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LH3 Hash 
 Weekly Bull Shit - 

Run report for run 2251 Bugsy’s wilderness run AKA a re-run of Delly’s lost run 

I am sitting in Auckland writing this run report my ma-
te Abba says I must write the run report as I am the 
best scribe LH3 has ever seen. I have been informed 
that Bugsy has set the best Summer Run we have had 
all year. It goes something like this, rain has been pre-
dicted for early evening and a few drops are falling 
from heaven as Bugsy gives directions the trail is on 
flour it starts at the end of Havelock St it’s all through 
the bush as LH3 summer runs should be. Gaiters are 
recommended to avoid grass seeds and snake bites. 
Tyles leads the pack through the new subdivision be-
hind Outram Street admiring the drainage works and 
pits. The trail enters into the dog exercise area where 
we find our first check. There are four possible trails 
leading from this check Bugsy has set the trail on the 
track heading west leading down towards the Cata-
ract Gorge following the defunct council fitness trail. 
A steep descent down the unused track covered in 
spider webs and slippery needles fallen from the trees 

takes the pack to another check at the base of the 
Hydro pylons carrying the transmission lines cross-
ing the Gorge. It is cicad season in Tasmania and 
their sound produced by stridulation is daunting as 
well as deafening. A couple of Hashers have had 
enough and follow the pylons back to the top of the 
hill and head home for an early beer. Goblet is soon 
on trail and the pack is again heading through thick 
bush which leads back onto the fitness trail.  Star-
tled kangaroos are hopping about everywhere as 
the pack heads south towards suburbia, the trail 
crosses a fence and heads up hill following another 
hydro easement where there are even more kanga-
roos scurrying for cover in the thick gorse surround-
ing the easement. The ON Home sign is finally 
found buried under leaves and bark (the Hashing 
trio that hashed up the hill earlier deny having any-
thing to do with this) 100 metres from the ON 
Home site in  Havelock St 



ON ON 

Bugsy has ventured  out on the run himself to make sure no one gets lost like  Delly did last month.  He 

has left instructions with Magpie that the ice for the beer cooler is in the trailer. A few sludge arse 

Hashers have hashed back to the ON ON site for an early beer but are unable to find the ice in the trailer. 

When Bugsy returns he says where do  you think the ice is did you look in the esky. Tyles says  who would 

put ice in an esky in summer. The cold beer is pouring the fire pot is ablaze and we are welcoming a vis-

iting Hasher  from the top end Dingbat who is touring around Australia for  a few months. The promised 

rain is beginning to fall we are without  a Lip tonight as Blakey is out socialising, Fingers calls form a circle 

lets  get  the On Downs and the raffle out of the way before the rain gets heavier. The formalities out of 

the way and the barby is  lowered from the side of the trailer, no one can believe the state it is in the Hare 

from last week has forgotten to clean it. Magpie saves the day with a platter of nibblies while last weeks 

Hare cleans the barby. The rain doesn’t last long and the hashers  settle in for a night of beer and bullshit 



On Downs: 

Bugsy : The hare 

Dingbat: Visiting Hasher from Darwin 

Inlet: Not washing the barby after last weeks run 

Goblets Rigged Raffle: 

Inlet: Can WD40 

Two Bob: Car clean kit. 

Fingers: Bottle wine 

Rickshaw: Six pack Boags 

Abba: Meat Tray 



The 2016 Committee The Committee that charges you more and gives you less  

GM: Thumbs JM: Tyles, Hash Cash: Pash, Monk: Goblet, Trail Master: Fingers, Horn: Rickshaw, Lip: Blakey Scribe: Sheila, Web 

Wanker: Bugsy, Hash Hops: Scary 

Receding Hare Line   

Tuesday 25th January  19 Ardea Drive Swan Bay Hare: Electric Eric 

More Hares required see this years Trail Master Fingers before he nominates you to set a run or we will be back at Rowland 

Cres 

LH4 Ph. 0408139601 (Magpie) http://www.lh4.com.au  

LH4  Receding Hare Line 

 Thursday 26 th January 4 Bayview Crt Blackstone Heights  Hare:  Mr Sheen 

Joke of the Week 

Psychiatrist  vs   Bartender 
 Ever since I was a child, I've always had a fear of someone under my bed at night. 
 So I went to a shrink and told him:  “I've got problems.  Every time I go to bed I think there's somebody under 
it.   I'm scared.  I think I'm going crazy.” 
 "Just put yourself in my hands for one year," said the shrink. 
 "Come talk to me three times a week and we should be able to get rid of those fears.” 
 “How much do you charge?” “One hundred fifty dollars per visit,” replied the doctor. 
 “I'll sleep on it,” I said. 
 Six months later the doctor met me on the street. 
 “Why didn't you come to see me about those fears you were having?” He asked. 
 “Well, $150 a visit, three times a week for a year, is $23,400.00.  A bartender cured me  
 for $10.00. 
 I was so happy to have saved all that money that I went and bought a new pickup truck.” 
 “Is that so?” With a bit of an attitude he said, “and how, may I ask, did a bartender  cure you?” 
 “He told me to cut the legs off the bed.  Ain't nobody under 
there now.” 
  It’s always better to get a second opinion 
 
 
 
 
 

WHEN I SAY I'M BROKE- I'M BROKE! 
 
A little old lady answered a knock on the door one day, to be confronted by a  
 well-dressed young man carrying a vacuum cleaner. 
 'Good morning,' said the young man.>  'If I could take 
 a couple minutes of your time, I would like to demonstrate the very  
 latest in high-powered vacuum cleaners. 
 ''No, thanks!'' said the old lady. ''I'm broke and haven't got any money!'' 
and she  
 proceeded to close the door. 
''Don't be too hasty!'' he said. ''Not until you have at least seen my  
 demonstration.'' And  with that, he  dropped horse manure onto her  
 doorway carpet.    “Now if this vacuum  cleaner does not remove all  
 traces of this horse manure from your carpet, Madam, I will personally  
 eat the remainder." 
 The old lady stepped back and said, "Well let me get you a fork, 'cause  
they cut off my electricity  this morning." 
  







Red dress Run on Saturday February 11 at the Brunswick Hotel  

It is also the Australian Wooden Boat Festival weekend – lots to 
come to Hobart for and time to secure accommodation! 

ONON   

Topdek 

 



THE ASS END OF THE TRASHTHE ASS END OF THE TRASH  

Shit did I clean 

the barby after 

last weeks run 

My burger tastes 

all right, how is 

yours Tyles 


