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Date 22 December 2019 

Hare(s) GM & 
Wankedupsplatz 

Venue   
 
On On 

Holbury St. Mary 
 
The Village Hall 

  

DING DONG MERRILY ON 
HIGH:  THE HARES SET  OUR 

BELLS  R INGING.  

There is a hash axiom, No one 
remembers a good trail. Sure, we 
all enjoy it, praise the hare, eat 
our lunch, and then forget all 
about it; whereas a really 
appalling trail becomes 
memorable. And is also easier to 
write up. Today’s was a very 
good trail, which means I am 
already wondering what to say. 
The start and finish were 
inevitably familiar, we have 
hashed from here so often, so that 
solutions to checks became 
predictable; but we went far 
enough south to find territory I 
did not recognise, and the return 
was very well varied with zigs 
and zags. The sun shone 
cheerfully on a wet landscape, 
there were talented front runners, 
including 3 visitors as well as 
Stevie Blunder and Miss Bean, 
and a great many pooches. Right, 
we often see Raffles and Paddy; 
Kelinchi has replaced her beloved 

Biscuit by little Poppy, SB and 
his MB have the hash-mad 
Spud, Slingshot made a very 
welcome return with his two 
pooches (also Raven and 
Ballista). Dogs everywhere. 
Another pair to return were 
Ratty and Red Eye, one serving 
mulled wine at the sip stop, the 
other food with Clever Trevor. 
(Very good food too). 

The mis-management, purely 
at a guess, had set 67 places in 
the hall; this proved prescient, 
since very few went unused. A 
tribute to the popularity of our 
Jingle Bells tradition (Birthing 
Blanket even wore the words 
on her back), especially since 
reaching Holmbury St Mary 
was made arduous by the 
widespread floods; my own 
route was very circuitous. Some 
faces were more or less 
unknown to me; a cheerful lady 
called Bee, and the partner of 
‘Ardon Provocateur, for 

example. The health of the hares 
was proposed by Chunderos; 
Speedy Humper had told us 
before we started that she and the 
taciturn Wankelsplitz had recce’d, 
repeatedly, much wetter terrain 
than that they eventually chose. 
(What does his absurd handle 
mean? Wankel implies 
inconstancy, which seems wildly 
inappropriate, the rest suggests 
spIinters)*. 4.5 miles, she said, 
not adding that they had tried to 
include almost as many steep 
climbs as Popeye last week, and 
her estimate was probably spot 
on, a mere nothing to such runners 
as Sir Ray and Atalanta, quite 
apart from our visitors. J. Arthur, 
who had masterminded the hall 
arrangements dressed as Santa, 
demanded on his arrival at the sip 
stop to know how long I had been 
there. I looked blank; so, “Well, is 
that your first or second cup?” It 
was my second; but I drink too 

fast for that to mean much. And a 
very merry Christmas to you all. 

Now that in many countries 
democtacy has degenerated, as its 
18th C critics feared, into a sour 
aggressive nativism, hostile to 
anyone foreign who speaks 
another language, the rest of us 
may wonder where democracy is 
most healthy. Only two nations 
admit they are not democratic; 
North Korea would be merely 
laughable if its people were not 
so wretched, the other, China, has 
to be taken very seriously indeed. 
The Party (there is nothing 
Communist about them) have 
decided, perhaps justifiably, that 
its citizens may safely be 
deprived of cultural and political 
freedom in return for very real 
economic and social progress. 
(Can this really be maintained 
indefinitely?) Everywhere else 
professes adherence to 
democracy, though there are only 
too many states where this means 
enthusiasm for a Strong Leader, a 
charismatic figure who can do no 

wrong. Such men are often 
genuinely popular; Putin would 
be elected without his silencing 
dissent and opposition. 

(So why does he do it? Alas, 
the popular are deeply dismayed 
by disagreement.) 

So where would I live? The 
most attractive states today are 
perhaps Germany and New 
Zealand.The Germans do have a 
nativist movement, the AfD; but 
it remains a strictly minority 
group because, I suggest, 
Germans are so very well 
educated; few states other than 
such neighbours as Holland and 
Scandinavia set such store by 
education. Certainly not the UK. 
Merry Christmas once more! 

 
 
ONON! FRB 
 
*Perhaps he’s a member of the 

Rotary Club (?) MB 
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The Ding-dong 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    2333 

Date   29 December 2019 

Hare(s) The Bounder & Growler   

Venue Godalming  

On On The Leathern Bottle 

P Code GU7 3JG 

OS SU9795744812  

Scribe TBA 

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 gyratory take A3100 south through Artington 
and Peasmarsh. On entering Godalming, 100 yards after 
Texaco filling station on right, take right turn into Wey Court 
and Meadrow Car Park. Park at the back. Free on Sundays. 
Do not park in front of the pub, only three spaces for regulars. 

2334 05 Jan Stevie Blunder & Miss Bean  TBA 

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

2336 19 Jan 3s 4d and Lady Chatterley  TBA 

2337 26 Jan Veggie Queen & Belcher  Chipstead 

2338 02 Feb TBA     TBA 

2339 09 Feb Dr Death    TBA 

2340 16 Feb TBA     TBA 

2341 23 Feb TBA     TBA 

2342 30 Feb TBA     TBA 

 

Sinners 

Visitors Historical/hysterical sinners  

Checking 
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Addendum 
 

Yes, the slightly truncated run 
was excellent. Most people noticed 
that Holmbury had acquired a few 
extra lakes. We had Le Pro join us 
on the run but he had to rush off for 
Christmas family commitments. So 
JM “She wears short shorts!” Flash 
RA’d, but not before my historical 
sinners viz. Hornblower for gas 
tap/dog turd confusion and Atalanta 
for Knocker Revelations. Flash’s 
sinners were: “BodyShop -  for his 
awful jokes 

Knickers – for being sent half a 
mile to another loo by myopic Hash-
Flash 

Atalanta – for questioning the 
size of the RA’s package between 
his legs. (Olive Oyl knows the truth 
as she ‘has’ coddled them in ear-
nest.) 

CL – who drenched Fleur D’Or’s 
left trainer and refused to apologise 
or even prostrate himself in front of 
her 

WankelSplitz for telling Belcher 
he  and the GM had sucked it all up 
this morning (that’s why they al-
ways arrive tousle-headed at hashes 

Stevie Blunder – for not fol-
lowing the flour and leading most 
of the pack off-trail for a good 
distance 

TweedleDum – for demonstrat-
ing his new art of ‘tit-cupping’ 
when saving Harriette’s (OITE in 
this case) from a major fall. 
(Where was he when TooPosh 
needed his ministrations eh?!)” 

Chundy, as usual, had several 
ribald games for the punters and it 
was great to see Posh, trouper that 
she is, (almost in traction) shaking 
her butt to glam rock music to 
dislodge rear mounted ping pong 
balls. I understand that it resulted 
in three proposals of marriage 

 

  OnOn! Master Bates 

MOA 2 

Colour Supplement  


