
MasterBatemans Bay HHH                   The Egalitarian Hash  

Where sobriety in moderation is tolerated 

🤻   🤻                                            Trash Volume: Loud, long and off pitch. 

 

MBH3  https://mbh3.wombathole.com/ 
  Going Downhill Fast 

 

Run Number:  232 Dec 2025 (Christmas Run) 

Hair: Gobbles 

Weather: Bit warm but bearable 

Afters: Steampacket Bistro 

Score:  Several 

 

Due to hazy memory and in the tradition of 

staying up to date with technology and the truth 

that is the basis of all MH3 reporting and 

activity I have commissioned an AI bot thingy of 

indeterminate gender and location (possibly 

Manila) to produce a report of the most recent 

Christmas extravaganza.  Instructions were 

minimal and access to previous volumes for 

scraping purposes was limited. 

 

Any resemblance to the truth has been 

systematically reviewed and minimal editing was 

exercised in the interests of science or 

protection of privacy.  

 

Recapping the MBH3 2025 Christmas Hash: 
 
 A Day and Night to Remember 

 On December 6, 2025, the first Saturday of the 

month as usual, the Masterbatemans Bay Hash 

House Harriers (MBH3) social running and 

drinking group (augmented by one dog and 

several dozen occasional participants) gathered 

for an unforgettable run that started at the 

iconic Bushrangers’ Tree (circa May 1867) in 

Nelligen adjacent to the newly resurrected 

Bridge over the historic Clyde River. With the 

village’s pulse beating strong and the anticipation 

high, hashers from all corners of the hemisphere 

including New Zealand and Queensland came 

together to take on a bucolic adventure through 

the heart of Nelligen. Sniffer Dog was noted as 

present on one of her occasional visits to 

Australia and the second or third anniversary of 

her current domestic arrangements. 

 

The Start 

Hashers arrived at the Tree just as the village 

entered its late afternoon torpor and began to 

wind down for the evening. Old friends reunited, 

new faces were welcomed, and the usual pre-run 

banter filled the air. Sticky Date recently 

returned from the southern geographic 

extremes of the nation, was holding the fort and 

bbq table with Fluid Movement, on one of her 

sojourns from the central coast (of NSW). The 

Religious Adviser, Infallible, quietly claimed 

credit for no rain to the great relief of Likes 

Green Shit who had had several sleepless nights 

of wasted worry tracking every known weather 

forecasting site in a needless display of 

inadequate faith the in the RA. The atmosphere 

was electric—everyone ready for the challenge 

ahead and the camaraderie that defines every 

hash run.  

Menstrual and Barby Tools were clutching their 

slingies of pre-run hydrating. Ms Cheeky was 

practising limericks as the drinkers slowly got 

stoned they were sharing a drink………… (Ed Note 

Intervention: How did Billy Joel get in here?) 

 

Promptly at several minutes after the advertised 

stating time the Grand Master, Gobbles, 

claimed the airwaves and declaimed at length on 

the future beauty of the trail before sending 

the multitudinous pack (sans invalids and late 

arrivals) With the chalk talk wrapped up, we 

launched out from the Bushrangers’ iconic tree, 

first turning left and then quickly right, our 

spirits high and legs ready to carry us through 

the amazing adventure ahead. 

 

The Route: Urban Exploration 

The trail led the group through Nelligen’s not 

quite bustling streets, weaving through the past 

the historic Post Office (est circa 1858, closed 

1972), alongside rapidly moving highway traffic 

brimming with life and threat in equal measures 

then up into hills that offered azure skyline 

vistas. The mix of old and new, the hidden 

corners and covered boat trailers, made for a 

unique hash experience—an urban jungle with 

plenty of surprises along the way. Hashers 

navigated winding pathways, dodged the 

occasional parked obstacle, and paused to admire 

the contrast between Nelligen’s historic 

structures and its modern developments. The 

route challenged walkers to stay alert, stick 

together, and embrace the diversity of the 

landscape, and the pack, before meandering 

towards the serene and slow-moving Clyde and 

the keenly awaited drink stop already under 

siege by a range of invalids, Christmas elves and 

transport providers already plundering the 

beverages. 
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Food was produced by Count Her Feet and 

keenly guarded by KanDoo. Some people ate. 

 

Highlights of the Run and Trail: 

• See above. 

• It was a bit undulating. 

• No-one got lost 

• GreenFinger did not once use prior 

knowledge as guidance. 

• Meat found one short cut. So did Two 

Fathers but no-one took it. 

• There appears to be no photographic 

evidence of any part of the scenic bits. 

• There was a drink stop (see above) 

• Then there was a circle a bit further on. 

(see following) 

The Circle: A Tradition as Old as The Hash. 

As is often the case, the circle tended towards 

the elliptical and conversational in complete 

ignore of the traditions of undivided attention to 

the Grand Master Gobbles who fought valiantly 

to impose order, decorum or any form of control. 

This was not made any easier by the presence of 

Xerox and Mole (visitors from New Zealand on a 

lengthy birthday bash) and the usual background 

conversationalists around the rapidly depleting 

Eskies™. Rockhampton refugees Lassie and 

Tonto were no bloody help either in their 

excitement at being welcomed as visitors.  

 

Menstrual declaimed in a short but materially 

truthful manner on the trail and awarded it an 

appropriate score of a couple. The Religious 

Adviser Infallible consulted his immutable 

record of the participants in the Inaugural- 

Possibly-Annual Limerick Competition being 

judged by Captain Pugwash from his Bosun’s 

Chair. Several efforts both planned and 

impromptu, some of which observed the broad 

outlines of framework and structure, were 

trotted out. Some audience participation 

occurred. Hilarity was muted. None has yet been 

awarded the prize of highly desirable wine due 

either to indecision or the fact that the prize 

was inadvertently consumed.  This may be 

rectified in January 2026. Or not. 

 

There was however an award. In an inspired piece 

of future gazing, Captain Pugwash, after 

providing a brief historiography of the thong- 

strewn plaque, then conferred the inestimable 

honour of the newly returned Rooted and Routed 

Award on Mighty Aphrodite in recognition of 

future efforts at self-obliteration. The anthem 

was sung lustily to end this portion of 

proceedings 

 

Evening • Hash Camaraderie:  

As always, laughter and good-natured ribbing 

accompanied every step. Dinner was taken on 

convivial tables

 
 deliciously decorated by the Gin Sluts and their 

assisting elves. The group shared stories, 

celebrated milestones, and welcomed newcomers 

with open arms. All Dogs drank. 

 

The camaraderie continued well into the evening, 

comrades and birthday celebrants attempting 

unsuccessfully to drink the Steampacket dry, 

indeed in some cases into the daylight hours of 

the following day, with plans already brewing* 

for the next hash event.  

 

Looking Ahead  

The Christmas 2025 MBH3 hash was more than 

just a waddle—it was a celebration of friendship, 

the spirit of adventure, and Eurobodalla Shire 

itself. With the shire as their playground, 
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hashers proved once again that every run is a 

new opportunity to explore, connect, and create 

lasting memories. On-on until next time! Look 

below into the future. 

 
(*Thank you, AI. I see what you did there.)  

 

EM TASOL  

 

 

Except for 

 

NEXT RUNs 

 
RUN 232 

 

WHEN: Sat 3 Jan 2026 at 4pm DST time.  

WHERE: 690 Congo Road, Congo. Dangles’ 
shack of great hysterical signifcants. 
HAIR: Dangles 

AFTERs:  Dangles’ shack. BYO roadkill or 

alternative. And/or veggies (Pop Tart told me 

to put that bit in – they will do salad) 

 
Other stuff:  

Camping is available at the shack. Tents or vans. 

And at the little National Parks ground across 

the road. (Could be crowded: online bookings 

required.) 

Due to “issues” between the council and a 

landholder, Congo is now 17km from Moruya via 

the highway and Bingie Road. Do not let your 

GPS send you via South Head Road and Congo 

Road.   

 

RUN 233 

 

WHEN: Sat 7 Feb 2026 at 4pm DST time.  

WHERE: Long Beach. Seaview 
HAIR: Lost Rooster 

AFTERs:  His Place 
 

RUN 234 

 

WHEN: Sat 7 Mar 2026 at 4pm DST time.  

WHERE: Long Beach. Litchfield 
HAIR: Gobbles 

AFTERs:  Same place. 

 
RUN 235 20th Anniversary 

 

WHEN: Sat 7 Mar 2026 at 4pm DST time.  

WHERE: TBA 
HAIR: Position Vacant 

AFTERs:  TBA 

 

 
 


