SH3 - HASH # 1526 

Date:

June 24, 2013 
Hare:

Massengil


Location:
Lumitron Global Strategic Command Center 



35 Russo Place, Berkeley Heights, NJ


Weather:
Summer Heat with Impending Thunderstorms - in other words, 



perfect for Hashing. 

Pack (20):
Cereal Killer, Comfy Hole, Dog E. Style, Dog Meat, Double D (Visitor),GI, Great Sex, Hand Job, Jersey Asshole, Just John (Virgin), Loogey, Pedal File, Plattypussy, Pussy Destroyer, Rear End Wrangler, Ride Her Strong (Visitor), Runner Girl, Semper Feline, Seoul Brudda, Up My Ass.

Trail Notes:
The pack gathered at the appointed hour and announced location, sharing greetings, discussing the day's SH3 Facebook page territorial pissings, PD's ongoing bewilderment at the offensiveness of his tongue waggling photo bombing, and wondering just how much shiggy might fall from the foreboding skies.  Notables among the assembled included Just John, a virgin who we first thought was merely a straggler that was lumped into our La Strada table after President's Cup.  Turns out, he's a referral of Twat and Anal's, and appears quite interested in Hashing.  Or, perhaps, a Hasher.  We were also graced with visitors - Double D from Ottawa, and Ride Her Strong from maybe Maine –based on her car’s license plate.  Can't remember from whence she came.
After gathering the pack, Hare Massengil gave a cursory chalk talk, leaving the virgin with little idea as to what was upcumming.  His instructions, and I quote, were "On your mark, get set, GO!"  With that, the pack was off.  
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Trail when up a short hill, turned left, and hit its first check.  At this point, we were maybe 20 strides into trail.  Then, tragedy struck.  True trail followed a paved walking path.  The sort of path that encircles nursing homes, so the feeble residents can enjoy the outdoors.  

While the path was paved, the hedges to the side were untrimmed, and unwieldy.  Like 1970s big bush porn.  
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Nonetheless, as this writer shuffled along, what appeared to be an out-of-its-habitat anaconda slithered along the path and off into the big bushes. 


 
Allegedly, the monster turned out to be a harmless garter snake the size of an earthworm.  
While veering to the left, this writer's ankle rolled painfully on the edge of the paved trail, propelling him awkwardly, comically off the trail and squarely on to his ass.  Despite the pain coursing this writer lower extremity, I can distinctly remember the very concerned, serious faces and consoling words of Great Sex, Dogmeat, Loogey and Platty.  Oh, and the unrepressed cackles of Runner Girl who had never seen anything so absurd.  He kept, repeating in a purposeful squeal, "Ahhhh!  Snake!"  Each time erupting in another chortling belly laugh.  Composing himself just long enough to say, "I'm sorry.  But, Ahhhh!  Snake!!!!"

So, this writer can't say much about the rest of the trail.  From what was gleaned, it was some 4 miles to the beer check, with a sinister ABJ.  Shiggy was largely of the woodsy version, and pack seemed generally satisfied with the Hare's efforts as they arrived at the beer check/view check.  Another mile or so got the pack back to the Lumitron parking lot for circle.
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Circle Notes:
With the newly minted RA road-trippin' with the family, the newly minted GM took to the mic, aided ably by Platty who filled in as Beer Bitch.  What's unclear is why Platty's efforts were needed, as newly minted Beer Bitches UMA and Hand Job were both present.  To this Semper shouted menacingly, "It takes four bitches to do my old job!"

His eminence, Loogey, administered the compulsories:
Hare - Massengil
FRB - UMA
DFL - PD, CK
Virgin - Just John - Platty made him cum

Visitors - Double D (Ottawa), Ride Her Strong (Maine?).  Neither visitor elected to show us their ring.  Double D sang the familiar anthem "Put Your Left Leg Over my Shoulder", while Ride Her Strong premiered a new ditty that went something like:


Why did you do it?


You really shouldn't have done it.


Don't do that shit again.


Drink it down, down, down, down.

With that, it was time for accusations:

For bragging - to Dogmeat no less - that he had achieved the mythical double 69, Pedal was made to drink.  Sadly, it only referred to a 69.69 mile bike ride.

Runner Girl fumbled his way through an accusation, calling Just John Just Joe, and earning himself a beverage.  Eventually, Just John drank for his Gilligan Cap.



Seoul called Pedal back in for rolling up his shorts to display his massively powerful, and freshly shorn thighs.

Auto Hashers - Great Sex and Comfy.

Platty then misstepped, demoting Loogey from GM to RA, earning a down down.

Jersey was accused of being overdressed on trail - khakis and a golf shirt.

Massengil was made to drink for his "On your mark, get set, GO!"

Pussy Destroyer drank for, once again, unwittingly creating a mini Hash brush fire on Facebook.

Dogmeat earned a down down by abandoning the previous night's Full Moon Hash just before he to run circle.  Somehow this accusation ensnared all sorts of mismanagement from various kennels.  End result, about 14 Hashers being serenaded by 6.

Hash crashes by Semper, Double D, and Comfy Hole were recognized.  With down downs.

Dogmeat got his butt pillow back from Loogey following the AGM.  Loogey advised that the fabric felt wonderful on his bare ass.  
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Runner Girl made Comfy drink for failing to torment Dog E. Style sufficiently with his car keys.
There was something about a twig and snake that involved Double D and Runner Girl.  They both drank.
Double D made all attorneys present drink to celebrate her recently finalized divorce.  Despite cajoling that she could now exercise the option without hesitation, Double D simply enjoyed a down down.

Though the Hare had arranged for special visitor's parking, those spots were taken by Hand Job, Platty and Jersey.  Not only did the get the premier parking, but they also got down downs.

UMA stumbled his way through an accusation, referencing Loogey as "Mr. Grand Marshall."  UMA's parade route went directly to the middle of the circle.

GI drank for uninjured sitting in circle.  

Seoul drank for bitching on trail about the length.  Frankly, if Seoul is going to drink every time he gets cranky about a trail, we're gonna need to bring a lot more beer to circles!

Announcements:
November 16, 2013 - SUMMIT INTERHASH - Save the Date!

With that the proceedings were closed, and the pack departed for Delicious Heights.  How did that particular eatery get nomed?  Well, the fries are delicious.  And the prices drove Hash Cash to new heights.  If you're ever there on your own, Pedal recommends steering clear of the Balsamic Chicken salad.  

On-on!

