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Interhash Cardiff, July 22 nd - 25th   2004 
 
Interhashes are the BIG event in the international hashing calendar.  
 
This table shows the locations of Interhashes since the first one back in 1978 and over half 
have been in the Far East showing the dominance of the Far-Eastern British communities. 
 

Year Place Country 

2004 Cardiff Wales 

2002 Goa India 

2000 Tasmania Australia 

1998 Kuala Lumpur Malaysia 

1996 Cyprus Cyprus 

1994 Rotorua New Zealand 

1992 Phuket Thailand 

1990 Manila Philippines 

1988 Bali Indonesia 

1986 Pattaya Thailand 

1984 Sydney Australia 

1982 Jakarta Indonesia 

1980 Kuala Lumpur Malaysia 

1978 Hong Kong Hong Kong 

 
Not until 1996 did an Interhash come to Europe and the European Interhash was in 2004 
when it came to Wales. In 2006 it will be in Thailand. 
 
Over a dozen of us went to this Interhash and had a brilliant time. Not only was the event 
itself good but we met up with hashing friends from around the world. 
 
The first event was the Red Dress Run - a traditional part of major hash gatherings which 
raises money for charities. 
 



  

  
 

 
 

 
 



  

 
 

  
 
Flash Git is sporting a fine pair of breasts with prominent nipples but Lagerlout got jealous 
and burst one. 
 



  

  
 
At left Virgin Expert looks just like Miss Marple with his walking stick whilst, at right, Flash 
Git, Lagerlout and Musc-R-Rat are jealous of Boomerang’s fancy bra. 
 

  
 
At left Musc-R-Rat looks pretty in red whilst Saddam Hussein is released incognito for a 
day to join in the event. 
 
Having watched the start of the Red Dress Run, BOF and Organgrinder drove home to 
Weymouth and were on the road again at 06.00 the next morning to attend Sandy’s 
Daughter’s graduation at Guildford Cathedral. 
 
As soon as the day’s events were ended, they changed in the cathedral car-park from 
formal wear into hashing shorts and T-shirts - to the surprise of other car-park users! Then 
straight back to Cardiff in time to join the other Hardy’s Hashers in the Friday evening’s 
partying. The local Wetherspoons pub stayed open beyond closing time for hashers only 



  

to drink so we all thanked the management by attempting to drink the pub dry. Boomerang 
was nearly thrown out by angry bouncers for threatening to pour beer from the balcony but 
we saved him. 
 
The next day, it was nursing our hangovers and trying to guess how we had got back to 
the Cayo Arms where many of us were staying. 
 
Then off to find a bus to take us to the hash of our choice. There were twenty to choose 
from and over one hundred busses to take us there. The organisation was brilliant! 
 

 
 
Every bus had its designated stopping place and they arrived in sequence - to get over 
5,000 hashers away on time - amazing! 
 



  

 
 
Looking out of the bus window, it was possible to see the beer being loaded. This was 
BOF’s bus’s beer and he started to panic that it might run out before we had even reached 
our destination! 
 

 
 
BOF’s hash was around the Gower Peninsular and the first hazard was getting several 
hundred hashers over one stile. ABO waits patiently at right - he was content to hold back 
and assess the Harriettes’ bums as they climbed over the stile. 
 



  

  
 
This Scandinavian hasher had the horn. Perhaps it was because of the Harriette’s bum 
sticking out! 
 
This ruined castle on the Gower provided a regroup opportunity and ... 
 

 
 
...a chance to scare away any locals with a vigorous rendering of “Father Abraham” 
 



  

 
 
We slid down this steep sandy path to the beach and hashed through glorious countryside. 
 

 
 
Few hashers wanted to get their feet wet when there were stepping stones available. 
 



  

  
 
Possibly the youngest hasher at Interhash 2004 and already he was cutting his teeth on a 
beer can. Atta Boy!  
 

 
 
Meanwhile, the Mumbles lifeboat was diverted from rescuing crew from a blazing tanker a 
few miles offshore in order to bring in the beer for the Down! Downs! - A most welcome 
treat so far from humanity. 
 



  

That night we partied like the world was about to end and tried to drink the bar dry. This 
was impossible as there were always dozens of beers lined up for the taking. 
 
Most of us managed to find our ways back to our sleeping areas. Lagerlout had gone back 
to the Cayo Arms early. The rest of us - Gravelrash, Wellie Wanker, BOF and 
Organgrinder - wandered back well after midnight to find the front door of the pub locked 
and the key we had been given did not work. So, we climbed up the fire escape and 
banged on the door.  
 
The outside banging bought Lagerlout to open the fire escape door and let us in.  
 
Meanwhile ABO was wandering around Cardiff and eventually found himself in a housing 
estate totally unlike the fields where his tent was awaiting. After a couple of hours and with 
the time at 3 a.m., he settled down in someone’s front garden under a hedge to get some 
sleep. 
 
After a few cats had peed on him and a hedgehog had tried to mate with his left trainer, he 
set off again on his random wandering. Suddenly, he found himself back at the Millennium 
Stadium which he had left about five hours previously! 
 
So, it was off again but this time he followed the river and did manage to find his tent just 
in time for breakfast... 
 

  
 



  

 
 
The next day’s hash was notable for have two hashers joining in - one of each sex - who 
were naked apart from their trainers. This spurred on BOF who almost managed to catch 
up with the naked lady but his hat blew off - it always does when he gets sexually excited.  
 
The circle punished some transgressors with the traditional icing and having their heads 
painted with Dulux Gloss. 
 

  
 
One poor sod was put in a wheelie bin for half an hour where he was assaulted with a 
deluge of beer, ice, discarded underwear and other unmentionables. 
 



  

  
 
The crowd grew anxious when a hasher sat on the lid for a long time and all noises 
stopped inside the bin. However, when he was let out he said that he had “Wheelie bin fine 
in there!” And then there was Higgins’ Traditional Rubber Chicken Down! Down! 
 

 
 

The naked couple were then Down! Downed! 
 



  

 
 
One hasher had a faulty jacket - the back logo had been printed upside down - the 
“Australian Export Version” so he was punished with an upside down Down! Down! 
 
Doggy and Sprout had camped a long way from the rest of the Hardy’s hashers (to save 
money of course) and had cycled to the Cayo Arms where their bikes were padlocked 
together. 
 
At the end of a very good evening Doggy asked Sprout for the key to the padlock. 
 
Sprout couldn’t find it...  
 
Muttering foul oaths Doggy gets some help from two passing London lads who looked as 
though they could have unpicked the lock in no time. After hitting it with a rock which 
slipped and crashed onto a Londoner’s toe, Doggy accepted help from the hashers. 
 
A decorative paving slab was torn out of the pub front garden and the padlock was 
eventually smashed and they were able to cycle to their tent. 
 
The postscript to this story is that a few weeks later, Sprout confessed that she had had 
the key all the time in her purse where it should have been - but had not looked there! 
 
And so Interhash ended. 
 
Lagerlout asked for a lift with BOF and Organgrinder. As they set off up the dual 
carriageway straight out of Cardiff Lagerlout pipes up from the backseat that she knows a 
‘better’ way to the motorway - than a straight dual carriageway? Well, after following 
Lagerlout’s instructions the three finished up in a housing estate somewhere on the 
outskirts of Cardiff without and idea which way to go to even get back on to a through 
route! 
 



  

Meanwhile, Kipper was navigating Willy in their car intending to head north. However, 
Kipper directed Willy onto the Severn Bridge where they had to pay the extortionate toll in 
order to turn around and come back to where they were. 
 
A very happy weekend!  
 


