To Munch On a Polish Pickle and Sip On a Couple of Piwos!
By Christopher Wilson


A couple weekends ago, June 24th to be exact, 18 runners and walkers from the Seven Hills Running Club descended upon the rural village of Bremond, Texas, for the 19th Annual Polish Pickle 5K. It was my third Pickle Run and I anxiously looked forward to the event as it was my first regional-wide 5K in more than a year. 


One thing that makes the run special is the hamlet in which it is staged. Bremond is a town of 894, and in my estimation, it seems there is a greater number of runners than local town folks. As an added enticement to run, the town puts on the Polski Dzien (Polish Festival), or maybe it’s the other way around. Regardless, runners and non-running family members and friends partake of all the festivities, from running and cheering on the runners, to strolling down the kiosk-lined main street, to watching the annual parade that features all that Bremond can offer. The run itself is pretty challenging with a long up-hill climb to a turn-around at about mile 1.7. Then there’s a long down-hill descent that culminates in a fast, flat, sprint down the main drag toward the finish line. As I recall, Roberta McInnis of The Houston Chronicle mentioned the race in her column a few years ago and that’s when it seemed that the race got pretty competitive, with, apparently, several runners from Houston area showing up. In this year’s race, the first two runners blazed across the finish line in under 15 minutes. Many of the age-group medalists topped out at around 20 minutes, even though they ran on a very warm and very humid summer morning. 


The Seven Hills Running Club fared quite well against the competition this year, with seven total medals, three for first in age group and four for third in age group, Robert Duncan, Sara Seale, and Jerry Flanagan each took top honors in their respective age groups. I edged out Hans Jaeger for third in my age group, and when I got home, I told my wife this was the medal of which I was the proudest. It’s just such a great run. Also, special kudos go to Marilynn Johnson and Kathy Cook for their first 5K walk.


You also should know that at the end of the race there is a smorgasbord of refreshments, featuring huge vats of ribs and polish sausage in addition to the usual fare of bananas, oranges, and other sundry fruits. Of course, you also get the your choice of sports drinks, Coke, Dr. Pepper, and pretty much whatever other soft drink you might want. Interestingly, you can go ahead and have some complimentary Piwo, as the cups are handed out right at the end of the finishing chute. Of course, it is 8:30 in the morning, which seems a little early, but as I figure, "When in Bremond, do as the Bremondians do!" Well, it was a hot run and what better enticement to go faster than to have a free Piwo (or two) at the end. 


The end of the race also brings on the annual drawing for door prizes. With names pulled out of a hat, you might be able to jog on back to Huntsville with one of the many extras given out at the Polish Pickle. I’ve never been lucky enough to win the heifer (or $500 if you find that you can’t support a cow) or the twenty bales of beautiful Bermuda hay, but my hope runs eternal and I’ll keep on praying for that one-in-a-lifetime chance to take home the big prize (even a nice jar of pickles would do). 


As for traveling to Bremond for a 5K race, my wife put it better than I could. About three weeks ago, I told her I wasn’t often going to run any short races that were outside of Huntsville. Her response was, "The Polish Pickle isn’t a race, it’s an event." And you know what, she was right.
