Summit H3 R*n #626; Summit Full Moon R*n #8, Monday July 17, Y2K

Hare: Seoul Brudda

The Pack: Lifa, Suck ‘Em Up, Double Dribble, Yellow Balls (from Princeton H3), Breaststroke, Alibi, Sweet Pee, Sweet Va-gina Warrior Twat, Dogmeat, Bushman, Eager Beaver (!), Rosebutt, Massengil

The Non-Pack: Twatever, G.I., Keyhole, SOS (our personal chef for the evening)


OK, just to let anyone know who plans on starting a trail at the Short Hills Mall, there is MORE THAN ONE PARKING GARAGE!!!  Please make note of this in the future!  

Unfortunately, this warning came too late for our hare, and some confused hashers did quite a bit of running just trying to find the start!  Eventually, though, the pack convened without drawing too much attention from the mall security (who also seemed to have a hard time navigating the parking garage).  With a warning from the hare not to play in traffic while crossing the highway, and a mumbled mention of “one water crossing…OK, maybe two”, we were off across the tangle of highway.  Before we ever saw beer, there were not one, not two, but five, yes, FIVE water crossings (ha-ha-ha!).  Dogmeat as usual did his best to avoid getting his feet wet, with limited success.  Some of the crossings had difficult footing, with slippery, ankle-grabbing rocks, slick logs, and sometimes strong currents.  Yellow Balls was seen crossing one log when both of his feet flew out from under him, landing in such a way as to make male hashers cringe.  Do we need to change his name to reflect the black and blue color of his boys?  Double Dribble was nearly swallowed by a tangle of branches at the end of one water crossing.  One badly place foot and his leg was down in the branches and stagnant water up to his upper thigh!  Breaststroke was nearly carried away when he fell into a strong current, and I thought I might actually see him do the breaststroke.  He managed to flip over to his back before getting his footing back, and was heard to say “At least I didn’t have to swallow!” (for which he got a down-down later that evening).  The pack came out along some old railroad tracks that paralleled live tracks…boy, was that a surprise to hear a train cuming fast behind us!  The tracks led us to the beer check, where our fingers were stained construction orange by cheetos…Mmmmm!  After the beer check, there was a chicken/eagle split.  Chickens saw one more water crossing, and eagles saw two.  The trails came back together around the Novartis site, down a dead-end street past a track-and-field setup, then a check into the woods.  By this time, I had completely lost everyone…thankfully, flour tends to glow when it gets dark out, but I have no idea what I really missed.  A small search party was sent out while the rest of the pack, already done with trail, went to the hare’s house for the On-In.  Bushman picked me up and brought me back to the start, and for his troubles was given a down-down later.  

On-In was at Seoul Brudda’s house, and I got lost again.  I think I need to invest in a GPS.  We were treated to burgers, dogs, chips+salsa, potato salad, and of course, beer.  SOS worked the grill, a lousy excuse for not doing the trail!  Seoul Brudda was given two down-downs, one as the Summit H3 hare, and one as the Summit Full Moon hare.  Good thing he didn’t have to drive anywhere!  Dogmeat was given a down-down for blowing through a check (well-marked, of course) and successfully f**king up the pack as a result.  Here’s a surprise…Lifa was given a visitor down-down, and we asked him to sing us a song.  One of these days, he’s going to get fed up and show us his ring…but not this time.  We were treated to another Lifa classic tune, and our haberdashery was unloaded on him: one orange Summit shirt, one old dirty Summit tank top, a Summit baseball hat (the kind that turns your head orange if you wear it in the rain or sweat in it), and perhaps a Summit beer cozy?  The rest of the night was pretty laid-back, a great end to a Monday.  Thanks, Seoul!


On-On!



Sweet Pee

