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MEXLCGO CIEY HASBH HUUSE HARRIERS Pl1A DE LA RATZA UWITIEER 10-13, 1986

First af all, Kao and Deep Throat wuuld like to thank Wall Baoger, Hoare-
(o, Mary Poppins, Hooker, Coach, Angelfishi{plg), Party Anlmal, Shorteake, Zink-t,
Manhandler, @n Dee, Aussie .Jan, Q-Tip, Bareass(Charge D' Affairs-Avstralian Hmbassy),
Broaderumbs, Favella, Come Queen, Africa ueen, Go-go Dancer, Hash Harlot and a
hust of others who were the (sumetbimes) umwilling victimgof our Landshark attacks.
out of town hashaers a groat bime. We arrived on time Thuraday nighl In whal would
prove te be the only bad weather of cthe weekend. Our Mexico City sponsors were
asserbled to greet us as we walked by a huzongous Minlstrie de Tourism "ELENVE-
NIDOS HASHERS™ hammner. AfFter gathering our trash and heading to the cars, we
plicd our way through the atrocious Mexica City rtraffic to our houses and eventu-
ally to the Lomas Linda Restaurant. Our hosts ence again took ever and ordered
up the specialties of the heuse [or our enjoyment. After a lengthy and Eilling
dinner, we headed on over to Inferno's house for what would become a nightly ri-
tual of drinking him out of house and home and generally trashipng the place. Wo
also got our first exposure to dancing at 7,500 feet. Whab fun.

FRIDAY- The next morning, we groggils assembled and headed downtown teo do a
little sightseeing. A atop at the anthrepological mudeunm gave us a lot of Insighe
into the culture we would be running through for the next Eew days. We then met
at the Funda de Refuglo in the Zona Resa for lunch and whar is repnted to be the
best margaritas im Mexico City. (You'll Find no argument from me.)] Hilarity
reipned as Inferno ordered for the whole motley crew and once again treated us
to a great variety of local foodstuffs. After lunch (which was about 2:30 PH),
we headed home to change and get ready for our first MCH3 run. The trails were
all done wia dead hares. Despite this, we still managed to start chicly late due
to the trafflec, around &:00 PM. All hashers werc issued large, obnoxlous, brass
bells in order to keep track of one and other. 5o0n we were on-on Ehrough the
traffic, winding our way through the town. The Ministry of Tourism thoughtfully
supplied us with our own "Green Angel" which followed us through the strects with
red lighes flashling. Quite an impressive escort, Except for one particularly
ugly uphill backtrack, the run led us through some very nlce parks and nelghbor-
hoads. We had one beer check to round evervone up (where Sandpliper, Sugar Ties,
Latta, aond Party Aalwal finally cauvght wp) and then 1L was eu—in to the Sheraton
Hotel whore the op—on teok place. A very classy joint. The beer was flowing
Freely and the munchies were abundant as we sang the usial fare of Hash songs.

We then moved on to Anderson's -—a local restaurant/bar- for the on-om—on. Here
we ate, drank, =sang, and generally acted obnoxicus fer several more hours. When
we had damaged that place sufficiently, we went on—on—on-on to Inferno's to
practice danclog inte the wee hours of the nlight. 3Sugar Tits amused us all as
he licked some spilled beer off of the floer.

SATURDAY=- This morning we asasembled back downteun at some ungodly early single-
diglt hour to hoard the buses and head out to the pyramids. Our hosts thought-
fully supplfed ws with several chests of Frosty cervesaeg. to chase away the previous
night's demons. The run through the pyramids was indescrible., It was nice to get
a brief respite from the ever present air pollution, but even that was mot enough
to ease the paln of climbipg the satairs to the top of the pyramids with kilier
hangovers. Stecp and narrew, but alse prime landshark territory as a few unfor-
tunates will tesrify to. Once again, ocur Green Angel was there with a much
pecded beer check to slake our thirse and raise our apirita. The local citizenry
wad mildiy amused to watch us tun ateund. The hlt of the day turned ocut to be
Mighty Movuse of Houston H3 fully decked io his costume. He was a mobile polnt
of interest. The on-on was at Pyramlid Charlle's where we took over the outsilde

gardens. Opce again, there were copiocus amounts of cervesas and Food. The crowd

sAny, alonyg wilh Retardo and Jase on banjo and guitar reuspecelvaly,  Your San Diego

Haslti House Harviers were cleirly the eclass of the gacheving when Mo Speck, Deep
Throat, Roo, Bickashaw, and & stronpg anchor by Hooker humlllated a weak dowston HI
contingent in a4 bogt tace {beer chuggling)., There were no other challengers.  Down-

downa for fivst tlmers were partleularcly brutal.  They have to chug the egulivalaent
ol three boors frum a brass splroon while being totally drenched by all af the ather
hashers. Definately not an casy rice for the faint-hearted.

Tha Hash Bash that night was by far rhe high peoint of the week-end. Thare
were well over 20 natives on hand to cook an incredihle feast from seracch. The
fand was deliciopus and available in quantitles far surpassing even our voracious
appilites (Anpelpiy exceptedr. Among the delicacies offered were calves brain
and corn fuppus empanadas. Coupled with nen—stop cervasas, Cuervo 1800 cequlla,
and sangrita; the group quickly whipped itself into a party Evenzy. The dance floor
Wwas consistantly packed and everyone was getting inta {t. The awards ceremony pave
us A welcome break. Awmong the many awards given out, notable one's were: Inferno -
new HMUHI Hash Harlot {not bad for a mere man), Susarcics - He-man of the Universe,
shorteake - Best Buns (she showed us how she got her Hash moniker), and Booker -
Best Chest (encugh said)., After it was =211 over, we danced uncil well afrer 3:00 AM
when the only people left were a dozen of SPI3, Eject (LBH3), and a few of pur MCHI
hosts. A really mah-velous pecfarmance by us. The other Hashes were conspicuous
in thelr absence. The evening finally wound down a3 LT Angelpirp - Sex Polieen (Drat
Division) futilely attempted to stem the flow of various and sundry hashers into
different rooms. :

SUNDAY— Our last day of hashing. A rather ragped looking bunch of hashers as-
sembled downtown for one last run. Hazh note - many of MCH3's tuns were marked in
spray paint. Tt was a mercifully short one this rime, bob scenic none-the-less.
There was a lot of walking this morning and the Green Angel was typically leoaded
down with varlous degrees of walking wounded. We finished in the plaza in frant of
the Presidential Falace. Out run once agaln included some great sights.  The open
air market and the Aztec . ruilas acress from the cathedral were the high poincs. We
actueally bad the MO police riding along with us stopping traffic at intersectilons,
The on-on was at the rooftop refaurant of the Hotel Majestie across the plaza from
the palace. The beers and cvowraderie revived us all as morale was high. It was
hard to say good-bye to all of our new f{ound hashing buddies. Many of ws salved
our wounded spirits (and bodies} with a2 cleansing steambath/szaunafwassage iumedi-
ately after, Remaining hashers met back in the Zona Rosa for a final dinner and
a little wore dancing. SDHI once agaln shone as we traded, and eventually ower-—
whelmed, a group of Brits with our dirty dittieszs at the C'est 1 Bonne Restaurant.
Cudos to Hooker, Shortcake, znd Angelpig(fish) as they performed Cock Fobin in the
street to the delight to all of the diners and many of the locals. A brief, half-
hearted attempt was made at dancing, but most of us only lasted until about 2:30 AM
befora we crashed,

HONDAY- The departure and [light back were surprisingly uncowplicated and on
tima. The group was noticably subdued on the flight home. A small group of bhard
core hashers (Mr Spock, Manhaadler, Africa Queen, and Deep Throat)} made it to the
La Jolla hash. Africa Queen shouldn't have tried. Ar last report, she was out of
the hospital and recavering nicely,

PROLOGUE- If you missed this Hash trip .......¥0U BLEW ITI!!! For anly
§184.50 airfare and $50.00 for the vums (no pun iotended Spock), we had the time
of our lives. BSpecial thanks to all of MCH3 for their generosity and hospitality
and cto Coach whe pulled all of the arrangements together,

Penned by Deep Throat {who got tired of trying to corvect Deep Therpux}

{Déep Throat,




| Bun bus segregated
over ' patting stuff’ .

DIA DE 1A RAZA - Day 2

10/11/8%

T wish I could say I woke up rested for today's run, but between Ceek
grunting, Kizer mumbling, and Ralph calling out for a candy bar ( T

think he was moaning "0'Henvy")}, sleep was something less than bliss-
-ful.,

A1th our lung's still reeling from our first smog run the day before,

the hashers gathered in front of the Sheraton at 9:00 A.K. to board

the buses to the pyramids. The three buses were designated for sleepers,
talkers, and singers/drinkers. Cuess which one Houston piled into?

Three beers and 45 minutes later, we assembled at the gate to the ruins.
The hares, Jose {(my name eez) Jimeniz and his girlfriend, had arranged

a performance with some local types to sing ballads to us. Unfortunately,
the ailcohol had set in wlth everyone, and we decided it would be more fun
to string them up by thelr feet from a 30ft. pole. We left themn screaming
Aztec curses at us and headed inte the ruins.

Un through the gift shop to our first "Iranian" up the temple steps, then
back down to liain Street Azteca for a jog past a garden, and around the
Temple of the Sun. A female victim of exhaustion was found halfway up
surrounded by onlookers. Thanks to the excellant command of the pre-1300
A.D. Aztec language enjoyed by Iilghty liocuse and myself, we convinced the
young maiden that fthe mouth to mouth and heart massage would appear more
professional if she would quit giggling! On up to the top for group pics
with the liexico City banner, and an even slower.descent Lo the bottom.

( One gets the feeling that the architects of these stairs had never
heard of alcohol! )

By now the altitude was taking its toll}, and most of us straggled into
what we thought was the On-Home! After a couple of quick beers, they gave
us the good news..... on back into the ruins to the ultimate "Iranian”

up the Temple of the loon where we interviewed hasher after hasher look-
ing for the proverblal virgin to sacrifice. Harlet kept volunteering but
rumor had it that she had given it away in grade school! On down the
Avenue of the Dead (no shit!) and out of the ruins to a restaurant for the
On-On!t!! 4 grams of food per person, and we belched our way through the
down-downs. louston's attempt at the "boat trip" failed miserably as the
Duke of Farl's beer kept exiting thruogh his nose!

de boarded the buses for home and a shower, then met at 8:39F.M, for the
PARTY!! I have never seen so many hashers in clothes. Clean ones at that!
Incredible grub, strong Tekillya and beer, and the dance floor was smoking.
The award ceremony honored various degenerates in ithe crowd. Our own
liighty Mouse received the ™ liost Enthusiastic Hasher® award, and to every-
one's delight, he flew up on stage to receive 1t! The much touted "Fuck Up"
award went to none other then Bill January, who gave an incredibly articu-
late acceptance speech. Our hats go off and our pants go down to the Duke
of Earl for his self-deprecating attempt to win the "Begt Buns” award.
(How old is that guy, anyway?) The festivities were wrapped up around

2:00 A.M7and we all headed for home and our own beds. (Or so I thought.)
Ralph and Janet.......Do you still respect me??727°22229272227272277222°277
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MEXTCO CITY
OCTOBER 10, 1986

It was almost five and me, MIGHTY MQUSE & THAILAND were 35 smoggy
miles away from the run. But nevear fear...MIGHTY MQUSE
teletransported us to the Angel of Independence just i1in time.
"Llegamos." And the party began! There was huggin & neckin &
humpin goin on--as we Jgreeted old friends...MANHANDLER, &
MODPECKER, HARLOT & PERVERT; then made scome new ones...ROACH &
SUGAR TITS, DEEP THROAT & MARY POPPINS, SHORT CAKE, WRONG WAY,
MR. SPOCK & of course our host Steve "COHARE" Case.

And so we began, 1n search of confetti & red painted circles,
wlth geoat bells round our necks to assure cur safety—--since ocur
audial sense was working better than the visual. One hundred and
twenty air sucking fools, running down brick sidewalks & dodgling
cars & other such debri. Right kefore a beer ch=ck, the infamous
SANDPIPER appeared & was well recieved with hugs & Kisses. 2and

you can imaglne what happened when 1t was the ladies turn!! The
run was monlitored along the way by the Green Briligade on wheels--a
place of temporary refuge for any wimps, A trail thru

Chapultepec Park was welcome scenery, where we encountered our
first Iranian back check up a steep & winding hill where the
military, complete with machine guns, were stationed inside a
fortress--one wrong move and we were dead rabbit meat!

Then bhack to the streets where the smells ranged from rancid to
reeking...sorry Mexico H3--we love you, we just can't breathe
here. On—-Home to the 3rd floor of the Isabel Maria Sheraton with
down—-downs that began with the beginning of the song & beer was
spraved more than consumed. There was plenty of beer rain for
DR. MIKEY's "Singin in the Rain"™; and Rubin & his banjo trio
entertained us with reock n roll songs.

ON ON ON...at Andersons, where we sang & danced while a quletly
subdued GEEK celebrated Yom Xippur wearing HARLOT panties on his
head {(in Geekspeak, beanile scunds like pantie!} And we danced on
chairs and some I don't remember. Then On Home to our respective
quarters. Myself and four men; well, three men, one groaning
GEEK; maybe two men, a fully clothed Betrothed, & a groaning
GEEK; or was 1t c¢ne man, a snoxring MOUSE, a fully clothed
Betrothed, & a groaning GEEK, All on one couch!

Yours truly,

WALLBANGER
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THAT DAMN
MIGKTY MOUSE
1S ALWAY SHONNOFT:
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VLL TELLYOU BRICK, THESE.

MERICAN CHICKS RN REAULY
DO SOMETHING WITH THERE BYES,







