Summit H3 R*n #623

Monday, June 26, Y2K, 7:00 pm

Hare: Papoose

Hounds: How the hell should I know, I wasn’t really there!


It’s usually challenging to write up a hash that I didn’t go to, but this one shouldn’t be too tough…Papoose set trail, so I can ASSume it was the usual good Cranford fare.  Just before the July 4 Firecracker, so I can ASSume that some of the haven’t-seen-them-in-ages-but-they-always-cum-out-for-Papoose’s-pre-July-4th-hash were there, folks like Flock Terrier (I wouldn’t know him if I tripped over his privates…) and some of the other original Summit hashers.  And finally, I can ASSume that the On-In was in Papoose’s backyard with his wife hiding inside and some good food on the grill, though due to travelling plans, no kimchee or fancy dishes were served this year.


Even so, it was good to see ol’ Papoose again, after he’s been avoiding us like we’re a bunch of festering nympho lepers.  Cum out more often, Papoose!



On-On!




Sweet Pee

