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         Hash House Harriers at “Red-Dress Run”

Recent Events Spell Trail Trouble For Running Club       

As seen in “Brooklyn Skyline, 10/16/01

By RICK PALLEY

The Hash House Harriers have been running trails for over 60 years, but nothing in their long history prepared them for the problem they stumbled over in the last two weeks.

Serious enough to result in one of their members being spread-eagled at gunpoint by the NYPD, the problem can be summed up in one word: flour.

Yup, flour.

Seems that the Harriers use the white powder, harmless enough when baked into bread, Yodels, and “everything” bagels, to mark the path for their regular trail runs.

“Flour is the number one substance to use. It doesn’t blow away like you think it would, and it doesn’t wash away in the rain,” said David Long, joint-master of the Manhattan Hash House Harriers (or H3, as they call themselves).

Unfortunately, with the frightening discovery of Anthrax cases in Florida and NY, the sight of people running through streets and parks throwing globs of white powder onto the ground immediately triggers fears of bio-terrorism. 

A sensible enough reaction, given the times, but one with the unfortunate result of leaving startled hashers staring down NYPD gun barrels.

So it’s back to chalk, raspberry Kool-Aid, and other less effective trail markers for the intrepid runners. 

Hashers, unlike marathoners, don’t run a mapped-out route. Instead they follow a marked trail, sort of like Hansel and Gretel’s breadcrumbs through the forest. The trail breaks periodically at checkpoints; here faster runners in the pack fan out in different directions, looking for marks showing where the trail picks up again.

While they search, the rest of the waiting pack shouts out “are you?” (as in “on the trail?”), to which eventually the reply “on, on” comes, meaning follow my voice, I found the next marker.

This gives slower runners a chance to catch up, which is the whole idea. 

Basically, hashers aren’t interested in winning races; what matters is having a good time while figuring out the route, getting in a bit of exercise, and, most important of all, drinking lots of beer at the “on-in;” the designated bar at the end of the run.

In fact, the Manhattan chapter so frowns on competitive spirit that they make first place finishers wear bunny ears after each race. 

“We decided that sort of behavior should definitely be punished,” said Long. 

Awards, celebrated by the recipient chugging beer while hashers sing “down, down, down,” are handed out for just about anything and everything. 

Any act of seeming stupidity such as bumping into someone or something or falling over during the race could rate an award. While punishment for infractions usually turns out to be making the recipient guzzle beer out of an (unused) toilet plunger, Long recalls a couple of hashes where runners had to sit on a block of ice for 10 minutes. 

The club’s own motto best sums up H3’s penchant for partying: “ A drinking club with a running problem.”

Originally founded by British ex-pats living in Kuala Lumpur (now Malaysia) in the late 1930s, the Hash House Harriers currently number around 2,000 chapters worldwide. The name comes from the founder’s nickname for the place where they lived and dined.

Current New York City chapters include Manhattan, Brooklyn, and Queens; multiple hashes are held every week in the metro area and surrounding suburbs.

Some have specific themes, such as full moon runs, or the raucous red-dress run, where long blonde wigs and scarlet dresses are de rigueur for both sexes.

One of the most popular events is the Polar Bear Run, held every February by the Brooklyn chapter. The trail goes along Brighton Beach, and includes, for those who dare, a brief dip in the icy ocean. 

“It’s got to be brutal,” said Long.

The run ends up in a local Russian bar where potential cases of hypothermia are treated with massive doses of vodka. 

For information on hashing, call HASH-NYC (212 427-4692) or visit www.hashhouseharriers.com.

