
 

 

 

 

 

 

Running 

Much like everything else, choosing when to 

go for a run is much simpler here in Lekubu. 

I can either go when I wake up at 4:30-5:00 

am or right before the sunsets at 6:00-6:30 

pm. The in between time is simply too hot. I 

sometimes get scolded for simply walking 

from the crèche to the Roundeval during the 

day time. It is less than a 5 minute walk. I 

am told in the summer you stay in the 

shade or get an umbrella. I usually go in the 

evenings so that I can watch the sunset over 

the valley as I run.  

 

 After I decide if, and when I want to 

go for a run, I grab my bucket and fill it 

from the holding tank outside. Then I fill 

my kettle and let the water boil. As that’s 

happening I change into my running pants 

and my Orange Crush tank and put on my 

running shoes. After the water has boiled I 

mix a protein shake and fill my water bottle. 

I let them sit while I run, so they’re not as 

hot. Sometimes I even remember to do it the 

night before I run in the morning. But 

unfortunately most times I forget that I need 

it until it happens.  

 Next I grab 

my janky brick 

phone and my keys 

and lock up the 

Roundeval. After 

exit through the 

gate, I very 

carefully make my 

down the “road” 

that goes around 

the primary school 

out to the paved 

road. I try not to 

kick a boulder, or 

trip in a rut that 

was made when the 

last rainfall 

washed out most of the sandy path.  

 As I go around the first corner I yell 

“Dumella, Magolo!” to the neighbor ladies 

relaxing on the porch. They answer my 

greeting with “Agee” and “tomorrow we join” 

I still don’t know if they’re asking me if 

they can join, or joking and saying they’re 

going to join. Either way, I give them the 

thumbs up and a quick “sharp.” 

  I make my way out to the main road 

that runs around the village and get 

confused as to what side to run on. Every 

time I start out on the wrong side and have 

to switch over. Reminding 

myself they drive on the 

opposite side, so I should 

run on the opposite side. 

As I make my way into 

the village I start hearing 

my name more and more.  

 One of the girls from 

the crèche (age 4) sees me 

and climbs up the knee 

high stone wall that 

surrounds her family’s 

yard. She starts singing 

“Melome Joshua, Melome 

Joshua!” Her parents 

always start laughing, 

because she will not end 

her song until she can’t 

see me anymore. When they came to pick her 

up the other day, they said sometimes she 

just continues to sing it the rest of the day.  

 I pass a coworkers house and 

Kelebogile shouts “Go, Melome, Go” 



 Next I pass a field with 15 or so high 

schoolers playing soccer. They pause the 

game and stare for a moment. Eventually 

one them will recognize me and sort of 

introduce me to his friends. Each of them 

then greats me and says they will come see 

me at church on Sunday. Only a couple of 

them actually have so far. From now on 

every time I pass the field they all yell 

“Sharp, sharp” and give me the thumbs up! 

 I pass another coworkers house and 

this time little ol’ Mme Magola just waves 

from the distance.  

 A week or so ago, A guy my age 

wearing the very popular outfit of burgundy 

pants, Spring Boks jersey and bucket cap, 

started running alongside me. He asked who 

I am, what I am doing in Lekubu, and how 

long I will be here. We talked for 

about 5 minutes until he says 

“Gyming is good, I’ll join next time.”   

 As I go around the next corner 

I am relieved that I am halfway 

through. Even though I enjoy it, it’s 

still pretty hot for running. The 

people at both corner tuck shops wave, 

sometimes a couple may know my 

name. There are a few more kids from 

the crèche that live near the corner. I 

sometimes think that they just sit 

and wait for me to come through. 

They just shout my name until I 

wave, then they just turn around and go 

back inside.  

 This corner is where my new friend 

Karabo waits to join me. He must love close 

by because he always seems to be at the 

corner waiting to join me. It doesn’t matter 

what he is wearing. Whether is a dress shirt, 

flip flops or jeans, he always 

tags along. We usually talk 

about the same things every 

time, due to the language 

barrier. He will finish the run 

with me, I grab him a cup of 

water, and he heads back 

home.  

 A couple of high school 

age girls giggle and ask if 

they can join me. Sure why 

not. They’re names are Boitumelo and 

Refelmetswe. They tell me that they have 

seen me at the church, but haven’t actually 

met me yet. After a couple minutes they say 

“sharp” and begin to walk again.  

 Another coworker’s house. Mme 

Motsusi yells for me to come to her. I meet 

her halfway down the path to her home and 

she hands me a pitcher of water. I take a 

quick drink, not caring if it was boiled or 

not. It will surly boil in my stomach at this 

point. I give her grandson Thabo a 

handshake-snap and again “sharp” as I 

make my way back out to the road.  

 Another group of young adults yell 

“abooty” and give me a quick head nod and 

thumbs up.  

 At one of the last houses on this road, 

there are two ladies sitting the shade of a 

Rekubo tree. Every time they just laugh and 

say “tomorrow.” 



  The next road on the block is the 

main highway that runs to Botswana. Let’s 

just say, it frightens me too much to run 

alongside it. Too many semi-trucks, and 

they drive to fast. I just cut through a little 

sand path that goes past my favorite tree.  

 

 The last group that I pass is all the 

shared-taxi drivers. They’re usually 

cleaning the vans or doing maintenance on 

one thing or another. Abashante says hello 

like the rest of them, and then quickly tries 

to teach me a couple Tswana words before I 

can’t hear him anymore.  

 When I return, I drink my lukewarm 

protein and grab my water bottle. I go out 

and sit under the mango tree, hoping there’s 

at least a small breeze. I sit and relax while 

my body temperature goes back down to 

semi normal. I usually read a couple chapters 

from a book. Then I use the rest of the water 

in my bucket to take a quick bucket bath 

and hope to stop sweating.  

 

Running back home was always my 

way of escaping. It gave me alone time. Time 

for me to pray, think things through, not 

think at all, listen to music etc. In the past 

month since I have starting running here in 

Lekubu, I have learned it to be more 

community building. Strangely, I feel more 

relaxed after a run here, than I ever have back 

home.  

 

 

 

 

A Morena a go boloke 

a go sireletse! 

(May God bless you 

and keep you safe!) 

Joshua Harold 

Dumella Magolo: Hello everyone. 

Agee: Hello to you as well.  

Sharp: (shawp) Hello, Hey, Goodbye, Peace, You ok?, 

etc. 

Melome: uncle.  

Gyming: any type of exercise.  

Abooty: slang for brother. (brotha)  

 


