7T he peop/e 's Trash Volume | — an alternddive vieco

TZ's been Some weeks now Since McTrash was /et loose Upon qu/Z‘a/ Yash to scribe
Che OFfFicial KRecord.

We — Zhe /Deop/e—-cannoz‘ /et 2he words of the Overlord stand ancha//enged .

Fellow hashers, 2his is a man who has to SIT DOWN 2o scribe, sheltering in Zhe
warsth of his sweddy, rainspatting anorak. A man who only recently (apparestiy)
discovered the wonders of the paragraph; a man cho thinks Courier New is cutting
ea/ﬁe.

Not content to bask in the Selt —indulgent haze of” lus ryjopic self-regard, fe resorts Zo
5rdz‘aiz‘oa5 Sewipes @&..coell, we don Z knoro, becactse we can ¢ read his non—-paraf]rqp/p'ca/,
Courier Nuanced é/di/}er/ngs !

Kelease yoarée//’ Fron the fan,é—-/n\Sp/rea/ a/reamfngé of your St Kilda poncho, Mce Trash!
And, For the love of Jay—zus, who wears a poncho? Next f/?/.ns, you 'V be érea)/‘ng Us a
cup of your single—origin coffee, grown on the shady side of’ a fudden hill; shat #rom
2he backside of some rat-/like, tetanus—infested ?aaa/raped and sold to Sreq £irst -
worlders for slig/thy less than Che cost of a decent bottle of red. there is the

hemanity?

Next coeek's run is Ay Big Boy—a ran who Still wuses what looks like a Nokia 3310. wWhy
not just stand on a hill and beat a Frickin' drum?

The Pecple fear the combination of two such Cro-Neander—Mag-Tal~Men; no dowdt the
\SaASefaenz‘ hash trash eoill be painéz‘a,é/ng/y carved in sandstone and sent by runner on a
26.2 rvle Journey—oh wal, we have inappropriately culturally appropriated some ot her
pecples ' story.

The pecple won ¢ be silenced! te represent paragrqp/ms , colerent f/?oag/'/z‘, porfdé/e
document formads—we sugport the right of hashers everyewlere (eoelly at least in
Capital Yash) to read without wd of a magnitying glass !

Vava#he—Recptei—(no, too Che-derivative)

/_ong /ive 2he People! (sounds a bit royalistic)

Go the People! (what, is this a footy match?)

Up cith Pecple! (come on, most of you are old enough to get the reference)

Yr Obd'¢ Servarid, ¢he Pecple! (inspiring your inner 18" century correspondent)
Xx oo the Pecple! (letting our inner teen come to the fore)

Whdadever..2the Pecple!



