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Hash Hotline: (562) HASHITT Hash Website: www.lbh3.orgDecember 13, 2009

As the December contingent of holiday shoppers
fought like dogs for bargains at the Palos Verdes Mall,
what looked like the entire directory of the Long Beach
hash gathered to take advantage of our own December
blow-out. December is the month when the hares go to
the limit, laying tremendous trails with all the bells,
whistles and shenanigans a beer guzzling hasher could
get their mud-soaked shoes into…all for the same low
price of five dollars. Some of the those who gathered
behind the Norris Theatre, ready to stage our own
unique production of, “HELLS ANGELS,” and scarf up
hash bargains faster than 5-cent beer were
BROOMHILDA, LAST TRAIN, ZZ TOP KNOT,
SEE MORE BUNS, SCRATCH AND SNIFF,
WRECTUM, HARD DRIVE, OH ENEMA, JOCK,
PACK MY CHUTE andFUNGUS.

At 10 am, our hare, the Artist formally known as
SIN D BARE, prepared us for the unveiling of his
masterwork, looking more like Dr. Evil in his newly
acquired eye patch than our exalted Grand Master. In
the words of the famed art critic, Dr. J.C. Scarse,’ “To
produce great art, first you must bleed.”

The public unveiling came 15 minutes later as the
applause from hundreds of feet echoed throughout an
empty parking garage. We stampeded through the
garage and into an office complex, bobbing and
weaving through the deserted hallways like a gang of
shoplifters trying to dodge the fat handed claws of mall
security. Once free of the asphalt, concrete and steel, it
was time to eat dirt.

Our first encounter with dirty pleasures took us up
onto an equestrian trail, highlighted by the unmistakable
brush strokes of a mad genius with a bag of flour. I
continued along withSIR LANCE A NUT, VENUS
DE PENUS, WHALEBONER, ROYAL FLUSH,
V.F.W., UNDERCOVER, andCAPTAIN HOOK , in
a gallery of self-abuse and punishment that we need to
atone for our daily sins. For every beer we drink, we
must pay a tax.

Poop Fiction: DECEMBER DIAMONDS AND THE WHITE FLOUR SUPREME 
The trail led us to a winding uphill road, where I

encountered a wayward harriette. By now, I was gasping for air
like an emphysemic cow. As I struggled uphill, the young
beauty turned and said to me, “Hi, I’m M.I.A.” I responded,
“Please to see you, I’m D.E.D!”

From the road, the trail turned uphill onto another
equestrian path that rose at an angle any high school boy would
be proud to achieve. The geological erection seemed to go on
forever, and I knew if there was any more elevation to be had,
our master of trailcraft would take us there.

Trail fortunately then led downhill through a lush, green
canyon, and up to another road that climbed steadily to beer
check number one.



At the beer check, the Pacific Ocean, and the trail below
unfolded before our eyes with all the brilliance of a Van Gogh
painting. Our hare, the Artist formally known asSIN D
BARE, was about to unwrap for us his rendering of, “THE
BLACK HOLE,” and this collage of perils and pitfalls was
going to hurt.

The trail that led down into a barren canyon was so steep
and loose, it was no wonder that nothing had ever been built
here. You couldn’t build an outhouse, let alone a mansion on
these God-forsaken walls. But where God forsakes, the Hash
partakes, so we finished our beers, and took the first step into a
panoramic gallery of danger.

Sweet Jesus this hill is steep! You didn’t have to try and
run this part of the trail, just lock your legs and slide, like
customers at some red neck Disneyland where rubes spend
their welfare money just to sit on a piece of cardboard and
plummet down the near vertical side of a mountain into a pile
of soiled mattresses below. So we locked up and slid,
dislodging a small avalanche of rocks that followed us to the
bottom like lemmings. When the dust at the bottom cleared,
most of us had busted our ass at least once, lacerated something
at least twice, and enjoyed every inch of our own ride down
nature’s very own cheese grater.

At the bottom, those who took the Eagle got a 2-for-1 pass;
a second butt-rending descent and another beer to provide
relief from Le’BARE’s artistry. A short while later, both trails
came together and we began a long climb up a rock-strewn
pathway. Up ahead wasFRUIT , powering unstoppably up the
hill like a British Sergeant-Major on overdrive. With my
keester still in flames from our Black Diamond descent, I was
unable to keep up with PRINCESS OF INCEST,
CALOMINE CRACK, DANCES WITH SQUIRRELS and
my kind of lawyer,MARQUIS DE SADE. To our left, you
could see Santa Catalina Island, but she must have had the day
off, because the only thing anywhere near us was a Navy
Blackhawk helicopter over the Catalina channel. Somehow my
tape recorder began picking up the Blackhawk radio
transmissions – I could hear them say, “Look at those poor
bastards climbing up that hill. What the fuck would make
somebody do that?”

Relief soon came as the hill leveled off, but I could still
hear the Blackhawk’s radio as they hauled ass towards saner
pastures, “Let’s get the hell out of here before we catch what
they’ve got!”

From the summit, the trail rolled gently along and we
quickly reached another beer check staffed byTWEEDLE
ME andBEANER BARE. Seeing a mom and her little girl
passing out beer to a bunch of drunks brought warmth to my
heart, but it would send Norman Rockwell spinning in his
grave if anyone ever painted that scene for one of his
Christmas calendars.

The trail then led through a series of dirt alleyways where
we froze like hamhocks in a meat locker. The hashers in front
of me ran with their arms wrapped so tightly around
themselves, it looked like they were wearing straightjackets.
Our teeth chattered like a dozen typewriters, clicking and

clacking, spelling out some unintelligible foreign language
known only to God and the hypothermic.

We wound on for what seemed like the short version of
eternity till we reached a street, where trail led behind a small
retail complex and a church. As we ran across the church
parking lot, we were lambasted by a Salvation Army-like
donation taker who swung her belt at us like a judge’s gavel,
condemning us for our trespasses.

The trail then led us past as assisted living facility, where a
game of Parcheesi had erupted into a cane swinging melee.
Young, buxom nurses bear-hugged the old bastards, grinding
their nurturing bosoms and fruitful hips against them as they
pulled them apart screaming, “Call Dr. Copafeel quick!” No
need to call Dr. Copafeel my dear, I think he’s already found
you.

After the Summer/Winter sex show, we stiff-legged it
down a dirt hill, back to the P.V. Mall, and into the On-In.

There, right behind the Norris Theatre where it all began
were HOWDY, PHALLUS IN PORNOLAND, BIG
BOOBS, DUTCH, FINGER, DEEP STROKE, HORNEY
TOAD, YUELL JACKOFF, NUMB NUTS (with a booger),
SPUTZ, HI-SPEED, CHINBALL WIZARD, JANE
FONDLE, TWATWEILER, SUCKIT WENCH, PIG
IRON, OFF, OPEN FLY, HARD IN THE SADDLE,
PINKY, GEEZER TEASER, TISSUE TITS, JUST
KEVIN , andBROOMHILDA . Many were still frozen to the
bone and bleeding like stuck pigs, but it was worth every
bump, bruise and laceration we received today – to be a part of
the Artist’s masterful work of 3-D, interactive performance art
that we call hashing. Thank youMr. Bare , for flaying the
candy from our asses and giving us a true December diamond;
the White Flour supreme.

Disturbingly yours
Dr. Hunter S. Superscar



Mismanagement Committee 2009
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REHASH: THIS DATE IN HASH HISTORY

Run # 263 Date: 12/17/1989 (20 years ago)
Place: San Pedro, Averill Park
Hares: DEEP STROKE and MR. SPOCK
Miles: 7 beer checks long Attendance: ??

Run # 263 marked the First (and what we hoped would be
annual) LBH3 Charity Beer Check Run. MastermindsDEEP
STROKE and MR SPOCK asked the pack to come in
Christmas costumes so some of us did.WANKER exposed his
(glass) balls to the hash, Santa Claus (akaMONGO GULLY )
arrived looking far too slender, andHASH HARLOT showed
up with Christmas stickers that she happily slapped on hashers’
bottoms. The premise of the run was this: there would be 7
beer checks, each competing for a prize and collecting money
for charity. Beer check # 1 was in Friendship Park, manned by
ALOUETTE andWILD BILL . They dispensed a concoction
made of rum and coconut juice. Beer check # 2 was
GINGERBITUS ’ and NURSE ME’s Sugar Shoppe. Here we
were treated to homemade cookies and mimosas. Soon we
arrived at Beer Check #3, which was a pup tent set up in a
vacant lot. The entrance was guarded byFREEBIE who
charged a dollar to peek inside. If check #2 was a pastry check,
this was a pastie check thanks toDOGGIE STYLE, who
really knew how to twirl those tassels. Beer Check #4 was at
STROKE N’ PUKE’ s house where we were treated to
peppermint schnapps and whipped cream. Check # 5 was in
another park where3 DOG NIGHT andGO-GO DANCER
plied us with more schnapps, cherry cheesecake and a ring-toss
game that involved winning the bottles of beer that the rings
were tossed around. Check # 6 was hidden inAUTO
ROTATE ’s garage. This featured cider and a porno film,
“Top-less Gun”. Check # 7 was at San Pedro High School.
This featuredQUICK CHANGE , a police car and water. Oh
well! Eventually we arrived back at Averill Park. Down-downs
included the awarding of a 25 run patch toOFF, and the
announcement thatDOGGIE STYLE had won the “Best Beer
Check” award for the day.PHUCKIT received the hashit for a
suspicious photo of him and a sheep. The on-on was at the
pizza parlor on Gaffey and 6th, which was a Lamppost Pizza at
that time.
The hash collected $381.10 at the beer checks and donated
the money to Long Beach United Way.
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12/27  1371 Poor Aim, Take A # & daughters
1/3      1372 Fruit of the Loom, New Years Run
1/10    1373 Bucky (KFC)
1/17    1374 Howdy Do Me
1/24 1375 Last Train/VFW, Brewmeister’s Run
1/31 1376 Hozer
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136-9 Shigalicious Run
Run: 1369, December 20th,10:00 a.m.
Hares: 6-9 Split & Hi Speed Copulator

Location: Linda Vista Elementary, 1369 N. Cannon St., Villa Park, CA 92869
TG:  799 E-1

Directions:  From the 91 freeway going west, take the 55 South and exit on Katella and go east (left).   Make a right 
on Cannon and then a right in the school parking lot.  From the southbound 405 freeway to the 55 North exit Katella 
going east (right).  Make a right on Cannon and then a right in the school parking lot, LFH. 

Cum join us and celebrate the 1369th run for the Long Beach Hash House Harriers.  This run is full of shiggy!  I 
know.  You wouldn’t think two walkers would lay a shiggy run.  Then you would be wrong.  If you have gators then 
bring’em.  The weather forecast is 69� .  Free giveaway to the first 100 hashers.  There will be a BBQ after the run, 
bring $5.


