
Here is the run report for run no. 416 

 

Hare: MaBouche 

Date: 15-July-01 

Location: Beats me 

Attendance: yes 

 

The day begins as I see Orange Slip walking up to the train with a cell phone to his ear.  He finishes 

his call and I ask him what’s new.   “The hare is lost”, he declares.  Ohh this should be an interesting 

day I think to myself.  It gets better he says, she has a map with her.  Oh joyous day, this does not 

bode well.  We finally arrive at the parking lot and are greeted by a teeming throng of two.  Hashers 

slowly trickle in until we are 10 or 20 strong.  Sorry, counting isn’t this half-mind’s strong point. 

 

Besides I didn’t realize until later that I would be writing this run report.  The pack started getting 

antsy and wanted to get on the road. Our departure was slightly delayed by the tardy arrival of 

Famous French Fighter Pilot.  Finally we pilled in the vehicles and set off.  The convoy was surprisingly 

trouble free, and that was the last trouble free part of the day.  We arrive at the start and low and 

behold the hare has found herself, hurray!  A quick, chalk talk where the hare does little to lessen the 

concerns of the pack getting lost. So we head out (head, who said head?).  

 

Down the path we get to two arrows each heading different directions, a couple of us head to the 

left go a few to the right.  On-on is called to right, so Orange Slip and I cut through the woods to find 

the pack and increasing our shiggy level for the day.  On we go and find a check…  hang on, what’s 

that?  The hare calling from way back that we’ve gone the wrong way.  (this will become a recurring 

theme for the day)  Silly us, we were following those funny piles of flour in the ground.  So we head 

back, up a hill onto some train tracks.  A back check, that’s interesting, where might the trail be?  Yep 

you guessed it, scramble back down the hill we just climbed to get back on the trail we were just on.  

Tight and fun little trail, with a good quantity of mud.  

And then we come to THE check.  I say THE check because I believe the pack checked from this 

location at least four times this day, to make it even more fun, it’s a lady’s check. On-on is called from 

up the hill, up the hill we go, come back, come back, yells the hare.  Hmmm.  The pack heads off in 

another direction, never wanting to give up the high ground I follow Likes a Long One up the hill. We 

parallel the pack for a while and then crash through the forest to become reunited with the pack.  

When we meet up with them they are head back towards THE check.  Hmmm, interesting, I can only 

guess at the instructions of the hare. 

  Back up the SAME hill I had just climbed.  Deja vue all over again. Come back, come back the hare 

cries (yet again).  Back down the hill to THE check.  (I would rather drink some beer than hash a shitty 

trail…..) 

So for the third time we check from THE check.  I was starting to wonder if the hare was trying to 

conserve flour by recycling the check marks.  OK, off we go, find a check with a back check less than 

30 feet from it, hmm interesting.  Up, up, up, up, and f’ing up we go.  PHEW.  That’s a hill alright.  Joy 

or joys, what do we see at the top of the hill but a SS, could it be?  Liquid refreshment in the form of 

Sangria.  NO.  Our hopes are dashed, the hare had decided to only tease us at this point.  A wank of a 

motor bike nosily and smokily rides through the pack, so the pack starts into a stirring rendition of 

“what a wank…”.  And we are off again.  A few  more “Come back, come back” calls from the hare 

and we found our self at the actual SS.  Aquasex did the honors of pouring as a swarm of mosquitoes 

feasted on his flesh.  On-on and away we go.  We find the second circle jerk of the day and after 

eventually the pack discovers true trail and on we go. 

We come upon a ladies check, the hare jogs up and utters words the pack never wants to hear: “I’ve 

got no fucking clue where I am.”  Excellent news! 

Its ladies check and the Virgin Kristin is showing the most energy and checks two or three direction 

(to no avail) by herself.  No trial or flour is found and the hare says, “I think its off that way”.  That’s 

encouraging. 



  OK bushwhacking through the woods we go in search of a trail.  We find some flour and start 

running.  “Come back, come back” sounds from the rear YET AGAIN!  So back we go not wanting to 

get as lost as the hare was.  We go back the other way, and see an ON-IN mark.  Really that seems 

pretty quick? (and it was)   On we go down a big hill and things start to look familiar. 

Hey we’ve been here before.  What do you know, we are back at THE check. Not only did the trail 

cross over itself and use the same check again, it actually shared a few hundred feet of the same trail.  

Correct me if I’m wrong but that just might be a crime.  So after much confusion, a little bit of shiggy 

and covering the same ground MANY times we arrive at the ON-IN. 

 

Coolers of beer appear and the pack is distracted from minor details of the trail or lack thereof.  A 

shiny new table with some type of indecipherable writing is pulled out by Whipping Boy with much 

ohhing and ahhing.  After and initial attack on our hunger the circle is opened by the fearless RA….. 

 

 

Hare crimes: MaBouche 

Getting lost on her own trail WITH A MAP, Overlapping trail, Shiggy 

She gets a thumbs down (I disagree with this whim of the pack, quite entertaining) and is made to 

drink from the chicken.  She has an interesting drinking style which consists mainly of walking 

backwards in circle try to get away from the chicken. 

 

Virgins: Kristin, made to come by Royal Flush 

 

Returnees: Whipping Boy, and Cockapulley 

 

Changing of the beer meister: Old Banger 

goes into retirement and passes the torch to 

Humping Masochist. 

 

Crowning of Dip Meister: Whipping Boy and 

his pet elephant.  Gets beer dumped on his 

head and a down down of dip on his head. 

 

Competitive behavior: Pumpkin Poker for 

swimming before hashing 

 

Bollocks proof shorts are awarded to 

Aquasex, who proudly drops his pants (to the 

delight of the ladies) and changes into his new 

shorts. 

 

Sleeping Sex and Old Banger drink for sex on 

the hash, again. 

 

Orange Slip is congratulated for his powers of 

weather persuasion. 

 

Group down-down: 

Perfect hashers: Return to Sender, Like a Long 

One. 

Because it was offered: Cockapulley 

Not paying attention: Old Banger, Sleeping 

Sex, Famous French Fighter Pilot, Royal Flush 

 



Haute couture (fancy schmancy pants): Royal Flush 

 

No hash gear: Sleeping sex, Famous French Fighter Pilot, Whipping (nike) Boy, Pumpkin Poker, 

Cockapulley 

 

Virgin Kristin is given another down down for promoting farting. 

 

Announcements: Hash in South Africa 

 

Swing low….  As the pack get to the silent part and Pumpkin Poker announces in a rather loud voice 

that he prefers sex.  Well good for him. 

 

That’s all, and quite enough. 

 

On-out, 

Cockapulley 

 

 

 


