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Dodging the Dough

It was one of those beautiful late summer days. The sky was clear, humidity was bearable and the birds were singing in the trees… okay, okay, no birds then. Astonish- ingly we left Sportsman’s almost on time. The Hash Cash barely made it on the bus. Must be because 75% of the two hares were German. Two long-time returnees were gracing us with their presence: Shag’s On was back from the home of all that is hot and spicy and RV was in town just for a week of vacation (of all the places to go).

Strapon and Platterpuss led us to a small village near…..well, where the hell was that? I didn’t pay atten- tion to the road as I was too busy doing the roll call and catching bil- kers. It seems to become en vogue lately to sneak on the bus without prior registration.

Free Falling

For large parts the ‘run’ consisted of bush whacking. And more than once we couldn’t resist the impres- sion that the hares had lost their way when setting the trail. At some point Platterpuss couldn’t even find his own markings.

Two river-crossings livened things up a bit and made sure that nobody would return with dry shoes. A nice stretch of running through a raw sewage ditch added a further high- light and a couple of pounds of un- defined brown mass to our shoes. The next challenge was to avoid the overgrown concrete hole in front of the grave. And not every- one mastered that one looking good. Shagless took a frontal dive and had to be pulled out by her ankles by Dennis. A serious act of chivalry on the hash that was promptly penalized. (down down….).

And, come to that, people were falling all over the place. There was more toppling action than in a bowling alley. This week’s host of contenders for the Horny Lama Memorial Award included such illustrious figures as Shiggy, Mr. Clean, Iron Dick, Henry, Shagless and Thrust. Thrust managed to take a dive directly in front of the bus on the open road and only narrowly avoided to fall into the sewage trench crossing under- neath.

With 40 minutes the run was rather on the short side and many partici- pants seriously argued whether the term ‘run’ could be applied at all. This general mood was also reflec- ted when the circle struck down a motion by Strapon to be upgraded from ‘beginner hare’ to ‘experi- enced hare’. Well, nice try.

Patriotism O.T.H.

However, it has to be said, that the location of the circle under a huge shady tree made up for a lot.

Among the newcomers we had two distinguished members of the Guangzhou Philharmonic Orches- tra, playing the French horn. (Can they also play the Hash Horn?) Henry easily won the Artsy Fartsy look-alike contest. But suggestions to name him Artsy 2, Fartsy Artsy or similar abominations were rejec- ted on humanitarian grounds. We rather baptized him Garden Gnome.

Then we had some blatant display of patriotism on the hash. Strapon and Skidmarks were parading around draped in German flags and Dennis wore a confederate bandana. The fact that their national anthem (Scar Mangled Canner or was it Far Dangled Hummer?) had been played at Buckingham Palace, the home of their feudal overlord of old brought tears to many an Ame-

rican eye. But then, why did they let a bulemic Canadian crooner sing God Bless America on one of the most televised events in recent history? Don’t they have their own singers to do that, like Snoop Doggy Dog, Ice T or Perry Como? Even Kermit the Frog would have had more charisma.

Losing Focus

Okay, what else did we have? Strapon lost focus in the circle. An updated most-wanted poster of Mr. Bean Laden was shown around. And Spiderman told us that he had recently enrolled in an MBA program. We couldn’t make up our mind whether this stands for ‘Must Be an Asshole’ or MasturBating Australian’.

All hashers wearing caps or hats were made to bare their heads. And bare they were, or at least gray. To prove they actually wear their headgear for a reason. 

Finally Kara defended her sprint champion title against Shiggy and Mr. Clean. None of the young guys had the guts to lose their faces.

Also losing focus very quickly were our two horn players. After a mere 3 or 4 down downs they needed to sit down to recover. Which of course brought them up for more. On the bus ride back Dennis lost more than just focus.

And the Elsa Klench Fashion Award went to Big Top, wearing a light sum- mer dress with high-heeled sandals.

On On   Caveman

Upcummin’ Hashes:

Sep. 29: Live Hash

Oct. 6: Live Hash

The Hash Surgeon General warns: Look for bite-marks in your moon-cake fillings. They could be recycled.




