Subject: Write Up for Run #618, Alibi Runs to Hell and Back 


PRIVATE
Summit H3 Run Summit 618 Write Up 

Executive Summary: 

They didn’t come as loud as the week before, they were not yelled at for singing and the waitress did not dig the songs. 
Details: </O:P 

Everyone figured out pretty quickly that the Live Hare, Alibi had laid most of the trail the night before…good thing it didn’t rain that night and wipe out the pre-set trail, huh Alibi? 
A Mystery Hasher named Jason joined in on the run at the stream, just after the second check. Cums in Handy told the on-trail-recruit about the flour, then Jason ran off. Later Cums in Handy and GI heard a crashing, rolling sound and a loud “snap” like a tree branch breaking or maybe it was Jason’s leg…we didn’t see him again….anyone else catch up with that guy?
And can you believe that visiting guy, Jump Her Cable, a Major in the US Military? For a moment he thought he was back in Warsaw…what with his screaming out firing coordinates in Polish during parts of the run! It so confused some the of other hashers, they didn’t know whether to triangulate or just f*ckin run like hell! Hint: Anytime you hear a United States Military Officer yelling out firing coordinates, stay close to him...because they rarely make the stuff land too close to themselves or their troops. Need verification?? Just ask any Iraqi soldier.
Dogmeat arrived late and caught up with the pack, then spoke about one of his favorite pastimes, getting massaged. Massengil, (Short Cutting Bastard) must have seen Alibi setting trail the night before, he knew just where to short cut. Then Massengil “morphed” on trail, he happened to cross paths with the hare (at least this is their story) and the morphed Massengil helped the hare lay a false trail or two.
I gotta ask..how often have you seen a hasher chasing the hare and then later they both have flour and hand marks all over their shorts? I’m still a little new to the whole hash thing, but is that typical? 
Seoul Brudda, in a supreme effort to make the 618th Summit Hash run resemble a steeple chase, approached a fallen tree trunk like a stallion would approach a wimpy fence whilst a ravenous mare awaits just on the other side… then…Seoul Brudda, our man with the 7” whistle, leaps the barrier….and almost leaves a testicle as a calling card on the tree trunk. Wow that was close! Whew!
Double Dribble smoked the trail, thank you Double, we didnt get any woodticks 'cause of your cigars. Suck Em Up ran down almost every false.. saving the rest of the pack (later Suck Em Up was heard grumbling that there weren't any deep water crossings) and Mr. Jackson of the Rumson persuasion visited and was seen by all at the On On drinking light beer…"Hell’s Angels of Hash"...drinking light beer?? Out of interhash respect we won't go there just now.
At the On On, Cereal Killer gave the recruitment speech… “we need to make more women come, we will be having a new boot run on June 19, we need to make more women come, we will be soliciting new boots at the President’s Cup in Millburn on June 12.. we need to make more women come…” Cereal Killer, ya gotta know that most of us would be happy making just one woman come.
Ky is now “Blew My Meat” and upon his naming was unable to suck a Down Down from Twatever’s tit shaped mug. Jesus Christ! What the hell has Clinton done to our military? Well, at least Blew My Meat finally did get it down. Hey, Blew My Meat, don’t worry, that thing about you struggling with a tit... nothing about it will be sent back to the 82nd’s ragsheet or its in-house spooks…unless the Summit Hash needs something in the future……(like an C-17 loaded with beer, lots of bimbos and a bunch of tents or one big f*ckin huge tent).
Breast Stroke got to the On On just in time for beer. Twatever again made her proclamations with a fistfull of crumpled papers but we didn’t see any skin/tattoos. Foreskin led us in song, well kinda..he did sign loud.
Sweet Pee cut out of class (and missed the pop quiz) to make the On On. Keyhole, using the old pick up line… “Gee, Miss, I’ve lost my keys, can you give me a ride home?” Lost his keys, but there aren’t enough women in the Summit Hash to use that line on. Don't know if he got a ride home...or anything else, for that matter.
Hmmm, Cereal Killer’s mantra “we need to make more women come” is making sense, bet Keyhole thinks the same thing. 
See you at The Trailside Museum!
On-On!
Cums In Handy

