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LAUNCESTON HASH HOUSE HARRIERS
A DRINKING CLUB WITH
A RUNNING PROBLEM

RUN No. 2390 67 Havelock St Summerhill Hare: Bugsy

The Smoking Fire Pot Run report
Back in Summerhill two weeks in a row the Trail Master inability to organise runs is certainly keeping us out of Riverside. This week we are at Bugsy’s for the Smoking Fire Pot
Run. Goblets predicted rain has not arrived, there are some ominous black clouds lurking
low in the north west but any skuds should by pass 67 Havelock St. Bags are stored out of
the weather as a precaution as the pack is sent off a point to Point run tonight clues are on
power poles the last is cable tied to a gate. Check out the front for the first clue. Off to
Dellys from Dellys the pack heads to Groach St Pats. Most Hash through the Summerdale
recreation grounds bypassing Summerdale Grove hill. From St Pats another Hash across
the school oval brings the troops to the Fire Station. Electric Eric and Rickshaw have put
the pace on and reach Westbury Rd about 5 minutes before the rest of the pack. From
here we are off to the Prospect Marked place then to Two Bobs where the ON Home sign
is cable tied to his gate. Electric Eric and rickshaw are still looking for the sign as the rest of
the pack arrives. Bendover said were you not listening to Bugsy’s instructions the last sign
is cable tied to Two Bobs gate. Two kilometres later we are back at Bugsy’s Delly has the
fire pot ablaze and the Keg opened.

A few sludge arse runners have turned up while the pack has been out in the cold in the Summerhill slums.
The fire pot has been stoked up by the pyromaniac Tyles. The pot is glowing red from the immense heat
Tyles has never seen such good firewood at Bugsy’s in ten years no acrid ble smoke or diesel fumes. Abba is
heard to say I must get some of that wood for my next run as soon as Mother Teresa's knees are better I
will send her out to get some. Kuzza is with us tonight just making a social visit before he heads off overseas. Abba the trail master has not got a run organised for Tuesday 0th September will we back at 44B Basin
Rd or in Riverside ????
?

On Downs:
Bugsy: The Hare
Kuzza: Visiting Hasher
Abba: The worlds worst Trail Master

Captain Fathom [Tyles] Rigged Raffle:
Abba: Stubby holder, bag lollies
Delly: Set of salt and pepper shakers
Goblet: Pair socks
Hash Pash: Six pack stubbies.

The AFL Run will be on
Saturday 14th September at Beechford

If you have not paid up see Rickshaw this
week.
Plenty of camping sites available for
those with campers or tents
Cost for non tipper will be 50 bucks.
Beer ,nibbles , bbq tea and breakfast
supplied.
Start time to be confirmed
Cost for wives and or girlfriends $0.00 if
they bring their own alcohol.
See next weeks trash for more details.
Yes there will be a run

12:00 noon

starting at

The 2019 Committee The Committee that “Isnt afraid to make changes ”
GM: Boong JM: Rickshaw, Hash Cash: Goblet, Monk: Tyles Trail Master: Abba, Horn: Bendover, Lip: Sheila, Scribe: Run report
is now done each week by the Hare, Web Wanker: Bugsy, Hash Hops: Thumbs

Receding Hare Line
Tuesday 3rd September 4 Erica Crt Summerhill Hare: Delly

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 6th September Mowbray Hotel Inermay Rd Hare: One Hump
Joke of the Week

Ginger
A women goes to her boyfriends parents house for dinner. This is to be her first time meeting the family and she is
very nervous. They all sit down and begin eating a fine meal. The woman is beginning to feel a little discomfort,
thanks to her nervousness and the broccoli casserole, the gas pains are almost making her eyes water. Left with no
other choice, she decides to relieve herself a bit and lets out a dainty little fart. It wasn't loud, but everyone at the
table heard the toot. Before she even had a chance to be embarrassed, her boyfriends father looked over at the
dog that had been snoozing at the women's feet, and said in a rather stern voice, "Ginger!" The woman thought,
"this is great!" and a big smile came across her face. A couple minutes later, she was beginning to feel the pain
again. This time, she didn't even hesitate. She let a much louder and longer fart rip. The father again looked at the
dog and yelled, "dammit Ginger!" Once again the woman smiled and thought, "yes!" A few minutes later the woman had to let another one rip. This time she didn't even think about it. She let rip with a fart that rivaled a train
whistle blowing. Again, the father looked at the dog with disgust and yelled, "dammit Ginger, get away from her
before she shits all over you!"

THE ASS END OF THE TRASH
This is the best
fire I have seen
at Bugsy’s in 10
years

Where does
Bugsy get his
fire wood

I think he gets it
off the Launceston
Council

