Hedon XIV

May 26-29, 2000

Erection Master’s Farm, Atlanta, GA


Over Memorial Day Weekend, five brave souls from the Summit and Hackensack H3 ventured to Atlanta where, on Erection Master’s property, one of the wildest hash weekends has becum an anal…annual favorite.  Cereal Killer was especially feeling brave, arriving Thursday night to start partying with other early-birds at Bagless’s home.  Suck ‘Em Up, Twatever, and Prodigy arrived on Friday afternoon, and Sweet Pee finally showed up on Saturday morning (a pox on you, Seton Hall!).  A picture is worth a thousand words, so those of you who saw the pictures know how long a write-up could be for this event.  Here are some of the weekend highlights and lowlights:

Friday:  From what I understand, most of Friday was spent setting up “Camp Newark”, with general singing and drinking.  The main highlight that we have seen the results of was that Twatever got a rash…Kiss My Rash, to be exact, originally from the Atlanta H3 and now up here in the NJ/NY area.

Saturday:

1. Golf-Nobody from Summit would consider rising THAT early!  Puh-leeez!  Although I hear there was some good, distracting nudity on the 17th, and Pinball from the Austin H3 was kind enough to lie spread-eagled on the green for the “closest to Pinball” award.

2. Skydivers-After the grope…group picture was taken (boobs-a-plenty) hashers HEADed to the volleyball court, and were treated to the entrance of three hashers via parachute.  It was windy, but the first two landings were good.  Hasher #3 wasn’t so lucky, as he made intimate contact with a large (though now slightly trimmed) tree.  Didn’t know until then that som many hashers are doctors, nurses, and EMTs.  You know, cK used to nurse…then he learned to walk.  And speaking of walking, our flying friend did eventually get up, shaken, not stirred, and headed for the beer.

3. Hash Trail-“Never Leave Camp!” is the mantra of Hedon, but cK ignored our cries and actually did trail.  He returned badly scraped up and stinky.  Meanwhile, we were getting glittered, latex-painted (Twatever had a PacMan attacking one nipple and a flower on the other), and generally having a great time.  Never Leave Camp!

4. Coed Naked Twister-Yes, it’s not just the stuff of legend anymore.  Two Twister mats were laid out to accommodate more players.  Cereal Killer and Sweet Pee participated, but the most impressive of them all was our very own Twatever, who kicked butt, breasts, and other unmentionables to be crowned the indisputable Aggressive Coed Naked Twister Champion of Hedon XIV!

5. Skits-An annual lowlight, the skits were actually good this year. Erie opened with a  great show of what they imagined Hedon would be like (heavenly weather, beautiful naked women, memorable sexual interludes…) vs. what it actually WAS like (REALLY F**king hot, fat naked men, and sexual interludes that they would rather forget…)  TidewaterH3 did “happy face” T-shirt painting, first applying black paint to the nipples and thighs of naked harriettes, then having them press against the yellow T-shirts worn by the men.  Dick the Boy Wonder did a tribute to lingerie.  The most memorable was a game show format involving Cheeze Whiz, carrot sticks, and the question “What would Otis do?”  None of us will ever be able to eat carrots again, and Dick Traci of the Eerie H3 will never trust a Cheeze Whiz blow job.  Hmmmm… The new king and queen of Hedon were crowned.  His/Her Majesty Stump Slayer of the Carolina Trash H3 is the new queen, and Otis of Mosquito County H3 was the obvious choice for the new king.

6. Naked Midnight Trail-Need I say more?  Glowsticks were busted open and splashed around on each other.  Very nice!

Sunday:

1. Breast Molding:-I’m sure this is an evet that will be brought back again and again.  Rub My Buns from San Diego H3 took it upon himself to make plaster-of-paris molds of various harriettes’ breasts, including Sweet Pee’s.  Later after hardening (I’m talking about the molds, not Rub My Buns), the molds were displayed after the down-down circle for hashers to play Match The Mammaries.  Hashers must have a keen eye for tits – only one set was mismatched.

2. Izzy Dizzy-Another annual event at Hedon, this year’s was a little tamer than usual, since Erection Master decided to try to grow grass in the Georgia red clay.  The slightly shifted locale of the game meant no mud pit, which is probably just as well, since Twatever was only just recently cleaning the clay out of her navel piercing from LAST year’s Hedon mud pit.  Prodigy, Sweet Pee, and Cereal Killer joined a team with no ambition to win, and actually cK was supposed to do a helicopter (projectile puking in a circle) to end it early for our team, but got performance anxiety.  One daring hasher thought he could do all the chugging, running, spinning, and stumbling for his team all by himself (that means six times).  He did it, but it wasn’t pretty!  Not that anyone was watching him, more attention was being paid to the many naked, bouncing tits.

3. A Bad Time For cK and Sweet Pee-Too much beer, margueritas, and hot sun spelled disaster for cK and Sweet Pee, who proved that they do EVERYTHING together, including puking up their breakfasts.  Cereal Killer’s biggest disappointment was that he still didn’t get to do his helicopter.  Sweet Pee was done for the rest of the day and night, but cK rallied a remarkable recovery and hung out in Camp Newark with Suck ‘Em Up, Prodigy, Hard Lick Her (Boston H3), Buckeye (Atlanta H4) and others, singing and laughing.  Meanwhile, the midnight Shooting Star trail was going on, with shot checks instead of beer checks.

Other Fond Memories:

Apple Pie shots: add to mouth vodka, apple juice, cinnamon, and whipped cream, shake-shake-shake, “Apple Pie!”  Yummy!

Dirty Dice: I’m sure this was invented with couples in mind, but hey, this is Hedon!  What a way to love your neighbor.

Beer: Good!  Newcastle Ale on tap.  (
Margueritas: Started good, nice and cold and refreshing.  Got stronger and stronger.  Started adding things like brownies…not so good anymore.

Otis: His “Docking Maneuver” and his “Shotglass of Love” are not for the weak.  Who knew so much could be done with a foreskin?

Well, that’s all my feeble half-mind can put together.  Check out the photos if they ever make the rounds again, and note that everyone is smiling.  That’s the best summary of them all!



On-On!




Sweet Pee

