Summit H3 R*n #643, Saturday, October 14, 2000

Watchung Reservation

Hare: Orgasmitron


As per hash tradition, the erections were shitty.  So by the time Dr. O decided to start the pack, it was a pack of one, namely our newest import Camel Colon from Scotland (please forgive me if the name is wrong!)  Not long after the “pack” was off, a visitor from Tidewater H3, Chip & Fail, showed up and tried to find trail.  A few minutes later, Cereal Killer and Sweet Pee showed up, and while trying to find trail stumbled upon Chip & Fail.  We unsuccessfully combined our brain cells to figure out what the hell Dr. O had done.  After backtracking several times, we found more late-cummers, the walking Alibi and Suck ‘Em Up (tired from their marathon training that morning).  The five of us cunt-inued to try to figure out what the hell Dr. O had done with trail, ended up back on the road where we had started after losing trail completely, and said a collective “Fuck it!”, gathered some chairs and blankets, Chip & Fail’s cooler of beer, and enjoyed the lovely autumn day.  Eventually the hare and his lonely pack showed up and joined us.  It seems that Dr. O had intended to finish setting a big circle-jerk after the pack set out, but decided to abandon that plan when he didn’t think anyone else would show up.  Thus our confusion as to why the trail went dead.


After hanging around a bit longer, we headed to the hare’s house (look for the Ralph Nader for President sign on the tree out front), where we sat in the backyard eating chips, salsa, and hotdogs.  There was a field trip to the living room to see the larger-than-life nude painting (snatch included).  The sex-swing on the porch was admired by several hashers, too.  Papoose showed up, and so did Twatever.  Hmmm…definitely more non-runners today than runners.  Orgasmitron’s son popped through at one point, with his hair many shades of blue.  It was also discovered that several of our own have spent some time behind bars…apparently Orgasmitron was arrested back in the homeland for grand theft auto!  We’ll have to remember that the next time someone locks their keys in their car.



On-Out!




Sweet Pee
