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Date 26 Dec 2021 

Hare Atalanta 

Venue Bookham Soggy 
Commons 

OnOn The Cricketers 

ON THE MUDDY TRAIL  
TO PERDIT ION 

Its Boxing Day in Covid cursed 
2021. In a dreary woodland clearing 
low black clouds press down on a 
landscape of pine and scrub while 
blasts of rain filled wind add to the 
increasing gloom despite it being 
10.45am. In the distance the hiss of 
traffic from the M25 as it kisses the 
farm track leading to this God 
forsaken spot.  

All is silent despite this being the 
Run start for the Surrey Hash House 
Harriers. Then in the distance a faint 
drone of engines, which then turns 
into a funeral procession of 4 Wheel 
Drives, Beamers (almost certainly 
stolen to order), and Rust Buckets. 
Parking is quick, namely anywhere 
to cause maximum inconvenience. 
From these vehicles descend what 
can only be described as the flotsam 
and jetsam of modern England, 
although any passing stranger would 
have thought they really looked like 
Workhouse characters from a 
Dickens novel. Blood shot eyes take 
in the ambience, but not before being 
preceded by large guts and saggy 
boobs. Xmas Day has clearly taken a 
heavy toll.  

After much shuffling around 
and Covid coughing 18 brave 
and hardy souls are called to 
order by an Amazonian dressed 
in a strange ensemble of running 
gear, but enhanced by a Queen 
Alexandra Cloak, a Fairbairn-
Sykes strapped to her hip, and a 
spy glass around her neck. Very 
odd, but clearly not a lady to be 
argued with. In a clipped military 
tone she barks out the essential 
information without which no 
Hasher can venture forth, namely 
it is Sunday, flour is laid in 
Waitrose’s finest wholemeal, and 
Checks will be provided. 

 Additionally return should be 
that day, but not guaranteed, but 
to reassure all that safety was 
paramount she had taken both a 
vertical and horizontal flow test 
as a result of finding on a train 
the Safety Manual of the Woke 
Department of the BBC. At the 
stroke of 11am the Pack are off, 
or would have been if the area 
had not been flooded by Runners 
from the Walton Athletic Club. 
Seeing young and lean running 

machines is not good for morale. Who 
wants to be reminded of what they 
were or were not 50 years ago. 
However eventually the Pack shuffle 
forward down the nearest path, 
although it could be better described as 
a water filled trench so familiar in the 
First World War. It was at this point 
that the Hare made it clear this was a 
no nonsense Run as the Check took us 
back over the same ground/water to the 
cars where she drew her knife and 
threatened to use it if anybody tried to 
get into their car.  

Reluctantly all moved off again 
down another sodden path, where 
remaining on your feet was the 
challenge of the day. Details of each 
Check sector would be pointless. Lets 
just say an endless succession of 
glutinous mud and water amid dank 
and dismal scrub, with Hashers 
disappearing from time to time into 
deep puddles, to reappear again like a 
fishing float. Anything memorable? 
Well going past where the Bookham 
Grange Hotel once was, a happy 
memory of an early Dinner Dance until 
the proprietor was subsequently 

arrested and jailed for molesting 
small children, and Greenpeace 
getting closer to selection for the 
coming Winter Olympics by doing a 
Double Salchow, with extra twist, 
into a deep puddle. Impressive. Also 
a special mention to RHUM for his 
genius of running at 180 degrees in 
the opposite direction at every Check 
solution. No wonder he uses his Sat 
Nav all the time. Eventually a return 
to the cars, but not before meeting 
virtually all the Bookham villagers 
taking part in the traditional Boxing 
Day Dog Shitting contest.  

Humour was restored by the 
plentiful supply of cake, wine, and 
beer without threat from our resident 
delinquent hippy “to get off my 
table”. At this point a portly and 
elderly gent obviously acquainted 
with the Victorian era staggered into 
the Circle claiming he was entitled 
to interrogate the Hare as the GM 
had, to use a phrase, gone 
WANKING. In fear of him using 
SAS interrogation techniques the 
Hare confessed to all her muddy 
crimes but pleaded for a degree of 
understanding having met Sir David 
Attenborough in a BBC corridor, 
who told her that due to Global 

Warming Bookham Common would 
be a virtual desert by December, 
while Rhum had threatened to 
kidnap her pooch unless she laid the 
Run at very short notice.  

Eventually it was agreed that the 
Run would have been excellent if it 
had not be held in the UK in Winter, 
it had not rained in the last 6 
months, the Common had not been 
a flood plain, and Members had 
brought Life Vests and drugs to 
treat trench foot. Following that the 
acting RA, a shifty fellow who 
clearly worked as a Night Club 
Bouncer, stepped into the Circle and 
read, for the next 30 minutes, jokes 
from the West Ham Supporters (all 
2 of them) Joke Book. The Circle 
were comatose within 5 minutes. 

Thereafter a fast blast to the Dog 
& Duck where after much liquid 
support all present agreed that they 
were heroes for coming through 
such an ordeal, and a great pity that 
other Members had decided to get 
horizontal on the sofa and watch 
White Xmas for the 13th time while 
demolishing a tin of Quality Street. 

 
OnOn! Uncle Gerry 

MOA 0 

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 Quaggy Hare 

The Runday Shag 



Receding Hare-Line 2022 - Runs start at 11:00 sharp! 

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

Directions 

Run    2398 

Date   02 January 2022 

Hare Le Pro Hogmanay Run 

Venue Wood Street Village Green 

On On The White Hart 

Post Code     GU3 3DZ 

OS SU953509 

Scribe FRB 

what3words doses.downfield.sweat 

2399 09 Jan Dormouse & Canapé Epsom Racecourse 

2400 16 Jan Tosser  Malden Rushett 

2401 23 Jan ABBA and Greenpeace TBA 

2402 30 Jan TBA TBA 

2403 06 Feb TBA TBA 

2404 13 Feb TBA TBA 

 

Our and Other Hash Events 2021/22 
 

30/12/21 Rocky Horror Show - Venue: G Live, Guildford 
N.B. G Live requires proof of COVID vaccination, see website: 
https://glive.co.uk/Online/reopening-safely-guildford 
 

07/01/22  36th First Friday Hash - 19:00 
Hare: No Nookie - Venue: St John’s Lye - OnOn: Lebanese 
 

04/02/22  37th First Friday Hash - 19:00 
Hare: TBA - Venue: TBA - OnOn: TBA 
 

25/03/22 Officials Dinner - Venue: Clandon 
 

27/03/22 AGM - Venue & On On: Holmbury St Mary Village Hall 
 

07/05/22 Hash May Ball -  Venue: Bush Hotel, Farnham 
 

We live in hope! MB 

N

 
From Guildford take the Aldershot Road A323 and through a couple of 
roundabouts following the signs for Broad Street and Wood Street Village. 
It’s about 5 minutes drive from the start of Aldershot Road. Park 
considerately around the village green. OnOn White Hart: GU3 3DZ  
congested.entrusted.weaned 
 

Haggis will be served post circle. [I’m not sure whether or not, that’s a 
threat or a promise! MB] 
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Sinners 

 
 

Visitor 

Natterjack 
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Colour Supplement   
MOA 1 

Addendum 2397 
  

To be fair, not all of the trail was muddy, a fair portion of it was marsh! The    
Cricketers was welcoming, warm, dry and had Timothy Taylor’s Landlord on tap. 
Atalanta invited us back to Sandown Cottage where she, generously, plied us with 
wine, nibbles, Thai green curry and Maxie. 
Bods was nominally RA but clearly guided/goaded by GM Uncle Gerry, and here 
are the sinners: 
Master Bates for sitting on the fence so much and getting splinters up his arse [ass 
Jerry MB] NB it’s the price of diplomacy! 
RHUM for Ashes Cricket [and going 180º wrong at every single check MB] 
Kelinchi’s son, Sam, for listening to CL [how naïve MB] 
King Wally for check solving [and for just being Wally! MB] 
Green Peace for spectacular dumbing tossed [!! MB] 
Len/Ardon had tested positive for COVID and being (rightly) named as a contact I 
was given instructions to self-isolate for 10 days, take daily LFTs and contact NHS 
Track & Trace. I did contact T & T and was told that I did not have to self-isolate 
(but still do the testing). I instead booked a PCR test which I understood to be more 
accurate. It turned out to be positive! So, no Rocky horror show for me or, more 
importantly, Le Pro’s Tapas and Haggis run. I have received many NHS email and 
text requests to provide a list of recent contacts (everyone attending run 2397) but, 
thus far I’ve failed. I fell at the first fence of the procedure when asked to generate 
and confirm a password, I received an error message “There is a problem –        
Invitation token is invalid”! If it seems that I’m criticising the various NHS websites 
and sub-websites, it’s true. But not the NHS itself (it’s OK Gerry I brought a cushion 
this time!) They’ve had to produce software “on the hoof” in almost zero time using, 
probably, existing “stuff” and it’s seriously creaking! Different parts of the sites are 
giving out disparate information (and it’s constantly changing). I’m eerily relieved 
that I’ve finally got COVID! 
It’s a shame that some vulnerable people get lethal outcomes where the majority, 
like me, triple jabbed, suffer (so far) less than mild cold symptoms or we wouldn’t 
have to have gone through all this shit. 
Now for some Bodyshopish humour (?) 
 

         I used to build stairs for a living. But the business was up and down. 
       I would make jokes about the sea, but they’re too deep. 
I’m friends with 25 letters of the alphabet. I don’t know why. 
I’ve just received a card full of rice. It’s from Uncle Ben. 
A local man was killed by a falling piano. It will be a low key funeral. 
The last thing grandpa said before he kicked the bucket? How far do you think I 
can kick this bucket? 
I once had a teacher with a lazy eye. She couldn’t control her pupils. 
Today, my son asked, “can I have a book mark?” and I burst into tears. 11 years 
old and he still doesn’t know my name is Brian.  
 
OnOn! And a New Year [sic] to you all... Master Bates 

Dregs 

Chez Atty 

Wally and his smarter brother 

Bod’s joke falls flat 


