Hash Trash

I will freely admit that I have a somewhat turbulent, yet mutually understanding with the Hash in general. I love it for entertainment purposes, yet loath the thought of actually running, walking or trekking through a terrain that, quite possibly, could kill me, or at least attempt to. Such as this run. Admittedly I do not know what the beginning of the run was like, I just wanted a short brisk walk, I didn’t actually want to participate in the course. Alas I made the fatal decision to follow Uncle Leon. I found out later that he likes setting his own unruly Hash run through unforgiving terrain. To muddle and paraphrase a famous quote, he chose the path less traveled, more fool me, I chose the paved one. A steep downhill walk led me to the medium/long turnoff, I figured I was at the end of the run, being the genius I am, I decided to follow the paper trail back to the start. I then encountered a very steep climb uphill, by then, I had lost hope of seeing civilization again, but was spurred on by thoughts of, “How good is this for my glutes?” Suddenly, like the presence of an angel (but sweatier and male), burst forth the front runners. Truly a godsend. A Suzuki Carey passes and I think, almost there as I turn to dodge the damn thing I see Sandi hunkered down in the tray with an impish smile. A mental note, dob him in, cheating is sinning, more ice I say!  I digress, walking on I am snapping pictures of Hashers as they run past and decide (foolishly) to take the short run turn off. Udi says it’s only a fifteen minute walk, Udi says it’s easy. I cone to a stop noticing a sharp decent into a dark valley. With his reassurance, we start our decent into the darkness, slipping and sliding most the way down. Suddenly, an epiphany, I realize the immense idiocy of the downhill slide, I have to get back up somehow. At the bottom I notice its beauty, sunlight filters through from above, water trickles nearby, moss grows in the cliff walls, and a little blue steel bridge. And moss covered mud stairs. The way out, “only a couple of stairs” says Udi, I clamber to the top of the mud stairs and look up, “maybe a couple more stairs” say Udi (I think he is lying now). “Only ten minutes now” He continues to say. Two hundred and twelve concrete stairs later, I am vowing to kill the Hare who set this, I plan with Anne (Udi’s wife) to beat her husband senseless for misleading us to thinking it is an easy return to base and am uttering profanities and vowing vengeance. Finally a weary group of Hashers arrives back at base, spilling into the small courtyard. And so the drinking begins! (or continues.) People mill about, two blocks of ice are bought out and on bated breath people wait in anticipation (and trepidation it may be them) to see who goes on. The Circle begins, first the returners and visitors, our first glimpse of Shrek. He makes regular visits to the middle of the circle, a short stint of ice is involved, a liberal dousing in water as he skulls and amazingly, still time for a quick dacking, Shrek is a busy boy. Gabongs turn next, sitting on the ice he volunteers to drink a jug, bold promises, but done well, quickly and efficiently. Michael is next, plonked on the ice bare arsed. Punishment, revenge, he mistreated our religious leader in Phuket. A Gaping Gash appears on his neck, beer and an unknown liquid from a jerry can are funneled down his throat, here’s to the hang over the next day. A serious miscalculation, Nightjar receives his 345th-ish milestone Hash shirt. You’re kidding right? Someone should end up on ice for that.  The Circle continues, dragging its feet, whittling down Hashers and depleting the beer. All in all, a picturesque and potentially dangerous run, the Hashers pissed and full of it, nothing new, nothing extraordinary, nothing bland. Any differences? A female doing the Hash Trash, raising the intelligence quota. Kudos.

On On!

Aisha
Oh, and one more thing, More susu! You guys are getting soft in your old age.

