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Hash Hotline: (562) HASHITT Hash Website: www.lbh3.orgJanuary 3, 2010

It was our last run of 2009. Throughout the month of
December we had been beaten and battered by the whims
of sadistic hares vying for Trail of the Year. We had been
run to the gates of Heaven and dropped into the boiler
rooms of Hell in search of that magic rush that only a good
trail can produce. By now we were spent, but there was
one more challenge to mount, one more thrust into the
warm, wet enclave of pleasure before the fat bald guy
squirts and we call it a year … The Blond Run.

For the third time in four weeks, we begin our
adventure in Yorba Linda, the birth and burial place of
Richard M. Nixon. What strange power keeps drawing the
hash to these hills and valleys? Is it the ghost of Nixon
looking for muscle to spearhead a third run for the
presidency, or is it the subconscious desire to be beaten to
a pulp by POOR AIM, TAKE A #, PULL TOY and
MILF SHAKE ? For whatever reason, we find ourselves
back in Yorba Linda under the influence of powers far
beyond our control, (try telling that line to a cop when they
stop you for erratic behavior. It gets me a free trip to the
bug house every time!)

The run almost didn’t happen forBROOMHILDA
and myself. As we reached the Orange County line, my
truck began to scream as if there were hundred of tiny
gerbils under the hood being chopped into pieces by the
fan. Strangely enough, as we headed back to Long Beach,
the sound stopped.

BROOMHILDA , in her big red lunch wagon, saved
the hash from starvation and me from a cerebral
hemorrhage, getting us to the start in a hot flash with two
minutes to spare. She also arranged for a nice policeman to
detain the pack until we arrived.

By now, the pack that includedFAGGEDY ANDY,
DICKOREATER, SCABBY HAYES, PIG IRON and
O.F.F. had worked themselves into a salivating, slobbering
lather at the sight of the shapely blond women as they ran
from our parking lot launch pad and into the fire caressed
hills and valleys of Tricky Dick’s old haunts. These were
the hills that Nixon terrorized as a boy, dressed as Hitler,
peeping into bedroom windows and stealing newspapers

off of front lawns. Legend has it that while being detained and
questioned by the police for these activities, he wrung his
hands like a mad scientist and looking up at the cops over his
sweating brow, uttered the words that would later bring him
infamy, “I am not a crook!”
With that strange energy in the air, and a blast fromFRUIT ’s
whistle, we were off on our own campaign of lawlessness.

The trail took us down and across a muddy field and onto
what was to be a long climb up a very steep hill. Up ahead, I
could seePINKY, ACHEY BREAKY FART, Just DAVE,
PACK MY CHUTE, NUMB NUTS, MR. RAT’S ASS,
CUMS IN A TUBE, HOWDY andCHINBALL WIZARD .
At the top of the hill, the trail turned onto a long section of fire
roads that had us panting and wheezing like a brothel full of
geriatric hookers as it climbed toward the sun. Running along
with LAST TRAIN, YULL JACKOFF, HORNEY TOAD
and LEANING HARD , I cursed, grunted and swore at the
burning strands of spaghetti that used to be my legs for
deserting me in my deepest hour of need. My ass was being
kicked in ways I had never hoped for or imagined. We were
now right where the blonds wanted us, whipped like dogs

POOP FICTION: LOVE MUSCLE REFLEX: THE BLONDING OF A  NATION



and ready to submit to any kind of “Blondage” our cruel
mistresses desired.

The trail then led from the fire roads to another long paved
uphill section. What sort of “Blondery” was this, were they
trying to soften up our meat before they kill us?
And what lie at the top of the hill? A sledgehammer, a
fractured skull, and a quick ugly demise? No, nothing as
dramatic as that: it was just a beer check where we could add a
few more ounces of pure alcohol to our 100 proof resumes as
our sponge-like minds drift off into the sunset.

The next section was the meat and potatoes of this
“Blondastic” assault on Yorba Linda. The trail led down into a
watery, narrow ravine lined with spear-like tree branches and
some type of shrubbery that had what looked like shark’s teeth
on it. Coming in contact with these evil growths was like
running your bare flesh across a saw blade.

As we wound on deeper into this treacherous watery tomb,
I wasn’t sure if I was an eagle or a turkey, but I felt like a
sitting duck as I began to notice, on the hillsides that
surrounded us, cement structures that rose from the ground like
machine gun towers in a prison. Where were the hares? Were
they hiding in those towers ready to catch us like a herd of
stranded water buffalo, and mow us down like scum? By now
it was useless to try and stay dry and unbloodied, so I hauled
ass withCALAMINE CRACK, V.F.W., DANCES WITH
SQUIRRELS, NECROFISHIAC, SAY WHAT?, OHMO,
UNDERCOVER, HOSER, KOWPADDY KOWBOY and
WHALEBONER , til we were out of range of the towers and
into a dry section of the ravine. We were out of the water, but
not out of the woods yet.

After the ravine, the trail led us up another fire road that
had dense underbrush on both sides, making it look like
something out of the movie,Apocalypse Now. As we plodded
along, I heard something in the bushes that sounded like
people. There were rumors that there was a dangerous cult of
skinheads in these hills waiting for Nixon to rise from the
grave and lead them into some sort of fourth Reich Valhalla.
“Don’t shoot!” I yelled, “We’re Republicans!” It turned out to
be just a group of clean-cut boys wearing armbands that has the
letters “RN” on them. Must be nurses.

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 3 to be included 
in next year’s directory.  alouette.lbh3@yahoo.com
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We continued up the hill in waterlogged misery, our
shoes squishing and slapping along, making noises that
resembled the sound track from a pornographic movie when
we came to Beer Check 2.

Here we were given loving counsel and reassurance by
KAMMANA andHI SPEED that the blonds wouldn’t hurt
us anymore, and that the rest of the trail was downhill. Now
fortified with fragile courage and a full can of beer, I prayed
to the saint that watches over our anterior cruciate ligaments
and took the first of several thousand pounding steps down
the steep black highway. It is said that all roads in Yorba
Linda lead to Nixon, but on the way, this one led to the on-
in.

Here, attending to their numerous physical and
psychological wounds inflicted byPOOR AMY and the
heartless blonds, wereBROOMHILDA, SALT LICK,
TITS AHOY, AT&T, BUSTER, JULIO CHILD,
POLLINATE HER, IGGY, WYNONNA JUGGS,
ANAL SLEZIOLOGIST, BUCKSHOT, SEARCH AND
SEIZE HER, S.I.D., SHE BANGS, FREE SAMPLES,
HOT PANTS, BROWN THUMB, ALWAYS JUICY,
PRINCESS OF INCEST, NICE HAIR, GEEZER
TEASER, SNATCH OF THE DAY, TISSUE TITS, SIN
D BARE, MORNING COCKTAIL and HEAD &
SHOULDERS.

Finally, the brutality of the December campaigns was
over. This year we drank a few, and spilled a few, but as the
last beer belch of 2009 sounded over the ruins of Yorba
Linda, we paused to relive, reflect and reaffirm our reasons
for doing all the nasty little things we do each week: we love
our beer, our blonds of all colors, and our own unique form
of buffoonery that we call Hashing. So stumble, stagger and
lurch your way into the New Year with love in your heart,
beer on your breath, and a good love muscle reflex between
your legs.
With love in all things Hashable, Drinkable and Spankable,

DR. HUNTER S. SUPERSCAR



Mismanagement Committee 2009
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REHASH: THIS DATE IN HASH HISTORY

Run # 266 Date: 1/7/1990 (20 years ago)
Place: Palos Verdes
Hares: dBASED and ROYAL MOUNTED
Miles: 5.5 Attendance: ??

This date marked the 5th Anniversary of the founding of
LBH3. Surprisingly, we didn’t do anything special to
celebrate.JOCK was the scribe for this run, as the hares
wanted one of the founder’s perspectives on their trail and
on the state of the hash after 5 years. The weather was
beautiful as we assembled at Los Arboles Parque. The
location inspiredJOCK to make his report in Spanglish.
We traversed almost every Paseo and Calle in Palos
Verdes. We ran uphill to PV Drive West and across the
golf course. We passed the PV Police taping an accident
scene, and then we headed into the brush. There was an
Aquila (Eagle) and Guatalone (Turkey) split and “an
unnecessary beer check”. (That’s a direct quote!) The trail
ran north along the beach and a cliff and climbed a muy
boring uphill to the On-In at El Retiro Park (a park for
retired people). Here areJOCK’s closing comments on
the state of LBH3 after 5 years of existence: “Except for
the fact that there is too much LAH3 influence (no
whistles, no whistle blowing, beer checks, turkey and
eagle trails, etc.) at LBH3 (which was founded to
neutralize and get away from LAH3…I know), this was a
very fine hash run. It was a well conceived and executed
trail with interesting diversions in running terrain and
scenery. I liked it a lot.” GM’sASYNC andMOTHER
JUGS presided at down-downs.TUF TITS NO SHIT
received the hashit for “thinking aboutSCOOTER.”
Nobody can remember where the on-on was!
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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
2/14 1378 Princess of Incest, Valentine’s Day Run
2/21 1379 Pinky & Sin-D-Bare, Outgoing GM Run
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BUCKY’S VIRGIN LAY RUN!!
Run: 1373, January 10th,10:00 a.m.
Hares: KFC (Bucky) & Mystery Hare

Location: Huntington Beach, TG: 796 E-3

Take 405 South if cumin from LA County or that direction exit Brookhurst St. (South) Toward Huntington Beach. It will be
about 7 lights before you come to Indianapolis St. (its a light) pass it thenmake your 1st left, (that’s the direction your dick
curves) on Hurcules Dr. then another immediate dick curve turn on Suburbia Lane.Make an immediate right on Cynthia Dr.
down toward the park and park.

This is it! Bucky's Virgin Lay! It will go through 4 different parks,some shiggy, a little bit of street but not much. This is a
perfect run to bring your dog if you desire too. Very Dog Friendly! You canbet your ass there will be a boob check! You will
know when your cumin up to it cause Bucky will be standin there waiting! expect a 3 to 5 mile trail.


