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Snakes no more!

The famous Panyu Snake Park. Where you could see Yogis pulling adders through their nostrils and gnomes cavorting with cobras. Complete with mountain top pagoda and artificial waterfall Opened about 5 years ago…now lying in shambles. Allegedly it was closed because a couple of people had been bitten by snakes (surprise, surprise). But probably it was just another clever investment scam to con a couple of unsuspecting oversea Chinese investors out of their money….. Anyway. It was behind this idyllic setting – in virgin hash territory – that D.M.P.I. and Caveman had set this week’s trail.

The bus ride to the site was event- less to the degree that Shithead, Caveman and A Sheep called Sally saw no other choice to fight their boredom than to start drinking right away. At the same time Yan Can Suck was fighting her hangover. Probably she had just crawled across the street from J-Life to take her breakfast at Sportsman’s. The bus itself did not only feature air-conditioning but also an internal ex- haust pipe. But suggestions that it was an old German model proved groundless since the windows could be opened.

Where’s the Flower?

Since half of today’s crowd con- sisted of newcomers and returnees Caveman took extra care with the explanation of the markings. French Tickler assisted in personally in- structing Jorge. Now, you can ima- gine what happens if a French in- structs a Spaniard in English. Half an hour later Jorge was still wonder- ing where the damned flower was!

The 1-hour-5 A-to-B running trail had a bit of everything: ponds, bush whacking, chicken farms, orchards

and forested hilltops. And a couple of nasty false trails of course. And due to the very pleasant weather it was quite an enjoyable run. Appa- rently the walkers were not so hap- py with their trail. The problem was that walking hare Elsie didn’t know the territory and was instructed to follow the trail for half an hour and then bee-line to the agreed on on site. Now, while the running trail led in a wide loop around one of the biggest garbage dumps in the GZ area the walkers somehow had to cross that dump.

Musical (C)hares

The opening of the circle was a fiasco. First, hare D.M.P.I., double- acting as GM, called himself and Caveman up, but forgot the walk- ing hare. Then Caveman almost lost his nerve rounding up the new- comers and returnees. While some were hiding on the bus, some just didn’t react to repeated roll calls, some didn’t want to drink beer and others simply ting bu dong. It was a disaster and the circle started to unravel at the seams.

Fortunately French Tickler soon pro- vided some good entertainment as he was in a real dilemma: was he standing, the circle would chant “Stand up…”, when he sat down in protest he was called up for sitting in the circle. This hash version of musical chairs went on for several times and the circle slowly got into the mood.

Stuart and Jorge were down-downed for trail wetting, while D.M.P.I. had it coming for watching Jorge to closely at this activity. Since he was the hare he couldn’t even excul- pate himself claiming that he was just looking for flour.

At some point when the two Swiss guys where up for down downs A Sheep called Sally felt it necessary to explain to the other Kiwis (No

Pulse and Stuart) where Switzer- land was and that Swiss were not Germans. Thanks, A.S.C.S. I don’t know who is happier about this, the Swiss or the Germans.

Yan Can Suck, Henriette and No Pulse where accused of leg wax- ing. And the Elsa Klench Fashion Award went to Elsie, sporting celery adorned pants and a psychedelic shirt that made your head spin just looking at it (I wonder how the effect would be taking it off). Leeann won the competition for best weather reporting gear. It was the first time for long that Caveman came in only second in this category.

The circle closed with a toast to Afghanistan, probably the only country without a hash. Adventu- rers, here’s your once in a lifetime chance: Move to Afghanistan and become a founding member of the Kabul Hash! Of course it’s a men only club and instead of beer you will be served a couple of whips with the cane. But on the up side you can carry a gun on the run (that’s where the term ‘gun runner’ comes from), the trail is easy to find (there’s nothing left standing even to throw a shadow) and you can hold hand with you co-hashers without being suspected a poof.

Advertisement:

-  “I want it next week!” (Rug Burns)

- A Sheep called Sally is looking
for a job (blow jobs welcome).

-  The spirit shop next to the Muslim restaurant (sic!) on Huanshi Dong has the cheapest vodka in town. After this week’s announcement that Nokia might move its HQ Finland is despe- rately looking for other sources of in- come. So, let’s drink more Finlandia!

On On   Caveman

Upcummin’ Hashes:

Dec.  1: regular hash

Dec. 7-9: hash away at Nine Dragon Lake




