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GZH3 - ALWAYS A STEP AHEAD

  




Hash Scribe: ‘Caveman’, e-mail: fischer@public.guangzhou.gd.cn
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Holy Grounds

What do you do when you are sup- posed to be on the hash, but you are also dieing to watch an impor- tant rugby game of your national team later that same afternoon? You make sure you are the hare! Such must have been the machi- nations of Spiderman.

A group of 34 hashers had gathered by 14.00h this Saturday, though it had looked the whole morning as if it would start raining any time. 33 to be precise, since Caveman, no- toriously late, did not arrive before 14.05h. (Thanks to Daddy Long- legs for collecting the hash cash!) Five minutes later the bus was en route to our hash site behind the South China Botanical Garden. These are holy grounds in the GZH3 lore where Dick Magnet had been baptized and Pussysniffer got lost with Psycho Chicken. The only hasher more eager than Spi- derman to get going was an ‘anal’ Mr. Clean, who was sitting on the bus at 14.00h sharp ranting about the delay. That was in sharp con- trast to Iron Dick who was devour- ing a bowl of cup noodles on the bus wishing for a long ride to be given more time for digestion.

Hurry up, Furkers!

At 14.45h we started the run. So far everything was going according to plan for Spiderman. 300m down the trail at the first check Shiggy and Susan were already shortcutting and Iron Dick lost his noodles. It seems digesting and running do not go well together. The trail was well chosen and came with all the usual trimmings – garbage dumps, cesspools, landfills, building sites, quarries and sewage ditches. At first Spiderman let us find the trail at the checks, but then he obviously lost his patience,  leading  the  way

before any serious attempt of chek-king could be undertaken. By 15.30h the main field of the runners was back at the bus. While waiting for the walkers they could witness an unforgettable sprint finish between Kara and Shagless, that earned the latter the name Sonic the Hedge- hog for the rest of the day. Last man in – after all walkers – was Shiggy.

Half of the Sky

Just in time for the opening of the circle it finally started to drizzle. There were plenty of returnees today. Skidmarks and Rug Burns were back from their ‘Meet the parents’ trip (and still couldn’t keep their hands off each other) and Daddy Longlegs and Bean Bag had returned from long summer breaks. While Mr. Bean had enjoyed the hash during Bean Bag’s absence he was now again put under house arrest with the kids while his wife was running with the wolves. That should show you who’s the boss at that home. Had Mao once said of his people that ‘Women hold up half of the sky’ he was definitely proven wrong today. The Chinese women on the hash outnumbered the men 16 to 1! Not that any of the male hashers minded.

A large number of down downs revolved around fashion themes:

* Rambo Kournikova proved that you can actually run in a skirt – provided it is short enough.

* Frankie Camouflage (Power Puss’s little brother did not only wear the highest number of fashion labels ever found on one single hasher, he also sported thigh tattoos that would make any yakuza blush. Bad luck that he seemed to have done them himself since they faced all the wrong way - upside down.

* Pussysniffer paraded his freshly dyed hair, in a self-inflicted carrot hue, that earned him a comparison

with Ronald McDonald.

* And finally Daddy Longlegs, Was- ted Seed & Frank had to turn their new shoes into ‘La copa de la birra’

Shiggy, who, as it turned out, had been a veritable para-trouper in his heydays, was named ‘Hash Ass of the week’ for his tail-end performance.

To the delight of the surrounding crowd the official part of the circle ended with a 100m sprint between Squat and Kara. Kara won and Squat is henceforth disqualified from calling himself a man.

Accusations s.v.p.

Now, when you really want to be back in town early, you’d better keep that to yourself. Unfortunately everybody knew about Spiderman’s intention. So it was only natural that all kinds of accusations were conjured, just to keep the circle going as long as possible. Mr. Clean parading his hairy body was likened to Chewbacca with Squat providing the matching soundtrack. Caveman was called CFO (cheap financial officer) for allegedly asking the pourers to reduce the size of the down downs. And somebody reported that on last Wednesday, eager to join the mid-week run, Squat was seen scurrying around the Ra- mada Hotel asking everybody for the ‘Corner Bar’ – which as adepts know is actually neither a bar nor located on a street corner.

In the end Psycho Chicken saved half of Spiderman’s ass, by lead- ing a popular vote to close the circle. He made it to the E&C just in time for the second half.

On On   Caveman

Upcummin’ Hashes:

Sep. 8: regular hash: Skidmarks, Rug Burns, 

             Iron Dick & Power Puss

Sep. 15: regular Hash: Squat




