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Hare(s) Teddy Bear 

Venue Walliswood (just 
about) 

ONON The Scarlett Arms 
(for a fair number) 

UNFORGETTABLE, 
UNFORGOTTEN 

And another quotation, 
from hash lore: “No one 
remembers a good trail”. 
Today even the forget-me-
nuts were out in force, timid 
companions to the primroses 
and violets as escorts to the 
superb colour of the 
bluebells. This was a trail to 
store in the memory. 

And yet Teddy Bear’s trail 
had many qualities. The 
right length, good scenery, 
excellent twists and turns, 
unfamiliarity, pleasant 
weather, just a hint of 
shiggy; so what went wrong? 
The flour. The blobs were 
absurdly spaced out, the 
solutions too far from the 
checks; he even at times had 
his blobs on the backs of 
trees, as CL once did to us. 
So we spent our time 

 

confused and perplexed. You 
may say, “More fools you!”; 
our group took so long to 
solve the first check we were 
caught by half the next 
group, who must have been 
sharper to spot the problem. 
But even they soon fell 
victim to the chaotic nature 
of this trail. And here another 
point: we have superb front 
runners, remarkable at 
solving the checks, even 
today. But it will not do to 
shout “On on!”, assume – or 
hope – someone has heard, 
and then just charge on 
regardless. When you find 
flour, you come back until 
you can make sure someone 
else has heard you and got 
the message. 

For some reason all the 
recent trails have been 

remote from where I live (and 
next week we shall be once 
more at J6 of the M25); bring 
back central Surrey for our 
Sundays! But obviously others 
live elsewhere: Walliswood is 
as near to DTT and Mrs R as 
they could hope in Surrey. And 
yes, we have parked before 
opposite the Scarlett Arms, 
though I confess I no longer 
remember where we ran then. 
The horse manure greeting our 
nostrils at the start was 
unfamiliar (and unwelcome). 
So Teddy Bear gets credit for 
originality as well. The obvious 
allusions did not escape us; 
Master Bates contributed “This 
was no picnic!”, while I 
thought that we had indeed 
gone down to the woods today 
and were in for a big surprise. 
Only one stretch of the trail 

grated rather: crossing an 
extensive area of crops had 
us going against the grain, if 
you will excuse the pun. 

We saw very few non-
hashers while out running, 
though of course the car 
park got well filled up while 
we were out. (I have some 
misgivings about next 
week’s car park, a return to 
the scene of our last trail 
before the first lockdown. 
This car park fills up with 
the families of young 
footballers) 

Your coda this week is 
about the Labour Party. 
They are faced with the least 
competent government I can 
remember in Britain, and yet 
collapsed in the recent 
polling. It is not enough – 
though relevant – to say 
Starmer is boring and 
colourless when compared 
with Boris. Labour have lost 
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the support of the northern 
working class, and have gone 
out of their way to antagonise 
their new youthful left-wing 
adherents, and so are, 
apparently, doomed to slow 
extinction, like the old and 
now forgotten Liberal Party. 
(Actually the LibDems, like 
the Green Party, did quite 
well last Thursday. In my own 
village the Green candidate 
easily beat both Labour and 
LibDem, though of course the 
Tory won.) So what future 
can be seen for Labour? 
Await another Tony Blair, all 
charisma and no substance? 
Or just accept the march of 
history, and quietly vanish? In 
recent years the traditional 
parties in both France and 
Italy have become forgotten: 
the very word with which this 
piece began…... 

 
OnOn! FRB  
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The Wrong Trousers? 

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 
 

The usual comment was made by many, that the hare used half a bag of flour and 
used a teaspoon to lay it. I would have said a salt spoon! I think that Do You?, who 
sent a photo of a so called check, summed it up most succinctly “Even now you 
need a microscope to see the flour!  A lovely run but badly set!”  

It was a lovely trail and hardly overlapped with the one that Teddy bear laid last 
year from the same location. There were (native) bluebells aplenty either side of the 
paths but some of the views into the woods, where they were growing in pleno, 
were real pearlers. Did you know that our bluebell is highly resistant to all weed 
killers? Unfortunately, being closely related, so is the Spanish invader. 

The hare had warned me of possible swarming bees and fields with frisky cows. 
Our group encountered neither, but at least one pod had to negotiate the cows c.f. 
Olive Oyl’s report, overleaf.  

In our group, FRB and the recovering JArt did some checking but I was able to 
do less. So, it was up to the “fit group”, Atalanta, Kelinchi and RHUM to find out 
where the hell the trail went. It seems that where there were many choices at a 
check, they partitioned the task, with RHUM back checking, Kelinchi to the side 
and Atalanta forward. Since all of the checks did appear to be forward, Atalanta 
soon disappeared out of sight but not sound (she always calls). She was so far 
ahead, however, that we couldn’t tell which of the multitudinous paths to take. We 
didn’t see Atalanta again until we reached the car park where she had been moping 
about for at least fifteen minutes (the loneliness of the long distance front runner!)  

My own experience was struggling to catch up with Kelinchi and being         
repeatedly overtaken by RHUM. I gather that DTT and RH left RHUM checking 
180 degrees in the wrong direction in a field whilst they both followed Atalanta's 
calls but didn’t call him back. RHUM’s a strong lad though, and he’s only recently 
become old (!) so, he caught up. 

In the Scarlett Arms garden across the road, Atty had, as usual, booked us a table 
for lunch and as other returning groups did the same, it began to look like a normal 
(pre-COVID) hash. 
 

      And now the rest of those quotes, that were kindly supplied by JM Gibber: 
 

We could certainly slow the aging process down if it had to work its way through 
Congress. - Will Rogers 
 

Don't worry about avoiding temptation. As you grow older, it will avoid you. - 
Winston Churchill 
 

Maybe it's true that life begins at fifty, but everything else starts to wear out, fall 
out, or spread out. - Phyllis Diller  
 

By the time a man is wise enough to watch his step, he's too old to go anywhere. - 
Billy Crystal 
 

I thought that this was a Joan Rivers quote, but it may be from another of those 
sassy American women, Mae West, Za Za Gabor, et al. 
 

“Do you ever consider the physical act of love, obscene?”  
“Only when it’s done properly!” 
 

The cardiologist's diet: if it tastes good spit it out!  
 
OnOn! Master Bates 

Hashing is almost getting back to normal 

A Check Mark! 

I love ‘em! 
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11:15 Pod, Do You?, Dormouse, Sister Anna,   Dr 
Death, Olive Oyl and Popeye. 

 

Not many more weeks of groups of 6 thank goodness, 
as today we were greatly discomblobulated (meaning 
lack of blobs) by Teddy Bear’s trail seemingly set with 
one small bag of flour. Once again, thank goodness, we 
had help with checking as even at V junctions there 
was no hint of which way the trail went and Dormouse, 
Dr Death and Popeye put in some seriously extra yard-
age in finding the trail on many occasions.  

On the whole, it got us out and, as lockdown eases it 
is fantastic seeing more and more of our hashy friends. 
The territory was largely flat and very pleasant with 
woodland full of bluebells and other wild flowers but 
we also encountered 2 fields of young heifers which 
were lively in mooing at us on one occasion and keen 
to block the field entrance on the other. Some of the 
many stiles were super wobbly and only suited to those 
of tall stature; not great for yours truly!! [We old gits 
struggled with those, as well! MB] 

Hats off to The Scarlett Arms who have made excel-
lent Covid compliant arrangements for sitting outside 
to eat and drink and also offer covered areas in case of 
rain. This set us up well to face the 
frustrating homeward journey 
navigating pelotons of cyclists.  

As ever, thanks to this week’s 
hare for getting out of a warm bed 
on a Sunday morning to set a trail. 

 

On On, Olive Oyl 

For another “weird legs” effect.  

Check out the hare picture on P1! 

A Sip-stop? 

Flour, but on the other side of  

the tree, known as a CLism! 


