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Date 17 November 2019 

Hare(s) SBJ & Bluesuit 

Venue   
 
On On 

Westcott 
 

 
The Crown 

  

SBJ  COMES UP TRUMPS 
AND HITS  THE AUTUMN 

JACKPOT 

SBJ confided at the excellent 
sip-stop that Westcott is 
Westcott, meaning “We have 
been here before”. (If only 
“Brexit means Brexit” had been 
given a coherent meaning!) And 
indeed sections of the trail were 
instantly recognisable; Simple 
had laid an east-west run, which 
we very soon joined, J. Arthur’s 
last trail featured in our return. 
But SBJ had going south in 
mind, so we soon left the Simple 
path; and any hare using the 
Wotton Estate is obliged to 
choose certain paths. This was a 
very good trail indeed; if it 
featured certain oddities, why, 
so it should. Who wants dull 
uniformity? Thus, we had 
solved 5 checks within the first 
18 minutes; but thereafter the 
checks were very much further 
apart. The initial checks all took 
us south, ever south, so no back 

checks; Belcher and I fell foul 
of this simplicity. The front 
runners – very pacy, very 
impressive, mostly female, 
Atalanta en tête – had 
doubtless solved the (back) 
check where we ceased to go 
south, but a motor bike had 
obliterated the solution, and 
indeed most of the circle, and 
we never caught them up. 
Plenty of bikes today out with 
us, engine-powered or pedal-
powered. 

And the scenery! A really 
beautiful autumn day, with the 
light bringing out the majesty 
of the tall trunks and the 
superb red-gold foliage (well, 
my pedestrian prose needs the 
occasional purple passage!). 
We even got a view of the 
tower at Leith Hill. SBJ did us 
proud; full marks. 

 I try to name the hashers 
who catch my attention, but 

cannot today because their 
handles escape me. One, 3/4d,  
(pronounced “reinforcements”) 
was distributing largesse in the 
form of toffees. Another, the one 
with the long socks – and now a 
beard – runs too fast for anyone 
to identify him. One whose 
background includes the hashes 
of Singapore and Indonesia, 
running with us regularly these 
days, owns a handle unknown to 
most people whom I asked. 
Belcher knew it, but I do not 
wear my hearing aid on the hash, 
and could not catch it. “Cannock 
Can?” I asked. Belcher said 
“Spelled with Ks”; so “Kanuck 
Khan”? At all events, it is very 
encouraging that we continue to 
recruit talented new adherents. 

The trail also coincided with 
one from Pistoffen, at least in the 
early stages. Glow Worm and 
others hypothesised that the 
sawdust trail was going the other 

way round from ours; and this 
may be true, but I believe they 
mark trails through more 
thoroughly than we (though 
today Shiva was a most 
energetic and diligent Checking 
Chicken, however miffed she 
had been when nominated 
arbitrarily by Hash Flash.) Last 
week’s scribe Raffles today got 
very muddy. 

Do you share my gloom at the 
thought of the next government? 
The two main parties will still 
be hopelessly divided. Labour  
has 3 irreconcilable groups, its 
MPs, its members, and its 
voters, with almost nothing in 
common. And how will the 
Faragist wing of the Tories ever 
make it up with the Grievist 
wing? And the leaders are unfit 
to govern. Of Swinson I know 
nothing except her dedication to 
ideological purity, admirable in 
theory, disastrous in practice, as 
the Canterbury candidates 
fiasco proved. Corbyn has many 

qualities, but none of the 
competence and determination 
needed in a PM. He would be 
useless. Even his better ideas, 
like encouraging talented 
immigration, get torpedoed by 
union leaders anxious not to 
alarm Labour Leave voters. 
Johnson has no qualities at all, 
unless you count his 
(mystifying) popularity. 
Theresa May ensured his 
inability remained largely 
obscured while he was her 
Foreign Secretary, apart from 
the horrendous gaffe over Mrs 
Ratcliffe, but once PM it was 
immediately clear he could get 
nothing right, and the clumsy 
campaign has only highlighted 
the mess he will inflict upon 
us.  

 
 
ONON! FRB 

MOA 1 2327 

 

 The Autumnal Hares 



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    2327 

Date   28 November 2019 

Hare(s) Tosser 

Venue William Bourne, Chessington 

On On Idem 

P Code KT9 2BQ 

OS TQ19206400  

Scribe FRB 

Our and Other Hash Events 
 

Twenty Eighth, First Friday Hash. Friday 6th December 19:00 
Hare(s): Balls Breaker Venue: Byfleet 
 

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

Glitz & Glamour Christmas Bash. Weekend 17th—19th January 
Ardington Hotel, Worthing 
 
Thirtieth, First Friday Hash. Friday 7th February 19:00 
Hare(s): Hash Flash Venue: TBA 
 
Thirty First, First Friday Hash. Friday 7th March 19:00 
Hare(s): TBA Venue: TBA 
 
 
 
Email sh3@surreyh3.org by 10pm Sunday for inclusion of events 
in next week’s Runday Shag 
 

From M25 junction 9 take A243 north of Malden Rushett 
crossroads and past World of Adventures as you are about to 
have one of your own. From the A3 you can only turn down 
the A243 if you are heading away from London. At the 
roundabout turn east onto B284 (Bridge Road) past 
Chessington North station. At the next roundabout the road 
becomes Moor lane and the pub will be on the left after 0.3 
mile. 

Park at the pub or, considerately, in adjacent roads.  

2328 24 Nov Tosser   William Bourne, Chessington 

2329 01 Dec OneInTheEye    Reigate 

2330 08 Dec Your Hero, Doug the Tub      Dunsfold Wood 

2331 15 Dec Popeye  (Icepyck Memorial Run) Peaslake 

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

2333 29 Dec The Bounder    TBA 

2334 05 Jan Stevie Blunder & Miss Bean  TBA 

2335 12 Jan TBA (Or, What You Will)  TBA 

2336 19 Jan TBA     TBA 

2337 26 Jan TBA     TBA 

Sinners 

Visitors Totty this way 

Shiggy 
Checkin’ Chicken Dregs 

Dregsy 

FRB 

Sip Stop 
She 

rocks 
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Addendum 
 

J Arthur and I arrived more than half 
hour early and couldn’t find a trace of 
flour. The first blob was, evidently, over 
100m from the pub. We persuaded the 
hares to lay flour from the start. 

The pub was going to be shut. The 
Landlord was in Ireland and neglected 
to tell Mrs Landlord that we were com-
ing. Teq, who had arrived even earlier, 
saved the day and managed to get the 
pub to open its doors. 

Oi You parked in the Prince of Wales 
CP and was rudely asked to leave. F 
words were uttered in a heated exchange 
and if it wasn’t for the mild mannered 
and diffident nature of Oi You, it may 
have led to fisticuffs! 

How about that waterfall! It could 
have been in the Lake District. I’ll revis-
it it after all the leaves are down. 

The visitors were Juicy Lucy and 
Liz . (Miss Bean & Stevie Blunder are 
now regular). 

 

Bonn Bugle was again RA. “Sins:    
Olive Oyl for being a St Bernard dog 
and having treats for the starving RA to 
get up the hills 

Blue Suit - freely wiping flour from 
ladies boobs, HDS - unpc- sip stop 
should be beer and the hash should stop 
fagging it up with wine 

Madonna - diligence with a map! 
Eskimo for using her map and losing her 
map when she peed 

Tumbling Tosser - Miss Bean 
Competitive hashing (it's not a race!) 

Stevie Blunder trying to overtake Atty 

4/6p [small change, anyway MB] 
blah blah, marathon, blah blah 1/2 
marathon, blah blah 10k..... 

Teq - mouldering and festering 
socks in hash shoes so he could not 
squeeze his feet in.” 

 

I suppose, because of the recent 
film (movie, Jerry), most people 

have now heard of Nikola Tesla. At 
school in the fifties we used to play 
(fool about, Jerry) with a Tesla Coil. 
We would, safely grab hold of an 
electrode of several hundred thousand 
volts of high frequency electricity and 
get light bulbs to glow by touching 
them on peoples noses! 

Here are some of his quotes:- 
I don’t care that they stole my 

ideas …  I care that they don’t have 
any of their own. 

What one man calls God,   another 
calls the laws of physics. 

It’s not the love you make. It’s the 
love you give. 

Let the future tell the truth, and 
evaluate each one according to his 
work and accomplishments. The 
present is theirs; the future, for 
which I have really worked, is mine. 

It’s such a shame he didn’t live to 
see his greatness acknowledged. 

 

  OnOn! Master Bates 

MOA 1 

Colour Supplement  

Irish joke! 

Checking 

Whose turn is it, 
inside the barrel? 


