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Hare(s) Fleur D’Or 

Venue Cyberspace 

ONON Cyberspace 

A PRIVATE GATHERING 
TO TEST THE WATER 

When we got back there was 
no sign of our Scottish hare, so 
when he showed up Three and 
Fourpence was able to sing “O, 
Flower of Scotland, When will 
we see Your like again?” Yes, 
gentle readers, six of us – well, 
five and a hare – met on the 
evening of Friday 3rd at 
Newlands Corner (where 
parking is once more free) and 
“ran” a trail set by Le Pro. I use 
inverted commas because we 
took 55 minutes to cover 5.5 
Km, which is the speed of a 
brisk walk; and while this is 
often the case on a real full 
trail, that is because the checks 
are time consuming. Le Pro’s 
were not. The solutions were 
only 15 yards or so from the 
circles. At the second check we 
found in error the in-trail, so we 
ran the remainder of our 
adventure backwards. At our 
return the rain was setting 

 

gently in; but there is a shelter, 
we had beer and snacks, and 
better still Le Pro had provided 
haggis with pittas, so altogether 
this was an extremely agreeable 
step forward. The others not yet 
named were Petal, RHUM, and 
Body Shop. To please the GM 
we did not wear Surrey kit, 
though in fact with only six of 
us no rules were breached; but 
since we intend to carry on with 
these mini-events every Friday 
evening, we should not suggest 
membership of an official 
group.  You are welcome to 
follow later. Checks should not 
be marked through. 

A footnote to my use of old 
money in the first line. The 
hasher in question nowadays 
calls himself 17 P [Ed: this was 
a further joke initiated by 
SH3]; but this attempt at a 
transcription into modern 
currency loses the original joke, 

in which on a military exercise 
“Send reinforcements, we are are 
going to advance” becomes on 
verbal transmission “Send three 
and fourpence, we are going to a 
dance”. Try making a joke from 
17 P! You will think “FRB has 
told us this joke before!” which is 
of course true, but also brings me 
on to the whole relation between 
humour and the hash. 

An RA who actually offered 
religious advice would raise 
eyebrows. Hashers do not expect 
to hear the finer points of 
Zoroastrianism or the Church of 
Christ Scientist after a run, though 
Bonn Bugle did dress as a nun 
when in office as RA. No, humour 
is the stock-in-trade of this 
official: so what is amusing? And 
here opinions differ. The approach 
of stand-up comedians is, or was, 
to mock others, usually as a 
generalised group: mothers-in-law, 
the Irish, Pakistanis, homosexuals. 

My own reaction is never to 
hear any such comedian; jokes 
should be directed only against 
oneself, or against the 
powerful. A brave comedian 
would get the audience to 
laugh at themselves, but not at 
victims. In general Surrey 
Religious Advisers do 
admirably, summing up the 
misdemeanours, quirks and 
oddities of individual hashers 
gently and wittily. With a few 
exceptions they avoid re-telling 
known jokes, as indeed we all 
should in our daily lives. “Did 
you hear the one about….?” is 
to me an invitation to switch 
off. A greater problem arises 
with the weekly Newsletter. 
The editor is alone at the 
keyboard, not surrounded by 
cheerful fellow-hashers; he can 
hardly be expected to invent all 
the humour he purveys. 
Mocking the mighty is 
problematic: they will often be 
politicians, and readers may 
have a soft spot for this or that 
Minister or party. (The hash is 

COVID-19 Hash 

brilliantly apolitical, of 
necessity doubtless, but this 
works very well indeed. My 
own observations as a regular 
scribe are admittedly often 
political, but I take some 
pains to be even-handed as 
regards our main parties, in 
whom you will have gathered 
I have little faith….) Back to 
our editor. There is a 
quotation attributed to 
Donatus (by St Jerome, not a 
favourite of mine) “Perish 
those who said our good 
things before we did”. The 
editor must select established 
witticisms, hoping others 
have not already seen them, 
and of course betraying his 
own tastes, even his own 
character, in doing so. Let’s 
hear it for our editors!  
[Thanks - we did not lean 
over him while he wrote 
this!] 
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Wow! Evidently, I betray my 
tastes and character by 
including certain “funnies”. I 
don’t do that in my addenda, 
either. I proclaim them. 
Actually (e.g.), all of the Irish 
ones were supplied by an Irish 
hasher but for the sake of 
anonymity, I won’t mention 
her name.  

Fleur D’Or’s little teaser 
turned out to be a set of 35 
Ditloid puzzles. There was 
though, a 36th quasi-ditloid 
(32DD A B S, Atalanta’s Bra 
Size) added by person or 
persons, known [sic!]. 

The origin of the term ditloid 
is, apparently, from a cryptic 
crossword clue which appeared 
several years ago in the UK 
Daily Express newspaper: 1 = 
DitLoID, whose answer was 
One Day in the Life of Ivan 
Denisovich, and that, 
incidentally, is a novel written 
by Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn. 

I got on someone’s tits for 
being relentless (in quipping). 
Sorry, I was at the manic part 
of my cycle and although I can 
now manage the depression 
quite well (unless I get a really 
nasty trigger), I’m unable to 
manage the mania. It’s 
probably because of the fact 
that I enjoy it so much. 

 

The Intelligent Design of 
the Human Body (7), a 

misrouted nerve. The 
recurrent laryngeal nerve 
(RLN) plays a vital role in our 

ability to speak and swallow. It 
feeds instructions from the 
brain to the muscles of the 
voice box, or larynx. 
Theoretically, the trip should 
be a short one. But because of 
the way it evolved, during 
foetal development, the RLN 
gets entwined in a tiny lump of 
tissue in the neck, which 
descends to become blood 
vessels near the heart. That 
drop causes the nerve to loop 
around the aorta before 
travelling back up the larynx. 
Having this nerve in your chest 
makes it vulnerable during 
surgery or a fist fight. When 
we were fish, it was only a 
short detour. In the case of the 
hapless giraffe, however, it is 
all of fifteen feet! 

 

A tramp was walking by a 
meeting hall. The sign said 
“Free tea and biscuits” so, he 
went in. They were discussing 
how the human body is 
adaptable and makes up for 
disabilities, blind people 
develop a keen sense of 
hearing, for instance. The 
tramp says “And haven’t I 
seen it me-self?  When a 
fella’s got a short leg, the 
other one’s always longer!” 

 

Ladies, never criticise your 
husband’s faults. It may have 
been those little imperfections 
that prevented him from 
getting a better wife! 

 
On On!   Master Bates 

Dregs 

1.8kg 

Abramis brama 


