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LAUNCESTON HASH HOUSE HARRIERS
A DRINKING CLUB WITH
A RUNNING PROBLEM

RUN No. 2080 13 Fryett St Waverley Hare: Bendover

Run Report:
As 6:30 approaches most of the Hashers are in two minds will we
put our wet weather gear on or not. Last week it was 28 oC this week
it has dropped to 12oC and it is spitting with rain as black clouds
approach from the south. Bugsy calls are we Hashers or Girl Guides,
set them on their way Bendover. A couple of late comers walk up
the driveway as Bendover gives instructions turn left after you cross
a bridge. The pack heads south up Fryett St just as a local petrol
head screeches to a holt throws the commodore into reverse,
backs-up the road crosses the intersection flat-out ,jumps out
screaming obscenities. The Hashers say we are at Waverley lets get
moving. The trail turns right into Cairns St the another right into
Humphrey St. The hashers running on the road are near run over
as the commodore comes around the corner with all tyres screeching. Bugsy and Scary lead the pack down Humphrey St then turn
west down the Tasman Highway to the first check at the board
mills roundabout. Scary soon finds the trail heading north down St
Leonards Rd to another check outside the indoor cricket centre.
Gumboots calls ON On as he has found the trail heading up Waverly Rd towards the woollen mills. A cunning false trail outside the
new warehouses brings the front runners back to the cricket centre just as the walkers arrive. Most of the Hashers predict the run
will head up Ravenswood Rd and start checking in that direction.
Boong finds the trail heading towards the Killafaddy livestock sales
yards, gumboots the Kiwi is last seen jumping the fence into the
sheep holding pen. The trail continues past the truck washing station where sheep shit is being washed into the North Esk River.
The older Hashers say we are heading into virgin territory we have
never been here before. The trail heads up the train line heading
south towards St Leonards. The trail follows the rail line for about
a kilometre crosses a bridge and the trail vanishes, remembering
Bendovers instructions Scary turns left after the bridge but there is
no sign of a trail. The walkers arrive and find the trail heading left
before the bridge, the trail heads through the paddocks and winds
its way behind the Killafaddy sales yards and the skin works then
crosses the fence line into a cow paddock. Hashers are climbing
under and over the fence until Blakey arrives, Blakey says I will
show you how it is done. Blakey puts his hand through the second
strand of wire and pushes onto the ground ready to pull himself
through. Blakeys hand fells wet he pulls it out of the grass and says
that looks like shit, it feels like shit, it tastes like shit it is shit a
fresh cow pat just laid today.. The rest of the Hashers move to the
next fence post and cross over. The Kiwi Gumboots has re joined
the run looking a bit sheepish and leads the pack through the paddock and crosses another fence which has us on St Leonards Rd.
There is no sign of a trail and the Hashers are looking in all directions what has Bendover done to us. Scary recrosses the fence and
finds the trail heading north following the fence line to the ON
HOME sign at the concrete factory. A 1.5 Km trek down St Leonards Rd and up the
steep Waverley hill brings the Hashers back to the ON ON site. A good hard run of
about 8Km in some uncharted territory.

Go and get My
Gumboots
Bugsy

On On:
Bugsy and Gumboots are the first to return and find the fire
pot ablaze and two kegs cracked and connected to the coolers in the garage. Bugsy and Gumboots go into the garage
and cannot work out which is the heavy and light. Bendover
says go back in you will see the light, what the fu@k is he on
about they think to themselves. As more hashers return they
say which keg is the light, Bendover says again go back into
the shed you will see the light. The penny finally drops there
is a light sitting on top of the light beers cooler. We have two
new Hashers with us tonight Shaun and Kody they are soon
told the ropes and they settle in for a quiet ale or two. Someone asks Goblet if he has heard from the Lip spyder and he
replies all will be revealed in the skulls. Bendovers runs are
well know for his crayfish delights, he has not let the troops
down as he slips inside and returns with a large plate of black
lipped abalone as an entrée. The abs are soon cooked on the
barby sautéed with a concoction of special sauces and devoured. Bendover disappears into the shed an returns with an
enormous cooked cray which was caught last weekend off the
coast of Tasmania. The cray is broken into pieces and the
Hashers pounce like gannets outside a fish factory. Scary calls
we know who has not paid wash your hands and get your
cash out I do not want the cash tin smelling like a couta shed
or something else. Gumboots is still walking around in his
shorts when someone notices that his legs are void of hair
just above his ankles on both legs. One Hump says that
where the sheep’s legs lay in his gumboots. The G.M says lets
get the skulls underway I am getting hungry it is barby time.
Hash Pash quickly dons his monks suit fills the grails and calls
upon Goblet to call up those who will be skolling tonight

Skulls:
The J .M Goblet has again stepped up to get the skulls underway as Spyder the Lip
is missing in action.
There is a certain Hasher amongst us who is showing blatant disrespect towards
the current committee. To make matters worse this person himself is a current
committee member, it even gets worse it is the G.M Tagg. Up you get Tagg you
forgot to pick up the Lip Spyder.
A certain Hasher thought he was in heaven as the trail led us into the sheep saleyards. There were pens full of young virgin lambs preparing to sacrifice themselves
for Christmas dinner, where are my gumboots when I need them , still on the garbage truck at work. Up you get Gumboots the ex Kiwi.
There are two new runners with us tonight up you get Kody and Shaun, Gumboots
has just demonstrated how it should be done, down the lot before the grail leaves
your lips or over the head it goes.
Most of the Hashers have not had to get their mothers to dress them since they
started primary school. Mum would give them the once over and say your shoes
are on the wrong foot or your jumper is inside out. There is one Hasher amongst
us tonight who will have to bring his mum along to check him out before the skulls
get underway next week. Up you get Hash Pash you have the Monks suit inside
out.
The last skull tonight is the customary one for the Hare and our host for tonight
Bendover.

Raffle:
Meat tray: Rickshaw.
Bottle of vintage wine from Pash’s cellar: Bugsy
Barbecue tong set:Blakey
Six pack Boags bee: Blakey

j

Committee:

The Committee that brings you more.
GM: Tagg, JM: Goblet, Hash Cash: Scary, Monk: Pash, Trail master: Inlet, Horn: Mr. Sheen, Lip: Spyder, Scribe:
Bugsy

Receding Hare Line
Tuesday 17th December Hare Scary 53 Newlands St Trevallyn
Tuesday 24th December Hare Tagg 24 Redwood Cres Youngtown.
Tuesday 7th January Hare Abba 44 B Basin Rd West Launceston.
15th-16th Feb 2014 Golconda 2 Hare Hash Pash camping in paradise weekend.
More Hares required see Inlet before he nominates you to set a run.
LH4 Ph. 0408139601 (Magpie) http://www.lh4.com.au
Thursday 19th December Hare One Hump, City park train play ground (Christmas run) Santa theme.
LH4 will return after the Christmas break on the 9th January at Abbas 44 B Basin Rd West Launceston.
LH3 Website
Joke of the Week submitted by Bendover
A man in London walked into the produce section of his local Tesco's supermarket and asked to buy half a head of lettuce.
The boy working in that department told him that they only sold whole heads of lettuce.
The man was insistent that the boy ask the manager about the matter.
Walking into the back room, the boy said to the manager,
"Some old bastard wants to buy a half a head of lettuce."
As he finished his sentence, he turned around to find that the man was standing right behind him, so he quickly added, "and
this gentleman kindly offered to buy the other half."
The manager approved the deal and the man went on his way. Later, the manager said to the boy,"
I was impressed with the way you got yourself out of that situation earlier, we like people who can think on their feet here,
where are you from son?"
"New Zealand, sir," the boy replied.
"Why did you leave New Zealand ?" the manager asked.
The boy said, "Sir, there's nothing but prostitutes and rugby players there."
"Is that right?" replied the manager," My wife is from New Zealand !"
"Really?" replied the boy, "Who'd she play for?"

Reprint of last weeks joke with the punch line included
One Hump is flying from Launceston to Melbourne. During the meal service, he accidentally knocked the spoon off to the aisle
with his elbow. The flight attendant immediately took a spoon from his pocket and placed it on his tray table. One Hump was
very impressed by the promptness of the service and asked, "Do all flight attendants carry a spoon in their pockets?"
The flight attendant answered, "We had an efficiency expert in to evaluate our operation. He determined that 25% of the customers knock the spoon off their tray tables. By carrying a spare spoon, we all save trips to the galley and can be much more
efficient."
Later, as the flight attendant is picking his dirty tray up, One Hump asked, "Excuse me for asking but why do you have a string
hanging from your fly?"
The flight attendant replied, "The efficiency expert determined that we were spending too much time washing our hands after
we went to the bathroom. To counteract this, we tie strings to our penises."
The customer looked confused. "How does that help?" he asked.
"Well, when I go to the bathroom 1 just use the string. Since I never touched myself I don't need to wash my hands."
The customer nodded and asked, "But how do you get it back in your pants?"
The flight attendant smiled, "I don't know about the other guys, but I use the spoon."

