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LAUNCESTON HASH HOUSE HARRIERS
Warning - This Publication

A DRINKING CLUB WITH

may contain some TRUTH

A RUNNING PROBLEM

RUN No. 2331 13 Fryett St waverley Hare: Bendover

Run report for run 2331 “Waverley Not the Tour De Piss, Le Tour du crime de Launceston “
Rain Rain Rain that is an understatement the Gorge is in flood, the rain has not abated all day.
Bendover has set the run three times first with chalk then road marking paint. A smaller than usual
pack has assembled some in rain coats some optimistic Hashers in windcheaters and a gay looking
Hasher with an umbrella. Out the gate turn left a late cumers loop takes the pack down Humphrey
St to the Highway back up the lane way into Fryett St. The rain has eased slightly there is barely a
smidgen of the green road marking paint left on the road. Slo Mo is leading the pack and calls ON
ON as he sees a faint blob of paint on Skemp St. The last of the trail is found in the southern end of
Regent St. It is so wet tonight we have not heard a dog bark they all must be inside tonight as must
be the criminals no police cars with flashing lights or sirens blaring. All except Abba decide to call it
a night and head back to Bendovers for an ale and a change of clothes. Abba returns an hour later
calls all soft cocks I found the ON HOME sign. A few sludge arse Hashers turn up late as usual one
has even bought his grandson with him as an excuse not to do the run.

ON ON:
The fire pot and shelter in Bendover’s garage is a welcome sight as the pack returns. The beer is not pouring well tonight and has Sheila scratching his head as he tweaks the gauges. Inlet his grandson, Blakey
and Sprocket all turn up late with various excuses why they never arrived on time to do the run. The rain
has eased the Hashers are huddled around the fire pot which Inlets Grandson finds hard to comprehend
why are grown men standing in the rain drinking beer on a Tuesday night. Never mind says inlet I will explain all on the way home

Conversation with Grandson on the way home
Grandson: Poppy why do they call you Inlet
Inlet: I don’t know Cove
Grandson: Poppy why do you stand out in the rain drinking beer
Inlet: Because we are Hashers.
Grandson: Poppy why do you tip beer over your head,
Inlet: Because we are hashers.
Grandson: Poppy why do you sing rude songs
Inlet: Because we are Hashers.
Grandson: Poppy why did we get to the run 10 minutes late:
Inlet: Because I am a Hasher.
Grandson: Poppy why did we tell Nanny we were not going out tonight.
Inlet: Because I am a Hasher.
Grandson: Poppy will Nanny know that we have gone to Hash
Inlet: Trust me I am a Hasher she will never know.
Granson: Poppy what will happen if Nanny finds out that we went to Hash
Inlet: That will not happen I am a Hasher
Grandson: Poppy why were we the last to leave.
Inlet: Because I am a Hasher
Grandson: Poppy what is a beer traveller.
Inlet: It is an extra beer a Hasher has so he does not get thirsty travelling home.
Grandson: Poppy why did you have three beer travellers.
Inlet: Because hashers get thirsty.
Grandson: Poppy will we get home before Nanny.
Inlet: Of course we will I am a Hasher.
Grandson: Poppy why do you want to know if the police breathalyser is out tonight
Inlet: All hashers need to know where the breathalyser is
Grandson: Poppy why are we driving on the wrong side of the road
Inlet: Because I am a Hasher
Grandson: Poppy Nanny is home what is a Hasher going to do now
Inlet: Not even a Hasher can get out of this one Grandson.

The Wayward Kiwi [Sheep Dip] Rigged Raffle:
Hash Pash: Six pack bundy.
Inlet: Meat tray fresh plucked chicken.
Abba: Pack duct tape.

On Downs:
Bendover: The Hare
Slo Mo: Top Tipster a couple weeks back.
Bugsy: Stuffing up the date of the G.M’s committee meeting.
Abba: Only hasher to do the whole run.

NOTICE:
A committee meeting is to be held WEDNESDAY 25th JULY at 7pm at the Launceston
Workers Club. All members are encouraged to attend.
Topics to be discussed will be:
Club finances,
Supply & cost of beer barrels,
Weekly run fees,
AFL Grand Final function,
Change-Over dinner,
Any other matters arising.
ALL LH3 members are invited to attend if you want to have a say in something. If you
don’t turn up, you don’t get a say so don’t complain about the resulting decisions!
If you have something you would like raised in the meeting but cannot attend please
see a committee member.
This is YOUR club as much as anyone else’s so please support it, your opinion counts.

GM, LH3,
“Blakey”
(On-On)

The New 2018 Committee The Committee that “Doesn’t Compromise on giving less ”
GM: Blakey JM: Slomo, Hash Cash: Pash, Monk: Sheep Dip Trail Master: Fingers, Horn: Thumbs, Lip: Loggy, Scribe: Run report is now
done each week by the Hare, Web Wanker: Bugsy, Hash Hops: Scary

Receding Hare Line
Tuesday 24th July 171 Invermay Rd Thumbs car yard Hare: Blakey
Tuesday 31st July 44B Basin Rd. Hare: Abba

Have you set a run recently if you have not the Trail master may nominate you soon
LH4 Ph. 0408139601 (Magpie) LH4

LH4 Receding Hare Line
Thursday 26th July All Year Round Tavern Wellington St Hare : ???
Joke of the Week

Slicing Pickle
Bill worked in a pickle factory. He had been employed there for a number of years when he came home one
day to confess to his wife that he had a terrible compulsion. He had an urge to stick his penis into the pickle
slicer. His wife suggested that he should see a sex therapist to talk about it, but Bill indicated that he'd be too
embarrassed. He vowed to overcome the compulsion on his own. One day a few weeks later, Bill came home
absolutely ashen. His wife could see at once that something was seriously wrong. "What's wrong, Bill?" she
asked. "Do you remember that I told you how I had this tremendous urge to put my penis into the pickle slicer?" he asked. "Oh, Bill, you didn't," she said. "Yes, I did," he told her. "My God, Bill, what happened?" "I got
fired." "No, Bill. I mean, what happened with the pickle slicer?" she asked. "Oh... she got fired too."

Hi all my friends at LH3
It’s my birthday come and
help me celebrate

THE J.M’s Footy Tipping
There are still
enough rounds left
for a few of us to
catch Bugsy

THE ASS END OF THE TRASH
I will just send
Lizzy a text to say
we are home
watching TV

Oh sh@t leave
that to me son,
I will think of
something

Poppy how are we
going to explain
we won a chook in
the raffle

