“GI’s Gastronimically Incredible” Hash Run 
RUN NO:        814
DATE:             Monday, July 14th at 7PM
PLACE:           Kearney, NJ 

HARE(s):         GI
Conditions:     Very Clear Skies, 84 Degrees, another perfect evening for a hash


Hashers: (16) Breast Stroke, Bushman, Dog E Style, Double Dribble, Emily (GI’s Daughter), KeyHole, Loco Morrow, Massingil, Papoose, Rat Bastard, Ronan the Librarian, Seoul Brudda, SOS (Son of Soeul), Suck 'Em Up, Sweet Pee, Sweet Vagina Warrior Twat
Late but made it to circle and On/On: Dogmeat
Truly a Delightful Run complete with appetizers, a main course, dessert and a whole keg of beer!!!  

Trail

Upon arriving at 380 Bergen Avenue in Kearney, the valet service that the hare hired showed me where to park the Batmobile.  I exited my vehicular transport system and was greeted by the entertainment group that GI had hired.  Emily (GI’s kind and delightful daughter) did an excellent job to make sure all us hashers were having fun.  We feasted on appetizers, of chips, fritos and a special delivery from Suck 'Em Up of ice cold keg of beer (Yuengling).  Wow!!  I thought, this is gonna be some kinda hash today!  Then all of a sudden someone shouted hey who’s driving that Yellow LandRover!  Hey its Bushman!!  The crowd of hashers could barely contain their excitement.  They chanted “Bushman, Bushman, Bushman”.  When asked where he has been all this time, he remained quiet for a moment and then he raised his mighty Bushman Arms way up in the air and yelled “ Makin’ Da Baby Man, Makin Da Baby”.  We were left dumbfounded which is an almost natural state for us half-minds.

Soon the crowd noise died down and it was now time for our hare to give us instructions.  Suddenly we all dispersed and then started after flour.  Just when we crossed Schuyler Ave we were almost hit by Dog E Style as he was driving to the start location.  I’m not sure but it looked like he was aiming to hit some of the FRB’s.  He figured that if could take out a few of the FRB’s he would have a chance to catch up to them and maybe even win the hash that day if his luck held out.  We all narrowly escaped being run over by Dog E Style and continued on course.  We ran along some main streets and then headed into a park.  Soon we lost the trail and were wandering around aimlessly.  We looked uphill, downhill, we searched up in trees, underwater but we couldn’t find the right trail.  Then we thought of the obvious.  Hey lets go straight along the canal, maybe that’s the way.  Turned out to be the right path. By this time Dog E Style had caught up with us.  He either has Flash Gorden-like speed or we were lost for some time.  Way to go Flash.

Onward we ran and ran and ran.  Our trail soon took us away from the canal across the street and now along a train track.  We then ran passed a pack of hooligans.  They were polite hooligans though as they offered us beer.  How kind I thought, maybe we should hang with these guys!  The pack however, was too caught up in some kind of serious mission at the time.  They were out to find beer.  Now remember that we’re not too smart, so we really didn’t realize until hours later that we could have stopped and had some beer with the hooligans and this fulfilled our mission!  Hummm….sometimes I wonder about our collective intelligence…….

Not long after that our train-track run headed up a hill and hey it was GI and Emily (BeerCheck).  They were hiding up on an overpass with jugs of beer, more chips and fritos.  Mission accomplished, we found beer.  Sweet Pee and Warrior Twat picked up a couple of kids.  This happens all the time they told me, kids, dogs, men, mosquitoes, anything really… all critters just get mesmerized by their sheer beauty and start following them.  These kids told us they were old enough so we gave them lots of beer and chips before they said they had to head home for bedtime.  Humm….if they are old enough to drink, how come they have to go to bed at 8:00 I thought.  Must be a cultural thing……..

After some quality ale and food and special sightings of bridges, giant egrits, muskrats, and children, we were back on trail.  Along the track we ran and ran and ran.  The Chicken/Eagle split was next and a bunch of us opted for the Eagle.  Lots of little rolling hills up and down and up and down.  It was as if we were on a running roller-coaster ride.  Cool!!!

The On-In was not too far away.  A delightful run!!  Hey look Dogmeat is hanging out ready to start but the keg of beer is holding him back!!

Double Dribble said the hash and food were unbelievable.

Dogmeat said that this is the best GI run he ever did…..(but wait a minute, he didn’t even run it today).

Ronan exclaimed that there was more wildlife on this run than in Vermont last weekend.

Loco Morrow exclaimed that it was very Boucholic.  He fell in love with the Egrit and I think that that word means love in Egrit language.

Keyhole exclaimed that he should have brought his mountain bike.  He was also bragging that he was hasher number 2 to finish the run.

Papoose had his yardstick out (he was showing off again) and claimed that the run was exactly 3 miles or not…….  We made him put that thing back in his pants and gave him some beer to keep him quiet. 

Warrior Twat exclaimed that there were not enough false trails and not enough sharp objects along the way to amuse her.  Humm!!!  I knew she had some kind of kinky side to her!!!

Sweet Pee exclaimed that it was a beautiful night.  Too bad it was ruined by the hash.  And where’s my Down-Down?!!!!!!

Circle

GI was given the customary down-down for being hare.

Bushman and Warrior Twat were awarded down-downs for being re-boots.

Emily  was awarded one for being a non-runner.

Dogmeat was also awarded one for being a non-runner.

GI was awarded one for being a prematurely Accuser.

On-on at GI’s Warehouse

GI and Emily had amazing dishes of Chinese food that Mrs GI cooked up for us.  We knew we all were not worthy of such a treat but we ate it anyway.  Wow what a hash!!!!

*Special Note*  It says here in my trusty scribe notebook that Warrior Twat had lifted up her shirt and showed us the most luscious set of boobs that all mankind has ever seen.  It also says that she received 14 different marriage proposals immediately following that activity.  To be honest, I really don’t recall such an event transpiring….  Further, the writing in my notebook is not my own handwriting.  Thus, I am left confused as to this odd notebook entry.  My best guess is that the event may have actually transpired and then she had to wipe out all our memories of the event with her special memory ray gun machine so that we could all return back to our normal lives.  Maybe while my memory was in the process of decaying I managed to scribe down what I could and in the process my handwriting was affected.  Thus, I ask you my fellow hashers if this is what actually happened or did something else occur?

Your humble scribe then headed home.

Le Rat Bastard

On out

