Run # 1456 on February 24th 2014 at Cady’s Bar on Putnam Pike

Hare: Basket

Pack, if you can call it a pack was WHO, Rusty, Oozie, Donkey & Pubic

Turd week in a row that snow shoes could be used to follow trail.

It was the Monday after the ski hash at TFO’s in NH, and hardly a hasher was stirring. Had the hash succumbed to the cold, were the escapades in the sauna too much to bare? The sleepy town of Chepachet looked like the frozen tundra, the rest of RI was without snow because the weather had warmed up sufficiently enough to melt it all away. At 6:27pm the pack consisted of WHO and Rusty, suddenly Oozie made an entry and on hearing that conditions were too dangerous for skis he hopped back in his car and told us he was going home. False hopes were dashed when he merely took his car to a parking spot that wasn’t in the middle of a huge puddle.
Rumour had it that Donkey and Pubic were on the way, Basket opted to wait for them as trail actually crossed Putnam Pike and on into the woods. Blue chalk on blacktop is hard to see even with the keenest of eyes, and so WHO, OOzie and Rusty crossed the road at 6:40pm with their snow shoes on, click clack went the pack. We soon found out what the hare meant was dangerous, there were blobs of blue chalk but no foot prints and no ski trail, the snow was so cold and frozen that we floated on top of it. 

We came to a check at a frozen lake, but there was also an arrow that led us to a backpack sitting ominously, out in the open, on top of the snow. It looked like a trap, Rusty and WHO checked it out and soon found that there was one container of beer for each member of the pack, now that’s a beer stop. WHO saw a B on the lake after we found the beer and then when we decided to hide from the hare we saw another B. This could be the first time in RIH3 history that the pack found and drank beer before they saw the B, WHO cares. Donkey and Pubic caught up with us at the beer stop, as we stood behind a sign to shelter from the wind. A few songs were sung and we were off on trail again.
As we meandered through the woods we came upon a small parking lot where a lone soul was with his car and wearing a light on his head, there was no response to calls of “are you”, but as we got closer we found out it was WIPOS. Nobody is sure as to how he came to be in such a spot, but then again nobody is sure as to why he sits at the bar when we are at a table. The next time he was seen was at said bar.

Oozie found the correct bushwhacking trail at a check right before the second beer stop and he stayed quiet about it so that the rest of us would be late. This second stop was at a lean too, sheltered from wind and snow. We sat around a camp fire, ate orange food, told stories of the weekend in NH and generally had a good time. Basket announced that this location would also serve as the point for the circle, and so we circled up. The Hare was told he was brilliant and given 5 gold stars, one from everyone. A long time later, we packed up and went to Cady’s for grub and beer, the food sucked and the beer came in a close second. Rusty ordered a shot of whiskey to make his Blackberry work again; it worked much to the astonishment of the waitress. Funny thing about walking into a bar in the middle of nowhere at 9 O’Clock on a Monday night, everyone stops talking and looks at you. Then they laugh and say “Oh, it’s the snow shoe people”. Not sure if that’s a good thing or a weird thing, not that it matters because we will be doing the same thing somewhere else next week.
