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Hare(s) Tosser 

Venue Thursley 

ONON  

HASH FLASH HASHES 
THROUGH THE FLASHES 

Yes, Tosser took us, GM 
included, to an unfamiliar 
area of this well-hashed 
terrain, called The Flashes, 
though we did not stop to ask 
why it had this name. Tosser 
began his trail more or less 
with a bee-line to the area 
Kelinchi had used a few 
weeks ago but then swung 
southward and showed us 
something new; and a very 
good trail it was. We were 
nominally 30, but in practice 
the group I was with 
consisted only of Chastity 
Belt and ‘IsKnees (who had 
just turned 70 the day 
before), DTT and J. Arthur, 
Kelinchi and (after the 
opportunity for short-cutters 
to leave our trail) Atalanta, 
delayed by the Bank Holiday 
traffic on the A3 but 

 

naturally woman enough to 
catch us up. |It is true that at 
one point we stumbled briefly 
on Wally- heaven knows how 
he had found us! - but 
immediately after, we lost 
him again, holding forth at his 
customary volume to a pair of 
bemused young women 
walking in the area. 

Not too long thereafter we 
came upon the tail-end of the 
short-cutters, namely our 
Uncle Gerry with Licky Dick, 
and this just before the sip 
stop, elegantly renamed 
nowadays the rehydration 
station. Those who did the 
full trail will have 
encountered a certain amount 
of blacktop, in my case a 
double portion, checking 
(much too far) in exactly the 
wrong direction. But we were 

grateful to discover unknown 
areas of this part of Surrey; 
though on reflection we have 
seen the Devil’s Jumps, close to 
today’s trail, starting from 
somewhere quite different. 
Which is only natural; today’s 
car park was much too small, 
though people did find they 
could use the road outside. 

The trail began with a very 
long downhill stretch, which 
always makes my heart sink, 
since one knows all that height 
difference has to be regained, 
probably much later when one is 
tired; but in fact today’s trail 
was almost all hills, up and 
down obviously, with very little 
flat except for the blacktop. 
Well, hills are good for the 
health. Or so we are told. 
Hashing appears to be good for 
the health anyway: at least 9 of 

us have turned 80 Though 
some of these do not cover 
the full trail, or even run at 
all, there are enough who do 
to suggest the benefits of 
hashing. And of course 
today’s hare – many thanks 
to him! Is of our number. 

It is well known, though 
little commented upon, that 
politicians, especially those 
belonging to the party in 
power, spend much more of 
their time and energy fretting 
about their own colleagues 
than about the opposition. 
Politicians are ambitious, and 
dread rivalry. Prime 
Ministers usually choose 
members of every faction 
and tendency for their 
cabinets, so that no group 
feels excluded; even 
Margaret Thatcher put up 
with a number of “wets”, 
though she gradually got rid 
of them, which probably led 
to her undoing. Today’s 

The Runday Shag 

Prime Minister has decided to 
use only people from a single 
mind-set, which perhaps 
explains why some of his 
ministers are so strangely 
incompetent or undesirable; he 
need not fear much for the 
consequences, since the 
opposition parties are so 
utterly useless and divided, 
even nowadays the Scots with 
their Alba faction. Bojo’s 
capacity to surprise is 
undiminished, with a secret 
marriage in the Catholic 
cathedral of Westminster; 
while his entertainment 
capacity remains so strong he 
need fear nothing from the 
revelations of the disgruntled 
such as Cummings. (Question: 
how does one become 
gruntled?) But he would do 
well to promote Tories who do 
not belong to his in-group. 
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The Flashy 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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Receding Hare-Line 2021  Runs start at 11:00 and 11:20 sharp! 

2368 06 June J Arthur Albury 

2369 13 June Too Posh & Horny Reigate Heath 

2370 20 June Chastity Belt & Is Knees Chiddingfold 

2373 
 
2374 

11 July 
 
18 July 

Atalanta 
 
TBA 

TBA 
 
TBA 

2371 27 June Hash Flash/ GM & Le Pro Betchworth* 

2372 04 July H de S & Bonn Bugle TBA 

Note: website www.surreyh3.org for on-line details 
Hare Raizor Info & Scribings to: sh3@surreyh3.org 

*OnOn The Red Lion  Free BBQ PLUS Secret Santa 

The Battle of the Bulge? 
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That long boggy path down 

If we allowed false trails, I’m sure that FRB would come 
down like a ton of bricks on any unnecessary use of them. 
We are denying ourselves a whole lot of hashing fun. And no, 
Stevie Wonder hasn’t paid me anything (yet!) 
And now, here is a modern parable from Do You? 
 

     Recently, a female copper arrested a 22-year-old soldier 
of the Paras, who was found fornicating with a pumpkin in 
the middle of a field at night. The next day, at court, he was 
charged with lewd and lascivious behaviour in a public 
place, public indecency as well as being drunk and disorder-
ly conduct.  
The accused explained that he was passing a pumpkin 
patch whilst walking home from a drinking session at a 
wine bar when he decided to stop to urinate in the field. 
'You know how a pumpkin is soft and squishy inside [Do I 
detect female objectification, here? MB], and there was no 
one around for miles, or at least I thought there wasn’t.' He 
went on to say that he picked out a pumpkin that he felt was 
appropriate to his purpose, cut a hole in it and proceeded to 
satisfy his other pressing need. 

I Guess I was really into it, you know?' he commented with 
evident embarrassment. In the process of doing the deed, he 
failed to notice an approaching WPC.  'It was an unusual 
situation, that's for sure,' she said.  'I walked up to him and 
he's just humping away at this pumpkin.' 
I said, “Excuse me sir, but do you realise that you're having 
sex with a pumpkin?” 

He froze in the beam of my torchlight and was clearly very 
surprised that I was there, and then he looked me straight in 
the face and said, "A pumpkin? Shit ... Is it midnight     
already?” 

The court (and the judge) could not contain their laughter. 
He was found guilty only of being drunk and disorderly and 
fined £10.00 and sent on his way. 
The Hereford Times wrote an article describing this as "The 
best come-back line ever!" 
 

And some quotes… 
 

If you think that it's expensive hiring a professional, just you 
try hiring an amateur! - Red Adair 
 

Science is a differential equation. Religion is a boundary 
condition – Alan Turing 
 

If I have seen further than others, it is by standing on the 
shoulders of giants – Isaac Newton 
 

History is a race between education and catastrophe – H G 
Wells 
 

The optimist thinks that this is the best of all possible worlds. 
The pessimist fears that it is true – J Robert Oppenheimer 
 

The fashion magazines recommend that women wear clothes 
that are ‘age appropriate.’ For me that would be a shroud. – 
Joan Rivers 
 

OnOn! Master Bates 

Addendum 
 

First, some I have some unfortunate news. On returning 
from the run, Pops and Olive discovered that their car had 
been broken into. A rear window had been smashed and their 
backpacks stolen. Poor Olive’s brand new running shoes 
were also taken.  

We learned this in the garden of the Bel & Dragon, where 
Atalanta had booked us a table (Bonn Bugle and H der S 
were also there). Before trying to enjoy food and drink in the 
sunny pub garden, the hapless pair was busy on their phones 
cancelling all of their cards. Yes, their wallets were in the 
rucksacks. 

When Olive sent me a photo, I asked whether I should 
mention the incident in the RS and to quote Olive “Photo is 
fine to go in RS as a reminder to others not to be numpties 
like us by leaving backpacks on view in their cars!!! On On, 
Olive” 

Actually, they were a bit late, had to park in the road and it 
must have been all a bit of a rush. 

Last week, I had an interesting chat with Stevie Blunder & 
Miss Bean on laying trails. As I understand it, false trails are 
deprecated by the Surrey Hash. 

We founded the WH3 (originally we called it the Surrey 
Hash and changed our name when we ran in the same place 
as, and met the “real” Surrey Hash) when Chris Fletcher who 
ran with the SH3 in 1973-5 (in Seoul) returned to the UK, 
December ’75. 

He gave us their guide to hashing. It started “If you’ve 
only got half a mind to come – that’s all you need!” and in-
cluded in it was “… a cunning, mean and dastardly hare can 
also set a ‘false trail’ or even more than one” 

And so we did, for years, until Ghunga Dick started run-
ning with us. He put out a missive, paraphrasing, the great 
American, Will Rogers “I never ran with a hash I dident [sic] 
like. My recent experiences with the Weybridge Hash with 
their use of false trails, however, may change this!” I was On-
Sec at the time and I put it to the vote. The majority (I voted 
against) was to no longer allow false trails. This doesn’t stop 
Wurzel, of course, who is a law unto himself! 

Gunga’s argument was that instead of working out an 
ingenious check, the hare could, lazily, just lay a false trail. I 
agree with SW & MB (Oh dear! We’ve got another MB to 
confuse with Mother Brown and myself) that it is also a block 
to creativity. We, more or less, are restricted to laying quasi-
circles or at best clover leafs, hardly daring to lay a check 
within the perimeter, lest the overzealous front runners en-
counter another part of the trail. 

I remember that when I laid my first SH3 trail after I ended 
my hashing moratorium, Teq, who was assisting, told me to 
remove one of my checks that did that. I said “But they’d 
have to run half a mile to hit the trail!” No, he cautioned, 
“FRB’s like CL will!” The false trail solves this. Other hashes 
have other signs, but they all mean don’t check beyond this 
point! 

RHUM’s Blackheath/ Chilworth Rhamble 

Thievery! 

Those doors! 


