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Date 25 April 2021 

Hare(s) Kelinchi 

Venue Elstead 

ONON The Woolpack  
(for some) 

THINGS FALL APART, 
THE CENTRE CANNOT 

HOLD 
 
It is very rare indeed for 

me to find myself off flour 
for a substantial segment of 
a trail, but that happened 
today. Kelinchi took us 
through a golf course, which 
did not deter the golfers, 
who seemed to think we 
presented interesting targets; 
now, at one point she set a 
check near where a public 
road came up to the links, 
and this is where I failed. 
RHUM went off one way, 
Atalanta another; Master 
Bates and I were then joined 
by Cool Box and Madonna, 
who were part of our group, 
and Mrs Robinson, who was 
not. None of us could see or 
hear RHUM or Atalanta, so 
we set off at a guess, and 
went on guessing for some 2 

 

miles till we stumbled on 
flour again. Well, I say “we”, 
but in fact Madonna did 
come upon the athletes, and 
stayed with them for a while, 
being joined by DTT from 
the 10.45 group. But not for 
that long; Doug went wrong 
at a later check, and he too 
did his own thing and 
finished before them. Well, I 
say “them”; Madonna ended 
up on his own once more. As 
you can see, things fell apart. 
When Kelinchi heard our 
story, she went off to mark 
the trail through, which will 
have benefited the 11.30 and 
11.45 groups: yes, Master 
Bates and I were in by 11.30, 
and that group was not 
punctual in leaving. 

None of this confusion 
should be read as criticism of 

the hare or the trail: it was our 
own ineptitude as runners 
which let us down. The scenery 
was good, the (real) trail the 
right length, the checks – well, 
those I was involved in – were 
perfectly reasonable. It was we 
as a pack who failed; Kelinchi 
had done a fine job in terrain 
we have all come to appreciate. 
The car park (whose potholed 
access was startling) was 
distinctly over-crowded by the 
time we were drinking the 
health of RHUM, recently 
turned 65 and so driven 
unwillingly into retirement. I 
foresee this problem of parking 
continuing till the pubs let their 
customers indoors once more. 
In the interim joining an early 
group is advisable! 

The French are fond of a 
dictum, “L’argent ne fait pas le 

bonheur”. Naturally it is 
intended to console those 
lamenting a lack of funds, 
and is seldom taken very 
seriously. I have seen the 
converse, “Le bonheur ne 
fait pas l’argent”, loosely 
“Happy people seldom 
make an unusual amount of 
money”, which is worth 
examining. Obviously 
“happiness” is elusive, 
unmeasurable, but taking 
proxies one study suggested 
that increases in income are 
associated with an increase 
in well-being, which is 
hardly surprising: penury is 
seldom a cause for content. 
But this is true only up to a 
limit, typically some £50K. 
So what motivates the very 
rich in their perpetual quest 
for yet more wealth? Their 
income vastly exceeds their 
capacity to spend it (though 
lottery winners often blow 

The Runday Shag 

£1M or more and find 
themselves back on poor 
street, the very rich think in 
billions, not millions). I can 
only suppose they are driven 
by an appetite for power and 
for privilege, motivations 
probably not indeed 
consistent with happiness. 

Of course there are 
generous billionaires. Giving 
money away is a fascinating 
topic; my daughter reported a 
group of (female) friends who 
were deeply embarrassed 
when asked to comment on 
“We give more than £100 a 
year to charity”. £100 is a 
beggarly figure; families on 
middle incomes should be 
thinking in thousands, not 
hundreds. 

 
 
OnOn! FRB  

MOA 2 

She Kelinched It! 

Grand Master : 
Hash Flash  

(aka Neil Wilson-Harris) 
 

Joint Masters: 
Uncle Gerry / Gibber 

(aka Gerry Gurney) 
01372 386921   (h) 

cggurney@btinternet.com     
 

Tosser 
(aka Trevor Russell 

  
Religious Advisor : 

Le Pro 
(aka Stuart Gibb 

 
Clutcher’s Mate : 
Birthing Blanket 

(aka  Stephanie Ward) 
 

Hash Cash : 
J Arthur 

(aka Arthur Thomas) 
 

Trail Master: 
RHUM 

(aka Barry Nickelson) 
 

DapperHasherie: 
Fleur D’Or 

(aka Hazel Craig)   
 

Biermeister: 
Tequil’over 

(aka Richard Piercy)  
 

On Sec: 
Tequil’over 

(aka Richard Piercy)  
01372 454907 (h) 
07730 202263 (m) 

 
HashEd: 

Master Bates II 
(aka Briain Lee) 

 
Scribe : 

FRB 
(aka FRB Hughes) 

 
 

sh3@surreyh3.org 
 www.surreyh3.org 

 
 

Trails Line: 
07484 134245 

(The line that never rings!) 
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Addendum 
 

FRB and I, initially did quite well, both solving checks, until the one! After some consid-
erable time searching for flour, I started using my satnav trying to find paths that would 
continue the locus of the trail thus far (assuming it was about 41/2  miles long). In fact, 
RHUM and Atalanta ran over 6! As we adjusted our route to aim for the Car Park, we inad-
vertently, ended up making a substantial short cut and ran a total of just over 3 miles. When 
we did, in fact, find flour (which was going to be inevitable) it was about a mile from the 
end. I feel more than slightly hypocritical in that, last week, I had a problem with the 
checks being marked through and this week, at least one, that wasn’t. So there was no  
problem with the trail but rather the way we have to comply with the current regulations. 

When we were, eventually, reunited back in the car park, we celebrated RHUM’s recent 
birthday with champagne provided by FRB and cake and nibbles from Atty. 

We then repaired to the garden of the Woolpack, where Atalanta had booked us a table 
for lunch. A dozen or so, other hashers also did this and it really was like getting back to 
old times. Fleur also turned up for the run and pub, (her house is visible from the garden) 
but due to bad planning, she had been staying (quite innocently, I am assured) in Cobham 
so that she had to travel the same distance as did I, to get to a run on her doorstep! 

A pair of ready reader, + 1.00 dioptre, unbranded, spectacles (probably from Poundland) 
were found in the garden of the Woolpack. They will be stored in the Bates-mobile, until 
further notice, in case the owner wishes to reclaim them. The claimant should just bring the 
receipt, a vaccination certificate, current passport, birth certificate and  driving licence and 
a recent DBS certificate (facsimiles are not acceptable) and two different photographs of 
their likeness verified and signed by two independent Justices of the Peace. 
  

        A Rabbi's wife was walking down the high street when a flasher walked up to her 
and opened up his coat. Shocked, she said "You call that a lining?" 
  

A Jewish college decides to start a rowing team. But no matter how much they practice, 
they lose every single race. Eventually they decide to send a boy down to the nearby prep 
school as a spy, to find out their winning secret. After a day of reconnaissance, the boy 
comes back. “Listen!” he tells his teammates. “I’ve learnt how they do it,  they have eight 
guys rowing, and only one guy screaming!” 
 

An elderly Jewish man faints and is rushed to the nearest hospital. A nurse tucks him 
into bed and asks, “Are you comfortable?” He replies, “I make a living…” 
 

An American, a Russian, and an Israeli were standing on a train platform. A reporter 
approaches and says, “Excuse me, can I get your opinion about the meat shortage?” 
“What’s a shortage?” asks the American. 
“What’s meat?” asks the Russian. 
“What’s excuse me?” asks the Israeli. 
 
OnOn! Master Bates 

Where is the ***** Flour ! 

Careful Atty! On In! 
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If he had lived twice as long ! 

We cannot be sure of having some-
thing to live for unless we are willing to 
die for it. 
 

If you tremble with indignation at 
every injustice, then you are a comrade 
of mine.  
 

The revolution is not an apple that falls 
when it is ripe. You have to make it 
fall. 
 

Silence is argument carried out by 
other means. 
 

If I lose, it will not mean that it was 
impossible to win. 
 

I am not a liberator. Liberators do not 
exist. The people liberate themselves. 
 

The first duty of a revolutionary is to 
be educated. 
 

Better to die standing, than to live on 
your knees. 
 

Live your life not celebrating victories, 
but overcoming defeats. 

If you can find ways without any 
obstacles, it probably leads nowhere. 
 

Be realistic, demand the impossible. 
 

To accomplish much you must first 
lose everything. 
 

We have no right to believe that 
freedom can be won without strug-
gle. 
 

Cruel leaders are replaced only to 
have new leaders turn cruel. 
 

The life of a single human being is 
worth a million times more than the 
property of the richest man on earth. 
 

It's a sad thing not to have friends, 
but it is even sadder not to have  
enemies. 
 

I know you are here to kill me. 
Shoot, coward, you are only going to 
kill a man. [Last words] 
 
Ernesto Che Guevara 

This Chayote looks familiar! 


