
#1320 A White Trash 
Christmas 

Hares: 
Roller Balls and Sperminator 

Houston Hash 
House Harriers 

Website: www.h4.org 
Hotline: 713-425-4274 

 

Hash TRASH 
Run #1320 

December 21, 2003 

Since 1979 

Joint Masters: Grind Slut, Such-A-Puss 
Religious Advisor: Shuttle Cock 
Hash Cash: Fire Tunnel, Trail Head 
On Secs: French Drip, Beam Me Up Twatty 

 

The Start 
The hounds assembled in Memorial Park bearing 
plastic bags, rubber gloves and their remaining 
Christmas lists.  The hares Sperminator and Roller 
Balls had a little twist planned for the Hash today.  
The Hash was divided up into four teams, an act 
that Hooter Bill thought to be VERY divisive.  
Each team was given a list of items to find on trail 
and each item had a certain amount of points 
associated with it.  For example, if you found Roller 
Balls� penis pump on trail, you would get 10 points.  
The team with the most points at the end would win 
a �special� prize.   

The Trail 
Once all of the hounds had received their 
instructions, the pack was pointed to the southeast 
towards Camp Logan to find flour.  The pack 
quickly found trail and then lost it due to the large 
number of hashers diving into dumpsters instead of 
looking for flour.  Trail went towards the east and 
paralleled the railroad tracks with a trash filled ditch 
next to it.  Pump Me was able to find a very nice 
parasol that she dragged all the way to the end.  She 
said it was her �unique� item��.uh, ok.   

As I approached the railroad tracks to attempt to 
find the railroad spikes that was on my list I saw 
Will He Peter.  He had three and half plastic bags 
full of railroad spikes and still collecting them.  I 
asked him if I could have one, at that point he 
swung his head around and had a demonic look in 
his eyes and said �NO, these are my spikes; you 
can�t take them from me, my PRECIOUS spikes�.  
He fell to his knees rubbing one of them and kept 
repeating to himself �precious spikes, precious, my 

precious�.  I just wrote it off to another one of 
WHP�s delusions and continued on trail.   

We crossed I-10 at the pedestrian bridge and went 
into a neighborhood that had plenty of trash piles in 
the front of the houses.  This area proved to be a 
cornucopia for the White Trash Christmas goers.  
Many hashers found toys for their children, fake 
jewelry for their wives/girlfriends/mistresses.  It 
was going to be a good Christmas for certain 
elements of the Houston Hash.  

Trail then went through a very nice warehouse 
district where hashers continued to fill there bags 
with goodies.  And Pump Me was still carrying her 
parasol.  We popped out on 11th street and then 
wound around to Hempstead Rd. and finished at the 
dead end street behind the Houston Transtar 
building off of Old Katy Rd.   

The Hares and arranged for each team to dump their 
shit so it could be properly tabulated.  During the 
tabulation, Chicken Choker Da Da Da assisted me 
in setting up the zip line that I had found on trail.  
After a few zips, the girls wanted to play too so we 
assisted a few of them onto the line.  Gaslight was 
not tall enough to reach the handlebars so she had to 
be lifted.  I then grabbed her by the hips and gave 
her a good thrust, a pleasure normally reserved only 
for Grind Slut.  It was good for me and Gaslight 
seemed to enjoy her ride on the zip line. 

The Circle 
The circle eventually formed up and was RA�d by 
the perpetual substitute RA, Such a Puss.  
Apparently Shuttle Cock was off learning a foreign 
language, German or something.  Because all the 
really good ones come from over there.   

http://www.h4.org/


Heartache was accused by EZ Fag of losing his 
BLING BLING on trail.  He was car jacked by 
some gangster that wanted the hubcap necklace that 
he was wearing.  Heartache quickly handed over 
the hubcap and his wallet, even though the gangster 
didn�t ask for the wallet.  

The awards were soon given the Hearts for having 
the most points.  French Drip for having the silliest 
item found. Ass Grabber won for the most unique 
item.  He was able to find a live pigeon and carry 
him in to the end.  Ass Grabber then cooked the 
pigeon and fed him to the hash claiming it was 
salmon patties.  It tasted like chicken to me! 
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