March 15, Raceway Woods in Carpentersville
 

Leaving home at 1:00, I took the 2nd City standard of 1 hour to get to Raceway Woods, where I was greeted by some gaudy, purple-and-green-clad prostitute....no, that was Dickens' Cider in her Palm Sunday/St. Patrick's Day finery, purchased at Village Discount.  Words cannot do this outfit justice.  Think either large, sassy black woman or Indo-Pakistani woman.  That, or someone filling up on lime jello and grape juice, then vomiting.

 

As DNC went out to set the beer stop, I took a look around Raceway woods, and read the little sign recounting the area's history, which included 10 years as a raceway and 20 years of "trespassing and dumping".  I don't know why they didn't call it "Trespassing and Dumping Woods", since there was more of that than racing.  Besides, wouldn't you want to advertise that your woods are so great that people are breaking in just to take a dump?!

 

Eventually we got going, as Dickens' had people to see, places to go, etc.   We slogged over mud, climbed hills and raceway embankments, and listened to Rhotan bitch about the stickers in the woods, while those of us who had the foresight to wear long pants whined a bit less.  After a half-hour or so of mucking about and scaring the locals, we had a lovely trail beer or two by a stopped-up culvert, then slogged through more mud to the parking lot housing the Cider-mobile and the beer stop beer.  Much witty banter ensued, as did the ingestion of a number of moderately alcoholic beverages, at which point we forced Dickens' to drive us back to the start, since she hadn't bothered to set trail there.

 

Once back in the Trespassing and Dumping Woods parking lot, we assembled in the Rhotan-van for a bit more drinking, snacking and witty banter.  Various salty snacks (pringles and pretzels and cheetos, oh my!) and sweet snacks (brownies and cookies and candy, oh my!) accompanied the beer, as Rhotan told Assflac "Don't pull on that, Jagoff!"  Assflac didn't seem to hear as he continued pulling away.

 

We took a bit of time for down-downs, honoring the hare for her trail, Assflac (and retroactively, Soar Balls) for being chewed up and spit out by academia, Rhotan for whining about his scratched up legs, and formerly just Mary, formerly I'm Late Again for her new name of Bang Me, Blow Me, Get Me Off.

 

A few random recollections:

1.  The cop who had us trying to hide our beers, not sure about drinking regulations in this foreign land.

2.  Self-same cop possibly just pulling in to use the toilet room.

3.  Self-same toilet room being equipped with a urinal cake sconce (possibly the reason people would break in just to take a crap).

4.  Assflac being just seconds too late to trap Rhotan in said toilet room with his own van.

5.  The unattractive youngsters who presumably used the now-famous toilet room for something other than purging of waste.

6.  The knotted up used condom(s) at the beer stop site.

7.  Marco.......Homo

 

ON-ON to the Naperville area for EZ Sunday's annual trail.

