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AN ACQUIRED 
TASTE 

Hashing will never have 
universal appeal. Couch potatoes 
would not give it a second 
thought; but equally many 
serious athletes find hashing 
unattractive, with all the changes 
of pace and direction, the stops 
and starts, the uncertainty, the re-
tracing of one’s footsteps: just 
what we enjoy, in fact. It is fair 
to suppose that while some of us 
find an instant appeal at our first 
trail, and are hooked for life, 
others come to their full 
enthusiasm more slowly, 
showing up regularly only 
because a friend or partner is 
keen. It is a niche market. 

Which implies in some sense a 
privilege, an advantage over 
others who have never had a 
chance to try it. Eliot has an 
intriguing list: “Fruition, 
fulfilment, security or affection, 
Or even a very good dinner”. 
The last item is only half 
humorous, and merits attention. 

 

The full pleasure of such a meal 
is accessible only to those with an 
educated palate, privileged and 
wealthy enough to appreciate the 
best food, the finest wines. In the 
same way, consider the pleasures 
of the mind. A great many 
readers enjoy romantic fiction, 
but only a limited number will 
progress to Middlemarch; popular 
taste in verse (consider 
tombstones!) is inadequate 
preparation for Shakespeare. And 
thinking: people can and do 
progress with sudoku, going on to 
the more difficult problems, and 
to versions such a Killer or 
Sandwich, though I suspect the 
ranks are thinning all the way; 
but how many can bring pure 
thought to bear on say political 
issues, eschewing emotion for 
pure reasoning, logical progress 
from axiom to conclusion? To 
most people, mathematics means 
arithmetic; differential equations, 
for example, are entirely 

inaccessible (though they are 
essential to any serious scientific 
study) and string theory is just a 
name. 

And music. I remember my 
bewilderment as a undergraduate 
when I saw a young man alone in a 
restaurant with a musical score in 
front of him, plainly revelling in the 
sounds playing in his head, 
completely silently. (And no, to this 
day I remain unable to read music!) 

You may be wondering what all 
this has to do with hashing: I am 
raising the question of fairness, of 
privilege. The very small minority 
of the world’s population who hash 
are fortunate, as are those who can 
savour fine wines, or read Dante in 
the original, (this includes Italians!), 
or understand quantum mechanics. 
We few, we happy few…. 

So far, so good. I have not 
addressed the idea of acquisition. 
Even those born intelligent must 
study; wealth can be earned as well 
as inherited. Large wins on the 

lottery are dreamed of mostly by 
those reluctant to put in the time 
and effort required to become well
-off the hard way. There is an 
apprenticeship to be served by 
those who can really appreciate 
wines, and the same is true of 
music. Circumstances can be 
felicitous; I did not choose my 
college because of its chapel – 
after the Sistine perhaps the most 
famous in the world – but living 
next to it for three years changed 
my whole being. But normally 
effort is a pre-condition to 
acquiring anything good: what of 
hashing? 

The founders of a hash are in a 
special position: they will impose 
a culture, a sense of what is fitting, 
to which newcomers must – 
initially – conform. But over the 
years each new arrival will in fact 
modify the prevailing spirit – to 
the chagrin of the old-timers. SH3 
has been utterly transformed 
during my years, but very slowly, 
very gradually; in earlier articles 
during this lockdown I have listed 
some of the changes, and shall not 
repeat myself, just insisting that 

COVID-19 Hash 

each member, without realising 
it, contributes to this 
transformation. What is found 
amusing is subject to change, and 
so for the parties and 
entertainments. Obviously 
certain personalities exert greater 
influence than others; notably the 
GM and the RA, but by no 
means only those, and I insist 
that every single (frequent, 
regular) hasher does affect the 
prevailing culture. And is 
affected by it; we ourselves 
change as hashers as the years go 
by. More experience, but also 
increasing years; even our senses 
of humour are not fixed for ever. 
Hares learn from each trail they 
set; and from the successes and 
failures of other hares. They 
discover what pleases, what is 
found unsatisfactory, and these 
aspects of the hash are also in 
perpetual flux. A taste is never 
acquired once and for all; it is 
renewed with each trail and each 
Circle. 
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Addendum 
 
Both puny and 

punishingly Punic, Bod’s 
Pun Quiz packed a punch 
and we punters had our 
pride punctured as we 
struggled to guess the 
punch-lines. At least he 
was punctilious about his 
punctuation! 

 

PMS jokes aren't funny. 
Period! 

 

A man is drinking in a bar 
when he notices a beautiful 
young lady. "Hello there 
and what's your name?" 
"Hello," giggles the 
woman, "I'm Stacey. What's 
yours?" "I'm Jim." "Jim, do 
you want to come over to 
my house tonight?" “Sure!" 
replies Jim. "Let's go!" At 
Stacey’s house, Jim notices 
a picture of a man on 
Stacey's desk and asks, "Is 
this your brother?" "No, it's 
not" Stacey giggles. "Is it 
your husband?" Stacey 
giggles even more, "No, 
silly!" "Then, it must be 

your boyfriend!" Stacey 
giggles even more while 
nibbling on Jim's ear. She 
says, "No, silly!" "Then, 
who is it?" Stacey replies, 
"It's me before my 
operation!" 

 

Patient: "Doctor, I keep 
getting these postage stamps 
from Costa Rica in my 
vagina." 

Gynaecologist: "Madam, 
they're banana stickers!" 

 

Q: Why does it take one 
million sperm to fertilize 
one egg? 

A: Because like all men, 
they won't stop to ask 
directions. 

 

It's 98% of lawyers that 
give the other 2% a bad 
name! 

 

I met a Dutch girl with 
inflatable shoes last week. I 
rang her up to arrange a 
date, but unfortunately she'd 
popped her clogs. 
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