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THE TENTH F IRST  FR IDAY 
HASH AKA “PROCTALGIA”  

Including the hares and one non
-runner (Chunderos) I counted 22 
people at our tenth Friday 
evening outing. I was looking 
forward to running around the 
beautiful countryside of either 
Ranmore Common, with the 
grounds of Polesden Lacey, or 
Bookham Commons given their 
close proximity to the chosen 
rendezvous car park. But no – 
Teq felt we would all be bored of 
that stunning scenery so chose 
instead to take us to places 
around Bookham we have not 
been before, nor, to be quite 
frank, would want to visit again. 
If you are into proctalgia [leave 
my pubococcygeal out of it! MB] 
then the back passages of 
Bookham would have been a 
dream hash for you, because we 
endured plenty. The blame has to 
be laid firmly with Teq given this 
is his patch, I assume that Posh 
insisted on trying to up the 
standard by taking us along one 
superior road – The Park in Great 
Bookham, but that was it. 

 

 
Master Bates, collared me in the 

car park and asked me to be scribe 
[Watch out ladies, I have a silver 
and dexterous tongue! MB], 
thankfully he said keep it short so 
I’m not going to try to embellish 
the few bits of countryside that 
we were allowed to enjoy. 

We were joined by Simon from 
the Clandon Wood Natural Burial 
Grounds, probably scouting for 
business [Ouch! MB]; he was 
even managing to out run Randy 
Pandy, who normally enjoys 
being unchallenged by harriers at 
the front of the pack. Our athletic 
Loopy Lou, still clucking about 
her exciting hen weekend, 
managed to lead the way for two 
thirds of the trail but lost her 
advantage towards the end. 
Simple was nursing bruised or 
cracked ribs so, was walking at 
the back until one clever back 
check where he found himself 
trailblazing at the front. Balls 
Breaker brought Wankelsplitz for 
his second ever hash, he has 
adapted very well to our world 

and participates eagerly at checks 
and has been a dreg at both the on-
on’s. Good to see Fish and Chips 
back with us again. One-in-the-Eye 
tried to slow some of the faster 
runners along one of the back 
passages by waddling with her legs 
and arms outstretched so no-one 
could get passed her, very 
unsporting. 

Our hares adopted an unusual and 
ineffective method of checking 
chicken by bombing around the trail 
in Posh’s red mini and parking up at 
the side of the road to laugh at us all 
as we sprinted passed them. The 
pack did get spread out and several 
got lost. I still can’t believe the hares 
successfully managed to ambush me, 
and I assume several others, at 
Ballista’s house with a bucket full of 
water bombs.  

J Arthur, who was probably fourth 
to return to the car park was 
telephoned by Teq from the On-On 
pub, claiming to be concerned he 
had “lost his flock”, but not so 
concerned that he was prepared to 
drag himself away from his beer to 

go out and find people. Dr Death 
appeared dazed in the car park, I’m 
not sure why. So we drifted to the 
pub in dribs and drabs. The drib 
award goes to Slingshot who 
appeared very late with his 
beautiful labrador having set off 
after 7pm and struggled to find the 
trail due to the lack of flour and 
markings through. The drab awards 
go to One-in-the-Eye who arrived 
at the pub adjusting her clothing 
with a smug looking Flash behind 
her, adjusting his own, we didn’t 
ask, we just assumed... 

I got told off by Uncle Gerry for 
only asking him at the pub if he 
could officiate the circle – I 
couldn’t be bothered to 
remonstrate that my job is to 
collect the subs and buy the down 
downs, so allowed him to moan at 
me, as is his want. I think he let the 
hares off lightly and he only pulled 
in four sinners – Balls Breaker, 
Wankelsplitz, Loopy and Simple 
none of whom felt they deserves 
their punishments and probably 
didn’t, but all realised there was no 
point arguing and it was a free half 
pint after all. 

First Friday Hash 

Thanks to Teq and to the very 
accommodating landlady who 
provided us with a tasty lasagne, 
salad, garlic bread and copious 
bowls of chips, all for £10. And 
thank you nevertheless to both the 
hares for providing an 
entertaining evening. 

Have you noticed the 
mischievous trio alliance of Petal, 
Proxy and Flash? Proxy has 
taught Flash to hide his subs coins 
in his deepest trouser pockets and 
invite Clutcher’s Mate to fish 
them out; the three of them enjoy 
much time looking at Flash’s 
phone to see what beauties he has 
managed to engage on his on-line 

dating sites [if, that’s what they are! 
MB] – let’s hope they will soon 
progress from fantasy to reality and 
may venture out on a hash or dawn 
walk. I had a bit of time to look at 
what their initials could spell in 
relation to an acronym (P,P&F); 
these were the most appropriate 
results: Fire Power Potential, Full 
Packaged Products, Past Present & 
Future, Peak Firing Pressures, Post 
Fermentation Products – take your 
pick. [parfois, la vérité doit être dite 
MB] 
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First Friday Hash Cont. 
(plus other stuff) 

Guess who laid the 
Guildford Bank 
Holiday run? 

It was preceded by a picnic for the charming Mrs Webb Come on Arthur, you can do it, come on 

Cheeky chicken! The off Countryside 

Back on tarmac No, same bit of countryside 

The scamp 
ménage à trois? Gibberish? 

Slow down Flash Dregs Absolute dregs 

and … CL’s  lovely EME at Compton 

Accountants? 


