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               Hash No. 31

Hash Date:
4 August 2005

Scribe:
Nuclear Semen

Hare(s):
Second Hand Dyke & Just Pat


Okay, Okay!!!  I know these have been getting later each time, but more pressing matters kept me (and many of the rest of you) busy during the past month.  Better late than never, though!!!


Bells are ringing, lights are flashing, and summer is just about over.  It wasn’t nearly the record turn out that we enjoyed last time, but it was still respectable with fourteen (though two were interlopers visiting from the Albuquerque Hash House Harriers that did not hash… down-downs for the two of you the next time you do!!!) people showing at the local brewpub for the Back to School Hash.  Present were yours truly, Nuclear Semen; Virtual Clinton (pretty nerdy!); Seven Inches Shy (in a very un-politically correct t-shirt!); Padre VLAAAA (who “slacked” out on us – wait until next time!); Rapid Shitty Anal Cyst (RSAC always dresses the part – must have too much time on his hands); Wet And Hairy Banana Fairy; Nothing’s Hung Like A Deere (WOW, polyester pants… haven’t seen a pair of those in years!); Dildo Baggins (with a “fresh” virgin in tow); and Second Hand Dyke (co-hare with a “newbie” hare).  Rounding out the crew were Just Pat (the “newbie” co-hare!); Just Dingo; and Virgin Shasta (who came with a Dildo… I couldn’t have said it better!).  Our non-hashing guests from the North Country were Pokeahontarse (I’m afraid to ask where that name came from… Down Under???) and Tight Cheeks. 


Given a fifteen-minute lead, hares Second Hand and Just Pat headed off to lay trail (and just in the nick of time as Just Pat was giving everyone a “show” under his kilt… too bad he isn’t a real Scotsman or the “show” might have been better!).  The pack rested and finished off the bounty of lager still sitting on the table.  Soon enough, it was time to head off.  Virtual and Dildo indoctrinated Virgin Shasta on the “art” of hashing (the chalk talk), after which the pack began walking in search of true trail.  True trail was found leading around behind the brewpub; the hunt was on!
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Just “Too Much”!!!


Coming around the south side of the brewpub, the trail disappeared!  After what seemed like the time left until the last bell rings (an ETERNITY!), Nuclear finally found true trail heading across (you guessed it!) California Street only to wind up at a check on the corner by the Taco Bell.  True trail headed west on Bullock towards New Mexico Tech.  Coming to another check at the corner of Camino Real, the FRB’s again scouted out the possible trails.  Nuclear had the knack for winding up on true trail, which headed south on Camino Real and then onto the ditch bank at the intersection with Campus.  The trail continued south and back onto the road, heading towards the San Miguel Church.  Then, the trail cut through Zimmerly Elementary School over to School of Mines Road where a pack check was encountered.  The pack took advantage of the photo opportunity and gathered on the steps of the house blown off its foundation by a gas explosion a few years back (for those “old enough” to remember it).
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Home, Sweet Home!!!


On Neal a turkey/eagle split was encountered.  The eagles headed west on School of Mines until reaching Virtual’s house, where a FAKE BN was found.  From there, the eagles zigzagged over to Neal and headed east on Neal.  The turkeys, meanwhile, headed east on School of Mines towards the Plaza and then west on Mt. Carmel.  Flipping back around, the trails joined up just before the first BN at Wet And Hairy’s.


Indulging in some brew (except for Virgin Shasta who needed something harder!), chips, and cookies; the pack informed the hares of their displeasure with the start of the hash (“Trying to lose us?” or something to that effect!).  Being refreshed themselves, the hares headed off with a ten-minute head start.


With the allotted time having passed, the pack headed back out onto the trail.  True trail headed east to School of Mines and then towards the Plaza.  A left turn took the trail past the Garcia (any relation, Just Pat???) Opera House and across California Street (could have guessed that one).  The trail went around First State Bank and south to and across Manzanares Street.  From there, it headed west to California and, then, headed south.  After crossing California AGAIN, true trail passed by the jail and headed north to the Plaza to the second BN of the evening at the Capitol Bar.


The pack and hares gathered in the courtyard for a round of brew and some picture taking.  Virgin Shasta struck a sexy pose (with some grapes) while Nothing just struck a pose (and a bad one at that!!!).

[image: image3.png]



A Virgin and Grapes… What a Combination!
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The Polyester Nightmare!!!


The hares took off with a five-minute lead for the start of a third leg, leaving the pack to clean up the remaining brew.  After five minutes, the pack headed out into the waning daylight finding true trail going around the corner of the bike shop, where Papa Don’t Preach (major slacker!!!) joined the pack.  The trail headed east on Manzanares and (why do I even bother!) across California Street.  The trail continued east under I-25 to a “boob” check.  Fortunately, there was ONE female (well, one as far as we know…) amongst the pack, who headed north down one possible trail.  Again, it was fortunate that it turned out to be true trail or we could have been standing there for a while!  The trail continued north along the ditch bank, shifting over to the frontage road a little later.  The trail finally (after a swarm of bugs) arrived at the final BN at Jesse Hawkins house (THANKS, JESSE!!!).  After a round, some singing, and with night already having settled, ON IN was declared.
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For Our Next Number…


The crew headed back to the brewpub, ordered dinner, and settled in for Religion.  The faithful gathered and Nuclear called Religion to order.  The first order of business was to toast our virgin (and he who made her come!).  Virgin (now Just) Shasta and Dildo Baggins were called to center stage.  After a song, they were both given an appropriate down-down.  Next the hares were roasted (it wasn’t a certainty that they wouldn’t be lynched!) for their false BN, the small number of times that California Street was crossed, the lack of trail crossovers, the excessive use of flour, and the excessive number of “boob” checks.  With all that, the hares were finally given down-downs to a rousing chorus of Shitty Trail.  The FRB’s were duly chastised.  Both Nuclear (and I was damned proud to be an FRB!!!) and Nothing were given down-downs for showing excessive “speed.”  Crimes on trail included the usual things and nearly all received a down-down.  With that (and no five-timers to name), Nothing led the group in the Hasher’s Prayer.
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A Dildo Made Her Come!!!


Plans were outlined for the next hash.  Nothing and Wet And Hairy volunteered to hare.  The theme was selected as “Labor” Day, meaning “having a baby.”  Suitable attire would include diapers, looking pregnant, dolls, breast pumps, etc.
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Nothing Sporting an Atomic Wedgie Given by Papa Don’t Preach!

ON ON!!!

Next Hash Date:
1 September 2005 (Labor Day Hash – labor as in “baby time”!)

Next Hash Hare(s):
Nothing’s Hung Like A Deere & Wet And Hairy Banana Fairy







