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Date 02 February 2020 

Hare(s) Dr Death 

Venue   
 
On On 

West Horsley 
 
The Barley Mow 

  

DR DEATH SPRINGS A 
SURPRISE  ON SURREY 

Dr Death’s trail had many 
qualities, to be adumbrated 
hereinafter (as the popular 
saying goes), but first the 
adverse comment. The checks 
were much, much, too far apart. 
We had only 8 in some 80 
minutes running, where 
normally we see some 10 every 
hour. From first to second 
check seemed interminable, the 
long lane that has no turning, 
but that was before we ran from 
second to third check, a 
distance to strike despair into 
the stoutest heart. For that 
matter the blobs were pretty far
-flung as well. Now, the fifth 
check did hold us up long 
enough for most runners to be 
in the same field at the same 
time; it also had the merit of a 
wholly unexpected solution, 
quite counter-intuitive (is this 
really the left-hander we had 

inferred?) This was solved by 
Popeye, a master-stroke; he 
then (of course!) decided to 
do his own thing and run 
back in counter-flow, 
knowing the area better than 
the rest of us, so that he could 
re-join us as we ran along 
beside the railway, from the 
opposite direction. Another 
unexpected solution caught 
such titans of the hash as Sir 
Ray and Atalanta, and we 
were back at the bucket at a 
very sensible time. Ingenious, 
effective, and – considering 
how often we have been here 
– highly original. Well, we 
usually go north-east from the 
Barley Mow, or hash south of 
the A246. Today we were 
west of the pub. 

Stevie Blunder began as 
checking chicken, but tired of 
the constraints this imposed 

on him and Spud, so he handed 
over the flour to Miss Bean, for 
which dereliction of duty both 
of them were called in with Dr 
Death for the down-down. A 
young lady who had hashed 
very well refused her visitor’s 
drink on the obscure grounds 
that she was from Old Coulsdon 
and besides had a “doggie” - her 
word – in her arms. Nipple-
Sucker also ran well; she 
wondered if I remembered her 
handle. Since I knew her when 
that handle was more or less 
relevant, I said as much. 

You will observe that I have 
waited this long before 
mentioning the mud. J. Arthur 
commented despairingly that Dr 
Death had waited till the wettest 
part of winter and chosen the 
soggiest area of Surrey to set his 
trail. It really was unpleasant, 
and made any kind of speed 

hard to achieve. However, I am 
in no postion to complain of 
water; there is every chance my 
trail next week will have you 
running ankle-deep or more in 
a river which has over-flowed 
its bounds. But, God bless us, 
when we were all much 
younger, hares such as Piercy 
had us swimming rivers from 
one side to another. Wet shoes 
were the least of our worries. 
There has been some debate 
over the car park where you 
will start: this is the Young 
Street car park just next to the 
Mole (and a railway bridge) not 
the one at the top of the hill, 
where charges may well still 
apply. Yours is free. 

We have been promised a 
uniting of our country, an end 
to recent divisions. Let us 
examine the French experience 
of the Dreyfus affair. Most of 
his opponents remained hostile 
to the Dreyfusards even when 

his innocence was established, 
in loyalty to their class, in 
patriotic enthusiasm for Army 
and Church. (French bishops 
remained on the extreme Right 
for decades afterwards). In 
those days anti-Semitism was 
openly espoused; it remains 
part of French life to this day. 
Well, here too of course, 
among both Labour and 
Tories, though there less 
evident than Islamophobia. 
How were the divisions 
healed? They were not. In the 
1930s the descendants of the 
anti-Dreyfusards were saying 
“Better Hitler than 
Blum” ( the Jewish Prime 
Minister). Even the war failed 
to re-unite French society. The 
omens for healing the wounds 
in our divided nation are not 
good. 
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The Surprising 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    2339 

Date   09 February 2020 

Hare(s) FRB 

Venue Young St car park, Fetcham 

On On The Old Crown, Bookham  

P Code KT22 9BS 

OS TQ1631155151 

Scribe Tosser 

Our and Other Hash Events 
 
Thirtieth, First Friday Hash. Friday 7th February 19:00 
Hare(s): Hash Flash Venue: The Half Moon, Ripley 
 
Thirty Second, First Friday Hash. Friday 7th March 19:00 
Hare(s): TBA Venue: TBA 
 
Thirty Third, First Friday Hash. Friday 3rd April 19:00 
Hare(s): Teq Venue: Bookham area (probably) 
 
Hursley H3. 30th Birthday. Weekend 15th - 17th May 2020 
 
 
 
 
Email sh3@surreyh3.org by 10pm Sunday for inclusion of events 
in next week’s Runday Shag 
 
 

The car park is on the A246, just 0.3 mile west of the A24 Givons Grove 
roundabout (Texaco garage) and is best approached from that direction. It is on 
the left just after you cross the River Mole. It is also known as Norbury Park, 
but don't confuse it with the other one further west. Bring wellies - it may be wet 
underfoot! 

On on: The Old Crown, Bookham  KT23 4AA 

Proceed west on A246 for 1.7 miles and turn right into Great Bookham High 
Street. Pub is on junction with Lower Road. 

2340 16 Feb Dormouse    TBA 

2341 23 Feb Shiva     TBA 

2342 01 Mar Bonn Bugle & Hans der Schwanz TBA 

2343 08 Mar TBA     TBA 

2344 15 Mar TBA     TBA 

2345 22 Mar TBA     TBA 

2346 29 Mar J Arthur  AGM  Peaslake 

2347 05 Apr TBA     TBA 

2348 12 Apr TBA     TBA 

2349 19 Apr TBA     TBA 

Dregs 

Visitors 

Dreg 

Bastards! 

Sinners Dregs Sinners 

Dregs 

Checking? 
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Addendum 
 

Yes, muddy or what! 
Here is our very own Le Pro 

(whose birthday we noted a week 
early) input: 

“It was indeed the IRA today, the 
International RA with his Spanish, 
Swiss and Italian guests. 

He was delighted to see the back of 
January, no more haggis, no more 
Brexit, no more trying to be vegan 
and no more reduced gym 
membership prices offer only 
available at the start of the year ! 

He also announced he was male or 
female as his passport renewal form 
only offered these 2 possibilities. No 
more agonising over asexual, non-
binary, transgender stuff. 

SINNERS: 
J. Arthur’s “media naranja” 

recognised the Pro at the railway 
station but didn’t stay to chat!!!! 

Olive Oyl and Popeye not allowed 
out of the country so have to be with 
us a bit longer. 

One in the Eye, our new resident 
right winger was happy to give a lift 
to the airport to a Portuguese 
colleague to get her out of the country 
the day Brexit was completed. 

Stevie Blunder for calling the RA 
mad,vulgar and above all Scottish! 

And Atalanta was reported by 
most of the hash for losing a trainer in 
a bog, the word sucked [and off MB] 
was used in this context!!!!” 

Teq gave MB and, somewhat 
unjustly, Simple, a down-down for 
my drowning out of Simple’s parking 
guidance with a rudiments of music 
talk. It was OK though since he ended 
up several sheets of Bronco away 
from RHUM’s spectacular vehicle. 

Colour Supplement  

FRB, unusually present at the 
circle (but I guess he had to take 
possession of the mugs), yelled out 
Krupke, a reference to West Side 
Story. 

There were several Tumbling 
Tossers including Fish’n’chips 
who’s muddy slither I copied. Well, 
no harm was done, just messy. 
Later on, however, I tripped on a 
submerged root and fell on my right 
hand. When my little finger turned 
a nice shade of purple, later on, I 
went to A&E. I’d buggered my 
phalanx! Yes, it was yet another 
fracture. Am I getting old? That 
was rhetorical! 

 
 How about a mud joke? 
Three women were returning to 

their village one night. 
They spotted a man staggering 

ahead of them who was obviously 
very drunk. As they watched, he 
stumbled and fell face-down into a 
mud puddle. When they walked up 
to him, one woman turned him over 
to see if she recognized him.  

His face, however, was so 
covered with mud she couldn't tell, 
so she bent over and unzipped his 
pants. She remarked, "Well, he's not 
my husband."  

The second woman, peering over 
the first woman's shoulder, agreed, 
"You're right, he's not your 
husband."  

The third woman, somewhat 
older than the other two, bent over 
to look and said, "He's not even 
from our village." 

 
OnOn! Master Bates 

TT 1 

Is Petal pleased to 
see someone? 

TT 2 


