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Date 02 May 2021 

Hare(s) One in the Eye 

Venue Bletchingley 

ONON The Red Lion 
Betchworth!  
(for a chosen few) 

ONE IN THE EYE 
CHOOSES QUARRIES 

AND BLUEBELLS 
Well, the hare said 5.5 

miles, RHUM – who had run 
the checks – said 5 miles, and 
Master Bates – who had not – 
said 4.2. We were in after 69 
minutes, so One In The Eye 
was wrong: we can’t run that 
fast. The other two may well 
have both been right. 
Certainly we went at a good 
clip, walking only 
occasionally. The car park 
came as a surprise: on 
previous visits to Bletchers 
we have used the one at the 
foot of the hill, where the 
A25 from Godstone meets 
the village. Our group had 
expected the trail to go south; 
but no, northwards we went, 
to territory familiar enough at 
first, but then the trail 
became original. Good open 
scenery (and the weather was 

 

kind) so altogether an 
enjoyable morning, though 
purists might object that 
almost completing the 
perimeter of a vast quarry 
became a touch monotonous. 
And thereafter the flour 
reached a Road Closed notice, 
and petered out. It is possible 
the white traces on the 
carriageway were once flour, 
heavily obliterated by traffic; 
or perhaps they were not. But 
why complain? With 
persistence we found 
resumptions of flour, and 
reached the familiar golf 
course north of Bletchingley. 

To our delight we found J. 
Arthur in the car park, waiting 
for the 11.45 start with Vera 
Vomit, Tosser, and Simple. 
So our long-standing 
colleague is running once 

more. Le Pro was meant to be 
with us today, but became 
unwell. Maybe next week, with 
Teddy Bear the hare, we shall 
all be together once again? 

Ours is an energetic group; we 
worried a little that other groups 
might find some of the solutions 
rather a long way from the 
check circles. Is there a 
discipline which suggests that a 
certain group – the fourth or 
fifth? - might mark the checks 
through? Today this might have 
been helpful. 

The directions for the hash 
said, quite truthfully, that there 
are 3 pubs in the village; but this 
information is of little value 
when all are fully booked. 
Atalanta found a pub in 
Betchworth ready to receive 
runners; that it is 8.5 miles away 
is a small detail. Let us give 

only the briefest of mentions 
to the delays in Bletchers 
caused by road works 
obstructing the entire A25 
for 3 months. 

Bluebells. Today was a 
very good day for bluebells: 
One In The Eye might 
almost have chosen her trail 
to display them. Naturally 
most were blue; but there 
were a reasonable number of 
white ones, but very few of 
what I assume to be the 
intermediate form, which are 
a pale pink. 

“You can’t rewrite history” 
is one of the silliest modern 
sayings. Historians do almost 
nothing else; we are forever 
re-evaluating our past. New 
assessments are an integral 
part of any living society. 
What is actually meant is “I 
don’t want to hear anything 
to challenge my ideas and 
my values!” Such people 
wish to confine history to 
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kings, dates, and victories; 
social and economic history 
risk bringing in ordinary 
people, a troubling thought. A 
current example: the anger at 
revelations of Churchill’s 
racism, which was not 
confined to his remarks: he 
condemned millions of 
Bengalis to die of starvation 
during the war. 

Another symptom of 
nostalgia for the “good old 
days” is the use of “woke” as 
an insult. A fair few people are 
plainly challenged at being 
asked to rethink their 
prejudices and to question 
their loyalties; it is another 
example of emotions getting 
priority over reason. Yes, like 
Brexit: the mindsets overlap 
disconcertingly. 

 
 
OnOn! FRB  

MOA 1 

She gave us all an  Eyeful 

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 
 

I’m too emotionally involved to comment on this run. It is common knowledge that 
OITE has the hots for me and I for her other half, Tail End. Well, we all have to come out 
of the airing cupboard sometime! 

It seems unanimous that the early check challenged everyone and defeated many. Now 
that FRB’s tome has been restored to its rightful place and is no longer relegated to “Page 
3”, that is where you will find supplementary reports from some of the other pods. 

FRB referred to Bluebells of various colours seen on the run. When I speak of Bluebells I 
mean Native (to the British Isles) Bluebells, Hyacinthoides non-scripta. If the flowers are 
white, pink or even blue (true bluebells are violet blue) they are Spanish Bluebells, Hyacin-
thoides hispanica, and are an invasive species. They have escaped from gardens, the white 
and pink variants being cultivars from the original pale blue and are, unfortunately, hybrid-
ising with our native species. Even a totally colour blind [color blind, Jerry] person can 
easily identify a true Bluebell. It has strongly recurved tepals and the whole flower droops 
towards the tip. Our Bluebell is an endangered and protected species. 
 
      And now some quotes kindly supplied by JM Gibber: 
  

Sometimes, when I look at my children, I say to myself, 'Lillian, you should have       
remained a virgin.'- Lillian Carter (mother of Jimmy Carter) 
 

 I had a rose named after me and I was very flattered. But I was not pleased to read the 
description in the catalogue: - 'No good in a bed, but fine against a wall.'- Eleanor Roo-
sevelt 
 

Last week, I stated this woman was the ugliest woman I had ever seen. I have since been 
visited by her sister, and now wish to withdraw that statement. - Mark Twain 
 

The secret of a good sermon is to have a good beginning and a good ending; and to have 
the two as close together as possible. - George Burns 
 

Santa Claus has the right idea. Visit people only once a year. - Victor Borge 
 

Be careful about reading health books. You may die of a misprint. - Mark Twain 
 

By all means, marry. If you get a good wife, you'll become happy; if you get a bad one, 
you'll become a philosopher. - Socrates 
 

I was married by a judge. I should have asked for a jury. - Groucho Marx 
 
My wife has a slight impediment in her speech. Every now and then she stops to breathe. 
- Jimmy Durante 
 

I have never hated a man enough to give his diamonds back. - Zsa Zsa Gabor 
 

Only Irish coffee provides in a single glass all four essential food groups: alcohol, caf-
feine, sugar and fat. - Alex Levine 
 

My luck is so bad that if I bought a cemetery, people would stop dying. - Rodney Danger-
field 
 

Money can't buy you happiness .... But it does bring you a more pleasant form of misery. 
- Spike Milligan 
 

Until I was thirteen, I thought my name was SHUT UP. - Joe Namath 
 

I don't feel old. I don't feel anything until noon. Then it's time for my nap. - Bob Hope 
 

I never drink water because of the disgusting things that fish do in it.  - W. C. Fields 
 
OnOn! Master Bates 

The Usual Suspects 

H. non-scripta H. hispanica 
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‘SH3’ and the 11AM patrol hunt for the ‘H’ 
Over recent weeks the country has been gripped by a drama 

on Sundays as the elite unit known only as ‘SH3’ closed in on 
those behind the outbreak of Serious Organised Hashing in 
Surrey. Who was the mysterious ‘H’? One individual, or many? 
However silly it might sound, could there even be a different 
‘H’ setting a trail of clues each week? At a spot on the A25 
mysteriously marked by balloons, the elite SH3 patrol gathered 
at precisely almost 10:57 hours and promptly proceeded in an 
easterly direction looking for clues that they hoped would prove 
the existence of Organised Hashing in Surrey. 

The first check, still in Bletchingly High Street and within 
sight of the car park entrance, brought an early, shocking, vic-
tim of the cunning ‘H’. The back check was difficult to solve 
because the quantities of white litter that looked so much like 
the intended target. Eventually a member of the ‘Hastings’ team 
found a suspicious looking white powder in a litter strewn 
alleyway.  Other members of the unit were summoned to assist, 
they were ‘E’ from Hastings, ‘DTT’, Raffles and a dog handler 
known only as ‘P’, plus special female operatives ‘Mrs Robin-
son’ and ‘The Eskimo’, but while the unit leader, the ‘GM’ was 
briefly seen approaching, he then completely vanished. In 
shock, the surviving members of the unit realised that the ‘GM’ 
had accidentally been written out of the plot for the entire epi-
sode; they were on their own, doing their best to follow the 
twists and turns of the plot, sorry, trail.,  

Usually ‘DTT’ is the first to solve the challenges set by the 
‘H’, but that day he was initially very off form, consistently 
checking the wrong way. Viewers briefly saw a close-up of his 
twitching hand reaching for a rusty revolver while he muttered 
something about it being the only honourable way out, but in a 
sudden change of mind he followed everyone else on the trail 
north to a large school. Here, the suspicious white powder trail 
had a short cut option. It is well known that behind ‘SH3’, 
sometimes several miles behind, is another, ill defined group 
known only as the ‘KC’. ‘Mrs Robinson’ and ‘The Eskimo’ 
both vehemently deny ever being members of the KC, but very 
suspiciously, both took the short cut option. 

The few remaining members of the unit continued their patrol 
westwards, confused by passing what appeared to be an old 
Kowloon tram with a small pagoda on the roof and, shortly after 
that, a large sand desert. Close by the M23 the trail turned south 
and again as ‘DTT’ regained his form at checking, far ahead 
‘Mrs Robinson’ and ‘The Eskimo’ were spotted, the elite team 
sprang forward. After crossing the Golf Course and the church-
yard they were back in the car park, a site with decaying indus-
trial buildings of the kind beloved of TV thriller show. To the 
surprise of Raffles, ‘DTT’, ‘E’ and ‘P’, the missing GM was 
already there, with an unrealistic story about having really 
enjoyed the day despite missing the trail at the first check. Was 
he somehow in league with ‘H’? 

Tension rose steadily because ‘Mrs Robinson’ and ‘The Eski-
mo’ were still missing, they had made their way directly to-
wards the Car Park only to find that their short cut led to an 
unscalable stone wall, requiring a long diversion to get back, 
losing their early lead. The elite ‘SH3’ team compared notes 
from their non existent notebooks and came to the conclusion 
that Organised Hashing was taking place in Surrey and that the 
cunning trail laid that day meant ‘H’ could only be the infamous 
character know just as ‘OITE’.   

Off duty once more, the patrol unit headed for a sunny pub 
garden or home to watch some TV program.  
 

OnOn, Eveready   
 

And from the GM... 
Expecting the worst sort of traffic in Bletchingly (from OITE’s 
pre hash warning) I set off 75 minutes before the hash but 
thankfully breezed along the A25, through the exotic delights of 
Redhill, to an easy run in to the beautiful village. The only flies 
on the landscape were the myriads of cyclists that seem to clut-
ter up the Surrey Hills and these days cause even more pollution 
rather than saving the planet. Anyway I had arrived; some tart 
in pink, with a massive pair of balloons, waved her buxom body 
at me and encouraged me to park up her back alley. Thinking 
this could be better than hashing I did a quick 360 and, after 
shooting past the hot little number, zapped into a large car park 
for some spicy refreshment. My luck was out as I ended up 
parking behind a Porky with DTT waving his GPS taser at me, 
that was it, my wildest dreams were over, a mental cold shower 
in effect. 

Petal eventually arrived and we set off on the hash, from 
thereon it was all downhill. We arrived at the first check and 
DTT went North (Mrs Robinson says that’s the opposite of his 

favourite move) and I went West, along the A25, an effin long 
way along the A25. Eventually I gave up checking and ran 
back, but was out of puff when I saw Petal waving gaily from 
his alleyway, but that was three hundred yards away and, when 
I finally emerged from the other end of the alley, the b’stards 
had all effed orff. Even though DTT said he shouted I think it 
was poor performance of the group, I appreciate there were a 
myriad of roads and alleyways but couldn’t hear a sound, no on 
calls, no sounds of Ruffles tearing apart yet another postman’s 
leg or even children being strangled to keep the peace on a quiet 
Sunday morning. You will be punished, all of you. 

In general though I had a lovely run on my own for a while, 
chatted to a few nice ladies on the way round (they do seem 
fond of a poorly dressed hasher -  I suppose it’s their caring 
nature) and eventually, whilst creating a new route in-part, 
caught up with OITE as she was finishing off the short cut. Was 
good to get chatting with her again and have the local sights 
pointed out to me (though I’m still stinging from the nettles). A 
pleasant hoof back through the picturesque North side of the 
village (shame about the A25 running through it) and back to 
the car park to catch up with HerrFlick for a short while before 
beetling off to lunch. 

An excellent Hash OITE, as always, however, you will also 
receive a severe punishment for the “OnIn’ as should it not be 
“OnInn” for SH3. Spanking or a down down, you choose.  

 

OnOn, HashFlash/GM 
 

11.30 grip. Velcro, Do You, Sister Anna, Dormouse, Pop-
eye and Olive Oyl.  

We, the now regular 11.30 cohort, set off promptly on tarmac 
through the village, past a closed pub     and on to the first 
check. Not a great start, we got flummoxed here for a good five 
minutes before finding the correct trail. We then had beautiful 
views of the downs, crossed many fields with crops coming 
along nicely, despite the cold April and thoroughly enjoyed 
walking parts of Surrey not seen for eons.  

Not sure in what order but we also saw a rather wonderful 
Chinese tram/train carriage in a yard, a huge quarry excavating 
sand and a marked short cut. It was sunny and so good to be out 
we did not use this. (Apologies to OITE who had carefully gone 
back out after the fast runners had gone through to lay it for the 
likes of us.) 

All was fine for quite a while until a back check fooled us and 
we milled around until Velcro put us straight. Prior to that, we 
were lucky to have Dormouse and Popeye checking and latterly 
also found Bodyshop and Dr Death when we became 2 groups 
of 4 for a while.  

A very good trail and we were in after an hour and a half of 
reasonably fast walking. 

 

OnOn, Olive O 
 

11.45 start with Vera Vomit, Tosser, JArt and Simple 
Rather difficult back check to start with which kept us floun-

dering around for more than 20 minutes having eventually 
found flour and run backwards onto the check. After that the 
run was fine. Newish territory but open countryside and pretty 
straight forward.  VV and I took the shortcut. JA and Simple 
thought they could manage without my navigational abilities 
and set out to do the full Monty. As a result they got lost some-
where around the sandpit and didn’t get back until after 1.45 – 2 
hours! 

I didn’t make the pub as I hung around waiting for those two.  
OnOn, Tosser 
 

Round and round in circles 
A tip off at the start informed us that the first check was back 

and then right, but which right? Yours truly found flour at the 
bottom of some steps and we were off. Except it was the wrong 
way and met the out trail again at that b**** back check.  

Not so Simple sorted us out and we were off again in the 
correct direction. We lost half our numbers around the shortcut 
mark when Tosser and Vera Vomit disappeared and Simple and 
I plodded on going well at a leisurely pace--- until we met the 
out trail AGAIN. I swear we were on flour all the way!! There 
followed a lot of faffing about around the location of the big 
hole in the ground. Eventually we abandoned the trail and de-
cided to do our own, only to revisit the trail again at the second 
sand pit.  

Back at the start, two hours after leaving it, there was Tosser, 
beer in hand, having arrived half an hour earlier! Thanks OITI 
for the trail, probably our incompetence where we lost it or it 
was sabotaged or both, but I enjoyed the scenery and we most 
likely clocked up more mileage than the actual one.  

 

OnOn, J Arthur 

Why the long face? 


