Summit H3 Interhash: Atlantic City

October 20-22, 2000

Center of our Universe for the weekend: the Luxurious El-Rancho Motel

Our hosts for the weekend: Cereal Killer (Joint Master & Beer Wench), G.I. (Joint Master & Chef Extraordinaire), and Ish (Pushover Tyrant of the El-Rancho)


I understand that about 250 visiting hashers from all over the cuntry descended upon Atlantic City on Friday, but the allure of the casinos, Miss America cuntestants, Go-Go bars, ocean views, Monopoly trivia, and the nudie bar was too much for them, and most were never seen or heard from again.  So if any hashes out there are missing people, you might want to try searching the streets of AC….  Fifteen hashers were made of stronger stuff and survived a great weekend, including several visitors: Walkabout (currently from New York City H3, but previously from the Zurich H3 in Switzerland), the lovely Maxwell Twat (from Texas, I believe the San Antonio hash), and Donald Dick (from…well, I forget, but it’s somewhere that’s not here).  Our locals included our hosts G.I. and Cereal Killer, and other Summit hashers: Twatever, Alibi, Double Dribble, Papoose, Seoul Brudda, Breaststroke, Massengil, Sweet Pee, Foreskin, and Splice Girl.  

Upon arriving, all pre-paid hashers received a $50 refund and a great long-sleeved T-shirt.  The Friday night hash was quickly rejected by all, so instead of working up an appetite for beer, we just dove right in.  The El-Rauncho motel was equipped with a large balcony area, where a picnic table, folding and camp chairs, and big buckets of good cold beer were set up for the weekend.  Eventually the group got a bit restless, so we hit the streets.  First stop was the Tropicana to get our Diamond Club memberships, which would allow us in the next day for their Octoberfest and free food.  We then decided we wanted to see some A. C. T&A.  Still wanting beer (and having left our large supply back at the hotel) we figured a Go-Go bar would be better than the all-nude bar since Go-Gos serve alcohol.  And there we saw…well, not much really.  One gorgeous woman, several alluring women, one absolutely terrible woman who couldn’t make anything look sexy if her life depended on it (you all know which one that was), and less T&A than one would see on the beach or in an afternoon soap opera.  But we persevered and had fun anyway.  Papoose and Alibi were practicing basketball shots using crumpled $1s and dancers’ outstretched panties.  Double Dribble seemed to have enough fun just handing the $1s to the dancers, despite Maxwell Twat’s attempts to get him to at least get close enough to the girls to touch them.  Twatever inquired about the possibility of letting our bimbos get up to dance on the side stage, and management gave a big “Hell No!”  Their loss….  Test tube shots were consumed, using creative ways of holding and passing the drinking vessels.  The night wore on , and eventually we all headed back to the “comfort” of our hotel rooms.  Several of us lingered into the wee hours of the night, trying to convince Maxwell Twat that her breasts were perfect (some weren’t so sure and wanted a closer look).

Saturday morning started with G.I.’s famous breakfast treats: chinese egg pancake with pork sung, oatmeal, tiny marinated fishies, and polish sausage, all prepared on the balcony.  He did manage to melt some of the plastic carpeting with his frying pan; let’s hope Ish doesn’t find out about that one.  It promised to be a beautiful day, with bright sun, comfortable temperatures, and a great hash.  Alibi opted to start his day by running the trail that had been set for Friday night.  Too bad nobody warned him that it was an A to B run.  We learned that Double Dribble is creative in combating his infamous snoring problem: apparently he taped his mouth shut before going to sleep to force himself to breathe through his nose.  Either that or he had a run-in with some of the local Untouchables.  G.I. proved that you’re never too old to learn new things.  That morning he finally learned the definition of the word “twat”, and suddenly our Grand Mattress’s name seemed so much funnier to him.

While Cereal Killer was setting trail for the day, we went for a walk along the beach and boardwalk.  Donald Dick was impressed with the variety of cheap red dresses that were being sold in the little T-shirt shops, while Papoose was more interested in the various T-shirts (for Twatever: “I’m tattooed in places you’d love to lick”; for Cereal Killer: “My next wife will be normal”; for himself: “68…Do me and I’ll owe you one”).  Breaststroke bought a box of salt water taffey for ~$6, then saw that three stores down a box of the same size cost $3.  He bought that box to bring the price-per-taffee ratio down, and then saw that another four stores down the same size box cost only $1.50.  For the rest of the walk we were all on the lookout for free taffee…  We stopped in the Tropicana to check out their Octoberfest (the free food was to be our lunch and dinner on Saturday), and we discovered that Cereal had been lied to: the “free” food cost $5.50 for a sandwich and $8 for a platter, plus more for coffee, beer, and dessert.  That, f%*k that!

Back at the El-Raunco at 3:00, the pack gathered for the day’s trail.  Ish cringed at the sight of a big flour arrow in his parking lot, and we completely ignored him.  After unnecessary instructions, the pack was let loose on the streets of Atlantic City.  The beer check was very early in the trail, which threw off several hashers (Walkabout and Breaststroke included) who kept running right past the little bar with big arrows pointing to the door and those things called “words” written in chalk that said “Beer Check”.  The local regulars in the bar kept their distance, but were intrigued by the concept of running and drinking at the same time.  They did point out that fishing is the same thing, without the running.  G.I. played the part of the border collie, herding up the now-comfortable hashers and getting them back out on trail.  The flour led them through the streets, along the boardwalk, under the boardwalk, through the Trump Taj Mahal, through the Sands’ employee parking lot (which was now closed, with no way to actually go through it), around the Bally’s and in front of the Clairidge.  While along the boardwalk, Breaststroke got lost and bumped into Maxwell Twat, who had been having a late lunch with her brother-in-law and very pregnant sister.  Her hash clothes were in the van, so she changed in the middle of the parking lot, and (get this) Breaststroke didn’t even peek!  I don’t know who is more offended, the Summit Hash or Maxwell Twat.  (Rumor has it that he got a private showing later that night…)  Maxwell joined the trail midway.  Trail continued, and hashers were treated to the residential areas of Atlantic City, including the projects.  The trail finally ended across the street from the Trump Marina, on top of a HUGE pile of construction sand acres in size.  Alibi found out why Cereal warned us to stay on the marked trail: he ventured a bit off to one side, and one leg sank up to his knee in the sand, followed quickly by his other leg.  Both of Alibi’s shoes were sucked off and left behind.  While we enjoyed the view from the mound, we were spotted by two cops who drove up to pay us a visit.  May I point out that Massengil was with us at the time.  Coincidence???  You be the judge.  Not to worry, though.  Because there were no “No Trespassing” signs, we couldn’t be busted for anything, they just wanted to make sure we weren’t throwing rocks at the cars below.  One cop even asked if he could have a beer, and Papoose played the role of Mr. Responsibility by reminding them that they were on duty.  They didn’t object to our request to have our picture taken with them and their car, and out came the cameras.  Luckily, I had one picture left in my camera when they tried to leave, but the cop-car got stuck in the sand and one of them had to get out and push.  Feeling like we had already pushed our luck a bit too much, we piled into Cereal Killer’s and G.I.’s vans and headed back to the motel…just as Foreskin and Splice Girl finished the trail and watched from the top of the sand mound as we all drove away.  Oops!  I guess we were wrong when we assumed that they had turned around and gone back to the motel.  Luckily, the cab ride back wasn’t too expensive for them.

Back at the motel’s balcony, the circle was held, despite Ish’s insistence that we were too loud and waking up other guests.  We then headed to the Wonder-Bra for a great dinner.  Donald Dick somehow somewhere lost one contact lens, so was squinting more than usual and knocking over beers left and right.  We all signed a T-shirt for Maxwell to take back to Texas, and called Dogmeat to let him know that he was missing a great time, and that Maxwell had really hoped he would be there.  We mean she REALLY hoped he would be there.  Oh well….  With food and beer in our bellies, we were ready to hit the nightlife again.  We packed up a big cooler of beer, squeezed into Cereal’s shaggin’ wagon minivan, and headed for the nudie bar.  MUCH better than the Go-Go letdown of Friday night!  A collection was taken to get G.I. into the “hot seat”, a nasty-looking pleather chair that is dragged out to the middle of the stage, the lucky victim sits and gets an up-close-and-personal show from one of the dancers.  Good think G.I. learned what a twat is, since he got to see Cherry’s.  Creative opening line: “Hey guys, who wants to see my pussy?”  She writhed, slammed, slithered, somersaulted, poured beer on him, whipped him a couple of times with a belt, and ended by ripping the band off of his underwear.  And over all of the loud music, hooting, and laughter, you could hear G.I. cheering “Wooo Hooo!!!”  Walkabout found a seat in the front row, Maxwell and Alibi treated themselves to more private viewings, while others were for some reason more interested in the World Series game #1 than anything going on around them.  Eventually, the evening had to cum to an end, and we returned to the El-Rauncho with visions of bouncing flesh dancing in our heads.

Sunday morning again started with G.I.’s breakfast treats, plus a few hairs-of-the-dog.  As a peace offering for missing them after Saturday’s run, we served breakfast in bed to Foreskin and Splice Girl, but the cloud of fart-smelling noxious gas that greeted us when we opened the door was overpowering, so we got out as fast as we could.  But not before Seoul could take some good pictures….  Folks started to hit the road one-by-one, and the last of the stragglers hit the casinos to try their hands at craps before leaving.

That was the long version write-up.  Here’s the short version:  Beautiful weather.  Nice T-shirts.  Great trail, watch out for quicksand.  Lots of good beer.  Saw some tits!  Saw even more than tits!  Now G.I. knows what “twat” is.  Ish needs to lighten up.  If you weren’t there, you should have been, especially if your name is Dogmeat.



On-Out!




Sweet Pee

