Summit Hash House Harriers Run # 1359 – The 4th Anniversary of Prodigy’s 39th Birthday
Date: April 2, 2011

Time: 3:00 pm
Location: MILFord, NJ
Weather: 50°-ish and sunny.  Perfect for hashing. 

Hare: Suck ‘Em Up
Hounds: Anal Lick It All, Cereal Killer, Beaver Muncher, Bush Diver, Clitty Litter, Diddle Pole, Dogmeat, Douche Brag, Hazmatt, Just James, Just Karin, Just Matt, Just Steve, Kiddie Porn, Loogey, Lumber Jack Off, Massengil, No Genitals, Pedal File, Prodigy, Puss In Boobs, Rat Bastard, Runner Girl, Seoul Bruddah, SweetPea, Tub Slut, Twatever and UFO.  

Loogey (with assistance from Pedal File) once again takes pen to paper to offer this account of the events of April 2, 2011:
The pack converged on a beautiful (finally!) spring day in the aw-shucks town of MILFord, NJ. Why, it was only yesterday, April 1st, that it snowed! No foolin.’ But not on this day – Mr. Up had smartly arranged a sunny day for this hash event.  
After chalk talk in the driveway of his country estate, the pack was off, first through town, and then into the surrounding countryside (shiggyside?). There were many opportunities for short cutting as the trail took the pack around various open fields. A brace of deer galloped across one of those open fields, eliciting “ooohs” and “awwws” from the pack. Especially impressed was the fellow from NYC (Just James), who had only heard of such creatures in storybooks. “Are those unicorns?! A beer check was provided. For those brave enough to follow true trail throughout, a simple water crossing was made more refreshing (!) by recent snow melt. This led to a second beer check in a parking lot not far from the hare’s house.
Once back at the ranch, and after some convivial post-trail chitchat, Circle was called to order to in Suck ‘Em Up’s backyard. Rat Bastard acted as guest Religious Adviser, and soon realized that he had inherited a rather boisterous, enthusiastic and unruly crowd.    

The Front Running Bastard was none other than Prodigy.  
DFL’s were Loogey and Cereal Killer. 

For leaving Peanut’s water dish at the 2nd beer check, Runner Girl was made to do a down down from said doggie dish.  
Douche Brag did a down down for pulling someone’s pork.  

Runner Girl did another one for sinking his teeth into someone’s noodle.  

Memorably, RG brought Prodigy forth for residing in the town of MILF-ord. It seems that, while searching for her home on his GPS device, once he keyed in the letters “M-I-L-F,” her exact whereabouts popped right up. (“That’s not all that popped up,” RG could be heard saying.) At this point, all MILF’s were called in to the Circle, because when one MILF drinks…Included in this group, in addition to Prodigy, was SweetPea and UFO. Puss In Boobs seemed dejected and was seen kicking pebbles, muttering “I’m a MILF too you know…adoptions count.”  Everybody soon realized this rude injustice and brought PIB in for a MILF down down.  Dogmeat could be heard muttering too: “MILF…I don’t care…just ‘ILF’ is fine.”  
Suck ‘Em Up demanded to know whether an abandoned cup of liquid was beer or a urine sample. Dogmeat strongly suggested it may have been the latter. Mr. Up downed it anyway since the only thing worse than drinking a urine sample is wasting good beer.  

Diddle Pole accused No Genitals of being a manipulative woman.  

For grabbing tits and tossing body fluid, RG and Bush Diver were made to drink.  (I told you it was a rowdy Circle.)

At this point, Mr. Up still wanted answers as to the origin of the bad urine/good beer.

Poor Diddle Pole had to drink each time his name was mentioned for having a shitty hash name.  
The crowd demanded a drinking contest between SweetPea, Just Matt and Diddle. No Genitals insisted on a set of rules that went something like this: 

“First, I will count to a number a certain. That number will be revealed in turn. Then I will begin to sing a song. You must complete the consumption of the beverage contained in the plastic receptacle you have in your hand by the time the song has been sung in its entirety.” Needless to say, every hasher was confused. Perhaps that’s how it’s done in the lab NG, but in Circle it’s “1, 2, 3…drink!”  By the way, SweetPea won, though the guys kept it close. 
Prodigy shouted for the crowd to tone down the rough language of hash songs. The result: complete and total compliance.
Other accusations were handed down, too many to mention here. Hard to believe, but the accusations did end. Then announcements were made, and like most things in life, this Circle too was concluded. The On After was held mere steps away, at Prodigy and Suck ‘Em Up’s home. Beer flowed, pizzas consumed. Surely every hasher drank and ate their way to some form of satisfaction. In the end, it was agreed that we should meet again with other like-minded folks for another hash event.
