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The hares (on the day) 

Staple Hill car park has an 
access engineered to discourage 
caravans and trailers. Other 
vehicles struggle: I saw a Range 
Rover leave only with great 
difficulty. The word “staple” lends 
itself readily to anagrams starting 
with “p”. Petals, in honour of our 
hare, and also plates, pleats, 
palest, pastel... More about our 
language in the coda. 

We have all hashed on 
Chobham Common fairly 
frequently – and indeed Petal, 
like all hares here, took us to the 
hill where model planes are 
launched. But he then managed 
to find areas of the Common 
where I at least have never been; 
his trail was ingenious and 
entertaining. Le Pro offered me 
sympathy as Scribe for being 
reduced to a group of six to write 
about; but the Scribe is given a 
different trail each week. 
Different terrain, different 
adventures.

 

And in fact our “six” were today 
reduced to five; RHUM is obliged 
to self-isolate, assumably for a 
fortnight (the rules change with 
confusing frequency). Kelinchi’s 
place was taken by Master 
Bates, who found where a trail 
continued when Atalanta, who 
had solved the check, went 
wrong. He crowed with glee, 
cock-a-hoop at his success, and 
promptly went arse over tit, 
scratching his arms on thorns. 
How are the mighty fallen; or, 
“pride goes before a fall”….. 

Today, although Le Pro and 
Atalanta solved the majority of 
the checks, I did solve 4: the first, 
and 3 in a row in the middle. 
Obviously whoever solves a 
check has an advantage with the 
next, being able to choose the 
most likely path. Today the check 
circles seemed to get further and 
further apart: but this may be an 
illusion, as the hashers become 
tired. J. Arthur pronounced we 
had run 5.04 miles, and this in 
just over 70 minutes, so an 
average of 4.25 mph, which is 
good going on a hash. 

Petal had set a trail for a few of 
us from this car park during the 
summer; his finish today was a 
reprise of the start then. 
Otherwise this was original, 
varied, and wholly successful. 
And our little group stayed 
together most harmoniously: 
there have been complaints 
recently of dawdlers and groups 
splitting up. The remedy, gentle 

readers, is self-discipline and 
solidarity: hash qualities! And I 
suppose good time-keeping 
helps: we observed Dr Death set 
out at 12.15, either 15 minutes 
late or 5 minutes early... 

England really does differ from 
much of Europe in one particular, 
that we have no fully fledged 
dialects. This was not always the 
case; in the 14th century The 
Canterbury Tales was in an 
English you can all read today, 
with some application, whereas 
Sir Gawayne and the Green 
Knight, in the English of 
Cheshire, is inaccessible without 
constant reference to a glossary. 
But 100 years later Caxton could 
see only minor differences in 
usage: the plural of “egg” 
perhaps, “egges” or “eyren”? 
There remain of course regional 
accents, even regional words, 
but we all speak the same 
language. This has not been true 
in such European countries as I 
know. Until recently France had 
numerous forms of patois, in Italy 
the dialects were really another 
language, in Germany my son, 
who had a fair command of 
German, could not understand a 
word spoken at a party in Bonn 
until his host, realising the 
problem, called out “Nur Hoch-
Deutsch, bitte!” - please don’t use 
dialect! Elena Ferrante makes 
the point that in Napoli abstract 
reasoning was inaccessible to 
the people; my wife has an 
intelligent cousin, fluent in the 
local language, whom I once 
asked “Does your patois have the 
same grammar as French?” She 
just stared at me, unable even to 
consider the question. Dialects 
are purely for conversation, and 
seldom have any written form or 
any need for study. England’s 
partners in the UK, the Celtic 
nations, have beautiful 
languages of their own, with fully 
developed literatures: but at least 
we have the unity of a single 
tongue, even if any other form of 
unity currently escapes us. 

On on, FRB
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The hares (archive pictures)! 

CONGRATULATIONS TO THE CELEBRITIES! 

The happy couple celebrate their anniversary holding bubbles with their bubble! 
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Receding hareline – yes, really! 
 

Runs start from 11:00 
 

Renaissance hash 

2346 6 Sept Tequil’over Ockley 
2347 13 Sept Petal & Uncle Gerry 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 
2352 18 Oct Petal & Wally Chobham Common 

 

Future 

2353 25 Oct Uncle Gerry see e-mail 
2354 1 Nov Cap’n Stagg Webb see e-mail 
2355 8 Nov Too Posh & One in 
  the Eye 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 enjoying these 
experimental trails, have a go!  Contact RHUM. 

 

 

EDITOR’S IN-BOX
 

Beaver’s Hole, 17 October 
Dear Sir, 

Re: Gibbergutgate (aka Tales from the Riverbank) 

 

Having read Tosser’s insightful 
comments (letter to the editor, RS 
2351) regarding the lens distortion 
of Gibber’s gut and cranial 
capacity, I realised that the 
photograph I took (by standing on 
a picnic table) also exhibits a 
degree of perspective 
(foreshortening) distortion. I have 
now corrected this and re-submit 
the image in all of its fidelity.  

 

Yours faithfully (and, even more, 
humbly), 

Master Bates 

 

Dear MB, You must have too 
much time on your hands.  Would 
you like a job? 

Click for backing track & 
Neanderthal girls. 

Voxpops House, 16 October 

Sir, 

Speakers’ Corner 

I don’t know what possessed you to publish that tirade by 
Rudy Aardmann about everyone banging on about Mental 
Health at every bleeding opportunity.  It’s enough to make 
you want to top yourself! 

Yours, 

I Ronick 

 

Dear Mr Ronick, No, not me, but take care! 

 

Gibber’s Gaff, Leatherhead, 13 October 

Dear Petal, 

Safety from Cycles 

I hope your venue is not a honey pot like last week’s. 
Ignoring the quality of the Run, which took Mrs G and I over 
2 and a half hours on our own, I thought J Arthur lost the plot 
in choosing that venue when we all know from past 
experience that the area is saturated with cyclists and trail 
riders.  This time it was even worse. Car park full and heaving 
with people, and on all legs of the Run numerous cyclists 
roaring past without any clearance.  As our process is to try 
and keep people safe I would have felt safer at a Trafalgar 
Square protest than on the Run and Carpark.  In case you 
think I am talking behind his back I shall very firmly be telling 
him my thoughts when I catch up with him. 

 

Yours, 

Uncle 

 

PS I knew Raffles would be upset about your latest 
remarks, and so this proved to be by the enclosed hitting my 
in-box (see page 5).  If by chance a vacancy occurs in the 
Mis-management Raffles has my vote. He would bring some 
common-sense to the occasion. Cheers. 

 

Dear Uncle Gerry, Now it’s in print you are not talking 
behind J Arthur’s back! 

 

Mon repose, 13 October 

Sir, 

Cyclegate 

On Sunday 11th I encountered more cyclepaths than at a 
day in Broadmoor.  It was frightening. 

 

Yours, 

Emma Softie 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0e0qYP_PTlY&ab_channel=UweT
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0e0qYP_PTlY&ab_channel=UweT
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Chez moi, 13 October 
Dear Petal, 

 

Which pub on Sunday? 

 

Yours, 

A Harriette 

 

Dear Harriette, 

Any one you like.  It’s nothing to do with the hash… 

 
Wally’s hideout, 16 October  

Dear J Arthur 

Piss in a Lake 

A belated thank you for a really great trail.  Obviously being 
a world-wide super hare I guessed the back checks but we 
did get a bit lost at times.  

There were only 4 in our group (I refuse to call it a pod as 
it is an insult to peas - ironically we were at Peaslake but I 
never saw any water). 

Checking was a tad difficult because Raffles would only 
play with his stick.  Please ban bikes next time as it affects 
my life cycle! 

Anyway must get off off now and see what is happening in 
THE VILLAGE. 

Sincerely nobodys. 

Number 6 but a free man 

 

Black hole, The Other Side, 18 October 

Dear Sir, 

Elementary Physics & Bloody COVID 

I am getting increasingly pissed off by so-called journalists 
displaying their immense ignorance and spreading it to the 
general population.  I wish they would disappear into a black 
hole (or am I no longer allowed to say that in your brave new 
world)? 

Any student of A Level Maths or Physics will be familiar with 
the following equation for distance against time: 

S = ut + ½at2 
where a is the amount of acceleration 

If a = 0 you have a straight line (linear motion). 

If a > 0 you have a curve showing the effect of the 
acceleration – an EXPONENTIAL curve.  If “a” is small the 
exponential curve will be almost flat, so WHY do your ruddy 
journalists think the word means INCREDIBLY RAPID!!!!!! 

In sensational headlines the growth in COVID cases has 
been described as “exponential” as in March.  The curves 
are different.  This is not particularly alarming, but we are 
expected to be alarmed! 

Yours, etc., 

Albert Einstein 

 

READERS’ WIVES

 
Twinkletoes atop Holmbury Hill 

 

It’s that time of 
year!  Stay happy! 

 

Now, I’ve heard it all… 

According to The 
Today Programme, 
putting the clocks back 
next week could be BAD 
FOR YOUR MENTAL 
HEALTH 

Gawd help us !!!! 
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Uncle Gerry’s inbox 
 

Raffles digs the dirt 
 

Hello Uncle, I did not expect to drop you a line so soon after 
my last one but felt it necessary after Petal suggested our 
little private exchanges were ghost written by a fantasist.  I 
was furious about my integrity being challenged and I am 
sure it was the same for you.  However don’t be surprised by 
his behaviour as he has been as cranky as hell since 
lockdown, all driven by my adventures over the last 6 months 
while he languishes at home.  Very simply he is jealous 
because being Covid 19 immune I can go out and have a 
good time while the Grim Reaper hovers over the Petal 
Bunker and everybody else.   

Let me assure you that everything that I have told you over 
the last months are completely true, as it should be amongst 
true friends, and I defy you to find anybody on the Hash who 
has ever heard me tell a lie.  So if he wants to play rough let 
me tell you about the Petal family behind the scenes.   

For instance Petal, other than when going out for booze, 
exists in his pyjamas day after day, never washing, shaving, 
or cleaning his teeth, while his hair is like a wild bush.  He 
avoids going on Zoom so his clients don’t see him in this 
state, more like the Wild Man of Borneo.  As to the smell from 
his study this is not surprising as he hardly gets around to 
changing his M&S underpants.  Disgusting.   

Mrs Petal is only a little better, she exists day by day in her 
orange Onesie, never taking out her curlers.  She thinks 
nobody knows about her secret supply of Vodka which she 
keeps behind the fridge but the poor woman deserves it as 
she is always in the kitchen cooking meals after the family 
rejected her ready-made meals she purchased from 
Poundland.   

As to Miss Petal she hardly leaves her room from day to 
day, remaining mostly in bed, either playing with her phone 
or reading old copies of Teen Magazine.  Not that you would 
know that reading her Facebook Page, which tells her friends 
about her 3 weeks in a Florida villa, her trips to Regents 
Street clothes shopping, and her coming TV appearance in 
the finals of a competition to join a Girl Pop Group.  Sad but 
pure fantasy.   

Finally Master Petal has been completely banned from the 
house after a picture of him appeared on the front page of 
the Sun partying in town with his Uni mates, a bottle of 
brandy in one hand and a cheese burger in the other.  
Disgraceful.   

So you have it the Petal tribe in real life, not particularly 
appealing but he should not malign you and me.  You have 
to fight back in these modern times, gloves off.  Let’s keep 
our little billets doux going but keep them private from a 
resentful Petal. 

Now I am off to the local bus shelter to meet my doggy 
friends to get some intellectual stimulus after the doom and 
gloom of Petal Place.  You should join us some day, we have 

a variety of discussions on such subjects as French wine, 
Russian poetry, the role of pure maths, the meaning of life, 
and as a little light relief the possibility of bonking that 
stunning Poodle at No 54.  

Yours with respect and affection.   

Raffles.   

 

PS – I’m trying out my new outfit and preparing to take up 
my seat with all those poodles in the House of Lords. 

 

 


