FRIDAY
Drinking! Debauchery! Some actual running! Plastic Jesus experiencing the virtual definition of the term "music as a weapon" and all of us watching and laughing at his expense! Plastic Jesus in a *gag* thong and all of us recoling in horror! It can only be the 6th Annual LAFFTER Hash up at Little Big Man's cottage in Notre-Dame-Des-Pontmains this past weekend. From my perspective, it all started at Jailbait's crib as she was my ride as part of the convoy to head there. She seemed to be the only one at first who knew of the correct time that we were supposed to actually leave, which was 1 PM or so I thought it was the time we both agreed on at the NuDen the night before.

(P.S.: The Bad Boys Hash at the NuDen last Thursday celebrated my first actual run at a Bad Boys Hash in which I actually arrived on time for the run and ran the whole trail whereas I'd usually show up a bit late and have to wait for the rest of the group to *ahem* show up. I got my celebratory down-down and my seat on the ice bag for my troubles in the circle and got a lap dance and my face sat upon on the stage for my convenience at the NuDen afterwards. But enough on that for now) 

Meanwhile it took some really convincing diplomacy for me to take the rest of the day off from hardwood floor installation at 11:30 AM  and make my way to Jailbait's place in Gloucester which was a good hour away from my course location. I managed to find it after the bus driver forgot to inform me where the street that her house was at and drove past it not saying a thing and Penisillin - fresh from a renovation project which made him unable to attend this year's LAFFTER - happened to see me running frantically to where I was supposed to have been dropped off and offered me a lift there. 

About a half hour later Jailbait showed up along with PeterEater and HotFlash who were putting DeadEnd of the Toronto hash up for a couple of nights at their place and we pretty much discussed how the convoy was supposed to happen. Turns out we were supposed to initially turn up at the Fox & Feather on Elgin Street for the LAFFTER breakfast but only 5 people showed up - 3 of them being PeterEater, HotFlash and DeadEnd (I was also about to get a ride from PeterEater and HotFlash from the Fox but neither of us could guarantee if we'd be on time for it). Multiple Entry and Flounder - who were in charge of the trail for the Saturday run - meanwhile were shopping at Costco for tonight's barbecue which left the 5 of us holding our proverbial dicks in our hands wondering if there's even a convoy after all since both Multiple Entry and Flounder gave out directions on how to get there and no one really remembered much from last year which, if this had been, say, Woodstock, we weren't really there. Or so I'm told since I wasn't born until the 70's and missed out on that whole experience altogether. Peace, love and only 2 or 3 decent bands that day! Didn't I just say that I wasn't even around for Woodstock? Where was I again? Oh yeah.....

Eventually Jailbait, DeadEnd and myself went in one car to the Fox & Feather and PeterEater and HotFlash went back home to resume packing or something; either way I didn't see them until later in the evening at LAFFTER (and how in the blue fuck did PeterEater manage to last the whole weekend while battling pneumonia in the midst of a heatwave anyway?). We ended up hitching our ride to the Montreal hash's Yogi and Captain Canada's ride for the convoy after DeadEnd managed to lose track for a couple of minutes of both Jailbait and myself who each had the same idea of buying breakfast for Jailbait; she went to buy herself a pita which briefly prompted me to vote for a new hash name of PitaEater (damn the initial confusion!) whereas I went and bought some ice cream sandwiches (the confectionary person didn't bother to tell me that they were so melted and unrecognizable that you'd need a straw to eat its contents) and drinks. The convoy ride went well considering half the time the ride we were supposed to be following was a good 2 minutes in front of us to the point that we couldn't see them ahead of us. Oh, and when they went to stop off to get gas at King Edward they abruptly changed their mind because of a huge line-up at the station so they took an alternate route without our knowledge so we had to go and look for them ourselves. Luckily KnockHerUp a.k.a. Jailbait's sister was in the first ride so Jailbait phoned her and got Yogi to stop at the side of the road just outside Gatineau and get the directions there. I think after that it was when I slept during the rest of the journey that was done on pavement so other than the brief stop at a rural bakery at a town whose name I can't remember beyond Notre-Dame of something I think I was comatose. Up until we hit the rocky trail leading to Little Big Man's place, that is. Then I was wide awake just so I could keep the bottles of Mike's Hard Lemonade that Jailbait bought from getting smashed. We eventually made it and pretty much spent the rest of the day swimming, drinking, setting our tents up and drinking. It was too hot to really do anything else especially contemplating running at 34 degree weather that day.

Later on we converged at Multiple Entry and Flounder's cottage which was about 5 minutes away from Little Big Man's place. Flounder showed up eventually after we had helped ourselves to the contents of about 4 coolers full of beer and gave Yogi a hand with cooking and preparing the burgers, salad and corn on the cob. Meanwhile more and more people started showing up at Multiple's place - TieMeUp/Clognozzle, PantyHo (California hash although originally from Quebec), Abbott/Turkish Delight (Montreal hash), Bobbit, Spike/NecroBabe, FriarFuck, PeterEater/HotFlash, BreakinWind (Cleveland hash), etc.- by the time Multiple himself graced us with his presence and he was stuck preparing the next 4 or 5 rounds of food for every latecomer. StiffTart from the German chapter of the H3 who spent pretty much the whole day helping Multiple and Flounder buy over $1000 worth of food at Costco a day or so after his trans-Atlantic flight stayed for about an hour before he went and crashed for the night. Even Captain Canada barging into his room to put the light on while he was asleep wasn't the most funniest thing to happen at the LAFFTER. Within the next hour anyway. 

It was around 9 PM that DeadEnd decided to make her way back to Little Big Man's place but as she was wearing footwear that wasn't, well, compatible with the walking conditions I volunteered to escort her back as well since I already had about 7 or 8 beers and wanted to go back anyway and sleep off the inevitable hangover I'd be nursing the morning after. The drunk leading the not-so-nimble-footed. In pitch black darkness. This was the perfect combination for getting lost, which we both managed to do after walking past a house that had the number 763 written on it and had us assuming that we walked too far away from Little Big Man's place (at 783) thus prompting us to turn around and walk in the opposite direction for the next hour. We would've been completely lost if DeadEnd hadn't borrowed Captain Canada's wind-up flashlight which, despite its practicality, was a pain at times as it required that you wind it up every 10 minutes to keep the batteries from running out. We eventually concluded that we were going in the wrong direction since there was no real semblance of a residential area anywhere given our then-current location and decided that the closest location that we were the most familiar with was Multiple Entry's. From there after a few more beers we started from there again and made it back to Little Big Man's - which, at the time when both me and DeadEnd assumed that we had walked past and retraced our steps trying to find it, had actually been about 5 feet away from us at that time. I basked in my shame later afterwards by engaging in some skinny dipping then went to bed.

SATURDAY
Okay....dunno how I did it because I had something like 7 or 8 beers the night before and obviously my navigational skills which, while never being that swift to begin with, didn't exactly help me walk off all that alcohol (which didn't seem to hurt Captain Canada as he was actually on his third beer by the time I got up) and if anything made me more exhausted when I got back to LBM's place and I got some sleep but not enough since in the midst of my packing I never bothered to bring a pillow for the LAFFTER (even the tent I was sleeping in was provided by Bobbit). But at 9 AM I actually awoke in time to get some breakfast even though FriarFuck joked about having already eaten it all (and trust me, if there's anyone else at the OH3 other than myself that has a bigger appetite than FriarFuck they haven't shown up to any runs yet). After a couple of bacon slices, eggs and - appropriately enough - hash browns and lots of fruit courtesy of  Little Big Man's culinary skills I was good to go. That is, for a quick swim which ended up lasting longer than expected as Multiple Entry decided to wait until 2 PM to officially start the run. 

By that time we got a few more arrivals in the form of FatAss, Plastic Jesus, DehliBelly, Shut The Fuck Up (Toronto hash), Assblaster and NeonStripper among others so the circle got bigger. Much to Multiple's dismay DickDastardly - who was in charge with helping to plan the trail - was not among them as he couldn't get a rental car in time to drive from Ottawa International Airport to LAFFTER so he missed the whole thing.

 I passed the time before the run swimming and going on a pedal boat excursion with KnockHerUp whose leg pedalling coordination sent our seacraft into directions I never thought was possible on a pedal boat. PantyHo, meanwhile, was practicing his kayaking skills using Abbott's kayak and having overturned a couple of times as well as almost wrecking the guy's kayak while sailing towards the beach. In short, he is to kayaking as HotFlash is to rollerblading. Hardcore, man! But without the scars to prove it. Although HotFlash managed the kayak better than PantyHo did when she went on a trip with it herself only to get caught in a slight riptide on the way back and needing PeterEater to help her out by guiding the kayak into the beachfront. I mentioned that he just got off a bout with pneumonia recently, right? Bam Margara and Tony Hawk haven't got shit on him.

At about 2:30 we finally do the run which lasts about a good 3 hours or so or at least feels like it for some people. Most of the run is done in close proximity of each other through some very thick forest which made waiting at a supermarket check-out line go faster than half of the run at one point. Multiple promised us lots of shiggies - running trails that pass through really wet and muddy areas - and by the end of the run my shoes and socks needed a hose taken to it as much as I did. We never seemed to stay long at every hash hold that was marked out or at least even sang at them. Since the thermometer was above 34 at least that day because of the humidity could you blame anyone that day for not wanting to do any of the H3 hymns? That's what we had the beer stop and beer check for, which came up pretty quickly afterwards at Multiple's place. The run was divided into 2 groups afterwards - walkers, who took the 5 minute walk back to LBM's place and runners who got to swim back. I opted to swim back since my shorts could use a wash anyway. Holy sweet fuck was that much needed. We threw all of our gear into Flounder's boat and dove in for the 10 minute swim. 3/4 of the way into the swim I ended up challenging PeterEater to a race to the dock overlooking LBM's cottage and I think I tied him for first or something. Yogi discovered that through the magic of science beer coolers could float and sent about 2 of them out for people who were still in the water and needed immediate rehydration while Flounder docked his boat and distributed everyone's clothes out on to the shoreline. And also to keep Jailbait - who had opted out of running altogether at first - from grabbing onto the side of the boat and getting a free ride. 

By about 6 PM we circled up and introduced members of the Montreal, Toronto, German and Cleveland hashes that managed to make it out this year. The Mexico City H3 contingent were largely absent this year which probably came as a bit of a disappointment to Jailbait who was maybe hoping to have her feet cleaned and licked by extreme foot fetishist Mario just like last year (she had to settle for me massaging her feet afterwards) so pretty much anyone who had even a trace of Spanish in their bloodline were the first in the circle, i.e., me and a few other people including BreaksWind and PantyHo who both live down, um, south. I went back into the circle afterwards for my lack of navigational skills, i.e., for getting both myself and DeadEnd lost for an hour the night before. Thankfully it was the only other time people had to see my bare ass in the daylight anyway.

Not the case with PantyHo and Plastic Jesus. Well, Plastic Jesus anyway although I think PantyHo, who earned his hash name through his penchant for running in spandex shorts, must've influenced PJ to go and don a leopard skin thong so revealing that it would make Vince Neil blush and both him and PantyHo live in the same state so, yeah let's blame him too for that assault on my eyes too. PJ already got his punishment for the revealing thong but retribution came even more swift as Captain Canada, who was originally from Newfoundland and thus a big Great Big Sea and Spirit Of The West fan and knew a lot of their catalogue on the guitar much to PJ's dismay as he hates both those bands with the white-hot rage of a thousand suns, decided to torment PJ with some of his renditions of such classics like "Mary Merrimac" and "Home For A Rest". He was practically chasing him all over the place while playing those songs. Pretty much the same result will be guaranteed from me if Captain Canada knew all of Limp Bizkit and Creed's catalogue on the guitar. But among other moments of hilarity that night would include:

FatAss dozing off on a lawn chair while Captain Canada and PeterEater duct taped him to his seat and videotaping the entire incident.

FriarFuck relieving himself just about everywhere around LBM's outhouse except in the actual outhouse itself.

LBM's wife Cathy allowing me to re-enact my night at the NuDen in which I'd climb up on stage with a $5 bill in my mouth and lie down as she'd shove my face into her G-string to leave the money there. LBM was a lot more cool with that than with FriarFuck pissing all over the back forest near his outhouse. 

PJ, Captain Canada and myself tossing in discarded plastic water bottles with the caps still on in the campfire to see if they would explode. Then one of said bottles actually exploding and nearly hitting PJ.

Clognozzle practically comatose during the singalong at the campfire as PeterEater's snoring from the night before in the loft above him kept him awake all night.

Captain Canada's extensive knowledge of Wierd Al Yankovic songs as well as the theme music to Team America. ("America/Fuck yeah!/We're coming to save the motherfucking day!/America/Fuck yeah!/Lick my butt and suck on my balls!")

Me almost forgetting the words to "Sweet Child O' Mine" - the only rock song that can qualify as a campfire singalong favorite. And Yogi subbing for Slash's solo in the song.

FatAss doing acoustic singalongs of several hash standards like "Swing Low Sweet Chariot" on the guitar. We laughed mostly at the songs since he sang them really well.

Yogi and Captain Canada having brought along Dennis Leary's No Cure For Cancer CD and singing along to it from the CD player in Yogi's car. Particularly to "Traditional Irish Drinking Song" ("We drink and we fight and we bleed and we die/We drink and we die and tomorrow we drink/WE HAVE NOOO HEADS!").

Shut The Fuck Up benchpressing Jailbait, KnockHerUp and myself in the pan of 15 minutes. 

Plastic Jesus eventually passing out on the deck after about 14 beers that night. He resumed drinking when morning hit though, threatening to wake everyone up who wasn't up by the time he passed by their tents. He had thankfully put on some pants by then.

SUNDAY
Speaking of which, everyone pretty much got up on cue for the Hangover Run which actually started on time (11 AM) after about an hour of cautious waiting. Unfortunately not many people stuck around for the run by then. At one point I was also going to be one of them as Jailbait wanted to leave early except her transmission stalled on her vehicle as she was trying to pull out so while she tried to rotate the transmission I ended up doing the run in sandals. Which kinda hurt. That aside, the run was a success. Captain Canada almost outdid FriarFuck getting lost for 4 hours in the bush last year when he took a wrong turn into some forest that wasn't even anywhere near our marked trail and found himself on the opposite side of a small creek with no real access across it and wearing nothing but his shorts and his trademark Canadian flag that he usually wears as a cape (hence the name obviously). Assblaster didn't feel challenged enough from having run the course the first time that he decided to run it again. And, um, I posed for a couple of photos that LBM's already posted on the OH3 LAFFTER Hash gallery and will soon be posting on my MySpace profile. And we drank and we drank and continued to drink. 

And Jailbait finally got her transmission to work properly to drive us back to town.

And somewhere in between I posted this long-ass Hash Trash for your reading pleasure as well as mine. But it was worth it and you know you enjoyed yourself.

Thanks to Little Big Man, Multiple Entry and Flounder for their hospitality, Bobbit for the tent, Jailbait for the transport and everyone else for coming out. See you in 2007!

Andrew/Frodo

P.S.: Who ended up winning those prizes for the Hash prize grab anyway? Thanks.

