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Date 12 Sept 2021 

Hare Master Bates 

Venue Horsell Common 

OnOn The Crown 
 

A REMARKABLE WEEKEND OF 
HASH ADVENTURES AND 

MISADVENTURES 

Saturday’s coach excursion 
was wholly successful, 
imaginative and excellently 
orchestrated. Many thanks to 
its prime mover Tequil’Over 
and his co-adjutants, Chastity 
Belt, Three and Fourpence, 
and J. Arthur. If there were 
others, my thanks to them too. 
We were, I believe, 41, plus 
Twiggy and Napoleon for our 
lunch on the wind-swept beach 
of Hayling Island. Our first 
adventure was to explore some 
of Queen Elizabeth Country 
Park via a trail of some 40 
minutes. We were split into 
two groups, anti-clockwise and 
clockwise; the second group 
started distinctly later and 
devoted time to preparing and 
rehearsing our version of The 
Fool on the Hill, as became 
apparent at performance after 
croissants and tea or beer. For 

lunch we had two colours 
of Prosecco, as well as red 
or white wine and more 
beer: this choice allows me 
to propose to Body Shop a 
new form of verbal 
humour, along the lines of 
“Texas, where hydrangeas 
hide Rangers and they 
make their prose echo 
Prosecco.”  

Then a ferry to Southsea, 
for a tasting of gin and rum 
at the newly established 
Portsmouth Distillery in an 
historic fort completed in 
the wars against Napoleon. 
(No, not our ex-GM, the 
real one.) Our host, initially 
oddly taciturn, almost 
unapproachable indeed, 
waxed eloquent in his 
exploration of the tastes of 
his wares. To be candid, I 
have never really thought 

of sipping small volumes of neat 
gin or rum: I am resolved to try. 
(He confused George II with 
Charles II, but this must be hard 
to avoid if you run a distillery). 
Now, just next to his fort there 
waves the flag of a charity, 
Forgotten Veterans UK, whose 
founders came to explain their 
work with ex-servicemen 
suffering from stress while we 
made our last beach stop: look 
up their web-site. When we had 
recovered the Great White 
Whale, stranded on the wrong 
beach, we drove back to Surrey, 
entirely content with our day. 

Sunday’s trail was laid by 
Master Bates in the attractive 
woods near Horsell. We were 
not at all numerous, a large 
party having devoted their 
Sunday to a memorial service to 
another ex-GM, Shagger. Oddly, 

rather few of the hashers had 
been on Saturday’s jolly; on 
the other hand we did have our 
current GM. I am ill-qualified 
to describe the details of this 
trail, becoming – like the great 
majority of us – distracted by 
its complexity. I did solve the 
2nd and 3rd checks, and failed 
at the 4th when I did not go far 
enough. Body Shop solved 
that one, and to my knowledge 
no one at all solved the 5th, 
though we did eventually 
stumble not upon a solution 
but a different check circle. 
This, I believe, is where we 
went wrong, taking as its 
solution what may have been 
the flour leading to it; at all 
events we came to a busy road 
where we found a check circle, 
which the hare had warned 
meant “Do not cross this road 
while checking”. Well, we 
came upon flour which several 

of us suspected was intended 
to be run in the opposite 
direction; it looped back to 
flour where we had been 
before. Atalanta, Speedy 
Humper, and I ran back to 
that road, but by then I had 
lost courage and just made 
my way to the cars, where I 
found a disconsolate group 
of puzzled hashers. 

The moral of all this is that 
the hare should go round 
again, a doctrine rejected I 
know by our Uncle Gerry: 
having the hare with the 
pack takes care of both 
malevolent removal of flour 
by pranksters, and confusion 
in a pack bewildered by the 
hare’s ingenuity. 

 
On On! FRB 

MOA 1 

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!) 

At Home to Mr Cock-up! 

The Runday Shag 



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

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

Directions 

Run    2383 

Date   19 September 2021 

Hare RHUM 

Venue Tadworth 

On On Blue Anchor (walking distance) 

Nearest Post Code    KT20 7TE  

OS  TQ240556 

Scribe FRB 

what3words junior.boost.puzzle 

2384 26 Sept SBJ & Blue Suit Brockham 

2385 03 Oct Mother Brown Englefield Green 

2386 10 Oct Hornblower & Strumpet Guildford 

2387 17 Oct Belcher & Veggie Queen Cheam! 

2388 24 Oct Petal (& Wally !?!) Hawley Lakes 

2389 31 Oct TBA (& CAMRA Hash) TBA 

 

Our and Other Hash Events 2021 
 

01/10/21  First Friday Hash - 19:00 
Hare: GM - Venue: Newlands Corner - OnOn: Turkish cuisine 
 
31/10/21—Hash Camra & DH3 1500th—Chilton 

 
05/11/21  First Friday Hash - 19:00 
Hare: Bodyshop & Birthing Blanket - Venue: West Byfleet - 
OnOn: South Indian cuisine 
 
03/12/21  First Friday Hash - 19:00 
Hare: Simple - Venue: TBA - OnOn: TBA 

 
 

N

 
 Go north from Junction 8 of the M25 on A217 Over two 
roundabouts Mill Road on left 2.6 miles from M25 Park along Mill 
Road where there are no restrictions run will start from "what3words" 
location "junior.boost.puzzle” 

The Runday Shag Page 2 

Dregs at The Crown μbrewery 

Sinners 

Stubs = Checks Yellow blobs  

= probable runner’s route 

Nearly 10 pints of flour was used/wasted 
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Colour Supplement 1  
MOA 7 

Addendum 2382 
 

Well, it seems that I was at home to Mr Cock-up! Although I didn’t start laying the 
trail until 08:30 (I’d planned 08:00), I completed it with more than enough time to lay 
the 450 yard short cut. Unfortunately I started chatting to the, not yet double figures, 
pack. Bods volunteered to be Checkin’ Chicken and I set off to lay the short cut instead 
of accompanying the pack as I usually do. I decided to join them, at a check, about a 
mile into the trail. Of course, they never showed.  

I phoned and texted several people but received no reply. I then encountered Tosser, 
who was doing his own thing, and he also, hadn’t seen or heard the pack. We decided 
to continue the trail on our own. Almost half way round, I got a text from Atalanta 
“Are you OK?” I replied “Are you all lost?” “No we’re waiting for the circle at the 
cars.” Atalanta offered us a lift but we decided to plod the straight half mile back to the 
start via the nearby main road. I thought they couldn’t have run the trail in that time. 

My track illustrates what must have happened and yes, I did break Teq’s rule of not 
laying parts of the trail close together. They were, however, over 200 yards apart and 
my checking distances a quarter of that and the pack should have been alerted, they 
would have encountered at least 5 checks i.e. no flour and then a circle with blobs im-
mediately leading from it. The pity is, if they had turned right instead of left, they 
would have merely made a short cut. C’est la vie, I put my hands up, it was my bad.  

On the bright side, I now have a trail in my back pocket for future use (with some 
modifications, of course!). I had warned in my pre-run talk that there would be main 
roads to cross, but when a check (and there were several) was close to a main road, the 
solution would always be on the same side. Sadly this could not hold true when running 
it backwards! Petal spotted the in-trail which was opposite the start and deliberately ran 
some of the second half backwards. 

Belcher was RA and he called out Hash Flash for cottaging, Mother Brown for ex-
plaining to Belcher how to use high heels (I don’t know if this had anything to do with 
Veggie Queen sporting a pair of high heeled running shoes) and Bodyshop for forget-
ting where his mistress lived although we believe it was quite close. We had a visitor, 
Caboose [Caboose, Jerry] who has run with us before. I asked what his home hash was 
and he said “I don’t really have one. I’m a hashing tart!” 

As an encore, I found that I had lost my car keys (hopefully locked in my boot) 
[trunk, Jerry]. Once again, the ever helpful, Atalanta (very) thoroughly felt all of my 
pockets (I have six). Clearly, I should lose my car keys more often! Fortunately I live 
only ten minutes away and Atty kindly drove me home to collect my spare car keys. It 
was then that I had a senior moment, I said “I’ll see you back at the pub (!), ran in, got 
my spare keys and thought maybe I’ll change into a shirt but then wondered why   
Atalanta hadn’t driven off. Oh, that’s right, my car isn’t here! Atty drove me back to 
my car, where I found my keys, and she then had to rush home.  

On the subject of age related memory loss, Hash Flash had sent me a very interesting 
article which included a reference to anosognosia, which is unawareness of one’s men-
tal condition. It quoted Professor Bruno Dubois, Director of the Institute of Memory 
and Alzheimer’s disease “If anyone is aware of their memory problems, they do not 
have Alzheimer’s.” That, I find, rather comforting! 

Undoubtedly, the best part of my run was the OnOn at the Crown µbrewery! 
 

Now a message from Lord Raleigh, if anyone is interested, please contact him at 
rharvey8888@gmail.com 

“I have inherited a large number of RS going back some way, would anybody like 
them? There is nothing like Hard Copy! Otherwise sadly they will have to go.... Never-
theless I have packaged  up modest quantities of these outstanding examples of hash 
scribes' pen worthiness and wordsmithery and will offer them for a small (or what you 
will) donation to the Pattaya fund and maybe some back numbers of Private Eye,  hope-
fully this weekend so bring some coins of the realm with you! On On, Lord Raleigh” 

 

    I'm so sad; I've just heard the news about Prince Andrew’s fatal car crash  
accident in a Paris tunnel, next month. 
 

Prince Andrew comes home to Buckingham Palace and finds his girlfriend crying 
and packing all her stuff. When he asks her what’s wrong, she sobs that she is leav-
ing him because people are calling him a paedophile. With a look of disbelief, he 
steps back and says, “Whoa! That’s a big word for a 10 year old.” 

 

In Britain, when you turn 100, you get a letter from the Queen. When you turn 16, 
you get a text from Prince Andrew. 

 

The Queen has had her COVID vaccinations. It shouldn't be surprising; she's 
dealt with having a little prick before i.e. Prince Andrew, sixty years ago. 

  
 
OnOn! Master Bates 

Petal’s effort, 

albeit backwards 

It’s those bloody cyclists! 

Bods’s Notes: Masterbates perplexes the pack and couldn't quite 
find the key to success but fun was had by all! 
 

Attendance was sparse after the Magical Mystery tour wore a lot 
of Hashers Out. The pack somehow made a fishtail run and missed 
large parts of the run but Caboose found the onIN so the pack went to 
find other bits of the trail while those that didn't spoke to the Police 
Women who booked the only vehicle to be parked on the 50 yards of 
double yellow line [there were 250 yards that weren't MB].  

Veggie Queen wowed Mother Brown with her high heeled walk-
ing shoes. Masterbates locked himself out of his car by putting the 
keys in his boot so Atalanta saved the day and ran him home to get 
another set. No Nookie and SFB showed up by bike to show support 
and couldn't understand why we were so late to get to the pub.  

 

OnOn, Bodyshop 
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Picnic on the beach 

The nail game! 

Time to go home 


