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FRB writes: 

A very good trail indeed. Let’s 
not use that car park again: 
Radnor Lane is a nightmare, and 
when you do arrive, the cyclists 
who love Peaslake so much 
have taken all the spaces. (Has 
that car park been completely 
remodelled since we were last 
there? And made distinctly 
smaller?) I have the impression 
that Surrey lovers of open air had 
all decided today to ensure they 
did not feel frustrated by what the 
PM might say next day. The 
return via Newlands Corner was 
dense with motor-cyclists. 

J. Arthur managed what one 
might have thought impossible, 
an original trail in the area SH3 
know best and have doubtless 

visited most often. He sent us 
north to the village, but on a 
corkscrew route which had us 
guessing at every check; the 
return obviously took us back 
south, but there again some 
checks had counter-intuitive 
solutions. Once we were in 
Peaslake I thought “Well, a left-
hander will give the hare more 
forest to use” but was wrong 
again. Indeed, I did not solve a 
single check: Kelinchi and 
Atalanta saw to that. They were 
inspired. Tequil’Over posted 
himself at the check circles to 
signal solutions to the rest of our 
group, which is a perfectly useful 
contribution to progress and 
harmony. Le Pro was fast; 
Master Bates and I were the 
also-rans. You have to have 
some, don’t you? Not everyone 
can be a prima donna: the 
chorus have their value, their 
own contribution to make. 

On the way out the checks 
were close together, the 
solutions relatively nearby; the 
return had checks much further 
apart, the solutions more 
difficult. But the whole trail was 
highly ingenious, and took us 90 
minutes – depending on how 
long people spent admiring the 
view from the trig point we 
always visit in this forest. Plenty 
of sunshine and scenery – and of 
course, inevitably at times we 
came upon areas of the forest 
familiar from earlier trails, but 
were soon off the beaten track 
once more. Masses of cyclists, a 

tribute to the effect of the 
coronavirus, which has 
increased the popularity of the 
sport. I am not sure they stay at 
all strictly in groups of six: indeed 
from the earliest days of the 
lockdown, when we were 
allowed 60 minutes of exercise 
each day, I had the impression 
that cyclists were a law unto 
themselves, oblivious to any 2 
metre rule as they passed 
pedestrians. Well, on a towpath, 
or indeed a woodland track, as 
today, they have little option; and 
it is true they go by so fast the 
time for passing on the virus is 
greatly reduced.  

Al Coda (Continued on page 3) 

Twinkletoes writes: 

We were blessed by a beautiful 
October Autumn Day. 

Did our best to be on time for 
our group and so we set off with 
time to spare, or so we thought. 

Bunsen Burner called to say he 
was en route as well but didn’t 
have the postcode, so we 
arranged to meet him in 
Peaslake. 

Our satnav took us via 
Holmbury and were a little 
delayed by narrow lanes, cars 
and cyclists that were not going 
to make way for a Bentley no 
matter how old the driver was! 
However not to be thwarted by 
this we ploughed on and arrived 
just 3 minutes late. Our group 
had already taken off, [Ed: the 
train had to leave the station!] 
however no problem we met 

The hare: library picture! 
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Arthur who kindly pointed the three of 
us in the right direction and off we went 
with Bunsen and the dogs. 

What a lovely trail it was just enough 
complex checks back and forth to keep 
us on our toes. We were challenged by 
a couple of them however between the 
three of us and the hounds we were 
able to keep on trail. We also made it to 
Holmbury Hill which was overrun by 
cyclists enjoying their picnics, the view 
was breath-taking, such a joy on a 
stunning day. We arrived back at the 
same time as the earlier group who had 
apparently done an extra loop! 

We then headed to the Hurtwood Inn 
for refreshments and Bunsen had 
snared a table outside which was a real 
treat. We then devoured a delicious 
pizza a large bowl of truffle chips, 
accompanied by beer and cold white 
wine, whilst the sun continued to shine. 

Got back in time to see Nadal 
slaughter Djokovic and later caught an 
amazing glimpse of Mars (with our 
binoculars), who has come to visit 
planet earth in our hour of need. Maybe 
we should all relocate to the Red Planet 
and start again, OnOn, TTx 

Petal adds: 

Somehow you teleported past us, if 
you arrived at the car park at the same 
time as Do You?’s group, which is odd, 
as we were on trail all the way until the 
final more challenging bit near 
Holmbury Hill.  Did someone rub out 
some blobs, maybe?   

We caught up Bonn Bugle who was 
fuming at being abandoned by her 
“friends”, before we let her catch up 
with her group again. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It seems 
we 

missed 
out 

Holmbury 
Hill!

Checking! 
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The receding hareline is back! 

 

Runs start from 11:00 sharp. 

Recent history: 

2345 22 March Sir Ray (joint OCH) Remember? 

COVID break (let’s hope it’s the only one) 

2346 6 Sept Tequil’over Ockley 
2347 13 Sept Uncle Gerry & Petal Ockley 
2348 20 Sept Tosser Ockley 
2349 27 Sept Doug the Tub & Sidney Wood 
  Mrs Robinson 
2350 4 Oct Le Pro Worplesdon 
2351 11 Oct J Arthur Peaslake 

 
Future 

2352 18 Oct Petal & ? see e-mail 
2353 25 Oct Uncle Gerry see e-mail 
2354 1 Nov Cap’n Stagg Webb see e-mail 
2355 8 Nov Hash Flash &  
  Too Posh see e-mail 
2356 15 Nov Dr Death see e-mail 
2357 22 Nov Master Bates II see e-mail 
 

It’s time to start volunteering again – if you’ve been walking during 
lock-down, you must be full of ideas for a good trail. 

 

SPEAKERS’ CORNER 
Coda 

Our hash has an admirably open ethos. There are 
simple criteria by which any society may be assessed: 
hostility to immigrants, Jews, or homosexuals, male 
condescension to women, racial prejudice: you might 
have thought these all obvious enough, hardly worth 
listing, but no, you would have been wrong. There is a 
resentment growling and simmering, once expressed 
by denigrating those classed as “politically correct”, 
but nowadays an “anti-woke” movement apparent in 
certain sections of the national press – and, I strongly 
suspect, much more virulent in social media – seeks 
to justify traditional prejudices. I remember in the 70s 
the Telegraph dismissing criticisms of the police as 
racist by saying “These are the natural attitudes of the 
sectors of society policemen come from.” A new, very 
recent development comes from our government, 
which now forbids teachers to refer to writers opposed 
to capitalism: such behaviour is henceforward 
branded extremist. And indeed, as I have said before, 
capitalism is the only game in town: no one has found 
any viable alternative. Which is unfortunate, as it has 
no means of adjusting our behaviour in time to save 
the planet. 

On on, FRB 

Fine 

 

 

 

Rudy Aardmann writes: 

I think that the term MENTAL HEALTH is over-used 
and as a result it is seriously devalued.  I can’t stand 
hearing people say it!  I feel very sorry for the small 
number of people for whom it is very real and a serious 
problem.  That is very very sad.  BUT for Chrissake! 

Shit happens.  To everyone.  That’s real life.  Deal 
with it or GROW A PAIR (as Poshie would say)! 

It’s easy to blame something, or someone else, for 
YOUR problem, take drugs, and say, “It’s bad for me 
men’al ‘ealth,” and sit around putting on weight.  It 
gives you an excuse for not dealing with it and it will 
be with you FOREVER. 

Nowadays every challenge is “bad for your mental 
health”.  No it’s not, it’s just tough.  Be an adult!  Go 
hashing! 

 

 

 

 

 

Emma Softie writes: 

Life is really tough and made much worse by 
narcissistic idiots with no sympathy, who just say, “Get 
over it”.  It’s even worse now with the pandemic which 
is bad for everyone’s health, mental and otherwise. 
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LETTERS TO THE 
EDITOR 

 

Tosser’s Townhouse 

Sir, 

Re: Gibbergutgate 

In the recent exchanges over the lens distortion of Gibber’s 
stomach one fact has been quite overlooked. It was not only 
the lower area that become expanded. This distortion also 
extended to his head, thereby giving the impression, quite 
false, of extra brain capacity. 

Tosser 

 

Fortunately our photographer has supplied both images: 

 
 

Oxshott Manor, 6 October 

Dear Petal, 

Secretary required 

Please can you send all others’ address/time, so I can plan 
my day? 

Regards, 

Mr A 

 

Dear Mr A, 

I’m not sure I understand the question, old bean.  Surely you 
have the contact details of your friends, or perhaps no 
friends?  I shouldn’t really be sharing details of others 
without asking them first, unless you have just lost them!  I 
shall be happy to don some black stockings and suspenders 
(it has been known) and offer my services for an appropriate 
fee. 

 
I feel the onset of a regular Mr A column… 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Woking Villas, 6 October 
Dear Petal, 

Registration 

Where is the bit that tells us where the hash is? 

Why is Teq dick - tasting to us!! 

BB 
 

Dear BB, 

 

Dick tasting sounds pretty gross! 

 

The location is available to members via the link. 

 
Dear Petal –Bloody predictive text!!! - BB 
 
 

Dorking Castle, 8 October 
Dear Sir, 

SH3 & the Quadrupeds 

Why quadrupeds you may ask?  Well, simply to cut myself 
a bit of slack.  I learnt early on for example that "POPEYE" 
had been put out to graze some years before but there was 
a dog(sea?) running at Catford (or was it Romford)?  I lose 
track!  

Nowadays of course there is STAMFORD RAFFLES who 
is generally to be found at the back of the pack probably 
more interested in catching rabbits than moving forward.  I 
digress.  There has been so much to report șince that heady 
first day back at Newcastle when 5 out of 6 “Hashers” won 
or were placed.  More recently the “hash horse” ICE LORD 
came 3rd to Ice Station Zebra at Kempton.  A week ago THE 
TRUMPET MAN (sire Golden Horn) scored a notable 
victory.  HURRICANE HARVEY won at Uttoxeter. 

In a previous race HERE COMES McCOY didn’t though 
SHADY McCOY, GINGER MAX & SIR MAX have all won 
this season.  The various PERCYs & and TEDDYs have all 
been busy but more about them another time. 

IN THE MEANTIME ATALANTA QUEEN is scheduled to 
run TODAY (Thursday) in the 7.15 Southwell (her favourite 
course?) so we’ll see how that works out. 

On On at a canter  

Lord Raleigh 
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FROM THE HOUSE OF 
COMMONS 

the blame game extends to SH3 
 
Not Quite Hansard, October 2020 

 
(Speaker of the House) A statement on coronavirus by the 

Secretary of State 

 

(Secretary of State) Thank you, Mr Speaker. As the House 
will know, rates of Coronavirus infection have risen 
significantly to levels that may now be as high as two or even 
three percent of the levels reached in March. (cries of Oh 
No! from back benchers) 

Indeed, I share your concern, above all concern that there 
may be some suggestion that this Government is, in some 
way, responsible for those numbers. It cannot be for lack of 
clarity in communications or my own Galaxy beating Test, 
Track and trace system, therefore I have been actively 
seeking who is responsible. 

Mr Speaker, I am delighted to announce today that, better 
still, we have now found someone to blame. (cheers from 
Government benches) First, however, I must apologise. My 
colleagues and I have, in the past, regularly suggested that 
young people aged between seventeen and thirty, totally 
ignoring our social distancing rules and engaging in large 
gatherings, while drinking all night might be responsible. I 
now recognise that was quite wrong and I apologise to all 
young people, so just carry on partying dudes! (dead 
silence)  

We have found that it is in reality a single group, in an age 
range between sixty and ninety years, running in Surrey that 
are wholly and exclusively responsible for this outbreak. The 
House will no doubt be as shocked as I was to hear that, 
while running in Surrey, on a Sunday, these reprobates 
almost all wore brightly coloured tee shirts. Some, I regret to 
say, even wore shorts. (gasps). Worst of all, they call 
themselves the ‘Surrey Hash House Harriers’. (Moans and 
sounds of shock) 

It was, we have decided, drinking at the pub afterwards that 
started the spread of the virus and, having found it so 
convenient to blame this one group for the present outbreak, 
we have concluded that they should also be responsible for 
the first one in March. Indeed, in exchange for a very good 
Free Trade agreement, we have agreed that the President 
of the United States can also hold this group completely to 
blame for the entire outbreak in America. Similar 
negotiations are going on with Brazil and other countries 
where trade deals may help. Not, of course, anywhere in 
Europe. 

Members of the group have been vigorously interrogated 
and it is now clear they are themselves individually quite 
blameless, having all been led astray by their evil cult leader, 
someone they call ‘the Grand Master’.  

Mr Speaker, I am able to announce today that this so-
called Grand Master has been apprehended and is being 
held in Belmarsh high security prison. There is however a 
related matter on which I wish to seek the guidance of the 
House. Despite the appalling damage this evil sect has done 
to the reputation of this Government and, following rigorous 
interrogation, regrettably we cannot find that they or even 
the Grand Master have committed any crime, apart from one 
unpaid parking ticket from Barnes. 

It was long the tradition of earlier, weakly led, Governments 
to stick blindly to international laws, but I put it to the House, 
in these extraordinary circumstances do we not have a 
moral obligation to break out the Rack, the tongs, 
thumbscrews, the intimate area electrodes and, for this 
sinister Grand Master alone, ignore those pathetic treaties 
banning torture? (Loud cheers, many shouts of Yes, and, go 
right ahead, waterboard him!)  

 

(Thanks to Everready for digging out this special report) 
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FOR THE SCIENTISTS 

 
The above was posted in a hash WhatsApp group and here 

is how we ran with it: 

“I think that advertisement altered while I read it” 

“Isn't it both inside the bottle and the glass at the same 
time, so you can keep drinking?  Never mind whether it is 
good or bad - that's philosophy, not science!” 

“No, it's wrong. When you actually drink the wine the wave 
function collapses and at that point the wine is EITHER good 
or bad for you, not also.” 

“Ah.... but two different gulps are two different wave 
functions which are sampled/collapsed at different times...   
so, in your stomach, it can be both good and bad at the same 
time.” 

“Wrong. A glass of wine is a quantum of wine and 
indivisible. It's all or nothing.” 

“It depends on your energy level. Can you make the leap 
or do you end up inert?” 

“In other (atomic) words, do you come out of your shell? 

“That’s taking it to the next level.” 

“Presumably the wine gets less red as it gets more 
energetic?” 

 

 

Geddit??!! 
 

 

OTHER TRIVIA 
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Uncle Gerry’s inbox 
What gay days! 

Morning Uncle. 

I wouldn’t normally bother you this early except I felt the 
urgent need to share last week’s experience with you which 
was very strange to say the least and ended up with a little 
bit of revenge on my pet human.  It all started when I was 
stretched out on the sofa while Petal was in his study 
explaining to a client how 1 + 1 can equal 3, Mrs Petal was 
in the kitchen making 50 Shepherd Pies in anticipation of the 
next lock down, while Miss Petal was in her bedroom 
sending her 200th text of the day.   

Very simply the house was quiet and my mind was 
wandering all over the place.  Nevertheless it kept coming 
back to an incident in a pub the week before where a kindly 
gentleman said to Petal “what a beautiful Afghan hound, 
how old is she”.  “She”, I thought, bloody idiot, can’t he see 
that I am a full blooded male with a royal pedigree going 
back 400 years.  Still the more I thought about it the more it 
played on my mind until I convinced myself he had a point.   

Taking a good look at myself in the hall mirror I must admit 
I looked very pretty to say the least with my golden fringe, 
exotic ears, and spellbinding eyes.  Thinking on I realised 
that my lady friends in the surrounding area received so 
much better treatment, endlessly being kissed and cuddled 
and spoilt with chocolates and chopped liver.  Also the 
Papers are full of stories of humans changing sex so I 
thought why not give it a go?   

Firstly I quietly padded up to Mrs Petal’s bedroom to see 
what was on offer, and sure enough a pair of big false 
eyelashes were laying on the dressing table.  On they went 
but couldn’t find any earrings to set them off.  However 
downstairs were some new Christmas baubles and I must 
admit tagged on to my ears they gave me a very exotic and 
vampish appearance.  Hunting around the house I also 
managed to find some fine lace work which looked very sexy 
attached to my harness, and to top it a nice fluffy bow made 
from one of Miss Petal’s silk handkerchiefs. The overall 
effect was nothing less than stunning, which was only 
enhanced when I stumbled upon a pair of red very high 
heeled f**k me shoes which Mrs Petal was going to take to 
the local charity shop.   

Standing on my hind legs was a bit of a task at first but a 
smart dog like me soon mastered it.  For the next hour I 
waltzed around the house until they all came to lunch.  Now 
this is the extraordinary thing, rather than saying anything 
there was absolutely no reaction, just complete silence, 
although a bit later that day I am sure I heard Petal whisper 
to Mrs Petal “ignore him, if we say nothing he will soon grow 
out of it”.  Right I thought if they will not react let’s see how 
my doggy friends will, so without much ado I slipped out 
through a hole in the hedge and strutted around the nearby 
roads and parks.   

Not a good reaction from my Boxer mate Gnasher who 
called me a “woofter” while a cheeky Terrier called out “hello 

ducky give us a big kiss”.  Still the further I went the better 
the reception and all my lapdog friends said I looked 
something else, although one did suggest a dash of perfume 
around my bottom.  Also a group of school girls could not 
stop cuddling and patting me, and my head was quite 
turned.  Additionally one of my lady friends explained that if 
I was to join them full time like humans it would be perfectly 
permissible to jump into a lady’s basket just by shouting “I’m 
a lady”.   

Even the dimmest of dogs know that females have much 
nicer baskets lined with cotton sheets and big pumped-up 
cushions, unlike my own which is a Lidl’s orange box lined 
with shredded copies of the Sun newspaper.  On that high 
note I headed off home to test the humans again, but again 
complete silence.  As you know I don’t like humans getting 
the better of me so was determined to push this further.  First 
thing the following day I made a hurried phone call to the 
Doggy Doctor who helped me out the last time I was in 
trouble, explaining I wanted to Trans and could he tell me 
how to go about it.  He explained that it wasn’t that easy and 
he firstly wanted to look at my pedigree file, which I managed 
to get out of the filing cabinet while Petal wasn’t around and 
asked a local Greyhound to courier it across.   

I then waited by the hall telephone for the reply which came 
quickly enough and sent me into a fit of rage.  Apparently all 
my documents had a big rubber red stamp on them saying 
“rollocks removed”, which it was explained meant I could not 
Trans because there was nothing to operate on, and all done 
by my humans who had promised my parents they would be 
loving, caring, and understanding. Well you can imagine 
how I felt after this news, and losing my head completely 
chewed-up all of Petal’s Italian style silk underpants, the 
nearest things to his rollocks, and ending with peeing into 
both his running shoes with the only part of my under-
carriage that still exists.  I expect I am in for a few days of 
the cold shoulder, if not more, but how would you like your 
private bits sitting in a jar on a hospital shelf.  Petal must 
learn that a dog is for life not just hashing.   

Yours in anger but also with a big kiss, darling. 

Raffles. 

Seriously!  I’m getting worried about Raffles’ ghost-writer!  I 
think lock-down is getting to him.  His fantasies are 
becoming ever more outlandish.

 


