Please, Oh Please, Don’t Make Me Run the Second  City Trail!
 

(Second City’s Post Anthrax Hash 12/17/06)

 

Hares:  Soar Balls, Chip N Dale

 

Location: Independence Tap

 

Well, well.  After anthraxing the day before with a really, really shitty trail set by It’s Too Soft and Chicken Stiffer, it was time again to join the hash family for a rollicking Sunday afternoon.  When I pulled up at my usual 15 minute past the hash hour, what to my wondering eyes should appear- but one of the hares, flashing his rear!  Ok, ok, I will NOT spend the rest of my write-up trying to parody “Twas the Night Before….”  But only if Soar Balls stop flashing me in the parking lot, I am starting to enjoy it.  Anyway back to the hash.  Independence Tap-  for the convenience of all of the out of town hashers taking the expressway home, all of the local hashers getting off at the Irving Park stop of the Blue Line, and all of those hashers that live near Irving and Pulaski.  When I entered the fine establishment, beer was already flowing and Good Swallow, Bloody Thighs, Princess Labia, and EZ on the Ass were hovering around bowls of popcorn and pints of liquid gold.  I can’t remember if it was Yer Anus or Dingleberry that was spread eagle out on the floor, but Paddle Yer Anus was about to paddle Yer Anus, but that is a story for another time.  Soar Balls was busy doing a Chicken Stiffer impersonation by talking to a toothless, but timeless bar patron and Chip N Dale was again leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination with those very, very, very tight running pants-  can you say “man-gina”?  Somewhere, somehow AssFlac found the bar, even though we tried to give him bad directions.  There was chit-chat involved and Yer Anus declared that we would give the hares a two pitcher head start.   Well, there were a few hung-over bodies there, so I think it ended up in favor of the hares when we finally declared the pitchers empty and headed out to the street.  Nobody really remembers how much of a head start the hares got, but we circled up, complained about everything and finally with a hearty On-On, off we went.  It was the usual checks, splits, back checks and the typical crappy nonsense we are accustomed to.  Nothing really noteworthy except the whole pack blew right by a turkey/eagle split, with nobody taking the eagle, the frb changed various times, such that Paddle Yer Anus commented that she wasn’t quite sure how to read the marks as she never had been the frb before, Princess Labia pointed out a back check that we had already back-checked a mile or so back, EZ on the Ass took a bad turn and we thought we lost him forever, and Dingleberry cheated death many times with her dad, Yer Anus running the stroller.  After a hideously long trail (well, not so hideous and not so long either, but it seemed that way after being at the Anthrax Hash the day before),  we came upon the beer stop in the form of Christina’s (the home of the $2.00 Guinness) and apparently a short-cutting EZ on the Ass had shortcutted his way into catching the hares mere inches from the door to Christina’s, but due to the fact it was Soar Balls and Chip N Dale, no pantsing was initiated.  There was apparently only 3 Guinness- one for each of the hares and the frb, the rest of us were left standing in the back of the bus drinking swill.  On the television, the Bears were attempting to snatch defeat from the jaws of victory and AssFlac was attempting to get his ass kicked by all of the patrons for applauding the Bears on their less than stellar play.  One by one, the hashers decided to head back to the On-In, their exit based solely on their interest in the tied and overtime Bears game-  we left EZ on the Ass crying at the back-bar.  I left with Good Swallow and we very cleverly outfoxed KGB and Princess Labia on a left turn and left them in our dust….ummmmm or at least they were walking a few steps behind us then.  Everyone returned safely, even EZ on the Ass and eventually the Bears were triumphant with a game-winning field goal.  Pitchers were filled, and I (being both GM and the RA pro tem) called the circle to order.  By now we were joined by Just Do Me Slowly and Peterbilt, but we lost CP to her relatives for some sort of Hanukah thing.  Let’s see- it was a rather long but very fun circle- the hares drank, Good Swallow was called out for being newly married- apparently there will be no more sex for that guy, EZ on the Ass for both frb and dfl, Yer Anus for failing to bring the much heralded haberdashery, the entire Anus family was called out (and apparently so was DCFS for child abuse , as Dingleberry was doing down-downs)  Princess Labia did something stupid……ummmmm, well,…….so did everyone else, so many down-downs were had, AssFlac did a really funny song about sex with dead people.  We closed the circle and did what we always do at Second City- sit around drinking and either cracking each other up or killing the conversation, as the need arises.  The late arrival of Its Too Soft and Chicken Snifter caused the circle to be reconvened so proper down-downs could be served up to the Anthrax hash promoters.  Then back to sitting in a circle throwing peanut shells in a very tiny bowl that Just Do Me Slowly put in the center, lots of toilet humor, a cheer from Princess Labia, lots of gaseous eruptions from Soar Balls, discussions of the demise of Dicken’s Cider and questions as to her final resting place- in Soar Ball’s trunk or under his bed.  At a certain point, we realized that we were the only ones left in the bar, the hash cash had vanished just like our rational thoughts, and it was time to go.  Well done, Soar Balls and Chip N Dale.  Next Hash: 12/30 Holiday Hash at Soar Balls place.  Remember to bring a tacky, but with bad taste, gift for the grab bag.  Humbly submitted- Rhotan

