LAFFTER NEIN TRASH
LAFFTER Nein held all the crucial components of a successful weekend hash:

We had indecent exposure, pyromaniacs, nymphomaniacs, raging bonfires, plenty o shaggy, and whiny walkers. Wait – who cares about the walkers? 
Friday’s party at the old-age home was over by the time I reached Chateau Little-Big-Man, due – entirely – to the ever-confusing directions. Here’s a hint, LBM: land-marks like “turn left after the bridge” and “right after the depanneur” are meaningless in small-town Quebec. I crossed approximately 369 bridges!
The old farts go to bed early and – boy – do they rise early, with those weak bladders and all. And they make a lot of noise! How can they be so friggin’ chipper in the morning? I thought I felt a rogue wave splash against the tent but it was just Hook, LBM, and Pooh-Runner (so graciously!) cannon-balling off the end of the dock!
Saturday’s hash involved plenty of bushwacking… or was it wanking? Shiggy galore produced a few bumps and bruises and Spike milked every bit of sympathy he could get for his injuries. Cheap Thrills brilliantly led the walkers along an unmarked trail and when they didn’t return we sent a few search parties. But again – who cares about the walkers? Our beer check took place in an abandoned shed with a random collection of broken machinery, bicycles, and hay-bales. Reminiscent of a set for a Stephen King movie! FRBs Likes to be Chaste, Cockwench, Breaks Wind and Clogged Nozzle decided to show up the rest of the herd and took the ball-buster route back. Clogged Nozzle, however, took the extra-extra long route and, blaming a gimpy knee, was long lost on-trail. The rest of the herd piled into the livestock-truck and snorted our way back to camp, like pigs to the slaughter-house.

Circle was long and drawn out, but we welcomed 3 new namings; Grassy-Ass, Twisted Sister, and  High Ho. 

And the fire raged on… pyrotechnics came dangerously close to beheading several hashers. But alas – we weren’t so fortunate. Everyone survived. Captain Canada, Casket Case, and Fish Fingers serenaded weary hashers into the wee hours, with guest performances by Flounder and Fat Ass.

Sunday’s Fatboy trail was short and sweet. ‘Nuff said. Safe home and start training those livers for next year!

