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The year was 1985, and most of Southern California, if
not America was caught up in the fitness boom that seemed
to explode around the time of the 1984 Olympic Games in
Los Angeles. Everywhere you went, you saw people
running around in their 200 dollar Nike “jogging suits”
trying to find a place in the new kingdom of cool. Fitness
freaks turned empty store fronts into aerobic dance studios
filled with new wave narcissistic body-Nazis “1,2,3ing it”
into near cardiac arrest as their sweat ran in rivers onto the
studio’s hardwood floors. During this era, competitive
running grew faster than the promoters could schedule
races. There were so many 5 and 10Ks around, it seemed
like everything on two legs had strapped on a number and
had joined the party.

The attraction to running and racing was irresistible,
but in the midst of all the sweat and fury a lot of fun was
lost. There was also a lot of “Healthier than thou” attitudes
developing and a hierarchy where those below the thirty
mile per week line were looked down upon as poseurs,
pretenders and even untermensch.

The greater Los Angeles area is famous for its history
of countercultural revolution; things like jazz music,
psychedelic rock and the civil disturbances that erupted
like volcanoes when things got a little tight. It was only a
matter of time until the running scene here got something a
little more gritty, less structured and yes, a little more fun.

It was in that same year of our Lord, nineteen hundred
and eighty five, that the holy trinity ofJOCK, EJECT and
ZAPATA found the right moment in time to build out
necessity, a counterbalance to the norm as the cement
hardened, and the creative momentum of the running
phenomenon got caught in the linear restraints of the box.
You know, intervals, mile splits and the 2.5 beers you were
allowed to have with your carbo-loaded dinner. The Long
Beach Hash that they founded “Jimi Hendrixed” the
accepted structure of a running club, and took it to a place
of legendary, mythical proportions. The Long Beach Hash
is as timeless as a cold glass of beer; the first one is as good
as the last one, and the rush never gets old as we find life,

BEER AND LOATHING IN LONG BEACH: 
BUILDING THE LUNATIC FRONT



adventure and friendship in a time and place where such things
seem to have been engineered out of the equation. The Long
Beach Hash is the ultimate delinquent funhouse. It is the
sustaining note that never ends, the living space between the
beats, where all the good things in life flourish like flowers in
the sun.

Most happy stories, in their last paragraph, begin with the
phrase “in the end.” The beauty here is that the story of the
Long Beach Hash House Harriers doesn’t have an end. It keeps
on reinventing itself year after year, mile after mile and beer
after beer.

The success of the Long Beach Hash is not due to any one
element of its structure, but by the sum total of its parts; all of
you, and a little bit of that old unexplainable magic is what
makes it the best place in the world.

So as I’ve said before, “Get out on trail and have a beer
with a fellow hasher. It doesn’t get any better than this.”

With love to all, Long Beach style,
J.C. SCARSE’

Jesus Christ Superscar huddled the 3 scribes together to
try to organize some cohesiveness to our write ups since this
is “an extravaganza of such glorious magnitude that it
should be documented with such tenacious caution as to
withstand the test of time.” I had a difficult time listening to
him because all I could think about was TITS. Why, because
my brain is basically filled with sperm. The scribe
musketeers concluded that we would limit ourselves to 1000
words each. I’m up to 84 right now (make that 88). Hey,
come to think of it “a” is technically a word. Hmmm, a a a a
a a a a a a. Cool, now I’m up to 115. This is going to be
easy!

As I pulled up with the kegs I was surprised to see so
many people at 9:35 a.m.VFW said it was mostly LA
hashers showing up for the free t-shirts. This raised the
question, “is 2 1/2 kegs going to be enough beer?” It wasn’t.
Luckily, a Beverages and More was about 200 yards away.
You drunks drank 4 ½ kegs. We planned for 100 hashers.
179 stampeded us and we scrambled and panicked in order
to allow much rejoicing. Surprise returners wereHi Ho,
Rub Her Dick and 2 Young 2 Do. All the others were
mostly LA and Orange County wankers. They had never
seen so many hashers in all their lives.

The whole event kicked off with an announcement by
Fruit of the Loom, the top LBH3 total run count guy (he’s
hashed with LB like 7035 times)………Wait……I just got
distracted. I’m watching South Park and it showed a dream
sequence where Steven Spielberg and George Lucas both
force rape Indiana Jones. How do I describe all the weird
shit that happened at the hash after watching that? Sorry
about that. Fruit of the Loom’s speech was extremely
uplifting and informative. I don’t know what he said but it
was better than Oprah. It was even better than Cats. I think
he said something along the lines of “the New York
Yankees are a bunch of unfair assholes.” Actually, I think he
just did a Hershey squirt, but then he powdered the ground
(and his nose) and the so-called “hares of the quarter
century” were off.

The pack ran through the Farmer’s Market (I didn’t see
one farmer for sale) and around the mall where I found 63
cents on the ground. I left it there. I didn’t want it weighing
me down. Those quarters are a bitch. Trail then took us
twice under a bridge by a historicChewcacabarf spot and
around the marina to a beer check that was unfortunately not
prepared for multiple sweaty drunks. We then darted across
the busy streets to skidding cars.Big Boobssaid, “cross the
street like you own it.” Sure, tell that toHowdy. The trail
itself was fine as far as flat LBH3 trails go, but it had one
hell of a glitch. One check, unsolvable for 300 yards, had us
all wandering around for over 45 minutes (slightly
exaggerated artistic license used here).Damian was pissed
because this made him not win the hash.Cream Puff was
left to wonder why the residents were throwing away
perfectly fine Xmas trees.Yull Jackoff pointed out that
Xmas trees were on sale right now.

Best and Worst Trail of 2010



Got Milk asked a dog if it wanted to sniff his ass. Then he
sniffed the dog’s ass. I scouted around as fast asTort Tart’s
ass would run. She said that she wasn’t just a piece of ass.
Hmmm, must have tits too. Speaking of tits,Gigo wondered
if the free commemorative shirt made him look fat. Anyway,
trail resolved and eventually made it to the On In/On On
designated spot in the business parking lot by Studebaker Rd.

Everybody blamedFruit for the trail.Sin D Bare blamed
Open Festering Fish. Sin D Bare is Mexican. Finally,
Buster Hyman was officially blamed since he laid a trial the
previous week from the same location. Down Downs went
down reasonably great for the crowd size. The beer bitches
wereJane Fondle, Wynonna Jugs and Kind of a Whore.
VFW and I were too preoccupied with the kegs to pay much
attention. All I know is that I got called up for being a dog
most likely to hump a leg. There was also a large inflatable
Penis that hung over the crowd like a Pink Floyd concert.
Everybody ate like pigs afterwards.Mr. Rats Ass was in
charge of the catered food. The cuisine was Mexican.
Surprised? Caboosejammed his hand in the cake as if he
was playing in mud. We got drunk and danced in the parking
lot. Did we have fun? You bet your ovaries we did and
nobody got poison oak.Sir Lance a Nut said, “there’s no oak
‘in the box.”

It was a truly festive and eventful day worthy enough to
be engraved in memory. Unfortunately very few of us will
achieve this.

Thank you,Fruit, Rat and the LBH3 board for making
this event happen (or asPinky said, “making us appear
organized and have our shit together).

Thank you,Jock, Eject andZapata for the Long Beach
Hash House Harriers and allowing me to feel proud that I
have no life.
Another Shitty 25th Anniversary Hash (in about 800 words).

Last Train to Cuntsville (with a capital “K”)



1985, 25 years ago…
Gas dropped below 90 cents a gallon, Ronald Reagan took his 2nd oath as President of the United States

and in Long Beach, 3 menJock, Eject and Zapatamet behind a bank on 2nd Street with beer and debauchery in mind…..
On this present Sunday, the pack gathered at the Los Al Marina to be a part of the 25th anniversary of

LBH3. There was a great presence of support by Orange and LA County kennels, yet it could have been the free T-shirt
giveaway as that always draws a good crowd. Just askIggy, we show up at his Divorce run or his ‘show-off-the-new-
fiancé’ run. Whatever, if there’s a free hash shirt involved, you’ve got our support.

There were mind-numbing screams cumming from check-in,Hi Speed was excited because of aRubber
Dick and it was the return of many long-time ago hashers that hadAlouette, Geezerand6-9 smiling too. Jock brought
Eject’s remains andHi Ho wondered if the ashes were going to be mixed in with the trail flour.

Fruit of the Loom was beginning his trail announcement to whichSuck it Dry said Fruit was
pontificating… ouch, sounds like that needs a prescription. I think I pontificated once, but a doctor retrieved the pointy
object out of my butt and I immediately felt better.

After Fruit reiterated trail rules and gave threats to the disobedient, the 6hares were off.Faggedy Andy
scratched himself and screamed, ‘how many ol’ guys does it take to lay a trail?” My mind wandered about old guys laying
anything and it made me joinSearch and Seizureand the other scribes for a shot of bourbon.

Benjamin Button, or the curiously backward agingWild Bill , shouted one minute and we were soon off
towards Marina Pacifica Mall. Trail went under PCH bridge and along water to bayshore where a dozen hashers stood
still. Oh goodie a beer check. No, it was a hare snare byHowdy. Nothing pumps a hare’s blood more than looking back
and seeingHowdygunnin’ you down. Once you’re in his sites he’s got you, even if you areSinD Bare. It’s a fun, cheap
high, you should try it. Soon after, there was a beer check at Marine Stadium andOFF , Open Fly andOne Left One
were enjoying an ersatz 70s acid trip as they listened to the flowing conversations: JC SuperScarwith premium distilled
spirits dancing in his veins, pondered the theme of the run…”uhhhh,” I muttered,“25 years?” No prize was awarded as I
did not answer in the form of a question.Riff Raff puffed that it was to reflect how many times we have done the same
fucking trail over and over. Yet the apex wasRoyal Flush, standing next toDamian both wearing the giveaway T-shirt
he asked,“Hey that’s a neat shirt, where’d ya get it?”

Trail continued via alley-ways to bayshore marina and it was then that the many years of hashing and
being subjected to many crotches thatDover’s coon’s tail disconnected. See, your parents were right, if you don’t stop
playing with it or bag it when you shag it, it will fall off! That unfortunate event must have made us all miss trail because
it was there at the check we all lost it too. After listening to the many dictations, er directions fromFruit I went back to
the check and foundCum Nail Me, Stevenand trail. We went up Appian bridge and along PCH where I caught up to
Hozer.How is it that he is always ahead of me? As we rounded the corner to theOn-In, Tort Tart averted a car aiming
for Yak in the Box. No one looked to see if his X or mom was driving the vehicle.

The On-In was abuzz,Cums in a TubeandFree Sampleswere grooving to the music, set up byMr.
Rats Assand the unpluggedFaggedy Andy. Cum to findChinball plays guitar too, it’d sure be great to see another
Hashstock soon..huhBroom? Always Juicyaccompanied me to Bev Mo for some Vin-O that we shared with vine wise
hashers likeMoanN, Geezer, Open Fly, Venus, Major Tongue, just Pat andFungus. The wine loosened upFungus as
he agreed to a tennis match, he is a rated player and with the cancer and his rotator cuff surgery coming up, it just may be
my chance to get rated (oh shit, did I write that out loud?)

Circle started with a crowd of over 176 that was not easy to control, yet our beer wenches,Wynonna
Juggs, Jane Fondleand Kinda a Whoredid an awesome job redirecting blows, begs and thieving asPinky andSinD
MC’d above the chatter.Jock andPoor Aim received 1069 patches andDarth Vader gave a penis offering to lift his
haring ban. EO was indecorously sodden by beer in circle as tacos, beans and rice were catered and prepared. It was a
scene that begged for background music of Ave Maria. The circle was so shamefully moving thatToo Yung to Doand
Uno Mas? squatted in the wet dirt behind a dumpster and laid amongst the trash and red ants to fornicate… oh, young
love…eww gross! Show some self-respect and borrow someone’s car next time. Or atleastbring a beach towel on your
bicycle to wipe up with. Circle concluded, we all drank and sang until wehad our fill and reluctantly made our ways
home.

25 years ago, ourFounders, Jock, Ejectand Zapata wanted to have a good time through hashing, I
believe they succeeded and passed a worthy torch to us all. Onthis day, Fruit of the Loom supervised, organized and
deployed award winning hares and scribes to commemorate the anniversary event. Fueled by LBH3’s never-ending kegs,
it’s clear that camaraderie can persevere over complaints, shitty trails and writers’ recollection, allowing Long Beach
Hash House Harries to once again, make hash history.

Here’s to the hares, they’re True Blue…On-Out the Back Door Whore.



Mismanagement Committee 2009
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REHASH: THIS DATE IN HASH HISTORY

Run # 814 Date: 1/16/2000 (10 years ago)
Place: La Mirada
Hares; PADDLE ME SILLY & B.V. DIVA
Miles:  6 Attendance: 76

PMS decided to celebrate his 50th Birthday by inviting
LBH3 to his “Hungover Half Century Run.” The run
start was in La Mirada near Valley View and Firestone.
At the appointed time the hares took off in a cloud of
flour and headed straight for the railroad tracks. “Might as
well get those out of the way first,” commented scribe8
YELLOW SNOW. Inspired by the fact that it was MLK
Day weekend,8YS titled his write-up “I Had a Wet
Dream”, and mostly waxed and raved about things that he
dreamed might happen, likeFUNGUS staying on trail,
and FRUIT blowing his whistle less often and marking
checks more frequently. The trail did turn out to be
mostly concrete and railroad tracks, interrupted by a killer
Bloody Mary check hostessed by10CC. Other than
having to pullTAKE A # ’s dog through a hole in a fence,
trail was relatively uneventful byPMS’ standards. When
we arrived at the on-in,8YS was still in his dream state
and hoped that “one day hashers will not judge each other
by the color of their hash shirts, but by the contents of
their beer mugs.” Down-downs included the introduction
of New Boot Laura (now known asFISH LIPS), a bunch
of visitors and returners and the awarding of a 25 run
patch to WHALEBONER. 6-9 SPLIT received the
hashit for “forgetting her gender.” The location of the on-
on has been lost up the anals of hash history.
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1/17  1374 Howdy Do Me
1/24 1375 Last Train/VFW, Brewmeister’s Run
1/31 1376 Hozer
2/7 1377 Kowpaddy Kowboy, AS Gispert Memorial Run
2/14 1378 Princess of Incest, Valentine’s Day Run
2/21 1379 Pinky & Sin-D-Bare, Outgoing GM Run
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Run: 1374, January 17th,10:00 a.m.
Hares: Victoria Secretions

Location: Santa Ana

Take the 405 south and exit Bristol. Go north to Mac Arthur and make a right turn. Make a left on
Plaza drive and turn into the first drive way where Bally's and lookfor hashers.


