Drinking! Running! Spelunking! Debauchery! More drinking! And I almost missed the first night of it! It can only be:

LAFFTER HASH 2008: How I Almost Missed The Greatest LAFFTER Hash Ever

Originally this LAFFTER Hash Trash was to go with the working title of PeterEatHer’s Favorite Band Is Puddle Of Mudd but I was set straight with this alternate title instead which chronicles the devious exploits and antics of the Ottawa Hash House Harriers as we spent the weekend of August 8-10 up at Little Big Man and Flounder’s cottages up at Notre-Dame-Des-Pontmains. 

Plus, Puddle Of Mudd suck. 

LAFFTER 888, however, did not. Although Hook, FatAss, FriarFuck and myself came pretty close to missing the first night of it by leaving a bit later than the anticipated 6 PM pick-up date we had agreed upon on Friday and by stopping at Val-Des-Bois to buy some last minute items such as a birthday cake and about $200 worth of fireworks (which was Hook’s idea). The initial start of LAFFTER 888 was to start at 8:08 PM (it being August 8, 2008 that day, naturally) but by the time we arrived it was at least ten past nine in the evening as well as almost pitch black and if it hadn’t been for the sounds of AC/DC’s “Who Made Who” blaring out of Little Big Man’s cottage (he had CHEZ 106 on the radio) and the sight of Captain Canada already on his third beer as he greeted us we’d probably have driven right past the place not knowing it despite the abundance of LAFFTER signs and arrows posted all over the vicinity of the area. Needless to say, all of the available campground was taken up by the time I’d arrived which meant that I’d be staying over at Flounder’s cottage nearby. Most of the OH3 as well as some of the Montreal and Toronto (as well as Cleveland; well,BreaksWind’s about the only member from that chapter that visits) H3 chapters were at Flounder’s place by now anyway, partaking in whatever was left of the BBQ and beer. 

Most notable moments that night as it had rained most of that day and we didn’t really miss much while making our way over: Flounder proclaiming the creation of the Republic of Assholia before I declared a referendum to break away from the republic after he declared anything louder than Roger Whittaker illegal, Multiple Entry’s stories from his recent diplomatic posting in Moscow which included the night he was robbed at gunpoint at a subway station on his way back from a hash by 2 thugs who stole his wallet and his groceries, BreaksWind’s latent flatulence keeping his neighbors TooLoose Le Goat and OpenAllNight, um, up all night and TwistedTits busy untying people’s shoes all night for no reason until Friar chased her away from his shoes. And I managed to find my way back to Flounder’s cottage in pitch black darkness after about 6 beers in me that night. Betcha if I’d had waited for House Of Hair on CHEZ 106 when I was at LBM’s I could’ve credited Dee Snider for having helped me find my way back to Flounder’s place that evening.

Saturday was when we finally did some serious hashing although I would’ve preferred to have undergone a few more hours of serious sleeping but FriarFuck prepared a mean feast of bacon, scrambled eggs and hash browns that’s impossible for the average person to resist especially with a nagging hangover (and the sound of Friar’s snoring keeping me up for half the night). Speaking of nagging, Friar is a firm believer of the popular adage of too many cooks spoiling the broth and kept chasing everyone out of the kitchen as he worked his magic, including NeonStripper who’d been helping him with preparing most of the breakfast dishes. After a midmorning swim or two and a good hour-long boat ride some of us took with Flounder around the lake area, we eventually met up with the crew from LBM’s place for the circle a good 30 minutes behind schedule (mind you, schedules aren’t really proper hash terminology for when we’re late with starting a circle seeing as the late-night partying that we all do at LAFFTER anyway is always the culprit as to why we tend to start the odd run late) and headed out on a converted 8-wheeled 1975 Chevrolet half-ton flatbed (don’t ask why such a small truck has 8 wheels to begin with) that LBM’s been working on since perhaps the day it had came off of the assembly line. With at least a good 50 of us riding on the flatbed either sitting or standing with nothing but some hastily-tied rope around the flatbed separating us from the bumpy ground the ride up to the cavernous area that we’d be hashing at would be less than smooth. It was especially notable midway during the ride when we almost ran down (or rather ran off the road) latecoming bastard/Montreal hasher Mustapha Kunt who was just arriving to LAFFTER at that moment with Turkish Delight in tow. But on the plus side the brakes on the Chevy Hashmobile worked at least. 

Compared to the long-ass hike we had to make up to the famous caves – which weren’t even marked as this wasn’t dubbed an official run – we’d go spelunking at the truck ride was relaxing. The 10 pounds or so I must’ve sweated off from the climb would end up being put back on again when we’d get back to the cottage but that was still a very demanding ascent halfway to the caves. In fact we were told not to even bother running at all as the forest area was steep and the pathway was riddled with hidden branches and vines nestled among the dirt and leaves and tall grass and the drop in front of us was at least a good hundred feet or so. 

Eventually we made it to the caves for the first of our 2 beer stops. The challenge here was that all of the beer was in the cave itself for us to go and locate it. Thankfully when we got our official LAFFTER tote bags before we went on the run/hike they contained miniature key ring flashlights but only for the first lucky 20 people that arrived on time to collect them. Which left many of us – including myself – from Flounder’s place shit outta luck and scrambling to share flashlights with other hashers (or at the very least casually trail behind those that had their own flashlights with them on the trail) while we made our way into the caves and out, often 5 or 6 of us at a time as the underpass into the caves was really narrow and accessible only by sliding in and out. During my descent into the caves with 5 other people I almost fell into darkness at least once and managed to lose the flashlight that OpenAllNight briefly lent me (luckily she’d already been in the caves and wasn’t eager to make a second trip). We located the beer hidden in 2 knapsacks, had a can each, then posed for photos inside the cave and then slowly made our way out for the next group of people to start making their way in. After close to an hour of spelunking, drinking and a combination of both spelunking and drinking so that we wouldn’t be leaving much garbage behind from our run/climb, we resumed the aforementioned hash which featured more climbing than running. By the time we reached the second and final beer stop of the whole hash it started to rain again which provided us with some comfort and relief (although we wished we were still among the trees to keep dry, although so much for the planned swim I was considering taking after the run). Returning from the hike the rain made the road leading to LBM’s place even more difficult to navigate due to the slippery surface so many of us just decided to bail en route while the flatbed was moving albeit at a very slow pace. 

As it got warmer again while we got back to LBM’s place some of us decided “fuck it, let’s go swimming anyway” seeing as Flounder and some other folk were cool enough to transport our gear from his place to LBM’s by boat and canoe and engaged in the art of drinking and swimming and tossing the Frisbee around while one of us caught it while jumping into the lake at the same time. Come circle time, we were all well refreshed and dehydrated and ready to take whatever punishment was being meted out on us once LBM, Multiple Entry and Flounder got the toilet seats sculpted out of ice ready for the criminals, whose crimes ranged from missing the 2007 LAFFTER (I was among the criminals there since I was in Spain when the LAFFTER was taking place and apparently nobody was willing to believe that the Walk of St. James was really the first recorded hash in living memory – especially with the way my sister and myself walked it), technology on trail (Spike had his GPS tracking system with him during the hike and he still managed to almost get lost at least twice), distracting headgear in the circle (TwistedTits as always – in this case for wearing a headset with balloons….seriously, Peter, isn’t it time she got a new name that reflected her personality? Unless there’s a bit of a double entendre going on with wearing those balloons…), defiling the trail that wasn’t even marked to begin with (FatAss, naturally), not even marking the trail (the distinguished hares LBM, Flounder and Multiple Entry), surrendering one’s bachelorhood for married life (Flounder), actually not getting lost on trail for a change (FriarFuck), and failing to provide the LAFFTER hash with sustainable amounts of alcohol (both LBM and Hook took the heat for that one although Hook made up for it by quickly locating a nearby beer store and going out to grab more cases) among other crimes on trail I couldn’t be bothered to fully keep record of because I was too busy drinking and wondering what else I would get accused of. It’s not paranoia, I swear; the ice was just really damn cold to sit on.

We also handed out some new hash names as well, welcoming the likes of 8 Millimeter (a friend of Rum Bum who was recording the entire run/hike/whatever without breaking a sweat let alone the video camera) and Bushwhacker (a close friend of either Flounder or Yogi who seemed to know his way around the forest pretty well considering he’d never hiked in that area of western Quebec up until that particular day) to the H3 fold.

After dinner we congregated around the campfire for more songs and drinking (in no particular order). Captain Canada had his guitar out and was running through a repertoire of the usual Great Big Sea and Spirit Of The West songs which, while entertaining, just weren’t as entertaining as 2 years ago when he tormented the hell out of PlasticJesus by chasing him all over the cottage grounds strumming the chords to “Home For A Rest”. He gave up and started taking requests instead, mostly playing campfire classics like “American Pie”, anything by the Eagles and the Arrogant Worms among others (that last request was Beaver’s idea). And, the obligatory request for “Wanted Dead Or Alive” from everyone who wanted to hear me sing it, really (although TwistedTits’ backing vocals carried the song).

And then came the big guns. Or rather the sound of the display of the $200 worth of fireworks that Hook brought along for the campfire festivities. Now, granted, as someone who’s often used to pyrotechnic displays at many a concert he’s attended in his lifetime I should be used to fireworks being set off near the vicinity of a campfire, right? Well, kinda, except none of the roadies at any of the shows I’ve ever been to were known as Hook. That said, he’s probably the only person with one hand I can recall that can handle fireworks in a responsible manner moreso than most other folk I know with both hands. Everyone got to have a go with firing off some rockets and even set off the burning schoolhouse (that would be the small model schoolhouse that burns when you light it in case you’re asking) although the odd couple of people such as myself were a bit hesitant to fire any rockets off but we eventually got over it. The rest of the night ended with me and Captain Canada singing “Kyle’s Mom Is A Big Fat Bitch” from the South Park movie and “Seven Bridges Road” by the Eagles among other songs and me attempting to add more wood to the fire before almost snuffing it out completely. By that time it was only Captain Canada, LooseyLockets and myself and we were pretty exhausted. Except LooseyLockets and myself couldn’t be bothered walking back to Flounder’s place in the dark after the debacle I encountered in escorting DeadEnd back to her tent from 2 years ago so we went back by canoe. Yep. By canoe. Nothing happened except we got back and went to bed in separate quarters.

Sunday was the last day of the greatest LAFFTER hash ever and to commemorate the event we finally got some good weather so we took the opportunity to get some early morning swimming and another awesome breakfast spread courtesy of FriarFuck before the infamous Hangover Hash took place by 11 AM with the run being thankfully short and absent of climbing anything higher than 5 feet. Unfortunately the deluge we’d experienced during the whole LAFFTER Hash weekend still left the area with lots of puddles. Even worse was that PeterEatHer had brought along his waterproof track shoes and decided he’d fill in the void that PlasticJesus had left in his absence by splashing everyone – pretty much everyone actually – who dared come close to him near the puddles (plus I suppose he did need to test the water absorbency of his shoes seeing as they cost something like $70. Our GM has expensive taste). Near the tail-end of our run that’s when Yogi and Clit On (I think that’s the name of the British guy from the Montreal hash; I always called him by his slave name because I kept forgetting his hash name half the time) rebelled and tag-teamed Peter UFC style into the nearest – and muddiest – puddle as soon as he let his guard down. Ironically, that was probably when some of us got the most dirty when we crowded around to watch the three of them roll around in the muddy water. 

Back at Flounder’s crib the grog was flowing, the BBQ was happening and the circle went immediately underway with the usual accusations of technology on trail, defiling the trail, almost getting lost on trail (the usual suspects) and the puddle-splashing. Prior to the circle being called many of noticed that half of the Harriettes ducked inside the cottage for what some of us assumed was a LAFFTER re-enactment of Sex And The City (or, at the very least, Sex And Flounder’s Cottage). Sure enough, by the time Flounder was on the ice for the crime of sacrificing his bachelorhood all too willingly for the sake of procreation (and that had been like his fifth time on the ice during that circle….seriously, Multiple Entry had his number that day), the gaggle of Harriettes – Beaver, HotFlash, NecroBabe, TwistedTits, Pooh Runner, Like To Be Chaste, CheapThrills and CockWench among them – gave Flounder a, um, cheeky send-off gift to his foray into marriage (i.e., they took turns painting the word “congratulations” on each other’s butts with red crayon and then flashed Flounder while he was on the ice. Perfect results for a premature erection which was made even more successful when the Harriettes’ choreography went a bit astray at first and they got the spelling of “congratulations” wrong due to a few key people being in the wrong place for the *ahem* official unveiling). Not to be outdone by the OH3’s answer to the Pussycat Dolls, the Hashers also bore a couple of gifts for Flounder, who was the (brown) star of the show (as you can tell from the clever play on words there by putting the word “brown” in parentheses, we just mooned him. No limits to our well of creativity, is there?). 

Afterwards we decided to swim back to LBM’s place because it was surprisingly warm and Hook had all of my gear anyway in his new van including the tent I borrowed from a friend that as it turned out I didn’t even need to bring with me after all since I was at Flounder’s place the whole time anyway due to lack of campground space. 

And on the way back to Ottawa Hook, FatAss and myself spent at least a good half hour trying to dump some of LBM’s garbage in strangers’ garbage bins incognito with limited success before we just decided “fuck this” and stuffed the rest into one huge bin outside of Val-des-Bois and pleaded innocence over the whole thing.

But LAFFTER Hash 888 still remained the greatest LAFFTER ever and thanks to LBM, Flounder, Multiple Entry and others for their hospitality. So great it was it’s taken me 2 months to write about it. Just imagine how long it’ll take me to write up LAFFTER 999 give or take a couple of metal festivals or 3….. 

LAFFTER 5ohhhhhhhhhh is scheduled for Tit’s Mountain,  23-25 January, 2009. 

