I don’t really feel like writing an in depth, analytical column about our toobing trip, so instead y’all are just going to get a time journal of the weekend, incident by incident.  I couldn’t be everywhere at once, so it’s just from my perspective.  Sorry if I missed anything important.  For those of you who were there and don’t recall me taking notes on anything and are therefore wondering how the times listed could be even remotely accurate, well… shut the fuck up.

Friday, May 28th 

4:00pm – Finally backing out of the McDonald’s driveway, headed for…

4:01pm – Back directly into the service truck parked across the street that we all swear wasn’t there a second ago.  The man is very nice, though, likely due to the fact that it wasn’t really his truck and there wasn’t any damage.  

4:03pm – Carefully backing out of the McDonald’s driveway, headed for the campsite.  Mrs. McDonald has earned the CTS Award (Current Trip Superstar) for her unbelievably good shrimp turnover thingies, and for supplying the Kanga-Roof car storage pouch so we could fit all our stuff in (and on top of) the car.  Without it, we would have had to leave Rob at home to make room.

4:47pm – Passed by Michelle’s truck with Jeff’s ass hanging out the window.  Now really, who didn’t see that coming?  Sadly, this would not be the last time that I saw Jeff’s ass this weekend.

5-6:00pm – We play games in the car.  First we play an alphabet game
 which, while fun, is not nearly scandalous enough for our taste.  So we switched to Fuck Marry Kill (FMK).  Here’s one to ponder: Ghandi, Mother Theresa, and the Pope.  Yep, it’s a toughie.

6:10pm – I don’t know which came first… deciding to stop for dinner or the FMK of Jack in the Box, KFC, and Dairy Queen.  Regardless, we unanimously married Dairy Queen, so that’s where we stopped.  We discover that we’re a week early in this town and, sadly, will miss next weekend’s Watermelon Thump.  There are signs in windows campaigning for the various Thump Queens.  

6:15pm – There’s a sign in DQ’s window for the Flame Burger and like sheep, 3 out of 4 meat-eaters order it.  Glenn gets the shrimp.  At DQ.  You’re a brave man, my friend.

7:00pm – Arrive at the campsite.  I have never seen more rednecks gathered in one place before.  I counted three confederate flags on the 200ft. drive from the entrance to our site.  Jeff, Mirv, MMM, and Susan are already there.  Mirv quickly takes over the CTS for making an awesome fire.  Incidentally, Mirv wrapped up the OTS (Overall Trip Superstar) before bedtime Friday night.  Seriously, that girl rocked this trip.

7:05pm – Jeff’s wasted.  

7:07pm – People notice that Jeff’s back is splotchy and red.  For the record, this is because MMM waxed part of his back yesterday.  Waxed.  Part.  Good thinking, guys.

8:12pm – Enter Steve, from a couple of campsites down.  We immediately take to calling him Steve-O.  Steve-O’s drunk and loud and obnoxious, and therefore fits in swimmingly with our group.

8:24pm – Krammage shows up.  

8:25pm – He’s drunk.

8:26pm – Yep, there’s his penis.

9:30pm – We start a game of Kings with our group, plus Steve, Don, Daniel, and some guy that we called B-Nash because he looked like B-Nash.  In fact, there was no one that we called by his actual name.  Steve was Steve-O, Don was Don Juan, and personally, I called Daniel “Steel” all night.  I didn’t know why I was doing that at the time, but in the morning I’d realize that it’s because of Danielle Steele.  Wisely, I didn’t share this revelation with Steel the next day.

9:45pm – Slowest. Game.  Of.  Kings.  Ever.  But hey, it’s a big fun group.  Steve-O draws the first king, points to MMM and says, “That girl gotta go jump nekkid in the river.”  Oh yes, Steve-O fits in quite nicely...  he earns the CTS award for a little while.  MMM gets up after minimal argument to go do it, which surprises and impresses me.  Then she nods her head to have Jeff follow her, and he does.  I am no longer surprised nor impressed.

9:51pm – Jeff and MMM return.  That was fast, tiger.

10:00om – Rob sneaks off to bed, deftly avoiding more ridicule until the morning.  Perhaps he was worn out from the night before?  If you don’t know his birthday story, ask him.  It’s fun.  Eat a dick!  BOOM!  Shi-KAH!

10:12pm – Robin, Melissa, and Alexis join the game, along with Robin’s husband, briefly.  Robin seems like a fun enough person, but has some trouble understanding how Never Have I Ever works within the game of Kings.  For those of you who don’t know, everyone starts with three fingers up.  Then people go around the circle one at a time with a NHIE.  If you’ve done it, you take a drink and drop a finger.  First person without any fingers left up has to tell the story.  Robin ended the game with four fingers up.

10:28pm – Is anyone else noticing that Steve-O inconspicuously keeps getting up from the circle and moving to a new spot so he’ll get a turn every 6 people or so?  This cracks my shit up.

10:45pm – I draw a king.  Glenn tells me to put it back on top and take a different card, and he’ll hook me up with a fun rule.  On his turn, Glenn pulls the king and decrees that all women must give me a lap dance on my turn.  You’re a good man, my friend.  Liz gives the best one, I’d say, but you guys are going to have to trust me in that it’s nothing compared to the shows she puts on at home.  She must have been shy.

11:02pm – You’d think we’d get the hang of waterfalls by now, the fourth ace.  Not so much.  And yes, this was a 90 minute game of Kings.

1:30am – I pass out.  By the way, being drunk is the only way to get a good night’s sleep in the woods.  I highly recommend it.

Saturday, May 29th
8:00am – It’s way too fuckin’ early.  

8:35am – Michelle handily regains the CTS with breakfast.  We have no cups, though, so we drink our orange juice out of ziplock bags.  Except Jeff… Jeff drinks his beer from a can.  He’s drinking beer because he drank most of the EverAde by himself last night and there’s not much left.

9:00am – Jeff’s wasted.

10:45am – We head to the campsite center to sign up for toobing.   The time on this one actually is accurate; what took us until 10:45 to get ready, I have no idea.  Apparently, we’ve decided on the 5-hour trip.  Glenn immediately starts working on his “I told you so” speech to be used four hours from now when people wish they were off the river already and still have two hours to go.  

11:00am – A lively debate ensues about whose ID to leave with the campsite people.  We settle on Rob’s, and suddenly we’ve become the Salzman group.  Mr. Salzman is 25 years old, I believe.

11:45am – Cram into the bus that takes us to the river load in site.  Glenn “borrows” some beers from a few other groups on the bus to hold us over until we get on the river.

12:30pm – Finally get on the river.  It is packed.  Think of a bowl of Cheerios right after you add the milk.

12:35pm – The plan was to stay together as a group.  Didn’t really happen.  Not only did we load into the river separated, but the very first rapids managed to tip over one of our extra toobs that was carrying a cooler full of beer.  We managed to recover the cooler, eventually with the lid, and then started scrambling to pick all of the beers out of the river that we could.  We did alright, I think, but I’m pretty sure we took at least a 20% hit on the incident.  Not a good start to our 5 hour trip.  We also lost the aforementioned extra toob, so Rob had to carry the cooler on his chest until we stole another toob about an hour later.    

1:08pm – See my first naked breasts of the day when a woman about 20 yards behind me decides to barter with the people on the river banks with a sign that says “Jello Shots For Tits.”  This happened to be a pretty nice set, but I’m afraid I couldn’t say the same for any of the others I’d see Saturday.

1:26pm – The winners of the Most Extravagant Use Of Toobs award goes to the folks who thought to rope a few toobs together and put a dance platform on there, complete with a flagpole and thonged girls.    

1:45pm – Man, they might have been simple ham and turkey sandwiches, but that shit is good when you’re hungry as hell floating down the river.

2:17pm – This tubing thing is pretty cool and chill when you’re actually moving and chilling and don’t have to paddle.  Got to talk to Susan for a while, which is cool, because I never get to hang out with Susan.  It’s also cool because she’s hot and she’s in a bikini.  Lots of reasons, see.

3:30pm – Personally just about ready to be done with the river.  Feel crankiness set in.  Help Glenn out with his speech.

4:21pm – I thought I saw Jeff paddle for the group for a little bit.  Nope.  

4:35pm – Hungry as hell again, we pass by a stand where they’re selling brisket sandwiches and sausage wraps.  Rob buys four of each and shares with everyone, easily taking control of the CTS award.  

5:56pm – Exit the river.  It was fun.  It was chill.  It was beer-a-licious.  And wow, Jeff is red.  What kind of Mexican gets sunburned?  Fortunately most of us, Jeff included, are plenty drunk to not notice.

6:19pm – On the bus ride back to the campsite some random people behind us give us these chicken wraps that could only correctly be classified as “The Most Delicious Things Ever, Although, Granted, I’d Be Saying That About Spam Right Now, I’m That Hungry.”  Still, the guy takes over the CTS award, and we happily listen to him plug Wal-Mart for the rest of the ride back.

7:15pm – Mirv quickly regains the CTS award by making a fire and cooking some wicked good burgers.   Glenn makes his veggie-burgers, and we all silently mock him.

7:30pm – Take a shower in a nasty, community shower with freezing cold water and naked men talking all around me… and this is quite possibly the best shower I can remember taking in recent memory.  Believe me, after a night and a half of camping and after having spent a full day on the river, you would have loved it, too.

7:45pm – About half the group takes a nap.  The other half sits and stares straight ahead, not talking, deluding themselves into thinking that they have the energy to stay up later.

9:30pm – A few people get up.  A few stay asleep.  But we’ve got marshmallows to roast now.  Liz and I argue over the best way to roast them.  For the record, she’s wrong.

10:15pm – Rob wonders aloud why Jeff chose to not bring his pot.  I wonder silently how much more sitting and staring quietly one group could possibly do.

10:30pm – My super fun idea of a scavenger hunt is shot down by lazy ass people, and instead we play 20 questions.  Only this version involves grilling one person, just asking them 20 personal questions that they have to answer.  Not so much a game, but pretty fun.  It evolves into “Ask any question to anyone about anything.”  Also pretty fun.

10:58pm – Glenn had been joking all weekend about burning Jeff’s Texas Boys NAMBLA shirt, or whatever it is.  So Glenn gets an old, unimportant shirt and drops it in the fire, right in front of Jeff.  A few of us knew what was going on, but most did not, so there were a lot of stunned people.  Jeff jumps up, looking like he wants to cry and kick Glenn’s ass hard, but before he does, he reaches into the fire with his bare hand and pulls the shirt out.  Wow.  That man loves his T-shirt.  Of course, upon seeing Jeff reach in, we corrected his perception, and everyone had a good hearty laugh.  Well, more like a nervous chuckle sigh of relief with deep breaths so Jeff doesn’t kill somebody.  Y’know.

11:33pm – Jeff and MMM go to hump.

11:38pm – Jeff and MMM leave their tent and head to the river to swim or something.  That was fast, tiger.

1) 11:40pm – We decide that it’d be funny to climb into Jeff’s tent right before they came back and surprise them and take over their tent.  We were wrong, for two main reasons.

2) Two words: Wet spots.

3) When they came back, Jeff decided that they best way to get us out of the tent would be to strip down naked and climb in.  Let’s just say he wasn’t bluffing.

12:30pm – Bedtime.  Not nearly drunk enough to fall asleep quickly or soundly.  Ah, well.  Still… good times, good times. 
� An asshole, a bike, condoms, ding-dongs, an egg, fireflies, Great Britain, a hot tub, an igloo, a joint, the Kwik-e-Mart, Led Zeppelin, Martians, nerds, Omorosa, pot, quintuplets, Rumplestench (don’t ask), sex toys, Tecate, underwear, vastness, Wilson Phillips, X-ray vision, young girls for me and Glenn, and Zorro.





