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RUN No. 2062 171 West Tamar Rd Riverside Hare: Sheila

Run Report:
Words of wisdom from out spiritual leader the G.M
Tagg have been few and far between since he took
over the helm and got LH3 back on track with light
beer. This week we will have to revert back to another
passage from the Old Testament for our spiritual lesson Genesis Chapter 7 Verse 12 “and it came
to pass after seven days that the waters of the flood
were upon the earth.” Inlet the devout Christian must
have been studying the bible when he arranged for
Sheila to take over setting run number 2062.The run
has been moved from the low lying flood prone area of
Riverside to higher ground at the Riverside tennis centre. The rain has not stopped falling in Launceston
since last weeks run. The low lying areas of Riverside
have been inundated with floodwater, the SES are delivering sandbags all around Launceston and the ABC
radio is constantly interrupting regular radio programs
with emergency warning updates. A larger than expected number of Hashers heavily camouflaged in wet
weather gear have assembled at the tennis centre as
Sheila calls ON ON. The run was set on chalk but that
has long gone and joined last weeks chalk and the
tampon strings at the bottom of the KANAMALUKA.
Head towards Tamar Marine are the orders where you
may find the ON HOME if the tide has gone out.
Hashers wearing sou’westers, gumboots parkas and
some carrying umbrellas set off down the driveway to
face the elements. The rain is pelting down at a 45 degree angle as the Hashers turn onto West Tamar Rd
heading in a southerly direction towards Tamar marine. Umbrellas have been turned inside out and the
chilly rain has penetrated much of the wet weather
gear by the time the pack arrives at the Riverside fish
and chip shop. The G.M Tagg decrees I will stop here
and purchase ample quantities of fish and chips to
feed the flock as you return. Some hardy Hashers continue on and some call it a day and return to the
warmth of the tennis centre. The ON HOME is eventually found at Tamar Marine and a hasty retreat is
made back to the ON ON, as the rain has not abated
all night the remaining Hashers on the run are soaked
to the skin when they return.

ON ON:
Sodden cold Hashers start to trickled back into the tennis
centre after about thirty minutes. Sheila has been busy during the week and has constructed a fire pot to out doo all
other LH3 fire pots. An old 160 litre hot water cylinder has
been converted and filled with dry wood. A stainless steel
chimney has been attached to the top and red hot flames
and sparks can be seen leaping about a meter above the
chimney. Wet gear is soon discarded and cold bodies are
thawed out around the fire pot. Gumboots says the fire pot
is not hot enough and is soon filling it to capacity via the
chimney “this is how we do it in New Zealand.” Most of the
Hashers have returned when the G.M arrives back from the
local fish shop with a hamper that would have fed an army.
The beer trailer has been set up out in the rain and the
Hashers are again braving the elements as they refill their
grails.. The skulls are soon underway and as the incessant
rain has finally ceased the barbecue is underway.

Skulls:
Sheila: Setting the run
Inlet: Off loading setting the run and turning up as the last runner returns. (Sludge arse of the year)

Raffle:
As usual Hash Pash has promised at least three prizes and the
usual great value for money.

Meat tray: Goblet the J.M
Genuine Essendon club Scarf: Tagg the G.M
Six Pack Boags: Bugsy the scribe.
As the third prize is drawn most throw their ticket stubs into
the fire pot in disgust as another rigged raffle ,committee members have won again. Pash announces the fourth prize a torch
winner is a black ticket D 45.Pash is nearly lynched and says
there will be extra prizes next week don't burn your tickets until
all prizes are drawn.

Goblets Footy

Tipping
Round Twenty
Twenty rounds have come and gone, Essendon has taken the
heat off Collingwood this year, I have not seen one collywobbles joke on the net.all year. This weeks winner is the travelling
Grey Nomad Boong who has been sending his tips in by carrier
pigeon while he is the outback of Australia in his new caravan.
With only three rounds remaining the contest is still wide open.
Kuzza is still in the lead but Sheila, Goblet, Bendover and Inlet
are still in there with a chance of taking out the major prize.
The weekly winners will not be published for the rest of the
season, the winners will be notified on Grand Final day. The
result sheets will be locked away tighter than the ASADA report
on Essendon.

Voss gone,
Hird
defiant I am
not
going anyw
here,
we will pla
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finals.

Committee
GM: Tagg, JM: Goblet, Hash Cash: Scary, Monk: Pash, Trail master: Inlet, Horn: Mr. Sheen, Lip: Spyder,
Scribe: Bugsy
Receding Hare Line
20th August Hare Spyder 97 Hardwick st Summerill. Barbecue

night B.Y.O food

27th August Hare Fingers 32 Rowland Cres. Summerhill.
LH4 Ph. 0408139601 (Magpie) http://www.lh4.com.au
22nd August 67 Havelock St Hare Magpie
29th August 4 Bayview drive Blackstone Heights Hare Sly
LH3 web site

www.launcestonhashhouseharriers.blogspot.com.au
Joke of the Week Submitted by One Hump

Frank is 85 and lives in a Senior Citizens Home. Every night after dinner he goes to a secluded
garden behind the home to sit and ponder his accomplishments and long life. One evening,
Mildred, age 82, wanders into the garden. They begin to chat and before they know it, several
hours have passed.
After a short lull in their conversation, Frank turns to Mildred and asks, "Do you know what I
miss most of all?"
She asks, "What?''
"Sex." he replies.
Mildred exclaims, "Why you old toot. You couldn't get it up if I held a gun to your head!"
"I know," Frank says, "but it would be nice if a woman could just hold it for a while."
"Well, I can oblige," says Mildred, who unzips his trousers, removes old fella and proceeds to
hold it.
Afterward, they agree to meet secretly each night in the garden where they would sit and talk
and Mildred would hold Frank's thingie.
Then one night Frank didn't show up at their usual meeting place.
Alarmed, Mildred decided to find him and make sure he was O.K.
She walked around the Senior Citizen Home where she found him sitting by the pool with Ethel, another female resident, who was holding Frank's little pal!
Furious, Mildred yelled, "You two-timing son-of-a-gun!! What does Ethel have that I don't
have?"
Old Frank smiled happily and replied, "Parkinson's"
1.

A Catholic boy in confession says, "Bless me Father, I
> have sinned, I masturbated while thinking about my sister."
> "That's a disgrace," said the priest, "especially when you
> have two gorgeous younger brothers."

2.

. I woke up this morning at 8, and could smell something
> was wrong. I got downstairs and found the wife face down on
> the kitchen floor, not breathing! I panicked. I didn't know
> what to do. Then I remembered McDonald's serves breakfast

