Since there hasn't been a writeup of this hash, I'll just do it my damn self. so there. 

Run # LUCKY SEVEN
Where: Sep 10, 2002
When: Hobler Park (Belle Mead)
Weather: Hot and Wet. yum. 
Pack: about 8-9
Virgins: (3) Just MaryEllen and Just Jennifer and Just Elias 

The pack was dragged northward by the Long lost (and often lost) spankin. Most of the pack said "Maps? we don't need no steeenkeeng maps", and bitched about how they got lost getting there. Just Jennifer, ambitious virgin, arrived at the start 1/2 hour before the pack, innocently unaware of "hash time". Eventually, the usual suspects arrived, and hilarity ensued. 
And then we hashed. We hashed for hours. 

An hour of beautifully laid, gorgeous wandering trail later led a portion of the pack to an abandoned school in the middle of nowhere. They stared at a putrid lake for awhile, completely baffled. Unfortunately Limp Noodle from Philly H3 showed the poor innocent princeton types how NOT to follow trail, by just going off and doing himself. I mean doing the trail himself. at this point several turned back to the start. Quitters. 
The hare appeared and directed the pack around the building to the waiting water check. Not impressed with facts, the pack followed Noodle on another half hour trail of gooseshit. Noodle swears he tasted it to confirm that it was flour. 
While the pack meandered, Security came, and came. Spankin asked for a kiss, to no avail. We rustled up the remains of the pitiful pack and limped back to the start, 1:30 on trail. 
Had the pack known what awaited them, they would have followed the lead of the Illustrious Hashmaster Supremo, Bazooka, and Dumbass, and shown up just at the finish of the trail -- just in time for the beer. 

We had down-downs for visitors, virgins, and onlookers at spankin's hovel. Spankin' won the Shirt, for locking himself out of his own car at his own house with his own (previously won) Shirt still inside. Just MaryEllen, ambituous virgin, produced her own down-down song, (she seems to be a hands-on kinda gal). Everyone downed for just being whiny little wankers. 
And then we drank. We drank for hours. 
Beer Pong was played, and the Kegerator was flowing. Later on, someone was seen playing Stip Beer Pong, but since the circle was officially over, i dont have to tell you about it. 
On-On to the joint RED DRESS RUN on Friday! 
SPR


