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POOP FICTION: THE BLACK BELLES OF 
OCTOBER 
 
I knew that tomorrow was going to be a nightmare for 
the men of the Long Beach Hash. Just before midnight, 
the bright yellow moon began to turn a dark shade of 
blood red. Crimson droplets formed on the trees amber 
leaves and fell to the earth, forming bloody red pools 
that burned into the ground like acid. I learned that 
BROOMHILDA, KAMMONA and CHEEKY had 
joined together to hare the Halloween Hash, and were 
going to raise hell at our expense, The night before the 
hash, they met at BROOMHILDA’s house, a strange, 
foreboding old mansion that mysteriously radiates a 
furnace-like heat even in the dead of winter. Inside the 
house, the three were gathered around a large black 
cauldron that hissed and boiled with demonic fury. 
Inside the cauldron they had thrown all things that men 
hold dear: football tickets, nudie magazines, the TV 
Guide, and even beer! They even threw our gawd damn 
beer into the fucking pot! They were dead serious, and 
hell-bent on retribution and revenge for our 
drunkenness, chauvinism, and overall boorish behavior. 
We were about to be pussywhipped but good by the 
three harriettes. We were in for the same kind of beating 
that Bill Clinton got from Hilary. Just look at the poor 
bastard now, staggering along behind her like a whipped 
dog! Men kill, but women maim, taking great pleasure 
out of watching their prey suffer. Men go for the throat, 
but women go for the balls. The only way we can save 
our sorry asses is to try and snare them as quickly as 
possible. But it won’t be easy, perhaps impossible, but 
we have to try. Our pride, our future, and our balls are 
on the line.  

Paris & Britney – you  
gals are lookin’ good! 
 
I was the first one to arrive at the hash that began in a quiet 
little park on a quiet Sunday morning street. One by one, some 
of the guys began to arrive. ROYAL FLUSH, BUSTER, and 
LAST TRAIN to name a few. We talked about yesterday’s 
hash, drunkenness, and all the good things that go with it. Then 
some of the women began to show up, and things began to 
change. It started getting hot, really hot. The strange thing was 
that WHITE ELEPHANT, TIT MITT and BABY CRACK 
WHORE were talking and laughing just a few feet away, and 
were apparently unaffected by the sudden rise in temperature. 
They knew what was going on, they all knew. Soon the park 
was full of hashers, but something seemed off. All was not 
right. Just then, the three harriettes wearing black police 
uniforms suddenly appeared in front of the group like assassins 
who had patiently waited for their victims and were now about 
to earn their play, They stood menacingly before us like a trio 
of black widow spiders, a black uniformed castration squad that 
flaunted their phallic looking nightsticks like a porno star 
would a three foot “Johnson.” They ground out their hare 
announcements in garbled, demonic voices reminiscent of the 
girl in “The Exorcist”, and were off. I momentarily lost sight of 
them as they crossed the road and ran past a placid lake where 
swans peacefully swam, worlds away from the terror that was 
to befall us. 
 
I must have lost sight of them, because in an instant, all I saw 
were three huge vampire bats that flew toward the sun in the 
west. I must not have been the only one who saw them, because 
every man in the park stood in sweating, miserable silence, 
while the women carried on as if nothing unusual had happened 
at all. They knew, they all knew. 
 

 

 

 

“Carmen and the Devil 
walking side by side” – for 10 
points, what song is that line 
from? 

 

Pat him 
down 
and 
confis- 
cate his 
beer! 



  

 
 
 
  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
What they all knew was that the three harriettes had 
made a deal with the ghosts of the infamous nutcase 
Carrie Nation and her prohibitionist goons from the 
1920’s. They figured that if they could hare a great hash, 
scare the beejeebers out of us, and not get snared, it 
would shame us cocksure, beer drinking, social misfits 
into a bunch of hand wringing, flop sweating, stuttering 
yes men! What Carrie Nation gets out of the deal is that 
harriettes all over the world would force us to stop 
drinking beer. Think about it, if hashers worldwide quit 
drinking beer, the beer industry would go belly up 
overnight. Hashes would become nothing more than 
daycare centers for semi-senile adults. No more 
swearing in the circle, no more “tits out for the boys”, 
and lastly, the most insufferable punishment of all, no 
more beer. 
 
Yes, they all knew, they stood in groups snickering away 
at us like schoolgirls. They were all signers of the, 
“emasculation proclamation”, but they underestimated 
the power of beer. Like Popeye’s spinach, beer fuels the 
beast of a man that is a hasher. My emergency supply of 
PBR was beginning to kick in, I had ignition, the fuse 
was lit. I knew what I had to do, it was time to fight 
back. 

 

 
If beer awakens the sleeping beast, it was time for the beast to run 
amok! 
 
I strode to the front of the group like a union agitator and began 
yelling, “men, don’t you see what’s going on here! Do they have 
their leash wrapped around your balls so tight that you can’t 
think! Free men drink beer, slaves do not! Get your drunken asses 
in gear and let’s reel them in.”  
 
Like throwing a match onto a dry hillside, it was on! HARD 
DRIVE, EL POSTO LOCO, and BEN DOVER quickly formed a 
bucket brigade at the beer wagon to get beer to the backsliding 
hashers who had been bullied into shameful abstinence. We 
would need every man and we only had fifteen minutes. 
 
FRUIT’s whistle sent the whole mad dog militia into action. We 
were like a stampede of wild animals as we stormed across the 
street led by the forces of Islamic intolerance, FUNGUS, 
BLOJACK, and our new boot from Alaska. We picked up speed 
as we ran downhill into the park by the lake. “Run you drunk 
bastards, run”, I yelled. It was great. Leading the charge was SIN 
D BEAR, LANCE, BLACK & BLOOD, PACK MY CHUTE, 
CUMS IN A TUBE, and NECROFISHIAC. We quickly went 
through the park, through the first check, and on trail that led into 
a swap meet. 
 
Here is where the ghosts of Carrie Nation and her tee totaling 
Puritans went to work.  
 
As we entered the swap meet, the warm air became so humid that 
a light rain began to fall. The misty air began to fill with the 
sound of tropical birds and the staccato, AK-47 like rattle of the 
Vietnamese language. …. Welcome to Hanoi, 1968. 
 
With HE’S SO SWEET, SPACE AVAILABLE, and BOYS R 
US, I waded into a sea of angry Communists in black pajamas, 
while harriettes TWEEDLE, TISSUE TITS, and BUCKSHOT 
watched in amusement. Somewhere in this steaming jungle of 
humanity was trail, and we had better find it fast, the Commies 
were getting agitated. We were bad for business, and when they 
discovered that we were Westerners, we’d be in deep shit. Just 
then, I spotted trail under the wheels of a passing rickshaw  
 

Hit me 
with 
your best 
(jello) 
shot! 

Hey Buster, 
don’t break 
the bottle.   
 
 

No, this is 
not a Keg on 
Wheels!  

SAVE THIS DATE: February 9TH, 2008 
LBH3’s 23rd Annual Found’er Balls. 

 Details cumming soon !  

 

 

 

 

Like our costumes? We 
bought them at the swap 
meet.  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

RESULTS OF LBH3 Run # 1248 
DATE: 10/28/2007 
PLACE: Hunt Bch, Greer Park, McFadden & Goldenwest 
HARES: BROOMHILDA, CHEEK-A-BOO, 
KAMMONAWANALEIA 
Miles: 4 
Attendance: 77 
New Boots: none 
Returners: MARQUIS DE SADE  
Visitors: LICKWEENIE – OCH3 
New Names: Maria Ezcurra – ESL (Easy Sleazy Lush) she’s a 
HS Spanish teacher 
Patches: HOWDY DO ME - 469 
Hashit: BUSTER HYMEN – for being a bottle of beer 
On-On: Rathskeller in Old World 
Run Notes: Swap meet, shopping center, Old World, 3 beer 
checks, E/T split – Eagles got to the cemetery  

MISMANAGEMENT COMMITTEE 
 
Grandmasters: Eddie “Pinky” Scott         (714) 756-BYOB 
                          Laura “Hi Speed Copulator” Gaber  (562) 902-2443 
Hash Cash:      John “He’s So Sweet” Kotlarski       (562) 420-1221 
                         Anne “Low Beams” Lattime     (562) 439-2031  
On Sec:           Susanne “Broomhilda” Gilmore    (562) 423-6149 
                         Bernice “Special Head” Banares   (562) 522-8774 
                         mail to: Snooze@snooze.lbh3.org  
On Disk:          Neva “Alouette” Higgins     (714) 526-7823 
 Dick “Poor Aim” Ames     (714) 734-6979 
Brewmeisters :   Steve “Head & Shoulders” Cantril   (562) 400-1099 
                           Bill “Last Train”Nord       (714) SLIMEUP 
Munchmeister: Diane “Kammonawannaleia” Eisner      (714) 658-2595 
Trailmaster:     Joel “Sin D Bare”        (310) 544-5223 
Hash Pushers:  Victoria “Geezer Teaser” Rivera    (714) 756-2962 
Songmeister:    Debbie “Corn Hole Hussie” Cantril  (562) 400-1099 
Hash Flash:      Jaime “Buster Hymen” Ybarra    (310) 872-6638 
 Ramona “Moan N’” Tucker    (310) 378-6453 
 
Webmeister:    “HomoSAXual” – lbh3beer@hotmail.com 
Webmeister – Snooze: pillsburyblowboy@yahoo.com 
 

THIS DATE IN HASH HISTORY 
 
Run # 145  Date: 11/8/1987 (20 years ago) 
Place: Huntington Beach 
Hares: McMUFF DIVER & PECKERWOOD 
Miles: 4 Attendance: 78 
 
Brewmeisters McMUFF DIVER & 
PECKERWOOD really put on a great “Brewathon”, 
cramming 5 beer checks into a 4-mile trail. And 
these weren’t just any old beer checks, as you will 
soon see. The pack gathered at Wardlow Park on 
Magnolia St, just south of Yorktown. Trailmistress 
SUTEKI BUNS gave a chalk talk to 13 new boots. 
Grandmaster 3M advised the crowd that they’d find 
5 beer checks with imported beer and servers to 
match the beer. Soon the pack was off and shortly 
arrived at Beer Check # 1 which featured a cache of 
Canadian beer dispensed by MOMSICKLE. A mile 
later we reached #2, which was at a German 
couple’s home and featured a dark and almost bitter 
German beer. By now, the pack was beginning to 
slow to a walk, but forged ahead to BC # 3. Oh no! 
Chinese beer here. A leisurely stroll later, we found 
BC #4, with a Filipino new boot serving San 
Miguel. On on to BC #5 – just follow the sound of 
gurgling hash stomachs. Here we found the hare 
serving Tipfer, an Australian beer. Then it was up a 
hill to the On-In, where DOG BOTT got the hashit. 
We then adjourned to Mongolian Barbecue where 
we sang songs and embarrassed the waitresses.  
 

RECEDING HARELINE 
11/18 1251 PIG IRON    Palos Verdes 
11/25 1252 JOCK’s annual  Turkey Trot  
12/2 1253 HORNY TOAD, YULL JACKOFF, 

SPARKY   Lawndale 
12/9   1254 4H 
12/16   1255 SIN D BARE  Palos Verdes  
12/23   1256 FISH LIPS 
12/30    1257    POOR AIMY & friends “Blonde Run” 
1/6    1258 TBD – OC Marathon        Orange Co. 
1/13      1259 MARQUIS DE SADE     Los Angeles  
 

Deadline for maps, write-ups, etc is 
Wednesday at 5 PM: e-mail to: 
 
Snooze@snooze.lbh3.org 

ATHLETES IN RAYTHEON LOCKER 
ROOM PAY THE HASH A 
COMPLIMENT: 
After a noon workout, I walked into the 
Raytheon locker room.  I heard one guy say, 
"I usually buy 5 gallons at a time; it's 
cheaper that way."  Sounded good to me, but 
then I realized they were talking about house 
paint.  I said, "Shit, I thought you guys were 
talking about something to drink!"  And one 
of them said, "I don't think the guys you run 
with would notice the difference!"                           
- submitted by Wild Bill 

Wouldn’t you like to try a new 
position?  
SIGN UP NOW TO RUN FOR 
THE LBH3 BORED FOR 2008. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
  

 
  

 

 
 
 
 

Alouette 
Neva Higgins  
 707 Nancy Lane  
Fullerton, CA 92381 

NEXT LONG BEACH HASH RUN # 1250 
Sunday, November 11 2007, 10:00 AM 
Hares: BLOJACK & Veteran Hares 

Location: Montebello 
Thomas Guide: 676 F-1 

Cost: $4 
Directions: From the 405, take the 710 North to 60 East to Paramount Blvd. Go south on Paramount. 
Turn right on Lincoln (if you go left, you’ll be in BIG trouble.) Continue for about a mile. Then turn 
right on Rea. LFH 
BLOJACK’s words of wisdom: Maybe wisdom is not the right word, but what I do know is the 
definition of Urban Shiggy. If you are curious about what U.S. is, come up and be schooled by the Bald 
One.  


