THE FAT CAT HASH                                  TRASH Volume 1772

NEXT RUN

RUN        DATE             HARE               WHERE

1773       15-Sept-14     Sex Change      Springvale Dr

                                                                Weetangera

PAST RUNS FOR CAPITAL

RUN       DATE           HARE             WHERE

1772      8-Sept-14     Suellen            26 Eildon Place, Duffy

Grand Mattress: Queen Latrine

Religious Advisor: Sex Change

Circle/Run Report: 

Some of us had big plans for Monday night; to get laid…undergo some anal bleaching... finally treat that suspicious, lingering genital rash…enjoy a refreshing high colonic washout… The rest of us with a couple of hours to kill and with nothing better to do turned up at Suellen’s on Monday evening hoping to discover the charms of Duffy. There was a brief moment of quiet panic from the pack when Suellen confessed she’d sub-contracted the trail setting to JR… We threw JR a withering look, harbouring doubts that he’d set us an agreeable run...and lumbered off to find trail. While the usual FRBs (QL, Festering Gash, Poo Shooter & Sex Change) sprinted away at warp speed, a sad little group of wounded hashers with gimpy gaits (HF, Gerbils, Meat) slowly shuffled along at the back of the pack in obvious pain… To begin with, the trail had generous marks and regular checks… Then hashers noticed, with some annoyance, that the hare had become more niggardly with checks further along… What the bloody hell was going on? Arrows further apart…no checks…Hang on… The hare had set the fucking run on his pushbike!!! As this dawned on hashers, there were mutterings of uncharitable thoughts… Lucky for JR, just before “le merde” really hit “le ventilateur”, hashers arrived at the drink stop, and after some generous swigs of a fruity, alcoholic beverage, all was forgotten…peace and tranquillity was restored. 

The circle was the usual fiasco…Little Miss Sunshine used standard hash parlance to describe the run… “It was shit”…She objected to having to listen to “Mixo complain about his gonorrhoea and syphilis problems”… as well as Gerbils worried he’d torn his “miniscule thing” (meniscus, Sunshine)…Counting on the Hash Mash being outstanding (which it was), she awarded the hare 7/10. Maid Marian awarded the walk 4/10 – points lost for having to walk in the dark! At night! Of all things! Then the circle degenerated…and charges got stoopider and stoopider…

Stuff worth mentioning:

Returnees: Cunning Linguist, Maid Marian, Miss Sunshine, Incider, and Fish Finger

Visitors: Toad, and Swiss Army Wife (aka Mrs Lanceslut, aka Mrs Slut) 

Some charges:

Pop Tart – wanker with mobile phone

HF – yelling like a fucking drill sergeant, but shut up after he tore his hammy

HF, Gerbils – took a leaf out of Monty Python’s school of funny walks – had their own gimpy gaits

CL and Miss Sunshine – genetically programmed to drink down-downs at a glacial pace 

Sir Lanceslut – rubbish parking – but had diplomatic immunity (blue number plates)

Festering Gash – politest hasher ever

HF – rudest prick ever

Poo Shooter – poor Ebola hygiene 

Festering Gash – for wanting a cock-or-two…and when one gash drinks, all gashes drink (or in this case – Gnash) 

Awards:

Big Prick – HF – ‘cos he was completely fucked 

Little Prick – All Day Sucker – ‘cos he has a small prick 

FRB – JR, ‘cos he was first at the drink stop

Spit the Dummy – Mixo – no explanation needed…just for being his usual curmudgeonly grumpy self

Announcements:

Hares required Please contact Meat (Hash Trailmaster)
Keep November free for the Thredbo weekend

Capital Hash Haberdashery for purchase – chat with Peeping Pervert or Party Pie

Check out the RA’s Hash song sheet and sing along to some ribald hash songs! Is there any other kind? 

Mighty has been ‘voluntold’ to organise next year’s Bike Wine tour…Anybody interested in being on a Hash sub-committee for this event, contact Mighty at bec_curry2008@yahoo.com 

