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Hash Hotline: (562) HASHITT Hash Website: www.lbh3.orgDecember 20, 2009

As I drove into the parking, I saw theScabby
Hayes Mobile parked in the end looking like a
pedophile mobile waiting to pounce on unsuspecting
victim, even more so cause Scabby was nowhere to
be seen. As I drove closer to his van I noticed his feet
propped up on his steering wheel. “Ah.. the potential
pedophile was asleep.” Later I found out he was
sleeping off a hangover from L.A.’s Hash the day
prior.

I noticed the Pinky Mobile was parked on an
opposing side of the parking lot. NoGeezer Teazer
and no Pinky to be seen anywhere. Probably out
getting some Pink Geezer action going before
anyone showed up. Later I found out there was no
Geezer Teaserpresent that day.

As I positioned the “Hi-Viz Yellow School Bus”
(Fuck You Don’t even go there, I’m the driver).
Princess of Incest zipped me up, hopped out and
guided me back into the stall where the “beermiester
Mobile” was to let flow the golden nectar of the Hash
Gods.

As I was setting up, I saw some hasher faces I
hadn’t seen in a while, E.O. looking kinda perversely
strange with his cap resembling a stuffed rabbit
impaled on his head.

Ohmo, Pee Wee Huevos, Kneepads Not
Included, Anal Sleezyologist, Wick Licker , later
showed their faces then making me wonder if I was a
day early and had actually gone to the Orange County
Hash. “Oh well. A hash is a hash.”

A few minutes later the “ Rat Mattress On
Wheels” cums screeching around the bend demanding
a place to park.Rat picked a spot, backed it in, and
wandered around hoping someone would notice him.
(I didn’t). I started suspecting that it wasMr. Rats
Assthat had snuckFruit Of The Loom into the hash.
Someone better give him hashit I thought to myself.

As the pack began to grow in size I noticed that
Dickoreater (the Hare) andAT&T had parked at the entrance
of the parking lot andAT&T looked like she was illegally
peddling some bootleg moonshine out the back of
Dickoreater’s truck. As I approached I heard a lot of “oohhing
and ahhhing” catching a faint smell of apple pie in the air.
That’s when my “Hash Mom”AT&T smiled at me and spoke
in that “Nails against Chalkboard” Voice. “It’s Called Apple
Pie, would you like to try some? I felt as if a child predator had
just offered me “Some Candy Little Boy” … Well, I took it.”
Hey, I’m the driver not a rider of the Hi Viz Yellow Short
Bus…” It passed the “Spiked ‘O” meter” test. It was highly
volatile.

At approx. 10:17 the hare was off and nobody cared.
Well… at least I know I didn’t. I was more concerned on
where the hell the damn pisser was. Just then6-9 Split walked
by with yellow eyes asking if I knew where the bathrooms
were. So I watched and saw that she was pointed in the right
direction.
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What seemed like 16.9 minutes later, I hear whistle blow
and the Pack was away. Immediately the pack split up, some
followed trail and some followed a short cutter down to the
railroad tracks. Eventually we all regrouped before entering the
short tunnel. After clearing the tunnel we all immediately
funneled into a small creek bed with no water in it just mud. A
quick hop, skip, and a jump later there we were, looking like a
retarded inchworm trying to make its winding way up a muddy
hill. Hashers were huffing and puffing as they ascended. Well,
at least I know I was.

During my ascent I heard a conversation taking place not
too far behind me. I heardMarquis De Sadesay toWild Bill
“Shit.. It’s kinda like hashing in Cambodia, except there are no
land mines out here.” Then I heardWild Bill say to MDS,
“How does he have time to cum up with these trails in places
like this?” The response I heard then prompted me to pick up
the pace and get away from this conversation that was doomed
to hell if anyone else was listening. “Well, look who he’s
married to. Wouldn’t you make the time to get away too.”

“AT LAST” the beercheck at the top of the hill. That was a
welcomed break. I would have stuck around longer if I would
have known there was only going to be ONE BEER CHECK!!
Trail got more interesting the decent was to be a hell of a lot
more challenging. The actual best “I mean Shitty” part of trail
was the 6 inch wide muddy cow trails running down the sides
of the recently wet hills. “Dude!! That freaking Rocked! “I
mean, Damn that was scary!” The rest of the trail was a more
rapid decent at a higher rate of speed “Dude That Rocked!!” I
mean “Whoaa, let me off this ride.. it’s boring.”

After passing an orange orchard it was onlySmall Park
Frank, Princess of Incest, and myself. Then we came up to
the “ON IN” just after the Railroad tracks.Small Park Frank
picks up his pace, turns toPOI and myself and says, “I’d better
hurry in, Alouette is marking our times down.” Princess calls
out to him as he’s blazing trail “Racist Bastard.” All the while
I’m thinking “Hashit or Gorilla Down Down?”
Most hashers were located at the “Feast de Resistance table” I
mean the snack table.

As Princess of Incestwas filling beer cups where circle
was to take place. Your trail masterMr. Rats Ass made a semi
circle approx. 3 feet away from the freshly poured beer cups,
and marked it as a “NoMarquis De Sade Zone.” (He kicked
over a shitload of beers the week prior while in circle following
and focused onTissue Tits Hot Ass). Attaboy for focusing,
Dumbass for kicking over the beer.

During circleKentucky Fried CockSucker in one of his
flashes of brilliance decided it would be really funny to go up
the small embankment and moon a passing train. Well,
apparently he didn’t get the jist of what kind of passing train
gets mooned. Yup, you guessed it, he mooned a passing freight
train. So I guess it’s safe to say the freight boxes and bums
might have been offended or shocked.

New boot JustJustin decided it would be a good idea to
go up the embankment in immediate view of the pack and
relieve himself of the radiator coolant he drank the night before
(Boy you better go get that shit checked out, it shouldn’t be that
color).

Someone said they spotted new boot Sean/ Shawn
whatever, dread locks flowing overMR. Rats Ass’ pelvic area
during a private “Rae GAY” party after down downs in his RV.
If you were there, then you should remember what happened. If
you weren’t there, then maybe you should get your lazy ass on
over to the next hash and partake in the excitement, and fun,
and stop living out the hashes vicariously through the snooze.
ON “I’m Freaking done with this” ON
VFW

HAVE YOU MOVED?
SHACKED UP WITH A NEW FRIEND?

OR CHANGED YOUR PHONE #'S TO AVOID 
LEGAL EXPENSES?

Get these updates to Alouette B-4 Jan 1 to be included 
in next year’s directory.  alouette.lbh3@yahoo.com
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Mismanagement Committee 2009
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REHASH: THIS DATE IN HASH HISTORY

Run #810 Date: 12/19/1999 (10 years ago)
Place: Orange Hares:POOR AIM, AUTO DO

ME
Miles: 4.5 Turkey, 6.5 Eagle Attendance: 90

POOR AIM really likes to hare in December. He thinks
that if hashers’ beer-addled brains only have to remember
a trail for a week or two, they’ll keep it in mind when
they vote for Trail of the Year. This year’s attempt to
impress the pack began at El Modena Park, deep behind
the Orange Curtain. The hares promised us awesome
shiggy and three beer checks and then left in a cloud of
flour, Trail went uphill and downhill and
HOMOSAXUAL took a tumble. Some uphills required
crawling on hands and knees but some wise harriettes
(ON YOUR KNEES BITCH and MUTANT SLUT )
circled around on a road, which led to Orange County
Mining Co. Restaurant. Soon we came to a block wall
with a rusty lock on the gate.CUMS IN A TUBE gave
the lock a few whacks with a handy board and we all
went through. Then we reached El Modena Open Space.
Trail went across a ridge where the Santa Ana wind was
so strong that whistles were blowing all by themselves.
The landscape now looked like the surface of Mars with
large red rocks and no signs of life anywhere. After a
troublesome check, trail was found under a bridge and
through some heavy shiggy near the Santiago Creek
channel. We exited up a slope and then dropped down
into a gravel pit partially filled with water. After trudging
on even further, the pack finally reached Beer Check #2.
Trail then led to El Modena High School and into a storm
drain. Eventually we reached beer check #3.CUMS IN A
TUBE and HOZER were rescued by an autohashing
SNOWBALL at 12:45 PM, who told them that the end
was supposed to be back at A, but we had been rousted
by the cops and had moved across the street to the library.
Those that finished on trail went down a manhole, into a
long dark storm drain and up a ladder to the on-in. Down-
downs featured a new song “Dingleberry Rock”
presented byHI SPEED and THE GREAT SALT
LICK . POOR AIM received his 600 run award. Hashit
went to8 YELLOW SNOW for perverted behavior with
Charlie the dog. The on-on was at Knollwood’s. Keg
hangers were again visited by the local cops, butEZ
GOIN’ scared them away.
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1/3    1372 Fruit of the Loom, 25th Anniversary of LBH3
1/10  1373 Bucky (KFC)
1/17  1374 Howdy Do Me
1/24 1375 Last Train/VFW, Brewmeister’s Run
1/31 1376 Hozer
2/7 1377 Kowpaddy Kowboy, AS Gispert Memorial Run
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Blonde Run #6
Run: 1371, December 27th,10:00 a.m.

Hares: Poor Aim, Take A #, & the Chaney Girls
Location: Eastside Community Park, Yorba Linda, TG:  741 A-5

Directions: Take the 91 Fwy East, past the 55 and past Imperial Highway. Exit at Weir Canyon Road. At the end of
the ramp turn left (north). Weir Canyon Road becomes Yorba Linda Blvd. Cross La Palma Ave, turn right (east) onto
New River Road. Go through a stop sign, then turn left (east) at the signal onto Esperanza Road. Take the next left
(north) at the sign for East Side Community Park. The street sign may say Eastside Circle, or CM Verde Drive.
Drive up the hill to the cul-de-sac, continue into the park, and turn left into the dirt parking lot just south of the
softball field. LFH.

Take a # continues her time-honored tradition of haring with the Chaney Girls clan in December. There are rumors
there will be at least 3 of them haring this run. They promise virgin territory, lots of hills and shiggy, some
spectacular views, and lots of mud if it rains. There are other rumors of special home cooked dessert treats. Come
on out!


