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HOW SHALL  WE TELL  
THE  DANCER FROM 

THE DANCE? 
When in evening dress for an 

SH3 ball – yes, yes, in the past 
I have been to a fair few – one 
of my principal pleasures was 
watching fellow hashers dance. 
The grace, the enthusiasm, the 
elegance, the dexterity, the 
energy! And in some cases this 
from members of the Knitting 
Circle deeply reluctant to 
accord as much input to 
running a trail. I can, and do, 
dance in my own fashion; 
usually more wildly than is 
customary, but not without 
rhythm. But watching, and 
admiring, others was more fun. 
As a boy I was taught the 
dances then thought 
appropriate: waltz, foxtrot, 
quickstep, tango. I wonder how 
many of you mastered these? 
Or having done so, remember 
them? Salman Rushdie, from a 
younger generation, 
commented “We were never 

 

taught joined-up dancing”. 
This brings me to an oddity. 

Sister Anna and Dormouse for 
many years invited the hash 
each autumn to Leatherhead, for 
country dancing, to raise money 
for the Pattaya Orphanage, very 
successfully and very enjoyably. 
But hashers who excelled on the 
ballroom floor often found the 
greatest difficulty in mastering 
the steps of the various set-
pieces, despite the services of a 
trained caller. Conforming to an 
established and set pattern went 
strangely against the grain. I 
could not help thinking of my 
friends in Skye, where every 
September they dance reels, all 
night, many different reels, and 
all without a caller. The dancers 
are expected to have mastered 
each reel in advance….. 
Traditionally they do not go to 
bed after the dance; no, up into 
the hills for energetic walks, and 

then dance again for another 
whole night. Well, so I am told; I 
have never done this, and am not 
sure I really believe it. But there is 
certainly no caller. 

T.S.Eliot evokes the words of a 
collateral ancestor: “Daunsinge, 
signifying matrimonie, A dignified 
and commodious sacrament”. 
High Church Anglicans therefore; 
true Protestants admit only two 
sacraments, baptism and the 
eucharist. It is not obvious how 
many of you have thought of 
dancing, however spelt, as calling 
marriage to mind; the officers of 
my submarine defined dancing as 
the vertical expression of a 
horizontal desire, which is not 
quite the same thing. However, I 
wish to use the image of dancing 
to evoke the hash. It is often said 
figuratively that the hare led the 
pack a merry dance (in Sri Lanka 
my handle was Pied Piper); but I 
see the hare as a caller. There is an 

intricately patterned link between 
his mind and those of the front 
runners; the hare as the Lord of 
the Dance. At the checks he 
hopes they will sway this way 
and that before finding the flour 
and resuming their progress. 
Each solution must be found, or 
the hare has failed; but each 
quest for the flour must be 
interesting, a challenge, 
mastering new steps in the dance. 
So his (or indeed her) task is to 
enter the minds, the knowledge, 
the expectations of the pack, 
tuning his trail, his checks, to his 
understanding of their thinking. 
The caller in Leatherhead was 
usually the same each year, so he 
got to know our abilities and our 
limitations. He selected the 
dances accordingly, and the way 
he introduced them. He would 
have made a good hare. 

In the old days SH3 held balls 
in summer as well as in January; 
we did not then go off to 
Worthing or East Anglia, no, we 
stayed in Surrey, often at the 
Devil’s Punchbowl. That terrain 

COVID-19 Hash 

has in the past been well 
explored and hashed by our 
members. In winter of course 
the Punchbowl does become 
very wet, but there is plenty of 
countryside around without 
going down into the Bowl 
itself. And the summer is 
perfect there. This year we were 
to have celebrated 45 years of 
existence with a summer party, 
dancing included thanks to 
Proxy; doubtless that event will 
be postponed, but I do 
recommend summer balls. 

Famous dancers seem to 
come to sad ends: think of 
Nijinsky, Nureyev, Isadora 
Duncan. But some lasted better: 
Loie Fuller, Josephine Baker, 
Margot Fonteyn….. I leave it to 
you to identify SH3 dancers as 
our version of Ginger Rogers 
and Fred Astaire. 
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The Almost Octogenarian Hare 
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Addendum  
 

Uncle Gerry delved deeply 
into the anals of Hash 
history for his Birthday 
Quiz giving a distinct 
advantage to the “old 
gittery”. 
Hornblower sang a 
Birthday Ode to the tune of 
"Ernie" The Fastest 
Milkman in the West (a hit 
by the late, great Benny 
Hill). Unfortunately, her 
internet is steam powered 
(either that or she’s used 
the hedge trimmer on it 
again) and we couldn’t hear 
all of the words. A PDF is 
available along with the 
GM’s quiz and the 007 film 
anagram quiz provided by 
Clutching Hand. I love it 
when the scrambled letters 
form cogent sentences of 
their own. 
At last, Atalanta and I have 
found something we have 
in common. We have both 
been visited by a (non-

trouser) snake.  
 
 The Intelligent Design 

of the Human Body (3).  
 We have crowded teeth. 
Humans typically have 
three molars on each side 
of the upper and lower jaws 

near the back of the mouth. 
When our brain drastically 
expanded in size, the jaw 
grew wider and shorter, 
leaving no room for the 
third, farthest back molars. 
These cusped grinders may 
have been useful before we 
learned to cook and process 
food. But now the “wisdom 
teeth” mostly get painfully 
impacted in the gums. 
We’ve begun to get rid of 
them. About 25 % of people 
today (most commonly 
Innuits) are born without 
some or all of their third 
molars. In the meantime, 
we’ve figured out how to 
safely extract these teeth 
with dental tools, which, we 
probably wouldn’t have 
invented without the larger 
brain. So you could call it a 
wash. 
 

And one from Lord Raleigh: 
Pete: “What did your wife 
give you for your 50th, 
Dave?” [Dave, again! MB] 
Dave: “Do you see that 
flame red Ferrari out there in 
the street?”      
Pete: “Yeah, lovely!” “Well 
she me bought me a tie, 
exactly the same colour!” 

 
OnOn! Master Bates 

Dregs 

A blast from the past 

Oder of the week 

Atty’s 

Mine 

Ow’s about that then? 


