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Hare at the Fair

Last Saturday saw a break in the usual hash routine as we were not assembling at the Sportsman’s but at Golden Arch. It was the site of the annual GIVES food fair where the unemployed expat wives try to justify there idle existence by doing their bit for charity and the usual bunch of free riders grab the occa- sion to flog off their wares.

The hash – always willing to sup- port a good cause (especially if it carries the chance for free beer) - had pledged its support. Not only where a couple of hashers manning Pussysniffer’s booth at the beer gar- den, but you could also see Platter- puss and D.M.P.I. on center stage running the raffle and announcing high-heeled bondage magicians.

While the hash-organized kiddy walk was on the way, the runners started trickling into the beer garden for the originally 15.00h scheduled run, including a Spiderman name- sake from the Wanchai Hash. First beers were guzzled down, A Sheep Called Sally and Wang Lian killed the time showing off tae- kwondo moves and Caveman forced his antique furniture promo leaflet on any unsuspecting by-passer.

Chalk & Blades

After several reschedulings the run got finally on the way at 15.40h. In the end Spiderman was so eager to go that he started the run while Caveman was still collecting the hash cash. But justice was done and the Hash Cash got a down-down for it.

I don’t know what Powerpuss’s role as co-hare was, but evidently Yan Can Suck had set the trail using rol- ler blades and half a stick of chalk. Now, you can imagine the den- sity of  markings if you move  with

50km/h and bend down any occa- sional minute to drag the chalk over the pavement. Not only were we in constant worry whether we were still on, not having seen any marks for the last 500m, it takes you also a bloody long time to rea- lize that you are on a false trail.

The trail zigzagged to the western end of Ersha Island, crossed Haiyin Bridge and then led east along the southern bank of the river to cross back onto the island via GZ Daqiao.

However, even before we reached Haiyin Bridge several small groups of runners, including the supposedly physically fit taekwondo lady and No Pulse deserted and headed straight back to ground zero. 

Skidmarks and Dave were way ahead of everybody else. Once more they proved terrific runners ….without brains, as they may easily run for 5km enjoying the run without having seen any markings.

We also had a serious act of chi- valry on the hash. As the two Spi- dermen were running along the southern shore a passing lady dropped her money (oldest trick in the book). While GZ Spiderman sped by unfazed HK Spiderman fell for it, hit the brakes and helped the lady bend down (down down…). We have no reports yet about the collateral damage.

Swabian Connection

Our expectations to use the very public appearance of the hash and in particular the circle as promo event and raise some new hashers was dashed as the food fair was finished by the time we started the down downs. Instead, a bunch of regulars who had skipped the run and succumbed to the temptations of the cheap food and booze (if you like Pimms with bits of floating cucumber) were joining us now for

the circle. While some respectfully paid their dues, others – and yes, I have to speak out loudly their names: Eveready, Room Service, Mr. Clean, Beanbag and the Beandog - joined the fun with- out paying a visit to the Hash Cash.

Co-RA Strapon – equally late - who dragged half of his family tree along, appeared in an (allegedly) Swabian traditional dress – of which I wish to clearly distance myself - that raised not only the united eyebrow of the hash but also serious questions about his sanity. Apart from that he had obvious problems to stay focussed. Maybe he was trying too hard not to embarrass himself in front of his kin. 

Anal Probe & Mini Cock

Next to new shoes (HK Spiderman, Big Top, Phone Sex, Angela & Strap- on) we spend most of the time on new hash names:

For Mechthild and Roland (Strapon’s mischpoke) it was the last occasion to fetch their compulsory hash name be- fore the ‘Nam hash. Roland, renown for his professional tactile skills, being a bomb disposer, was baptized Anal Probe. His wife, a nurse and not inex- perienced in physical examinations herself, got away with a matching Ca- vity Search. In contrast to the crowd both didn’t seem too happy about it.

All who still remember Baby Cock must have noticed that Dave shows a striking resemblance to this Ex GZ ha-sher, only he is faster…and smaller. He was therefore dubbed Mini Cock. What a pity that Mini Muff was not around or we could have had another hash wedding. (Wang Lian, by the way, required extra explanation of the new name.) And finally Shiggy, wearing a plastic turd on his hash cap, was re-re-named Shithead, a name he already bore once in the days that he co-foun- ded the Damascus HHH. Ah yes, and Doggy Style broke the fountain.

On On   Caveman

Upcummin’ Hashes:

Nov. 10: regular hash

Nov. 17: regular hash




