Summit H3 R*n #627

Monday, July 24, Y2K

Lyons Mall, Basking Ridge, NJ, 7:00 p.m. SHARP!

Hare: Dogmeat

Hounds (at least those who survived…): Cereal Killer, G.I., Alibi, Double Dribble, Seoul Brudda, Earection, Locomorrow, Twatever, Keyhole, Rosebutt, Breaststroke, Bushman (with Sarah the faithful puppy), Suck ‘Em Up


This was supposedly billed at the “Best Hash of the Summer”…humility is attractive, isn’t it?  I was originally a little upset that I couldn’t join everyone in this r*n due to a softball game (oh-so-strenuous, swinging that bat, running a few yards, and standing in the outfield wishing a lefty would hit one my way…), but at least I could make it to the On-In.  My first clue that I chose wisely was when I arrived at the start at 8:30 and nobody was back yet!  Finally, Twatever and Double Dribble arrived at the mall, not looking very happy.  I asked if they took a chicken split, or bailed at the beer check, and they told me (angrily) that they never even made it to the beer check.  And you know for them to bail before they see beer, it HAD to be bad.  (That was my second clue that I had chosen wisely.)  Apparently, these two hounds took every single false trail around a school, and since this hash’s FRBs don’t mark checks for the back of the pack, they couldn’t find true trail and finally decided that they had had enough.  G.I. was the next to show up (in the hare’s car) after bailing at the beer check due to bad knees.  Not looking good so far.  Eventually, the rest of the pack made it in, looking VERY tired and in desperate need of beers.  It turns out, trail was 10+ miles long!  Apparently, Dogmeat has started training for a marathon, of all things, and figured if he’s training, the entire hash should be, too.  Suck ‘Em Up returned with his back-side all dirty and scraped up from a big fall down some muddy hill.  Keyhole noted that being an FRB is great along railroad tracks, because you can hear the pack behind you scream when there’s a train coming…a very effective warning system.  The weary pack hungrily consumed beer, water, and chips while they recovered enough to drive.  Twatever made it VERY clear that she didn’t like trail, and didn’t like the hare, either.


The well-needed On-In was at O’Connor’s.  Cereal Killer stopped several hashers from ordering the sub-standard fish & chips, remembering the pathetic “portion” he got last time we ended up at O’Connor’s (the night of Double Dribble’s nom-ing).  With the back of the place almost completely to ourselves, we managed to squeak out a few good songs.  Keyhole recovered enough to do some math for us.  Average number of steps taken during trail: 13,638.  Average number of miles run: 10.34.  Average number of calories burned: 1200.  (Thanks to Keyhole’s calibrated pedo-phile-meter.)  Some other numbers of interest: Average number of down-downs given to the hare: 2.  Average number of down-downs the pack wanted to give to the hare: 10.34.  Locomorrow finally finished trail and showed up at O’Connor’s after we had been there for about a half-hour already.  And I’ll end this write-up with Twatever’s request that I include (without any possibility of misunderstanding) that she really really hates Dogmeat.  Next time, I’d suggest a nice, relaxing game of softball.



On-On!




Sweet Pee

