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Start Location:  Way out West 

What a turbulent and unpredictable day this was, 
much like hanging out with someone with 
Tourette's. 

As I drove west along I-10 I could see the heavy 
rain clouds dumping out west of town, but I thought 
that they were too far away to interrupt our Hash. 
Then as I kept driving west (wondering if I should 
have brought my passport, this was so far away) I 
realized I was driving right into the Heart of 
Darkness. 

It was just barely sprinkling when I pulled up to the 
start, drove through the dry clay (which later turned 
into a mud bog that would have given Heartache a 
hard-on), and parked just as the pack took off. At 
the time I started running trail (Dick the Boy 
Wonder was actually running with me at the start!) I 
actually thought that the light sprinkle was 
refreshing. The trail headed south to a bayou, 
west along the bayou, then northwest through a 
fairly open field. By this time I'd been through three 
checks (I think that they were shit, fuck, and 
something else) and the rain was heavy, the wind 
was strong, and I was grinning. 

So I caught up to the pack (FRBs and all) working a 
backcheck at the edge of another bayou. Eventually 
a couple of brave hounds crossed the rushing bayou 
and found trail heading south. Dumpster Digger, 
Hooter Bill, Doughnut Holer, and myself stayed on 
the original side of the bayou and followed thinking 
that the pack would have to cross back over the 
bayou again (actually if we were to truly shortcut, 
we could have stayed on that side of the bayou). 
After about a quarter mile, Doughnut Holer and I 
crossed over the bayou to pursue the pack. At this 

point the rain was so hard, and had been so steady, 
that I did not see any marks. However, by following 
the pack ahead we were able to find the beer check 
and the hares to give directions to the on home. One 
more mile along the bayou headed east, another 
bayou crossing, and the trail ended at NARCs 
house. 

The Circle 
As everyone arrived at NARCs house, it was still 
raining quite hard, so we hung out in the garage 
drinking beer waiting for the last of the hounds to 
make it in. As if on cue, after Geek rolls in, the 
rain peters out and the sun shines. The circle (kegs 
and all) head back out to the bayou to commence 
the ceremonies. 

There were about six or eight new boots who were 
neighbors of NARC who were a lot of fun and 
really got into the spirit of the circle. Pavarotten 
brought gifts from China, Rain Bitch was forced to 
drink a beer for bringing rain, the Hashit was passed 
to NARC, the hares drank multiple times for 
various offenses, Sticky Lips was punished for 
jumping on nearby hounds every time the lightning 
struck, Rubbin' the Boy Wanker drank for trying to 
lead Geek into the forest for a bit of man-on-man 
action, and everyone cursed continually.  

People began filtering back to the garage in hopes 
of beef brisket, so the circle ended a little early. The 
hares brought out four trays of beef biscuit! The 
hounds were delighted! More beer was drank, 
neighbors showed up, and all was well. Dude, 
Where's My Car showed up at the very end in drag 
(uh, I mean uniform) to help us finish the beer. 

This has been about my favorite run all year. The 
hares manned the trail in bad weather to make it fun 
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for the hounds, there was an abundance of food and 
beer, and the end of good weather, location, and 
camaraderie were all memorable. 

On-On, 
Krusty Kremer 

 
 


