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Afghan Hash

Last Saturday at 2 p.m. the Sports- man resembled a Pakistani refugee camp: more and more people were pouring in by the minute. And like any good Pakistani border guard Caveman asked them for money. In the end 56 hashers showed up. A true record for almost exactly one year. On Nov. 4th 2000 we had 57 people. The tidal wave of hashers posed a problem for Pussysniffer who had not stocked enough drinks. Additional water had to be orga- nized from a near xiao mai bu and we even had to resort to the dras- tic measure to buy two boxes of Blue Rip-off beer. (“Use this for the down-downs, when the people can’t defend themselves.”). 

The bus was packed to the hilt. Luckily it was not too hot that day. Otherwise we could have given the word ‘sauna’ a whole new meaning. The ride to Panyu proved a logistical masterpiece. To the disappoint- ment of all stadium lovers the bus driver found the Panyu bridge with- out any detour. Must have been because there was no German in the co-pilot’s seat. And thanks to the marvel of modern telecommuni- cation we managed to pick up two more batches of hashers right on the spot en-route down south.

Stairway to Heaven

Some in the know had already dreaded what was coming. Spider- man and Black Widow had set the annual Stairway-to-Heaven hash at G.I. Hill. Before we got to the start- ing point however, we had to get off the bus and wade a few hun- dred meters through ankle-deep dust as the bus fucked up on the last ascend. The GZ city planners had decided to build another road to nowhere just at the foot of the hill and  had  transformed  the  former

lovely countryside into the surface of the red planet.

Spiderman sent us on our way with the encouraging words “Near the end of the run, where it is marked runners left and wankers right, think twice whether you are still fit enough, because after that it will get really nasty for the runners.” Nice! Not a few runners followed the advice and turned walkers at that point.

As could be expected the runners were to climb G.I. Hill after the fork. With 255 meters over sea level (courtesy of StrapOn’s masterpiece of Finnish horology) not the highest hill in the neighborhood but defi- nitely the steepest fucker. Even the racers (Mr. Bean, Mr. Clean, Krusty & Squat) lost their steam halfway up. Unusual for a GZ hash but more than appropriate there was a hash halt on the peak to gather new strength and wait for the rear- guard. While James was wallow- ing in the dirt we were waiting for Yan Can Suck and her horn who were MIA.

On the even steeper descend A Sheep called Sally was seen chas- ing Shiggy. Which leaves us with two questions: 1. How comes Shiggy was in front? And 2. Why did he chase him? Maybe he mistook Shiggy’s hairy back for Bah Bah Black Sheep? Also spotted on the run – in addition to the usual num- ber of trail wetters - was No Pulse taking a dump. Can’t say that all these steps were particularly sti- mulating for my bowels. 

Mega Circle

There was a plethora of newcomers including a couple of guest hashers from down under. Especially Bottom Feeder, who had been spotted last week in a bar using Christina as a sherpa to carry his whiskey around, had been active recruiting new ta-

lent. As D.M.P.I. aptly put it “Let’s get Bottom Feeder up here and any girl under 25!”

The Krauts got their usual share of down downs, but the claim of a German invasion was unfounded as the Limeys outnumbered them 8:6 and the Yanks could even muster 10 on their side. Diplomats were bashed as were Lawyers and accountants. Must be because there were 3 CPAs on the hash.

Strapon was reprimanded for over- zealousness as he was seen taking notes for down-downs even at Room Service’s birthday gathering at the E&C. And Yan Can Suck reported that someone broke into her house, stole her 14th mobile and all her ‘monet’. (Are you sure you always know who you let into your house at night?). Speaking of excesses, Marina was baptized Vodka Queen – just in time for the Mekong Hash.

The Anchor Award was officially renamed Shiggy Award and went to Yan Can Suck. The Horny Lama Memorial Award was shared by Shag’s On, who ended up knee-deep in a rice paddy, Thrust and James for his passing out. The Elsa Klench Fashion Award went to …(here my notes become a bit sha- ky)…but I remember we handed out down downs for people wearing army gear (Thanks, Buvy, for sup- porting the U.S. Air Force. At the moment they can use all the help they can get.) and varsity shirts.

Last but not least: it was Twin Peak’s last hash in GZ as she is moving up to Shanghai. ♫ Fuck off you wank, fuck off ♫…..
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On On   Caveman

Upcummin’ Hashes:

Nov. 3:   Hash starting from Golden Arch on

               ErShaDao at 15.00h, meeting point:

               beergarden; not at Sportsman’s!
Nov. 10: no official hash, no hash bus!
Nov. 17: regular hash




