. It must be beautiful there as there are 
brown signs all the way. 

 

Park in the large car park at the back of the pub (there's a sign 
on the building). 

2326 10 Nov Fleur D’Or & Le Pro   Guildford 

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 Popeye     TBA 

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

2333 29 Dec TBA     TBA 

2334 05 Jan TBA     TBA 

2335 12 Jan TBA     TBA 

Sinners Dregs? 

Pre-pre Dregs? 
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harriette (maybe he was trying to 
run me out of “film”). So I ended 
up without a Sinners photo. After 
I managed to retrieve my phone, 
worried about what other hilari-
ous antics he might get up to 
(there was a bucket of water 
nearby), I considered remonstrat-
ing with him but then remem-
bered an incident from many 
decades ago. In the late sixties, I 
was considering entering aca-
demia. I became a research fel-
low at Reading University. In 
addition to my research I would 
supervise undergraduate lab 
work. I had a number of peers 
including research/PhD students, 
one of which, Charles Dickens 
would probably describe as 
“disagreeable”. He was rude to 
everyone. At one undergrad lab 
session he had left all of his 
equipment out and the lecturer 
asked if I would, kindly, put it 
away. Later on, instead of thank-
ing me, he said “In future, ask 
my permission before you touch 
my equipment.” I felt pretty bad 
but I had a mentor there, the Sen-
ior Experimental Officer, and he 
said “It’s really unpleasant deal-
ing with him, isn’t it, but just 
imagine what it must be like   
being him!” 
 
  OnOn! Master Bates 

Addendum 
 

Flash was RA on the Surrey run and 
I quote: 
“One visitor: Liz, a friend of   Slea-
zyRider’s from East Clandon.  
[was she the one that pulled my 
plug? MB] 
Sinners: 
FRB – For asking if the GM was in 
Japan watching the rugby game. 
Bods – For another awful joke, this 
one was about the Indian on the 
train and his red forehead spot. 
Cap’n Webb – showing us a 
demonstration of how not to park 
his car – he used the kerb stones to 
help guide him in.    
Olive Oyl – For leaving her car 
keys in her car door. 
Chasity Belt and Twinkletoes – 
For trying to outshine the rest of the 
hash in their lumiglo fluorescent 
jackets.” 

The Cricklade CAMRA Hash was 
like the movie “Waterworld” and I 
half expected to meet “Smokers” on 
jet skis at every (submerged) stile. It 
didn’t rain, at least, and most of the 
water was clean. 

A selection of trails was on offer. 
Teq, RHUM, J Arthur and I went on 
the 5 miler while Caryl and Chundy 
did the walk, a boring straight line 
out and back, evidently. CL, un-
wisely, took the long trail which, he 
thought was 6 miles. It turned out, 
reportedly, to be nearer 11! In addi-
tion he took a tumble and got lost. 
He got back very, very late. 

There were 5 ales and a cider and 
the food was built around a hog 

roast. Paella was the veggie op-
tion and I asked what was used as 
the meat substitute. “Nothing”, it 
was a standard paella without 
seafood or chicken! 

Most hashes have evolved their 
own cultures and NWH3 is no 
exception. Their flour markings, 
sometimes, included a line across 
the trail and it was explained that 
this indicated a back check! From 
my satnav (which I frequently 
consulted) I guessed that it was 
only used when those checking 
forward might blunder into anoth-
er (nearby) section of the trail. 

The circle although mostly en-
tertaining was inordinately long. 
My alarm bells went off when a 
large (but, as it turned out, inade-
quate) tarpaulin, two inflatable 
rings and a bucket of water were 
brought into the hall. 

 

The only negative occurrence 
for me happened during the 

down-downs. I’ve met a great 
many people on the hash and I’ve 
got (gotton, Jerry) on with most 
but some more than others. A few 
I’ve found a bit curmudgeonly, 
others slightly aloof and, of 
course, there’s Wally. But this is 
the first time I’ve come across an 
actual arsehole (asshole, Jerry). I 
was called in as a sinner (for us-
ing my satnav) and, as usual 
asked, who could operate my 
camera/phone. It ended up in the 
hands of a buffoon who leapt 
around taking dozens of photos of 
the floor, ceiling and a nearby 

MOA 0 

Colour Supplement 1 
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Colour Supplement 2  

One of the smaller puddles! 

Shiggy! 

Rituals! 


