Summit H3 #646 Sat. October 28th 2000 (joint with Hackensack H3)

Massengil’s Annual Hollow-Weenie Hash

Cast of Characters: PopTop as clown, Prodigy as Junior Birdman, Suck ‘Em Up as Santa, Orgasmitron as Rainbowhead, Dogmeat as Jailbird-Massengil, Papoose as Scream, Double Dribble as Darryl Strawberry (complete with coke-covered nose), Sweet Pee as tube of Anal-ese, Cereal Killer as Pretty Death, Seoul Brudda as Pumpkinhead, Locomorrow as Vampire, Maggie (Loco’s spawn) and Virgin Brian (spaw-in-law) as masked lovers, and the scariest costume awards go to Bleu My Meat, Miscast, Maliboo, Alibi, Breaststroke, and hare Massengil, all of whom came dressed as themselves.


It was one of those perfect autumn days, sunny, cool, windy, and a Saturday so everyone could enjoy it.  What better way to enjoy it than to go hashing!  The pack met at the Green Village Fire House near the Great Swamp.  We hung around for a few photo-ops (minus the latecummers), feebly explained the lack of rules to our virgin, and then the r#%ners were off towards promised muck and mire.  Maliboo, knowing where trail was set, put down a pack arrow blowing us all right through the first check.  Didn’t help much, because we still went pretty far down a falsie trail that took us right past a sheep farm.  Despite the tremendous temptation laid out before them, the pack proved to be made of stronger stuff by turning around and eventually finding true trail.  Loco, as we have cum to expect, blazed his own trails in hopes of shortcutting, and the lovely Maggie and brave Brian realized quickly that following him might not be the best course of action.  Trail took us through fields and into the woods, along lovely paths that paralleled streams and became only slightly soft at points.  The tricky hare set trail marks on the ground, and sometimes on piles of leaves, which doesn’t work very well on days as windy as this one was, since most marks were either blown away or covered by blown leaves.  Though the hash does like the concept of blowing….


The pack eventually came to the beer check, set on a road near some woods and fields, but sadly the autohashers (Prodigy, Suck ‘Em Up, Dogmeat, and our hare Massengil) decided to pack the Red Dog cans in dry ice, so the beer was solid.  Some even exploded, which was entertaining until we realized that it meant loss of beer.  We never saw Breaststroke or Maliboo at the beer check, even though several of us swore they were right behind us not too far back.  Turns out that Maliboo, knowing the area as well as he does, thought that meant he also knew where trail was going to lead.  So he shortcutted, taking Breaststroke with him, and they both missed the beercicle check.  Locomorrow showed up looking like he added lots of fake blood drippings to his vampire costume, but of course they were real, and he mumbled something about there definitely being deer in the area.  Hmmmm….  At this point, Papoose, Cereal Killer and Double Dribble bailed out, and the rest of the pack finished trail, never once hitting the promised shoe-sucking quagmire that is the Great Swamp.  Damn!  We did pass another sheep farm though.  Wasn’t there a James Bond song about that?  “Nobody does it better/ Makes me feel sad for the rest/ Nobody does it quite the way ewes do/ Baby, they’re the best!”  I don’t know if anyone paused, but the pack was scattered cumming back to the start.  Back at the Fire House, some of the beers had thawed to a consumable slush, which greatly enhanced our hashing pleasure.  Bleu My Meat showed up for the first time in ages and was more than happy to join us in a beer-slushie.  A caravan was formed to the On-In, at a bar about 69 miles away judging by how long it took us to get there.  Personally, I thought Massengil was trying to lose us.  And for our troubles of getting there, we were served by the GRUMPIEST waiter I think I have ever met.  Pictures were passed around from the Atlantic City Interhash weekend, down-downs were handed out by our Joint Master Cereal Killer, and the possibility of renaming Dogmeat to Circle Jerk was discussed for his constant stream of accusations and down-down requests.  The evening ended with the usual hash merriment, and PopTop will be trying to wash the clown makeup off of his face for the next week or so.



On-On!




Sweet Pee   

