


RE-RIDE #9 @ SAFARI WORL.D ON 14-02-36/93.

HARES:Nipat"Hubs"Piyanirothai & Sarabjit"Rin-tin"Singh.

This month's write up comes to us courtesy of none other than the GS himself, yours truly
having omitted to honour anyone else with the privilege of doing it! Readon ..........

"If we had BHHB written in English on the front of our shirts, then when we travel abroad
people would know which HASH we came from" quipped Rod"Thespian"T. as he plied
"Wheel-Wobble" and "Saddle-Sniffer" with PISS and fags, generous chap that he is."Even
better leave it in Thai script so that one can impose one's superiority on the huddled
masses of heathens that can't read it" suggested the noble and eloquent "Saddle-Sniffer".
"Imagine how one will be able to impress ones friends when one illustrates how easily one
can read the Thai characters, and not only that, but well enough to differentiate between
phoenetic Thai script and the genuine article" reposted the ever resourceful "Wheel-
Wobble". "What's the point of all this articulate debate?" interjected "U-Bend". "Well dear,
one forgot to ask someone to do the write up so one thought a few eulogies would be in
order before one referred once again to the magnificent Valentines Day pink and purple
cycling shirts so generously donated by the HARES", waffled "Wheel-Wobble". "i
remember eulogies being mainly used for people who have recently died!" concluded "U-
Bend. ' i

Next RIDE the HON-ON-SEC will select a volunteer, Rod, to do the write-up! Thanks in
advance, what a good chap he is, hear, hear!

The shredded newsprint was scattered far far far and wide wide wide by the HARES who
had obviously concluded that such an experienced PACK didn't really need a TRAIL to
follow. It would have been marginally easier if they had marked "U-BENDS" or "CHECKS"
at the various points where the shreddings ended. Perhaps the HARES didn't like or want
to waste flour, who knows?

- The PACK went cycling ON-OFF down the TRAIL at just after 15:15 circumnavigating the
dried up lake beds in the direction of Safari World. It was here that the fun began with five
or six paths leading towards a klong well marked with shredded newsprint which ran out,
no markings, just ran out. NEWSPOKE Kristi"Flattie"Clow was quite perturbed when it
appeared that the otherwise impeccable organisation of BHHB was crumbling around her.
Were our HASHERS in total disaray? How could BHHB have its members searching willy
nilly? Would it be the shortest RIDE ever? Would the HARES get the HASH-POO? Ever
jolly the PACK solved these riddles with as much aplomb as would be expected from
Bangkok's greatest minds. Mai-mi-pahn-haa! Well it kept the PACK together remarked the
HORRORS, and several minutes IaterrON-ON was called and we whistled up the dusty
road to the Tunction. By the time the TRAIL had been found,it was quite a while, the
RUNNERS were up with the RIDERS eventhough NEWSPOKE Andy"Bikeless"Welsh and
his cheap-charlie VISITOR friend who didn't join, Brian"Eggy"White, were fresh from their
mornings exertions in the second stage expressway 10Km race, which they completed in
around forty two minutes. That was their story! Thanks to the efforts of Franz"C.C."Boehm,



PAPER was found about 800m to the left of the junction and we were ON-ON again. To
avoid any stupefaction, "C.C." is derived from the abreviation of colour co-ordinated, which
in case you haven't noticed, "C.C." and "Gearshard" always are. Their perfume and
aftershave even match! :

A few brakes were heard to squeal, and a few colourful phrases expressed, as the
energeitic "Wheel-Wobble" put NEWSPOKE Thomas"Trocken"Spitzer through the rigours
of staying ON-ON the TRAIL when it turned sharply ON-LEFT. Again the HARES tried to
fool us with the shiadded newsprint running out consistently at the end of interesting alleys
and rutted tracks. Again it was to no avail.

following what appgared to most of the PACK to be the TRAIL. Did he pass anything else
that big? "Capt Sguall", alias "By-pass", called the PACK ON-BACK down a winding
country lane into a Wat. "Cranky" CHECKED over 4kms here as Valentine couples "C.C."
and "Gearshard" dlissappeared in the opposite direction to "Goose" and "Gander". Where,
and what to, we can only hazard a guess, but, they were all back when the PACK came
ON-IN, their ON-IN was obviously somewhere else. This TRAILESS zone left the PACK

feeling hot, dejecte‘F, bored and lost with HASHERS making forays deeper and deeper into
[

Bruce"Lily"Miller pEssed one of his multi-mega-million Baht repossessment properties

the surrounding rural landscape in the hope of reconvening the RIDE. "Spokeless"Gwen
commented to "Wheel-Wobble" that the HOUNDS hadn't CHECKED deep enough. Your
"G.S." was quite naturally shocked, what could "Spokeless" have been talking about? My
composure was recovered seconds later when ON-ON was signalled far far far ahead to
the right.

After braving the smoke from the burning stubble, enduring the Saharan maelstrom and
sun, the PACK was ushered ON-LEFT into a welcome shady avenue by Nipat"Nuts"
Piyanirothai, the jojnt HARE! "Nuts" was very surprised that after 14kms the PACK had yet
to encounter a single CHECK, probably more so by the fact that the HOUNDS made it that
farllll Mai-pen-rai,| the PACK was still together and felt much more secure with the
reappearance of an abundance of shredded newsprint to follow.

The second half gf the RIDE was mainly along narrow elevated concrete klong paths.
These took all our} concentration to avoid RIDING down the startled, happy, friendly and
waving indigenes, or, from plunging onto the unknown nasties lurking below the surface of
the sparkling water. The PACK crossed the klong for the first time at the weir and
floodgates, where many thirsty HASHERS rehydrated at the local shop. It was here that
history was made when NEWSPOKE Stephen"Pickup"Ellender was shown his first CHECK
eighteen (18) kilometers into the RIDE. Did the dolt miss all the others? Not at all, it was

CHECKS, BHHB has established a world HASHING record for the longest distance from
the ON-OFF to thg]first CHECK? Answers on a fax or postcard to the HON-ON-SEC.

The second crossing, not the second coming, was not only over a high wooden bridge
which afforded mapgnificent views of the klong and the surrounding area but it led to the
second CHECK. Tanawat"Hubs" and his HORROR buddy Sukasem advised the "GS" and
"Pickup” that the TRAIL followed the klong and did not lead through the orchards. Local
knowledge? intuition? in short, they were right. After a brief interlude on the road and a
stop for another drink, it was really hot out there, the PACK went carefully one by one over





















