
RESULTS OF LBH3 Run #1366
Date: November 22, 2009
Location: Buena Park, Lincoln & Valley View
Miles: 6.69
Hares: KOWPADDY KOWBOY
Attendance: 71
New Boots: Robin Lythgoe
Visitors: GINGER NINGA & HANKY WANKY from 

Madrid, ELVIS from OCH3
Returners: CORN HOLE HUSSIE, DWP, ROYAL 

FLUSH, MARQUIS, IT’S A BUST, 
ABSOLUTE WHORE, COUGAR BATE

New Name: None.
Patches: ROYAL FLUSH - 169
Hashitt: KOWPADDY KOWBOY for serving beer in 

1 oz cups.
On-On: Texas Lucy’s, 91 and Orangethorpe
Run Notes: Streets, swap meet, Cypress College, 

railroad tracks, poorly marked, 1 beer check, 
1 shot check, ran through 4 cities,  Cypress, 
Buena Park, La Palma and Anaheim.

Hash Hotline: (562) HASHITT Hash Website: www.lbh3.orgNovember 29, 2009

On November 22, 1963, the United States of America
got blindsided by a horror so incomprehensible that it still
seems unreal today. In a millisecond the New Frontier
became as barren and void of hope as a desert. We lost a
good man that day, but we’re not here to remember, as
none of us could ever forget. We’re here to whoop it up
and raise hell J.F.K. style. John Kennedy would never let
fear get in the way of a good adventure. He said he would,
“Rather not have my life than be in constant fear of losing
it.” J.F.K. went through life dukes up with the top down.
He out gangstered the Mafia, backed down the Soviet
Union, and it wasn’t just the wind on a movie set that got
under Marilyn Monroe’s skirt. As playboy, partier, and
brother-in-law to Rat Packer Peter Lawford, J.F.K. made
Washington D.C. swing like no one before or since. No,
we’re not here to remember how and when he died, we’re
here to hash as he would have if he were here with us
today. He would have been right there, right up to his
Boston baked beans in all the beer drinkin’, trail chasin’
hooliganism that we call hashing.

KOWPADDY KOWBOY chose Buena Park to host
today’s lushfest. We hadn’t been here in a while, and this
endless strip mall of a city could use a good scare. Forget
Knott’s “Fairy” Farm, the real horror show attraction just
landed in a parking lot on Lincoln Blvd.

The invasion had begun, but what, or who would we
find here in this Bay of Pigs?

Our little engine of confusion runs much better on a full
tank of beer, so fill up we did! We sucked down beer faster
than a 1963 Lincoln sucks gas and were soon fully loaded
and more dangerous than the Soviet “passenger” ships
headed for Cuba in ’62. Some of those in full load mode
were PRINCESS OF INCEST, V.F.W., SCABBY
HAYES, ELVIS, BEN DOVER, CAPTAIN HOOK,
WRECTIM, MR RAT’S ASS, ALWAYS JUICY,
CALAMINE CRACK andACHEY BREAKY FART.

At 10 o’clock KOWPADDY hit the road like a modern
day Paul Revere. His wild gesturing, jabbering and flour
throwing should have been a warning to the bemused
citizenry, but his erratic behavior fell on blind eyes, but not
ours.

POOP FICTION: THE GHOST OF THE KING OF THE NEW FRON TIER

After leaving the start, he proceeded to lay a huge circle jerk
right in front of us! We cheered like bastards as he ran through
the shopping center across the street, dodging carts, civilians
and the blaring horns and screeching brakes of cars he had
dashed in front of. We gave chase, but he and the trail had
disappeared faster than Nixon’s 12 minutes of Watergate tape.

As I stopped to write this down, I felt a presence behind me.
It was a warm, non-threatening presence. I didn’t know what it
was, but it was there.

We picked up the hares erratic droppings and soon found
ourselves wading through the middle of a swap meet. Once
inside this bandits’ lair, we found trail but had to fight off
throngs of salesmen who jutted out of their stalls like hungry
farm animals offering us everything from shoes to sexual
favors. Fortunately,KOWPADDY had lightened his flour load
considerably during this section of trail and we easily followed
it to the sanctuary of a nearby college.



As we followed trail through the college and into their parking
lot, I noticed a man wearing a shirt that said “Zapruder Film
Service” filming us with an old 8MM movie camera. Must be a
student.

The trail led out of what looked like an endless strip of dirt
where the Pacific Electric trains once ran. The only thing even
remotely resembling a train now was the sound of our feet
pounding against the gravel and the sight of hashers
NECROFISHIAC, SNATCH, PACK MY CHUTE, JOCK,
CUMS IN A TUBE, ROYAL FLUSH, POOR AIM, PIG
IRON andBOYS R USrunning single file ahead of me.

As we ran, I noticed a guy in a Red Sox t-shirt without a
nametag running with us. He was probably a new boot too
embarrassed to wear a pink card around his neck identifying him
as a knob or an escapee from an adult day care center. “What’s
your name, pal”, I asked. “Fitz”, he replied. I only got a glimpse
of him as he was running several steps behind me, but the young
face behind the aviator shades looked happy and somehow
familiar. “You should join us, man. We do this every week.
We’ve got as much beer as you can drink and have more fun
than a bishop in a boys’ school,” I said. Fitz burst out laughing
and said, “ This does appeal to my baser instincts and I certainly
have the time.” “Great”, I said, and then asked, “ What sort of
work do you do?” He said, “I’m retired.” “Retired? You look
awfully young, when did you retire?” I asked. Fitz replied, “46
years ago.” His words stopped me dead in my tracks as if I’d run
into a wall. I quickly turned but there was nothing there, nothing
but an empty stretch of dirt and an echo ringing in my ears, the
words “46 years”.

The trail led us from the dirt to a series of streets lined with
small businesses like Ruby’s Diner, Giancanna’s La Cosa Nostra
Pizzeria, and the demolition firm of Khrushchev and Gromyko.
It was there that I lost trail, and what the heck happened to Fitz?
He was right there and a second later he was gone. Maybe one of
the guys in those businesses knows something.

No sign of Fitz, but I found trail that led to an endless maze of
tract houses. After what seemed like an hour of running through
this human habitrail, we found the beer check staffed byHARD
DRIVE andOH ENEMA . After re-bloating myself, I took off
in the company ofLAST TRAIN, SCRATCH N’ SNIFF,
HEINEKEY, CRACK, D.W.P., BACK DOOR, FAGGEDY
ANDY, STUMBELINA, NICE HAIR, JULIO CHILD,
POLLINATE HER and MICRO . It seemed that we ran
forever. The only thing that changed was the name of the streets.
Up and down, round and round we went. We presented great
“Profiles in Courage” to keep running and not surrender to the
comfort of the gutter and the warm resolution of failure.

Just as we were about to reassess our motives for living, we
spotted the two greatest words a starving, half mad, beer
deprived hasher could ever read written on the sidewalk in front
of us … ON IN. And after a short run past several grassy knolls
and a small group of wild-eyed conspiracy theorists, we were.

There, waiting to give both condolence and
congratulations for surviving theKOWPADDY H3
(Hysterical Historical Hashathon) wereBROOMHILDA (the
eternal hot flash in my heart),FREE SAMPLES,
ALOUETTE, R U PREGNANT, BEEFEATER, BROWN
THUMB, HI-SPEED, 6-9 SPLIT, IT’S A BUST,
KAMMANA, HEAD AND SHOULDERS, CORN HOLE
HUSSIE, TISSUE TITS andWHALEBONER .

Down-downs went quickly in a torrent of blame, shame
and humility that left us all breathless and on the verge of
demanding a refund for the cruelty inflicted on us by
KOWPADDY , but it was time to eat so we headed to the on-
on.

It had been a good day, but I couldn’t help but think about
Fitz. I mean, we were having a great time and just like that he
was gone. I didn’t tell anyone about what I saw, fearing it
would seal the deal in everyone’s mind that I was really nuts
and had finally gone over the edge, but I couldn’t help but
think about it. I came out of my moment of question and self-
evaluation in time to see Fitz standing under the tattered
marquee of an abandoned nightclub. The letters on it read,
“TONIGHT NOVEMBER 22, FROM DALLAS TEXAS,
THE UNDISPUTED TRUTH”. “BROOM, stop the truck, I
gotta get out”, I yelled squirming in my seat like my butt was
on fire.BROOM, fearing I was about to pee my pants, pulled
to the curb faster than a vice cop pouncing on a street corner
crack deal. I jumped out of the truck and hauled ass back to
where I’d seen Fitz, but he had vanished again. Looking
across the crumbling asphalt of the club’s parking lot, I could
see that the front door, held in place by only spider webs and
a few screws, was open. Not being one to ever look before he
leaps, I ran into the threshold of the building like it was my
own home. Inside there was nothing but barren walls and
dust. It looked as if the place had closed after that night’s
show. The owner must have packed up all of the furnishings
and left, leaving nothing but memories of better days and the
unfulfilled promise of the good ones to come. But against the
back wall where the stage must have been, was a poem
written in paint so fresh you could still smell the acetone in
the air. It read, “There’s still no conclusion, despite what’s
been learned. The truth remains hidden, til the last stone is
turned.”

Don’t worry Fitz, we’ll find them. They can’t hide forever.

Dedicated to the memory of President John Fitzgerald
Kennedy

Dr. HUNTER S. SUPERSCAR



Mismanagement Committee 2009
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REHASH: THIS DATE IN HASH HISTORY

Run # 260 Date: 11/26/1989 (20 years ago)
Hares: JOCK 
Location: Wilmington
Miles: 5 Attendance: 34

It was North-South Intercourse Weekend. The
weather was rainy and cold. Nevertheless, 34
diehard Long Beach H3 faithful showed up at
Figueroa Place in Wilmington/Harbor City to see
what JOCK might have up his sleeve for the post-
Thanksgiving free-for-all that has made him
notorious. At the appointed time,JOCK was off
(solo) with the idea that he’d really slow the pack
down by running them through the Harbor College
Swap Meet. Who knew that the Swap Meet would
be cancelled due to the holiday weekend? Oh well.
With PIG IRON hot on his tail, JOCK led us
through the college and a golf course, across the
roof of a condominium (whereTORT TART
almost got arrested), and through swamps and
housing projects. We even ran into a pack of wild
dogs andON CALL picked up a 5-foot long stick
to carry along with her for the duration of the trail.
We finally reached the on-in whereALOUETTE
and PIG IRON were honored for being the
wieners, and Just Jim was christenedOPEN FLY.
ONE TRACK was awarded the hashit for “making
it with a duck on trail.” The on-on was at Rosie’s
on C Street. (ALOUETTE ’s year-end run
summary notes mention “ham dinner”, so there
must have been one. Was this the year thatJOCK
porked us instead of giving us the bird?)
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12/13  1370 Dickoreater
12/20  1369 6-9 Split & Hi Speed Copulator, Orange
12/27  1371 Poor Aim, Take A # & daughters
1/3      1372 Fruit of the Loom, New Years Run
1/10    1373 Bucky (KFC)
1/17    1374 Howdy Do Me
1/24 1375 Last Train/VFW, Brewmeister’s Run
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It's a Wonderful Time of the Year...for Shiggy!
Run: 1368, December 6, 10:00 a.m.

Hares: Sin-D-Bare
Location: Palos Verdes, TG:  823 A-1

From the 405 Fwy, go South on the 110 Fwy and Exit at PCH and go West (right). After about 5 miles, turn Left on
Crenshaw Blvd. and go up up up to the magic hills of PV. After passing Silver Spur, turn Right on Indian Peak
Road. Turn Right on Promenade on the Peninsula into the parking structure. Once on the parking structure, go Left
and LFH.

There are so many things to celebrate in December....the holidays, Last Train's Birthday and finally some good LB
trails going for run of the year. Come out and celebrate as Sin D Bare commemorates the 76th anniversary of the
end of Prohibition and hares his 69th trail for LB. The trail will have plenty of shiggy, twists and turns, great views,
shiggy, 2 beers checks and shiggy.


