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WTF? 
What the fuck got into you wankers last Monday?  I’m not complaining, but 
man were we rowdy.  It started like all the others…late and disorganized.  The 
hares took off before the bag vehicle arrived and they had a 45-minute head 
start.  Titley started us off with a very perky opening circle that she was later 
violated for.  Fiddy and Titanic welcomed the visitors with a beautiful heart felt 
rendition of the White House Cheer. 

The run?  Well I have to admit.  It didn’t suck.  It had shiggy, water, 
pedestrians, da hood, asphalt and unsuspecting sidewalk diners.  We also 
encountered some kickballers.  They think they know how to party.  HAH!  Oh 
and beer.  It had beer.  Lots of beer.  Or was that me.  Whatever.  We had a 
really good time. 

Just Katie was named beer bitch.  Not only did the Post make her come, her 
mom made her come too.  And something keeps her coming again and again. 

 

VIRGIN DOG PASSES OUT AT CLOSING CIRCLE 

The other Just Katie’s dog helped himself to beer at the beer 
check.  He was last seen staggering and falling down at the closing 
circle.  Now that’s a true hasher. 

 

JUST RON NAMED PROPHAGALACTIC 
The closing circle amazingly went off 
without a hitch.  The cops didn’t even 
notice us.  We even managed to name 
Just Ron.  In a narrow victory over 
Sponge Bob Spuge Pants, Star 
Whores and The Diaphragm, we 
named him Prophagalactic.  Just 
Gwen had the honors of getting him wet 
and she took her job seriously.  She 
emptied the pitcher on his head, on his 
clothes, on his shoes, and on anyone 
who happened to be standing too close.



So what happened at Millie and Al’s?  I’m not sure I remember.  Everyone was as drunk as me, right?  I 
don’t know if it was Glow Worm’s appearance or the $1 Jello shooters that got is in the mood.  After 
getting trashed, the Orange Liners headed out and annoyed the Metro riders.  But its okay.  Please Step 
Away was with us. 

 
Olympdicks Torch Lit 
The Oympicdicks torch has started its journey.  Created by 
Titanic, the torch is presented to a lucky hasher at every hash 
to carry proudly through the trail.  The torch will make its final 
stop at the White House Camping Trip for the opening 
ceremonies.  
 

Violations 
Big Bang for going the wrong 
way a lot. 

PSA for free metro and free 
parking 

38 Flavors for telling the beer bitch to bend over 

 

 

 

 

 

Nuts (and Berries) 
Hares:Mellow Foreskin Cheese substituting for Kid 
Girl who was stuck in Indiana and REV 

Virgins:Just Anna, Just Katie, Just Melissa 

Visitors:Niagara Balls, Rawhide, Spermies, 
Dominatrix, My Little Pony, Night Crawler 

Analversaries:Anal Avenger-Mug Club (25) 

Octopussy-Mug Club (25) 

Hornblower-Mug Club (25) 

Long Time No Seers:Anus Louganis, Argentuna, 
Cheese Wiz, Double Stuffed Whoreo, Glow Worm, 
Little Red Ride Me Good, Plug In, Rear End 
Loader, Sloppy Ho, Smooth Grove, T and Ehhhh, 

Yank Me Out, Wet Nurse Clean Purse 

 

Quote of the 
Week 

“Stop petting.  Stop 
petting.”  Overhead by 
Titanic in a 
conversation between 
SCFC and Baw 
Chicka Baw Baw 


