Mount Me in Montana Grizzly Hash

Oh, did this sound nasty, but how bad could it really be?  Lost or Want to be Lost Hounds from the Summit H3 venturing to Missoula to visit desired souls.  They call it an Outstation Hash.  Great concept, maybe the IEH3 could do this someday.  Just load up some hounds and go somewhere for the weekend.  Oh, yeah!  That would mean planning, effort, and commitment.  We are far from that.

First, let me apologize to those who attended that I have forgotten.  After a 10-pub crawl on Friday, Carrier Landings on Saturday, and what the hell happened with that Jungle Brew Volleyball match?  Now I remember.  I am one knee short of perfection now and spent Sunday with my friends ice and Advil.

Beaver, Terminator, Shock Me, and myself slumped into the smoke filled skies of Missoula just in time for the pub-crawl on Friday night.  Yes, there is another story here about timing, golf or bike, and hope he isn't bringing as much shit as we did.  Anyway it was great to see Princess Grace, Minimus, Lick M n Stick M, FI and Rash there.  Yes, the IEH3 was represented.  Alibi called the intro circle to order.  Yes, those who were late were really behind. Shit we didn't even have cups.

We met Sweet-Pee (Miss InterHash America 2001), Alibi, Cereal Killer, Dog E (who we met Thursday) Style, Dog Meat, Radar Boy, Ped-O-File, Tea Hag, Clark Cunt, Overexposed, Papoose, Whomp Em, Whipping Boy, Suck Em Up, Dreary the Hugging Man, Mum, and Haz Mattress.  Yes, I forgot many.  When you see me in Cardiff, I will buy.  Intros where done and a prayer held.  You know the constipated, inebriated, frustrated, dehydrated, and emasculated followed by Balls to Mr. Bengelstien.  That is the best thing about inter-hashing you revisit or learn new shit, chants, and tunes.

Chalk scent was followed to I think the Sportsman for the first BS.  Some locals enjoyed the jokes, tunes, and chants.  But when we hit stops 8 and 9 I think we outdid our welcome.  Maybe because the Mexican Ho tune was not appreciated.  Swill and food were downed with Papoose conducting Aahlawetta for Pedophile's blond for the night.  Remember the Bloody Head comment as she tipped into the bar.  Dancing continued and a tent setting ceremony was conducted back at the ranch.  Well, you know the four dumb Asses that made it in the nick of time.  Well, guess which one brought a new tent for five or six and had never set it up.  Let's just say after dragging it under the driveway light and throwing away the destructions, it was found the next morning propped up against a tree.

Bagels and Fat Tire greeted the early risers.  SNAFU describes Saturday's trail.  With fire closures and a Private Property Whore marks were found for a nice all night long circle.  Yogi, Engineer, S&M Man, Today Is Monday, Gang Bang, Ball of Kirriemuir, Beastiality's Best, Chicago, Dead Dog Rover, My God How the Money Rolls In, Wild West Show, Woodpecker's Song, were some sung.  We even learned one from Radar Boy - Why Jesus Doesn't Hash.  Yep that would chase any saved soul away.

Sunday was a day of rest for sure.  No one wandered too far from the keg and My Girlfriend is a Vegetable was sung.  

Many thanks to all and I hope too see you all at a trail soon.  I invite others who attended to scribe a though or a small book like me, ha.

On on, ATM
