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January 22, 2017 (Moshi—Orientation)—Sunday￼
 
Carolyn, Martin, and I arrived in KJO at 3:30 AM and took a one hour drive to Springlands 
Hotel in Moshi. I was able to manage about three hours of sleep before breakfast and our trip 
orientation. Fortunately, I slept a lot on the plane. Last week was, to say the very least, stressful 
and tiring. Right now, I'm going through the motions of life and trying to enjoy the joys of this 
experience just as Mom would've wanted.￼ 
 
After orientation by Melinda with help from Tom (our safety officer), we took a nature walk 
through rice fields and then through jungle where we saw three families of monkeys (sadly, 
none very good sightings). I saw two young men and a woman washing clothes in the stream 
and we saw the biggest tree in Moshi. Cement benches and tables sat on one side of the tree so 
animists could pray under its branches.￼￼￼￼￼￼
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We ended the walk by traveling through a village where the darling children waved, smiled, and eagerly let us take their pictures. They 
loved it when we showed them their pictures. Some families sold produce from their porches and goats and chickens roamed free.￼￼￼￼
 
 
The houses were mostly cement with some stone and wood. It was a very poor area adjacent to the city dump. I saw two children 
playing (or perhaps scavenging) in the trash.￼￼ 
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Back at the hotel (after a brief stop at the Zara store where they sell local wares and donate the money to the community), we had 
lunch followed by extreme packing for tomorrow's trek. 
 
Next, Johnny (our lead guide for the trek) oriented us to the mountain. Dinner… placing valuables in safety deposit boxes… re-
packing… and FINALLY bedtime.￼￼ 
 
 
￼￼￼
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January 23, 2017 (Trek Day One)—Monday
3 mi, 2,500'
 
We left Springlands Hotel at 8 AM after breakfast and stowing our safari gear. We drove about 2.5 hours to the gate of Kilimanjaro 
National Park seeing our first zebra group and more colobus monkeys along the way. At the gate, we ate boxed lunches and signed the 
registry while porters weighed our bags (they all had to be under 30 pounds per porter union rules).  We each have three porters and 
with the guides and cooks, our support crew comes to 49 Tanzanian￼ men and 2 women. We drove another 30 minutes to the trailhead.￼￼￼￼￼ 
 
Our walk today was three miles with a climb of about 2,000'. I never imagined "polé, polé" would mean as slowly as it does. Our 
pacer, Felix, had us walking so slowly even I wanted to go faster. We traveled through montane forest, basically green flora 
everywhere except the path. No animals showed themselves, but we heard amazing-sounding birds.
 
It took us about three hours to reach our first camp at 9,020', Mti Mkubwa (also known as Big Tree Camp). Porters set-up our tents 
before we arrived and they were finishing setting-up the porta-potties while we took our bags to our tents. Joan (my roommate) and I 
organized our tent before a porter brought us hot water for washing. Afterward, the Sierra Club crew met for tea, popcorn, my 
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homemade granola bars, and socializing in the dining tent. Our server, 
Big Choppa, eventually kicked us out so he and his team could prepare 
for dinner.
Though it rained very lightly (not even requiring a jacket) throughout our 
walk, it began to pour while awaiting dinner so we all returned to our 
tents. Joan read while I sent a text to the fam and wrote this journal entry.￼
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We had three porters solely responsible for 
carrying, cleaning, and maintaining porta-
potties. They were clean (a little old so didn't 
look quite as clean) and the porters did a nice 
job keeping them in order for us. Each was in a 
small privacy tent with toilet paper and a small 
trash bag (where we placed the toilet paper). 
The tents were nicely warmer than the outside 
air on cold nights, but it was a constant struggle 
to open and close the zippers. The toilets are 
required by the park service for ecological 
reasons. We used the bush when we weren't in 
camp and were saddened to see all those who 
went before us who left toilet paper on the 
mountain. Some camps had public pit toilets 
that varied in smell from unusable to just fine. 
Depending on the smell and location, I would 
sometimes use the pit toilets and sometimes use 
our porta-potties.





January 24, 2017 (Trek Day Two)—Tuesday 
7.5 mi, 2,850' (+ acclimatization)
 
We had our morning wash-ups in the tent and packed our bags before breakfast. The food is 
fantastic and I've been eating waaaay too much! We started the hike in montane forest, progressed 
to heather, and￼ ended in the moorlands. We went from forest to vast open areas—still beautiful 
views, but very different.  We're also high enough now (12,500') that we can look down on the 
foothills below and off into the distance—almost to the Kenyan border. We were also able to see 
Mt. Maru, the second highest peak in Tanzania—the mountain Joan hiked last week.
 
I know everyone's name in the group of 16, but am still learning the guides' names. Our group 
includes one set of friends including newlyweds ShiAnn and Bryce, Jeff, and siblings Andrew and 
Carolyn. We also have one family with mom Pam and siblings Lou, Emmitt, and Mindy. And, along 
with Joan and me, we have three solo men—Don, Rob, and Martin. Our leaders, who are extremely 
skilled, are Melinda and Tom. We eat together in a tent that just holds our table and 16 chairs so we 
keep warm are getting to know each other quite well. We laugh a lot.￼
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Our group stopped every hour for a potty and rest break and stopped before 11 for lunch along the trail. We continued until reaching 
Shira 1 Camp where we set up our camping gear, washed, and had tea. I added Trader Joe's Corn Puff Caramel Treats to the popcorn 
and hot tea/cider/coffee/hot chocolate options.
 
Next, we took a 1.5 hour acclimatization hike that covered almost two miles and add 350'. We were all pretty wiped after the second 
hike. Dinner immediately followed the acclimatization climb and, once again, was delicious, filling, and abundant. Every time we 
think they're done feeding us, they bring out a dish of something else. All dinners start with soup and bread and follow with a grain, 
fruit, vegetable, and sauce. Tonight there wasn't a separate meat.
 
It was around freezing after dinner and I shivered my way to the tent with a water bottle filled with boiling water. We're all exhausted. 
Pam is struggling with the hiking or altitude (a porter carried her daypack today) or, perhaps, she’s sick. Also, Carolyn isn't feeling 
well and still hasn't slept soundly since our LAX flight fiasco. Going to bed at 9:00 exhausted.￼￼
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January 25, 2017 (Trek Day Three)—Wednesday 
6.3 mi, 1,250' (+ 2 mi acclimatization)
 
Last night, Johnnie (our lead guide) gave us a choice of taking the regular route to Shira 2 Camp or a 
longer route taking us up to Cathedral Point. I gladly chose the longer route as we were assured the views 
from the Point would be worth it. I also wanted to take advantage of every possible opportunity I could on 
the mountain. In addition to the longer mileage, we needed to awaken an hour early so porters brought my 
morning hot chocolate and washing water at 5:15 AM. Our small group ate at 6 AM. We then returned to 
our tents to break camp and repack our duffles while our￼ roommates awakened. We left at 7 AM.
 
Five of us (Mindy, ShiAnne, Bryce, Jeff, and me) hiked to the 
Point along with two porters. Simon led the trek while Lucas 
stayed in the back with me. I was able to keep up with the group, 
but fell a bit behind when we were climbing (class 2-3). Lucas 
carried my poles for 10-20 feet at a time while I was climbing.  I 
was really slow going both up and, especially, down—granted, 
all my teammates were under 35. We thoroughly enjoyed the beauty of Cathedral Point 
where we could see Mt. Maru and incredible scenery because we were so high. 
 
 
 
￼￼￼
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From there, we made our way back to camp passing unique trees, an area with lots of cairns, and the phenomenon of watching two 
porters roll a 5,000 L tank up a hill. At Shira 2, we joined our counterparts for clean-up and lunch (yummy large samosas and fruit 
cocktail—not the canned kind!), then a two hour rest before our two miles, 900’+ acclimatization hike.￼￼￼￼￼￼￼￼￼￼￼
 
I said I wanted to go a little farther (to a big rock) so Felix and several of 
our young guys ran to reach it.  The guide won. :-) The guys climbed the rock; I tried, but a section was 
steep so not safe for me. All the way back down to camp, I talked with Simon. The guides are such nice and 
kind family men who are so grateful for these jobs.
 
Dinner (vegetable stew) immediately followed the acclimatization hike, but I wasn't very hungry and my stomach was a bit grumbly 
during and after dinner. I finished the night writing in my journal and texting with Mike and Ryan. Good news—Dad went to the 
office today.￼￼￼￼ He is beginning to heal.
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January 26, 2017 (Trek Day Four)—Thursday￼￼ 
6.9 mi, 2,437' 
 
Awake at 6:00 AM; breakfast at 7:00 AM; and, hiking at 8:00 
AM. I've not been hungry so forced myself to eat toast with 
peanut butter after porridge. We started by hiking the exact route 
we took for last night's acclimatization hike, then continued on. 
At 14,506', four of us took a picture because we'd all done Mt.￼ 
Whitney so were at the highest point we'd ever reached. Melinda 
wasn't￼ included because she's hiked much, much higher￼ 
mountains.
 
We passed lava fields and many hills before reaching our first 
destination for the day—the Lava Tower.
 
 
￼
 
 
 
 
 
￼
￼
It started snowing lightly as we were arriving, but picked up as we ate lunch. Unfortunately, we 
couldn't climb the tower because of the rain and snow. After lunch, we donned our warm clothes and 
rain gear and set off down >2,000' to camp. We were doing about class 2 scrambling so went slow 
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for awhile, but ended up picking up the pace as the trail became easier and flattened. 
￼￼￼￼
James taught us the Kilimanjaro song (not the one by Toto) and Johnnie told me more great stories 
about leading groups on the mountain. He assured me that, by far, all guides agree that Americans 
are the best clients. Aussies and Kiwis come in second. We passed streams, saw glaciers from a 
distance, and saw truly unique trees. I also talked with Pam on the way back (mostly about her 
dissertation). 
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Kilimanjaro, mlima mrefu sana (Kilimanjaro, long 
mountain journey)
Na Mawenzi, na Mawenzi (And Mawenzi, and Mawenzi)
Na Mawenzi, mlima mrefu sana (And Mawenzi, long 
mountain journey)
Ewe nyoka, ewe nyoka (As a snake, as a snake)
Ewe nyoka, mbona waninzungukaa (As a snake, it winds 
all around)
 
Jambo, jambo Bwana (Hello, hello Sir)
Habari gani (How are you?)
Mzuri sana (Very fine)
Wageni, mwakaribishwa (Foreigners, you’re welcome)
Kilimanjaro, hakuna matata (Kilimanjaro, there is no 
problem)
 
Tembea pole pole, hakuna matata (Walk slowly, slowly, 
no problem)
Utafika salama, hakuna matata (You’ll get there safe, no 
problem)
Kunywa maji mengi, hakuna matata (Drink plenty of 
water, no problem)





We set up camp, cleaned, and went for tea. Per my request, Joan commandeered the tent closest the toilet with the working, easy-to-
use zipper so I wouldn’t freeze when slogging to the toilets under starry skies. I then rested in the tent while texting Mike, Ryan, and 
Spencer until a spaghetti and vegetable sauce dinner. I was freezing and absolutely exhausted so as soon as Johnnie gave us our 
overview of tomorrow's hike, I rushed to bed with a water bottle full of boiling water and lots of Little Hotties. I took a sleeping pill 
and some Advil (I had a headache today—presumably because I forgot my Diamox this morning), wrote in my journal, and passed out 
by 8:45 PM.￼￼￼
 
 
Pictures of the 
Backs of Our 
Guides and My 
Feet (my usual 
sight)
 
 
￼
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January 27, 2017 (Trek Day Five)—Friday￼￼ 
 5 mi, 2,000' (+ acclimatization hike)
 
The morning started as usual with breakfast and breaking down 
camp. Today, though, was different because we had to ascend the 
Barranco Wall—800' over 1.25 miles. We didn't use our poles 
because we needed our hands to climb. The scenery was beautiful 
and we made several stops to catch breath. We ascended to 13,900' 
so altitude was certainly contributing to our shortness of￼ breath.
 
There was flat rock where we rested and ate snacks at the top, but 
didn't stay long enough to wait for the last three in our group to 
arrive because we were so cold.￼ I think this made Melinda sad.
 
From there, we descended (probably the 800' we'd just covered) in 
really￼ slippery dirt. Several of us slipped onto our bottoms; fortunately, and 
surprisingly, I wasn't one of them. We also had to scale down a few rocks so I 
spent a decent time scooting down on my bottom and relying on my poles.￼ 
From the bottom,  we immediately began another ascent—this time up to 
camp on a steep, but not too difficult, path. In Karanga Camp, porters 
brought us hot water for cleaning and we set-up our tents before lunch of 
watermelon, thick French fries with vegetables, chicken, and, as always,￼￼￼￼￼ 
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tea (I'm enjoying the￼ Good Earth Sweet and Spicy) or Milo (the Tanzanian version of hot 
chocolate, more like Ovaltine). We sat for awhile, talking and enjoying each others' company, 
before retiring to our tents to rest before the afternoon acclimatization hike. I wrote in my 
journal and, for the about 10th time, reviewed the "New Map of Kilimanjaro."￼
 
I've really enjoyed talking with Simon and Johnnie. Simon 
takes such good care of me and Johnnie answers my 
never-ending questions and tells great stories about his￼ 
treks up the mountain. I asked him how many people are 
on the mountain at any given time and he said it depended 
on the season, but there are limits of how many people can 
be on each trail at all times. I think the numbers were 50, 
60, 150, and 200. He wasn't sure about the Lemosho 
Route (the one we're taking), but guessed about 200—it's a￼ 
longer route so people spread out along the path. Then, I 
asked if that include his staff and the answer was a 
surprising "no." Everyone climbing Kilimanjaro must 
have at least a guide, but most also have porters, cooks, 
and toilet stewards. 
 
Following rest, we took our acclimatization hike on the 
trail we will start on tomorrow. It was really steep, but we took it "polé, polé" to rise about 1,000'.  
I'm hiking well and can keep up with the group, but tend to fall behind because I stop to change 
my wardrobe, take pictures, or deal with nuisances (like a kinked water hose). Otherwise, I'm in 
the front of the group, even in difficult terrain. I've come to know Simon so well because he ends 
up guiding me by myself because I've fallen behind.
 
Dinner came immediately after the hike. It consisted of tea, potato/leek soup, rice, fried vegetables in a ball of bread, and green pepper 
and vegetable sauce. As always, Johnnie and his guide team visited the dining tent after dinner to tell us about tomorrow. He's 
confident everyone in our entire group of 16 will summit and he's very pleased with our progress thus far. One way they gauge our 
abilities is by listening to see if we can talk while hiking difficult sections of the path. We're a really talkative group and very fit 
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overall so that's not been a problem for us. There are some people that talk more￼ 
than others (like Joan and Johnnie) and I love to hike by them. It’s a lot of fun to 
hear such great people tell their stories. Regardless, our time on the trail always 
seems to go quickly.
 
We were told to find a partner with whom we will start tomorrow night's ascent. I 
wasn't sure who would want to go with me so when Tom asked me, I jumped at 
the chance. He's a great hiker and we go about the same pace. Tomorrow we will 
start early and only hike about four hours so we have time to rest before our 
ascent. There has been so much we needed to learn before summiting and I've 
been asking questions nonstop since the trek started (or perhaps before it started). 
I hope I've learned enough to be successful tomorrow night. I’m so eager to yell 
Mom's name from the top of the highest point in Africa.￼
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•6 Guides (Johnnie is our lead guide with 
Simon, James, Nicholas, and Lucas as 
support for individuals and Felix who is 
our pace setter.)
•2 Cooks (A lead and an assistant)
•3 Toilet porters (They carry the porta-potties, 
keep them exceptionally clean in 
individual privacy tents, and dispose of 
the waste in an environmentally-accepted 
way when we leave each camp. They 
also, understandably, make more money 
than regular porters.)
•48 Porters (Three per client. They carry our 
luggage, do chores around camp like 
setting-up and taking down our tents, 
bring hot water for washing and tea/hot 
chocolate to our tents, and take turns 
helping the cook make food, boil water, 
set the table and clean-up after dinner. All 
porters must be at least 18 and pass 
several tests including a medical exam. 
Few are women, but Johnnie has two.)
•Some porters, like Big Choppa, have special 
responsibilities like delivering the food to 
our table and ensuring we’re eating. If 
someone doesn’t show up for a meal, he 
either forces them to come or takes food 
to their tent. He watches what we eat and 
drink and regularly tells us to ingest 
more. He is very conscientious about his 
job—ensuring we are keeping healthy.
 
Johnnie is responsible for all 53 of these men and 
women as well as the 16 of us. 





January 28, 2017 (Trek Day Six)—Saturday 
 5 mi, 2000'￼ 
 
Today was a shorter hike, but we're getting really high in altitude very 
quickly. Several people are sick: Andrew probably with a stomach bug 
and Pam and Emmitt with possible altitude sickness or an intestinal 
problem. Nonetheless, all three are powering up this mountain and not 
even complaining! We are very fortunate to have Joan, a physician, on 
this trip. I started having a slight headache today when we arrived at 
camp (15,700’), but thanks to Diamox have had no other signs of￼ 
altitude sickness. 
 
I spent a lot of time looking at the back of people's boots, but still saw 
some amazing scenery. We climbed right out of camp and I was able to￼ 
get pictures of it with Moshi in the background. We stopped several times for clothing changes because the sun 
would come out and then hide behind clouds. It was about 40*F on average. 
 
We walked through the very steep Barafu Camp (also called Base Camp) and were so glad we weren’t stopping 
there. Our extended route on this day permitted us to take a full hour off our late night summit hike.
 
It was cold and slightly snowing when we left Barafu, a camp that sits at the bottom of a climb that almost 
rivals￼ the Barranco Wall. It was a cold, 800-foot, one-mile ascent at 16,000’ in the freezing wind with a light 
snowfall. We walked with our backs to the blowing snow as much as possible. It was such a relief to reach 
camp, but, more importantly, we all sang Melinda praises for booking us reservations at the High Camp—
Kosovo. Most trekkers have to stop at Barafu and do the climb we’d just completed in the dark with their 
headlamps as part of their summit attempt.
 
One bad thing is that there is no water above Barranco Camp so porters have to shuttle it to Barafu and Kosovo. 
Those guys work so hard and only make $10-15 a day plus tips (which are only up to $5 per porter). They carry 
up to 55 pounds on their backs and heads and are expected to beat us to the next camp and have everything 
arranged before we arrive. I worried that any clothing and equipment I gave to the porters might be insulting, 



17

[image: IMG_1028.jpg]
[image: IMG_1029.jpg]
[image: IMG_1024.jpg]
[image: IMG_1025.jpg]
[image: image-37.png]
Overlooking Barafu Camp





but learned they are desperate and grateful for anything they can get. I brought a￼ 
headlamp from home and placed it in a "gifts for the porters" pile we gave to Johnnie the 
night before the trek. I hated the lamp because the battery pack wouldn’t stay in place. At 
one point, Johnnie (though he didn't know who it was from) was giddy with excitement 
when he showed us his new headlamp. We've seen porters wearing all kinds of shirts that 
were clearly left behind. One said "Say Hello to My Little Friend”; another said "Vietnam 
War Wife”; and, yet another, said: "BOOB (Breaking out of Boise).” One porter was 
wearing a regulation Tom Brady jersey so he probably received it as a gift. Most porters￼ 
wear shirts that say things like "Minnesota" or some high school or college name or team 
and many wear dilapidated shoes. Again, they work SO HARD and get so little! I just 
wish I’d know what to bring before I left.
￼
We set up our tents and went immediately to lunch (watermelon and potato-vegetable soup) 
after which we had a birthday cake to celebrate Rob's birthday. Johnnie and a porter carried 
it, as well as firecrackers, all the way for the occasion.  Despite the light snow and freezing 
temperatures, we all congregated outside where we arranged tomorrow's teams. Melinda and 
Pam will head out at 11 PM with the rest of us departing at midnight. Lucas will guide Tom 
and me. Since stopping for pictures and clothing changes in the middle of the night is 
unlikely, I figured I probably wouldn't fall behind the group. After all, we wouldn’t be able 
to see anything in the dark and I'd already be wearing every piece clothing I’d brought. 
In addition, I brought caffeinated chomps, coffee M&Ms, chocolate-covered espresso beans, 
gum, plenty of ibuprofen, headphones (in case I wanted to listen to music), and a snack bag 
our porters prepared for us. Ultimately, I only ate a few Chomps and didn’t touch anything 
else. I also had my phone for pictures and a video of me yelling "Connie Geldbach" from the 
top of Africa, my inReach to send a text to the fam, and typical stuff like a small knife, 
emergency kit, sun screen, lip balm, and chapstick. I also brought extra hand and foot 
warmers and a sun hat for the descent.
 
Dinner (soup, crepes/pancakes/tortillas, chicken in broth and vegetables, chocolate 
miniatures from the Delta Sky Lounge) was at 5:00 PM and then we went straight to bed for 
an 11:00 PM wake-up call.
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Head: thin balaclava, heavy buff, 
rain jacket hat
Bodice: short-sleeved t-shirt, 
long-sleeved t-shirt, 2 pair long 
underwear (one silk), fleece 
jacket, down jacket, rain coat, 2 
Hotties (in bra)
Hands: thin running gloves, 
thick running gloves, down 
mittens, and 2 Hotties hand 
warmers in each mitten
Legs: 2 pair silk long underwear, 
2 pair fleece leggings, hiking 
pants, rain pants, 2 Hotties 
insoles (placed on butt)
Feet: light weight socks, heavy 
weight socks, boots, gaiters, 
Hotties insoles 





 
January 29, 2017 (Trek Day Eight)—Sunday
7.5 mi, 0'
Summit Day
 
The porters awakened us at 11:30 PM for a snack of bread and peanut butter. Departure was to be midnight, but the late wake-up call 
left us departing Kosovo Camp at 12:15 AM. Lucas guided and portered (carried our day packs) for Tom and me. It was (literally) 
freezing and my Camelbac water hose froze. It was a slow, arduous hike to Stella Point—the end of the switchbacks and beginning of 
the much flatter hike to Uhuru Point. Along the way, Johnnie detoured Tom and me so we could stand on￼￼￼ the top of a heap of rocks 
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that￼￼ was Hans Meyer Point (the true highest point of Africa, but it￼ wasn't big enough enough for the sign). We￼ continued on to Uhuru 
where we took a group picture and I yelled Mom's name on video and sent a text to Dad and the fam to let them know I'd reached the 
summit. I wanted to spend more time there, but Tom insisted we leave immediately if we were to go to the Ash Pit. I was upset, but 
left anyway. I felt I hadn’t seen enough. Because they'd already started and were much faster than me, I fell way behind on the 
extremely steep, snowy, rocky, and slippery trail. Lucas walked before me so I wouldn't fall forward and Armani walked with me arm-
in-arm so I wouldn't slip (and to help me go faster). The crew of four (Emmitt, Tom, 
Mindy, and Jeff) remained far ahead of me. I wasn't sure what the big hurry was, but 
really pushed myself to catch up. Armani, Lucas, and I rushed through a flat area with 
two huge, free-standing glaciers. I took some pictures, but there, again, wasn't time for 
me to touch or really see them. I also took pictures of the glaciers with Lucas and 
Armani. From there, we started climbing a huge hill (the outside of the crater) covered 
in ash and rock. Unlike on my way to Uhuru when I needed only a few 1-minute 
breaks to be bring down my heart rate, I was struggling to just reach the next rock. It 
was a lower elevation, but we'd already been walking for over seven hours. Emmitt 
was pretty far ahead of me on the hill (there wasn't a trail) and was stopping every 
twenty steps to dry heave. He and his mom, Pam, both had a terrible bug.￼ 
Unfortunately, it made it impossible for her to reach the summit. When I neared the 
top, I could smell sulfur and when I reached the top, the crater was amazing. Bryce 
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later made it to the crater making a total of six of us. In￼￼ 
Johnnie's decades of leading groups, he'd had only seven treks 
that he was able to take to the Ash Pit. Most of those were 
single or double trekkers so his success rate nearly doubled 
with our group. Also, Mindy was the first female he'd taken 
there and I was his second. 
￼
Lucas walked ahead while Armani walked with me back 
toward Stella Point. Along the way, I told Armani that I 
thought Mom was giving me the breath￼ I needed today (I had, 
unbelievably, NO signs of altitude sickness) and that she died 
the day before I left on this￼ adventure. I cried; he cried; and, he 
wiped my tears. He was so sincerely sorry and he was also 
angry that Lucas, my guide (Armani was only acting as a 
porter) wasn't there to support me through this difficult time. I 
will never forget him compassion and empathy.
 
Armani left when we met with Johnnie who, long with Lucas,￼ 
guided me back to camp—a quick three hour descent. I felt 
really badly that there were two guides accompanying me 
(especially when I needed to strip clothing￼ which took about 
15 minutes behind a rock), but they insisted they stick with me 
with Johnnie repeatedly saying: "hakuna matata." I made it 
back to Kosovo just before 11:00 AM and talked with Emmitt 
while Big Choppa forced me drink tea and eat cookies. Next 
was lunch (I could hardly eat), packing, and setting out on our 
second hike of the day. 
 
We descended to Millennium Camp, seven miles and over￼ 
3,000' down the mountain. I took a lot of pictures while 
everyone walked so ended up at the end of the pack… again. 
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I eventually reached camp where Joan was deathly ill (we suspected an intestinal bug, but it may have been altitude sickness) so I tried 
to help her as much as possible. There was little we could do. She started a course of antibiotics and was fine by the next morning.
 
We had tea, cleaned with hot water, ate dinner (awesome soup, rice, and chicken with vegetables), and listened to Melinda give us a 
detailed overview of tomorrow's busy schedule. Early to bed (9:00 PM) and early to rise (5:00 AM). 
 
￼￼￼￼￼
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January 30, 2017 (Trek Day Nine)—Monday
7.5 mi, 0'
 
Today was the last day of our trek. After packing and a breakfast of hard boiled eggs and pineapple, the guides and porters delivered a 
presentation including singing, dancing, and a speech by Johnnie. We then learned who our individual porters were (they stood by our 
bags) and each of us gave each of them a gift. Joan had the forethought to buy a $15 REI down coat at a thrift shop that she wore all 
week. Her porter was surprised and elated with her gift. I gave mine a bag with ripped long underwear, torn rain pants, duct tape 
(presumably for fixing the rain pants), and a long-sleeved tech shirt. Everything I gave was filthy from a week of use. I gave Johnnie 
and Simon three used batteries each, Lucas some lemon drops and torn gloves (I noticed he only 
had down gloves on summit day and nothing for the beginning of the night), and Armani a 
bandana (that I'd used as a pee rag all week and all my remaining snacks). It was pathetic.
 
We then set off on our final leg of the trek—7.5 miles downhill. We went from over 12,000 feet to 
under 7,000 feet. My feet hurt so badly! The walk wasn't terribly steep, but it was very rocky, had 
lots of steps (like in the Grand Canyon), and was extremely slippery due to the previous night's 
rain (and the fact we were in a rain forest). At one point, I slipped and slid forward in the mud. I 
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took out Joan along the way and we were both down like dominoes. We laughed and so did our guides while they picked me up. 
Simon said this was definitely something he would remember about us. Glad I could oblige!
 
The scenery was beautiful as we descended. We had some great views of the Kili mountain top and even saw a family of colobus 
monkeys lounging in the trees. I was so jealous since my toes were hurting and I had to jog regularly just to keep up with our team.￼￼￼￼￼ 
 
We hiked 2 miles down to Mweka Camp and then an additional 5.5 miles to reach our official ending point. There, we had to sign out 
on the national park registry. Fortunately, Jeff literally ran ahead of us with Johnnie and signed us all out before we arrived so we only 
had to sign our names. I was so happy to see a flush toilet with toilet paper and even a sink with cold running water and soap. It was 
warm and very humid outside. Apparently, there were lots of people wanting to sell us stuff, but we rushed out of there and I only saw 
them trying to sell their wares￼￼ as we were getting on (and once we were on) the bus.￼￼￼￼ 
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Melinda and Pam walked the two miles to￼￼￼ 
Mweka Camp, then ordered a rescue truck to 
pick them up. They had to give a reason so they 
said Melinda hurt her knees (she has bad knees 
and the trail would not have been healthy for 
her) and Pam had “exhaustion” (which she did). 
We beat them back to the hotel. 
 
 
At the hotel, I sent some of my clothes for washing and washed myself no less than three times. Still, I missed dirt. Because our 
shower drain was clogged, water filled the entire bathroom; and, since I'd cleaned my ground cloth in there, it was filled with mud. 
Hotel staff came, unclogged the drain, cleaned the bathroom and the dripping water I’d drug throughout the room, and were tipped a 
measly $5 for their labors. They also fixed our air conditioner. It was ridiculously warm and humid so we were sweating quite badly. 
Joan and I started packing… again.
 
At 2:00 PM, we joined the crew for lunch and then returned to the room for more packing. We had to reorganize our trekking gear, 
pack our safari gear, and prepare for our final day at Springlands before our flights home. Packing was an arduous process: I packed, 
re-packed, add something else, forgot if I packed something, and then decided there's something I don't need after all… so re-packed.￼￼￼￼
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￼
At 4:00 PM, Johnnie and about 30 of his staff came to the hotel. Johnnie gave a heart-wrenching 
speech about what a great group we were and gave us certificates from Kilimanjaro National Park that 
were proof that we made it. Then, all the staff shook our hands; I hugged Johnnie, Simon, Lucas, and 
Armani and sadly sad goodbye to this incredible group of sincerely kind Tanzanians.
 
We had very little free time, but I was able to fit in a quick call to Mike and check my email. 
 
We also had a presentation by our safari guide who gave us a brief overview of our upcoming 
itinerary. Then, again, it was time to pack—this time for real! Melinda said my duffle bag was too 
big; I had to fit everything into my daypack. Unbelievably, I was able to do it. 
 
We met for a "fancy" dinner and Melinda (rather, the Sierra Club) bought us a round of drinks. I 
requested bottled water while many in the group indulged in the beers of the Springlands Hotel: Serengeti, Safari, and Kilimanjaro. 
We were in a private room where, after we ate, Zara of the Zara Company and Zara Charities spoke about their projects. I would've 
loved to pay more attention, but was exhausted. 
 
My toes hurt, I'm taking Cipro for a UTI, it's hot and sweaty, and I'm taking allergy medicine to counter the soap to which I'm allergic.￼ 
Nonetheless, I'm loving this!
 
￼
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January 31, 2017 (Safari Day One)—Tuesday￼
 
We started the next phase of our adventure—the safari. After another shower (so refreshing), I 
dropped my luggage in storage and called home and Dad via FaceTime. It was wonderful to see 
everyone, including the puppies. I think Dad really appreciated the call, but, unfortunately, we 
were cut-off before we finished talking. I also caught up on Facebook (Mike's been posting about 
the trip and announced I made the summit), emails, and more. From there, it was a lazy breakfast 
with some of the participants and time to head out. 
￼
We left at 8:30 AM in three modified Toyota Land 
Cruisers with a 6/6/4 configuration. It worked well for 
me since I was flying solo, but I didn't like seeing 
families and friends separated (Melinda wanted us all 
to associate with one another and switch around so we 
each experienced different guides). Our ride took 
about five hours and we made one bathroom stop at a 
cultural/arts center where some of our group shopped. 
I didn't. My truck's guide￼ was Louis and I slept most 
of the way. We passed through Arusha and small 
communities and ended in Maasai territory where we 
saw people wearing traditional clothing while 
carrying spears along the road.
 
Our first big stop of the day was at Tarangire (Swahili word meaning "Warthog River”) National 
Park where we ate boxed lunches (chicken, samosas, oranges, mango juice boxes, bread, corn 
bread, peanuts, and cookies) and started our safari. Louis lifted the roof, we took off our shoes,  
and we stood on our seats watching wildlife go by. I had to use the truck binoculars because I 
didn't have my own. Bryce was great at finding animals so we loved having him in our truck.￼
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Another bathroom stop before we climbed over the escarpment into the Rift Valley. We stopped for a 
pictures and were inundated with men desperately trying to sell us necklaces. The scenery overlooked 
Lake Manyara and was incredible. Joan said the lake was much, much smaller a few weeks ago when she 
came before the recent rain. The plains had experienced the same weather system we incurred on Kili.￼ 
 
Our ride took almost two hours. We were temporarily on pavement, but 
quickly switched to dirt road driving through small villages and jungle. It 
seemed like a very strange place for what we'd heard to be an upgraded 
hotel. Sure enough, nestled in nowhere, was Shangri-la. Maasai men 
greeted us with warm, wet hand towels and juice and then tried to carry 
our bags to our rooms. Because we'd been so limited in￼ what we could 
bring, I'm pretty sure no one used their generous services.
 
Joan and I were floored when we reached our "chalet." It was gorgeous! 
We were excited about having a nice, large bath (Joan took a bath before dinner) and both an indoor 
and outdoor shower. We also had a wood fireplace, but didn't use it.￼￼
 
In addition to spectacular rooms, we were able to eat a delicious buffet 
with several fresh salad options (I indulged), soups (I had carrot soup), 
a selection of meat, rice, and vegetable dishes, and (YES!) desserts. 
Other than the salad and two servings of bread, I was moderate in my 
portions. Being off the mountain, it was time to start being careful 
again. I called Mike (who couldn't talk long) and caught up on social￼ 
media before heading to the room for a bath and bedtime.
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February 1, 2017 (Safari Day Two)—Tuesday
￼
I slept so well in the luxurious Endoro Hotel—only awaking to my itching ankles 
from Moshi's mosquito bites. After a nice shower (my third bathing in 24 hours), I 
packed and had a delicious buffet breakfast consisting of crepes, Earl Grey with 
milk, jam, and assorted cheeses in the buffet dining room. Then, my favorite part 
of the day—I called home and talked with Mike, Ryan, and Spencer. They all 
"rabbit, rabbit-ed" me even though it wasn't the first of February for them, yet. I 
also FaceTimed Dad; he's doing surprisingly well. 
 
Our day started with a drive to Dr. Frank's FAME (a Foundation for African 
Medicine and Education) Hospital. We watched a short video about the origins 
and growth of the clinic and then heard volunteer coordinator Alex tell us recent 
statistics of the clinic. Next, he took us on a tour of the facility where the medical 
professionals in our group were duly impressed. They have in-patient and out-
patient wings as well as a maternity wing, laboratory, and X-Ray and CATSCAN 
suite.￼￼￼ 
 
It is by far the most developed hospital in the area. Apparently, most hospitals have poorly trained doctors (if any) and patients need to 
bring everything they may need with them—including blankets, food, and a care attendant to feed, change, and bathe them and give 
them water. Patients need to supply all the resources they will need if they'd like them used (e.g., gloves) and the hospital is seldom 
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cleaned to high standards. At the FAME hospital, rooms 
are cleaned twice daily,￼￼ supplies are provided, follow-up 
care is encouraged, the dispensary is full, and patients 
only pay if they are able. It's taken a long time, but the 
Maasai people are starting to come to the hospital, even 
passing several other clinics along the way. The Maasai 
have been marginalized in Tanzanian society so often 
didn't even receive the minimum of care available in the 
existing clinics. At FAME, all tribes are welcome and 
treated with equal respect. Other than Dr. Frank, his wife,￼ 
and a volunteer coordinator, all employees are Tanzanian. 
Anyone who is white is either a visitor or volunteer. The 
hospital does not use Doctors Without Borders, but does 
accept volunteer physicians, particularly those in 
specialized fields. Visiting doctors stay for several months while training Tanzanian doctors and nurses at FAME.
 
FAME also offers significant outreach programs including teaching area midwives how to identify potential problems to ensure those 
women get care at the hospital during delivery. The hospital teaches about and encourages contraception and many women take 
advantage of their resources, particularly the implant because then their husbands don't know. Of all the women they saw last year, 
only two opted for condoms. Wife and child abuse is present, but there's little the hospital can do about it. There is rarely follow-up 
when reported it to the police.￼￼￼ 
 
I donated money too the clinic and Dr. Frank took a 
minute to try to recruit Joan. Dr. Frank, who has a 
considerable sense of humor, also wrote prescriptions 
for two in our group. The total came to $4! Though it 
put us a bit behind schedule, we were all happy we￼ 
spent so much time learning about their program. 
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Our￼ next￼ stop was Oldupai. It required￼ driving through the Ngorongoro Conservation Area so we stopped at their visitor's￼￼ center to 
take pictures of the crater. The view was idyllic.￼￼
 
Oldupai Gorge is the location where Mary and Lewis Leakey found "Lucy," the oldest identified human. A German butterfly collector 
had been in the area and found some bones he placed in his museum. Lewis Leakey saw these, asked where they came from, and 
planned an expedition to the area. The Leakey’s found enough evidence of early man to keep them digging (with support from 
National Geographic) for 29 years before their breaking find. Lewis and Mary lived on the site with their children and one of their 
children and one grandchild continued their work.
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We heard a presentation about the history of the work at the gorge while eating our boxed lunches and then we spent time in the 
museum. I'd read it was really good, but was disappointed—everything I learned was already on Wikipedia. Nonetheless, I'm really￼ 
glad we went. It's so far out of the way that it's unbelievable anyone ever thought to look there, and then incredible to think how 
persistent the Leakey's were in their pursuit of a hominid finding. Twenty-nine years of digging is a long time based on faith alone. 
The coolest geologic feature was a tower of rock showing the seven layers of geologic time and helping to explain where in time 
different hominid types evolved. Archeologists still actively dig at the site, but they've covered some of the major finds (like 
footprints) after recording them so as to preserve them for the future.
 
Leaving Oldupai and driving to the gate at Serengeti National Park was a chore. Maasai children begged for our leftover food and 
women fought desperately to sell us jewelry. Men and children regularly asked us to take their pictures with the expectation we would 
pay them for it. It was especially sad to see the children begging.
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￼￼￼We made it through the first gate at the Park, but then had to wait at the official gate (Maasai weren't allowed to pilfer wares at this 
gate) while our three guides paid the entrance fee. I had time so walked to the highest point in the area where I could oversee the 
Serengeti plains. It was so vast and flat; it was definitely a good place to migrate and definitely a good place to catch prey.￼￼￼￼￼
 
We had our first glimpses of savanna wildlife (including four lions) on 
our way to our Tent/Wild Camp. Spectacularly, the wildebeest were 
migrating with zebra congregating among them. The wildebeest allow 
zebra in their herd because their stripes camouflage the wildebeest and 
zebra provide safety due to increase numbers. We also saw a jackal with a 
baby gazelle's head in its mouth (though I couldn't see it very well) and a 
hyena with a distended belly either from eating or she was pregnant. He/
She was sitting on the side of the road so we had a great view. One of the 
lionesses was dozing on the side of a rock so we were able to watch her for awhile and get great pictures. One of the other trucks saw 
a jaguar eating a cow (or something) in a tree and was able to watch for a long time. They tried to contact us, but, sadly, our guide 
didn't answer. 
 
We arrived at Wild Camp, a non-permanent camp in the middle of nowhere in the Serengeti. It consisted of a large dining tent and 
several tents for guests. Because it was a wild environment, we were not to leave our tents after dark without a guide. Whistles were 
under each bed so we could call if there was an emergency. Camp hosts didn't carry guns, but assured us they could handle any animal 
emergency. The inside of our tent was luxurious given our location. We had a beautifully decorated room with nice beds (including 
obligatory mosquito nets) as well as a bathroom area. The bathroom was sectioned into three areas: solar shower, toilet, and sink. The 
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toilets were porta-potties and included a bucket of water and cup for washing down messes. The sink had a pot of water next to it so 
we would have (non-potable) water access. There was no faucet. It was really comfortable.
 
Our crew ate dinner (beef, bread, vegetables, noodles, and more) mostly in the dark because electricity was intermittent at best. After 
Melinda gave us an overview of the next day’s agenda, I went right to bed and fell asleep while writing in my journal.￼￼￼￼￼￼ 
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February 2, 2017 (Safari Day Three)—Wednesday￼
 
We awoke at 5:15 AM for hot drinks and cheese sandwiches followed by a 6:00 AM game drive 
departure. Watching the sunrise behind the acacias was breathtaking. We were out until 11:40 
AM seeing remarkable animals and scenery.
 
Cape buffalo showed themselves right away followed by typical savanna culprits—gazelles, 
wildebeests, and zebra. Our next big find was a leopard walking along the ground. Though the 
leopard wasn't as easy to see on the ground as it would've been if it were in a tree, it was quite a 
treat because you seldom see them out of trees.￼
 
We continued to see lots of animals, adding hyrax, elephant (they were far away), cheetah (I really didn't 
see it with my aging eyes because it was so far away), leopard, and a pancake turtle. We also saw more 
jackals and hyenas. Our first amazing find was lions: two males on a rock outcropping. While one rested, 
the other was eating grass. He walked over and threw up right in front of his brother who promptly found 
a new place to nap.
 
The real first best thing of the day was catching two lions mating. Lionesses give birth twice a year with a 
3.5 month gestational period. When they go into heat, she and a male copulate about every 15 minutes for 
5-6 days. If she's not pregnant after that, she finds another male and repeats the process. We waited the 
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obligatory 15 minutes after their previous intercourse so we could witness the entire 15 second process. It was exactly that! When the 
male was ready, he got on back of the female, moved for seconds, bit the back of her neck lightly, and both of them growled quietly 
(we were told this was an expression of climaxing). 
 
By this time (about three hours into the game drive), I was getting tired so napped a bit on the bumpy, dirt roads. There is little effort 
to improve the roads because they want the area to stay as wild as possible. Better roads would mean faster drivers and more road kill. 
Drivers are also not allowed to go off the roads except for brief distances and moments or they face fines.￼￼
 
My absolute favorite find of the day came upon us while I was sleeping. 
Bryce said: "Christy, you're going to want to see this," and I was up in a 
flash. It was the same leopard from earlier, but he has lazily hanging out 
in his tree next to his nearly finished dinner from yesterday. We were 
able to get right underneath him and he was stunning beyond belief. He 
was everything professional photographers capture in their pictures and 
more.
 
We drove back to camp and ate lunch right away since we were late. There wasn't enough food for Rob (we each served ourselves and 
didn't know they wouldn't make more) so he had beer for lunch. Seemed like a good compromise. I had crepes and sliced bread with 
butter and jam, chicken, noodles, watermelon, and pineapple. We were all tired and dusty so returned to our rooms for solar showers, 
naps, reading, and journalling.
￼￼￼
At 3:00 PM, we left on another game 
drive. This time, I was in the truck with 
the 30-something friends (ShiAnne, 
Bryce, Carolyn, Andrew, and Jeff)—a 
pretty funny group. We saw many of the 
animals we'd previously seen like the dik-
dik, wildebeest, gazelles, mongoose, and 
more, but then the fun really happened. 
First, we saw a small crocodile next to 
hippos in the water. We noticed, though, 
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that one of the hippos was on its side and ultimately determined it was dead. We weren't sure of the circumstances, but it appeared it 
was bitten on the neck, perhaps when out of the water, made its way back into the water, and died there. We also saw a large crocodile. 
They're so hard to see because they are mostly underwater. Interestingly, hippos and crocodiles co-exist without problems so it was 
doubtful the crocodile was the murderer.
 
We next went back on a quest for a better look at a cheetah. As we headed toward Tent Camp, our driver noticed a leopard in a tree. 
We quickly realized she was there with two cubs. One of the cubs kept licking and biting her gently while she tried to rest (she 
obviously was not wanting to entertain the cub and would bare her teeth at her baby). Meanwhile, the other cub slept without moving. 
At one point when Mom turned around to get away from the annoying cub, she saw something. We couldn't see it, but her posture 
made it clear she was interested. She climbed down the tree and started walking away. The cubs took advantage of the situation to 
snack on the impala carcass hanging in the tree. We continued to enjoy the cubs while keeping an eye on Mom. 
 
Eventually, we saw the small gazelle she was tracking and all three of our vehicles drove nearer to her. She slunk around the back of 
the gazelle placing the gazelle between her and our land cruisers. The gazelle appeared to want to cross the road, but we were very 
close and she seemed afraid to go between the vehicles. She eventually seemed to get over her fear, but continued to stand on the side 
of the trucks instead of crossing. Meanwhile, the leopard slowly crawled closer, all the while in a crouched and ready-to-spring stance. 
There was nary a peep from those of us in the land cruisers and most of us felt a bit guilty knowing we may have been responsible for 
the gazelle staying put. It took a long time, perhaps 5-15 minutes before the leopard was ready to pounce. She'd moved closer and 
closer so slowly and hidden that the gazelle never expected a thing. I was worried the leopard would bite the gazelle's jugular and 
blood would spurt all over those in the truck, but that is far from what really happened. Mom eventually made her move and it was 
over in a flash. We could see her prints and a bit of dragging. She'd approached the gazelle who was mere feet from the side of the 
truck, pulled the gazelle across the street (between the land cruisers) and strangled her on the other side of the street. It seemed like a 
really respectable way to kill. The gazelle was separated from the herd and young so wouldn't have many chances of survival anyway. 
The battle was lightening-fast and the kill was clean and quick. The leopard placed her jaws around the gazelle's neck and just waited 
for it to die. It took just a few minutes (while we all held our breaths in awe!). She then carried the gazelle between her legs all the 
way to a baobab tree, jumped gracefully onto the side of the tree with the gazelle's her mouth, and walked the body up to where she 
planned to keep it. We couldn't see her on the back of the tree, but were duly impressed with her skills of killing and climbing with an 
about 35-50 pound  animal in her jaws. We never saw any blood. Our guide explained that Mom would stash the fresh kill and later 
move her cubs to this new tree. 
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Not able to see anything else, we drove back by the tree with the cubs. We saw one of them and assumed the other was elsewhere in 
the tree. With Mom gone, a hyena took advantage of cleaning the area below the tree where parts of the the impala carcass had fallen.
￼
By this time, it was minutes before 7:00 PM—witching hour for safari guides. If they are not out of 
the park by 7:00 PM, they can get up to a $100 fine. We assured our driver, Peter, that we would 
happily pay the fine for him given what he'd just enabled us to experience. Nonetheless, he hauled it 
out of the park! Along the way, he saw a snake and backed-up so we could see it, too. I only saw a 
moment of its tail while it slithered away. Peter told us it was a black mambo—Africa's most 
venomous snake, one that can kill a human in mere minutes with its venom. Then, he let us watch 
for just a moment and let us take pictures of the first hippo we'd seen out of water.￼
 
Now, we were about 15 minutes passed park closing time and he was 
driving really, really fast. We came to a gate manned by not just any ranger, but the park marshal! Peter 
told him (falsely) we were late because one of our group’s vehicles had a problem and we’d stopped to 
help, and the warden miraculously allowed us to pass without a fine. Peter continued driving fast, by 
now in the dark with lights on. All the sudden we saw a pair of giraffes immediately in front of us in the 
middle of the road. They hadn't seen us (presumably because our lights were below their line of sight) so 
were not in a hurry. Peter slammed on the brakes and we, blessedly, missed them. I can't imagine how 
we might've felt had we hit them. We missed them by mere feet! There were an additional two gigantic 
giraffes eating from the acacia tree just a few more feet off the road. We were VERY happy and grateful when we finally reached Wild 
Camp. I quickly changed into mosquito-proof clothes (long pants, socks, shoes, and a fleece jacket) and went for dinner with the 
group. We really enjoyed swapping tales about our day's experiences over dinner. Again, I went to bed to write in my journal and fall￼￼ 
asleep as soon as dinner was over.
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February 3, 2017 (Safari Day Four)—Friday￼
 
I was finally rested after a great night's sleep. The only bad thing was that I didn't hear the 
animals at night. I believe I heard a lion's guttural moan in the morning and the singsong of the 
birds was beautiful every morning. Joan said we had something right by the chairs in front of 
our tent and believed it was a warthog. It was time to say goodbye to our Wild Camp, including 
our tent—named Nguchiro, the Swahili word for “mongoose." We’d enjoyed mongoose 
sightings just days before.
 
On our way out of Serengeti National Park, we did a game drive with the top up. Unfortunately, 
we didn't catch another glimpse of the cheetah so that is the one major Serengeti animal I can't 
say I saw. That doesn't mean we didn't see any excitement. We watched for quite a￼ while as a 
lioness stalked wildebeest. There was a large herd that knew she was there, but wasn't quite sure 
where she was. We watched her in her crouched position moving slowly through the tall 
grasses. They kept ahead of her by moving regularly and they also circled with each acting as a 
lookout in each direction. We learned that lions can only run for about 100 meters; she never got 
that close so breakfast would have to wait. We moved on. 
 
Next, we saw a concentration of vultures on the ground so stopped to see what was up. We were 
never sure what they were eating (it was hidden behind a tree), but we could see the red of a 
carcass and, based on the smell, knew it wasn't fresh. 
￼
We also saw a lioness up-close-and-personal. She was right at the side of the road with lots of 
flies in her face. It's unbelievable how many flies are on the faces of the animals. The lioness 
was covered as was a giraffe we saw yesterday. The animals smack their faces every other now-
and-then, but it's clearly a moot effort.
 
We checked out of Serengeti National Park and checked in to Ngorongoro Conservation Area. 
You cannot leave one without entering the other, but you still must pay the entrance fee each 
time you enter one of the parks. Overlooking Ngorongoro Crater was spectacular! The view of 
the green grasses and bushes and the presence of the lakes and streams is magical. It is truly an 
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enclosed paradise. Because the crater walls are so tall and the valley floor is so rich with food (for 
both herbivores and carnivores), there's little reason for the animals to leave. Poaching was 
eradicated fairly early in the area so the black rhino, nearly extinct elsewhere,￼ survived the 
slaughter. There are less than ten still alive in the crater and we were blessed to see one of them. It 
wasn't close, but the dual horns were clearly visible through the binoculars. We were so lucky 
because there are so few rhinos remaining and because we sighted it just as we were leaving the 
Conservation Area.
 
In addition to the famous rhino, we saw plethora of zebras, wildebeests, and lions. One lioness had 
her paw draped over another and they had a child and 
teenager sleeping next to them. Nearby,￼￼ there were two 
others from the harem, but no male in sight. We also some 
elephants up-close-and-personal. There were four males of 
various sizes eating what smelled like mint. They would 
pull up large chunks of foliage with the root systems 
intact, then bang the plant on their heads or sides to 
remove the dirt before placing it in their mouths. I missed 
the big poo (but saw the sizely remnants), but didn't miss 
the pee that rivaled Austin Powers. It was like a spigot 
opened and a firehose started￼ squirting. To enhance the 
show, male elephants￼￼ extend the phallas to allow for the 
urine to flow. They were surprisingly endowed and it took 
awhile for their genitals to return to normal. Their tusks 
were big and of various thicknesses. The oldest's tusk was 
broken on one end. The elephants were so slow, graceful, 
and peaceful it made it hard to believe they are one of the 
great five African animals.
 
Melinda's been working hard to identify birds on the savanna and was eager to procure a sighting of the crowned heron. We finally 
identified two in the crater; they are remarkably regal and truly beautiful. There were quite a few in the crater and we enjoyed every 
sighting.
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Mostly, the crater was filled with wildebeest, gazelles, and zebras. I took lots￼ 
of pictures, but didn't get a picture of my favorite part of the zebra—some of 
them have polka dot tails. It was a joy to watch them in their natural habitat.
 
We were running late so ate lunch boxes in the land cruisers next to a hippo 
pool. It wasn't perfect, but it was nice to have something amazing to see 
while we ate. Later, we took a rest stop at our planned lunch location—an 
actual picnic area next to another hippo pool. This one was particularly nice 
because it had rocks and shade from a tree.
 
We spent about two hours in the land cruiser after our rhino encounter and 
almost all of it was on dusty, bumpy roads. Our guides stopped at a gift shop￼ 
and insisted we all get out of the vehicle. I found nothing I couldn't live 
without, as did most of us (shopping is not popular with Sierra Club 
travelers), but a few suckers found treasures. From there, we were on to the 
Highview Hotel just outside Caratu. There were a lot of people staying there 
(it was quite big). Upon arriving, we immediately went to our rooms where 
Joan took a shower while I prepared for dinner. Again, it was a scrumptious 
buffet (several vegetable salads, chicken, beans, rice, French onion soup, and 
desserts!). This time, I enjoyed dinner with two hard ciders (enough to get 
me tipsy). I talked to Mike (Spencer is really struggling with school work) 
who was quite frustrated. I'm glad I'll be home to take some of the burden off 
him soon. I just wish we could come up with a plan that would help Spencer 
be successful, therefore decreasing household tension. Unfortunately, the 
boys were at school so I couldn't talk with them. Ryan's texted me several 
times, but Spencer's not texted at all. It makes me very sad.
 
After the call, I returned to the room where I killed a few large beetles, 
worked on my journal, and went to bed.
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February 4, 2017 (Safari Day Five)—Saturday 
 
 
Another great night of sleep in part because of a fan. The beds were 
comfortable and the room with its mosquito nets on a curtain rod 
was nice. I was able to FaceTime Mike and the boys before 
breakfast. Mike's been struggling with Spencer so I'm looking 
forward to getting home to remove some of the single-parenting 
pressure. I showed the fam around my surroundings, took pictures 
of flowers￼ and the Maasai women making beaded baskets, and sat 
with one of them to watch her do her craft.
 
Some information about baboons...￼ 
They like to steal lunch boxes so keeping doors and windows closed when stopping in their vicinity is a 
necessity. They know the look of white lunch boxes so quickly steal them and run them up trees. There, they 
carefully unwrap what they want. We didn't lose any lunches in our group, but Tom said there was a close call in 
one of the vehicles. Baboons can also distinguish between black and white people. They'll stay away from local 
guides while bothering tourists. In addition to stealing food, they'll steal other objects like cameras, take them 
into the trees, and taunt white tourists to get them back. When they're happy, they'll drop it so it breaks and then 
clap and laugh hysterically. Great.￼￼
 
Louis was our driver today; I was with 
Martin, Jeff, Andrew, Caroline, and Joan—a 
great group (of course, everyone on this trip is 
pretty neat). Our first stop was at a gift shop. Again, I had no desire 
to go in, but they highly "encouraged" us to get out. I saw a 
malachite bowl that is a size I could use (but could live without) at 
home and bought it for $25 after bargaining down from $45. 
Melinda bought herself a beautiful Tanzanite wedding ring.
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￼￼￼￼￼￼￼￼
Next was our big, official stop—Lake Manyara National Park, a park 
surrounding the massive Lake Manyara. After closing the windows 
(baboons tend to hang around park entrances where they have easy 
access to lunch boxes), we had an "orientation" consisting of a 
description of the map of the visitor's center area... here are the 
bathrooms, here is the tourist office, here are the pit toilets, and you 
can read these rules if you'd like. Enlightening? No. Sweet and 
heartfelt? Yes. We all took advantage of the clean bathrooms with a 
male attendant waiting outside holding a towel on which we could dry 
our hands. Not wanting to having to sanitize them after touching the￼ 
towel, I dried my hands on my now reddish shirt. It was time to enter 
the park.
 
We saw baboons near the entrance, but mostly there were vervet 
moneys (the one with turquoise genitals). They were darling with their 
babies on their backs. We did see one monkey in a downward dog yoga 
pose while a second picked ticks off its bottom. I knew they groomed 
one another, but this was beyond the call of duty in my opinion. We 
next passed a large field of baboons. The best part was seeing their 
babies on their backs—they rode their moms like horses (sitting straight 
up and looking back-and-forth). 
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We kept looking for lions in trees as Lake Manyara is home to the tree-climbing lions, but never had any luck. I really wanted to see a 
flamingo, too, but they were too far away.￼￼
 
We stopped in a swampy area that served as a huge habitat for 
birds. There were ducks, storks, and myriad other flying animals. 
The storks were beautiful with their pink backs and black wing tips. 
I thought, incorrectly, they were flamingoes because of their color. 
They're large, but not as large as flamingoes and they can fly 
(though it takes some balance and distance to gain lift). The bird 
sanctuary was also home to hippos and Cape buffalo. The buffalo￼￼ 
were submerged nearly to their shoulders in the water and had birds 
snacking on their backs. They ate grasses from the water and 
watched us carefully. We were far too close, but our pictures 
seemed like they'd be great.
 
We finally started sighting elephants including babies and, again, 
were able to get really close (about 6-8 feet away!). I was worried 
we were too close, but Louis assured me he was versed in the signs￼￼ 
of agitated and aggressive elephants. Elephants are so slow and 
peaceful looking.
 
We stopped for a boxed lunch 
overlooking the lake valley. 
While there, I took a picture 
with our safari guides, 
pictures of the surrounding 
area, and pictures of our 
group eating lunch. I almost 
ran into Rob while taking a picture and he pointed up where several beautiful birds sat. Rob and 
I took lots of pictures. Melinda later identified the birds to be red and yellow berbits—a life bird 
for her! 
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￼￼￼On our way out of the park, we saw more baboons and elephants. We also 
saw an Eastern green mambo,￼ smaller than the black mambo, but also fatally venomous. 
 
Our game driving time was over so we began heading home. Of course, I slept most of the trip. We 
stopped once for the bathroom (of course at a gift shop), then drove home through Arusha. Arusha is a 
busy town unlike busy towns in the US. There were ox-drawn and people-drawn carts, men waiting on 
motorcycles at the￼ Piki-Piki to take passengers to their destinations, school children dressed in their bright 
blue sweaters (the same color as the tsetse fly fabrics), road construction, and more.
 
As we entered Moshi, the smell of smoke became quite pronounced. Joan thinks they're regenerating 
fields by burning them. She also smelled pot, a common local problem according to her. We entered the 
gates at Springlands Hotel, said farewell to our guides—Louis, Gaspar, and Peter, picked up our bags 
from storage, found our new rooms, and immediately (most of us) connected to the internet. I was eager to 
check in with the family, but couldn't talk long because the connection was bad. I also washed some 
clothes (poorly) and decided to wear a wet bra and shirt to dinner because it was almost all I had and the 
wetness would keep me cool. My brilliant (and successful) plan was to sleep in my swimsuit so I could 
save one last clean pair of clothes for our last day in Moshi.
 
We enjoyed our final group dinner and each said something we'd remember about the trip. I will remember everything everyone said: 
the way we all got along so well, the camaraderie despite age differences, how everyone cared for each other, the leopard killing a 
gazelle, supporting each other on our way to the summit, great leadership by Melinda and Tom, and, for me, eulogizing Mom in my 
head as we climbed toward the summit and then yelling her name at the top. I'll never forget that I wasn't out of breath at the summit 
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and on my trek to the Ash Pit; I know Mom was lending me the strength of her missed breaths. Melinda bought us a round of drinks 
while we laughed and clapped and enjoyed each others' company.
 
After dinner, Tom opened our safety deposit box so I could retrieve my 
money and documents and I tried calling home again. I am so eager to see 
and love on everyone at 6258 Bayhaven! I've missed them and wish so 
desperately they liked adventure travel and could share these exciting 
adventures with me. I'm praying Mike will hike Macchu Picchu with me 
sometime over the next year or two. 
 
 
 
￼
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February 5, 2017 (Moshi)—Sunday 
 
Our final day was the only free day we had and, quite frankly, we didn't know what to do with ourselves. I wanted to see the market 
and, other than a hot spring quite a distance away, I didn't know of anything else to do in this smoky, dusty, busy town. Others also 
wanted to go into town so after breakfast we paid for shuttle transport to and from the city center ($2 total) and got a free guide from 
the hotel to show us around (we tipped him at the end). It ended up there were ten of us: Louis, Martin, Rob, Don, Carolyn, Bryce, 
ShiAnne, Jeff, Andrew, and me. Being Sunday, many shops were closed and few were selling and buying at the market. Nonetheless, 
we saw much of the typical African market scene—fish, fruit, vegetables, clothes, wood, coal. Our guide encouraged us to take 
pictures of the market as long as we didn't take pictures of any people. Some shop keepers became mad even if we just took pictures of 
their tables. I certainly didn't feel the warmth I'd felt on our other Tanzanian adventures, but it was to be expected since we were in 
their space.￼￼￼ 
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After walking through the market, we stopped at iCurio, a gift shop Melinda recommended. My malachite bowl was the only souvenir 
I wanted, but I needed a clean short-sleeved shirt to wear after my afternoon shower and before getting on the plane (where I would 
wear warm clothes). I made a $6 halter-top purchase from the Rastafarian shop keeper.￼￼￼ 
 
Several in the group wanted to try a coffee shop (again, on 
Melinda's recommendation) so we went to Union Coffee 
Shop. It took about 20-30 minutes to place our orders and 
another 10 minutes to receive the orders (some never received 
their drinks). I was conflicted... I wanted an iced drink, but￼ 
was worried the ice wouldn't be purified. I asked if the ice was 
made with spring or tap water and was told it was “safe 
because it came from a machine in the supermarket.” Still not 
convinced, I ordered an iced mocha and added a chlorine￼ 
tablet just in case. I suppose it wouldn't have mattered because￼ 
ShiAnne bought a hot drink and we watched them place ice 
cubes in her drink to cool it down. So we lived dangerously. I 
added my chlorine tablet, waited 5-10 minutes and drank my 
drink (sucking up most of the pill before it dissolved). No 
immediate dysentery (though I did have loose stool for the 
week following the trip).
 
We were ready to go back to Springlands Hotel, but several in the group wanted to buy 
some tea and coffee to take home. The prices were high, but Martin stuck by his guns and 
still made sure to get his change. I'm sure I overpaid, but bought some coffee beans for 
Dad for $10. Later in the day, I made my final souvenir purchase—I bought three types of 
beer for Mike: Serengeti, Kilimanjaro, and Safari. 
 
Most of us took the bus back to Springlands Hotel. It was close, but hot and humid and I was eager to jump in the pool. We'd packed 
and placed our bags in Melinda's room since we had to check out before noon. I hated to keep having to ask to borrow her key, but she 
was really kind about it. I hung at the pool, swam a bit (I couldn't do much without earplugs and goggles), read "Sierra Magazine," and 
talked with the group. We had our last full meal together—another lunch buffet—then scattered to do our own things. I spent time 
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charging all my devices and trying to move pictures from my phone to my iPad so I could insert pictures into my journal. I also 
napped and read by the pool and got a second refreshing shower for the day. It was nice to be lazy with no looming commitments, but 
I was definitely ready to be home instead.￼
 
Two buses picked us up, one handling all our bags and the other shuttling us to the airport. Although 
the lights went out several times in the airport and security was inconsistent at best, we left on time. 
The KLM flight was nice and I slept through much of it. Amsterdam customs went smoothly and I 
was able to say one last goodbye to many of the trip's participants. Unfortunately, I didn't say 
goodbye to Joan—a woman I'd truly come to appreciate. She is such a fun, free-loving spirit with 
genuine care and affection for everyone she meets. I'd love to have friends like her at home so her 
optimistic attitude would rub off on me.￼
 
I wrote in my journal at the airport, then watched movies, slept, and 
journaled on the plane between Amsterdam and LAX. All together, I saw four movies: "The Girl on the 
Train" (the book was much better), "The 9th Life of Louis Drax" (a good movie with a unique 
storyline), "Me before You" (a light, but ultimately tear-jerking British romance), and "Bridget Jones' 
Diary."
 
Customs was amazingly quick and easy; being a Global Traveller rocks! The only problem was that 
there was a three-hour flight delay between LAX and LAS (though I missed the originally scheduled 
flight time anyway). I had to re-check my bags to get another flight (it actually left earlier than the delayed flight), but the process 
went smoothly. Being on African time changed my pace so waiting wasn't bothering me as much as it had in the past. Hopefully, this￼ 
is a permanent change (though I'm not counting on it).
 
That was all there was. Mike picked me up at McCarran Airport, 
brought me home, and after loving on my men and puppies, my life 
resumed as normal. Now, though, Mom was gone and I'd honored 
her with a great achievement.
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Animals we saw in Tarangire National Park, Ngorongoro Conservation Area (a UNESCO site), Serengeti National Park, and Lake 
Manyara National Park:
 

•Dik-dik 
•Giraffe
•Warthog
•Impala
•Mongoose (banded and dwarf)
•Lion*
•Wildebeest/Gnu
•Monkeys (vervet)
•Baboon 
•Monkey (black-faced velvet)
•Zebra
•Camel 
•Jackal (with a baby gazelle's head in its mouth)
•Hyena 
•Lizard (agama and monitor)

•Hippopotamus (one was dead on its side)*
•Hartebeest 
•Topi
•Gazelle (Grant's and Thompson's)
•Cape Buffalo*
•Elephant*
•Hyrax
•Leopard*
•Turtle (leopard and pancake)
•Cheetah 
•Crocodile 
•Black Rhino
•Snake (Eastern green mamba)
•Lots of birds 

 
*The big five 
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