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Hare(s) Uncle Gerry & Petal 

Venue Ockley 

  

GROUNDHOG 
DAY (1?) 

Wow! a second Covid-Restart 
hash! With last week's “prototype” 
being reasonably successful, i.e. 
most people survived, nobody was 
too badly damaged and most even 
managed a few pints in a nearby 
hostelry, the die was set for 
number two. 

Having found a substantial and 
compliant car park in excellent 
hashing country it seemed the 
opinion of a reasonable number 
that a different trail from the same 
place was an excellent idea, so 
"Groundhog Day" it was! 

Despite my vehicle practically 
knowing its own way to Ockley; a 
late start, Leatherhead closed, and 
“various”, means; 12:38:30 finds 
me parking next to "Elle T.." 

"Hi 'Friend Again'", we 
exchange (a small email error had 
"dented" our usually close 
friendship) "All sorted now? 
Lovely to see Maureen again, 
despite all our efforts! haha!" 

Hornblower and Too Posh glide 
in beside me, showing off that 
THEY were plenty early enough 

 

for their KC1 (13:00) start, and 
then "My Lot" (Med3 12:40) are 
calling for my presence. With one 
trainer laced, ViewRanger half 
started, flour for "Checking 
Chicken" safely left in the hall at 
home, off "My Gang" sets. Well ... 
Mostly; Tosser, because verily he 
is relegated somehow to KC 
(Knitting Circle?), has observed 
earlier groups setting off and has 
spotted a short cut; even before the 
off! 

First On, Sister Anna and Fleur 
D'Or accompany me on flour and 
as soon as we turn on to "The 
Green and Pleasant Land" we spot 
the errant Tosser and he is in the 
distance following flour. “Nobody 
likes a Smart Arse”, I WHISPER. 

Tosser, a long time "I do it my 
way" hasher, takes one look at a 
perfectly well marked trail, decides 
"It MUST lead to a back check, I'm 
going THIS way", and found the in 
trail! 

It seems a number of Groups, as 
my “Walsingham-esq” network of 
spies informs me, made a similar 

mistake; 
Informant J Arthur: 
A lonely start for “FRB1 11.00”; 

just FRB and me. Then at 10.59 and 
thirty seconds, a 'just in time' 
Atalanta “BMWs” in.  

At the first check I checked back 
and almost hit the 'in trail' which 
later Webb, Twinkle, Blue Suite and 
SBJ repeated my mistake but,  
thinking they were on, continued 
following the intrail OUT so 
presumably did the whole lot 
backwards! 

Teq: I didn’t even see the alleged 
check they mention, I found trail 
almost immediately; “Just follow the 
flour! Don’t try and be a smart arse!” 
I advised. 

Other “spy” reports on this part of 
the trail (Trial?) Too Posh: 

Group KC1 (13:00!) started after 
drastic last minute personnel 
changes. Low Profile, feeling 
outnumbered by Harriettes, retired to 
the pub garden, and Chundy, having  
taken advantage of a better offer, 
provided Elle-T-Shirt and Maureen a 
spot in our group. Petal joined , as 

Hare “sweeper” and off we set. 
Petal noted that he had left 

raffles home alone in the pub 
without “adult” supervision so 
sent uncle Gerry (!!) into pub to 
take care of the poor hound. 

In all the confusion I hurried to 
join Petal et al, then half way 
across the first field I realised I 
was still wearing bedroom 
slippers, and so it was to be for 
the rest of the trail! 

 
Spy Tosser’s recollections are: 
Today was the 13th, albeit not a 

Friday, and it was a Gibber run. 
Not auspicious. On top of that, 
Petal arrived back in the car park  
covered in blood having fallen 
over a check which was 30 feet up 
a tree according to the hare.  

Make of that what you will. 
J Arthur, next in, was also 

covered in blood after falling over 
a kerbstone, or something, ... 
Dangerous stuff this tarmac.  

For those interested, Raffles 
sorted out Petal and Atalanta did 
a temporary wrapping on J-Art 
which lasted until he got to the 
pub which goes to show tongues 
are better than bandages! 

COVID-19 Hash 

All in all, definitely not boding 
well for the run to come. 

Ill disciplined lot this hash. 
People came and went, groups 
formed and reformed. If you were 
there you were in and off. 

Our 12.40 group was far better 
organised, but then “The Leader” 
was LEADING! 

Bang on 12.40 the Off. Up the 
road to the Village Hall and into the 
field behind. Now Gibber never 
could go in a straight line and while 
the footpath went straight across the 
field, the trail veered right, 
eventually swinging back onto the 
path. What portend for the rest of 
the trail? 

But No, it was not to be so. It is 
evident that Gibber had spent the 
past few months of non-hashing 
studying the literature of the great 
authors, namely Rambo and Gunga 
Dick, on ‘How to set a Trail’ 
because from this point on the run 
was brilliant. Clever and original. 

 
More from J-Art: 
The third check was a back check 

at Courtbottom Wood which had all 
three of us foxed for twenty minutes 
and finally solved by Atalanta.  

Possibly if there had been more of 
us [and younger] we would have 
found it quicker. By now the second 
group had left the carpark and in 
danger of catching us up. 

The next stretch, by the side of a 
dried up lake must have been on 
private land however there were 
rotten wooden walkways, bridges etc 
presumably put in yonks ago by some 
land owner, now much neglected. 

We were now on a roll with FRB 
and myself following in the wake of 
Atalanta, with herself solving most of 
the checks. Or not!  She followed 
flour across a steel girder spanning a 
stream and called on on the far side, 
following her and after several right 
turns we ended up at the steel girder 
again! Our hares' first unintentional 
loop! Gibbers idea, the flour on the 
girder was a false trail but he had not 
realised it was near his out trail 
further on. 

In solving this I was rewarded with 
a tumble and a bleeding arm but 
nothing broken, thank goodness. 

The hares second unintentional 
check which was solvable in two 
directions [although they claimed it 
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was deliberate] was at the end of 
Vann Lake where by taking one of 
them  it was possible to shorten 
the trail by nearly a mile. Being 
purists we took the longer 
although shortly after FRB 
thought it was time to go back for 
his lunch so disappeared 
homeward. 

From then on it was the familiar 
trail from last week which is 
where we bumped into Cap’n 
Webb and co coming in the 
opposite direction! 

It took our group 5.40 miles in 1 
hour 40 minutes, an excellent trail 
but don't tell Gerry. 

 
Tosser takes up his story: 
…. Sister Anna and Fleur 

handled the whole thing with their 
customary grace and elegance 
while First On did the checking, 
being redirected frequently by Teq 
with his satnav (not proper 
hashing in my view!). 

If there was a bridge too far, it 
was not the numerous, and now 
mostly collapsed, Roman bridges 
that had served the legions, it was 
the penultimate bridge, now 
reduced to a pair of steel girders, 
that caused rebellion in their fair 
ranks!  

Teq got suckered into that one 
by responding to First On’s 
challenge: “This one’s for you!” 
and got over and back without 

 

mishap. A “steadier” from a 
hipflask perhaps? 

Despite being joined by earlier 
and later groups and fragments of 
groups, the 12.40ers pressed on 
and completed the whole trail en 
masse (less one shortcutter … 
ME!), in good form, good spirits, 
whole and happy! 

OnOn Tosser 
 
Too Posh “Finishes us off”, so to 

speak: 
…. Mrs  G  got caught astride a 

fence preferring to straddle rather 
than Risk the dodgy Stile [I first 
read this as Doggy Style! Teq 
hahaha] not realising the fence 
had been electrified to keep the 
sheep in… Zapped! 

Ahead of our group Blue Suit 
destroyed a bridge by falling 
through it. The gallant captain 
Webb held back to help the 
following Harriettes negotiate the 
crossing, mind you his hands had 
to be sanitised as he had popped 
into the bushes first for a quick 
jimmy! 

Finally, on reaching the check 
after the big posh Vann house, 
some bastard had obliterated the 
check.  Hornblower, convinced she 
was on trail, tried to take the 
dubious harriettes round the trail 
for a second time, but luckily Petal 
soon persuaded her not to take this 
option and we were all soon back! 

 
OnOn Poshie 
 
Notes from the Pub (Teq). Having 

finished the trail, and finding 
ourselves , once again, very near a 
pub, a few of us went in and sat at 
tables in the garden in our hash 
groups of 6. 

I understand that discussion 
within the groups thought the whole 
thing a great success and suggested 
we do it all again, well not the same 
trail, next week! So since the VERY 
accommodating car park is still 
available: GroundHog Day 3 [or is 
it Day 2 MB] (if that is not an 
oxymoron?) may be on for next 
week… watch this space.               

Teq’s Musings - -  
On that redaction:  
 
Naturally interested in seeing 

how the first "Covid-Restart" hash 
had gone I eagerly awaited RS 
Publication. 

Quite late Monday night the 
publication email arrives, but 
what is this? A health warning?  

..."FRB is breaking his own 
rules of civility and avoiding 
politics.  Have a few drinks 
first." .... 

Avidly reading the intact text: 
Bugger the political crap, I hardly 
bother with that self opinionated 
claptrap anyway, no; I was 
concerned with the personal 
scientific opinion dressed up as 
fact ! 

 
I quote: 
The beauty of running a trail 

while the corona virus hangs over 
us, rather than walking with 
fellow-hashers, is that observing 
the 2 metre separation comes 
almost of necessity.  

Laudable, probably true! BUT: 
“This is of several magnitudes 

more important than the number 

COVID-19 Hash 

in the group, but while committee 
members are entirely relaxed about 
2 metres, they are as obsessed with 
the group size as medieval mystics 
were with the Beatific Vision.”  

Is personal opinion and 
speculation and is directly in 
opposition to the whole concept 
agreed by the committee of “Group 
of 6” runs. It prompted me to draft a 
light hearted “Open letter”: 

Dear All, 
I had no idea that OUR Peter 

Hughes was a qualified 
epidemiologist! I think we should be 
able to see the workings that 
conclude separation is 
"several" (between 5 and 10?) 
magnitudes (multiples of 10?)  more 
important than the number in a 
group. Perhaps he could provide 
them? 

Petal seems to have of  taken 
note, hence the redaction! BUT  
who actually pulled the plug?  Some 
dirty linen will stay in the closet! 

OnOn 
Teq 
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COVID-19 Hash 
Colour Supplement  

Addendum 
 

 Well, my group crossed the 
girders. They were a bagatelle 
compared with what the 
Weybridge Hash throw at their 
runners. A three inch, unfixed, 
rocking plank over a ditch full 
of slurry and, in the dark is not 
atypical! It was rumoured that 
Atalanta tried to call her 
Sapper friends in to rebuild it, 
but she couldn’t get a signal.  

We exited the Escher loop at 
about half way back around 
and decided to head for the 
road (a reliable trail back) we 
were confronted with Teq 
SHOUTING “Ladies only!” I 
can’t remember exactly what 
we replied, but it definitely 
ended in “..ocks”!  

It still proved to be an 
enjoyable day out in the fine 
Ockley countryside and with 

excellent weather. It was nice 
to see Ear Trumpet and, of 
course, Lord Raleigh joined us 
last week. That week I 
encountered Hash Flash in the 
car park and I asked him “Is 
being GM as much fun as you 
thought it was going to be?” (!) 

 

Now if you want some 
intellectual and satirical 
humour DO NOT read on! 

  
How much money does a 
pirate pay for corn?  A 
buccaneer. 

 

Don't interrupt someone 
working intently on a puzzle. 
The chances are, you'll hear 
some crosswords. 

 

I'm a big fan of whiteboards. 
I find them quite remarkable. 

 
On On!   Master Bates Actually, one day early 

Dregs 

Posh unsheathed 

Poop awareness! 

Captain BirdsEye? 

Re: Gov. guidelines did someone forget the steel rule? 

This is 
one 

greedy 
perch! 


