Summit Full Moon H3 R*n #9

Tuesday, Aug. 15, 7:00 pm, Morris Catholic High School

Hare: Twatever

Hounds: Alibi, Cereal Killer, and Sweet Pee

Non-Runner: G.I. (Still hasn’t missed one this year!)


Unfortunately, with very little advance notice the pack was, well, microscopic.  Cereal Killer and I arrived a little late due to Datsun problems (we ran out of gas, and no, that wasn’t a cheezy line that cK used to get in my pants), and by the time we arrived, the pack, aka Alibi, had already taken off 10 minutes earlier.  It was a nice trail, with ample checks and kind shiggy, soft muddy ground to keep our shoes, already wet from last night’s SH3 hash (see the writeup for #630) from ever getting dry without stinking.  Twatever caught up with us on a hill in a nice neighborhood for an impromptu beer check, and since it was already getting pretty dark and the mosquitoes were coming out for dinner, she pointed us the short way back to the A.  There we finally saw Alibi for the first time, who had somehow managed to go up “a HUGE hill” that Twatever swears doesn’t really exist, and miss several miles of trail around a lake.  So much for his marathon training that night.  The four of us had a little picnic in the school’s parking lot (pepper-infused turkey-like stuff, ham, cheese, rolls, codom-mints, beers and chips), then watched the full moon rise over the trees to make it official.


On-In continued at Adam’s Beer Garden in Rockaway with Twatever, Cereal Killer, G.I., and myself.  We split two pitchers of beer, played foos-ball, and marveled at the locals, especially the hard-looking chick with the white bandau top, white miniskirt, white f**k-me boots up to the knee, and apparently a white G-string, according to the view Twatever got.  


It was a good night, and even though the turnout was low, it proved that, sometimes, rarely, size doesn’t matter.



On-On!




Sweet Pee

