LH3 EXAGGERATOR
VOLUME 34 ISSUE 3

Scary is this the
way to the ABT
railway

Warning - This Publication
may contains some TRUTH

LAUNCESTON HASH HOUSE
HARRIERS
A DRINKING CLUB WITH
A RUNNING PROBLEM

RUN No. 2040 Flinty Creek Viaduct Devon Hills
Hare Don’t Know Him

Run Report:
Hare Don’t Know purposely chose this
week to set a railway theme run from his
Devon Hills property which backs onto the
historic Flinty Creek railway viaduct as
many of the Hasher’s have just returned
from a camping trip to the Abt West Coast
Wilderness Railway at Strahan. The trail
led straight to the railway line at the
southern boundary of don't Know Him’s
property. The returned HASHERS from the
Abt railway sojourn still smelling of wood
smoke and diesel fumes were soon telling
tall stories about the train trip and other
escapades they got up to except for Goblet.
Goblet had to make the ultimate sacrifice
and pull out of the trip at the last moment
as Derbs was desperate for workers in his
communications business. Derbs was hospitalised with a foot injury and needed troops
in the field. The Station Master at
Rinadeena is still holding Goblets tickets for
him to collect.
The trail headed west along the Flinty Creek
line for about a kilometre until it came next
to the Mill road where the trail took a sharp
left and followed the South Esk river past
the historic train Viaduct into Range Road.
The trail then veered into the horse riding
trail bush for another two kilometres before
the ON Home was found sending the pack
back down the loop in Devon Hills Road to
Don’t Know Him’s property.
With day light savings nearly finished and the sun setting at 7:20 Pm Don't
Know Him set a good run of about 6.5KM making the most of the dwindling
twilight as we went through the bush.

The ON ON:
While the HASHERS were out on the run
the Hare and the GM Tagg were busy
setting up the light and heavy barrels as part
of the ongoing trial of the responsible serving of alcohol.
As the HASHERS turned the last corner of
the driveway in the dark they were greeted
by the fire pot ablaze the barbecue going and
the beer ready to pour. By this time the stories of the west coast trip were over and the
topic was now Goblets Footy Tipping competition. Scary the HASH CASH is quickly on the
job collecting the cash from the thirsty
HASHERS. Scary reports once again more
people were consuming light ale than heavy
(OMG what has become of LH3 !!! WHAT is
happening to our reputation). One HASHER
was spotted wearing new shoes but some
how escaped the skull police.

SKULLS
Hash Pash birthday boy.
Don’t Know Him being the Hare and putting
the direction signs upside down.

Raffle
Hash Pash has organised four prizes this week a meat tray, a bag, a bottle of port and a six pack of our sponsors product.
Inlet won the meat tray, Gumboots the bag, Don’t Know him the port and Kuzza has taken home the six pack. Thanks to all
who are supporting our raffles.

Committee
GM: Tagg, JM: Goblet, Hash Cash: Scary, Monk: Pash, Trailmaster: Inlet, Horn: Mr. Sheen, Lip: Spyder,
Scribe: Bugsy

Next Weeks run 28th March
Hare Abba at the All Year Round Tavern 311 Wellington St Launceston.
2nd April Hare Rickshaw 14 Bellevue Ave South Launceston

LH4 Ph 0408139601 (Magpie)
28th March All Year Round Tavern 311 Wellington St Launceston Hare DT
4th April Beach Rd Legana Hare Grubb.

Don’t Forget your Footy Tipping it starts this Week
Email to Goblet

maxrundle@bigpod.com

Four old timers were playing their weekly game of golf, one remarked how nice it would be to
wake up on Christmas morning, roll out of bed and without an argument go directly to the golf
course, meet his buddies and play a round.
His buddies, 2 fellow Englishmen and a Scot, all chimed in said, "Let's do it! We'll
make it a priority; figure out a way and meet here early, Christmas morning."
Months later, that special morning arrives, and there they are on the
golf course. The first Englishman says, "Boy this game cost me a fortune! I
bought my wife a diamond ring that she can't take her eyes off it."
The second Englishman says, "I spent a ton too. My wife is at home planning the
cruise I gave her. She was up to her eyeballs in brochures."
The third Englishman says "Well my wife is at home admiring her new car, reading the manual."
They all turned to the Scot, the last guy in the group who is
staring at them like they have lost their minds.
"I can't believe you all went to such expense for this golf game. I slapped my wife on
the butt and said, Well babe, Merry Christmas! It's a great morning -intercourse or golfcourse --'
She said, Don’t forget your
sweater.

