
HumpinÕ Hash House Harriers Ð Hash Trash
By Anal Rose

Sunday 08-Nov-2009

14th Annual Humpin' Marine Corps Birthday Run
Hares: One Hand Bandito, Jalapenis, Unruly Virgin, Cocky Mountain Snowball and Rides On Top O' Cock
Location: Holiday Park in Carlsbad, 92008.  Pack: 67 Hashers  (Our biggest pack since Hashathon came out today to
celebrate the 234th Birthday of the Marine Corps Ð Humpin Style).

I must preface this write up with a down down-worthy confession.  I took two pages of notes during
this lengthy circle and was preparing to write up a colossal Hash Trash that would have probably
won a Pulitzer Prize for sheer awesomeness.  As fate would have it, those notes are now spread like
fine lint all over my Happi Coat due to a freak laundry accident.  IÕm now wearing HumpinÕ History.
So instead you get a hazy recollection of the events as I saw them.  This might get uglyÉ.

The sun was shining, the birds were chirping, the beer was flowing and the hares were lying.  Virgins
were paired, chalk talk was passed, Father Abraham had seven sons, and all he did was go like
that.  Off went the pack in search for the illusive FIVE hares and THREE promised beer checks.  The
first part of the trail was a little confusing, yet well marked.  Many of us were heard to quip of its
very Larrikin-like tendencies (read:  nothing but pavement) and likened it to a trail more likely hared
by someone in the Air Force rather than the Marines!  At no time was a machete harmed on the
laying of this trail.  DonÕt tell Sex Cadet!  (Praise the Founder!)  Finally we found a little shiggy on a
dusty, sloped path.  Our efforts were rewarded by Rides On Top O’ Cock as he manned our first
beer check with delicious PBR!  Trail continued, and came upon a wondrous sight.  A surprise drink
check at Capt Jerk’s house, complete with sombrero clad wankers and tequila poppers (with REAL
tequila!  Capt even had the Chargers game on mute while the Tijuana booty music thumped!  Trail
ran on for another three minutes and twenty-eight seconds until we found Fe Fi Fo Cum’s
apartment and Pineapple Upside-Down Shots as well.  IÕm not sure how the last two drink checks
exactly correlated with the Marine Corps Birthday, but I wasnÕt asking any questions!  Off we went
again, where one of the trails threw a lot of us for a loop until, still pavement pounding, we came
across Pizza Port.  Having run four or five miles of mostly pavement, it was at this point that many of
us ran to the end, much to the chagrin of Cocky Mountain Snowball, who swears his part of the trail
included Marine-worthy shiggy and even a swim!  He continues to whine about it as you read this,
IÕm sure.  Hares could learn the following lessons from this trail:

1) Never underestimate the power of the ChargerÕs games.  ThereÕs a reason HumpinÕ
attendance drops during football season.  A trail full of shiggy has no televisions!

2) If you can drink it, it will be drunk.  Though they deter from the hareÕs intent and plan,
impromptu drink checks at hasherÕs houses and bars along the way are ALWAYS fun.

3) Shiggy versus distance always triumphs at the HumpinÕ Hash.  If itÕs too long, it WILL be short-
cutted.  Maybe 5% of the hash enjoys trails that exceed 6 miles.

Regardless of its short-cummings, this trail was a lot of fun, and the hares were not even considered
for roasting because of it.  Perhaps because the pack was docile after Capt. Jerk’s tequila check!

The circle started before the few people who finished trail actually came in.  (But you already know
that because Cocky is still sobbing about it!)   HereÕs where the notes would really have come in
handy.  There were many drinks awarded for drunken buffoonery at the Las Vegas (Vivvaaaaa Las
Vegas!) Red Dress Run.  There was talk about a male-on-male shower scene and frightening stories
of soap application at said scene.  There was talk about someone kicking someone elseÕs ass
Elizabeth Lambert Soccer style.  There were many drinks awarded for craziness at Who Put the Cum
in My Ass and Bobblehead’s house warming party.  There was talk of a bootie shaking contest
(where some unlikely male hasher became victorious) and a Pants Off Dance Off.  But do I



remember any of the stories without my missing notes?  NOOOOOO!  There was a point where
Capt Jerk was tired of hearing ÒHAT!Ó every time he drank, even though his sombrero was obviously
a costume.  In his frustration, he threw down the sombrero, inciting an instant Mexican Hat dance
for the enjoyment of the masses.  We had Just Sara join us for the second and last time.  She was
begging for a name and so we gave her a doozy:  CUMSKULL!  WeÕll call ahead to Yosemite to
make sure those varmint hashers know, and donÕt forget we can make anything worse (and we
do)!

Other notable events during the circle was BOOBS! trying to take over the circle using her Larrikin
GM powers.  She almost succeeded, too, when she got Great GM BORT to stop Hash-shit
nominations so that we could all pay attention to Menorah Whorah.  It was no horrible thing, as we
were all treated to TitÕs Out for our troubles.  Hash-shit nominations lasted so long, in fact, that a
disgruntled Anal Rose freaked out, grabbed the Hash-shit and awarded himself  as the new
HumpinÕ Hash-shit, ending what could have been a marathon nomination!  What a wanker!

The following HumpinÕ Headbands were awarded, shortly before the Headband and Whistle
Check!
Stays Out Stays Alive (SOSA) 6 runs!
Ghetto Man 25 runs!
Mannogram 25 runs!
Purple Helmet 25 runs!
Shoulda Coulda Woke Her 25 runs!
TJ Donkey Fluffer 50 runs!
The Hasher With No Name: 75 runs!
Jalapenis - Super 10 Hare!
Get a life, all of you!

Our virgins were a couple of Marines, named Just Jeremy and Just Ryan.   As true Marines, they did
r*n the whole trail

Special Announcement #1:  Sucking SeaBiscuit wiil be hosting and haring the inaugural Hockey
Hash next Sat at 2pm.  R*n fee of $15 gives you trail, circle (with keg), tailgate keg party (there will
be a grill if you would like to bring your own meat) and a ticket to the San Diego Gulls Hockey
Game at the Escondido IcePlex.  Go to HumpinHash.com Next Hash Page for more info).

Special Announcement #2:  Next SundayÕs Humpin will start at 1pm.  We would like to begin circle
while it is still light.  If this works, we may try keeping the 1pm start time for the rest of the winter time
change.

HumpinÕ circle ended mercifully at 7pm with a quick Swing Low, and the tired, cold hashers
departed for parties elsewhere.

Hash Trash Abusive Power Phrase Buster:
MOUSE OFF:  to masturbate at your computer.
The new virginÕs boob-check pics are posted on Beercheck.  ItÕs time to go mouse off!

Humpin’ Snapshot of the week!
Come up with a better caption that this lame one at next weekÕs HumpinÕ and you get a PRIZE from Anal Rose!!



ÒÉHe ate like a fat kidÉwith PIE on his face!  Face?  Who said Face?!...Ó


