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KEEPING THE 
FLAME BURNING 

An essayist should be able to 
summon ideas at any remove 
from the experiences which 
inspired them, whereas a hash 
report needs immediacy, a 
closeness to the events 
described. It is now 4 months 
since Surrey last ran a trail, that 
of Sir Ray set to conform to 
earlier guidelines; by this time I 
have run dry on reminiscences 
of those far off innocent days, 
and must draw on more recent 
shared events involving Surrey 
members. 

And yes, a few of us have 
enjoyed walks and runs 
together, using a maximum of 6 
– usually several fewer, more 
like 4 in the group. Obviously 
if you go walking in our 
countryside you are going to 
come across memories of 
running a trail there in other 
years; recently 6 of us started at 
a car park I did not know 

 

existed, just south of Junction 8 
on the M25, and so looking over 
Reigate. Near by is a fort I had 
never seen, built, amazingly, in 
response to a scare of a French 
invasion not under Napoleon, 
no no, a century later, in the 
1890s: did you know that so 
little time before Edward VII 
and the Entente Cordiale we 
were panicking about the 
intentions of the Third 
Republic? (By now they are 
onto their Fifth…..) I even 
learned what a casemate is. 
Originally a loopholed gallery 
from which to fire if the 
invaders had reached the ditch, 
it is now a bombproof vaulted 
chamber for storing weapons. 
The etymology escapes those 
who compile dictionaries. 

Well, soon thereafter we came 
upon memories of the notorious 
trail laid by the Retard, of 
inglorious reputation. Oh, a 

lovely man, but as hare a perfect 
imbecile; I don’t think he ever got 
a trail right. I remember the most 
complete cock-up near Purley. 
(We never seem to hash round 
there any more). And the walk 
reached a pub, the Sportsman, 
where we have often and often 
been, but the waiter had no 
recollection of us: we seldom now 
have joint runs with OCH3, 
though Sir Ray’s was one such. 
The Volunteer and the Sportsman 
were often used in those good old 
days. Made Marion was only too 
successful in his madcap project of 
punishing his liver. 

Earlier (this year?) Stevie 
Blunder laid a live trail on 
Chobham Common; we came 
upon recollections of that day last 
Friday, starting indeed from 
another car park I did not know, 
called Staple Hill, and made 
almost – but not quite – 
inaccessible by concrete blocks. 

Kelinchi was in superb form: I 
am impressed to report that her 
father, now turned 86, is still 
hashing, or would be if trails 
were still permitted. Perhaps he 
can make it to 100 and be 
knighted by her Majesty. Well, 
no, on reflection, by one of her 
successors – just imagine 
trying to live up to her 
standards…. I had not been 
running really for some 3 
weeks, and found it hard at first 
to stay anywhere near 
Kelinchi; I shall have to go 
back to pounding our local golf 
course. 

RHUM has been actively 
setting up weekly walks, at 
Newlands Corner for instance, 
or Wisley and Pyrford. Yes, of 
course you remember hashing 
at both locations: Surrey 
scenery will always bring trails 
to mind. In the churchyard by 
the chapel atop of St Anne’s 
hill we found the tombstone, 
near that of Sir Lionel and 
Lady Heald, of the Zinovieff 
family. One daughter had made 
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it to 103, her younger brother 
to 104; and this was many 
years ago. The brother took 
the name Fitzlyon; now 
there’s a way for immigrants 
to merge into our culture…. 

The Tillingbourne brewery 
is in Staple Lane (as opposed 
to Staple Hill two paragraphs 
ago) and has featured in 
several walks recently by 
hashers, one arranged by our 
new GM from his own abode. 
Someone was puzzled to 
think of buying beer and then 
lugging it round for the 
remainder of the walk, but 
obviously one can ask for 
deliveries. 

Well, you get my drift. If 
we can’t hash we can still 
meet, take exercise, enjoy 
beer, reminisce, take pleasure 
in the Surrey scenery, and 
await better days. All is not 
lost. 
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Well, the limited number 
who took part in my animal 
(names for Young, Female, 
Male and Collective) quiz was 
bowled over! “Why only 69 
questions, we were having so 
much fun?” Yeah, right, well 
they can’t all be gems. I think, 
however, that some of the 
answers were surprising and 
amusing, especially the 
collectives. It was impossible 
to keep a detailed score but 
Strumpet seemed to be the 
clear winner. If the rest of you 
want to risk cutting your wrists 
the quiz is available on line. 

I wish to scotch another 
unfounded rumour. Our highly 
esteemed GM has never 
indulged in snedging. I don’t 
know about pillions, though.  

  

The Intelligent Design of 
the Human Body (8). 
What’s going on between 

our legs? (!) Ladies first, the 
female situation can be 
illustrated by the old joke: A 
sculptor, a painter and a man in 
a bowler hat were having a 
drink in a bar and discussing 
the nature of God, having 
created women. “You only 
have to look at the beautiful 
colouring of their bodies and 
the texture of the hair to see 
that God must be a painter.” “I, 
strongly disagree, look at the 
shape, form and curves. He 
must be a sculptor.” The man 
in the bowler hat said “I think 
God is a town and country 
planner. Who else would put a 
sewage outfall in the middle of 
a playground?” 

 Why do we men have our 
nuts, so vulnerably, dangling? 
The reason usually given is that 
efficient sperm production 
requires a lower temperature. 
This, however, could be an 
adaptation. So, why did God do 
it? She probably did it for a 
joke! 

 

A Captain receives some sad 
news that a member of his 
company, Private Jones, has 
suffered bereavement. He calls 
in his Sergeant Major 
“Dashed awful thing Sar'nt 
Major, I’ve just been informed 
that Private Jones’ father has 
passed away. You’ll have to 
break the news to him.” Yes 
Sir, leave to me Sir.” He calls 
for the men to fall in. “Squad 
‘shun! Private Jones one pace 
forward, yer father’s dead, one 
pace backward!” “Oh, err, 
um, thank you Sar'nt Major.” 
A week passes and the tragic 
news comes that his mother 
has now also passed away. 
Again the Sergeant Major is 
tasked with telling Private 
Jones. “Dashed terrible thing 
Sar'nt Major, I’ve just been 
informed that Private Jones’ 
mother has now passed away 
and you’ll have to inform 
him.”  “Yes Sir, leave to me 
Sir.” “Sar'nt Major, err, um, 
could you be a little more 
subtle, this time?” “Suttall? 
Yes Sir, suttall. Leave it to me 
Sir.” “Squad ‘shun! All those 
wiv muvvers, one pace 
forward.” “Where do you 
think you’re going, Jones?” 
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[It’s because of the Vatican 
involvement in the JFK 
assassination MB] 

A Blast from the Past 


