Summit H3 #738
Mon. June 3rd, 2002, Glen Rock
Hare: Alibi
Hounds: Sweet Pee, Cereal Killer, GI, Dogmeat, Breaststroke, Keyhole, Seoul
Brudda, Suck 'Em Up, Twatever, Anal Lick It All, Double Dribble, Papoose,
Big Bird, Loco Morrow, Dog E. Style, Massengil, Kurt / "Pointy Member", and
Ronan The Librarian

The hounds gathered in great anticipation of another Alibi death march.
Would they be let down?  Alibi promised us TWO beer stops and TWO
chicken/eagle splits.  Sounds like he's up to his usual....  We were sent
off and pounded the pavement for quite a while, twisting and turning through
residentials.  Alibi later confessed he did that on purpose, so as to
disorient the few hashers who were already somewhat familiar with the area.
It worked.  Finally, after quite a bit of ASS-fault, we were led into some
nice wooded areas.  Not very shiggy-ful, but a nice trail anyway.  After we
were out for close to an hour, we FINALLY hit the first beer check, across
the river (or the bridge if you were observant) from the trail.  Anal Lick
It All and Keyhole compared their pedophile-o-meter technologies as we
refreshed ourselves for the rest of the trail.  Double Dribble committed to
mammary the phone number scrawled all over the signs and backstop ("For a
good time call..." "For good HEAD, call..." "For good HEAD and a handjob,
call...").  Sounds like a potential hasher, who's volunteering to recruit?
The beer check was also the first promised chicken/eagle split.  Most hounds
decided to be overachievers, while cK, Twatever, Ronan, and I chickened it
(Papoose, Loco, and Double had already called it quits by then).  Not much
to report there, just more residentials.  The eagles caught up with the
chickens at sunset, and we made it to beer check #2 just as the town's air
raid sirens started blaring and trains started rumbling by the expensive
homes.  We enjoyed another round of refreshments in the dark, and Alibi
decided that the eagle trail that went from here would be cancelled due to
lack of visibility.  With relief, we took the chicken straight back to the
A.  Keyhole recorded 12,607 steps on his pedophile-o-meter, making his
outing a 9.75-mile sojourn, and officially categorizing Alibi's trail as a
death march.  Hooray for consistency!

After changing and saying goodnight to Big Bird (who claimed to be
"buggered", though I thought that word meant something other than tired...),
we gathered in the back private room of the Glen Rock Inn, where pitchers of
beer and platters of wings and nachos waited for us.  We realized that we
were missing one hasher, Dog E. Style, and registered some small concern
between gulps of beer and fighting the other hounds to get to the food.
Figuring him to be a resourceful hasher, we started the circle, with cK
taking charge for Alibi as ASS-istant Religious Advisor for the evening.  We
more than succeeded at fulfilling our new rule of giving out at least six
down-downs:
   Alibi: one for the hare, one for canceling the second eagle trail
   Kurt: for pointing out the bridge at the first beer check to
incoming hounds
   Ronan: Re-boot.  Can it really be SEVEN YEARS since he's been out
with us?  What did you all do to scare 
    him away for so long???  Will it be another seven until we see him
again?
Keyhole: for being featured in an article about great Seton Hall r*nners
Twatever: today's her birthday!  I'd tell you how old, but I value my life.
Dog E. Style: yes, he finally showed up in the middle of the circle, and got
one down-down for DFL, and a 
    second down-down for technology (cell phone) on trail.
Papoose: one for not sending out the writeup for Double Dribble's run
(Papoose tried to defend himself by 
    saying you can't write up your own run, and got a chorus of
"BULLSHIT"), one for autohashing, and one 
    for hats in the circle.  All three down-downs were done in protest.
Loco: one for autohashing, and one for hats in the circle
Double Dribble: autohashing
All Former GMs: when one former GM drinks.... 12 former GMs and GI, our
current GM, consumed.
Anal Lick It All and Sweet Pee: for not getting a down-down yet.

We also had a NOMMING!  For his pointing out the bridge at the first beer
check and thus keeping our feet dry, and coincidentally for his attending
West Point Academy, Kurt will now be know to the hash as Pointy Member.
Cereal Killer surprised us all by endorsing a name that has nothing to do
with asses!

The evening continued on with good food, good beer, and the singing of hash
songs without the worries of offending any patrons (the staff kept closing
the door so we couldn't be seen or heard).  And so the Summit hash succeeded
in showing everyone a great time.  Even Ronan said he would be back again
soon!
       On-On!
           Sweet Pee
