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Date 08 December 2019 

Hare(s) Doug the Tub & 
Mrs Robinson  

Venue   
 
On On 

Sidney Wood, 
Dunsfold 
The Blue Anchor 

  

BEATING THE BOUNDS:  
OUR SOUTHERN BORDERS 

Now, before you comment 
huffily on “the back of beyond” 
- the Sussex Border Path runs 
through Sidney Wood – allow 
me to remind you that we enjoy 
the company of hashers who 
come from very far afield most 
weeks to be with us. Today’s 
hares live on the South Coast, 
and others – Ever-Ready, 
Eskimo Nell, CL – in 
Oxfordshire. Doug and Mrs R 
stepped in at short notice to fill 
today’s slot, and RHUM is duly 
grateful; so must you be. For 
that matter, One In The Eye did 
as much last week, with too 
many work commitments to 
recce and set a new trail, so she 
re-set a familiar one. 

December 8th is the feast of 
the Immaculate Conception, 
which you are not to confuse 
with the Virgin Birth; the 
conception referred to is that of 

Our Lady herself, not that of 
her Son. The doctrine in 
question turns on a distinction 
between original sin and 
man’s fallen nature: I have yet 
to find anyone from my 
Church who can explain this 
difference (the baptised lose 
original sin, no one escapes 
our fallen nature) without 
reference to the Garden of 
Eden, which we admit to be 
mythical. 

There was a confused, 
hesitant and uncertain start to 
today’s trail, to the regret of 
Le Pro, who urges us all to be 
nice to each other. 
(“Punctuality is the courtesy 
of kings”) . Belcher led us out, 
and slipped to a fall; Doug 
was warning us of the ground, 
which also seems to have 
claimed ‘IsKnees. Yes, it was 
very slippery; we actually 
welcomed the occasional 

intervals of tarmac. He promised 
a short trail, and so it proved; I 
was back in 75 minutes, with 
Kannok Kan, and a few were 
there earlier, including Stevie 
Blunder, as you may suppose. 
And a very good trail; a right 
hander, as could be predicted 
from our starting south on the 
eastern edge of Sidney Wood. 
The first check fooled a fair few 
of us, turning west long before 
we had anticipated, before we 
resumed our southerly progress. 
I am sure we ran on paths used 
by previous hares, but who can 
remember every path in a wood? 
Certainly there was minimal 
contact with the River Wey, 
whose banks have featured 
prominently in previous trails in 
this wood. 

The nearest I came to solving a 
check was drawing to Kelinchi’s 
attention a promising path, 
which she and Veggie Queen 

proceeded to use to find the 
solution. It was shortly after this 
that we encountered Popeye 
going round the trail in reverse, 
with helpful anchors in flour to 
illustrate his progress. And also 
the fierce Tosser, who had 
cunningly used a short-cut to re-
join us; his own word for his 
behaviour was “devious”. Most 
of the checks had very remote 
solutions: I am very impressed 
by the persistence and devotion 
of our front runners to find flour 
when hares do this to us. We 
have a good team. 

It is a sobering thought that 
one of those two useless 
oddities, Johnson or Corbyn, 
will be our next Prime Minister. 
Voters have imposed on them 
leaders chosen by party 
activists, who are wildly 
unrepresentative of the populace 
at large. At first sight Tory and 
Labour activists must seem 
totally dissimilar; but think 
again. Unlike the LibDems, who 

are fairly homogeneous, 
Conservative and Labour 
enthusiasts are drawn from all 
walks of life, educated and less 
educated, salaried and waged, 
posh and plebeian, and both 
groups are fully, fanatically, 
convinced of adherence to the 
only true doctrines. The rest of 
us are aware of the pitfalls of 
such enthusiastic confidence. 
Johnson insists this election is 
all about Brexit, refusing to 
appear for the climate change 
debate; in fact, while Brexit 
will undoubtedly cause 
difficulties and hardship, 
which go unmentioned 
(“Project Fear”!) the disasters 
we are inflicting on our planet 
are far more important and 
serious, and will eventually 
require party activists to re-
shape their ideas and priorities. 

 
ONON! FRB 

MOA 0!! 2330 

 

(One of) The 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    2331 

Date   15December 2019 

Hare(s) Popeye  (Icepyck Memorial Run) 

Venue Peaslake 

On On The Hurtwood Inn 

P Code GU5 9RP 

OS TQ084444 

Scribe FRB 

Our and Other Hash Events 
 
 

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 Guildford or Dorking (A25): At Gomshall turn off 
opposite the Esso petrol station signposted Peaslake. 
Continue over the level crossing until you reach a junction (0.9 
mile). Turn left and after 1.44 narrow and bendy miles you will 
arrive in Peaslake. At the memorial follow the road round to 
the right past the Hurtmoor Inn into Walking Bottom and bear 
left. The car park is on the left after 300yds by the de-
restriction sign (don't be going at 60 mph here). Hopefully the 
cyclists will be preparing for Christmas. 

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 

2338 02 Feb TBA     TBA 

2339 09 Feb Dr Death    TBA 

2340 16 Feb TBA     TBA 

2341 23 Feb TBA     TBA 

The Hares 

Dregs Tumbling Tosser  

Sinners  
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Addendum 
 

I must admit that during the 
more shiggier (actually, quite 
long) moments I wished I was 
back in Reigate. It’s that time of 
year, however, and at least the 
weather became clement. We 
were blessed [sic!] with the pres-
ence (again) of  both the GM and 
RA and his pronouncements were: 

 

“The RA had 2 dilemmas... 
How to vote on Thursday and 

identifying himself.  He was 
asked by the Football Federation 
how he considered himself from 
the following... 

agender, male including trans-
man, gender fluid [I thought only 
men had that’, although, I’m not 
really sure what a man is, any-
more! MB], non-binary 
[analogue? MB], female includ-
ing transwoman, intersex, non-
conforming [and Baptist, Meth-
odist, etc. presumably? MB], un-
sure, prefer not to say and other! 

 

SINNERS: 
Tumbling Tosser ‘Is Knees 
Dancer  RHUM 
Dreamer  Chastity 
Abuser  Teq 
Gossipmonger Hash Flash 
Muddist  Turn On” 
 

It had been a hell of a (long) 
weekend for some of us. Apart 
from the extra rehearsals (Teq’s 
quite a bully)… Friday: Ashtead 
Senior Citizen’s Rotary concert 
and then FFH. Saturday: Horsell 
Christmas Market concert and 
then Hornblower’s 70th birthday 
party. Sunday: the bloody hash, 
again! 

The party was fantastic. There 
was great food, a band all the way 

from Cornwall and a recital by 
Judy’s Clarinet Group. The in-
flatable Zimmer frame was a 
great hit with the children, who 
soon found out that it could be 
used as a weapon! Hornblower, 
surrounded by family and 
friends* was clearly having the 
time of her life. 

*hashers included! 
 

I bought a reflective jacket.  
It sits in the corner and reads    
Descartes. 

 

My local pub lacks so much 
class it could be  a  Marxist  
utopia. 

 

I’ve finished my philosophy 
course. Or have I? 

 

Why are pacifists so bad at 
jokes? They don’t believe in 
punch lines. 

 

Nihilism means absolutely 
nothing to me. 

 

Kleptomaniacs don’t get sar-
casm. They take things literally. 

 

What do you get if you cross a 
philosopher with a godfather? 
An offer you can’t understand. 

 

What if the Hokey Cokey is 
what it's all about? 

 
  OnOn! Master Bates 

MOA 0 

Colour Supplement  

Big boy’s toy 

Diabolical parking? 

Horsell Christmas Market 


