
Flying the Flag in Zambia 

This year the Alsops spent Christmas and New Year with our daughter Nadia 
who is currently working in Zambia. Nadia runs with the Lusaka Hash House 
Harriers and had taken the opportunity to enter Dan and Myself in a couple of 
events whilst we were there. The first event was the Pre-Christmas mince pie 
hash on Saturday 19th. Geraldine and I had been there a week already but this 
was the day that Dan was scheduled to arrive. It also coincided with the Snow in 
Britain and hence Dan sat on the plane at Heathrow for three hours before 
commencing the 11 hour flight.  
 
Nadia picked him up from Lusaka airport with only four hours to go before the 
Hash. For those of you who have not encountered Hash House Harriers before, 
they promote themselves as “Drinkers with a running problem”. For Geraldine 
Dan and myself it was our first time at a hash and we were made to feel 
extremely welcome. The other runners were Local Zambians, Ex-Pats from the 
USA, South Africa, Australia, Britain and a visitor from Swaziland. We gathered 
at a farm out in the bush and when I saw the pick-up truck arrive with three 
barrels of beer my first thoughts were “Ah! Fergy’s made it after all”. 
Picture shows Alsops in pole position, we could learn something from these 
Hashers! 
 

 
 
Being the mince pie hash there was a rare selection of Fancy dress in evidence. 
As we set off following the trail someone commented that I looked like a real 
runner. I assumed they had taken stock of my new “Hay Diet” lean look and the 
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graceful way I glide over the ground, but no, apparently I was wearing the 
shortest shorts of the assembled group! 
 
To coincide with the fact there is no twilight the Hash is run at 4:30 in the 
afternoon giving a chance for everyone to complete the run before getting into 
the beer. For those of us used to more temperate conditions we found this 
Bloody Hot. However it was fun and a great way to see the countryside as we 
crashed through woodland and bush with the cries of the other hashers ringing 
out. Eventually after an undulating 10 to 12k we arrived back at the start where 
we re-assembled and notices were given before we started on the beer. 
 

 
 
To complete the meeting’s seasonal festivities the local Salvation Army Band 
(pictured above) played a set of Carols and it did seem strange to be standing in 
our running gear drinking beer and singing Christmas Carols in 30 degrees of 
heat. However, in the tradition of St. Austell Running Club members being the 
noisiest around, with the aid of sufficient lubrication the Alsops did their best to 
maintain the standard. 
 
In hindsight, this gallant display of merriment and beer drinking was perhaps not 
the best preparation for the Lusaka Turkey Trot Half Marathon starting at 6:30 
the next morning. As I arose at 5:00 with a slight headache we started to make 
preparation for the half. All was going well until Geraldine and I inadvertently let 
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one of the dogs that Nadia was minding for her neighbour escape into the bush. 
Dan was struggling to get into gear (with the jetlag his body thought it was 
3:00am) so Nadia and I set off to track down and eventually catch the errant dog.  
Now some of you might be surprised but this made the Alsops late, but here’s 
something we could try in the UK. When we got to the start they were waiting for 
us!  
 
Scott who is the organiser of the LHHH and the half marathon knew that Nadia 
had entered the three of us and Geraldine was doing duty on a drinks station so 
he delayed the start until we arrived - very civilised!  
 

 
 
This was a delightfully low key event. About 30 runners, no numbers, no 
marshals, no signs just chalk marks on the roads and two drinks stations, each of 
which we pass twice.  
After a brief address from Scott (pictured above in orange Tee Shirt) we are off 
and the field spreads out pretty quickly. The front runners were the local 
Zambians who are members of “the Sunday Running Club” then Dan and I 
tucked in behind them to get the feel of the pace and terrain.. 
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The race began and ended at Scott’s house on Ibex Hill and hence as we ran 
down the hill at the start I made a mental note that coming back to finish this 
uphill stretch without shade would be no picnic. After about 30 minutes I was 
cooking, I had decided to carry water all the way and I was pouring it over my 
head but I looked at the Zambian ahead of me and he was running in a black 
woolly hat and long sleeved tee shirt, but then again it was only about 7:00am. 
 
Despite the lack of signs or Marshals the route was well marked with chalk and 
ran around a series of residential roads and streets. The roads were paved but 
even at this time on Sunday morning were being used by cars and mini buses. 
The shoulders of the road were unpaved and pavements were rare so it was a 
case of running on the road if possible or blazing a trail to the side of the road if 
traffic was too great. To see Geraldine at the first water stop was a welcome 
relief as I traded my empty bottle for another full one. By the time I had passed 
the 10k mark I was very pleased this was only a half marathon and not a full. Part 
of the route along the shaded central reservation of “Independent” was a double 
back and whilst it was good to see how comfortably the front runners were 
coping with the conditions it was also satisfying to see those behind me also 
struggling.  
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Pictures show Dan and me on the shaded double back on Independent. 
Nadia who hadn’t managed to train for the half marathon had taken the shorter 
option of 18k. It was strange to see a St. Austell vest up ahead of me as I 
gradually hauled her in.  
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Pictures show Nadia plugging in the IPod and the winner passing the drinks 
station 
As I pushed on I was resigned to putting in my slowest ever half marathon time 
but there was still a possibility with a concerted effort of beating 1:50. In the heat 
up Ibex hill, I could see the runner ahead of me struggling but he had too much of 
a lead for me to do anything about it. My watch was telling me it was touch and 
go, so a big effort was needed and I managed it, just 1:49:45. finishing 10th.  I 
noticed as I crossed the finish line that the chap in front of me was still wearing 
the woolly hat!  
 
Dan had also been struggling and wasn’t that far ahead of me 1:44 finishing 8th 
but a great experience. Nadia who had taken the 18k option was soon in behind 
us and we settled down to loads of cool water and some excellent cakes. 
 

 
 
Picture shows the St. Austell team which was the third largest team running flying 
the flag at the end of the run by the side of Scott’s swimming pool. 
 
Scott’s swimming pool was a welcome cool down and then the real meaning of 
the Turkey Trot was revealed. The tables were set up and Braai lit and a full 
roast Turkey was brought out complete with Mashed Potatoes and Veg. This plus 
a load of meat on the Braai made a hearty meal and it was still only about 10:30 
in the morning. 
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Picture shows some of the runners and supporters relaxing after demolishing the 
Turkey etc. in the garden. Notice we are all in the shade. 
 
Many thanks to the Lusaka Hash House Harriers and Scott in particular for 
organising it all and making us so welcome. Whilst it was hard, it is a race that 
we will remember fondly for many years to come. 
 
After the pre-Christmas exertions we only did training runs for the rest of the 
holiday as we made various trips around Zambia and whilst it was heat and 
altitude training it didn’t prepare us for the -12c temperatures and snow and Ice 
we encountered on our return to Sunny Cornwall. 
 
 


