What: Summit H3 AGM

When: Saturday, May 13, 2000

Where: Newark, NJ

Who: Hare-Orgasmitron

          Hounds-Cums In Hand-y, Breaststroke, Alibi, Suck ‘Em Up, Prodigy, Bush, Bushman, Cereal Killer, Sweet Pee, G.I., Twatever, Miscast, Splice Girl, Foreskin, Dogmeat, Massengil, Locomorrow, Mum Ali, Just Pete, Just Ky, Suck Face (Westchester NY visitor), Virgin Beth

          Non-Runners-Earection, Furry Thing, Seoul Brudda, Papoose, Double Dribble

Why: Beer


Dr. O began by saying that this was his last chance to f**k it up, and he was off to a good start with his lousy erections.  Somebody please define “evident” for me, and explain how it applied to those directions….  Amazingly, a good number of hashers actually found the start in the beautiful, pristine, Ironbound district of Newark, and the pack was off.  Noone saw flour for a long time, but we did have to skirt knee-deep flooded sections of pavement (Loco autohashed that section of trail), with airplanes cumming in for landings mere feet above our heads.  (Head?  Who said head?)  Trail led us to a bizzare storage area of large shipping containers.  No homeless people were spotted hiding out in them, but that doesn’t mean they weren’t there.  We continued on along a path to some railroad tracks, and eventually stopped at Newark Bay for the beer check.  But where was the hare?  And more important, where was the beer?  After milling around for a long time, Dr. O was finally spotted running towards us on the RR tracks, bags of beer in each hand.  Apparently he couldn’t get his car through the cargo containers like he thought he could.  After an extended beer check (where Suck ‘Em Up tooted at a passing tug boat, and Foreskin watched the bridge go up with wide-eyed wonder) we turned back on trail… but only after Dr. O informed us of yet another f**k-up- “Ignore the marked Chicken/Eagle split, because there is no Eagle trail.”  Okay….  The rest of the trail was through the streets of Newark with a memorable pass by the sewage treatment plant.  El Stinko!  Believe it or not, worse even than Foreskin’s infamous porter farts!  I sure hope that smell cums out.  Prodigy apparently took a tumble around there – I hope she’s had her shots!  Cereal Killer, Sweet Pee, Bush, and Mum Ali made a poor choice down the wrong road, which dead-ended at a HUGE trucking facility.  Luckily, a nice, unsuspecting employee was opening the gate, and led us through the building to the other side to get us where we wanted to go.  Nice shortcut!  

At trail’s end, Dr. O tried to give erections to the hotel and the restaurant, but we couldn’t hear due to a passing 15,000-car train.  Didn’t matter, since our hare and host didn’t really know how to get to the hotel anyway.  Boys showered separately from girls with minor exceptions (Dogmeat may think he was lucky to shower in the girls’ room, but was grossed out by the water that was collecting in the tub).  With everyone clean and presentable (some more so than others) we moved the party to Tony De Catena’s restaurant, where they were wise enough to give us our own private room.  We enjoyed family-style appetizers, great food, a cool storm outside, and beer beer sangria beer beer.  Usual down downs were handed out to the hare, the virgin, the visitor, and the 5 non-runners.  Then: Out with the old, in with the less-old.  Time to find out who our new officers are, after down downs to our outgoing officers.  The new panel of Miss Management is as follows:

On Sex: Papoose (duh!)

Hash Cash: Breaststroke (another surprise!)

Hash Flash: Double Dribble

Trail Bitch: Alibi

Scribes: Sweet Pee and Cums In Hand-y

Joint Masters: Cereal Killer and G.I.

Grand Mattress: Twatever

Back at the hotel, we did a job on the remaining beers, and enjoyed a heart-rendering docu-drama on the Pay Per View…OK, it was porn.  24 people, one bed.  The movie, not the hashers!  A few spent the night and were thoughtful enough to put breakfast on Dr. O’s credit card.  All in all, a great AGM.



On-On!



Sweet Pee

