Summit Hash # 779
Saturday, Jan. 4th, 2003, 3:00 pm

Green Pond Chapel, Newfoundland, NJ

Hare: Hare Ball

Hounds: Double Dribble, Cereal Killer, Alibi, Anal Lick It All, Twatever, Seoul Brudda, Masengil, G.I., Turkish (NR)

Disclaimer: All information contained in this write-up is second-hand; I cannot be held responsible for misinformation herein and forthwith.  If you don’t like the write-up, please take it up with the hare.  If you are impressed, well then, I’ll take as much credit as I can get.

The hounds arrived this cold, snowy afternoon in north Jersey, anxious to meet our guest hare, Hare Ball (or Hair Ball, we’re still not sure…), a mystery to even the most well-traveled of us Summit hashers.  However, there was no hare in sight, just some instructions left in pink flour in the church’s parking lot.  Cereal Killer wore overalls and was unprepared to hash, and was forced to beg and borrow to find appropriate clothing.  When it became apparent that neither the hare nor more hounds would show up, the pack was off to follow trail.  The pink flour led them through the woods, with deep snow to slow everyone down.  After following some falsies (trails, not the enhanced Cook College Sorority H3), the pack arrived at a lake, then back into the BUSH (where so many hashers love to find themselves).  There were many checks, and all falses were marked, which helped our intrepid hounds.  Luckily, Anal had better eyesight than Masengil; of the two front-runners, Anal was the one who spied the beer check, a 12-pack of Yeungling under a log.  Still no sighting of the hare….  Twatever took the opportunity to pee in the snow as the pack quenched their thirst.  Then it was back on trail through the snow.  GI and Seoul found the in-trail faster than the rest of the pack, but all eventually got back to the parking lot.  Still no sighting of the hare….  Turkish was there, claiming no responsibility for today’s hash.  He was just there to pick up his SH3 #777 sweats.  The sweatshirt was fine, but the pants were snow-covered, as they were the only pants Cereal could find before the run to hash in.  Sorry, Turk, no discount for used paraphernalia!
Since there was STILL no hare, it was getting colder, and it had been clearly stated that the On-In was to be at Adam’s Beer Garden in Rockaway, the pack HEADed on out to the bar.  Alibi led the circle, but in the absence of a hare, gave the traditional first down-down to Cereal Killer, our trailmaster.  The jury is still out as to whether cK is actually Hare Ball, but you can make your own ASSumptions.  Oddly enough, a pitcher was sent to the group, and the bartender said it was from Hare Ball.  Still no sighting of the hare….  Eventually, the night wore down and all HEADed home.  And, befitting the Summit Hash, the hair… I mean hare… remains missing.  (Sorry, couldn’t resist….)




On-On!





Sweet Pee

