Summit H3 R*n #625

Monday July 10 Y2K, 7:00 pm

Hare: G.I.

The Pack: Alibi, Keyhole, Lifa, Suck ‘Em Up, Dogmeat, Bleu My Meat, Pussyfoot, Cereal Killer, Sweet Pee, Rosebutt, Double Dribble, Massengil, Locomorrow, Twatever, Seoul Brudda, Virgin George


G.I. promised us in the erections that this is deer country, but he never said anything about the other horrors that awaited the eager pack on trail!  We met in a parking lot next to some in-the-process-of-being-constructed houses, and the bug spray was passed around and applied liberally.  G.I. pointed us in the direction of some thick growth, and the pack was off.  

It didn’t take very long for the first plant attack, as Twatever almost instantly was impaled by a really nasty, tenacious thorn.  Trail led us through some high, thick shiggy-filled deer paths.  Somewhere along the way, Twatever was impaled again and bent over to remove the offending thorn.  The sight was apparently too much for Loco to handle, as he kept his eyes on the lovely Twat and not on trail, and as a result face-planted in the shiggy.  Trail then branched off and paralleled a river, with sparse hash marks and an arrow set in twigs.  After some confusion, the pack found the continuation of trail into the woods, with some more thick, thorny shiggy!  How many of us were bleeding by this point in time?  Some of the ground, if it wasn’t densely packed with thorns, was wet and mooshy, as Alibi found out the hard way.  One wrong step and the earth swallowed one of his shoes.  Deciding that trail might be more difficult with only one shoe, Alibi stuck more than half his f**king arm (f**king arm, f**king aa-aa-aa-aarm…) into the muck and yanked his shoe out of the mud.

Finally we reached the beer check.  Twatever came out of the woods itchy from the thorns, and G.I. provided her with an ointment that smelled like Vicks Vaporub ™.  Not able to catch a break that day, Twat broke open a needed beer (Yeungling!) and never got a chance to taste it because we were suddenly joined by representatives of the law enforcement agency.  Damn, Gil, how do they always find you?  They seemed confused by the concept of r*nning and drinking, but not entirely turned off by it.  Sweet Pee suggested they should check out our web site (www.hashnj.com for those of you living under a rock), for which she was later awarded a down-down.  (I still think it’s a good thing to have the cops on our side.)  Trail continued along local roads etc. to bring us back to A, where more beers were consumed WITHOUT police presence, as well as chips and watermelon.

On-In was at Zagursky’s, where we all ate well while watching the All Star home run derby (no contest, Sammy Sosa all the way!).  G.I.’s friend George was given his virgin down-down, which he seemed more than happy to drink judging from the HUGE smile on his face.  Lifa seemed surprised that we gave him a visitor down-down and made him sing us a song.  You’d think he’d know by now that we always do that….  We all left full and happy, and hopefully the thorns will be removed from the pack’s legs by the next hash.



On-On!




Sweet Pee

P.S. Cums In Hand-y, where are you?  I’m getting writer’s cramp!

