Hash Trash, Feb 22. 

It rained like the dickens.       The hare (me) set a tromp through some woods and snow, across a creek to an "F" at a peninsula, apparently through the backyard of some local business.   I got some stares, but no stoppage. 

At 3:20, one hound showed up -- wacko from PHH.   I blessed the trail and off i went to relay the washed-away trail.   Immediately, it stopped raining.   about 30 minutes later, i'm back at the start, wondering where the "pack" is.  I backtracked along to find him.. and was stopped on the back lot of that very same property noted earlier.  

I explained to the kind gentleman that i was, in fact, a fool.  A harmless fool.

 Unfortunately, he insisted that i remain put whilst he summoned the local constabulary.   That, dear reader, is the type of fool that I am not!   I beat a hasty retreat to the safety of the on-in, where the pack arrived shortly thereafter.

Down-downs occured, and our lives resumed. 

I'll mention that i hadn't put in my new sump pump that was sitting in my basement, because the ground was frozen anyway...  so the morning of the trail i discovered rain and an impending flood into the basement.   i hurriedly laid the trail (in the rain), then home to put in that damn pump.   i finished 5 minutes before a deluge of water came into the sump pit -- then proceeded to stop up the problem area and sweat it out.     Just a little bit of adrenaline, but it all worked out in the end.
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