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“Cinco de Mayo (a few fucking days early)

Hares:  Balls de Muddy & Balls de Sno

OK, so our hares don’t give a damn about actual events in history, they just want to conjure up a name for a run.  They could have called it “May Day” and requested we all show up as ex-communists marching in lock-step and carrying weapons (OK the weapons ain’t a very good idea these days!).  They could have attempted to call it “Outdoor Intercourse Day”, but then there is the question of is it on the 1st or the 8th?  Anyway, they chose “Cinco de Mayo” to at least keep with their past history of haring the first run in May and providing Mexican beer and an outdoor piss-up.

As usual, Balls de Sno did his best impersonation of a Mexican, including music, on the hotline announcement (Note to other hounds:  Many of us email challenged hounds still rely on the hotline for run announcements, and it really comes in handy when you get lost on the way to the run and don’t have your handy run flyer with you.  Oh, you didn’t get a run flyer either!!)  If you missed Balls de Sno, you missed a good laugh!

We ultimately gathered behind some hotel in North Bend, near the big ass truck stop.  I figured we would be introduced to the big rig drivers, but all we did was run by their trucks making sure we didn’t get squashed as we attempted to solve the first part of the trail.  Balls de Muddy (the newly rehired retired Mexican) had sent us off towards the west but us dumb hounds couldn’t find any marks.  He had to wave us farther west (keep going you gringos!) and we finally found trail heading into the woods.  Once in the woods, a few of the hounds took advantage of tree cover and watered a few trees while the rest of us searched for trail.  Two checks later and we were in the middle of an opening that had two (at least) falsies that confused a few of us.  Thumper, using his best wet-back skills, found trail and suddenly found himself at one of the hares means of automotive transportation.  Thinking this was “beer near”, he waited for the pack to arrive and for the hare to unlock said vehicle.  The hounds arrived, the Balls de Muddy arrived and all he did was point us in the wrong direction, saying something like “Balls de Sno laid this part”.  This is where we also met up with Dandy sans loafers and in running attire.  They say clothes make the man, but running shorts don’t make a hound when all they do is ride in cars!  Anyway, trail from here lead east along the road an into a small housing complex.  Knowing Balls de Sno hates pavement runs, I started looking for ways to get back on trail.  Success was found at the end of a cul de sac, which promptly ended in a check.  Sucker de Puss checked right and found a back check (or so he said).  No trail was found anywhere else.  So, back to the right we went and when we got to the alleged “X” we realized it was actually an “arrow”.  As we ran by, we noticed that Sucker de Puss was attempting to alter the mark into an “X”, something he drank for a little later.  Back on the road, the pack turned and headed further east.  However, about this time our hare Balls de Muddy had gotten worried.  Had he lost his hounds on the way to the beer?  Where could they be?  Anyway, we worried him just enough to make him hop in his car and cum looking for us (we were only about 200 yards away at the time).

A quick beer later, and we were off across a quasy gravel pit, with trail leading into the “dense woods”.  We had been joined by now by Dim Sum, who promptly attempted to forge his way off trail thru the brush.  Not knowing any French, I could only tell that he was not happy attempting to bush wack through the berry bushes.  But damn if he didn’t make it through all the time yelling something in French interspersed with calls of “over here you wankers!”.  We continued to follow Jewels de Family and Prick de Little through the brush as Jewels attempted to save a few peso and give himself a proctology exam on a few stumps/ branches.  Once we got out of the brush, a check lead us to a nunnery (false trail) or to the on-in.  Boy de Piss and a few others went on the false trail, the rest of us headed for the cars which had been littered with a Trash from the previous run (but no piss-up driving directions!).

Three miles away along the bank of the river, Balls de Sno had a fire pot burning and beans on the stove.  As we each arrived, we hauled down beer, wood, etc.  Oh, except for the wood that Balls de Sno asked Sucker de Puss to just leave by his car.  Now, most of us walked down the trail right to the PU.  However, the Molester of Small Ones chose a trail that put him on the other side of a creek from the PU.  He wadded across, the only hound to really get his feet wet (well, other than Prick de Little who went swimming in the river!).

With the grill ready, we ate before the circle.  Ordinary food always tastes great outdoors by a river.  Maybe it’s the mosquitoes that add flavor.  The hares were the first to drink, followed by Balls de Muddy for his retirement (this was just the first of a few for that offense).  ABO, who somehow made it to a run this far from his home skipped out early so wasn’t granted a DD.  Something we probably need to remember in the future!  Dim Sum also skipped the PU – something about a 40 hour adventure of which he was about to partake.  Muddy Balls broke out a big-ass bottle of beer that kept the vessels full for about 45 minutes.  We started a round of Mexican jokes in rapid fashion, and even convinced FC to tell his “Uncle Emmett” and “Aristocrats” jokes; oldies that we haven’t heard in years!  Ultimately, after each hound had had at least one DD, we swung low and the hounds started to wrap things up.

Must admit, another shitty “Balls Brothers” run with a great PU location and fire!
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(Guest Editorial By I.P. Freely – PSH3 hound at large)

