Summit H3 R*n #658

Saturday, January 13, 2001, 3:00 pm

Pleasantdale Elementary School, West Orange

Hare: Sweet Pee

Hounds: Cereal Killer, Seoul Brudda, Alibi, Orgasmitron, G.I., Pop Top, Masengil, the long-lost Fabio’s Bitch, Bleu My Meat, Just Mark (Bleu’s unnamed hasher friend), and the non-runners Papoose, Twatever and Breaststroke


An actual winter hash!!!  Bleu My Meat was kind enough to provide some hot Gleuwien as hashers started to gather at the school.  There was sufficient snow on the ground to actually justify using orange construction chalk and flour for setting trail.  An advantage of setting trail when there is snow: hidden trail marks inside footprints.  It’s little things like this that make it possible to set trail in a big circle around the grade school’s playground, which is how the trail started.  The pack then climbed up the long, steep, and twisted roads of West Orange.  Fabio’s Bitch knew he was in for a workout when he saw the road signs warning of the steep grades and dangerous curves ahead…  Luckily, trail then came back down the hill.  Going down is always better!  Another fun wintery trail trick: marks led along the sidewalk of Pleasant Valley Road up to a check at a stop light, then crossed the street and ran back on the other side of the same road.  Gotta love those high snow banks!  There was a beer check behind the abandoned Grand Maison hotel/banquet hall.  When the pack was sufficiently cold again, they headed back on trail and found themselves in the middle of a snow-covered high school practice field, where Sweet Pee “marked her territory” in the snow while setting the check.  The pack ended up back at the start and quickly got into warmer gear.


The On-In was at Quigly’s in West Orange, a favorite aprés site of the hash.  Unfortunately, the hare learned a half hour before the trail was to start that the Quigly’s kitchen burned down a few weeks earlier.  Someone is watching out for hashers, though, because the bar was spared.  The folks there were very accommodating, and gave us a menu for a place that would deliver.  We pigged out on hot wings, pizza, and beer.  Twatever showed up late, a little excited and a little about-to-puke, since she had spent the day purchasing a brand-new pricey Audi.  Pop Top, who has been showing up more often than many of our local boys, was officially deemed a Summit H3 member, no longer a visitor.  Of course, that doesn’t mean he’s free from down-downs!  Alibi met a guy in the men’s room, who introduced himself as Bret Shears and then exclaimed to Alibi: “Jesus Christ, you’re BALD!!!”  It’s those warm fuzzy feelings that really help get you through a cold wintry day.



On-Out!




Sweet Pee

