Summit H3 R*n #666!!!  Saturday, March 17, 2001

St. Patrick’s Day!!!  Green Dress Run!!!  Cereal Killer and Sweet Pee’s HASH WEDDING!!!

Hare: G.I.

Hounds: What a turnout!  Sweet Pee, Cereal Killer, Breaststroke, Prodigy, Suck ‘Em Up, Seoul Brudda, Dogmeat, Fabio’s Bitch, Handjob, Papoose, Twatever, Just Jonathan, Massengil, Orgasmitron, Pop Top, Miscast, Alibi, Double Dribble, Double’s virgin “Zig”, Hard Lik Her (Boston), Little Red Pussy Balls (Boston), Target (Philly), and our officiants Mr. Jackson and Elephant Dick.  Whew!


In honor of the patron saint of green beer and the moldy color of wet hash gear thrown into a corner and forgotten about for a year, the pack arrived at the VoTech in Clark decked out in green dresses.  This is the most organized I think I’ve ever seen this hash!  The attire ranged from the simple and comfortable green T-shirts and Masengil’s green bathrobe, to the ballgown donned by Fabio’s Bitch (now with shorter, more “corporate” hair () and the green sundress and feathered masquerade mask worn by Papoose.  There were also green Mardi Gras beads-o-plenty and other fun accessories.  After a group photo op or two, the pack was off behind the police school and into the woods.  Pop Top, showing off his virtual prowess at the hand-over-hand bars, failed to notice the ankle-high bar at the end of the jungle gym and face-planted with gusto.  He was lucky, there was no muck yet.  Just Jonathan wasn’t so fortunate…as the pack was trying to find trail at the first check, he slipped on a rock and landed right in a creek, soaking and muddying him up like a long-time hasher.  Suck ‘Em Up thought G.I. would lead us across what looked like another creek…you know what they say about still waters running deep?  Guess it’s true.  Good to know.  Trail took us into some good shiggy in the woods, lots of thorn bushes to keep us at a reasonable pace or very bloody, your choice.  We came out onto a golf course, where some of the patrons got a bit of an unexpected show.  Masengil (in his bathrobe) was chasing Dogmeat, yelling “Stop him!  He stole my toothbrush!”  Back into the woods we went, and found the beercheck.  Cereal Killer found an old Florida license plate and tied it around his neck with Mardi Gras beads.  There was no way he was going to sneak up on anyone after that, as it made a loud CLANG every time he took a step.  Some of the pack bailed after the beercheck (Mr. Jackson blamed it on the anchovy pizza he ate on the way up), while the other continued a bit more in the woods along a creek, then weaving in and out of Fanwood, Scotch Plains, and Clark.  The trail was well marked until one check that baffled six of us, who decided not to play along anymore and shortcutted to the end in the rain.


On-In was at the Park Place Diner in the basement room.  There was a cooler of good, cold beer, great music provided by our Rumson representatives, and your choice of salty chicken soup and grilled chicken sandwiches or salty chicken soup and grilled chicken sandwiches.  Dogmeat led the circle, introducing our one virgin and throwing our Boston visitors completely off by asking them to sing us a song.  They later blamed it on performance anxiety…let’s hope that’s not a problem for the couple when they are alone!


Finally it was time for the main event…the Hash Wedding!  Reverend Jackson and Deacon Dick played good priest/bad priest; Sweet Pee (the bride) was decked out in a green mylar grass skirt, veil with condoms stapled to it, a tiara, and a horrid bouquet of fake flowers.  Cereal Killer was the blushing groom, and Twatever, Alibi, and Prodigy were happy to assist as the attendants.  The marriage was made official after the couple passed the infamous Rumson Slut-O-Meter and Asshole Detector.  The hash learned that Sweet Pee cums with instructions: “Lick Here” printed just above her pubic hair, shaved into an arrow.  As Suck ‘Em Up pointed out, arrows are always true trail.  If Cereal Killer can follow those simple instructions, theirs should be a long and happy marriage!  G.I. was kind enough to provide a wedding cake all the way from Flushing, Queens, complete with the Chinese symbol for double luck used at wedding ceremonies.  Sweet Pee and Cereal Killer fed each other some cake, and cK proceeded to bite Sweet Pee’s finger.  Nice start….  The party eventually migrated to Antone’s in Cranford for more of the drink of the day, until finally we couldn’t pretend to be Irish any more.  What a day!


On-Out!



Sweet Pee, aka Mrs. Killer

