PikeLane Hash House Harriers

Because Life’s Too Short To Drink Cheap Beer

Holders of the HashShit: Who Knows? Anybody? Bueller?

There’s hash in them thar hills ... Call the Hareline (404) 377-2888 Ext. 1

Your 2004-2005 Mismanijmnt

Grand Master: Sky Pilot
Joint Master Shiggy Pitts
and Mattress: Au Whatta Pair

Hash Cash: Davey Crochet
Hareline: Psychedelic Pussy
Hareraiser: Yoron Weed
Haberdasher: Wiener Slutzel

Bier Meister: One Ball

Master Scribe: Snail Trail

Hash # 910 September 25, 2004
Hares: Little Willie and One Ball
Venue: Shamrock Plaza — N. Druid Hills & L’ville Hwy

It began as all other hashes began: the vapid look of confusion, the quick finger-pointing of
blame, hogs humping strangers’ legs, staple guns not being used for their intended purpose.
If only the rest of my life could be this predictable.

Our hares du jour promised a wild and wooly time, and we had no reason to doubt them.
Okay, we had every reason to doubt them ... they’re hares, they lie. Nonetheless a gargantuan
pack of 46 hounds gathered round on this loverly afternoon.

“I’'m a good little doggy!” proclaimed One Ball as he and Little Willie attempted to ‘splain
what was in store for us. Meanwhile, the pack enjoyed tea and crumpets, while Okie Pokie
Chicken Chokie provided rousing renditions of various show tunes. If only the rest of my life
could be this predictable.
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With the traditional utterance of “What in the Wide Wide World of Sports is going on out here,”
Niplets declared the 2004 Olympic Games open, and we were off. Dawgy Style took the lead
by sprinting down the middle of Lawrenceville Highway, much to the delight of the many
drivers who knew that a moving target was worth bonus points.

As for the trail itself, well, who can remember. It was 2 weeks ago, and the full frontal lobotomy
has diminished my memory a bit. | know there were woods and squirrels and trails and
wombats and creek crossings and rabbits with sharp pointy teeth (sorry, wrong hash).

True trail looped back to Scott Blvd. via some woods off of Valley Brook and Orion, and sure
enough, we found ourselves in the familiar confines behind the Saturn dealership. Hmmm,
dangerously close to Little Willie’s home ... rumor has it, boxers were sighted running (gasp!)
roads. | won’t name names, but Dawgy and | suddenly found ourselves at Clairmont Road,
wondering why the end wasn’t at Yoron Weed’s place. So we hit the Trane tracks (that One
Ball, he’s a gud spellar) and ran north until we came upon a very strung out pack, trudging
even further on the tracks. Now granted, the hares laid trail in the creek next to the tracks and it
was the pack that made the executive decision to stay high and dry, but that still didn’t quell the
yells of “Hashshit”.

Finally off the tracks, we hit the woods, shiggy, creeks, briars, and lovely trails behind Shamrock
High School. Say it ain’t so, Gl Joe, we’re in the neighborhood right behind the start?! Ahhhh,
Bullshit would be proud of this nearly A-to-A trail. To our amazement, we encountered the
IKung bushmen of the Kalahari Desert next to the glorious BN. Friendly enough, they pointed
us to the On-In, which happened to be Snail Trail’s humble abode.

Down-downs proceeded after much gnashing of teeth because the walkers hadn’t been seen for
days. But before we could skewer and roast our hares, the stragglers arrived with only a
minimal loss of limbs and life.

The offenses were many, and the beer did flow, but once again, my feeble little brain can’t recall
them all. So I'll wing it: first-timers Steve, Cheryl and Rosie; Shiggy Pitts for falsely accusing
me of being too-long between hashes; too many too-longs to list here; Pull My String for
wearing a race shirt; Davey Crochet and | for turning another year older; Gasshole for getting
a brand spanking new car; Hock A Loogie for finishing her coveted 5t hash and receiving that
snot-so-lovely name; and, of course, the hares and our hostess for doing a smashing job.

Scribe; Rat’s Ass
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