Summit R*n #624

Monday, July Turd, Y2K, 7:00 pm

Hare: Orgasmitron

Hounds: Twatever, Cereal Killer, Alibi, G.I., Bleu My Meat, Dogmeat, Double Dribble, Lifa, Seoul Brudda, Massengil, Breaststroke, Sweet Pee (non-runner)


Despite his promises to the contrary, Orgasmitron was NOT organized.  Erections stated over and over ad nauseum “Blue Star”, so most hashers went straight for the big blue star, and were eventually directed by Lifa to the very farthest end of the parking lot (NOT near the blue star) to find the rest of the hounds.  Orgasmitron showed up pushing a shopping cart/baby stroller with a watermelon loaded in the back.  Instructions for the trail…well, it seems that trail was set during the heaviest downpour of the day’s rain, so marks may have been washed away, and there were no answers to the questions of “how many if we’re on?” and “are falsies marked?”.  One more bit of advice from the hare: “Move quickly through the holy place.”  Hmmm….  Also found out that Dr. O left his lights on while setting trail, and his battery died.  After Double Dribble jumped him (!), he was afraid that if he shut off the car, it wouldn’t start again, so the hare’s car was left running for the duration of the run.

The pack was off, with Sweet Pee in Orgasmitron’s car recovering from weekend food poisoning.  Trail led behind the shopping center, and Dr. O had to get out of the car to turn himself into a human check mark (the original washed away).  Hounds continued behind a Toys ‘R Us, then up a wooded trail to the second human check mark across a power line trail.  Eventually, the hounds picked up the trail and continued to the very top of a hill, emerging on Mount Saint Mary Academy.  And they did.  And it was GOOD!  Double Dribble was witnessed defiling sacred ground (i.e. peeing in one of the nuns’ bushes).  A large grumpy man was outside the Mother Mary Patrick Gymnasium…he sure could have used a beer, or an Abs of Steel workout tape.  Unfortunately, no nuns were successfully recruited for the hash.  The trail then led through some real deep, thick, muddy shiggy that almost swallowed Lifa, and the pack emerged on a HUGE construction site where they enjoyed a beer check (well, as much as one can enjoy Bud and Piels…).  The trail then led back to A via Rt. 22, where we shared beer and chips in the drizzle.


On-In was at Alexus Steak House on Rt. 22, where Cereal Killer did a real hard sales job for the hash on our wait-person ChrisAnn.  The un-official hash mascot made its debut…a skull found on trail of some sort of rodent-like animal.  Ugh!  We ate, drank, and sang into the night, and were the last ones in the place…with TOO MUCH BEER!!!  Who ever heard of such a thing???  We’ll have to do better next time.  It’s always good to have a goal.



On-On!




Sweet Pee

