
One Possible … so far 0007 
 

Founded March 29, 2020 

Date  10 May 2020 

Hare(s) Too Posh 

Venue Cyberspace 

ONON Cyberspace 

NOUS AVONS 
CHANGÉ TOUT CELA 

       
You will have reflected 

cheerfully from time to time that 
your subscription to the hash 
has remained unchanged for 
longer than you can remember. I 
can think of only one increase 
since I joined over 34 years ago. 
We all spend far more on fuel 
getting to hash venues than our 
£48 or £80 annual fee to the 
hash. How has this economy 
been possible? 

Partly postage. Your 
newsletter once arrived through 
your letterbox; then came 
computers and e-mail. (The last 
to accept electronic delivery was 
Ear Trumpet).  And partly down
-downs; these used to be much 
more substantial quantities of 
liquid than nowadays, with the 
hare in particular asked to sink a 
pint in one go. These days a 
mere token swallow is provided. 
It is true that then we dipped our 
mugs into a bucket of shandy; 

 

well, what passes in these 
degenerate times for a shandy, 
which rightly would be made 
with ginger beer, not lemonade. 
The remaining factor has been 
economy; your committees are 
scrupulous in ensuring each 
event, other than the AGM, is 
self-financing. One recent GM 
did splash out more lavishly for 
a while, but reason prevailed and 
prudence returned. (Gordon 
Brown used to invoke and evoke 
that sensible lass, Prudence).  

In fact SH3 has built up a 
handsome surplus; we need a 
reserve for contingencies, but 
can afford to finance our 45th 
anniversary celebrations, once 
the lockdown is ended. Though 
one newspaper did speculate that 
those over 70 would stay indoors 
for a year, which means rather a 
lot of our members. 

And this thought leads me on 
to consider other gradual 
changes over time, age being 

manifestly one. I was far from 
being the youngest when I first 
joined Surrey, aged 49; a fair few 
would have been in their 30s, and 
we had children with us on many 
trails, some regularly (Piercy’s son 
James comes to mind – Piercy did 
not then have his present handle). 
Popeye and Olive Oyl brought 
Sweetpea frequently. Now that we 
seldom see Ballista or Raven, we 
don’t even get Peashooter (you 
may prefer to use the names 
Tweedledum and Tweedledee). 
Well obviously youngsters grow up 
and leave home; what could be 
more natural? Only, these days no 
one replaces them. And we just 
don’t have 30 year-old members 
any more. Right, we can still run; 
grey hair is no obstacle to hashing. 
Well, mine is white…. But it isn’t 
the same. A 49 year-old who joined 
now would be one of our youngest 
members. 

I mentioned elsewhere that we 
used to cross streams and even 

rivers. A hash party was held in 
the clubhouse of the Weybridge 
Vandals; the trail leading back to 
the party asked the pack to swim 
the Thames, to reach Desborough 
Island. I have to admit that since 
it was already evening – in 
October as I recall – I was not the 
only one to run all the way round 
by Walton Bridge instead. When 
Sabrina and I laid a Weybridge 
trail we hired the local ferry to get 
hashers across, but Popeye chose 
to swim. And indeed we all did 
when it was summer and midday. 
I used to worry about my watch, 
and often preferred not to wear 
one; these days that would not be 
a problem. 

My title is a quotation, which 
reads in full “Oui, c’était autrefois 
ainsi, mais nous avons changé 
tout cela”. The speaker has been 
asked “But I thought the heart 
was on the left?”, and replies 
“Well, yes, once it was, but we 
have changed all that”. In that 
conservative century radical 
change was seen as an absurdity; 
nowadays we expect it, anticipate 

COVID-19 Hash 

it, almost look forward to it. The 
Romans would have understood 
out attitude; Tempora mutantur, 
et nos mutamur in illis. The 
times they are a-changing, and 
we change with them. Is the 
hash getting older? Then we 
shall have to go on running at a 
greater age. Which may give a 
clue to a detail earler in this 
article: drinkers sober up (or 
indeed perish), so that in our 
later years we consume less 
alcohol. A sad aside: normally I 
detest remarks which say all 
men (or women) are like this or 
that. There are no elderly female 
alcoholics; women who drink 
heavily die early. There is a tag 
– yes, my mind runs on 
quotations – that those whom 
the gods love die young, but this 
is no example. The gods love 
hashers; the hash is our form of 
heaven on earth. 
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Addendum  
 
I woke up this Monday 

morning feeling a little 
“under the weather” and 
yes, I had a slight 
temperature. By 11:30 it 
had climbed to 37.8 C (100 
F in old money) and my 
permanent little cough had 
worsened. I contacted 
someone, I greatly respect, 
for advice and they advised 
calling 111. Surprisingly, I 
got through immediately 
and after a quite long Q&A 
session it was concluded 
that I almost certainly have 
COVID 19. I’m beginning 
my journey. 

I’d like to say how much 
I’ve enjoyed running and 
socialising with all of you. 
Well, most of you or some 
of you, maybe. 

I did take part in 
Sunday’s quiz but since my 
laptop camera had 
malfunctioned and what 
with being muted, 
communication was 
impossible and I gave up. 

I did learn something. 
Dom Perignon did not (as I 
thought) invent 
champagne. This was fake 
news from 1821 generated 

by one of his successors to 
promote the importance of 
the abbey. It also set the ball 
rolling to cause champagne 
to be regarded as the best 
sparkling wine in the world. 

 

The Intelligent Design of 
the Human Body (4).  

We have a kludgy brain 
The problem is that the 

human brain evolved in 
stages. As new additions 
were being built, older parts 
had to remain online to keep 
us up and running. That live-
in construction project led to 
slapdash workarounds. It’s 
as if the brain were a 
dysfunctional workplace, 
where young employees (the 
forebrain) handled new-
fangled technologies like 
language while the old guard 
(the midbrain and hindbrain) 
oversaw the institutional 
memory and the fuse box in 
the basement. A few of the 
outcomes are depression, 
madness, unreliable 
memories, and confirmation 
bias. 

Is there a fix? No, we’re 
screwed. 
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Chez Popeye & 
Olive Oyl 

The gardener’s friend 


