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THURSDAY 6 OCTOBER 2011

An Account of yet another great moment in the fledgling history of the Stung Treng Evergreen Hash House Harriers.

As transcribed by Cotterpin Cranker

Run two of the STEH3 was always going to be memorable for two reasons; 

1) That the AGM Hand Job in a moment of great inspirection had declared that Dangles and Horny Hasher be the Hares for this event.

2) This run was to be on bicycles

3) It was set from the Sen Alun Bungalows on Don Khone
The whole day was a sea (or more correctly river) of anticipation.  Most of the hounds were up early to take their respective steeds on a quick jaunt around the island, checking out some sights and for some, reacquainting themselves with these wheeled thingummy jigs.  The more serious hashers started to prepare their energy reserves by fuelling up on fried banana and (most importantly) the combined task of boosting hydration levels and making sure the beer was of a suitable standard.

The “run” was set for a 4.00pm start and so the pack gathered, fiddling with helmets and polishing their lycra in readiness for the off.  Truck Tyres and Big Mac were discussing great rides that they had partaken in (some even involved bicycles), Muttley was telling all about his youth, and how his morning would start by throwing a leg over a frisky one for a lap or two. HJ was looking nervously at her watch as the Hares rode up ready to provide the BS for the “run”.

Horny Hasher spoke at length about how memorable an experience this run would be, the glorious scenery, the easy trail, and more importantly that there would be a beer stop.  Dangles then explained how the trail had been set.  Waving pink and white dunny paper he kept explaining until even he couldn’t work out what he meant but that we all should end up somewhere on Don Det, which was a perfect time for a quick hash prayer and call to call OnON.

 Truck (it’s not a race) Tyres bolted out, leading the pack in the wrong direction with Big Mac, Muttley and JR not too far behind.  The ladies were being a little more reserved with SueEllen and Low Profile making a steady start along with Jerry Juggler and Turtle (who was still unsure that her ensemble didn’t clash a little toooooooo much with the colour of her bike).  Silent Knight was trying to teach Hand Job that bikes move by pedalling not by the power of yelling expletives.  Dangles tagged along at the back hoping someone would find the trail.  So, after a brief swirl around Ban Khone to terrorise the good citizens it was on over the bridge to Don Det and on left (for some) and to  a much downsized track causing HJs expletive filled method of transport to gather favour amongst some of the other riders.  Silent Knights school of riding was growing ever larger and even TT(it’s not a race) took a rest from being an FRB to assist the less confident to find enlightenment amongst the rice paddies and bemused locals….JR was assuring SueEllen he really truly was sympathetic to her situation, Dangles could hardly stay on his bike he was laughing so hard.  Big Mac and Muttley were quietly keeping the pack on trail 

So they continued, up paddy, down paddy, river to the left, rice to the right with the odd buffalo and to keep things interesting until they eventually found the drink stop.  Sited at the Mekong International Cock Fighting Institute (Don Det Division) it was the perfect place for the pack to regroup, refresh and admire the beeoootiful ploooomidge.  The sight of so much male poultry even had a (strangely) calming influence on Hand Job.  Jerry J, Turtle and LP were in deep conversation with the stud owner about the ins and outs of this cock business when HH called the pack On Out.

TT was in Hash flash mode with the birds so it was Muttley and Big Mac leading out the pack, continuing to follow the water onon to the sunset side of  Ban Hua Det village before a check sent the pack back inland in search of more rice paddies.  JR, HJ and LP? Were set on following the trail of back packers digs until HH informed them of the double white on back which they had missed after the pink/white check back at the cactus in the third shack just past the guys building a teepee.  “Sacre Bleu” HJ muttered, really getting the hang of this bike malarkey.  The pack enjoyed watching the hard working locals threshing the rice before a final test of balance through the paddies that even our most timid riders attempted.  Big Mac won the “make a human crop circle” competition as the riders emerged at the village school for a circling regroup before one last run of dirt and shiggy to get the pack into the cusp of the sunset/sunrise strip to the ? Bistro that Dangles had carefully chosen using the well-respected “Price of Beer” method.

With the Sunset part of the deal well in play the AGM  circled up the pack and with Hares in place run reports were called for.  It was at this point that hashing history was made.  The praise bestowed on these humble hares for their efforts was unheard of ……..ever.  It is natural for a group of this average age to have an interest in the contents of the bowel and by default likely to make reference of such in the hash circle, let’s not get side tracked.  Low Profile, with the elegance that only a Sydney Harriette could muster, had the last word, giving an emotional speech on what a life changing event the days hash had been, and so Turtle ( trusty beer wench for the run) handed out the beer and a worthy down down was had.

HJ then handed over the circle to JR? for the rest of proceedings. 

Charges were called for:

?Big Mac - for undermining the economy of PDR Lao through damage to the rice crop

TT for being an FRB

*???there was many more but that’s for the world of  hashpaedia I think*

Then to a most important part of any Hash circle: the Naming ceremony

Jerry Juggler and Turtle brought to the attention of the hounds that Muttley (aided and abetted by Big Mac) was an imposter with “Muttley” being his dogs name and not an official hash name.  Being diligent hash hounds they had used all their cunning to get some background on “Muttley” and filled the pack in on his colourful past and then read out a list of possible names to get the pack started with their deliberations.

 (I Can’t remember, another job for the hashpaedia)

 FarLap, EarlyRiser, HandyMan, ArSX  footsee Whipit JunkBonds

Anyway it came down to ArSX (arseX? A.S.X.?) and something else and ArSX won the day and the naming ceremony and down down was duly held with JR, HJ and Dangles (BigMac/ SK) upholding the usual rituals.

With the sun definitely set The AGM called the circle to a close and with a rendition of the Hash Hymn ? (I think) and on to ? for some Thai Tucker and more cold beer.

LP under the influence of many Mojitos, SuEllen and JR headed for home which was no mean feat in darkening dark and as for the rest of the pack…….well that is a story for someone else to write 

Perhaps titled Theara (legend of the Lights)

Next Run: Silent Knight and Truck Tyres – Tad Etu Resort  timings TBA
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