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The Hash House Harriers of Bucharest, Romania, definitely know 
how to make a newcomer feel welcome. While passing through 
the city, I met one of the chapter’s ringleaders; the next thing I 
knew, I was standing about on a drizzly afternoon with nearly 

two dozen people in sweaty, rain-soaked running gear. They looked 
normal enough, but were called by the most extraordinary nicknames 
– GutterSlut, SofaSucker, and PaperAss, to mention just a few of the 
more printable. A Scottsman called the PiyedPiper was serving as the 
master of ceremonies. 

“Do you want to be part of the circle?” he demanded.

“I don’t know,” I said, in a moment of unaccustomed caution. “What is 
a ‘circle?’”

“A two-dimensional shape whose boundary consists of points equidistant 
from the center,” he said. 

I laughed and said, “I’m in.”

Hashing In

Romania

     Thank God, 
It’s Only a Nightmare!
by Karen McCann
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The PiyedPiper had a lot of good natured-fun at the expense 
of various members of the group, chastising them for various 
infractions – some obviously fabricated on the spot – and 
criticizing their performance during the run. Then, out of the 
blue, he turned to me and delivered the ghastly news: as a 
newbie, I would have to sing something for the Circle. I am 
not a singer, and for a moment I half expected to look down, 
notice I was naked, and think, “Well, thank God, it’s only a 
nightmare.” But it was real life, and clearly I could not refuse. 
Taking a deep breath, I came out with a truly terrible rendition 
of Deck the Halls, with the rest of the Circle joining in on the 
chorus. When it was over, the PiyedPiper told me to dump a 
beer on my head. To be honest, it seemed a natural response 
to the quality of my singing; in fact, I’m surprised more people 
don’t react that way on the rare occasions when I belt out a 
tune in public. 

Others had it far worse. One woman had borrowed her 
mother’s brand new running shoes, and – as I soon learned 
– the traditional penalty required her to drink beer out of one 
of those shoes. That couldn’t have been pretty. And I don’t 
suppose it was easy explaining a soggy, beer-scented shoe 
to her mum the next day, either. But traditions are traditions 
and must be upheld.

The Hash House Harriers of Bucharest proved to be a lot 
like my large, boisterous family, and all the teasing, joking, 
laughing, and razzing made me feel right at home. So far our 
family reunions have not included drinking out of our shoes, 
but perhaps I’ll introduce this tradition next time we’re all 
together. 
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Photo credits: Featured photo by Calin Ratis. The 
crowd shot, with me in the middle (in white shirt) 

was taken by Richard McCann. The photo of the guy in 
the goggles was taken by me.

Karen McCann in an American travel writer based in Seville, Spain. 
She writes a weekly travel blog, and her books about expat life include 

Dancing in the Fountain and 101 Ways to Enjoy Living Abroad. 
For more, visit 

enjoylivingabroad.com

http://www.enjoylivingabroad.com/my-blog
http://www.amazon.com/Dancing-Fountain-Enjoy-Living-Abroad-ebook/dp/B008UGCDYC/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1404046830&sr=1-1&keywords=dancing+in+the+fountain
http://www.amazon.com/101-Ways-Enjoy-Living-Abroad-ebook/dp/B00D0FG2KE/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1404046870&sr=1-1&keywords=101+ways+to+enjoy+living+abroad
http://www.amazon.com/101-Ways-Enjoy-Living-Abroad-ebook/dp/B00D0FG2KE/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1404046870&sr=1-1&keywords=101+ways+to+enjoy+living+abroad
http://enjoylivingabroad.com


When I tell people about my time with the Hash House Harriers, 
someone usually comments that running and drinking seem to 
be rather strange bedfellows. “If you’re going to do something 
healthy like jogging,” they say, “doesn’t it rather spoil the 
effect to down a bunch of beer afterwards?” As readers of this 
publication well know, the Hash House Harriers is actually a 
drinking club with a running problem. So the question really 
should be, “If you’re going to do something fun like drinking, 
doesn’t it rather spoil the effect to exhaust yourself by running 
first?”

Luckily, Spanish scientists have been doing some 
groundbreaking humanitarian research into the way these two 
activities work together. You’ll be happy to hear that science 
has now caught up with what the HHH founders instinctively 
knew: beer is better at rehydrating you than water. In a study 
conducted at the University of Granada in Spain, students 
who had just exercised vigorously in very hot weather were 
given either a pint of beer or a pint of water to drink. The 
results? Beer turned out to be slightly more effective as a 
restorative, due to the electrolytes and calories it contains. So 
science has weighed in, supporting the idea that a post-run 
pint actually does a body good. 

Now, if you’re already working on a plan to replace your 
athletic club’s water cooler with a keg, I should point out that 
the restorative effect was tested on those drinking a single pint. 
In larger quantities, beer serves as a diuretic, making you lose 
fluids. At what point does beer stop helping you rehydrate? 
Clearly additional research is needed, and I’m sure scientists 
won’t have any trouble recruiting volunteer subjects.
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I don’t know when the Hash House Harriers and I will cross 
paths again, but I am ready, rested, and waiting. And I’m 
working on a whole new repertoire of lame songs, which are 
pretty much guaranteed to make the assembly insist that I 
douse myself with beer. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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