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Corruption on

the Hash!

Originally only Mountain Beaver and Caveman had been scheduled to hare this week’s hash. But then Captain Hook – newly employed by the Nanhai Fontainebleau [phone-ten-blow] Hotel had muscled in, eager to show off the assets of her new company. The other hares, always on the lookout for promis- ing new grounds had swallowed the bait. And the free lunch for the hares thrown in by the hotel sweet- ened the deal. Thus, chauffeured by Strapon’s driver the hares had headed out to the Nanhai Peach Garden Resort, located adjacent to the CCTV China film city. 

False Trails

galore

As every hare knows, it is always risky to set a hash in unknown territory. In this particular case it was the perimeter fence of the compound that unexpectedly limit- ed the trail’s range. It turned out that the loop of trail that Captain Hook had scouted out beforehand was simply too short. So, to com- pensate for missing distance, the hares had spiced up the run with a couple of nasty false trails. And apart from Spiderman and Wasted Seed who got away from the field of runners halfway through, the hares fiendishly managed to entice the hashers down every one of them. Mr. Bean almost croaked and Black Widow and Yan Can Suck engaged in ceaseless cursing of the hares, some of which cannot be reproduced here for the protection of minors

Sightseeing

While the mainstream of runners made it back to the bus in 50 min., the walkers had gone AWOL. Had something happened to them? Had they all fallen into a dark pit in one of the caves that streaked the hills? Or was Pussysniffer finally on the verge of artificial respiration? After 80 minutes, when the runners were just about to send out a res- cue team the walkers re-appeared. Captain Hook had just added an- other loop to their trail to visit the local Guanyin temple. And Sarah, who was reported the last one standing the previous night out on the town, was the first one back to the home shore.

The Anticlimax

If last week’s hash at Pigeon Creek was this season’s climax with regard to length, number of partici- pants and mayhem this week could well be called the anticlimax. Only a meager 17 hashers had found their way to the Sportsman today. Some prominent runners were on vacation or business trips, Slippery When Wet & Room Service were moving house (When is the house- warming party?) and not a few others, such as e.g. Power Puss had allegedly been really put off by last week’s excess and wowed to return only in winter time.

Prominently absent on their first day of duty were also the two new RAs. While Strapon was sitting on a plane to Europe to have his annual motorcycle accident holi- day Platterpuss could only muster a weak “I also have a life beyond the hash.” to his excuse. So while last week’s circle was crowned with the attendance of 3 RAs and 2 Grand Mattresses there were none  today.  For  Tinkerbell,  who

honoured us with her presence du- ring a one-week vacation in GZ, this was ‘the weakest hash ever’. She actually used stronger words, but they don’t spring to mind. Bloody Alzheimer!

Bastard No. 1

No, this isn’t about Camelfucker, who – for those who might have missed him – had also been in town last week. During the circle Spiderman presented a survey asking for the greatest bastards among men, judging by their ethics and attitudes towards women, work etc. According to the survey the ranking is:

1. South African Men

2. Australian Men (Australopithecus)

3. North-American Men

Knowing D.M.P.I. we must say the survey earned a fair degree of credibility. Unfortunately he was not on hand to take his down down, so Mr. Bean, who is rumored to have a house in Cape Town was chosen as a stand-in.

And guess what? The German man came out as the universal Mr. Nice Guy. Well, tell me something new.

Apart from this, Yan Can Suck was reprimanded for blowing her horn inappropriately. The horn is blown when you are a front-runner lead- ing the way and not when you are the last one back from a false trail! 

The hash closed in true style with a dinner at the Muslim restaurant in Huanshi Dong. After that a bunch of hashers still partied on at Yan Can Suck’s pool. 

On On        Caveman

Sept. 1: regular Hash: Spiderman

Sept. 8: regular Hash: Platterpuss, Strapon, 

Yan Can Suck




