Hash 827. The “Of course lightning doesn’t strike twice” hash.

DISCOMBOBULATION
By and large Go round Again always sets a well thought out and well put together Hash
and Saturday’s was, when everything was taken into account, no exception. However a
certain amount of the aforementioned 15 letter word appeared to show itself before a
single strand of paper was laid, rumor has it that the poor lad was flapping around since
his run directions had not been posted on our shiny new website and he thought that the
blonde bombshell Tubby Twinkie, who has taken a richly deserved break from KSH3 to
visit Ze Fatherland, had left her laptop behind but in fact she had made a stop over in The
Big Mango to team up with Dr. Mengele and the two of them were conducting a survey of
as many of the fleshpots of Nana as possible in 24 hrs. and were therefore
incommunicado. Once the effects of Gordon’s or Gilbey’s had worn off she put everything
in order and therefore at 14.45 on Saturday GRA successfully guided the clutch of 40
attendees onto the final approach and watched them touch down and precisely at 15.30 he
took centre stage to explain the wonders that awaited, 9 checks, 1 split and an assortment
of ferocious beasts would be there to confuse one and all. BANG went the gun and to the
sound of grunting and the smell of horse linament the pack left him on his own to knock
back the first of his “Hare’s rewards” and chew the fat with the Pisstruck guards.
Grumbles about too much concrete were heard but after some 400 meters we trundled
into the jungle, as we plodded along following the regularly spaced paper we came to a
familiar spot that brought back memories of a previous foray in these parts, around 3
months previous Babbalas had a run in with the gentleman in charge of this particular
rubber plantation who he had bribed with a large flagon of whisky for the privilege of
leaving our chariots on his ground only to be accosted by the little gobshite who had the
audacity to demand a per head payment…..fuckin’ cheek, send for Lick Me our highly
skilled negotiator who, using all his diplomatic skills, told the lickspittle to shove his site
where the sun doesn’t shine, the rubber tapper having by this time guzzled a goodly
amount of the hooch was finally sent on his way clutching a 500 note.

Anyway I digress, the Hare this time had no such issues and we were soon galloping onto
his checks and they included a couple of back checks and apart from the odd diversion
and after around 60 minutes Johnny come quickly raced over the line, diver's boots for him
next week, and most participants had made it safely back to base.
We had 30 minutes to wait until all were accounted for with the new slimmer version of
Earth Trembler bringing up the rear.
At this stage of the season it would appear that Tangerine Man will be taking over the
spoon awarded to the Hare in possession of the Lavvy seat for the longest period of the
year, if I’m not mistaken No Balls is the present custodian, and when the vote was called
there was only the teensiest rumble for Hash shit so GRA breathed a sigh of relief and we
moved on to other matters.
In no particular order: Knee and Earth Tremblers, Crive, Scouse Bastard,Mother cooker
and Froggy all reported back for duty, we then witnessed the 2nd bout of discombobulation
when Big Yin couldnae remember who he had appointed as Wanking snitch and the
appointee likewise had forgotten, eventually after consulting the clip board Dog’s Bollocks,
as said appointee, picked out a group of scurrilous rascals he had witnessed abusing
Hash norms. Masterbates had the onerous task of blowing the whistle on the Rambo
hooligans and somehow or other had a healthy crop of transgressors who had no option
but to admit their guilt.
A leggy virgin graced our group all the way from Bavaria via Phuket, Michaela seemed to
enjoy our antics, the Lavvy seat custodian Tangerine Man stepped in to receive his 100
run Shirt, wear it with pride!!

F.R.B. Johnny Come Lately picked up the ball and chain AGAIN and had a seat on the ice.
I’m Cummin got the Bunnet for her gymnastic ability but she’ll have to take it off when she
sits in Dr. Yankemout’s dentist’s chair so he can fix her nashers this week.
Forbeskin asked the question that quite a few of us had considered i.e. why the f*#*k did
Crive choose this moment in time to leave Canadia when that land’s enlightened
government just legalized his favourite pastime ??? We are unable for legal reasons to
print Crive’s reply!!!!!
Then we came to the #3 example of discombobulated info of the afternoon, D.F.L. as the
Hare for 27th October waffled on about Thong Kraut as the venue for his Hash, now we
noticed that his back pockets, usually full of Singha cans were noticeably empty, had he
quaffed a tad more than the norm and become geographically confundulated? well not
really, he eventually confirmed that next week we shall assemble at Nigel’s Frisbee Golf on
Maenam 5 where D.F.L. will amaze us with his Haring skills and afterwards big Nigel will
likewise show off his mastery of the BBQ.and all during the circle the piss is free. Not too
late to count yourself in, at the moment we have around 47 joining in so if you are up for it
give Big Yin a buzz on 0851661730 or an email on gerryandmyra@hotmail.com
Circle closed for well earned slurping.
ON ON
TRASHER

