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Breaking new Grounds

With the last newly discovered hash site in living memory – Strapon Cun – being ‘a bit’ over-used in the past half year the hares considered it their duty to break some new grounds. But the lengths one has to go to, to find suit- able virgin territory in the Pearl River delta…! So Platterpuss and yours truly spent the whole Fri afternoon scouting the environs southwest of GZ. Did you ever ride the subway to the last station to stroll around in Fangcun? Don’t ever think about it! And, as Platterpuss put it so aptly “How does one end up living in Nanhai?” Forget the official figures. Guangzhou, population 6.5 million? Pah! What a joke. This city is spreading like cancer, all the way up from Dongguan to Sanshui in the west and Shunde in the south. Where you could still find decent hashing grounds a year ago an- other satellite city has shot up by now. So, further and further we stretched our search, always on the lookout for un- populated hilly areas. It didn’t help much that the dense fog kept any hill further than 500m away safely out of sight. Finally we hit the jackpot: Xijiao Shan. A whopper of a mountain. A bit short of Baiyun, but definitely in the same league. The sobering reality however was, that the locals had already dis- covered its potential to spin some extra dough, had put up a couple of asphalt roads to the top and your usual assort- ment of pavilions and tea houses and were now commanding a steep 50 RMB entrance fee. What do you do in such a case? Right, you sneak in through the backdoor!

Grave Whacking

Despite the dreadful weather, which a cold winter monsoon had carried into Guangdong, a 32 strong crowd arrived at the hash site on Sat. afternoon. Re- portedly some of the usual suspects – Shiggy, Minicock & Co. – had already started diminishing the beer supplies during the bus ride while Kara had used the time for an extensive nap. Obviously the crowd was not exciting enough for her with Wasted Seed being absent.

The downside of tackling the mountain from its behind was, that this side was trail-wise a wee bit underdeveloped.

Thus the hares had had to resort to some serious bush whacking as well as grave whacking, as the mountain side was riddled with a myriad of holes of recently dug up tombs. We even saw a few discarded coffin lids lying about. Anyway, the hares had warned the hashers pre-run of the nature of the trail, had advised them to wear their long pants and suggested the pussy-feet to stay with the walkers. Unfortun- ately walking hare Big Top did not really have her flock under control as a few walkers ended up with the runners clambering over the graves. 

Having said all this the hares surely ex- pected to be in for some major league whining from the crowd. But astonish- ingly enough the crowd loved it!

Delusions of Grandeur

Some 75 minutes later the last runners were back to home base. While Hole Sale and Screwer were engaging in undisclosed activities behind the drawn curtains of the bus (Platterpuss put his bet on fuzzbumping), Mr. & Mrs. Pussy- sniffer, Ben, Commiekaze and Yan Can Suck stuffed their faces with cold pizza and Caveman washed down the remnants of a day-old happy meal.

No Pulse, who had acted as today’s hash cash, conducted the ritual intro- duction of newcomers and returnees. But then he developed delusions of grandeur citing forward the present members of the mismanagement mak- ing them introduce themselves likewise with name and rank. A special welcome was extended to the hun(ney)s Vera and Claudia, who were not only reported to have been absolutely shitfaced the previous night (grizzly stories of panic visits to toilets and the lack of toilet paper made the rounds) but were also playing hooky today.

On the Hash Catwalk

Most of the other down downs were in one way or the other fashion related:

*  while Stuart was sporting a shirt de- picting the Bonanza crew as ‘White Trash’ the crowd thought that that would more appropriately apply to newcomer Anthony’s (aka Train) stained white pants. We weren’t sure though if

it was the mud  or if he had gotten really scared climbing over those graves.

*  Rambo was mimicking either a pri- soner in Japanese boots, a cross-dres- sing referee or a zebra with a hat.

*  Nasty Gash seemed to be 1 shy of a good time donning a ‘68’ shirt on the run. Hubby Gary declined to comment.

*  CommieKaze, Yan Can Suck, Nasty Gash and Gary were clad for a trip with Shackleton, and finally

*  only three people (Shithead, Caveman & Platterpuss) were wearing hash gear. We wanted to make the rest of the crowd drink, but fell short of vessels.

The nature of the trail brought a lot of competition for the Horny Lama Memo- rial Award with people stumbling and sliding on their butts all over the place. But Minicock won the crown. The Shiggy Award went to Rambo. Obviously her months-long absence from the hash has taken a bite out of her shape.

White Booze & Black Girls

On the way back the free flowing beer took its toll on some male occupants of the back row (who prefer to stay anonymous). As there was no imminent piss stop in sight they tried their luck relieving themselves out of the window. Which is not easy being inebriated and trying to avoid the stuff flying back into your face. But, how great to be a man! “It is nothing wrong with being a woman. Of course I’d rather be dead” (Al Bundy)

After brushing off an attempt by the bus driver to rip the Hash Cash off an extra 50 kuai for the ‘long trip’ (do the leaches ever return money if we only drop over to Baiyun Mt.?) and unload- ing the stocks at the Sportsman’s we took the bus right up to LaoBeiRen on HengFu Road. The food was good as always and as it was Train’s birthday we threw in a few bottles of baijiu (of the 10-kuai-per-half-liter-kind).

Quote of the day: “Once you’ve gone black you never go back” (Train to Caveman seeing him digging an ebony beauty at Elle’s). Yeah, mon!

On On   Caveman

Upcummin’ Hashes:

Jan. 26 & Feb. 2: regular hashes

Feb. 22-24: 600th Hash: Hash Away Weekend




