
Date:                June 27, 2011
Hare:                Pussy Destroyer
Title/Theme:      Hope for Pussy
Location:          Hare’s Scotch Plains home, on the outskirts of the Watchung  Reservation
Weather:          Pleasant
The Pack:
            
	Auto Erotica

	Bloody Pad

	Cereral Killer

	Chundering Turd

	Clitty Litter

	Comfy Hole

	Dancing Fool

	Derenged

	Diddle Pole

	Dog E Style 

	Dogmeat

	Douchebrag

	GI

	Great Sex

	Just Ana

	Just Carly 

	Just Dan

	Just Danielle

	Just Dave R

	Just Diane

	Just Donna

	Just Jeff

	Just Joe

	Just Mel

	Just Pablo

	Just Phil

	Just Ron

	Just Tom

	Lays E Ass

	Loogey

	Lumber Jack Off

	Massengil

	Mr. Jackson

	No Genitals

	Not Kevin

	Plattypussy

	Puss In Boobs


 

	Pussy Destroyer

	Rear End Wrangler

	Runner Girl

	S'assy L'assy

	Screams forCock

	Secaucless

	Smells LikePhish

	Suck 'Em Up

	Tubslut

	Uncle Fester

	Zipper Ass


 
With a trail titled “Hope for Pussy”, there was little additional advertising needed to ensure a robust pack, and as anyone seeing the ½ mile line of cars parked on Deer Path knows, hope for pussy ran high.  So much so that one of SH3’s southern comrades joined our hopeful pack.  None other than Mr. Jackson, a devout Rumson Hasher, and strong endorser of their sausage-only policy, came north.
 
As mentioned, the pack was large.  By a rough count, there were 45 runners on trail, joined later by non-runners Dogmeat and Derenged.  No information has been unearthed confirming or denying rumors that they were on a date.  The pack gathered on the Hare’s ample porch, with many pre-lubing on the Hare’s delicious beverage offerings.
 
On-down was the call for the Hare’s chalk-talk.  Chalk-talk with such a large mass and so many virgins promised to be a difficult undertaking.  Mindful of his audience, the Hare began “My sixteen year old daughter is here, so please try to control your language.  That said, hello, everyone, I’m Pussy Destroyer!”  If thoughts of how Dad had earned his name weren’t mortifying enough, the Hare quickly transitioned to a demand that any and all virgins identify themselves.  When Just Carly tried blending into the ring of the deflowered surrounding her pop, well, there was just a bit of explaining to do.  The tension was quickly broken when the late cumming S’assy wondered aloud whether her 12-yr old still counted as a virgin…
 
After a confused explanation of the markings the pack might encounter, the pack was off, straight uphill of the Hare’s 60-ft driveway, immediately encountering a check.  And here the uninitiated and savvy were met with a fateful choice: go left, further uphill, or go right, downhill.  A quick risk/reward analysis led 2/3 of the pack about ½ mile uphill, the thought being to not give up the higher ground, and naturally to a YBF.  
 
Once turned around, the trail led down hill, and into a rear entry of the Watchung Reservation.  The territory, while familiar to many, had different vibe from our past intrusions via the parking areas at Seely’s Pond or the Deserted Village .  Some were so confused, they ran through the creek, instead of the trail alongside the creek.  After some winding and twisting through the well marked and well maintained trails, the pack enjoyed its earned refreshments just beyond the large picnic pavilion.  
 
Once recharged, the pack was off again, and within moments arrived at beer check #2.  The Hare had drawn in large print for all to see “SSSHHH   RESPECT”.  This beer check was just on the fringes of the grounds of the Center for Hope Hospice.  Mindful of the Hare’s instructions, and nature of the property, the pack enjoyed their beverages and snacks in relative peace and quiet.  The tranquility was suddenly disrupted when a front-running wanker began repeatedly squeezing his rubber horn.  
 
With two beer checks behind them, the pack had about a mile to go, arriving at the on-in largely in tact.  Veteran hashers were heard to be asking, is this a kinder, gentler Hash?  Having logged 3-3 ½ miles, the unfulfilled were left to drown their sorrows in frosty beer.
 
When sufficient numbers were re-gathered, the esteemed RA No Genitals convened the circle, and made the wise decision to group the accused for more efficient down-down songs.
 
The compulsories:
Hare – Pussy Destroyer
FRB – Diddle Pole
DFL – Tubslut, Massengil, Dog E Style
Virgins – Just Carly (PD), Ron (PD), Just Danielle (Just Joe)
Visitors – Uncle Fester, Mr. Jackson, Just Phil
Auto Hashers – Mr. Jackson, Just Diane, Clitty Litter, Dog E Style, Bloody Pad
Reboot – Ass Zipper, Screams for Cock
Non-runners – Derenged, Just Diane, Dogmeat
Birthday – Lays E Ass
 
The accusations:
· Circle Usurper – Dogmeat
· Open Shirted – Diddle Pole
· Peanut Shit on Trail – Runner Girl
· Anatomically Challenged – Just Dan
· Medically Challenged – Suck ‘Em Up – who maintained his innocence
· Under-described story from some time ago – Just Ron, Cumfy Hole
· Hose Soaker – Lumber Jack Off
· Hash Splash – Just Pablo
· Enjoying a fine “grip” together - Douchebrag/Pedal File 
· Waking the nearly dead with his honker – GI
· Offering Dogmeat head and a stroking – Just Pablo
· False Accusation – Just Dan – attempted accusation of unknown parties for blocking his access to the grill as if he was just going to mosey on over and get himself a burger and rejoin the still in-progress circle.
· Peanut face plant into closed screen door – Runner Girl
· Overachievers running as pre-lube to trail – Just Dan, Just Pablo, Lays E Ass, Puss in Boobs, No Genitals, Diddle Pole
· Not offering PD enough used Pepsi – Just Tom
· And then, a very special moment in any Hasher life…  Runner Girl took to the mic, and announced that he had had a moment with Just Dave M.  A moment at a concert.  A moment where the air was sweet with the aroma of airborne intoxicants.  A moment where Just Dave M remarked, “Smells like Fish”.  And thus, with the Holy Blessing of the Grand Mistress Platypussy, Just Dave M was re-nomed, Smells Like Phish.
· AGM holdover recognitions – Douchebrag, Ass Zipper, Diddle Pole, Lays E Ass, Bloody Pad, Chundering Turd
· Wearing winter layers in summer heat – Derenged
· Broken Cell Phone – Pussy Destroyer
· Not reading e-mail re: broken cell phone – Dogmeat
· Not having hair tied up – Lumberjackoff  - this is down-downable??? 
· Alcohol abusers – Just Dan, Douchebrag, Just Pablo, Derenged
· Harassing new graduate for burger – Just Joe
· Pretty feet – Runner Girl
· Fumbling words during accusation – Just Tom
· Moving violation en route to Hash – Tubslut
· Picture of GI on his shirt – GI
And thus, circle was finally closed to accusations.  And announcements were opened….
 
· Runner Girl informed that no one had signed up to Hare either of the next two regular Hash dates – left silent was any efforts made by our surely over-burdened Trail Master.
· Tubby announced a red dress run in some distant locale.  Ottawa ?  Iowa ?  Who can tell?
· Suck Em Up announced the fast-approaching Vermont Outstation weekend, and assured that he had been assured the application would assuredly be posted on the website soon.  As a special bonus, the trail this year will be in cooperation with the Burlington Hash.  The spawned a rumor that the folks in Burlington were a dry-hash.    
· Visiting trailmaster Massengil advised that there would be a Summit Full Moon Hash 7/15, hared by Burning Sensations.
· Runner Girl tacked onto Massengil’s announcement that he was commandeering the Bimbos of NJ to set a trail Friday 7/14 with camping in Burning’s yard.  Without information to the contrary, one is left to wonder if the Summit Trailmaster’s priorities are askew.
· Dog E Style advised all to cum in the water at Rumson’s July 2nd pool-party, a Harriette-friendly event.  Tubslut remarked that he would love to attend, but doesn’t have a swimsuit.
· S’assy L’assy reminded everyone to mark the calendars for 9/17 – the 2nd Annual Mexican Independence Day Hash.  
· Loogey chimed in that Rat’s Waterski Hash would be August 13, and wouldn’t it be nice if the On-In were at Cryan’s.
· Finally, Pussy Destroyer announced that Hash Cash was a very manageable $10, of which $5 (or more) would be given as a donation to the Center for Hope Hospice.
Thereafter, more beer, fresh grilled burgers, dogs, eggplant, veggie burgers, home-baked desserts, and the usual merriment.  
 
Good night, ladies.
