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HARE, HARE, A BID FOR A HARE??

Saturday, December 29…it’s yet another glorious day in a recent string of amazing weather that makes you glad to be a Hasher in Guangdong in the winter. Sunny, fresh, and just a hint of a cool breeze to make it oh so comfortable. 

Admittedly, the Hash intelligentsia (?) knew the turnout would be low due to the fact that the Chinese “People’s” government has this silly rule about giving days off in the week ahead for the New Year (Western) holiday to spark spending BUT in order to enjoy those days off coming up, you must slave away on the weekend before doing absolutely nothing because not ALL companies are on the same timeline. But hey, look where we are, eh?

So it’s 13:30 at the Hash watering hole on 19 Taojin Jie and the crowd is looking anemic. About 5 or 6 bodies in the dining area where there’s usually an undisciplined mob of 15 at this time. “Hash Cash” whispered Black Widow to the four gents around her (perhaps another BW fantasy here?). No one is the designated hare and the Krauts (Skidmarks & Strap On) are arguing over who will be the live hare. In the end, Strap On gives in to Undidas but manages to rope along an unsuspecting Krusty as his partner in crime. It is worthy to note at this time that Krusty, until now, was a hare virgin somehow managing to avoid his duty for his country for many, many years.

CAVEMAN WHERE ART THOU WHEN YOU’RE ACTUALLY MISSED??

Why the above headline? Because we went back to Strap On’s favorite village with the outdoor amphitheater where many a past Deutsche Hash had been held and the place that Caveman always cries about not wanting to return to whenever Strap On is one of the Hares. Tough shit and too bad you weren’t there.

Turns out there was a group of about 12 loyal and dedicated runners, yes no walkers (though some may have ended as such). We disembarked the full-sized boos in front of what appeared to be a grand façade entrance to a park in the middle of nowhere. Isn’t it always like that here? Krusty and Strap On were given the customary live hare lead of 8 minutes before the hunt was on.




FALSE TRAILS, BACK CHECKS AND CHECKS GALORE (????)

We don’t know if this was a result of Krusty having no experience or Strap On having no patience to teach the virgin but other than a clusterfuck of a search for flour at a construction site where there were many piles of another white substance not used for making dumplings, it was basically no brainer running. Most every circle was ignored and the vigilant runners continued straight on the obvious route. With Strap On as a hare, it was easy to lend no credence to the circles that gave one the choice of running either straight or UP a hill. On straight! Though one incident at a check gave us the Oxford English/ German quote-of-the-day from Skidmarks: “Hmm, there’s a flour just above the check going up and no flour in sight if you keep on the trail…this could be a trick or even a DOUBLE trick!”

Atop the mountain we eventually and gradually worked our way up there was one check and then one false trail that gave us a delay of about two minutes. After that it was all downhill and drama.

ATTACKING MOUNTAINS, BLOOD GUTS AND GORE!!

About halfway downhill and through some ignorable checks, there was a detour through high brush and precarious footing. At this point a thud was heard much akin to the sound of a wooden baseball bat being swung into a thick barked tree. Imagine a 90+ kilo Englishman taking a dive into a pile of protruding stones…face first. Our friend Alex the teacher suffered what must have been the most dramatic wounding on a hash since the original bloodletter, Horny Lama suffered a fall that ended up with 15 stitches. Needless to say, Alex got the Horny Lama Memorial Award…for the second week in a row. There was blood freeflowing down his face like a 12 year old having her first time-of-the-month. Contusion on the forehead, laceration across the bridge of his nose and a formerly white T-shirt now a nice hue of red. As Alex most aptly put it: “I got into an argument with the mountain…and I lost.”

The run ended at just over an hour and unfortunately the hares made it back safely without the indignity of being de-pantsed.

There was an issue of a couple of missing runners that most likely ended up as walkers, but they turned up after our valiant hare Krusty went back to search for their lagging asses. Thank him next time, Wholesale!




A LIVELY CIRCLE WITH THE ENTIRE STUDENT BODY OF NO.1 BUMFU*K VILLAGE PRIMARY SCHOOL

As described, the circle got underway just as the lost runners returned and school let out for the afternoon. Motorcycling “Mamas” selling candy and other assorted snacks from the back of their bikes provided plenty of nutrition for all. The kids were relatively disciplined but got a bit unruly towards the end. Call in the dogs…

Everyone was provided at least a couple down-downs and we wrapped things up nicely.

By this time Alex’s face had pretty much congealed into a fine red paste and his forehead had grown about an inch outwards. It was then that the powers that be in the GZH3 decided that this young man deserved to enjoy a holy moment to be forever after know as FACEPLANT. Congratulations for a fall well executed.

DMPI’S ROCKIN’ NEW YEAR CELEBRATION AND  FIREWORKS DISPLAY IN LIJIANG

Ever the gracious host and man about town in Guangzhou, Dickmagnet lent his new home (wait, didn’t he do this last year in a new pad as well?) to a rager to welcome in the new year for all. It was an eclectic mix from all walks of Guangzhou life. Naturally a showing of the rich and beautiful elite, it however still managed to attract the likes of Mr. Clean, Strap On, Bottomfeeder, countless other hashers and some housecrashing Frogs on vacation…in Guangzhou. Romances were kindled during the night, and some faltered. 

Some people were presented with so many choices that they couldn’t quite focus on where they wanted to go (eh, Strap On?).

Just after midnight, thanks to Skidmarks the ordnance procurer, a smoke filled fireworks demonstration was put on by a group of people that had more alcohol than should have been considered safe for DIN or ISO standards.

Amazingly, a couple of DMPI’s nearby new neighbors came storming out of their home to complain bitterly of the NOISE. As Mr Clean so eloquently states: “HELLO!!!!” And this writer must state: What the F*@k country are we in?!?! This is the place that INVENTED noise three thousand years ago! AND THEY’RE CHINESE!!!

Well, I guess DMPI’s new year 2003 party will be at yet another new location….

ON-ON….Platterpuss




Upcumming Events:

· Regular Hash on Jan 5 (no Hare), Jan 12 (Squat + Thrust), Jan 19 (Caveman + ???)


