
I had been looking forward to participating in the Kilimanjaro half marathon for months. Since becoming 
a mother of two, this was going to be the first half marathon for years. Living in Dar es Salaam has not 
offered me the best training conditions, I have been struggling with the heat and the hectic traffic during 
the training passes. I only started focusing my training on the race back in January, and was worried if I 
was well enough prepared as this particular race is known for a challenging course with many hills and at 
a high altitude. Two weeks before the race I had a very good run and felt as ready as I could be for 
Kilimanjaro! 

Saturday morning I headed to the airport and upon arrival in Kilimanjaro I went to the Honey Badger 
Lodge to relax before the race. After a good night’s sleep (with a bit of noise from the wildlife outside) I 
got up at 4am to have breakfast before taking the shuttle to the race. It was pitch black when the driver 
dropped us! 
  
At 06.45am I was at the starting line with butterflies in my stomach, and at 7am I smiled at my friend, 
gave her a high five and wished her the best of luck. I then took a deep breath and started running. 
When I crossed the starting line I started the timer on my watch - the Kilimanjaro half marathon had 
officially begun and I was ready for the challenges ahead!  
 
I didn’t take long before I realized how hard it was to get into a decent rhythm. I had placed myself in 
the middle of the massive crowd (bad decision!) and just one kilometer into the race there were groups 
walking and unintentionally interrupting the runners. Despite the slow start, I decided to stay positive 
and just let my thoughts flow, after all I was just in the beginning of this wonderful journey and I wanted 
it to be a fun experience.  
 
It was just past 7 o’clock and the temperature had already started to rise, and I knew that the sun 
wouldn't be gentle to us the next couple of hours. I smiled to myself as I knew the training in the hot 
morning hours of Dar Es Salaam finally were about to pay off! 
 
15 minutes into the race, it felt like I stepped on something really sharp. It felt like I was running on 
glass, it was painful – but I decided to continue without checking it (2nd bad decision!), thinking that I 
could continue with a bit of discomfort - definitely not the start I had expected! 
 
When I approached the first hill, I knew that this half marathon was not going to be a walk in the park, 
and I also knew that a personal best wasn't really in the cards for this race.   
 
My legs were not super fresh, but mentally I still felt good! No muscular pain, no knee pain - I was on the 
run! After 6 km the pain in my foot started again and this time I got goose bumps all over my body. I 
now knew that something was wrong, so I stopped and took off my shoe,  and after a thorough 
inspection I noticed a that a small rusty nail had made its way through the sole and started pinching into 
my foot. I quickly removed it and was relieved that my foot wasn't bleeding but only had a mark in my 
skin. There was no time for a pity party, I just had to stay focused and continue running. It is one of 
these things I both love and find challenging about races – irrespective of how well you prepare, there’s 
still a chance you could have a bad race. There will often be obstacles between you and a successful race 
that you simply cannot plan for, but you need to make decisions on the go. 
 
After approximately 7 km I noticed that other runners had stopped to take photos of something to the 
right, and when I looked their way I was blown away by the stunning view of Mt. Kilimanjaro. I never 
thought I would stop in a race to take photos, but in this breathtaking moment I decided to seize the 



opportunity and stopped to capture this majestic beauty. I wasn’t worried about losing time, I was just 
pleased and humble to be able to participate in a race with such an amazing scenery. The meeting with 
Mt. Kilimanjaro gave me and the other runners a fresh boost of energy, and everyone were smiling at 
each other while we continued the race. 
 
About 10 km into the race and several hills, there was finally a long downhill and it felt like I could 
continue running forever – a combined feeling of relief and happiness. Just as I thought things couldn't 
get any better, I was overtaken by the professional 42km Marathon runners that were passing us on 
combined loop. It looked so easy for them to run at a speed that I don’t dare dreaming of myself, and I 
cheered at them while they overtook me. I’ve always been impressed with the professional runners 
from Africa and I finally had the opportunity to witness them myself. 
  
Approaching the stadium, I could hear the crowds cheering – people were lined up everywhere watching 
the race. This provided a much needed rush of adrenaline and I was excited to soon be finishing this 
great race. The last few kilometers I had been just 100 meters behind a friend of mine, and while 
entering the stadium I caught up with him and patted him on the back while overtaking him – but from 
the look on his face it was clear that he was not going to let me cross the finishing line first – and we 
both started digging deep to find the last bit of energy left in our bodies – and seconds later we ended 
up crossing the finishing line together. 
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