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Date 20 December 2020 

Hare(s) (Would have been) 
The GM 

Venue Forest Green  
POSTPONED! 

ONON N/A 

GROW OLD WITH ME, 
THE BEST IS YET TO 

COME 
This “report” is largely a study 

of old age. Our Surrey Hash now 
includes, as active participants, 
an impressive number of 
members defined in any book as 
elderly; if some no longer run the 
trails in the traditional sense, 
others do: think of First On and 
J. Arthur, on the borderline of 
80. My trail at Gracious Pond 
illustrates some of the problems 
however. My wife takes a dim 
view of my doing a recce alone; 
she argues that at least when 
actually putting down the flour, 
should I collapse people will find 
me – alive or not! - as the pack 
comes past, but on a solitary 
recce she has no such source of 
confidence. So I recce with our 
son. Unfortunately our attempt at 
a recce together went wrong; I 
had ill-advisedly thought of 
taking the trail round Fairoaks 
airport (what was the point? 
Where would the checks be?). In 
reality, despite the right of way 

 

shown on OS maps the footpath 
on the eastern boundary of the 
airport just leads to a most 
perilous (and forbidden) stretch 
across the flight path. As a result 
my son and I found ourselves in a 
tangle of meadows all bounded 
by streams, and by the time we 
had extricated ourselves we were 
expected for lunch. 

That was the only chance of his 
company, so the trail was set 
without a recce. Well, I had a 
compass and a map, and off I 
went. But after some 45 minutes I 
seemed to have dropped and lost 
the map; in reality – this is where 
old age comes in – I had put it in 
my knapsack with an empty bag 
of flour, but I did not discover 
this till back at the car. The 
footpaths east of Chobham are 
much less than obvious, and I 
failed to find the path which 
would have avoided the town 
centre, just as at Mincing Lane I 
used the southern path, where the 

one further north would have been 
shorter and more scenic. So you 
probably did 1.5 miles too many, 
because the hare was getting old. 

I shall continue I hope, to lay 
trails, but inevitably my total will be 
surpassed, doubtless by 
Tequil’Over, who is already hard at 
my heels, and less affected by Anno 
Domini. And eventually someone 
else will overtake him: long may the 
Surrey Hash endure! 

This may depend on overcoming 
the effects of the coronavirus. I hope 
that on 27th December we can at 
least return to our going round in 
pairs, which would still be 
permitted. The GM’s scheme for a 
trail on 20th December was thought-
provoking. 

Trails which run both clockwise 
and counter-clockwise present an 
obvious problem with the checks. 
Those running the “wrong” way 
must infer there is a check 
somewhere if the flour runs out; 
they can only keep going, and will 

either stumble upon flour or will 
not. Once as an April Fool joke 
the hash was split in two with 
the letters saying where to start 
(all done by snail mail in those 
days) split into two sets with 
different locations. They were to 
meet in the middle and laugh. 
No, I don’t know what happened 
next, it was before my time. Bot 
of course if there are no checks 
the problem vanishes. Except 
that the hash vanishes as well; 
there is just a social running 
event. 

Tosser is perturbed by my 
mentioning the Virgin Birth, 
professing to have devoted his 
life to reducing the numbers of 
virgins. Most women’s 
magazines have little truck with 
virginity either - nor indeed 
motherhood. Virginity scarcely 
features in the Old Testament, 
which emphasises fertility 
instead; I can think only of the 
daughter of Jethro, who asked 
for time to weep that she would 
still be a virgin when her father 
sacrificed her following his 
foolish oath. Much of the OT is 

The Runday Shag 

quite unsuitable for Sunday 
School: you thought David a 
virtuous hero? He ran a 
protection racket while out of 
favour with Saul, and, when 
king, had Saul’s sons killed by 
impaling, lest they challenge his 
legitimacy. Conventional 
Christmas imagery now means 
Santa Claus and snowmen, not 
the real central person. Santa 
Claus – St Nicholas – has his 
feast day on 6th December; by 
the 25th there should be another 
focus. Ho ho ho may be 
profitably replaced by Adeste 
Fideles. Christmas reminds us 
that there are alternatives to 
wealth, status, honour; the most 
significant of all human lives 
began in poverty, confusion, and 
squalor, continued in obscurity, 
and ended in disgrace and the 
death reserved for criminals. 
And a merry Christmas to all our 
readers! 

 
On On! FRB 

MOA 0 

The Would-be Hare 
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Addendum 
 
Well, all credit to FRB,  he certainly did put 

his hands up.  
The GM provided a few piccies of his, Forest 

Green trail (bottom of page) that never was 
but, perhaps, will be in the future. There is also 
a piccie of Atalanta and RHUM, out and about. 
Atty donned her elf (& safety) outfit probably 
due to withdrawal symptoms brought about by 
the lack of a Jingle Bells Run (boohoo).  

My local running route is the towpath of the 
Wey Navigation. Because it is (0 cm) east of 
me, I get far better sunrises (now that the 
leaves have fallen) than sunsets. 

They say Christmas has been cancelled. This 
is not true, to mention but two examples: 
Christmas lunch with my kids and Atalanta’s 
Secret Santa, are merely postponed. 

I was going to reflect on this extraordinary 
year but the GM does so, with great eloquence, 
overleaf. So a very merry Christmas to all of 
my friends on the Hash, and to the rest of you! 

 

None of you, I think, will be surprised to 
know that I subscribe to the modern 

scientific theory that our planet is about 
4,543,000,000 years old.  

In 1650 the Archbishop of Armagh, James 
Ussher, began counting all the "begats" in the 
Old Testament. He was determining the age of 
our Earth in the only scholarly way which was 
available to him, He studied ancient Egyptian 
and Hebrew texts, analysed how the ancient 
calendars were calculated and came up with a, 
seemingly accurate date for the Creation. 

The world, he concluded, had begun one 
weekend in 4004 BC - specifically, on the 
evening before October 23rd.I think (or hope) 
that only a minority of believers in the three 
(four if you count Baháʼí) Abrahamic faiths 
support the idea of a young Earth (6,000 – 
10,000 years old). 

As one would expect, the texts of the world’s 
oldest religion, Hinduism, also have a young 
age for the Earth, only 4,320,000,000 years. 
That’s in  error by about 5%! 

 

Why is there only one Monopolies 
Commission? 

 

And now some cracker jokes, sorry! 
 

What did Adam say on the day before 
Christmas? It’s Christmas, Eve! 

 

What does Santa suffer from if he gets 
stuck in a chimney? 

Claustrophobia! 
 

What kind of motorbike does Santa ride? 
A Holly Davidson! 
 

What happens to elves when they are 
naughty? 

Santa gives them the sack! 
 

How does Good King Wenceslas like his 
pizzas? 

One that’s deep pan, crisp and even! 
 

What carol is heard in the desert? 
O camel ye faithful! 
 

What type of key do you need for a Nativity 
play? A don-key! 

 

How do snowmen get around? 
They ride an icicle 
 

What do snowmen eat for lunch? 
Iceburgers! 
 

When is a boat just like snow? 
When it’s adrift! 
 

What do you call Father Christmas on the 
beach? 

Sandy Claus! 
 

Why did the turkey cross the road? 
Because it was the chicken’s day off 
 

Why couldn’t the skeleton go to the 
Christmas Party? 

Because he had no body to go with! 
 

What says Oh Oh Oh? 
Santa walking backwards! 
 

What do elves learn at school? 
The Elfabet! 
 

Why can’t Christmas trees knit? 
Because they always drop their needles! 
 

What’s green, covered in tinsel and goes 
ribbet ribbet? 

Mistle-toad! 
 

Why are pirates great? 
They just aaaaaaarrrrr! 
 

What do you call a deer who can’t see? 
No eye-deer! 
 

What do you get if you eat Christmas 
decorations? 

Tinselitis! 
 
OnOn! Master Bates Sunrise 

The joy of swans 

Sunset 

The downside! 
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A Christmas Broadcast 

So this is Christmas… 
Cripes! What a year we’ve had and that’s an understatement. No hashing as we know it, no hash ski 

holiday, in fact no holidays abroad at all. Though, to be open-minded, that’s a first world problem. Mind 
you my three staycations turned out well, Lewes, Sussex for a couple of nights catching up with Bright-
onH3, a few days staying in the Cathedral Lodge (adjacent to Canterbury cathedral) and later with 
friends at their cottage in Looe, Cornwall. English staycations, just like hols with parents in days of yore. 
Yes, on two of them, it rained cats and dogs. 

Of course, it’s been a bumpy ride from Lockdown 1 to Lockdown 2, do we hash, don’t we, will we be 
breaking the rules and much detailed observation of government documentation. What a headache that 
all was and thanks to all those taking part in trying to decipher what we should do (apart from the sleep-
less nights some missives gave me!). 

It is at this stage that I’d like to express a big thank you to those who have done the best for SH3 in 
trying circumstances, to SpeedyHumper for her admirable role as GM and keeping us all going through 
the first part of this year, to Atalanta for setting up and running the initial (and respite) Zoom events; to 
Petal for being the main man with his ZoomQuarters for the majority of SH3-Zooms as well as his shag-
tomes; FRB for continuing to work on his weekly manuscript for the RS; RHUM for getting a good long 
list of hares lined up; MasterBates for getting back to health and resuming his shagging; and our stalwart 
Teq for Zooms, running The Bongo Bar; sticking his fingers in the dyke’s hole when necessary - and 
preserving my health, much aided by dropping in at Doverhay for a beer or two and fiddling with my 
salty nuts. The committee have played their part well and many thanks to all of those who have set hash-
es. Well done crew. 

Where do we go next year? Well I suppose until we’ve all been immunised there will be lockdowns, 
breaks, and more lockdowns for a while. Somehow, we need to carry on through those and up to the lim-
its of what we can legally do, to ensure our hashing carries on until we, once again, have in our sights 
those broad sunlit uplands as imagined by Churchill. Uncle Gerry said he’s going to be vaccinated as 
soon as possible (does that make him a GibberPig?) so we’ll be able to see what side-effects, if any, have 
on his sporty frame. 

Currently, under Tier 4, we’ve had a real slammer imposed on our activities and it is with that in mind 
that I’d like SH3 members to think of good trails they’ve known, or would like to promote, because there 
is a nascent idea of how we can get out into the countryside again under the aegis of SH3 but not break 
any rules or law. More on this in next week’s RS. 

My thoughts are on when we can next organise an event for all to attend, a lunch, weekend away or a 
trip. Far-reaching thoughts at this moment in time but one has to have a goal. Until we next meet, I wish 
you all a Happy, Safe and Healthy Christmas, towards a Brave New Year and looking for better times to 
come. See you all next year. Onwards and Upwards for The Surrey Hash. 

 
OnOn, HashFlash/GM 


