Summit H3 R*n #653, Summit XXX-mas Par-Tee!!!

Saturday, December 16, Y2K, 3:00

Casa d’Cereal Killer and Sweet Pee, Cranford, NJ

Hare: Cereal Killer

Hounds: Walkabout, Papoose, Sweet Pee, Prodigy, Suck ‘Em Up, Twatever, Alibi, Breaststroke, Keyhole, G.I., Double Dribble, Orgasmitron, Masengil, Seoul Brudda, Just Suzanne


The weather separated the boys from the girls…it was cold and raining and basically just a crappy day.  (  Too much for the likes of Twatever, Prodigy, Just Suzanne, and Papoose, who preferred to stay in the kitchen with Sweet Pee as she prepared the food for later in the evening instead of actually going out and getting wet.  There are much better ways to get wet….  The brave started trail at Memorial Park, where Cereal Killer promised that the trail was well marked.  Off the pack went, and sloshed through the muck of Cranford.  The trail itself then served to separate the men from the boys.  At one point, the trail led over a fence, and only the bravest of the brave (or dumbest of the dumb?) climbed the fence and continued on.  The rest turned back to the irresistible warmth of Sweet Pee’s ….. kitchen (dirty minded, aren’t we???)  The rest of the pack eventually made it back to the house, cold, wet, and mocked by the rest of us.


The pack made their way up to the kick-ass party attic of cK and SP’s house, where they were treated to good hash beer and homemade bread and “sure-fart” ham & 15-bean soup.  Yum!  We sang inspiring Hash XXX-mas songs, like Jingle Balls, Walkin’ Round in Women’s Underwear, and I Saw Mommy Fucking Santa Claus.  Then, who should appear but Dirty Ol’ St. Nick and his devilish, scantily-clad little elves?  Santa had special gifts for all the hashers, especially the elves (!), and some seemed to enjoy sitting on Santa’s vibrating lap a little too much… ever wonder about those stains on Santa’s suit?  I wouldn’t think too much about it if I were you.  Suck ‘Em Up read a beautiful rendition of De Ebonics Crimmus Pome, and dedicated it to former Secretary of Agriculture Earl Buttz, famous for saying that all he needs to be happy is “new shoes, a tight pussy, and a warm place to sit.”  And the Europeans think we’re repressed?  The partying, singing, and farting continued well into the evening.  Repo would be jealous to hear that nobody wiped anything on the shower curtains (we think…), and there were no elf condoms this year, either.


Merry Christmas to all, and may you dream about something sexier than sugar-plums (unless, of course, you’re into that kind of thing).



On-Out!




Sweet Pee

