LAFFTER 3rst Ski Weekend – Hash Trash

The snow gods smiled on us in time to cool off the temperatures and bring some snow.  And what they didn’t bring was manufactured by the giant blow job machines at beautiful Tit*s Mtn in Malone NY.

It all started with a royal f*ck up at the front desk.  Although we had an entire wing of the 5 star Econolodge all to ourselves, somehow the village idiot was conscripted to work the front desk, just in time for our arrival.  Rooms were assigned and re-assigned, key cards  were scanned and re-scanned.  At one point, I think there were 8 in a room.  Hot Flash was threatening to go home, but finally the mess was sorted out, and everyone retired to the hashpitality suite for gourmet snacks and the golden liquid.  How things have changed since that first winter hash!  There were healthy munchies and not so healthy munchies.  Even clementines, smuggled across the border by a much older man, reportedly sent ahead to get things under way in time for the arrival of a much younger group of hashers.  “What an arse” LBM was heard to say, referring to the border guard by the name of McCracken.  Obviously, McCracken was quite taken with the pink Jetta, or is it macho maroon?  Deflowered forgot that she was born across the pond and was interrogated for not having had the proper identification.

Two virgins arrived, in the guise of Just Keith and Just Marcel.  More about the naming later.  There was enough food to feed an army.  Biohazard arrived late and ended up in the other wing of the hotel.  Turkish Delight arrived solo, as Mustapha K*nt had to preside over some special event the next morning.  (Is it just me, or are there way too many PhDs in this hash?)  

Saturday morning, after a delicious breakfast (made just for us), we headed off to the hill.  (It was a brilliant idea to have all the festivities in the same building.)  Around about this time, LBM realized that only one breakfast was included as Just Rose from the front desk had obviously f*cked up again. Or maybe LBM just didn’t hear what she said. Then,  LBM realized that he didn’t have the cash necessary to pay our bills.  Some $3000!  He was pretty sure that he had left it on the kitchen counter, but you know how those old folks are with their memories.  So he begged, borrowed and stole the money required, and all was well.  Luckily Freedom 69 cums equipped with emergency cash.

Peter Eat Her left a ski pole on the lift, and in a valiant effort to get it off, the operator broke it.  He borrowed one from the chalet, but said he needed new ones anyway, because the old ones didn’t match his aubergine outfit and then on day two he lost a ski and bent another pole! Don’t ask.  Speaking of Hash fashion, Dick Dastardly was again the most visible hasher on the hill, dressed in a fine knock-off of a banana peel!  Sporting an orange L.AF.F.T.E.R tee shirt underneath, well, I can tell you, the locals were blinded!  Where ever did he get the yellow hat to match?  Just Keith moaned about having borrowed his son’s ski boots, which gave him sore tootsies.  He wimped out early as a result but vowed to return again the next day with proper equipment.  

We were amazed to find out that the “Far Side” as we call it, was partially closed due to snowmaking, so we ended up in the main chalet for lunch.  The chili was excellent, and helped Pooh Runner keep her ski pants warm for the rest of the afternoon.  Gas X was passed around.  Turkish told everyone her secret for butting into the front of the line and getting chili before everyone else.  The locals were not amused!  Mustapha arrived sometime during the day, and proceeded to show everyone just what a fantastic all round athlete he really is, even at his advanced age.

Poor old Penisillin was too pooped to participate.  While Beaver and Cockwench were showing off their fine forms on the hill, the Wanker was asleep on the table in the chalet, in spite of the howling of Moondog with his karoake machine.   

After a busy day spent on her arse, Cums Naturally was heard to say that she was hurting all over from her boarding experience.  Panty Ho was also boarding, but was nowhere to be found.  The lovely Turkish snowshoed to the top of the mountain, while Skinflint took another try at blading, this time with poles.  The snow was perfect and we were all done in by the end of the day.  After a refreshment break, we headed back to our rooms, in time to see Bobbitt arrive from Cuba and Rides it all Night arrive sick as a dog.  Some hashers left early to visit the local merchants.

We gathered round in the hashpitality suite after naps.  PJ’s were the required apparel, although some were not clear on the concept.  Not a black lace negligee in the bunch!  An indoor run hared by Cheap Thrills and Pooh Runner was not up to their usual standards, as some of the trail markings were missing.  But, to their credit, there was a beer stop, 30 seconds away from the On In.  We circled up briefly with the G.M appointing Turkish and Abbott as honorary R.A.s, named the two new hashers, and then headed downstairs, to the back, in the corner, in the dark.

Dinner was cumpletely wonderful at Gallagher’s, especially the prime rib of beast.  Awards were given out to Dick Dastardly for Hash Fashion.  The boob prize this year went to Cums Naturally, who was eager to bear all for the cause.  Jail Bait was sure she was going to win again, but the GM was obviously impressed by the newcummer’s attitude.  Pooh Runner was happy not to have won yet another internet dating award, having cum with a real live date this time. She and Rides it all Night were so sure they were going to win the couple award with their lookalike pj’s, but alas, Just Keith (now Silver Sausage) and Just Marcel (now Marce’s Arse) were seen whispering sweet nothings to each other, so they took the prize instead.  We all got door prizes, with Bush Pig especially proud of her new boots!

Back to the hashpitality suite for more liquid refreshment and a surprise birthday cake for Flounder. After a quick game of Strip Poker which ended quickly because Just Keith (Silver Sausage) removed his shirt and much to the chagrin of the Harriets in attendance, he had bigger boobies than most of them. Without Multiple Entry to keep the party going, everyone petered out early.  

The next morning, we made our own arrangements for breakfast because of Just Rose’s f*ck up.  Everyone left for Jon’s or Wendy’s, while PR and RIAN were woken up by the front desk after 11:00, late for checkout!  RIAN had to head home as his tummy was not feeling well, so missed the chance to X c*ntry ski with Biohazard, whose car was hit and miss all weekend.  

After another day on the slopes, this time in the sun, we wound it up in the chalet.  Penisillin crapped out again, and spent the day doing who knows what to himself.  Bobbitt was in fine form, looking rested and tanned, having just returned from a visit down south.  He made his usual pitch to Pooh Runner on the chairlift -  plus ca change…..  Can’t blame a man for trying!  

We all left except Peter Eat Her, who was the lone Hasher patiently waiting for Hot Flash to come back from the slopes.  Have they made it home yet?

LBM had to hustle back to the motel to straighten up the final bill.  That done, he headed back home, only to find that the money he thought he left on the counter was not there!  Scouring the pink Jetta just in case, he found that it had slipped down between the seats and had been there all along!  Sheepishly, he returned the money he had borrowed to the Ottawa Hashers at the regular Monday night Hash.

Two thumbs up for another very successful weekend of skiing and hashing, and big thanks to LBM for organizing it all.  Multiple (you Wanker) had better be there next year!

