The Rime of the Frigid Harriers

No, this is not a poem; no, it doesn’t RHYME.  That’s RIME.  It means frost (more or less).  Look it up.

As I arrived at Meier’s Tavern, I figured it was a fine day to break my beer-fast of some 3-ish weeks and indulge in some inexpensive DAB.  Rhotan was already jowls-deep in a half-liter, so I joined in with my own small glass, while Yer Anus sipped his lemonade.  Bloody Thighs and Rhotan proceeded to discuss their evening at the theater, as Buffalo Nuts, Rear Guard, Who’s My Daddy, and Some Kid Who’s Not a Hasher and Whose Name I Don’t Recall came in just to get tickets to the boat show from Rhotan, say hello, and goodbye.  Meanwhile, Horn-E told us of his ride on the L with the Chicago Hare (It’s Too Soft), who was planning a run around the block in the cold weather.  

Such was not to be our fate, as Assflac, aka Albert Ross (still riffing on the Rime of the Ancient Mariner), undaunted by a broken flour bag and weather cold enough to freeze precious reproductive body parts, spent another half-hour or so getting beer out to the beer stop and finishing up trail.  After a quick (but not quick enough) circle, we were off and running….well, some were running, while Sperm Diversion and Soar Balls were nursing their sore ankles.  As most of the front-runners headed straight down Lake, The KGB and Soar Balls and maybe a couple others headed across the street to find marks in the construction area, then on to the golf course, where I found me a shredded golf ball that would soar no more.

From the golf course to the woods we progressed, with Dickens’ Cider, Rhotan, and Lifa jockeying for FRB position.  Eventually we came up to the bike path under 94, where Yer Anus, thinking on his feet, found return trail from a fairly large loop on the other side of the highway, saving all of us some un-needed shiggy and more northern exposure.  Well, almost all of us.

After a little fight through some underbrush and some apparent discontinuities in trail, Rhotan sprinted like a school-girl to the Assflac-mobile in hopes of beer, threatening to leave prints of His Anus on the door.  We were eventually all treated to beer, or something resembling it in the form of Hamm’s.  There was even cider for Dickens’ and Yer Anus.  About now is when we figured out that Sperm Diversion got diverted and missed our short-cut.  Sucks to be him.  As the hare had neglected to set trail back to the bar, Rhotan, Yer Anus, Soar Balls and The KGB scored a ride back with the hare, whilst sharing a canned Hamm’s. 

As we settled into our post-hash beverages, the hare completed a successful recon mission to retrieve our lost harrier, who had chivalrously left marks for us on the trail that none of us took.  Various down-downs were downed, Assflac got his Big Hump mug back and we said nasty vicious things about Chicago Hashers.  Rhotan mentioned something about Good Swallow saddling him and that’s about the last thing I remember.  I’m sure that Bloody, Lifa, Horn-E and others who might have been under-represented did some entertaining things, but if they want representation, they can write their own hash-trash.

