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SPARKY, the wonder dog, is here and ready to go.  And 
then......BEEFEATER's flashlight...big, long, black flashlight.  Nice.  
Time for hare lies.  Our three virgin hares, SIR LANCE A NUT, TIT 
MITT and SECRET ASIAN MAN, looking gay, I mean great, ready 
to start their tour.  Wonder what would happen if they had to take a 
piss test??? Blah blah blah, mumble mumble, 3 bags full...I wasn't 
really listening.  I heard something about beer, and they were off!!  I 
swear the temp. had already risen 10 degrees, or was that just 
someone breathing down my neck?? I'm hot. 
 
The trail started off through warehouses? Surprise!  Walking and 
talking, planning evil deeds with MOAN N’ FUCKER, when I 
glanced back to notice that HEAD AND SHOULDERS had found 
himself a big piece of wood.  He told me that he'd been looking for 
wood like that all his life.  Me too.  Good for him, it sucks to be 
without wood.  Good for CORNIE, too!  As we were crossing the 
street at our first check, VICTORIA’S SECRETION came barreling 
down the road, honkin' and weavin' like a redneck, trying to run down 
BEEFEATER in his big white truck.  VICTORIA?? Size issues??  He 
must have seen her big black flashlight and got jealous.  On to our 
second check.  Thought we broke it but it was a false.  We did quite a 
bit of searching, and ended up heading back to the corner to take the 
stroller trail.  As we got to the corner, we saw the runners going the 
way we had just went.  I just found it funny that NONE of them 
noticed us.  I think we stick out like dicks in a whorehouse, but no 
they kept going and found the same false we did, and came running 
back.  I'm not sure this check was ever broken, so we all took the 
stroller trail.  At least I think thats what it was.  There were plenty o' 
chances to play frogger, myself and ROLLING ROCKS played a 
round and won.  <insert frogger music here>  I'm hot. 
 
  

 

 

TOUR DE WHEREHOUSE? 
By Flotation Devices 
It was a pretty day, to be fair, the sun was shining,and there 
was a nice breeze.  Well at least it was that way in Redondo 
Beach.  On my way to the hash, I was thankful that there 
seemed to be a break in the hot temperatures.  Thankfully the 
directions were easy to follow!!  I have this slight tendency 
to get lost.  Just a little..... 
  
Pulled up in my air conditioning, turned off, got 
out.....HOLY SHITBALLS...it's fuckin' hot! 
  
My day up to the hash had been a unique dizzying 
experience, seeing as I drank my own bottle of wine the night 
before.  Neat!  I'll say this for the hash....I'm not sure I'm a 
better runner, but my drinking skills have improved greatly.  
I think my dad would be proud. 
 
I lugged my  big ass bag to check in.  6-9 split and 
ALOUETTE both looking cool despite the heat, glady 
accepted my cash and sent me on my way.  Things were 
going great, chatting it up, dancing to a song on my ipod 
with BABY CRACKWHORE, talking to SPECIAL HEAD, 
my lead hare/partner in crime planning our AWESOME trail 
at the upcumming campout.  I got my hug from  BLOW 
INTEREST (she gives great hug by the way), and 
then.....VENIS DE PENIS got me.  "Please, scribe for SIR 
LANCE A NUT"  Cheezus Crust!  The last time I got asked 
to scribe was by ROYAL FLUSH.  That was easy, I just 
laughed at him and ran away.  I couldn't do that to her.  She's 
very nice but not nearly as easy.  If I said no, she might 
actually try to kick my ass, and seeing as my equilibrium 
wasn't in peak form, I said yes.  Hmmm run and write.  OK 
OK, jog and write.  Ummmm... this will be fun.  So now I 
have to pay attention.  Great.  That will be hard with the 
A.D.D. I've developed since I started hashing, plus I'm 
fuckin' hot.  
 
Overheard WILD BILL (my daddy) offering to help BABY 
CRACKWHORE to release her bra as she could pass out 
from the heat.  Hey, what about me?  CRACK was in true 
whining form. I think he had already lost his keys.  LAST 
TRAIN looked lost, henceforth he shall be known as Lost 
Train.  PINKY looked a bit more pink than normal. BEN 
DOVER's pretty new shoes that he had bought from a drug 
dealer for 5 bucks . (Did anyone else notice those sparklers?) 
Of course, I'm wondering if it was the same dealer that 
supplied our hares with their steroids. 
  

Drink No Evil, Think No Evil, Stink No Evil 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
  
 

NOTE to self....try to keep up with STUMBELINA, he's 
always taking his clothes off.  That would make me run 
faster.  Hey at least I have goals.  I think, no I know that 
the heat is  getting to me when I look at  PILLSBURY 
BLOW BOY and wonder if he shrinks when it gets hot?  
I thought I smelled something fishy, and sure enough 
NECROFISHIAC passed me by, with SNATCH OF 
THE DAY not too far behind. HE’S SO SWEET tried to 
steal my damn pen.  Did I hear the Sound of Music?  
The hills are alive....I'm hot. 
 
The trail took us along one of many railroad tracks, and 
up to a turkey/eagle split.  Turkey's above ground, 
Eagle's below through a nice dark, rank, damp, cramped 
tunnel.  I'm sure fuuullll of spider webs.  Spiders are 
evil!  I had a bad experience with one recently, while 
haring Full Moon with FUNGUS and SIN D.  I ran right 
into a spider web, complete with spider right on my face.  
<Shudder>... So do you think I went in the tunnel? 
FUCK NO! <if you use a scottish accent for that it 
sounds much better>  We made our way into a train 
yard?  There were like 10 different tracks, does that 
constitute a yard?  The tunnel exited up and out right 
before the first beer check.  !!Blood on Trail!!  
HORNEY TOAD hit his head in the tunnel.  
<<REPLAY>> (Someone yells) "Watch out for the 
ladder rungs!" <HORNEY TOAD, glances back, says>  
"What ladder?"  WHAP.  Umm that one.  Beer Near!!  I 
think I actually skipped into that first check, I was so 
happy to see it.  CRACK used that chance to grab my 
pen and drew a diagram of my tits on the front of my 
shirt, over my tits.  So now anyone that looks at me will 
know exactly where my tits are.  Thank gawd for that.  
By the way, I'm still hot. 
 

 

 
 

The pack is off again, and up to the highest fuckin' wall 
I've ever seen.  Well not ever.  But it was tall and I'm 
vertically challenged.  It was tall enough that most were 
using SISTER MARY UPCHUCK to step on and be 
pulled up.  Myself, HI-SPEED COPULATOR, and MR. 
RAT’S ASS decided to use the Direct TV vans to help us.  
He went first, then helped me and of course I promptly fell 
on him. HI=SPEED was next.  I'm not sure what she was 
holding onto, but I don't think it was RAT’s hand.  
Impressive.  Trail went on up, up, and up again.  
Somewhere, somehow, someway I found the energy to 
climb fast.  Almost to the top, and happened to glance up 
and almost planted my face in LAST/LOST TRAIN’s ass, 
not that he would have minded.  (Did anyone see HE’S SO 
SWEET doing his Julie Andrews impression?)  Got to the 
top, and then down, down, down.  My favorite direction.  I 
do my best running downhill.  Second beercheck ahead, 
complete with a lot of grumbling by the pack with the trail.  
Woohoo!! Who grabbed my ass?  Thank you to the hares 
for the coors light.  I'm hot. 
 
On we went, down the side of a hill.  A great chance for 
me to fall, which I, of course, did, but it was very stylish. 
\MASSIVE TWO TITS started laughing her ass off at me.  
Watch out...those who laugh at me usually fall after me, 
and she did. 

 

 

 

.  On flat asphalt, I might add.....It wasn't my fault it was the ass 
fault.  I saw MR. RAT’S ASS talking to a security guard on a 
golf cart, asked him what that was about, only to find out he 
had been trying to pimp me out to smooth things over.  Hey, 
Whatever I can do for the hash.  I'll take one for the team.  I'm 
hot. 
 
We found ourselves in some railroad track shiggy, with plenty 
of chances to fall face down, ass up, but somehow managed to 
stay upright.  The conversation was quite interesting.  
Centering around doing your best blazing saddles impression at 
the campout.  I can laugh for days at potty humor.  YAY we 
found the ON IN...or as i found out the new location for the ON 
IN.  I got a chance to see all those I didn't see on trail.  
HOWDY DO ME, not dressed like a female today.  SIN D 
BARE, whom I asked why I didn't see him.  He said he had 
taken the s trail because he thought it stood for SIN D.  Jack 
Daniels anyone?  GT and BLOW pedaling their great new stuff 
for the haberdashery.  FRUIT....whom I normally hear, but this 
wasn't a whistle friendly trail.  How did he do it with nothing to 
blow on? JESUS CHRIST SUPERSCAR with his beloved PBR 
hashitt in hand. CUM NAIL ME told me I could come over and 
play with his power tools!  Sweet!!! 
 
Time for Down Downs.  Thank you to the hares for their shitty 
trail....get the hares drunk.  (The Coors light and PBR at the 
checks were greatly appreciated)  Some good hashitt 
nominations, but ROYAL FLUSH won again for being gay, or 
was it looking like Mitch Gaylord?  Hash crime to SPECIAL  
HEAD, who tried to go to the first ON IN location, only to be 
scared off by 3 huge dudes with a van that already claimed the 
spot.  Maybe she should have taken BEEFEATER's flashlight 
with her.  Note to self....if STICKBITE has a patch coming to 
him, do not offer to hide it.  How was it for you LANCE?  
Sorry JC SUPERSCAR, the last I saw of the PBR hashitt, it 
was in FRUIT's hands.  R.I.P.  A couple of announcements, 
don’t remember much about them, except that HORSE’S ASS 
from LA was up there.  He's always fun to look at.  Down 
Downs ended with STICKBITE's shorts down, which stayed 
down for a good while.  Thanks for nothing. 
 
Let's see... 
1 fun tour de warehouse trail......hash fee $4 
Tits grabbed two times.........       free 
Ass grabbed about 5 times..........free 
Pimped out to a security guard.. at least a $50 credit, depending 
on pimp's % 
Beer, peanut M&M's, more beer....included with $4 
Watching HOWDY take a dive into the down down circle and 
almost taking out FRUIT.....PRICELESS!! 
There are some things money just can't buy. 
  
ON ON 
Flo 
 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 
  

RECEDING HARELINE 
8/11/06 1178 HOOTER SHOOTER HASH – Tehachapi 
8/12/06 1179 POOR AIM & associates – Tehachapi 
8/13/06 1180 HANGOVER HASH W/ LAH3 HARES – same 
8/17/06 1181 POOR AIM & ALOUETTE Lingerie Run 
8/24/06 1182 PILLSBURY & FISH LIPS Blue Dress Run 
8/31/06 1183 PIG IRON 
9/7/06  1184 ROYAL FLUSH – Last Thursday Run 
** THURSDAY night runs MUST be in “the box”. Boundaries are: 
Manchester Blvd/5 Freeway to the north, the Pacific Ocean, and 
Beach Blvd to the south. RUNS OUTSIDE THE BOX REQUIRE 
BORED APPROVAL. 

Thursday night hash deadlines: 
 Write-Ups and Hash Directions MUST 
BE RECEIVED by MONDAY at 5PM 

or it will not appear in the Snooze. 
E-mail to: 

 snooze@lbh3snooze.org  or  mail to:  
Susanne “Broomhilda” Gilmore  

1900 E. 53rd Street 
Long Beach, CA 90805 

 
MISMANAGEMENT COMMITTEE 
 
Grandmasters: Eddie “Pinky” Scott        (714) 965-2065 
                          Chris “Just Say no To Crack” Miller  (562) 696-1537 
Hash Cash:     JoAnn “6-9 Split” Levandoski     (562) 422-3599 
                         Nancy “Night Deposit” Mohler   (310) 379-9040 
On Sec:           Susanne “Broomhilda” Gilmore    (562) 423-6149 
                         Bernice “Special Head” Banares   (562) 522-8774 
                         snooze@lbh3snooze.org 
On Disk:          Neva “Alouette” Higgins     (714) 526-7823 
Brewmeisters :  Steve “Head & Shoulders” Cantril  (562) 427-1513 
                         Bill “Last Train” Nord       (714) SLIMEUP 
Munchmeisters : John “He’s So Sweet: Kotlarski   (562) 433-9633 
                         Anne “Low Beams” Lattime     (714) 775-6512 
Trailmaster:     Mark “Cum Nail Me” Davis     (714) 850-1646 
Hash Pushers:  Victoria “Geezer Teaser” Rivera    (714) 965-2062 
                         Tammy “Blow Interest” Strong   (714) 492-0117 
Songmeister:    Debbie “Corn Hole Hussie” Cantril  (562) 427-1513 
Hash Flash:      Ben “Ben Dover” Almeida    (323) 221-5905 
                        Jaime “Buster Hymen” Ybarra     (310) 872-6638 
 
Webmeister:    “HomoSaxual” – lbh3beer@hotmail.com 
Webmeister – Snooze: pillsburyblowboy@yahoo.com 
 
 

WEAKLY STATISTICS  
RUN # 1175 
Date:  7/27/06 
Place:   Carson 
Miles:  3.85 
Hares: SIR LANCE A NUT, T IT MITT, Just Joe  (SECRET ASIAN MAN) 
Weiners: FREE SAMPLES, FRUIT OF THE LOOM  
Attendance: 101 
New Boots:  Chris Haire, Ana  Ly, Skyler Sorkin 
Visitors:   HORSES ASS, STICKBYTE - LA  
 Returners:  BROWN THUMB, HIT HER IN THE SHITTER, MASSAGE-

A-TWAT, SHOULDA BEEN GAY, SNOWBLOWER, SPACE 
AVAILABLE 

Run Patches;  STICKBYTE - 100 
Hare Patches: SIN D BARE – 40 
Birthdays: none 
New Names: JOSEPH SULLIVAN is now SECRET ASIAN MAN  
Hashit:  ROYAL FLUSH for imitating Mitch Gaylord of the 1984 

Olympics 
On On: Shakeys 
Run Notes: Warehouses, 2 beer checks, crawl up drainage ditches, high fence 

This Date in History:  
By LBH3’s own Hashtorian, Alouette 
Date:10/27/2002 Run # 966 
Location: Long Beach 
 
Well, what do you know, I DO DO DO DO DO’s 
first hash with Long Beach was the Brewmeister 
Run with hares GIVES GOOD HEAD & 
SHOULDERS and DOUBLE ENTRY. The run 
started us out in a God-forsaken bridge overhang 
that stank to high heaven of sulphur and  sewer 
matter. Trail took us down many culverts. At a 
long eagle and short turkey split, the turkeys got 
ahead of the eagles and stayed there the whole 
day to the frustration of the eagles who wanted to 
win the hash. After a hard check at a railroad 
crossing we headed up into Dominguez Hills and 
into some great shiggy. We went under fences to 
more concrete culverts. At the end what should 
appear but another culvert.  Only this one was 
straight up! It was really slippery. Highlights of the 
On In included KAMMONAWANNALEIA’S dog 
taking a good healthy shit right where the down 
down cups were lined up. Of course, she won 
Hashit. Colleen Callin – a new boot – was yet to 
be named I DO DO DO DO. She was so excited 
by all the young, healthy, virile, studly, muscular, 
strapping, muscular, powerfully built LBH3 
hashers that she showed up for 58 more runs. 
Did I mention that she was in need of eyeglasses 
at the time? 
 

 
 

Once again, what happens at the hash 
stays at the hash.  
 



 

 

 

ALOUETTE 
Neva Higgins  
707 Nancy Lane  
Fullerton, CA 92831
 

LONG BEACH HASH HOUSE HARRIERS RUN # 1177 
THURSDAY AUGUST 10, 2006 6:30 PM 

HARES: BUST HER HYMEN & LEANING HARD 
LOCATION: Long Beach, TG 796 B-7 

COST: $4.00  
 

KISS RUN (Keep it Simple Stupid) LBH3 Campout Pre-Lube. Directions from the 405 Heading 
South: Take Bellflower Blvd. Exit. Turn left at E Los Coyotes Diagonal. Turn right at N Bellflower 

Blvd. Drive down about 4 or so miles. Turn right at 7th Street, continue down & make a right at 
Federation Dr. (midway thru the golf course). Directions from OC – go north on the 405, exit at the 22 

Fwy West/ 7th Street exit.  Continue west on 7th Street until Federation Dr. Make a right.  
The On-On will be at Pete’s Sports Bar, corner of 7th St, PCH and Bellflower Blvd. (near Ralph’s) 

 

Directions to Campout: From LA area, 14 
North to 58 West (past Mojave). Exit 202. 
Right on Tucker Road, Right onto 202 
(Valley Blvd) for 5 miles. Left on 
Banducci Rd. (Keep right at 1st curve.) Left 
on Arosa Rd. to Campground – Indian Hill 
Ranch. 


