As they say, the best laid trails go to waste.
The hare for this run was Dumb-Ass, who once
again proved that he is aptly named. The run
was set in Rancocas, NJ a mixture of upper-middle
class homes set against an idealic woodland
backdrop. Feeling a bit gung-ho Dumb-Ass set
not one, but two trails. Near the beginning
the trail had an E/C split (an egotiscal,
endangering, envigorating, other e-words/
chicken, cowards, children, other c-words).

While he was setting the E-trail, he got
a call from Barstewards stating that they could
not find Timbercreek Park. So while Dumb-Ass
was trying to find his way through the woods
he tried directing the troops to the park.
After 5 minutes on the phone, Dumb-Ass realized
that they were at one exit too far north
and had them go to exit 42. Well there is no
exit 42 only 43 and 40 (duh!). So they get off
at exit 43 and waited at the park while Dumb-Ass
continued to lay the eagle trail.

About 3:20 Dumb-Ass is spotted exiting from the
woods with his legs completely mudding, mucky
and scratched up past his knees. With the
kind of smile that only a hare can give to
the poor smucks that are about to run his trail
he greets Bazooka and Barsteward.

By 3:45 it is decided that no one else is going
to be arriving, so they head off. It started
off going down an access road with little dots
of flour leading the way. The first check was
easily navigated but the two hounds searched for
nearly five minutes trying to find the trail
off of the second check. A grinning hare finally
relents and helps them find a mark or two. (He
is still baffled on how they missed the nice big
F to mark the false trail one way and had a good
laugh from it.) And so a mild woodland trek is 
started.

After winding through some pines and brush, the
hounds appear onto a smaller path behind some
houses. The trail eventually led to the E/C split.
Bazooka, stating that he needs hash legs once again,
is led by Dumb-Ass to the start of the Eagle trail.
Leaving Bazooka to fend for himself in the muck, mire
and thorns of the Eagle trail, Dumb-Ass takes
Barsteward and the two pint sized hashers into
a residential development for the C-run.

While exploring the first check, Bazooka comes up
from behind, thoroughly beaten by the Eagle trail
and joins up with the rest of the pack. With the
true trail found, the pack once again shouts On-On
in pursuit of the white marks. As the pack gets to
the next check, the hare's fun is not yet over.
Barsteward continued up the street looking for the
white marks of gold, Bazooka took off left
down a side street, while Dumb-Ass held the check.
Eventually Bazooka comes across another check after
three marks and so Dumb-Ass and Barsteward caught
up with Bazooka. Once again Bazooka and Barsteward
went different directions at the T-intersection.
To their suprise both of them found false trails.

Having a good laugh at the hounds expense, the hare
leads them back to the previous check and the true
trail is eventually found. The trail leads out to
Creek Rd (which in his email directions Dumb-Ass
had called Rancocas Rd. SMACK!) At this time it
is nearly 4:30. With things that needed to be done
by both the hare and the hounds, it is decided to
short cut back to the ON-In.

As the pack rolled up to the cars and starting
breaking out the beverages and snacks, a copper
pulled into the lot for a break. So the alcohol
disappeared and only soda and water was visible
while the pack munched on chips and salsa. Taking
off to help direct some lost boated, the pack
finally was able to start the circle.

The first down-down went to the Dumb-Ass for being
the hare of the run. The second down-down went to
Dumb-Ass for being named the Hashshit for improper
directions. The whole group did a down-down for 
beings SCBs. Bazooka had a down-down for Father's
Day. The last down-down was for all anniversaries
and all participated.

So closed the circle and another run by the SJHHH

