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Date 03 January 2021 

Hare(s) The GM 

Venue Betchworth 

ONON N/A 

RUNNING WITH MAPS 
AROUND BETCHWORTH: 

MUDDY BUT WORTHWHILE 
Today’s trail combined 

the familiar – notably 
Spingo’s territory, including 
the windmill and the 
Skimmington Castle – with 
terrain I did not recognise at 
all. I thought it well chosen 
and attractive, if 
uncommonly muddy and 
slippery: we took 110 
minutes, and to our 
considerable surprise met 
no one at all from SH3 
while out there, though MB 
and MB (Mother Brown 
and Master Bates) were in 
the car park on our return, 
considering rather casually 
when they might start. We 
went round clockwise: J. 
Arthur had copied the route 
onto a laminated sheet, duly 
marked with arrows, and 

 

used it extremely 
successfully. If we deviated 
at all (his phone said 6.7 
miles when we got in) then 
only just. The weather was 
kind: we were able to 
admire sunshine over the 
North Downs, though it 
never shone directly on us. 
Yes, we did that strange 
loop around the church of 
St. Michael – the archangel 
whom artists credit with 
overcoming the serpent 
Satan. 

It was, and remains, our 
opinion that sending out 
pairs on flour is preferable 
to map-reading, which 
makes the experience more 
like a recce than a trail. Is 
everyone gifted at reading 
maps? The laws governing 

our behaviour are identical to 
those in force when we did 
have flour; the argument that 
flour is a proof of organisation 
is unimpressive, since sending 
out maps is also organisation, 
and this new approach runs the 
risk of numerous pairs arriving 
simultaneously at the start. But 
the new system did work well. 

We ran past one group from 
which a woman called out that 
we looked like hashers, which 
impressed us; perhaps our 
sport is becoming better 
known? We admitted our 
identity, and commented 
gloomily that we are not as yet 
allowed to hash. Ah, won’t 
that be good! Talk of March is 
probably optimistic, the 
current rates of infection and 
mortality are so high: 

midsummer seems more 
likely. 

So Brexit is now an 
established fact, though it 
came in not with a bang but 
a whimper. In present 
circumstances its 
proclaimed advantages are 
unlikely to be readily 
apparent: the only obvious 
difference is the queue of 
lorries parked all around 
Dover, to the distress of the 
citizens there. (Genuine 
Brie from France became 
hard to find for a few days 
when President Macron 
was alarmed by our mutant 
strain.) I have given myself 
a new social/cultural 
problem to brood over: for 
centuries the religion I 
practise was confined to the 
humbler classes of society, 
eschewed by the educated, 
the wealthy, the well-born. 

The Runday Shag 

Early Christians would 
have been Trump voters…. 
Naturally grandees of the 
Republican party are 
another matter; it is 
fascinating how Trump in 
his last days in office is 
ripping apart the party 
which – grudgingly at first 
– supported his candidacy. 
By the time you read this 
Georgia will have voted for 
senators; the incumbent 
President appears to be 
doing his best to ensure 
success for the Democrat 
candidates, which is richly 
ironic. Unfortunately for me 
you will know the results 
before you read this, but 
deadlines do tend to 
generate dead lines….. 

 
On On! FRB 

MOA 0 

The Virtual Hare 
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Runday Shag 
Colour Supplement  

Addendum 
 

First of all, many apologies for not making 
the gpx and kml files for the GM’s flourless 
trail available in the email (if you don’t know 
what they are, you didn’t need them). Next 
time, if and whenever that is, we’ll try to do 
better. 

Atty was out RHUMbling again and on 
Sunday they boycotted (so far) the GM’s 
Betchworth trail in favour of Frensham Ponds. 
Well it’s about time I quashed this RHUMour, 
I appear to have started. RHUM is, admittedly, 
a good looking lad but he’s far too young for a 
gerontophile. 

Mother Brown and I arrived circa 12:20 just 
in time to meet FRB and JArt returning. We 
also spotted (I was informed) Dr D’s car but 
didn’t encounter him. They had a cloudy but 
bright run and I endorse FRB’s comment on 
the muddiness; in fact, I would say that it was 
inordinately muddy! Because of this, we didn’t 
get to do a whole lot of running.  

It was a scenic route though and we enjoyed 
some sunshine but, also, a hail storm! We 
avoided the worst of it by sheltering under the 
eaves of someone’s shed. The road looked as 
though it had just been resurfaced but, in 
reality, there was a half inch of slush. 

Earlier on, close to the Skimmington Castle, 
we spotted the “Webbymobile” (how many 
other black Bentley’s have WEB on their 
vanity plates?) It turned out that he and Teq 
decided to make that their start point. It was, 
unfortunately, too cold and damp for a beer 

afterwards. 
  

  If I keep stress-eating at this level, the 
buttons on my shirt will start socially 
distancing from one another. 

 

Every few days try your jeans on just to 
make sure they fit. Pyjamas will have you, 
falsely, believe that all is well in the kingdom. 

 

Being quarantined with a talkative child is 
like having an insane parrot glued to one’s 
shoulder 

 

I never thought the comment “I wouldn’t 
touch them with a six-foot pole” would 
become national policy, but here we are! 

 

I’m not talking to myself, I’m having a 
parent-teacher conference. 

 

This morning I saw a neighbour talking to 
her cat. It was obvious she thought her cat 
understood her. I went back to my house and 
told my dog, we laughed a lot. 

 

There’s nothing like relaxing on the couch 
after a long day of being tense on the couch. 
I finished a Netflix series today. 

 

Day 271 at home and the dog is looking at 
me like, “See? This is why I chew the 
furniture!” 

 

OnOn! Master Bates 
 
Overleaf is another (dis)missive from 

our reveried [sic!] GM, but he also has 
some good news…. 

The gathering storm 

The hail 

On track! 



 
Dear Surrey Hashers, 
 
Gor lummee! 
 
It is the start of every new year, well actually the first full working week of the year, when I always feel as though I have to hit the ground running 
to catch up with work and return communications that have built up over the Christmas holidays. Just where does all this stuff come from?! I do 
recall from when I ran my design and construction business in London, back in the 80s, and employing several staff, that Mr Inland Revenue would 
always write letters just before Christmas, costing me rushed-private time to reply to questions that, in essence, they could have figured out the an-
swers for themselves (or more likely not created the problems themselves in the first place). They got so good at this that a brown envelope from 
them always seemed to hit my doorstep the day before Christmas break and my other holidays. There’s productivity for you. This country seems to 
try and subdue the self-employed, as well as put the mockers on bootstrap innovation but, as Brits, we do though have many other things to be 
thankful for. Rant over.  
It’s a disahster dahling…   [did you know that “Disaster” means “Bad Star”? MB] 
 
On that note, and with the best laid plans of mice and men going awry (more like ripped asunder) the latest idea of mapped routes for Surrey Hash, 
to stay within the confines of the law, has also been taken off our option list. Tier 5 had to be done and, IMHO, I don’t think anyone could do a bet-
ter job than Boris is currently doing, he may not be your favourite person but there is no-one else. He and we as a nation are all learning as we go 
along (I foam at the mouth when some come along with holier-than-thou hindsight) and as such we have to all try and pull together. Once more into 
the breach dear friends, once more… 
 
The plague, the plague… 
 
So far we have had some Covid-19 concerns on the hash, with two feeling they’d had it after returning from their Asian travels very early this year. 
Closer to home, our dear OITE has had minor symptoms but poor TailEnd is having rather a rough time of it. (OITE says that once it’s all over 
she’ll get back to roughing him over as usual, the lucky sod.) Here’s wishing them both back to excellent health soonest. I sincerely hope that no one 
else on the hash ever suffers from this awful virus. Being an older git I will be lining up to be immunised ASAP, especially as I’ve been promised it 
also increases my libido, well that’s what MasterBates told me and he’s older and possibly wiser than me.  
 
That’s not all folks… 
 
Camping Gaz, the GM of GuildfordH3, and Dr. Pussy, have very kindly allowed me to repeat her GH3 advisory email text here (she works at Royal 
Surrey): 
 
“Unfortunately this lockdown is necessary - our resident medic paints a bleak picture of the situation in the local hospitals.  They are fast running 
out of beds, spare ventilators, oxygen, and healthy frontline staff.  Please stay home and stay safe.  I would like to see all of you again once we can 
resume hashing.” 
 
Stark words dear SH3, of which we should take heed. 
 
Going around in circles… 
 
Frankly the rules/law leave us with no other option but to exercise locally (documentation says in essence ‘stay in village, area of town’. Helpful if 
you live near another hasher… If any of you need PDF maps of your area to print off then let me know (within reason as I have a lot on my work 
plate) and I’ll do what I can to get A4 copies off to you from my RouteBuddy Map Software. 
 
Activities… 
 
All suggestions welcomed! 
 
WhatsApp SH3-HelpChat 
 
We already have a committee group on WhatsApp but, considering the loneliness that can be caused by isolation (and let’s face it, hashers love 
company!) we will be creating a new group for any SH3 members to share comments, feedback, offers of help or any requests that we, as a group, 
can assist with to shoulder any burden. Please consider what you post as this is a help group and, whilst humour helps get us through, let’s keep it 
within reason to keep the airways clear. 
 
Here’s to a Happier New Year and, I hope, that sometime in late February we can start to see light at the end of the tunnel. In accordance to rules 
and law (hashers?!) and rising, possibly through tiers, to full hashing again. 
 
                                                                                                  OnOn, HashFlash / GM 

 
Do You? triumphs to gain Karate Black Belt!! 
 
Excellent news from Sarrrf Lundun as our esteemed Do You? 
recently went through the paces in a rigorous test to win her 
sought after Black Belt in  Karate. 
 
Surrey Hash would like to heartily congratulate DoYou? for 
attaining her Black Belt and hopes she puts it to good use. Not 
only is DoYou? now very much capable of doing you over, sun-
shine, she’s now become SH3’s   Guardian Angel and able to 
take on all comers. We hope to see her sending the blight of 
cyclists flying out of crowded car parks when we get back to 
hashing as she struts her stuff. She’ll be ably supported by    
Mad Max Herr Flick after his recent and successful Superhuman 
operation, he is now building his fitness up day by day. Best 
wishes to you both! [Be afraid, very afraid… MB] 
 
                                 OnOn, HashFlash/GM 


