Summit H3 R*n # 737

Memorial Day, Monday May 27, 2002

Cranford Train Station: HARE ROULLETTE

Hounds: Cereal Killer, Bleu My Meat, Rear End Wrangler, GI, Alibi, Sweet Pee (non-runner), Dogmeat (late-cummer), and Loco Morrow did a drive-by


Due to the trail-master’s inability to find a hare for this evening, we had a daring game of Hare Roullette.  Numbers were ASSigned to each of the hounds, and a number was pulled from cK’s a-… hat.  The lucky (?) number belonged to Alibi, and he was sent off with a ten minute HEAD start with a bag of flour and not much of an idea of what Cranford had to offer besides Papoose’s usual New Year’s and July 4th trails.  Knowing his reputation for death marches, we were a little concerned by his last words: “If I’m not back in two and a half hours….”  While we killed time in the parking lot, Dogmeat showed up, conveniently too late to be in the running for mystery hare.  Loco Morrow did a quick drive-by, with an update on his aching back and hopes that he’ll be able to join us again later in the summer.  GI provided more entertainment by sharing a new toy with us, some silicone breast enhancers!  They were meant for Bleu My Meat (we’re still not clear why), but yours truly tested them out.  Needless to say, despite the fact that they were cold, it was nice to see what an extra cup size looks like!


Ten minutes after our live hare took off, the pack went in search of trail, while Loco took me for a beer run.  We passed cK no more than 15 minutes into the run, and he claimed that the pack was already very lost and confused.  They did finally make it back to A in just over an hour, and would have been back sooner if not for the distraction of helping to find a lost boy in Nomahegan Park.  The cops were apparently afraid to look in the woods, but our brave hashers showed no fear… and apparently Wrangler seemed a little TOO anxious to find the little tyke.  The hounds couldn’t say enough nice things about the trail, which is unusual even for a rec-eed trail.  Quoting Dogmeat, “great false trails in the beginning to get us a bit lost, good shiggy, took us through the woods and some mud, lots of fun, this is easily the best trail of the year!”  And knowing how Dogmeat reserves such praise for his own trails, this HAD to be a great hash!


The circle was held in the parking lot of the train station, with the new rule that at least six down-downs must be handed out at each circle.  Alibi received his hare down-down, and is now under pressure to set an even better trail next week (yes, he is the hare for #738).  Cereal Killer got one for not finding an official hare for the night; I got my non-runner down-down (hey, I was jet-lagged, sue me); Rear End Wrangler for the twinkle in his eye while looking for the lost boy; Bleu My Meat for a false accusation; GM GI (when one GM drinks…); and Dogmeat for…well, do we really need a reason to give Dogmeat a down-down?  OK, Dogmeat for getting lost trying to find the train station (his excuse for being late).  GI presented Cereal Killer and me a hash anal-versary gift, the framed card from our hash wedding that everyone signed, with some romantic canceled stamps from around the country.  Thank you, GI!  Alibi shared with us his experience at the Columbus (OH) Zoo, where he watched (with great envy) two humping elephants, and described for us not only the size of Mr. Elephant’s wang, but the flying goo when he pulled out.  Hmmmm… and on that note we HEADed to the home of cK and SP for the On-In, since everything else was closed.  We ordered a couple of pizzas from Domino’s (with free Cheezy Bread!), and sat in the back yard drinking beers and smoking cigars.  All in all, a great way to end a holiday weekend.



On-On!




Sweet Pee 

