THE FAT CAT HASH                                  TRASH Volume 1761

NEXT RUN

RUN        DATE             HARE             WHERE

1762       30-June-14     Ego Testicle   100 Temperley St, Nicholls

PAST RUNS FOR CAPITAL

RUN       DATE           HARE              WHERE

1761      23-June-14   Betty Boop       64 Judith Wright St, Franklin

Grand Mattress: Queen Latrine

Religious Advisor: Sex Change

Circle/Run Report: 

Halleluiah! We’d made it past the winter solstice… Some hashers stupid beyond words (namely Mighty) believed that the days from hereon in would get longer, lighter, and warmer… Which was why on Monday evening hashers were jubilant… They were ready to rejoice! Indeed, our hare was so utterly convinced a warm, tropical change would happen any minute, she made the hash theme for the evening a Hawaiian one!

How cruel the harsh reality was… The air in Franklin was frigid… The temperature was close to freezing, and male hashers’ genitals shrank to almost nothing. Grimacing in the cold, teeth chattering, hashers reluctantly stumbled off into the dark… It was fucking miserable… It seemed that the evening couldn’t get worse… Then it got worse…It began to rain… Hashers stoically soldiered on, getting soaked through to the bone… What a dismal evening! It seemed things couldn’t get any worse………..Then it fucking got worse… A fierce gale blew up… Buffeted by the wind, frozen to the core, on hashers staggered… Hypothermia was setting in… It really seemed scarcely possible that the evening could get any worse… But it got much worse… It began to hail… Hashers winced in pain as hailstones pelted them…  Profanities would’ve been uttered if hashers’ mouths hadn’t been frozen shut… It was unpleasant… Life surely couldn’t get any worse… But then *sob* it got worse…It began sleeting… Fuuuuuuuck!!!… Enough was enough! On back hashers sprinted in double-quick time… Only to find things were still getting worse! No fire bucket!!!… 

Perhaps it’s fortunate that hashers are not very bright… and are simple creatures who are very easily pleased. After beers began to flow, tasty hash mash served, and the RA was called a useless tit for fucking up the weather (that was NO Scottish mist on Monday Sex Change!), all was forgiven… (or else held as a silent grudge for now)

Stuff worth mentioning:

Awards:

Spit the Dummy – Crackers – for grumbling about the rubbish weather

Big Prick – Sex Change – responsible for rubbish weather

Little Prick – Scarlet – useless map-reading skills in rubbish weather

FRB – JR (Suellen awarded FRB in his absence) – for being a fair weather runner - piked out ‘cos of rubbish weather

Cracker of the Week – D2DH – moaning about the rubbish weather (do you see a common thread here?)

Announcements:

Hares required Please contact Meat (Hash Trailmaster)
Canberra Times Fun Run – anybody interested in forming a Hash team please chat with Sex Change. Password for CT Fun Run entry: Fat Cat Hash

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? 

City to Surf: this year there will be a Hash team. To register, log in as “Capital Hash”, password “Fat Cats” (contact Poo Shooter for details)

Masturbateman’s 100th run – September – more details to follow

Brussels T-shirts – see Babbling

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 

