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Date 18 July 2021 

Hare Dr Death 

Venue Sheepleas 

OnOn Barley Mow 

DR DEATH LAYS A HEAT 
WAVE TRAIL  AS A GAME OF 

TWO HALVES 

No one knows this area 
better than Dr Death, but 
perhaps he thought we all 
knew it equally well, and so 
chose to intrigue us by setting 
solutions to his checks at 
impossible distances. Very 
good use of twists turns and 
changes of direction, and we 
began by running further north 
on this familiar terrain than is 
customary: all good stuff. But 
it took us ages to solve the 
checks: fortunately we had 
such fast and determined 
runners as Randy Pandy, Miss 
Bean, and Stevie Blunder, 
while J. Arthur also did 
sterling work, so – eventually 
– the checks did get solved, 
and after 45 minutes there we 
were back within a few 
hundred yards of the car park, 
towards which I ran. 

At this stage an indignant 
hare demanded to know 
what I was up to, and sent 
me firmly back to find a 
different solution to his 
check, as indeed others 
already had. And so began 
the second half, in the even 
more familiar area to the 
south. I am far from sure 
what happened next: only a 
few of us did all the trail 
that Dr Death had laid, and 
we found everyone else 
back at the beer when we 
came in. “We” included 
Charlie– does he have a 
handle? - who is related to 
Twinkletoes, and – of 
course – Randy Pandy, 
Atalanta, and Stevie 
Blunder. All these were 
courteous enough to 
believe me when the flour 

ran out and I asserted that we 
were going in a direction which 
no hare could use to get us 
back: we needed the opposite 
direction. This proved perfectly 
true, but it was J. Arthur who 
had had the wits to check that 
way already and was in a 
position to call us on. Whom 
should we find shortly thereafter 
but Tosser, who had removed 
his T-shirt to help Fleur d’Or 
through a barbed wire fence? 
What were they doing there? 
How did they get there? 
“Frolicking!” was Atalanta’s 
stern verdict, and indeed these 
two did eventually complete the 
full trail at their own speed. 

Well, there was plenty of 
shade in the car park, and beer 
in rich abundance. Last week 
my guest, Denis Pichon, had 
commented admiringly on how 

well Piercy ran the bar. Today 
the GM was with us, so 
doubtless there were speeches, 
another feature of our hashes 
which Denis remembered with 
pleasure. But I had gone home 
to my bath. I weigh myself on 
these occasions, and today, as 
happens when the weather is 
warm, found I had lost a 
kilogram on the run: do you 
weigh yourselves? 

All societies struggle with 
their young men. Until these 
mature, generally by 
becoming responsible for a 
household, they are likely to 
misbehave. In Europe young 
men have for some reason 
chosen football as the setting 
for their foolish nonsense, 
rallying behind one’s team 
treated as secondary to 
hostility towards the 
opposition. Football matches 
become opportunities for the 

worst of male aggressive 
behaviour, as the later stages 
of the European Cup 
demonstrated. Football fans 
are even worse than 
schoolboy playgrounds for 
homophobia and racism 
(though as usual racists are 
appalled to be so described). 
England is far from unique 
in this, though among the 
worst: Italians, Spaniards 
and eastern Europeans tend 
to be as bad. Assumably 
football in unfortunate in 
attracting this yob element: a 
stadium is needed for the 
crowd effect, but rugby has 
no such problem. My 
proposed solution is to admit 
no young man unless 
accompanied by a 
woman….. 

 
OnOn! FRB  

MOA 2 

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  
(aka Briain Lee) 

 
Scribe : 

FRB 
(aka FRB Hughes) 

 
 

sh3@surreyh3.org 
 www.surreyh3.org 

 
 

Trails Line: 
07484 134245 

(The line that never rings!) 

The Bifircatious (?) Hare 

The Runday Shag 



Receding Hare-Line 2021  Runs start at 11:00 sharp! 

Note: website www.surreyh3.org for on-line details 

Hare Raizor Info & Scribings to: sh3@surreyh3.org 

Directions 

Run    2374 

Date   25 July 2021 

Hare Hash Flash/GM & Le Pro/RA* 

Venue Betchworth 

On On Red Lion - Free BBQ PLUS Secret Santa 

P Code RH3 7DS 

OS SU946560  

Scribe FRB 

2376 01 Aug Velcro & Do You? Oxted 

2377 08 Aug Doug The Tub & Mrs R Witley 

2378 15 Aug FRB Chobham 

2379 22 Aug Ever Ready & Eskimo Nell TBA 

2380 
 
2381 

29 Aug 
 
05 Sept 

Too Posh & Hornblower 
 
TBA 

TBA 
 
TBA 

 

Our and Other Hash Events 2021 

Watch (in hope) this space! 
http://www.surreyh3.org/sh3onsec/pages/
sh3onsec_events.php 

 

N

From Dorking A25 towards Reigate. From A24/A25 "Cock" roundabout after 1.8 
miles, at Harvester (still?), turn right into Old Reigate Road which becomes Old Road. 
The Red Lion Pub is on left after 419yds. NO PARKING at the pub! 
Arrive early, park safely on the surrounding roads and walk to the start of the trail at 
the Red Lion. 
There is a free BBQ for those that registered. 
 

The trail is laid according to "Step 4 delayed" No legal limit on numbers or socialising. 
BUT personal decisions on social distancing and face mask wearing MUST be 
respected. 
 

Hash STARTS at 11.00 am. Hare sets flour trail with checks. No registration required. 
Hang around, eat, drink, make merry, get pissed, joke and renew friendships! 
 

AND about 6 months after Christmas was postponed .... Secret Santa: so dust off 
those pressies you all have and bring them along. 
 

*Brought out of retirement, especially! 

Shiggy 

Dregs I 

The Runday Shag Page 2 

Dregs II 

 

Helping to clear the Oxford Ragwort 

Fraternising with the enemy 
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Colour Supplement 
MOA 0 

Addendum 
 

I had an interesting journey to Sheepleas. Although I know exactly where it is, I used my satnav (Google) 
because it generally knows about traffic problems. The few times I’ve second guessed it, I’ve ended up in a 
nasty hold up. Well at Brooklands (20% of the way) it demanded a U-turn and I obeyed. After it took me back 
past my place and said I was only 4 miles from my destination, I smelled a rat. I diverted into Tesco and found 
I was en route to Staines!  For 'tis the sport to have the engineer hoist with his own petard (?). Fortunately, 
since I was, originally going to be 35 minutes early, I got there by 10:50. 

I was lucky enough to run with Tailend but we had Mother Brown as a “gooseberry”. There were butterflies 
fluttering among the many flowers, including orchids, and an abundance of wild marjoram. The three of us 
gave some assistance to some local ladies who were clearing the (toxic) Oxford Ragwort. 

A number of us joined Dr Death at the usual OnOn of his choice, The Barley Mow. Despite the glorious 
weather we far outnumbered the locals. 

I apologised to Olive Oyl for adding an erroneous “e” to her hashtag. I thought it was Oyl but it is spelled 
Oyle on the membership list! Speaking of hashtags, Andy Pandy’s (BBC TV) “girlfriend” was Looby Loo. 
She was named after the group action nursery rhyme which she would often sing. The lyrics and actions of this 
children’s favourite, are very similar to the adult Hokey Cokey. Loopy Lou was a 60’s long legged rag doll 
franchise. 

I have OCD, by the way, but it may not be clinical! 
 

        Nan’s way of dealing with ailments: “For better digestion I drink beer, for appetite loss I drink white 
wine, for low BP I drink red wine, for high BP I drink scotch and when I have a cold I drink schnapps.” 
“When do you drink water?” “I’ve never been that ill!” 
 

In heaven the French are the cooks. The Germans do all the building and plumbing. The British are the 
police. The Italians are the lovers and the Swiss organise it all. Oh yes, and the Americans do all the PR 
and advertising. 
In Hell it is different. The British are the cooks. The French do all the building and plumbing. The Ger-
mans are the police. The Swiss are the lovers and the Italians organise it all! Oh yes, and the Americans do 
all the PR and advertising. 
  
OnOn! Master Bates 

Loopy Lou 

Andy Pandy & Looby Loo 

If the cap fits…. Orchids 

Marjoram 

Heisenberg? 

Beemer/Beamer 


