“Just give me 10 minutes”, said the Hare.

SH3#: 874
Date: May 24, 2004
Locale: Dover Train Station, Dover, NJ a distinctly multicultural setting
Hares: Whomp’Em and Ronan the Librarian

Hashers: Keyhole, G.I., Dogmeat, Sweet Pee, Loco Morrow, Massengil, Suck Em Up, Plattypussy, Rat Bastard, Rear End Wrangler, Seoul Brudda, Just Zubaiah (Sue), Just Portia, and Just Chris. Maybe more--sorry if I left you out- I’m new at this scribe thing.

Trail:
Well, where do I even begin? On the train heading West towards Dover, a few of the rank and file hashers meet the co-hare, Whomp’Em, reading a slutty novel, with no evidence of flour anywhere.  Or perhaps a wee bit later at the train station, where the other co-hare, Ronan the Librarian, comes zipping into the parking lot at about 6:45 p.m. in a white Honda (this is important). He greets his fellow hashers, writes some notations (looks like he is ready for the Chalk Talk and he even was so kind as to write the location of the On-After) on the sidewalk with chalk, and states he’ll be right back.  7:00 p.m. comes and goes, 7:10, 7:20...no sign of Ronan.

Whomp’Em, without a trace of guilt, states she has no idea about the trail they divided up the Herculean task of setting trail and making sure a good time is had by all and she is responsible for the On-After. At 7:30 p.m. the assembled hashers are grumbling and complaining and trying to figure out with their half-minds where to start, when Ronan comes zipping into the parking lot in a newer gray Honda!  The hare is driving two cars?  And is late?  A down-down for sure!

So Ronan, all sweaty and a little harried looking, but nevertheless his handsome self, states to the assembled hashers,  Just give me 10 minutes.  Allegedly, Ronan had set trail the day before, but supposedly many marks were washed away in the late afternoon rain shower.  A modified live hare sets off with more chalk (now it’s 7:40 p.m.).  A few of the group wait the full ten minutes, a few give the harried hare roughly five minutes and the wild ruckus begins!!

What to say about the lovely town of Dover?  Hard on it’s luck?  Yes.  Urban decay and low income housing?  Yes.  Paranoid townsfolk?  Yes.  Police cars were sent to investigate the wild white people in running shorts blowing whistles looking at strange markings on the ground.  More on the run-in with the police later.

The hare led us along busy streets, factories and the requisite train tracks, up hills, across Route 46, into a woodsy area, where, by the way, beer was found.  A short stop for refreshment, and Ronan states,  Just give me 5 minutes, and he was off setting more trail, oops, I mean RE-MARKING the trail for the safety and convenience of the hashers.  The group watches which way the hare goes, waits approximately 2 minutes, and goes off in the direction of the hare, picking up speed as the trail leads down a sharply declining road.  A few smart men questioned the good fortune of such a nice run down hill, but most of the pack found themselves staring at an ABJ, and making the short, but steeply inclined hike back up the f*cking hill to find true trail. Well done, Ronan!


As the pack winds it’s way down through a cemetery, a police car pulls into view.  Some seasoned hashers, including our dear Canadian friend who recently ran into trouble with the law on LocoMorrow’s trail, just plain ran away.  Suck Em Up, Plattypussy, and Rear End Wrangler were left talking to the nice officer, as another patrol car comes up.  We explain we are a running club, that we even have a website, and that we are basically harmless (hehe!).  The kind officer, in the midst of trying to figure out if we are some new terrorist organization, planning on blowing up the water tower, was frequently talking to the dispatcher, spewing some codes I’ll have to ask my three brothers who are police officers about (a fact I was not shy about sharing with above police officer).  When the nice police officer asked us our names, Suck’Em replied, “Dave Cary”.  We were finally allowed to get on with our search for flour, when Just Sue and Just Chris come running down from the water tower spotted us talking to an agent of the local law enforcement, looked at each other as if to say, “Uh, oh what do we do now?”, and joined us for an escort out of the cemetery.


The hare was still laying trail, I mean RE-MARKING the trail, by another set of rail road tracks.  He gave us verbal directions, and we finally spotted “The Dart”.

On-on: The Dart was a welcomed respite from the trail just experienced, and 
everyone was glad to see Whomp’Em with her homemade Thai food!  Would have been nice to have a short circle and start eating, but somehow the hare was delayed (this scribe stopped checking her watch, but it was a LLLOOONNNGGG time before Ronan showed up (with two cars again how, and more importantly why, does he do that?).  Our new, glorious Grand Mattress, Sweet Pee, called the circle to start.  Too many down-downs to count were offered to Ronan, and Dogmeat had his customary 18-30 accusations to go through.  Then we got to eat!  Yum, yum!  Loved your Thai food, Whomp’Em!  Can I have a copy of the recipes?

In keeping with the custom of the dashingly handsome Rat Bastard, a few select quotes were elicited :

Seoul Brudda—“First time the pack was ahead of the hare!”

G.I.—“What a lousy trail.”

Rear End Wrangler—“Best run in Dover this year.”

Whomp’Em—“I slaved for hours in the kitchen, and they devoured the food in 
minutes!”

Massengil— “No habla espanol.”

Suck Em Up— “I told the officer my name was Dave Cary.  So many squad cars, so little time”

Sweet Pee—“He (Ronan) forgot to take into account that the sun still goes down.”

Whew! I promise to have these down to a half a page by September. Yours truly,

Plattypussy
