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A Word from the Absent GM 

 

It’s raining, it’s pouring, the Hashmen are snoring! Only 21 
runners, we called the Malaysia Anchor book of records and it’s 
official:  the worst ever turnout inPH3 history! Dear fellow 
Hashmen, a little rain doesn’t stop a true Hasher! Then to make 
things worse a couple of slackers turn up after the run in their 
office clothes! I will not mention names Khoo Boon Wah on Ice!  
The runners who did turn up all enjoyed the mud-skating and the 

lowest temp ever recorded in Penang: 23 deg C! What global 
warming?! It’s F*&^%#$ getting colder all the time. I have 
irrefutable evidence that a new Ice Age is approaching (Khoo Boon 
Wah) so can I please get the Nobel Peace Price for my 
breakthrough research! The proceeds will be spent on Monday 
nights! Spend the money!!! 
Next week’s run is, you guessed it, back to Bukit Gambir again, 

so no excuses for no shows!  
Have a good run and I’ll see you next week, OnOn! 
 

Run no. 2293, 22/10/07, David Vatia Raj at the Chinese 
Temple, Bukit Gambir, Scribe: Kali AKA Black German II 
 
This Hare of the day wanted to give something extra, so he was praying 
hard for the last few days for a continuous rain before the run, during 
the run, after the run and until we leave the runsite. 
This was a record raining hash-day in my entire 30 years of hashing. 
Knowing this very well, most of the Chinamen went to run at their 
concubine’s den or to seek warmth.  Can you believe it?  Only 21 souls 
turned up, these are the real hardcore stupid fellows called Hashers who 
have nowhere to go on a Monday evening, am I any exception?  If I had 
a concubine I would not be that stupid to go for that rainy run. 
The Hare said it’s a short to medium run without any checks.  We 
started to run down south along the usual four wheel track then turned 
right up a cement motorbike track.  Along the way, before reaching a 
farmer’s hut, 50-odd dogs big and small barked at us and tried to hump 
Jaya’s leg.  One just lay there licking its balls and Jaya was heard to say, 
“Man, I wish I could do that!”  Shark talked him out of it, though, telling 
him, “I don’t know, man, he might bite you!” 
At that point in time I was leading the pack, feeling enough of the 
cement track, off I went into the bushes looking for the Paper and calling 
On On but the Shark was circling and wasn’t ready to follow as he had 
never seen me leading before.   

    HARELINE 

2294 29/10/07   
TiT Yeo at 
Leader Gdn   
Twin Towers 

2295 05/11/07 
Yeoh Guan Lee 

(GL) Bukit 
Gambir 

2296 12/11/07 
Khor Jenn Yeu 

2297 19/11/07 
SK Chew 

2298 26/11/07 
Deepavali run 

2299 03/12/07 
MiniSausage 

2300 10/12/07 
Committee run! 

2301 17/12/07   
Get Lost Bala 
Hong Seng 

Estate 

2302 24/12/07   
Fishmonger 

2303 31/12/07 
Bala Gimbo 
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That on-up seemed to be a virgin trail and we were eager to walk or climb fasterer.  When we reached 
the bracken just before the summit, we got back on a familiar paper trail, as we’d been thru that way on 
previous runs.  After about 100 meters up on the ridge, the Paper abruptly plunged down hard to the 
right.  The on-down was treacherous, slippery, and steep, with plenty of crisscrossing vines and 5-ft 
drops where we did commando jumps.  During the on-down, Wrong-Circle was hard on my heels 
following every step I took, making me worried for if he were to slip, he might land on me.  I was under 
pressure to run fasterer away from him. Alas, we landed back down on the horse stable track.  Being so 
happy having survived the dangerous shiggy on-down, I ran all the way to the temple.  The quantity of 
Paper laid was just right – not too much like some idiot Hares.  The sparse paper laid the morning before, 
2 rainstorms ago, were soaking wet, making Paper on the ground not easily visible.  So you had to have 
some sense of direction to feel which way the Paper should go.  That’s what makes Hashing sexciting.  I 
so was sexcited I did the run in 70 minutes.  Rudru, Roger and Shark (wearing football cleats, the 
cheater!) were the first back in about 60 min on-call only, followed about 5 minutes later by MiniSausage, 
then Ah Bai, Bob and Black Lee.  It was still raining, my beer in my trusty mug without cover diluted with 
rainwater, Hashman don’t care.  The few Chinamen who had run were looking for food and asking the 
Hare for makan.  What came as an appetizer was deep-fried dead fish, which is better than nothing, so 
everybody started in on the fish gobbling down fish heads and tails and all.  One Hashman even snatched 
my fish head right out of my hands.  While we were feasting on the dead fish, the kwai lan SK (AKA Yoda) 
who arrived late, never ran, parked his mini-lorry in the center, brought his own ever-ready food plate 
and started to serve the food for himself first.  He should be on the Ice next week.  VGM take note (since 
the GM will be off Hashing in Dongguan).  While the cold rain poured down over our heads, the hot rice 
and the hot chicken curry was superb and fantastic, life could not be better.  Gave me energy to extend 
my stay in Hash for another 10 years.  When it rains before the start of the run, we feel reluctant to run 
but once you are into it, it was lovely to feel the rain fall over you and kicking the water as you run 
without feeling so much tired.  For providing all the fun or suffering we had on today’s run, does the 
Hare deserve praise or fucking?  We had only one thing to give the Hare:  The Ice-Block Throne.  He 
dropped shorts and sat with a cold water shower from the GM.  The Hare threatened to only give nasi 
lemak next year.  I am sure he’ll forget by then.  The only other on Ice for shortcutting on the previous 
run was Ah Bai.  He accepted it with manfully in true hasher style.  We – including the GM and beer 
wagon, but except the small group of MCA who stayed till fuck-knows-when – left the site at around 
10pm.  The drizzle still hadn’t let up by then.  Sorry, I am not around next week for any bashing.  OnSex, 
pls email me a copy of my newsletter! 
 
Runstats: 3km, 3555 steps, 120Kcal (about one beer), altitude at start 180m, altitude at top 440m, 
Temp at runsite 23 deg C; weather: heavy rain; 21 runners, no guests. 
 

 
Next week’s hill to climb – caution, slippery when wet!! 


