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Rectal Retardation

Another Saturday afternoon. Sports- man’s. The clock is ticking towards 2.00 p.m. 31 people are feverishly awaiting the event of the week. Even the Hash Cash is already there. Everybody is eager to hop on the bus and head into the great un- known. But can we leave? No! We have to wait for Shiggy. Some busi- ness of his lower bowels has held him up. We are lucky Mr. Clean is not here today. He would already be breathing down the driver’s neck. Finally, there comes Shiggy. He is given a down down in situ before being allowed on the bus. Okay, let’s move! Oh no, now Room Ser- vice is heading for the room with- out a view.

Stadium anyone?

14.20h. At last the bus was set in motion. 14.21h. While the bus driver was testing the maximum dB level he could reach with his brake discs while maneuvering around the KFC we picked up two more hashers – Carlos and Sing. The nerves some people have.

StrapOn was throning on the co-pilot’s seat like Sabu the elephant herder to make sure the bus driver was taking the right way. Obviously he was not very successful as it took us about 30 minutes to get on to the Huangpu expressway while being given the scenic tour through lovely Tianhe. It is worth to mention that we passed the stadium. Actu- ally we passed 2 stadiums this time.

Bottom Feeder used the bus ride to solicit additional participants for the Sunday kayaking trip organized by the BCC. And he didn’t let him- self be thrown off track by small details such as the fact that the trip was already fully booked. Over- heard conversation with Cum Stains:

B.F.: “Yeah. You should come. It’s a really gorgeous area. Ideal for kayaking and swimming.”

C.S.: “Where is it?”

B.F.: ”I have no idea. I’ve never been there.”

C.S.: “So, can I still join?”

B.F.: “Sure. But you might have to stand on the bus. ….And you will not have insurance. ….And I am not sure if there will be enough food for you…

Room Service (from the back): “And you will not have a kayak. And there will be no life vest for you.”

B.F.: “Ha ha ha. No, the last one was a joke.”

Needless to say, that he wasn’t very successful. 

Strap On Cun

We finally reached a village north of Huangpu. You know the place. StrapOn has been haring there at least four times in the last couple of months. Well-informed sources report that the local party secretary is already considering renaming the village Strap On Cun. But for truth’s sake it must be said that he and Cunning Linguist still managed to find brand new hash territory. For about 45 min. the trail wound itself steadily upwards along the inner side of a half-moon-shaped hill. According to StrapOn’s new wrist gadget we covered about 160m of altitude. Then it went all the way back down steep over an- cient terraces overgrown by shady trees. Ideal if you want to fuck up your knee joints.

When we were in danger of losing our way, we could always look out for Daddy Longlegs’ glaring orange Beijing marathon shirt, design courtesy of Artsy Fartsy. But Cun- ning Linguist seemed to have lost her lingual abilities as she saw a “swarm” of frogs on the trail.

Jiang & Peanuts

No Pulse was showing off another

member of his clan today, this time his son Stuart. But reportedly he didn’t take his paternal duties too

serious, for the day Stuart arrived No Pulse didn’t even bother to wel- come him, leaving on a business trip.

With the GMs and one of the RAs absent the Grand Mattress took part of the limelight today in lead- ing the circle. She herself had been seen last Sunday in a street café trying to raise the attention of some passing hunks by uttering the Ozzie rutting call “Oi Oi Oi” The only thing she raised that night was a couple of eyebrows.

We had three new shoes today: Florence, Vivian and Kathy. And Kathy got another down down for copy-cating Rambo’s camouflage style. Speaking of war, Shiggy must have felt like the Taleban, being under constant peanut bombard- ment whenever he stepped into the circle. But he took his revenge on the “fucking peanut throwers”.

Henriette won the Horny Lama Memorial award. Her legs looked like a stone-washed leopard skin. Not enough that she had slipped into a manhole during the week, she also fell on her bxx during the steep descend. And Henry – a new- comer – single-handedly won the Jiang Zemin Look-alike-Contest. He was sporting dark gabardine trou- sers, belted about two inches below his nipples and a 1959 Jiang Clas- sic Edition spectacle frame.

Finally Pussysniffer was given a taste of his own merchandise for selling us so many defect beer cans. Luckily Shiggy had his Swiss army knife on hand.

On On   Caveman

Upcummin’ Hashes:

Oct. 27:  regular hash, no hares yet

Nov. 3:  Hash & Beergarden at Golden Arch
               (ErShaDao) – Meeting Point at
               Golden Arch, not at Sportsman’s!




