Sometimes less is more, sometimes more is more… You decide... 

(For the 46th Full Moon, I may edit it a little)

Summit Full Moon Hash:45 (SH3 #871)

Date: May 3, 2004 @7:35 PM

Conditions: 75° with an intermittent heavy rain, Perfect for hashing.

Place: A&P, Kenilworth, NJ

Hares: Locomorrow, aided and abetted by F’ing Paulie (AKA Horny Paws)

Hashers: (9) Alibi, Big Bird, Dancin’ Fool, Dog E. Style, Madame Curry, Plattypussy, Private Dancer, Rat Bastard, and  Rear End Wrangler. Late (NR) Cereal Killer and SweetPee Excused: Seoul Brudda and Double Dribble.

Trail:

With their collective training and affiliation with our hash colleagues south of the Driscoll Bridge, the hares gave the Full-mooners, a taste of the Rumson style of hash. 

The pack disassembled following elusive flour, before reconvening and touring the streets of Kenilworth, Roselle Park, and Union. We first followed a currently abandoned train tracks into the Shering-Plough highly secured campus. We eventually escaped into more streets, then through a ball field, with its newly planted grass. Flour was liberally distributed on poles and ground, making it easy to follow at times, impossible at others. None-the-less, the trail took the pack along the RR tracks where Rat Bastard was busted, or at least interviewed by the local constabulary, for trespassing on Railroad property. He escaped custody of The Man, and was reunited with the pack. The trail seemed to cross the trestle just as a train was barreling down the tracks at an estimated 264 MPH. Surviving that, we found ourselves at the Galloping Hill Inn (beer check) where the hare generously supplied the back with cold refreshing beverages. From there the pack trotted past and eventually through the “Graceland” cemetery, no sign of the Jungle Room though. Big Bird was treading carefully, not wanting to wake the dead. 

Some miscellaneous notes:

Loco mentioned that he felt more like a cab driver than a hare, in his shuttling lost or missing hashers back into the fold. 

Cereal Killer used the excuse that he had to connect a router, causing him to miss the trail(The procedure took 3 minutes). SweetPee had to “meet the router”. 

Private Dancer abandoned his PA studies for the evening to join us for this event. 

GI noted the police didn’t keep as close a monitor on the hares as was warranted and customary.

While at the Beer check, Dog E. Style ran into a friend who’s medical emergency caused Dog E. to be late for the Full moon hash in December. The friend was fine enough to have a large order of fries and burger in his hand when he left the joint. 

While on trail, Dancin’ Fool caught up to Dog E, and gave him a few pointers in the fine art of lawn mowing. Now before you scoff, think of it as getting grass tips from the head groundskeeper at Baltusrol Golf Club, or perhaps more apt, a lesson in painting from Picasso. 

ON-ON:

Billy Buffy’s Bar, at Monroe and N. 8th St. Kenilworth. This bar could be charitably described as a Rumson-style establishment. Isolated, dark, and populated by suspicious and eccentric locals. (More on that later.)

Circle: 

The circle was convened and officiated by the Joint Master, Big Bird, at 9:20 PM. As music was playing,(Desperado by the Eagles) the RA pro-tem awarded down-downs.

Firstly, and appropriately, to the hares. This is when it got a bit testy. The co-hare, Paulie, AKA Horny Paws, refused to remove its hat nor consume his beer in the customary fashion, “It’s not the Rumson way”. Whatever…

Dog E. attempted to protest his accusation of racing on trail, by mentioning that he just “found himself” on the racing track. A down-down and song ensued. 

FRB Alibi attempted to invoke the (L) testicle clause but was overruled and downed his down-down down. 

Big Bird, ‘a steamer’ was accused of whining, and took his down-down in stride with a manner that impressed the “Rumson Guy”. BB denied he was a whiner, more of a moaner. 

It was about that time that Don McLean showed up to sing ‘American Pie’. Dancing in the circle commenced. Rat Bastard, and the hash broads; Moon Beam and Moon Glow leading the Terpsichore. 

Just when he thought it was safe to put down his quill, Dog E. was called forth for auto-hashing. He objected, saying he just hailed a hash cab.   

GI was cited for missing the previous Saturday’s hash but he had a good reason… (Or so he claimed)

Rat Bastard was overcome with a sudden case of verbosity, rambling on about the certain merits of a particular Full Moon scribe. Modesty precludes their inclusion in these proceedings. He was still talking but since the music was getting louder, his nattering became unintelligible.

Alibi had a few interesting numbers: 0:56! and 2:14! (H**y Sh**!) 

Well they may not be all that interesting until they are put in perspective. These are the times of a 400M run and ½ Mile run by a high school runner!

OK, still not impressed? Our very own, Plattypussy ran these times! (…Or so it is claimed)

By that time ?“My hands were clenched in fists of rage”?… This effectively caused the circle to disintegrate into chaos, which caused the Bird to send us in peace. (Not that anyone was paying attention)

Plattypussy and Mdme Curry took the initiative to order a small mountain of pizza for the group. It is said that a school of piranha can skeletonize a cow carcass in 2 minutes. The Summit Hash devoured the pizza in about that time. 

Billy Buffy’s Bar Ambience: 

The establishment has an exquisitely difficult game that involved swinging a washer on a fishing line and catching it on a hook. A local “Hooker” was persistent in its pursuit. She eventually succeeded after a few hundred attempts. With that, the thrill of victory overcame her, she celebrated this feat with the same enthusiasm that Derek Jeter shows when he wins the World Series. Not to show her up but Alibi, Big Bird and Dog E. managed the skill in about 10 tries each. It was agreed by the entire Summit Hash that she wasn’t a very go1d hooker. 

Big Bird was seen late into the evening negotiating with a patron for the acquisition of a home-made Indian necklace. The patron told him that it was free, but if he accepted it he could never take it off. Possibly some curse would visit him and his family. (It was a pretty cool necklace though, so maybe worth it)

Upon leaving Loco tried to gain favor of a one-legged patron as he entered. This empathy was met with destain. 

NEXT FULL MOON HASH Saturday JUNE 5, 2004.

Hare: GI

Place: Kings Supermarket, Livingston, NJ

Why: More of the above frivolity, and a little exercise.

ON-OUT

Disrespectfully submitted,

Dog E. Style

DES/mmi

