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Date 21 March 2021 

Hare(s) None 

Venue None 

ONON N/A 

A SUNDAY MORNING 
WHICH DID NOT GO TO 

PLAN 
Things fall apart……. The 

vagaries of my car have 
defeated the specialists, who 
seem to have summoned 
outside expertise to resolve 
the problems. J. Arthur pulled 
a muscle and could not join 
me, so I invited Kelinchi. She 
was delighted; but found 
herself unwell at the last 
moment. So a solitary run 
today, very much last week’s 
trail but using the level 
crossing then denied us. This 
took me behind the giant Eco 
Park, a recycling centre where 
they are busy building a 
“gasifier”. Everyone else 
would use the word 
“incinerator”, but this one is 
state of the art, reaching 800 
degrees. Well, it would do if 
it worked; after a year of 
“commissioning” it is still 
inoperable – as a colleague of 

 

mine on their Liaison 
Committee predicted years 
ago before his untimely death. 
Egg on many faces – though 
not Surrey County Council’s, 
who will not pay a penny 
unless the gasifier passes the 
tests. The stack, the flare, is a 
shiny column 49 metres high, 
dominating our landscape, 
though apparently to no 
purpose. 

When alone I find I break 
into a run more often than 
when with J. Arthur, but in 
shorter bursts; it probably 
comes to much the same thing. 
I had been mildly alarmed at 
the thought of accompanying 
Kelinchi, who is fast; but since 
her father, my age or more, 
still hashes she would 
probably have known how to 
accommodate me. Today I 
covered some 4.5 miles. 

Assumably golf will resume on 
29th March, when outdoor sports 
become again acceptable; the 
golfers have no problems with 
walkers or runners on their 
course, but with any luck 6-
person hashing will then be 
available. 

Many of you will have 
watched the dramatic victory of 
France on Saturday evening, 
surging in the last minute from 
one end of the field to the other. 
You may not know that the 
French, who have never 
forgotten Louis XIV, or the early 
years of the 20th Century when 
Paris was the cultural centre of 
the world, still see France as in 
some sense supreme. (To this 
day they idolise the memory of 
Napoleon, blind to his monstrous 
errors). Other nations of course 
always see themselves as the 
bee’s knees, most obviously 

China, the USA and Britain; I 
sometimes wonder about 
Germany, though they would 
never say as much publicly. 
The genuinely most civilised 
– the Netherlands, the 
Scandinavians – are far more 
reticent and less pushful. 

It is instructive to compare 
the leaders of out two main 
political parties. One is 
outstandingly incompetent 
but constantly charismatic, 
eminently re-electable - 
especially given the highly 
successful vaccination 
programme; the other is 
clearly able and sensible, but 
utterly grey and 
disappointing, without a trace 
of charisma, which means he 
is devoid of voter appeal and 
will never be Prime Minister. 
Neither man is in the least 
likely to confront the real 
problem of our age, the threat 
to our climate posed by fossil 
fuels. Nowadays capitalists 
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cheerfully accept the word 
“capitalism”, once strictly a No
-no, and can point to the 
wonderful variety of 
capitalisms in the world: the 
US version, that in Europe, and 
then in Russia, India, China, all 
quite distinct. So surely one of 
them will find how to solve the 
problem? Well, no; all varieties 
of capitalism depend on 
constant growth, so that the 
under-privileged classes can 
console themselves with the 
hope of a better future. As a 
result they will in 50 or 100 
years find they have no future 
at all. The Americans once 
spoke of bombing the 
Vietnamese back to the Stone 
Age; in a century a few hunter-
gatherers will be all that is left 
of the human race. 
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Addendum 
  

The “Roadmap” back to Hashing is being implemented as far as is possible, but it could 
change if projections change. Please visit the website and you will see that many hares 
have volunteered to lay runs. We will, of course, need more in the future so, get out there 
reccying! [OR recceing! Google allows both spellings but with ever so slightly different       
meanings.] 
 

And now, a second Run Report, from Raffles this time. It got me wondering if he’s a fully 
paid-up member! 
 

BLACK BITCH OUTA COMPTON OR RAFFLES VENTURES FORTH [OR FIFTH? MB] 
 

Hello Hearties! This lockdown has been giving me some very strange dreams. Today I 
dreamt that I took a little trip outside my local area, back to a place my dear friend Uncle 
Gerry took me last summer. Quelle joie! I no longer need to dictate to him as I learnt to 
type in lockdown. It was wonderful to get back to the old routine of curling up on the seat 

of the car just after 10:00 on a beautiful Sunday morning in 
spring, looking forward to some real contact with friendly people 
in the gorgeous countryside, smelling the fresh air and the odd 
dodgy bottom. I went with two anonymous people who told me 
they are hashers, but keep it quiet as they are not allowed out of 
their kennels yet. They were moaning that their kennel won’t let 
them out for another month and even then the plan is a complicat-
ed snail map, one step at a time, each week different, snouts first, 
and not until the pubs open up outside. Well, bugger that for a 
game of soldiers! We had our own beer. Did you know we canine 
folk have been free to roam the countryside for a whole year? 
Those wretched humans keep wanting to adopt us to have an 
excuse to get out! Anyway, we had a lovely time and lots of   
people wanted to stroke my lockdown hair. 
 

The lockdown hound 
 

 We met a moody black bitch with a huge chip on her shoulder. Apparently she lives near 
Fleur D’Or in a place called Compton. She took a shine to my royal, ginger locks, but I 
wasn’t having any of it. I’ve met her type before. She didn’t understand that if she just 
smiled and let people stroke her beautiful silky coat she could have had it all. But, no, she 
had attitude, she had thrown it all away. Fun wasn’t on the agenda, so I moved on to a 
sprightly whippet. 
 I remembered my puppy days gambolling around Frogmore. There had been a wedding 
and in the run up to the big event the place had been teeming with men in grey suits with 
lumps on their chests sticking their heads down drains. It was all very weird. After that the 
happy couple moved in and I continued my frolics around the house. I never once saw a 
photographer or paparazzo hanging around looking for a story, so I can’t understand what 
all the fuss was about. 
 Did you know that most of my brothers and sisters are white with brown ears? One is 
black and I came out brown. I think that’s really cool, don’t you? Some people think I 
might be ginger, but that’s OK too. Vive la différence! 
 When we got back to Denbies we noticed five other anonymous harriers who had also 
escaped from their kennels. Great minds. I dreamt that My mate Paddy was there too. He’s 
a richer brown than me. 
 They were planning to do almost the same route as we had done. Don’t tell anyone. 
 

On on, Raffles 
 
      I formally disown the following “jokes”. 

  
    One of my clients likes to pay in cash. I walked into the bank wearing a mask 

and gave them a load of money. The world has turned upside down! 
 

Moonlighting as a cabby, I’ve got a pick-up on the 24th Dec from 221B, Baker 
Street. It looks like I’ll be driving Holmes for Christmas.. 

 

If you eat toast, is that one square meal? 
 

I asked my local kebab shop for a Chicken Tarka. “What’s that?” he asked. “It’s 
like Chicken Tikka, but a little Otter!” 

 

A priest, a pastor and a rabbit go to donate blood. The nurse asks the rabbit 
“What’s your blood type?”  The rabbit says “I think I’m a type o!” 

 

What’s brown and sticky? A stick! 
 

Have you noticed that when you look for something, it’s always in the last place 
you look! 

 
OnOn! Master Bates 

They used to get it right! 

Raffles’ Dream 

Link to SH3 Confab 

Greenpeace confirms the arrival of Spring 
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Letters to the Editor 
 
Sir, 
Last week I watched Elizabeth R on BBC 4 (the Glenda Jackson version).  I was delighted to note that the Beeb, 
in its infinite wisdom, realises that this channel has a discerning audience and it didn’t feel the need to warn me 
that Catholics and Protestants would say terrible things about each other and heads would be chopped off.  One 
person even tried to pick up the severed head of Mary Queen of Scots!  It was set before the time of Good King 
Charles, so they also said some pretty ghastly things about the Spaniards too.   
Oh, no, wait a minute!  When I watched Blackadder, set in the same period but with Atalanta on the throne, I was 
warned about inappropriate language.  The worst bit was comparing someone to a turnip.  Vegetables everywhere 
must be up in arms. 
 

Even Flash gets the treatment:              
 
The Disney Corporation must have a huge problem as most of its back catalogue is based on the fairy tales of our 
youth.  My favourite, “Lady and the Tramp”, warns: includes negative depictions and/or mistreatment of people 
or cultures. These stereotypes were wrong then and are wrong now. Rather than remove this content, we want to 
acknowledge its harmful impact, learn from it and spark conversation to create a more inclusive future together. 
Good grief.  Poor, lovely Lady! It’s enough to make you puke up your beautifully sucked spaghetti!  Warning - 
sucking both ends of spaghetti is not COVID safe. We might as well go the whole hog (sorry piggies) and use 
this: 
 

 

 

 

On on 

Raffles  

Blast from the Past 


