LAFFTER S*X Weekend

Friday 28th to Sunday 30th July 2006

Possibly due to the religious personages present – Friar F*ck, Abbot – a pact with the Almighty produced near perfect weather for this sixth outing of the LAFFTER Hash, in the balmy lakeside reaches of the Upper Laurentians in Quebec.  There were sinners a-plenty to be saved.  Some had not yet even committed all the sins for which they hoped to be saved, but had the determination to waste no time.  As Rasputin said “You can't be forgiven if you have not sinned!”  Contingents of apostles arrived, representing the Montreal Hash (13), LAFFTER (9) and Ottawa (15), with Dead End from Hogtown and Stiff Tart (LAFFTER) from Germany.  About 40 of us in all.  The few who had planned to make it, but didn't for various reasons, missed out big time.....

The early bunch survived the tortuous backwoods route 12 km from the highway on the Friday afternoon only to find NO COLD BEER at the site!  Dismissing Multiple Entry's puny excuses, like the power had just been restored on Friday after a violent storm, he was sent off to fetch ice from the nearest Depanneur – 30 kilometres away.  The somewhat disgruntled early arrivals were forced to consume their own emergency stocks, and were down to the last few six-packs when ice relief finally arrived.  Mind you, it's hard to stay pissed off  (and easy to get pissed) when you are lounging on the shores of a lake in a place as near to heaven as most of us are ever likely to get.

Little Big Man and Multiple Entry had generously reserved their country estates and lakeside mansions for Hash use for this weekend.  With beds, bunks, floors and decks available, even the non-campers had a comfortable place to sleep, or fall down.  I remember seeing Plastic Jesus happily stretched out with just his sleeping bag on the open wooden deck on Sunday morning. And he appeared to be sober at the time.  Anyway, the dozen or so early arrivals pitched tents, splashed in the lake with swimsuits (skinny dipping was later), pedalos and kayaks, and pitched in for a campfire sing-song as dusk approached.  Captain Canada supplied the music and, if we be honest, most of the words.  We joined in enthusiastically.  That night, the miracle of the unpolluted skies of north Canada opened up, and we saw the Milky Way, thousands of stars we never knew existed, and even the occasional satellite and shooting star.  Beer flowed 'till the early hours....... At one point, Dead End set out from Multiple’s chateau with the erstwhile Frodo as guide, she in her Toronto style footware.  An hour and a half and many blisters later, the two showed up back at Multiple’s claiming to have gotten lost on the way.  She did mention that she was looking for a younger man….

Saturday.

Little Big Man and Cheap Thrills were up at the crack of dawn (they said), skinny dipping in the lake.  With all their late nights and humping, I kinda wonder when they sleep???  We  spent the morning splashing around the lake, enjoyed a sumptuous breakfast, and greeted the new arrivals. Among them were the newly-wed Delhi-Belly, Plastic Jesus from Ottawa, Mustapha Kunt and Turkish from Montreal and Stiff Tart from Stuttgart, Germany.  

Multiple Entry and LBM said that this was to be a new kind of run, finishing with a swim across the lake.  Those who thought they might not survive enjoyed an early beer.  Learning from last year, we had three hares to keep an eye on this group of hashers, who are famous for finding caribou behinds attractive and chasing them into the woods in hot pursuit.  A few, still staggering from the excesses of the previous night, chose to walk it.  The hares were blessed and a small beer prayer was chanted (do you get the idea that this was a religious event?  It occurred to me that Multiple Entry would make a fine de-frocked Priest).  Then we were off.

God knows where the run actually went (and I had not had enough beers to have communed with Him that day), so all I can say is I followed the flour and Skinflint's calls of “On-on!” – she seems to have a built-in flour homing beacon – through jungle, shiggy and swamp for about an hour or so.  It was a well-laid trail, with a couple of Hash Holds.  Captain Canada smelled the beer and became an FRB – this is such an unusual event that he was falsely accused of short cutting later at the circle.  We came out of the wilderness near Multiple Entry's cabin for a beer check.  Then it was the lake.

The walkers showed up after having seen their fearless leader Cummikaze (true to her name) take one for the team right into the shiggy... 

 At varying speeds, most of us made it to LBM's place without incident, but Brillo decided to attempt a quick drowning.  It seems her arms stopped working after a heavy night lifting beer bottles to her mouth.  Little Big Man, Yogi, and Assblaster were quickly on the scene.  Brillo promised LBM that she would be his sex slave for life if she made it out.  This deteriorated to butler for life, good friend, and finally firm handshake, as the shore approached and she made it onto dry land.  Others made it to the shore with spaghetti floaters under their arms.  In the end, no-one drowned at all, though there were a couple of attempts later on the smuggies who had walked back from ME's place and were sipping beer and smiling primly as we staggered ashore.  Yogi raced in to grab a beer cooler and share it with the swimmers.  Most of us had a beer or two before we got out of water.  Boy, it tasted good…..A struggle broke out over who was hugging the cooler.   I am not sure who won, but there is a picture of Yogi and his beloved cooler afloat by the dock.  

It would be shorter to list who did not get a down-down at the circle.  Friar F*ck got several, partly because he had skunked out both cabins in the past 24 hours. A joining ceremony was held for Tie Me Up and Clogged Nozzle, as they were  celebrating their first anniversary of blessed unwedded bliss.  (Evidently, it is not THAT clogged!)  Then it was first class food fare and low-class drinking.  Ass Blaster started up a boxing tournament in the woods to burn off some of that beer.  Plastic Jesus rapidly stripped down to a thong and demonstrated an extra-ordinary technique for going all night by passing out about every hour for twenty minutes or so.  Fat Ass had picked up the same approach, except that one time it was by the fire and we had to keep turning him so he did not become too overdone on one side. Panty Ho decided to water the flowers on the far side of the chateau, to the unseen taunting of Pooh Runner, who was lurking in the outhouse. They say once you start…….   There was the usual coming and going from the campfire circle, although whether it was actually going and cumming, I did not attempt to find out.  I saw the women lining up for a “foot rub” from Panty Ho.  They got so excited even OAP tried his luck.  Pooh Runner actually achieved orgasm while still in the circle.  Again, Captain Canada supplied the music, and the singing (etc) carried on to the wee hours....

Sunday

Early leavers dwindled the Hangover Run participants to about 23 blurry-looking hashers.  Some who were not hung over explained that they were still drunk, but wanted to run anyway.  The run, from ME's place, was fairly short and sweet.  Just what was needed for cobweb clearance, though one super-fit FRB decided to do it twice and was duly recognized in the circle.  Some of the brave ones attempted a back and forth swim again, not satisfied with the near drowning attempt of the day before.

Sadly missed at this time were Dick Dastardly, Captain Hook, and other wimps too numerous to mention.

Then it was bugger-off until next time. Cheap Thrills reminded everyone about the Montreal H3 Red Dress Run Weekend from 11th-13th August, and  Little Big Man told us the next LAFFTER hash would be the Ski Hash at Tits Mountain in Malone, N.Y. in January.  For a hash that only runs twice a year, LAFFTER puts on one hell of a show!!  Many thanks to Multiple Entry, Little Big Man and Cheap Thrills for all the effort – it was a great weekend!

On-on,



Abbot, MH3

Pooh Runner  MH3

