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Upcoming Events: 
Share True 1st-Person Trail Stories: 
ShareYourT1Ts@gmail.com 
Hash Trash for 11 Nov 2006 
Run Number 1020 
 
Hares:  Be Cuz He Can, Do Me Next Week, Only 
Two?, Red Snapper, and Mystery Hare (French 
Toasted) 
 
The hares ordered up a beautiful day for hashing-a 
perfect day for a perfect trail.  No one seemed 
surprised when the mystery hare turned out to be 
French Toasted (no one ran screaming for their 
cars for that matter either).   
 
The day’s preparations started early for the hares.  
Red Snapper arrived early to help Do Me Next 
Week prepare the hash meal of pirogues in butter, 
cheese and onions (no heath food this week only 
heart attack city).  I had only started to figure out 
how much flour to buy when the first call for help 
came in from another hasher.  Loan Shark called 
to tell me that Organ Icer wanted to cum but he 
couldn’t help her.  I pulled out my trusty copy of 
“The Joy of Sex” and started to explain things to 
him only to find out he only wanted to pass on to 
her driving directions.  Who knew? 
 
I had barely hung up on Loan Shark when an 
urgent call from the kitchen got my attention.  Do 
Me and Red Snapper were attempting to chop 
onions using a food processor.  With the luck they 
were having they would have been just as 
successful using a word processor.  Both ladies 
were having trouble figuring out how to get the 
massive kitchen power tool to work.  At this point 
Only Two arrived and we both sat back to watch 
the scene in the kitchen which seemed like 
something out of an episode of “I Love Lucy”.  

“Mrs. Ricardo your job is to chop these onions 
cover them with whipped cream and put a cherry 
on top”  After some instruction (this button that 
says start….that turns on the machine) the onions 
were chopped (note to self:  do not let women use 
power tools). 
 
The runner’s trail took the pack through the woods 
and into several  back checks with Byte Lightning, 
Cunning Runt and Dr. Jeckyll leading the way.  
At some point early in the trail the dainty Milk 
Money did a face plant in the woods.  She seemed 
none the worse for wear at the circle however. 
 
Things were going great for French Toasted and I 
setting trail until I looked behind me only to see 
Dr. Jeckyll and Cunning Runt standing a couple 



 

 

Mis-management 
Joint Masters:  Corkscrewed & OrganIcer 
Religious Advisors:  Put It Out & CRAFTY 
On-Sec:  Dual Airbags 
Hash Cash:  Loan Shark 
Hare Raiser:  Rocky Whore 
Habs:  Cheap Slut & Whack Me, Smack Me LMLBTS 

Bad Dog 169 
We probably had more but with Byte Lightning 
acting as On Sec and RA this week he was too busy 
to care.  
 
Violations: 
 
The Hares:  for boasting about the trail and the great 
weather they provided 
Milk Money:  for a Face Plant 
Violated in absentia (that means they skipped the 
hash):   2  Hand Job for holding a yard sale and 
selling off all of the Clorox Kid’s neat stuff 
  
Announcements:  French Toasted, Byte Lightning 
and Poop Deck are current candidates for the Hare of 
the Year.  Stay tuned….. 

blocks behind waving at me.  I had been caught!  I 
tried to take the pack down a false trail and to get out 
of sight without success.  The only thing I 
accomplished was to come in behind most of the 
walkers.  Luckily Do Me Next Week and Red 
Snapper were still in full pirogue production mode 
so there was plenty to eat.   
 
Circle was run by some black guy who kept yelling 
at us.  He looked kinda familiar but he claimed he 
wasn’t part of mismanagement.  That didn’t seem to 
help since he still ended up being RA for a day.  The 
hashsh*t was missing so no one new got the honor 
of carrying it next week.  As circle was ending Let’s 
Make a Deal came forward and presented me with a 
small notebook.  On the cover was printed “Because 
I Can”  I was then informed that since I had my own 
official notebook I would now be the Hash Scribe.  
So now you understand why I am writing this weeks 
Hash Trash. 
ON ON.  – Hugs N Kisses:  BeCuz He Can 
 
 
Virgins:  We had two but since I wasn’t paying 
attention and I hadn’t yet received my cool new 
notebook I didn’t get their names.   
 
Visitors:  Yeah I think we had one or two but who 
really cares anyway?  
 
Anniversaries: 
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