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Interhash in Cyprus, July 1996

A brilliant event which several Hardy’s Hashers attended. These pictures capture the essence
of the event - BOF has many photographs and mementoes of this time. We went on a side trip
by cruise liner to Egypt and travelled to Cairo and the Pyramids in a convoy of coaches
protected front and back by soldiers carrying machine guns.




The Hardy’s Hashers often went out as a group. At one restaurant we were all matching ‘shots’
when Rosie suddenly jumped up and spewed up in the gutter.

Fortunately, BOF was there - as ever - to photograph it. Rosie could not remember when he
drank that orange drink carton - but it's there in the vomit as evidence.

The hashes were good and over fairly barren hills. The toilets were rudimentary - but toilet
paper was provided! There were lots of ‘Tits out for the Boys’ in the hash circles but BOF
reckoned the ones above were the best.



Gravelrash: “Excuse me but would you like to give a sperm donation for the
Cyprus Fertility Clinic?”

Hasher: “Sorry, | gave a donation about an hour ago”

Organgrinder: “Yes, and it was great!”

Doggy won the ‘Prat of the Hash’ award for his dancing. Sadly, he thought he was cool.
Above right - we see Shit-For-Brains winning the Down! Down! contest with a time of 3.7
seconds for drinking two pints of beer.



The look on Sprout's face says it all! "Bon sang de merde! I'd be happy if your willy was
even half that length!”

Wellie W had so much to drink that he had to be piggybacked to the hotel. Clipboard and
Muscrat couldn’t believe their eyes.



There were many entertainments provided to keep the five thousand hashers amused. The
naked mud bath was particularly popular. Yes! The hasher on the right IS wearing a trilby hat!

Rosie and Wellie W had a go at the Sumo Wrestling. The suits were running wet inside with
sweat, beer, urine and semen - the previous user of Rosie’s suit had a Sumo Wrestler Fetish.

Wellie W submits after Rosie sits on his face and farts.

Right - we see Gravelrash and Organgrinder squaring up.



We were taken in coaches at high speed to Cairo protected by the army and a lot of machine
guns.

Here is the classic pose at the Giza Pyramids. There was a desert hash but we were not so
mad that we wanted to run in a temperature over 40° C!

A group of Hardy’s Hashers went on a cruise ship to Egypt for a whirlwind visit to the pyramids
and the Cairo Museum. On the ship a hash was organised around the deck for which everyone
had to cross-dress or be nude.

Talking of breasts, we got friendly with Valerie, a Harriette from Devon who wore this intriguing
bra top on the cruise ship. It got quite a few double takes from the other travellers as well as the
local Arabs.



A T-shirt spotted on the cruise to Egypt.



