
RESULTS OF LBH3 Run #1367
Date: November 29, 2009
Location: Huntington Beach, Seacliff Elementary
Miles: 8
Hares: JOCK, JOCKALYN, PACK MY CHUTE
Attendance: 80
New Boots: David Kuntz, Jose Serna, Mia Ledesma
Visitors: HARD IN THE SADDLE from LAH3
Returners: JOCKALYN, BEAVER BAM BAM BALLS, 

LOW BEAMS, HIHO, 4H, ASS THE 
OTHER VAGINA

New Name: None.
Patches: BOYZ R US- 669
Hashitt: KOWPADDY KOWBOY for 4 more years.
On-On: Huntington Beach Bluffs, Jock’s Turkey Fest
Run Notes: Long, horse trails, dirt, parks, little shaggy 

and flat streets

Hash Hotline: (562) HASHITT Hash Website: www.lbh3.orgDecember 6, 2009

While most of the country is up to its earmuffs in
cold, Huntington Beach was bathed in warm sunshine
normally reserved for summer days. It was like some kind
of wizardry was in charge of the high-pressure system that
decided to mysteriously drop anchor over us. It was here in
Huntington Beach, not far from an asylum full of television
meteorologists, whose failure to predict the weather had
sent them flying off the edge of the pressure gradient and
into the world of padded millibars, that we begin today’s
run.

It is appointed in the Great Book of Hash, that all
must make at least one pilgrimage toJOCK’s
Thanksgiving retreat in their lifetime, or risk reincarnation
as a fire hydrant in a dog park. For whatever earthly or
spiritual reasons, it seemed like the entire Long Beach
Hash was here. Rolling into Seacliff Elementary School
like Muslims to Mecca wereSCABBY HAYES, V.F.W.,
4-H, THE OTHER, NECROFISHIAC, SNATCH OF
THE DAY, BROOMHILDA, FRUIT, HARD DRIVE
andOH ENEMA.

At 10:00 AM, our enchanted odyssey began as
JOCK, JOCKALYN andPACK MY CHUTE delivered
pre-run instructions and a fiery sermon on the evils of
temperance. As the literary brimstone brought the alcohol
in our systems to full boil, the three sauced-up sorcerers
produced bottles of Wild Turkey like the ones we would
find on trail, and simultaneously downed them in about 2
½ seconds and took off.

In over 400 Long Beach Hash runs, I have never
witnessed a more poignant, dramatic moment as the
departure of the three hares. At that moment, I felt I had
reached the zenith of the Long Beach experience. We were
in the presence of divinity.

There was nothing else to see, say or do but run
towards the dust settling in the wake of the speeding hares
as they disappeared into a maze of equestrian trails. So two
beers and a belch later, we were off.

POOP FICTION: WIZARDS IN THE KINGDOM OF ODDS

We wound through the horse trails faster than I
thought possible, but when the promise of hard alcohol is
involved, mankind is capable of great things.

The horse trails gave way to a busy street where we
came upon the first Wild Turkey check. These wingless
gobblers were a bastard to find in the dense brush that we
encountered on the corner, butK.F.C. BUCKY had one
by the neck and quickly drained it. Wild Turkey is great;
drinking it is like sucker punching yourself with a
sledgehammer. I can’t wait.

The trail then led into a park where I saw a genetic
disaster of a family playing “Spin the Bottle, Win A Date
With Your Cousin!” I remembered then, thatJOCK had
promised us a tour of the old DiSteffano Mushroom
Farm. The farm once occupied the land where Central
Park is now located, and although the farm is long gone,
the magic contained inside the



mushrooms’ little fungal helmets remains. There were enough
spores around, sent airborne by our pounding feet, to
psychedelicize a rhinoceros. Maybe even enough to affect a
hasher.

The trail led though the park to a clearing andJOCK’s
Holiday Cocktail Lounge. Here our fearless founder poured
POOR AIM, BLACK AND BLOOD, HI-HO, HOT PANTS,
ACHEY BREAKY FART, CUM NAIL ME, ALWAYS
JUICY, TAKE A #, PULL TOY, MILFSHAKE, E.S.L. and
myself a drink made up of “everything”, including locally grown
organic material. The thick, mushroom brown contents of the
glass bubbled like volcanic mud, but I downed it anyway, ran
toward the trail in the distance, and waited for my head to
explode.

There was no explosion, but by now the wheels of
freebase journalism had been sufficiently greased and levered
into full speed, allowing me to dig deeper into the magic of the
moment and the adventure that lie ahead.

The trail led through a restaurant, across another busy
street, and into another part of the former mushroom farm. There
we came across an eatery that looked more like a slaughterhouse
than a restaurant. Here chickens and ducks squawked and
flapped as we ran by, setting off a pack of wild geese that barked
and snarled at us like dogs. As we rounded the north side of the
building, I saw a deranged Chinese chef chasing one of the
barking geese with a meat cleaver the size of an axe, screaming
all sorts of unintelligible gibberish. We wisely fanned out in
several directions looking for trail and found it beside what was
either a small lake or Orange County’s largest open-air cesspool
and aquatic facility. As we ran past, I saw a group of sloping-
browed Neanderthals apparently fishing in the stagnant water.
They were going through the motions, but then I noticed that
none of them had any lines on their makeshift poles!

By now things were really getting, shall we say, odd.
Besides the summer-like weather, we were experiencing an
Orange County not shown in the travel brochures: incestuous
cousin humpers, lineless fisherman and barking geese, We may
be one day closer to the end of civilization as we know it, but at
least we’re enjoying the ride.

Just above the overgrown mud puddle of a lake, we
spotted trail that led us like a white beacon of life to the beer
check. At least we had beer. Among the feared, the weird and
the confused, we got what we needed. Beer is the anchor that we
hang on to as the rest of this mad, mad world spins around us
like a tornado. So here, getting firmly anchored to this celestial
metropolis that we inhabit wereCUMS IN A TUBE,
STRAWBERRY SHORT DICK, UNDERCOVER,
CALAMINE CRACK, SIN D BARE, IGGY andPRINCESS
OF INCEST. When the last can of beer went down, I followed
the low frequency hum in my head in search of the trail that
would hopefully lead to more beer, and a chance to amp the
frequency up to a scream.

After looking for what seemed like a six-pack ago, I found
trail that led to the On-In, and the Immaculate Consumption
that was soon to begin. Thanks to the culinary wizardry of
JOCK, JOCKALYN, KAMMANA, PACK MY CHUTE,
MRS. JOCK, JOHN ADAMS and BROWN THUMB , we
began our annual display of “stufferage” that would have
embarrassed the incoming class at a fat farm.
When the roar of a hundred thankful mouths subsided, it was
time to leave Huntington Beach as we had found it: up to its
balls in debt, home to the meanest cops in the state, and in
serious danger of being hashed again by the Wizards and the
Kingdom of Odds.

With love from Long Beach,
DR. HUNTER S. SUPERSCAR

A big hearty thank you to Hunter S. Superscar and Broomhilda for
the assistance with the Snooze write up of the JFK Mamorial Run!
Also, thanks to Hard Drive and his ol lady Oh Enema for the
beer/shot check. Finally thanks Pinky for letting me use his vehicle
as a bag wagon after Sin-D-Bare fucked up and forgot he had
promised to do it for me. Till my next run - On on you wankers!
from Kowpaddy Kowboy



Mismanagement Committee 2009
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REHASH: THIS DATE IN HASH HISTORY

Run # 531 Date: 12/11/1994 (15 years ago)
Place: Fullerton
Hares: POOR AIM & SWAMP THANG
Miles: 6.5 Attendance: 53

1994 found LBH3 on the Brea Police Department’s Shit List.
Although haresPOOR AIM and SWAMP THANG had
advertised this run as the “Brea Cop Invitational Run ll”, the
hares came to their senses so the start was actually in
Fullerton at a junior high school near Bastanchury and
Rosecrans. The annual hash Christmas party had been held
the night before, so no one was looking particularly perky and
no one – except for the early bird walking contingent –
seemed to be in any hurry to chase after the hares. Trail led
through the junior high school and a soccer practice and up to
a greenbelt. It skirted Hughes Aircraft property and led to the
first of three eagle/turkey splits. The eagles crossed a bridge
and ran intoFUNGUS andPLATYPUSSY returning to trail
after their short-cutters’ hare snare. The next hare snare was
by PENIS BUTTER and BROOMHILDA (imagine that!)
who found the hares near the beer check and a toxic waste
dump on Rosecrans. After the beer check, trail led to Gilbert
Street where “SCOOTER missed the hares” was written in a
church parking lot. Trail continued through storm drains and
several tunnels, one of which was lit with candles. Some
hashers, includingRIFF RAFF , RUB IT HARD and New
Boot Doug (later to be namedBEN HERRPEES) paralleled
the tunnel up above on the street. We ran down railroad
tracks, past a nursery, past many barking dogs and finally
reached the on-in. Once we stopped running, we realized that
the weather had turned really cold. HaresPOOR AIM and
SWAMP THANG received several down-downs for the long
trail. We had 10 returners and no new boots.MR RAT’S
ASS received the hashit for “falling for the fake map gag”
and also for failing to recognize that the ass that mooned him
enroute to the hash belonged toBARNEY STUBBLE . The
on-on was at Round Table Pizza.
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12/20  1369 6-9 Split & Hi Speed Copulator, Villa Park
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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Run: 1370, December 13th,10:00 a.m.
Hares: Dickoreater

Location: Yorba Linda

91 Freeway exit Gypsum Canyon Road. Turn left onto Gypsum Canyon Road. Turn right onto La Palma, La Palma
becomes Camino De Bryant. Turn right onto Brush Canyon Road. Brush Canyon Park will be on your right side,
park in lot and LFH.


