Summit H3 R*n #630

Monday Aug. 14th, 7:00 pm Convent Station Train Station

Hare: Bleu My Meat

Pack: Alibi, Dogmeat, Breaststroke, Orgasmatron, Masengil, Twatever, Cereal Killer, Double Dribble, G.I., and Sweet Pee


Bleu My Meat set his first Summit trail this night, and he did it LIVE!  This seems to be a new trend for SH3, and we’ll see how it catches on with our beloved hash.  Bleu got about a 10 minute HEAD start, and the pack started sniffing out his trail.  We quickly discovered that the trick to keeping a pack together is to set more checks than marks.  We passed through a college campus, and there was one memorable check mark right in front of a door to one of the dorms.  Double Dribble, thinking this could be an interesting turn of the trail, opened the door and set off an alarm, which may still be ringing now as far as we know, since we all high-tailed it out of the area.  Another part of the trail took us through a mini-coliseum and out over a wide (and wet) field.  Side note: has anyone else noticed that it ALWAYS rains on Monday nights this year?


Beer check was in the woods immediately after the Jesus Love You trail (complete with statues and The New Testament summarized on about 2 dozen little signs).  Beer was good (Rheingold) and bad (Bud), not to mention there were many opportunities to catch the West Nile virus with all of the mosquitoes.  Bleu got another head start, and we eventually followed trail which took us over a fence into someone’s backyard, out into the streets, and through another hole in a fence onto a golf course.  This is where our hare met his demise, as he was caught by Dogmeat in the middle of the 10th green.  Lucky for us, since we actually cut off another 45 minutes of trail by catching Bleu.  As is customary (at least for this hash on its second live hare run), Dogmeat got to yank down the captured hare’s pants, and he added insult to punishment by flouring Bleu’s privates.  After a photo-op, Bleu took off again in hopes of losing us, and we had a second beer check in a swampy area just outside the golf course.  Here we learned about Bleu’s encounters with invalid nuns in pools during his childhood, and we’re still trying to process that bit of information…  Twatever complained about being bitten on the ass twice by mosquitoes, then ventured out to a very soft area of the swamp.  “It smells like manure,” she said, and I proved that I must be getting old, because I thought she said “It smells like a menorah,” and I had no idea how she would know what a menorah smells like…


At this point, Dogmeat took over setting the live trail, to which Bleu My Meat, Cereal Killer, Double Dribble, Twatever, and I let out a collective “That…Fuck That!” and headed straight for the start, with Cereal Killer and Bleu My Meat sharing the duty of carrying the beer in.


On-In was at Hennesey’s in Morristown, where we paid too much for (and I quote) “Shitty-ass skunky funky beer” ($15/pitcher???) and ordered in pizza from another restaurant (supposed to have 3 slices for each person, but too many only ended up with two slices…PIGS!).  Bleu got 3 down-downs, one for being the hare, one for being caught (Dogmeat had his own glass to down for that one, too), and the last for a combination of wearing a hat in the circle and for setting more checks than marks.  After his third, we started wondering if he had to go to work that night….oops!  Twatever got tired of fighting everyone for control of her circle and resigned as GM…at least for the night. Bleu My Meat was happy to announce that the following day is the Catholic Feast of the Assumption, at which all of our sins are forgiven, so we had better live it up tonight and make it worthwhile.  Good advice!



On-On!




Sweet Pee

