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The plan: March 17-26, Zambia, Malawi and Tanzania, 3920 km. 

During the upcoming 10 days of our trip, we have to cross the next three 

southeastern African countries – Zambia, Malawi and Tanzania. The distance is not 

small; besides, we don’t really know what kind of roads we are going to drive on and 

we can only guess what adventures are in store for us on this route. One thing is 

certain though – on March 27 our beloved girls and some friends are set to arrive in 

the Ugandan capital Kampala, and we must not miss that! 

ZAMBIA 

Welcome to Zambia 

Having enjoyed the border bridge to the full in the morning sunlight, having relished 

the magnificent views of Victoria Falls and having measured its loudness again just 

to check if it’s any different in the morning, we roll our bikes over to the Zambian 

border officials. Everything is fine and quick with the visas, just as agreed yesterday. 

As to the bikes, there is apparently no problem, but the customs girl wants us to go 

and pay some more taxes before she can give us the permit for the gate. We go to 

the border guards at the gate, and it seems that everything is OK and we can ride. 

So we start secretly steering towards the gate, while the customs girl isn’t looking at 

us. But here, as ill luck would have it, we bump into the insurance girls who have 

settled in their nest next to the guard booth, and it occurs to them that we must not 

be allowed to enter Zambia without insurance for the bikes. We dig in the heels, but 

in vain, and so we part from nearly USD 40 each. This is the first insurance we come 

across in Africa so far which we are really forced to buy. We feel a little bit annoyed, 

but try to calm ourselves with the thought that we have managed to skip paying the 

road tax, which would be almost the same amount, and now we are inside our next, 

the sixth, African country. The greeting at the gate says: Welcome ...;) 

Without Touching the Ground with the Feet... 

Yesterday we agreed that if we must spend the money on any of the attractions by 

the waterfall, then it should be the motorized hang-glider or Microlight, as it is called 

here. After arriving in Livingstone, we find out where we have to go. Once we get to 

the micro aerodrome, we haggle over the price and get it set. Each of us is given his 

own pilot and glider – Mārtiņš gets the good-humoured Andrew from South Africa, 

while Andžs is lucky to have the German Haiko, who also turns out to be a biker 
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deep down. His current Kawasaki 600 ccm is parked right here around the corner, 

and we get to know that a while ago, when he was searching for the meaning of life, 

he travelled by bike from Germany and crossed 35 African countries ending up in 

Namibia during his two-year journey. There he found the sense of life in a Namibian 

girl and so he stayed there. Haiko has the following explanation of his long trip: 

during those two years I travelled 40 cm from my head/brain down to my heart. 

A couple of preparations before the flight, a briefing for us, and we are up in the air. 

We realize quite quickly that we’ve made the right choice: we feel as if we were 

actually riding a bike, the atmosphere of freedom surrounds us, the wind is whistling 

past our ears, but we can’t reach the ground with our feet. Both pilots are good 

storytellers and the flight turns very informative and breathtaking from the views 

above Victoria Falls. Although once in a while we get butterflies in the stomach as 

the small aircraft is bumped around by the wind, the pilots are really experienced, 

which is very reassuring. Haiko will have his 25-thousandth flight this month and it’s 

obvious that he has never fallen down...;) Although we have paid only for 15 

minutes, we probably seem very interesting passengers to these guys due the story 

of our journey, so they give us almost twice as long ride, showing us not just the 

Waterfall King, but also other beautiful places over the Zambezi River, as well as 

elephants, hippos and other animals as they would appear to us if we were eagles or 

at least sparrows ...;) 

To Friendship... 

This day and Livingstone have made a joint decision not to set us free and continue 

to surprise us with adventures. Although our plan was only to pop in an Internet 

café and then set off on a couple of hundred kilometres trip to our next destination, 

everything has turned differently. When leaving the Internet café, Andžs gets a sight 

of some locals driving up on a bike, so we come up to them for a chat. It turns out 

that the “locals” are a young Russian couple who have travelled on their 600 ccm 

Suzuki from St. Petersburg to Cape Town and will maybe take the same route back 

if they have a desire to do so. It seems both of them got their motorbike driving 

licences only last year and have now rushed in such a large-scale adventure. Cheek 

brings success. Good job, guys! It takes more than half a year to get to Livingstone 

from St. Petersburg. So we get talking and realize that there is more to discuss. We 

understand that the darkness is almost here and probably we will have to join our 

Russian friends in the camping site, but, lo and behold, we meet yet another 

companion right by the shop. This time, it’s a Ukrainian guy Taras whose son has 

overheard that people are talking in the language similar to his father’s. Taras is a 

doctor and has been working here in Africa for many years. We are invited to hang 



out and spend the night at his house, and this is just what we, the travellers, need. 

For the evening to be more diverse, Taras takes our quartet (the Russians and us) 

to his Indian doctor friend who has a private clinic right at his house. Judging by 

many different vehicles in the backyard, we figure out that this doc knows how to 

make big bucks in Africa. He has been practicing medicine here for more than 20 

years. More beer. More great conversation. We learn so many things about the life 

in Livingstone and throughout Zambia. The locals definitely know more about this 

place than our Lonely Planet. 

Taras ends every incoming call from a compatriot by saying “Hail to Ukraine” instead 

of the common “bye”. He is from Western Ukraine and is visibly emotional over what 

is going on in his home cuntry. However, here in the faraway land, this does not 

prevent him from being a friendly host to us and the Russian travellers. We do not 

touch on the themes of politics and war, so tonight we have a peaceful gathering in 

a somewhat unusual company in Africa enjoying the salad made by combined efforts 

and from time to time, as it is right and proper at the table, raising a toast to 

Friendship (or “Za druzhbu” in Russian). It seems that all the people present share 

the opinion that peace and friendship is what neighbouring countries need to live in 

harmony... 

Fuel Crisis and European Roads 

Having spent the night in Taras’ garden under a large fig tree, we pack up in the 

early morning, because today we have to cover a lot of kilometres to Lusaka and 

maybe go even farther. Our plans are almost ruined by the fuel crisis in Livingstone 

(and throughout Zambia, as the locals say). When we get to the fifth filling station, 

we notice a solid queue, and this is where petrol can be bought. A taxi driver kindly 

lets us cut in the queue before him, so we’ll be able to cover at least some distance. 

This morning, we meet once again the biker/pilot Haiko who has also been driven 

here by the crisis. We say our farewells and agree to continue to keep in contact. 

The next time he offers us a longer tour by his aircraft, as now and then he travels 

quite long distances that way for several days, just as we do so by bikes. 

After several hours of a fairly boring journey, hunting petrol more often than usual 

on the way, we have covered almost 500 km and arrive in Lusaka. Here we have 

arranged yet another meeting with people from the EU delegation. For a moment we 

struggle with finding the necessary place, as Los Angeles Street turns out to be in a 

completely different area of the city than the needed Los Angeles Boulevard, which 

is still hiding under its previous name – Saddam Hussein Boulevard – on the 

GARMIN map...;) We meet the Ambassador and several other employees and 

project managers, but it appears that there is not a single project supported by 



Europe that we could actually visit on the way, apart from the almost entire stretch 

of the road to the Malawian border which is being reconstructed with the EU funds. 

OK, we’ll explore the road then. Our visit to the Zambian delegation and contacts 

come in handy to us also during the further journey in another African country... 

Crazy Potholes 

Lusaka with its bustle and quite a big mess does not make any good impression on 

us, so we decide not to stay here long. All the more so because Mārtiņš’s bike starts 

to act up in the city traffic jams, when it gets hot. It seems this is because the tank 

got empty twice – judging by the signs, the fuel filter starts to become clogged. We 

have faced a similar issue in previous trips, so we have a repair kit with us and know 

how to get this rather complicated job done if we don’t find the appropriate service. 

After South Africa, the bikes we see on the road give away a feeling that we can 

forget about KTM dealers and services in these countries. Besides, we have 

previously found out that the nearest place to stumble across something like that is 

Uganda or Kenya, and there is still a long way to go. In the end though, it appears 

that Lusaka does have a workshop that deals with KTM, but Mārtiņš decides to 

proceed, as long as the bike moves forward OK, and look for a more appropriate 

repair shop elsewhere. Time will show that we’ll get a long way with that filter...;) 

We have got out of the hustle and bustle of Lusaka and now we are on the road, 

which will take us east to Malawi. Repairs are seen here and there, and also there 

are big signs where Europe is shown as a supporter, but otherwise the asphalt on 

the road is pretty good. Yet, the good road surface at times turns into crazy potholes 

without any warning: the holes are deep, the asphalt has sharp edges and 

manoeuvring by bike can get very tricky. In the evening darkness, as we are rushing 

along a winding mountain road to make it to the camping site seen on Garmin 

before the menacing thunderstorm catches us, Mārtiņš’s bike hits one of such sets of 

holes at great speed after a turn. The shock to the bike is so big that the lock of one 

box that holds the box on the bike gives way and goes heels over head on the road. 

Luckily, Andžs who is riding behind manages to avoid it and it doesn’t hit the wheels. 

The box, after God knows how many somersaults against asphalt, gets scratched 

and battered again, but with the help of slings it is mounted back on the bike and is 

in full working order. Mārtiņš’s camping gear inside the box has also survived the 

fall, so there will be no need to sleep under the open sky. Here, once again, the 

flexibility and durability of the original KTM plastic boxes has been proven – this box 

along with Mārtiņš’s bike has survived many falls, but even now, after more than 

100 thousand kilometres and this really serious test it continues to fully perform its 

function. 



Teachers’ Camping Site 

The camping site advised by Garmin with the proud name of The Dam View turns 

out to be a dark small hut by a pond and the mega dam that we expected to see is 

actually a one metre high dam at one of its ends. There are two young guys near 

the hut who happen to be the local school teachers. Together we drag along the 

dark trails to the village centre, where the LED-lit shop has only one bottle of beer 

and very scarce food left. It means we are not going to have any lengthy 

conversations tonight under the starry sky. So we hit the sack and are fast asleep, 

each in his own tent. 

The next day, as usual, starts at the break of the dawn. Our new friends, the 

teachers, wake up, run to the stream for the water, brush their teeth, iron their 

shirts and prepare to go to work. They have recently graduated from a teachers 

college and are now assigned to work in this village. They tell us of their classes with 

up to 80 pupils in each, so it’s difficult to tune all the children into the studying 

mode. We ask them about the secret to the Zambian eternal peace. The young 

teachers claim that the Zambians are very friendly. For example, they are three new 

teachers here, each coming from a different tribe, but all live together in the hut 

designated by the municipality and get along really well. 

Kerosene Fish 

In Zambia in particular and also in the next countries we notice something new – 

guys don’t cut the roadside grass as we do it with scythes, trimmers or even special 

tractors, but knock it out in the truest sense of the word, using one metre long 

rods/slashers with a slightly sharpened tip. The view is quite amusing, but stumbling 

across this process in many places it seems that scythe exports to these countries 

would be a good business. But then again maybe not, if the government’s goal is to 

create a lot of jobs. 

At one place where we have to cross the Zambezi River, there is a police control 

point set up before the bridge. Since all the drivers are stopped here, there is a 

vibrant market found by this control point. The main things sold here are braided 

baskets and other basketry, as well as fish from the nearby river – different species, 

but all sun-dried. We buy some fish to enjoy for breakfast later. Actually, it’s very 

OK, except for some kerosene aftertaste and burp. Probably, the fish has been sun-

dried right on the roadside... 

On the way, we overtake a German with an old BMW bike, also travelling from 

Livingstone to Lilongwe. There he will be joined by his wife for the further leg of the 

trip, which will probably take them back to Livingstone. His bike is smaller, so the 



distances to be covered are shorter as well. And so we reach out next border. 

Departure from Zambia takes 3 minutes, and we rush towards the land of Malawi... 

To be continued. 

 

Originally published: 
https://europa.eu/eyd2015/en/latvia/stories/motoekspedicija-zambija 

 


