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ONON  

LOVELACE AND POPEYE: 
EMBLEMATIC, INDEED ICONIC, 
CREATURES IN OUR CULTURE 

Popeye started our 30 
person season with a first 
class trail, imaginative and 
well thought out. He 
described it to us as 4.1 miles 
but seeming more, because 
of hills and mud; RHUM ran 
6.2 miles, and checks never 
add 2 miles to a trail. Nor 
indeed was our experience 
especially hilly or muddy: 
just pleasure. Popeye took us 
to more Lovelace bridges 
than I have ever visited on 
one trail; the car park, when I 
eventually found it, sported a 
map of the Lovelace Trail, 
which included “Dick Fock’s 
Common”, as if a schoolboy 
was obsessed with 
obscenities. (The most 
famous Lovelace is fictional, 
the baddy in pursuit of 
Clarissa’s virtue) 

 

Another excellent feature of 
our morning was to see 
people returned to their 
previous strengths. CL stood 
out as a front runner, just as 
he used to do. (I am unable to 
decide whether Stevie 
Blunder, our fastest runner 
these days, is quicker than 
Rambo: do you have an 
opinion?) Speedy Humper 
was also impressive, quite 
unfazed by back checks 
which puzzled others of us at 
the front, such as ‘IsKnees 
and Chastity Belt. 

The trail finished in the 
estate of Horsley Court, once 
(still?) the property of the 
Habitat magnate. Lord 
Raleigh set a trail through it, 
undetected by the staff, who 
however forbade us entry 
when the pack arrived, 

creating problems for us to find 
flour once more after our 
detour; nowadays the public 
seems to be (grudgingly) 
admitted. We exited past a 
hoarding saying “Toodle Pip!”, 
which was charmingly old 
fashioned: I have to admit that 
at this stage we were no longer 
on flour, but our exit from 
Horsley Court must have been 
very much the same length as 
the hare’s route. 

This came not too long after 
our sip stop, for which many 
thanks to Popeye. On the return 
from these drinks we lost 
Kelinchi at the last of the 
Lovelace bridges, under a 
mansion called Innisfree; she 
persisted in going forward when 
RHUM inferred from his GPS 
that this was another back 
check. But she found us 

promptly enough at our final 
beers. 

I cannot pretend that the 
morning was dry; but the 
showers were sporadic and 
fairly brief, and most of the 
time we were in woodland, 
so we never got really wet, 
which is indeed a very rare 
experience on a hash. We 
were running a left hander, 
as indeed we knew from the 
start, since we could see 
there the last arrow on the 
return trail. A white arrow: 
Popeye had courteously put 
in a yellow trail as well, for 
the less energetic: this 
worked very well, in that we 
caught up with the yellow 
trailers some two-thirds of 
the way round. A very good 
morning. 

Anti-Semitism has been a 
disfiguring feature of 
European culture for many 
centuries (the first violence 

The Runday Shag 

recorded was here in Britain, 
at York) It is thus very 
difficult to criticise the Israeli 
government without their 
instantly reminding us of the 
Holocaust. This time however 
Jews everywhere will have 
been saddened to read of 
settler violence specifically 
directed at Arabs, any Arabs, 
not in this case Palestinians 
but Israeli citizens, behaving 
in as thuggish a manner as 
Nazi goons. The Palestinians 
themselves are remarkably ill-
served by their own leaders, 
whether Hamas fanatics or 
Fatah placemen. A German 
Chancellor once commented 
sadly “The Palestinians are the 
victims of our victims”. All 
we can do is remind ourselves 
that not all Israelis are like 
Benjamin Netanyahu. 
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The Emblematic, Iconic Hare 

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 didn’t hear about Popeye’s special car parking arrangements but I was able to park as I 
had planned, in St Martins Close as did many other hashers. He also took the trouble to get 
permission to run through the De Vere Horsley (Towers) Estate and showed his respect by 
laying no flour there. This and other (safety) matters were pointed out in his pre-run talk. I 
particularly liked his unmanned rehydration stops. There was one each (in the same place) 
for the first and second groups. In order to avoid attack by vermin they were hoisted high 
to be lowered by the thirsty pack on arrival. 

Fairly early on I couldn’t find the flour and proceeded to get lost with Gibber and Mrs G 
following. My plan was to look for a path going uphill which is what a trail always does 
(except when it doesn’t!). Gibber, very sensibly, stopped following me and used his, 
doubtless superior knowledge of the area, to get back on track. I eventually ended up on 
top of the “Dorking” bridge. Unbeknownst to me the trail went below it where there was a 
check.  I had considered climbing down to the road but the way down looked far too 
treacherous. I retraced my erroneous steps, changed tactics and went downhill along an 
inordinately boggy (but very pretty with bluebells) long path and found flour at the bottom.  

Popeye told me later that he had considered going over that bridge but considered the 
terrain to be too muddy (how right he was!) I followed flour, via a small car park, which 
contained a few blobs, to the road. There was no flour downhill so, back up I went, still 
finding none. I was about to give up and follow the road home, when I saw a group of 
hashers at that bridge. It was group 2 led by JArt and Le Pro, checking (I had started in 
group 1!) After I struggled back up the hill, by road this time, it dawned on me that I had 
been running the solution to this check backwards! I became their saviour and we complet-
ed the run. 

The checks were about right for a pack of 30, but Group 2 was just below double figures 
and found them quite challenging. Now see left: the red track is close to Popeye’s actual 
trail and the black one shows where I wandered (and wondered!). Also illustrated are the 
details of my wandering. And, because it’s a work of art, I include Popeye’s Master Plan. 

Oh, and it was lovely to see the wild garlic in full bloom! 
 

        The current banking crisis explained by an Irishman! 
 

Young Paddy bought a donkey from a farmer for £100. The farmer agreed to deliver the 
donkey the next day. He drove up and said “Sorry son, but I have some bad news. The 
donkey died.” Paddy replied “Well then, just give me my money back.” The farmer said 
“I can’t do that. I’ve already spent it.” Paddy said “OK then, just bring me the dead 
donkey.” The farmer asked “What are you going to do with him?” “I’m going to raffle 
him.” “You can’t raffle a dead donkey!” Paddy said “Sure I can. Watch me. I just won’t 
tell anybody he’s dead.” A month later, the farmer met up with Paddy and asked him 
how he got on. Paddy said “I raffled him off. I sold 500 tickets at £2 each and made a 
profit of £898. The farmer asked “Didn’t anyone complain?” Paddy said “Just the guy 
who won. So I gave him his £2 back.” Paddy now works for the Royal Bank of Scotland! 
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Gibber smudges his lipstick 
Sip-stop 2 and a contender for rear of the year! 

The GM gets lucky! 

That long boggy path down 

Another contender for rear of the year? 


