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Hares,

Front and Center!

Another live-hash? The third one in a row? Where are all the run-aholics when it comes to setting the trail? Where are guys like Skid- marks, who doesn’t let a marathon in the far east pass by un-run? Or Iron Dick who ran four times in the previous week? It should be a plea- sure for them to have two runs on a Saturday. And doesn’t it provide an utter degree of satisfaction stand- ding in front of the crowd, yeasty vessel in hand, and hearing that “And what do you think of today’s hash?” Never mind the usual ans- wer – you know that we love our hares!

But maybe it’s just the gargantuan task of hauling your ass out of bed early in the morning after a heavy Friday night out on the range? (Well for me that usually makes the lifting of the Kursk seem a walk in the park.) Or maybe you guys like the risk of being caught and doing the full moon. Live-haring as a veiled coming-out for exhibitionists. Who knows? With the shady characters running the GZ hash nothing is beyond the power of imagination.

But aaaaanywayyyyyy – Mr. Clean showed mercy and volunteered to live-hare, joined by Squat. And boy, did we get a run for our money.

Combat Hashers

Clean took us to his usual turf near Clifford Estate. Heritage hash country where legends such as Chicken Kicker where borne. And there was no shortage of chickens this time. The runners were lucky they were only 10 minutes behind, otherwise a lot of the flour marks would have been completely gob- bled up  by the fowl.  Also  joining

the hash was a team of water buf-
loes. They made it in before the walkers.

For a live-hash the run was very well marked, with lots of marked false trails. The hares obviously know their trade (clap clap). For whatever reasons some hashers ran in full combat gear. I don’t know what Cum Stains was hauling about, but James hit the jackpot carrying about 50 pounds of photographic equipment. (Un)Fortunately nobody did the Horny. At least no compro- mising situation was spotted by our eager RAs and their stool pigeons. So there was no HLM Award handed out this week. The one-hour run, was fast paced and we covered quite some distance. 

Good Cop, Bad Cop

Zee Circle was led by our dynamic RA duo, which seemed to perform a veritable show of Good Cop, Bad Cop today. As DMPI would say, Platterpuss was on a roll. Anybody who wasn’t witty enough, didn’t drink fast enough or swallowed deep enough came to feel his wrath. The climax was certainly the juxta- position of Happy and Droopy (well, you gotta have been there to catch this).

Mr. Bean was racked for picking up trash along the lines of: “How long have you been in China? Someone will pick it up eventually! One man’s trash is another man’s income!” And indeed, there was a veritable stampede of can collec- tors once we closed the circle. 

There were also a couple of fashion-related issues:

-  Hashers wearing slippers in the circle were punished (Why? Don’t know either.)

-  StrapOn got a down down for his bermudas. And right so. They looked like there were cut from a late 60s
kitchen curtain.

-  And Mr. Clean was penalized for wearing a ski-cap on the run. Yes, we know, once you reach a certain age you have to take extra care of your health, but, hellooo, it was still 30 degrees in the shade (that is Celsius for all you yanks)!

Reverse Phone Sex

By the way, our two French horn blowers were back. Garden Gnome had become a celebrity in the mean- time, being interviewed by GZ TV in a report about the orchestra. And Dennis took it verrry easy today with the drinking. But since the hash is unforgiving and has a memory like an elephant bull he was made to kneel on the ice and shall hence force be known as Reverse Breakfast.

Ming Li, gaining the attention of the mismanagement by frequent phone calls of shady nature in the circle followed suit. She was named Phone Sex. Anybody wants her number? (Maybe the Hash Cash should enter the pimping business? – These here are fertile grounds.)

By popular demand the circle wasn’t closed without another nipple exposure by Caveman and StrapOn who had to remove the band-aids first, since he had been lactating blood lately. He claimed it was a runners’ syndrome, but it damned well looked like a sex injury to me.

And at last the Question of the Day:

Rugburns, why, oh why, after months of suffering did we finally get an air-conditioned bus, now that the tempe- ratures are starting to fall?

On On   Caveman

Upcummin’ Hashes:

Oct. 20:  Strap On & Cunning Linguist

Oct. 27:  regular hash, no hares yet

Nov. 3:  Hash & Beergarden at Golden Arch
               (ErShaDao)




