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The Start 
Hared by Dick the Boy Wonder, who later 
completely took over the circle with his drunken 
babblings. (P.S. – I can’t say anything bad about 
DTBW and actually mean it, because he literally 
chased my dog like two miles this past weekend 
while he and Nipple and Dime were dog sitting and 
Gus ran away. He also tied Gus to a trash can so he 
could go grocery shopping.) 

You know it is going to be a good hash when 
people get lost ON THE WAY TO THE START. 
From the beginning, people were complaining about 
the horrible directions on the Hash Line, which to 
be fair, were not so horrible. In fact, the start was 
really hard find, and had I known we would have 
had to off-road it to get there, I would have offered 
more people a ride in my all-wheel drive car.  

Me, Krusty and Butt Pirate were a few of the first 
people at the start, which was in the middle of a 
long median on some street I can’t even remember 
now. You had to enter the media at the turn-around 
area like half a mile away, so we watched as people 
drove in long circles around us trying to find the 
spot where you could drive over the curb and onto 
the grass.  

As I was changing my shoes I got attacked by a 
bunch of fire ants, which added to my scratches 
from the run Saturday (thorny vine, yikes!); and my 
bruises from Saturday night (pudding wrestling, 
double yikes!!). Finally, people gathered around for 
chalk talk, during which Dick explained that trail 
was actually marked in about 18 different 
substances – four colors of flagging tape, flour, 
toilet paper, Ace bandages, blood from the day 
before, more fire ant piles. As he was babbling on, 

drunkenly, a couple of us noticed red flagging tape 
across the street and quietly snuck off while Dick 
continued to say things that made zero sense in 
between sips of run and Coke. 

Just as aside here - Dick and several of the hashers 
who were left over Sunday morning did a Lazy 
Bimbo Hash in which we basically walked in circles 
around his parents’ house, singing songs and 
drinking shots of whatever was left from the night 
before. During a post midnight the night before, 
which I RA-ed, Dick was almost renamed Drunk 
the Boy Wonder for his amazing ability to both talk 
and chug at the same time. Most of the time what he 
said didn’t make any sense, but seeing as how he 
was our gracious host, we humored him well into 
the wee hours of the morning anyway, laughing 
when we thought he was making a joke and 
attempting to sing along with whatever new songs 
he brought back from Cardiff. 

Anyway, back to Sunday. Early that morning, 
Krusty and I awoke to the pitter-patter of rain on 
our tent at about 8 a.m. Cums Anyway and 
McPisser, the poor souls, were packing up their tent 
in the pouring rain because McP had to work that 
day. The rain would continue throughout Sunday, 
which actually made the run far more pleasant. In 
the summer, I always love when it rains during 
runs, so kudos to Miss Bitch for that. 

The Trail 
There is little I remember, thanks to the Lazy 
Bimbo Hash, about Sunday’s run. Those who didn’t 
head the Hash Line’s warning about high socks on 
Saturday wore pants and gators Sunday, but this run 
had almost no thorny vines. There were lots of 
humongous tree spiders, though, and pretty much 
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the entire pack stuck it together the whole way. I 
also like running through the woods, not on specific 
trails, because trail is not always that obvious, but 
when someone hits it, it is very easy to cut through 
the trees to meet up with them. 

For the first time since my very first hash, a Space 
City Hash, Krusty stayed with me for almost all of 
the trail. Don’t be fooled, though, because he wasn’t 
looking out for me. He was suffering a mystery 
injury, a huge gash on his big toe he somehow 
sustained the night before.  

At one point, my new boot Kasey followed trail to a 
big, muddy hill that slid down into barbed wire 
fence. It was really hard to stand on the hill because 
of the mud, and also because fire ants were literally 
everywhere, but you also had to struggle not to slip 
right into the barbed wire. He and Hooter Bill were 
major gentleman, helping me, Just Jamey and 
Casey’s wife, new boot Monica, holding our hands 
down the hill and over the barbed wire. Very 
appropriate hash behavior, as far as I’m concerned. 
Hashers helping other haskers out. Hooter then 
made up for his good behavior by scaling another 
hill that led to a major street that he ran along for a 
long time, completely bypassing most of the trail 
and shortcutting to a sports field where he met back 
up with us. 

Later, during the circle, Kasey told me he wanted to 
go up to Dick and “show him the capitol of 
Thailand” (think about it) for that particularly 
treacherous stretch of trail. 

The Circle 
We finally arrived at our on in, all of us soaking wet 
from the soft rain that fell almost all day. The on in 
was also a median, but very grassy and shaded, and 
in an area where hecklers had prime real estate to 
drive by, honking and yelling at us throughout the 
circle. About 100 feet away, down a hill, was a 
small concrete creek where the rain water was 
draining, and a few of us walked down to it, 
barefoot, to soak our swollen feet in the cool water. 
The only bad thing about the circle was that most of 
our bags got wet in the back of the shag wagon, but 
in all, I didn’t mind. 

The short circle once again mostly consisted of 
Drunk’s ramblings, and then everyone was invited 
to go back to his ‘rents house for the conclusion of 
Crab Hash, marked by mass consumption of Ass 
Grabber’s leftovers. 

I’ve only been a hasher (off and on at that) for about 
a year, and I know that the Crab Hash has been an 
annual event for a long time, but I just want to thank 
Dick, Ass Grabber, Rie (who became Nipple and 
Dime that weekend), Dick’s parents and everyone 
else who attended. I know a lot of people missed it, 
and they missed a lot, but those who came had a 
great time and I’m sure they echo my sentiment 
about how we appreciate the time, money and effort 
these wonderful hashers put into this party. Even 
though I will still make fun of Dick every chance I 
get for tying my dog to a trash can. 

Your Chocolatey Scribe, 
Snatchaterryass 

 
 


