Hash Trash…. LAFFTER 2nd anal Ski Weekend, Malone NY

It all started with beer, as it usually does.  Arriving at the hashpitality suite in the beautiful Four Seasons No-Tell Motel, we found the beer already on ice and the co-GMs already into the beer.  A quick dash to the dollar store for some fine drinking vessels and Pooh and Cheap Thrills were into the wine.  As Pooh played telephone tag with her potential internet date, the other Hashers started cumming and managed to find their way to the golden liquid.  LBM and ME were at their most hashpitable, handing out personalized tags and haberdashery, which was a choice of a lovely neck warmer or a fine baseball cap, all bearing the LAFFTER logo, making someone question possible trademark infringement.  Much of the liquid was consumed, and the first circle of the weekend took place with a naming of Just Benoit, evermore to be known as Lost Semen.

Cheap Thrills barged into Pooh’s room to get a picture of the date in question, should it have been required later for police identification.  Wet Willie (as he came to be known) was a good head (Head? Who said head?) about getting into the circle and having a down-down.  Many beers later, the Hashers got horizontal in preparation for the next day’s activities. 

The day started with breakfast at Jon’s (do those Yanks know how to fill a plate!) and then off to the hill.  Dick Dastardly was hard to lose in his head-to-foot yellow ensemble.  Lost Semen was lovely in his new pants.  Peter Eater decided to go boarding for the day and consequently spent most of the day on his ass (and a nice ass it is)!  Skin Flint tried out snow blades and Abbott gave moral support.  Beers followed at the bar at the end of the day, a return to our lovely abode, followed by a quick hareless walk around the Kmart and back to the rooms to freshen up for dinner.  (The hares really intended to be there, but Pooh lost her wallet and was having a hissy fit, so Cheap Thrills had to hold her hand and eventually found the wallet.)  We carried on to the restaurant for a carb-laden meal and yet more wine.  

Awards given out included:

The Twin Peaks award to Jail Bait

The Lava Life award to Pooh Runner (2005 AND 2006… what will 2007 hold?)

I Can’t Keep My Hands Off Him award to Knock Her Up

My Mother is a Hasher award to Cheap Thrills and Cockwench

A special March Out award was given to ME, which will be carried out at the summer LAFFTER between ME and LBM (show us your stuff!)

Everyone was too pooped to participate and hit the sack early, in spite of ME’s urgent pleas to party.  Early the next morning, after swearing we wouldn’t eat again after the night before, we set out again for Jon’s and then to the hill.

Peter Eater decided that skis would be a good choice for the day and managed to stay vertical.  Flounder FELL off the lift in a show of alpine expertise, or maybe he was pushed by Dick Dastardly trying to look like the top banana (and succeeding).  In any case, he looked decidedly like a flounder out of water. Not to be outdone, our own ME JUMPED off the lift the next time up in a show of support.  Hot Flash was seen tumbling off the jump.

As the freezing rain started to fall, we decided that cumming in for a beer or two would be in order, thus we regrouped in the bar, and danced and sang to the MoondogX (one step up from kareoke or however you spell it) and Necro Babe and Spike gave their impressions of Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers in ski boots.  Cockwench was seen downing beers while Lost Semen stayed on the hill till the bitter end.  

Sadly missed at this time were:  Stranger than the Night, Hot for Jizz, Fat Ass, Captain Hook, Scratch ‘n’ Sniff.

On on to LAFFTER summer Hash, Notre Dame de Pontmain!

Respectfully submitted,

Pooh Runner (Strike-Out Queen)

