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Introduction
After the taste I got of South East Asia in 2013 with my trip to Cambodia, I wanted to
get a taste of Africa and started preparing for Tanzania and Mount Meru in November 2013 by
engaging in regular hiking. On January 1st of 2014 I found the signs I was looking for and confirmed with myself that indeed I was going to make the trip. Therefore, I began collecting information from the internet, my traveling friends and the friends of my friends.
Tanzania became Tanzania-Kenya-Uganda based on what I had heard and read and the
recommendations I had received. Because of the high prices for particular activities (for example, 520+ US$ for a 3-day safari) and the safety risks related to terrorist attacks against tourists,
especially on the Kenyan East Coast, I asked two men to join me as fellow travelers, one Spaniard and one Cypriot.
From the first day, they showed a different face towards me and proved to be the worst
part of this trip for me, causing me a lot of stress and humiliation. However, I had many positive experiences in this trip, which are worth sharing!!
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Friday, August 15
An Egypt Air plane which seemed like it was left behind from the 1970’s, transported us from
Larnaca to Cairo, whose airport had dirty toilets and seemed to lack a big electronics store, which one
expects to see in an international airport. On the flight to Nairobi, friendly Omar seating next to me,
told me about how he was working “like a slave” in Qatar and had plans to create his own business of
selling clothes from Uganda in Kenya. Nairobi’s airport had clean toilets, bad exchange rates, very
simple services and, surprisingly, women in military attire, holding AK-47s.
While on the taxi to the city center at about 6am, I witnessed the morning traffic; hundreds of
matatus (the privately-owned minivans mainly used for public transportation) and suffocating car
fumes. The city center was full of huge advertising signs promoting technological products and there
were many people on the street, some of them gathered in large groups, which made me wonder
why. Near Ambassadeur Hotel, I entered a couple of pastry shops where locals were buying chicken
pies and Queen cake. Right outside, two “street politicians” approached me and we stroke up an interesting conversation about politics, the effects of colonialism, education and experiential learning.
The bus to Mombasa departed at 8am. I skipped taking photos and took notes instead about
the entire route, starting from downtown Nairobi: the city was dirty, hectic, chaotic, dry, but also colorful, with every possible type of matatu decoration (Godfather, Jesus, flashy lights, prayers to Allah,
football team slogans). I also saw stacked-up buses, printed ads promoting safe sex, slums, but also
cute vegetable garden patches in unexpected corners. Some people were burning trash on the side of
the road, others were carrying heavy loads.
I asked one of the passengers on the bus about the season; he said that in recent years the
rain seasons had been bad, meaning too much rain for too little time. The locals were dressed like
they were feeling very cold, some were even covered in blankets. It was “winter time”, yet the temperature was 28 Celsius.
In the outskirts of Nairobi, I took note of the dry fields, construction sites, factories, road signs
and vehicle numbers that appeared similar to Cyprus. There were monkeys, cows and goats on the
side of the road, giraffes, antelope and zebras in the far distance. I spotted Maasai herders, mosques,
ads saying “water is life”, bougainvillea flowers, all through a very long savannah of orange dust, termite mounds, sandstorms, low bushes and trees.
The driving and overtaking on this national highway of only two lanes was insane! Because of
all the trucks, buses and cars using the road, it took a loooong time to get to Mombasa. Not to mention two mandatory stops for fixing problems with the bus tires.
A sweet-faced girl with short hair, wearing a grey sweater, tie and checkered skirt drew my
attention for a few minutes. She looked like a teenager and I couldn’t help but wonder if that was her
school uniform and where she was going for such a long distance on the bus. I also observed a mother wearing a golden dress and a head scarf, her baby sleeping in her lap, her other children next to
her. Some of the children were singing. Local music was playing on the vehicle’s radio.
There were numerous, very small shops on the side of the road, and houses with their front
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wall painted as an advertisement (e.g. for toothpaste, phone companies, water/food businesses). It
appeared that any product or service was eligible when it came to having a local business, even if it
was just renting out a pool table. People were selling fruit, or walking along the rail tracks, alone or
with animals.
When we stopped at Emali village, the fruit sellers jumped into the bus, offering oranges and
bright pink onions. One of the sellers came on the bus and prepared a boiled-egg delicacy in milliseconds; he peeled the egg without using his bare hands and served it with some kind of sauce.
Outside of the bus, I noticed some children carrying water in big yellow buckets; other children were playing while sitting on the ground. In my eyes, the flashy, princess-like dresses little girls
were wearing were very impractical for playing in the sand. Of course, I couldn’t help but notice the
incredibly poor living and working conditions.
As we approached the coast, the fields became greener and the road hillier. I saw people
sitting under trees and later a sign that said “You are entering a corruption-free zone”. Hmmm, really? Palm trees started to appear but the ocean was nowhere to be seen. ARE WE THERE YET???!!! I
wouldn’t care so much about the 11 hours spent on the bus (three hours more than expected), if I
wasn’t having an unusually bloody menstruation that began when I departed from Cyprus, and which
made me increasingly nervous.
We arrived in Mombasa at 7pm, and I rushed to the Manager’s office to demand compensation for the delay, explaining the “problem” I was having. The man felt pity for me and gave us a free
ride to the dock of the Likoni ferry. The situation at the matatu station on the other side of the port
was chaotic, so we were very lucky when a local couple that was passing by gave us a ride to Diani
beach, 35km south of Mombasa.
The first day in East Africa ended with accommodation in the tree houses of Stiltz, surrounded
by tens of monkeys. The Indian ocean, not very far away, sounded like planes taking off, one after the
other …
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Saturday, August 16
The day started with a 5:40am wake up to watch the sunrise on the beach. I took a walk for
photos and picked up my first sea shells with a handful of Indian Ocean white sand. After breakfast and
a chat with Natasha, who had been volunteering in Kenya for 15 months and said rafting in Jinja
(Uganda) was great, we headed for Diani beach, where we spent a few hours.
Diani was incredibly long and incredibly full of beach boys that kept pestering white tourists for
buying Maasai jewelry or tourist services or camel rides, or…whatever. It appeared that the number of
tourists in the area had dropped because of the recent terrorist attacks, so the beach boys were
“dying” for customers. The landscape was interesting, the tide stretched for hundreds of meters away
from the shore and we were followed and entertained by three boys, Mariam and his brothers.
At some point I agreed to have the first ocean safari of my life with “Captain Hadj”. He told me
about the well-camouflaged stone fish (whose bright pink poison, if you made the mistake of stepping
on it, could be deadly), sea urchins, shells, sea cucumbers, angry sea snails, tiger shells, giraffe shells
and many other creatures whose names unfortunately I can’t remember (one of them contained fresh
potable water, another was used as yellow body paint). For 600 Kenyan shillings (around 5 euro), it
was a great deal!
The sad part of the morning, however, was that the three boys asked me for money when we
left the beach. Which, of course, made me wonder if that was the reason they accompanied us during
those 4 hours, or if that was something they were told/expected to do regardless of whom they met.
After the return to Stiltz, we took two matatus, one motorcycle and another matatu (with a
teenage boy passenger that had the kindest eyes I had ever seen) to the port of Shimoni. Again, lots of
poverty seen along the way. I thought that last matatu ride was a lot of fun, even though I was bumping up and down while standing loaded with my big backpack. At the port, Faysal, the owner of the accommodation I found on tiny Wasini island, was waiting to take us with his boat to the island.
The Blue Monkey beach hut on Wasini was quite interesting as its walls were made of branches
and cloth meant to keep the mosquitoes out. There was even a tree growing inside it! Outside of it,
cats and chicken were going around. By 6pm the sun started setting. While exploring the area before it
got completely dark, I made a short stop at the island’s primary school and a bit later bumped into a
group of beautiful girls dressed in hijabs. The girls informed me they lived in Mombasa but visited their
relatives on the island, where they originated from, during school holidays.
Soon it was very dark and I had gotten lost in the village. I was extremely lucky that Omer,
Faysal’s cousin, walked me back to Blue Monkey. During a delicious dinner at Faysal’s restaurant, it
was great to hear his stories about the ocean and his adventures in the Pemba channel, his father’s
three wives, the educational level of his relatives and so on. In addition to that, his wife Amina handdrew a map of the island for me.
At night time, it was challenging to fall asleep with every possible sound and insect around.
Tropical thunderstorms, the ocean’s waves, the roosters at 3:30 in the morning, the muazin’s calls for
prayer, the birds chirping. But hey, c’est la vie en Afrique!
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Sunday, August 17
“You are a good person”.
The day began with breakfast on the porch and the decision to walk around the island based on
Amina’s map. After walking though Wasini village, the next stop was Nymamagi village, following a
group of women. Arrival at the village was a very pleasant and colorful surprise, as the main pathway
was marked with white colored stones and many colorful rags and little flags hanging from rope lines.
Apparently, a celebration was going on because all the children were dressed in pink or green colors
and gathered under a tent. We asked the elders and were told that the event was to celebrate a day
related to prophet Muhammad. During the ceremony, the children were reading poems and chanting
songs; a bit monotonous but still quite interesting.
We continued the exploration, passing by various houses constructed simply with wooden logs
and dry stones. The mangrove forest, where trees survived in salt water, was a bit of Lord of the Rings,
a bit of virgin beauty, a bit of black mud, full of holes made by small crabs with a very nice combination
of brown and orange shell and, further on, with … a SCARINGLY SHOCKING, FRUSTRATING AMOUNT OF
PLASTIC GARBAGE!! It looked like the ocean was bringing all this garbage out to the coast. Despite my
frustration, among all this trash I found a little plastic boat for my boat collection back in Cyprus.
Because of the tide, it was possible to walk around on the ocean floor (where plants were also
covered in disintegrating plastic) and check out the flamingos and goats lazing around.
We arrived at the village of Mbwiro, after being checked out by one of the women of the village who asked us, in a firm voice, “Where are you going?”. A few steps later, one of the boys we met
on the way gave me a handshake while touching his chest with his left hand. Sweet gesture!
At the edge of Mbwiro, overlooking the bay, I met up with two young boys who wanted to chat
with me. We were close to the village primary school where, very interestingly, some of the images
with information that the students could learn were painted on the outside walls of the classrooms
(which seemed like a great way to take the learning out of the classroom, save on paper, decorate external surfaces). I took the opportunity to show the boys the location of Cyprus on the world map and
talk a bit about the language, the people, the costs of travel to Africa, and other topics. It was easy to
notice how good their level of English was. It was one of those boys who said to me “You are a good
person”.
Later in the day, a little girl in Wasini village asked me to give her the shell of a crab I had picked
up in the mangrove forest. I couldn’t refuse. One baby girl, wearing a white dress, waved at me; I
bowed and gently kissed her hand. I realized that, by that point, the villagers had gotten used to us
and everyone knew where we were staying.
During sunset on the western side of the island, it was, on the one hand, very impressive to see
the proportions of a huge tree trunk nearby and, at the same time, very disappointing to see all the
pieces of disintegrating plastic that became a disgusting mixture with the water as the ocean was returning to the coast.
Dinner was again delicious but, unfortunately, I had developed diarrhea, so everything I ate
came out soon after.
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Monday, August 18
It was impossible to sleep during the night, due to the diarrhea, the bugs and the natural
soundtrack. At least I was able to locate Orion in the early morning sky!
The day started with an open-water exploration, looking for dolphins with a boat from Paradise
Divers. The attempt was unsuccessful but I appreciated the opportunity to swim a bit in the water, although it was not as clear as I had expected it to be. The best part of the morning for me was sitting on
the beach together with some of the local men, while a carpenter was fixing one of the boats. Of
course, a local woman would have most probably avoided doing that, so I guess I was given the benefit
of the tourist. I made sure not to be provocative with the way I was sitting and to cover my bare skin.
The men called me “Mama” and, when it was time to depart, asked me to stick around.
From there, a stop was made in Shimoni’s port, where a man was digging up worms for fish
bait and where it was interesting to see various graffiti in favor of keeping the ocean/environment
clean and protected. During the 20-minute stay in the village before returning to Wasini, it was possible to catch a few glimpses of daily life: Kanga fabrics, kasava edible roots, muslim attire, girlfriends
sitting together, small restaurants.
What followed was a simple rice and sauce lunch in Wasini village (my diarrhea wouldn’t allow
much more than that) under the curious stares of two middle-aged men, later a cordial, sunset-view
chat with Georgie from Nairobi who was working in one of the touristy lodges, and further on in the
evening a tasty take-away dinner of rice, beans and cassava for the last night on the island.
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Tuesday, August 19
I started the day on a hammock, checking out the reflection of the sunrise colors on the clouds
to the west. This was followed by a conversation with Amina about poverty, rain water use and taxation, among other topics.
Several hours of the day were spent for the relocation from Wasini to Tanzania; one boat, two
matatus, one motorbike and, finally, a dalla-dalla brought us to the coastal town of Tanga. My first impressions from Tanzania were that the roads were well-built, more tidy and cleaner than those in Kenya and with bigger thatched-roof houses in the countryside. I experienced the people as friendly and
welcoming everywhere.
After a sea-view lunch of grilled fish and meat in the Tanga public gardens, I finally got my first
regular, hot shower of the trip after leaving Cyprus (life in the Blue Monkey on Wasini meant bucket
showers, if rain water was available). Having a shower was the only positive about the room in Sea
View hostel. The negatives came in the evening, with the very loud noise from the night club next door
and an attack by what seemed like thousands of mosquitoes.

Wednesday, August 20
Following the sleepless night, the decision was made to stay one more night in Tanga and move
to another hostel. I checked out the Tanga private health center and the procedure to see a doctor as
my diarrhea was not letting go. Eventually I was seen by Dr. Flora, who reassured me I didn’t have malaria and gave me antibiotics for the parasite in my gut. I really liked the kindness and attention I received at the clinic.
In the afternoon, I took a walk towards the public gardens, with a short stop to check out the
men playing checkers on the sidewalk. I reached the food kiosk in the gardens and sat down for a plate
of watermelon with a view to the bay. I then continued my walk, loving the landscaping, the people
sitting on benches or on the grass, talking, relaxing; it was all very peaceful.
I moved a bit further to check out the ruins of a big house and take some photos. There, I met
Musa, a 28-year old that had traveled to Tanga from Dar es Salaam, the capital of Tanzania, for a couple of days to relax and get some inspiration for his work. We walked together towards the coastline,
where the tide was low and the local fishermen had the day’s catch on display. We left from there
after the sunset and walked for a while in town. I wondered what the locals were saying to Musa while
we were passing by, particularly if they commented on my presence as a mzungu (white) woman.
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Thursday, August 21
After some good hours of sleep, it was time to get on the bus going straight to the village of
Lushoto in the Usambara mountains. The bus was sort of falling apart but the comfort level, during the
ride, was acceptable; we reached Lushoto by 1pm.
The scenery along the way was lovely. Villages with adobe and thatched-roof houses, orangered dust on the ground, people selling lots of oranges, and green rolling hills that reminded me of the
hills of Mondulkiri province in Cambodia. I bought myself some delicious medlar fruit from one of the
street vendors.
Further inland, the scenery between villages Mombo and Soni was incredible! There were
many waterfalls on the river, people growing small plots of land next to the water, laundry drying in
the sun, huge rocks and different geological formations on the mountains. I enjoyed the repeated images of women in colorful clothing, walking or working, carrying loads on their heads and/or babies
hanging from their back.
Upon arriving in Lushoto and while walking towards the center of the village, a local named
John approached us and offered rooms in his accommodation complex for a low price. I wasn’t feeling
in top shape as the temperature was cooler than in the coastline and I had been carrying the backpack
for a while, so I took a nap while waiting for lunch to be prepared by John’s mother.

Lunch – rice with spinach, pieces of avocado and orange slices – took an entire 1.5 hours to
prepare. At 5pm we set-off to explore the village, walking through the market. At some point we were
approached by Nia, a pleasant man working as a tour guide, who spoke to us about his impressions of
Germany (where he had visited his German psychiatrist girlfriend who was, at that time, working in
Lushoto), and of Europeans as colder and more emotionally distanced than African people.
At some point, I returned to the guesthouse where the mama slowly prepared some lukewarm
water for my bucket shower. By 9:30, I was nestled in my red silk sleeping bag liner, covered with my
Egypt Air blanket and a quilt and ready for sleep.
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Friday, August 22
Already a week into the trip and time felt like it had been really flying, even though daily life
was moving with a pole-pole rhythm (Swahili for “slowly-slowly”). Breakfast consisted of leftover cinnamon rolls from the village bakery and some tea I had asked mama to prepare for me.
The morning was beautiful; the sky was clear and the sun was intense. At around 10am and
after buying some more cinnamon rolls, we headed for Irente viewpoint, following the dirt road for
about three hours and greeting locals with repeated “Jambo!” (Swahili for “hello”) all along the way.
Irente viewpoint was amazing and offered a 180-degree view of the valley below. While I was
there, a group of students and teachers from the local secondary school came over and wanted to take
photos with … “the mzungu”. It was my pleasure! The teachers actually invited me to visit their school,
which I gladly did.
At the school, the teachers showed me the classrooms and future laboratory rooms and even
gathered the students together after their lunch break so that I could say a few words to them. I explained what I did for a living, congratulated them on the lovely learning environment of their school
and suggested to play a short game, so most of them stood in a very big circle for an adjusted version
of the Mazinga energizer. They seemed to enjoy it!
One of the female students, Lydia, later asked to speak to me in private. She said her head was
not well and she was having difficulty in classwork. I asked her how I could have been helpful to her
and she asked me to speak to her favorite teacher. This girl, aged 16 at that time, was living with her
grandmother and had become pregnant by a man in her village a few months earlier. She had lost the
pregnancy and since that time hadn’t been feeling well nor achieving in school. I advised one of the
female teachers on how to talk to Lydia and help her deal with the lost pregnancy and her personal
identity.
On the way back to the village, I was greeted by two female students of the school, best friends
Asha and Sasha, that spoke to me about their favorite school subjects and their life in general.
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Saturday, August 23
7:00am was the departure time for the bus, if that’s what that thing could have been called, to
Arusha. Continuous bumping up and down and incredible amounts of dust were the key technical
characteristics of that ride, while the vehicle seemed ready to fall apart at any moment. Even in such
horrific circumstances, I had a conversation with another pair of female students, Sophia and Amina,
who wanted to take a photo of me. A woman holding a live chicken in her arms was also among the
passengers.
We arrived to Arusha after 7 torturous, dusty hours and were met by our Couchsurfing host,
French girl Lise, who took us for lunch in a “mzungu place”, a relaxing restaurant in town, catering primarily to expats. At last, I had the opportunity to enjoy a proper salad!
Lise’s suggestion for the evening was to go from the restaurant to her workplace, the offices of
Alliance Française in Arusha, for a live music concert. I wasn’t really dressed up for the place, considering how l looked after getting off the (so-called) bus from Lushoto, but the music was good and it was a
great chance to dance a bit. Lise was very helpful in suggesting who to talk to for arranging the 3-day
safari and the 4-day hike on Mount Meru.

Sunday, August 24
After a breakfast of cereal, fresh fruit and tea and the necessary hand washing of dirty clothes,
we met up with Mr. Claud Goi, our safari driver, who seemed like a very nice person. For 520 US dollars per person, Claud was going to drive us to Tarangire Park, Ngorongoro Crater and Lake Manyara,
including meals and two nights’ accommodation.
It was very frustrating to hear that I couldn’t use several of the 100-dollar bills I had with me to
pay for the safari, because they were issued before 2006. Eventually Claud agreed to take the bills, except for two which had been issued in the 90’s, so in their place I gave him new 50-dollar bills I had
with me. Damn! I was not aware that even though those bills would work fine in the Western world,
unless they were freshly printed and crisp, they would drastically lose their face value in Africa.
Lise took us for lunch at XQ restaurant, a road-side place that served great-tasting chicken and
goat on the grill, together with grilled plantains. Plantains seemed to be very popular in East African
meals.
After lunch we returned to the house and relaxed by playing table games. At around 7:30pm,
we went to Barafu bar close to Lise’s and played pool for about 3 hours; the barwoman also joined the
game and seriously kicked ass!
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Monday, August 25
Claud picked-us up at 8:20am and we headed for Tarangire National Park. On the way, we
passed through Maasai steppe and saw many members of the tribe walking on the side of the road,
some with their cattle and donkey herds, as well as an outdoor market where they exchanged goats
and other goods. Claud informed me that the Maasai diet consisted of milk, meat and fresh blood (!)
from their animals and that they made a living by selling their animals and their animals’ products.
The landscape was overall dry and golden, as opposed to the bright green grass of the rainy
season. Tarangire river, running through the national park year-round, provided the wild animals with
the necessary water. During our 6-hour safari drive, we saw giraffes, zebra, gnu (also known as wildebeest), elephants, lions (lazily sleeping in the distance under a tree), ostrich, impala, warthogs (a.k.a
Pumbaa from the Lion King movie!) mongoose, monkeys and colorful birds. A very good catch for the
first day!
What followed was a nice warm shower and gourmet dinner at Sunbright Lodge in Mto wa
Mbu village, where the waiters were cordial and willing to teach about the right way to greet others in
Swahili. The sunset complemented the nice experience, with three different flocks of black marabou
stork making formations in the sky.
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Tuesday, August 26
NGORONGORO, BABY!!! The largest inactive and intact volcanic caldera in the world. To reach
it, we passed through the area dominated by the Iraqw people, a crop-growing tribe. As Claud, a member of the tribe himself, explained, the various tribes of Tanzania dressed themselves in differentcolored blankets to differentiate among each other.
A “great ball of fire” was rising behind the hill, as we were heading in the opposite direction
through Karatu town. Meanwhile, groups of students were walking towards their school.
The rainforest at the entrance to the crater collected the water that supplied Mto Wa Mbu village. Buffalos, elephants and lions inhabited this huge evergreen forest, whose western side was dry.
While ascending towards the viewing point of the crater rim, the plains below became visible. An
amazing view indeed but the wind was biting cold!
From the moment we started the descent and up to our departure, the crater offered our senses a spectacular, 8-hour show of animals and changing landscapes. Herds of zebras, giraffes, gnu, antelopes, birds, hyenas, lazy hippos, baboons, elephants. The crater’s Salt Lake was evaporating and
smelling fishy. With a closer look, we saw flamingo and gazelles.
People in several safari vehicles, lined one after the other, were waiting eagerly to see some
hunting action. What we got was a male ostrich desperately “hunting” a female one to mate with!
Suddenly, a lioness with her two cubs appeared lying on the left side of the dirt road. Soon
after, Claud’s well-trained eyes spotted three male lions hiding in the gold-colored grass in the distance, on our right side. We sat and observed their lazy behavior for a while.
As Claud mentioned, “lions mate for about 5 days without eating, only drinking; they have sex
every few minutes, just to make sure there's conception”. Yet, lion cubs have a low survival rate because other predators ate them when they were newborns. The same happens with newborn wildebeest, which are grabbed by predators even as they are coming out of their mother’s womb. Claud
said that was heartbreaking to watch during safaris. Hippos, on the other hand, mate and give birth in
the water. The wildebeest calving season between December and April, with a peak in February, was
particularly popular with tourists.
Further on, we saw another male lion walking up the hill on the side of the road and between
the cars, as if it was, literally, just “another day in the park”. As expected, everybody was snapping
photos of him like crazy.
We also spotted a black rhino but in the far away distance. Unfortunately, only about 20 critically endangered black rhinos remained in the Ngorongoro Conservation area.
Life in the savannah was so quiet…the soundtrack being the sound of the wind, the noises
made by the animals and the birds, the sound of running water, the sound of grass moving in the wind
and of the rain falling. And, of course, the thump made by running animals.

Ngorongoro really did stay in my heart, but by the end our tour I was exhausted from the
morning cold and all the dust of the day.
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Wednesday, August 27
Lake Manyara was the main course on the day’s menu.
As we were driving through the evergreen forest with underground springs supplied by the
Ngorongoro highlands, a large troop of baboons passed by us. We crossed one of the rivers and met a
group of vervet monkeys. It was a surprise to see the males had bright blue testicles! Two female vervet monkeys were carrying their offspring on their bellies and, from what Claud said, they were going
to do so for the infant’s first three months of life.

We passed a group of impalas and reached the viewing platform from where we saw lots of
different birds, zebras, gnu and hippos. What a peaceful symbiosis! The natural soundtrack was great
again.
Blue monkeys with their funny, “I didn’t do anything, I’m innocent!” face, were next along the
road, jumping from tree to tree. We proceeded around the lake and saw thousands of pelicans and
storks lifting off and landing. The flapping sounds of their wings was truly impressive, not to mention
their formations in the sky.
We later found pink lines of hundreds of thousands of flamingos in the lake, unfortunately at a
far distance, herds of buffalo (with their very funny skull “hairdo” and “You talking to me?” look) and
many groups of elephants. A male elephant suddenly appeared from inside the vegetation and passed
so incredibly close to us that we had to remain absolutely still not to upset him, otherwise we would
have risked his attack on our Toyota Landcruiser.
We did not see any tree-climbing lions, as the park is famed for, but hey, hakuna matata, no
worries! At some point I stepped out of the car and tried to take a photo of a group of giraffes some
distance away. But I realized that it was impossible to take a proper photo while I was jumping around
trying to send away the flies that were attacking me!
We left the park at noon and after a much-needed shower and another delicious lunch, returned to Arusha. We met up with Lise again, who suggested going to a home-style dinner with an international group of people. It was a delicious meal indeed with nice company, very nice for an out-ofthe-blue idea, although Arusha was quite costly when it came to food.
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Thursday, August 28
A big day laid ahead; Mount Meru was waiting for me! My backpack’s 15-kg load was inevitable
from the loafs of sliced bread and bottles of water we had to carry, in addition to our personal equipment, but I hoped my body would manage.
We took a dalla-dalla to Usa River and then a taxi to Momella gate, where we met Joseph, the
ranger guide Lise had recommended, who would protect us from animals and guide us to the summit.
The forest on the foothills of the mountain was beautiful. We commenced the hike towards
Miriakamba Hut (2500masl) at 11:45am and ended at 5:30pm. We didn’t see any big animals apart
from some zebra, antelope and monkeys, however we passed by colorful flowers, trees that appeared
haunted and the famous fig-strangled tree, whose open arch could fit a big vehicle. The views of the
mountain’s volcanic ash cone, the Meru and Little Meru peaks were excellent.
Dinner consisted of borrowed hot water for tea from the four South African ladies that belonged to our first-day hiking group, peanut butter on white bread and left-over spaghetti from one of
the other groups.
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Friday, August 29
Our ascent to Saddle Hut (3550masl) began at 8am. I had already enjoyed the beautiful sunrise
behind the more popular Mount Kilimanjaro, about 70km opposite Mount Meru.
The route was shorter in distance but a challenge nonetheless, because of the increasing altitude and the backpack load. The vegetation remained rich and tropical all the way up. I arrived with
the ranger to Saddle Hut at around 1pm, rested a bit and then did a 90-minute, weight-free hike up to
Little Meru peak. The views of the valley below, from 3820 meters, were lovely.

I went to bed at around 6pm, to get enough rest before the midnight departure for the final
hike to Mt. Meru’s summit of 4566 meters.
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Saturday, August 30
A summit I almost did not reach!
I woke up with an altitude-induced headache which continued throughout the day. We left for
the summit at 1:20am and soon after it felt like we were walking towards Mordor, minus the precious
One Ring to throw into the fire.
The trail was very challenging with rocky slopes at times, a lot of volcanic ash and loose rock.
The starry sky above was amazing, though! At the moment the sun was rising behind Kilimanjaro, I felt
I had run out of energy for the 45 minutes that remained to reach the summit.
As the ranger moved on with the others, I stayed behind in a corner formed by some rocks,
with the intention of waiting for them in their descent. It didn’t take long to start freezing because I
had stopped moving. The altitude sickness was not allowing me to eat much because I felt I was going
to vomit; to make matters worse, I was running out of my water supply.
Eventually, Marie, one of the South-African women, passed by me with a guide on their way up
and I followed them just to keep warm. In the end … I made it to the top!! So did the 70-year old member of the S.A. ladies group, a birthday gift to herself!
Back at the Saddle Hut, I took a much-needed nap, fluids and food and later we left for Miriakamba Hut. The headache kept on, however. At Miriakamba, after the day’s 12 hours of hiking, it was
time for a well-deserved meal with soup and rice with vegetables and meat, which the porters cooked
in exchange for a few dollars.
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Sunday, August 31
While descending to Mogella gate in the morning, I pulled a tendon behind my right knee,
which made it challenging to walk downhill, but the views of Kili floating in the air on a bed of clouds in
front of us, and of Mount Meru behind us, were stunning! We returned to Arusha and by 2pm were on
the shuttle bus to Nairobi.
On the bus I sat next to Andre, a wildlife expert from South Africa who had been working in
Arusha for 10 years and who explained to me that the desertification of national parks in the area was
the result of over-grazing by cattle. Fifteen years earlier, more wildlife would have been seen along the
road and more grass on the ground.
Imma (from Immaculate), was our great Couchsurfing host in Nairobi. At her place, I finally had
my first shower since Wednesday and, later on, I felt the need to disclose the difficulties I was having
on the trip from the constantly rude behavior of my two fellow travelers towards me. Traveling on my
own was not an option, as I had built the trip’s itinerary on the three of us, for safety and cost-saving
reasons.
Imma lived in a fully-fenced apartment building due to safety concerns. It made an impression
on me that she had a 60-inch TV in her house. She explained what happened in Kenya in 2007 when
trouble broke out between the tribes and how there was still displeasure and mistrust from most
tribes towards the politicians of the Kikuyu tribe that governed the country.

Take a journey with me ...

Monday, September 1
Imma kindly offered to give us a ride to the city center early that morning, to catch the west-bound
bus to Uganda. For that to happen, though, she had to drive like crazy in the busy streets of Nairobi.
The scenery outside the city was lovely and green, the opposite of what I had seen on the way East,
towards Mombasa. Green fields, very tall and slender trees, forested areas, huge canopies and donkeys.
“Probably my favorite long route on the trip so far! Maybe together with the route between Mombo and
Soni in Tanzania”, I thought. Soon, that thought was replaced with “Actually, this has got to be the most
amazing green route of my life so far!“
The musical selection on the bus, as we passed by tiny shops selling anything that could be sold
(e.g. a “tea leaves shop”) was excellent. I took a little pink pony out of my bag to play with the baby girl in
the seat in front of me. Once more, I noticed incredible hairdos on some of the female passengers; swirls of
braids in different variations, some with interchanging colors (e.g. black with burgundy).
The route included a stop at Kisumu village for a typical lunch of rice, beans and boiled pork and
later a pause at a crossing to snap a photo of the invisible Equator line. A sign for a “Survivors’ Self-Help
group in Busia” impressed me and made me curious about what was being “survived”. [Note: This is a sex
worker-led and driven membership organization founded in 1999. The organization believes in the fundamental human rights and dignity of sex workers and aims to empower and support them in making informed choices about their sexuality.]
Up until Busia, we were doing OK with time. But it took two hours to pass the border with Uganda
and by the time we had reached Jinja, it was already 8pm. The ride to the overnight accommodation started with a motorbike taxi that got stuck in the muddy and slippery dirt road, following the torrential rains in
the area during that day, then an unsuccessful attempt to walk in the thick mud and in darkness for a while
and finally a taxi ride to the hostel for the remaining distance.
I was very impressed by how the locals could walk in the dark without any light; while they were
making fun of me for struggling with the persisting red mud, I was feeling sad for its effect on my new German hiking boots. Needless to say, my boots were no longer light blue in color after that evening.
In the darkness, the Nile River Camp was not very impressive. I had a chicken burger meal for dinner, took care of the necessary laundry and was off to sleep in the dorm room.
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Tuesday, September 2
What had not been obvious during the night, became clear in the morning. We were located
right on the water, in a very peaceful setting. The hostel faced the Nile river as it came out of Victoria
Lake for its long, 6800km journey to the Mediterranean Sea.
Our whole day rafting adventure began at 10am and took place in the company of a friendly
Belgian couple, Maxime and Lucie. Ryan, our guide, gave us the safety instructions and made a trial flip
of the raft, where we had to come back to the surface of the water without losing our paddle. I didn’t
say anything during the flip, but that was when I had started feeling scared of drowning!
With eight rapids to go through, we started with “Overtime Retrospect”, a number 3, and
“Chop Suey”, a number 5 (out of 6 on the danger scale) where the raft flipped. As I went underwater, I
seriously thought I was going to drown. Luckily for me, Ryan was there to save me, although I know he
did not appreciate that in my desperation, I pulled on his neck chain while he was trying to bring me
up to the surface.
In the next two flips, I managed to remain on the raft, even though it went completely vertical
(!) at some point. By the time we had the last flip, I was ready for what was coming and fought hard
with the big waves; It helped that I didn’t have to hold on to my paddle.
The scenery along the river was wonderful; added to that, was the humor and fun we had with
Maxime on the raft.
While we were being transported back to our starting point and after leaving for Kampala, we
passed in front of exposed-red-brick houses with very poor living conditions. In my eyes, the lush
green landscape could not make up for the obvious low quality of life. At the same time, most of the
children were waving “Hello” and smiling to us as we passed by. In the outskirts of Kampala we were
hit by torrential rain, which consequently flooded the streets, like we had experienced in Jinja the
night before.
Some of the streets and the urban architecture in Kampala reminded me of my hometown Nicosia. The company of Maxime and Lucie continued as we stayed in the same hotel; in the evening we
went out to the Camel Club, a beautiful place with tasty but pricey food. That bar-restaurant, set in a
lush garden, could have easily competed with similar places in European countries.
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Wednesday, September 3
After a morning search in the city center for a pharmacy selling the anti-bilharzia pill, which was
recommended after having entered the Nile (the city’s numerous wholesale pharmacies did not have it
because of low demand), a bakery (which was nowhere to be found) and a foreign exchange office
(there were many of those), we left with a taxi van for Masindi village.
The landscape was again very green and included angóle cows with long upward horns. We
were on a relatively good road surface and going with speeds of up to 115km/hour. By then I had become immune to the crazy driving, so I was no longer impressed.
We checked into Karibuni Guesthouse at 3:30pm and sat for a meal at their restaurant; the
matage (mashed bananas) and cassava they served had a rather bland taste.
Later on, I sat for a conversation with retired army officer (turned farmer) Sam and his nephew
Yussef, regarding farming practices in Uganda and Kenya (apparently the beautiful tea plantations between Nairobi and Busia belonged to a few powerful individuals), about pills imported in Uganda from
Cyprus, about Murchison Falls, and about Yussef’s future goals for study. A call to our Murchinson Falls
driver, Sam (or “Dram”, from Driver Sam, according to Maxime), followed suit and an agreement on
the next day’s itinerary for the Falls.
I didn’t capture many photos after Nairobi but the main images in Masindi were of great poverty, children with dirty and torn clothes playing happily in an open field, goats roaming around,
women selling coal in colorful buckets, many small shops, cookies from the “Feelings” bakery opposite
the local primary school, colorful clothing and plastic items stores, and many fresh beans, fruit, vegetables and soaps in the town’s open market. I even tried jack fruit for the first time. The Karibuni supermarket had a computer and price scanner, which was quite remarkable considering the overall limitations in resources.
Once more, I was impressed by the local primary school and the creative use of space, wall surfaces and upcycled materials for learning. Even though the doors were open and there were no glasses
in the window frames, the school was expected to restart in the week that followed.
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Thursday, September 4
Our 3-hour drive with Sam to the boat dock in Murchison Falls Park began at 9:30am. Before
getting there, we made a stop to have a look at a fresh catch of tilapia fish, with a warthog (another
Pumbaa) nearby, munching on something at the roots of a big tree.
During the two-hour boat ride towards the Falls, we saw many lazy hippos in the water and a
few crocodiles sunbathing on big boulders with their mouths open, acting as if they were dead. We
also saw a “sausage” tree (Kigelia being its scientific name), whose long sausage-like fruits would make
elephants drunk, as the boat captain said, but were used for medicinal purposes by humans.
It was a very nice scenery overall! Unfortunately, it came with bloody tsetse flies, one of which
managed to bite me, leaving me concerned if I had been infected with sleeping sickness.
The highlight of the day were the Falls themselves, reachable with a 1-hour hike after the boat
dropped us off on the river bank. Sitting very close to the main rapids, taking in the sounds and watching the water’s force was truly memorable. My previous experience with a powerful waterfall had
been Niagara Falls, twelve years earlier. With Murchison’s addition, I acquired a list that could only
keep growing.
When we returned to the guesthouse, and as I was getting ready to write my notes for the day,
Jordi, my fellow traveler from Spain, claimed that he was missing 150 dollars and that I had stolen it
from him when we were paying Claud for the safari on August 24th.
I denied his claim that I was a thieve but Jordi became even more aggressive; he spit on my
face, cursed me, insulted me and threatened to hurt me. He was completely irrational and psychopathic. He even said that he was being restrained in his reaction because I was “a girl”.

He was so persistent that I had no other option but to take out the two old 100-dollar bills I had
with me and give it to him. He took it without even saying it was more than what I had “stolen” from
him and of course didn’t mention the 40 dollars he owed me for paying his entrance to the Murchison
Falls Park earlier that day.
Yiannis, the Cypriot fellow traveler, remained in his own world, even when Jordi was insulting
and threatening me. He claimed I was a miserable person, that this was the result of my actions and
that I had told him in Cyprus, before we had departed, that I did not expect to have a good time on the
trip!!! He refused to tell me if he had known already about Jordi’s claims or if he had seen me take
Jordi’s money in Arusha.
Eventually, the two jerks left to have dinner together and I locked myself in the room to talk to
friends on the phone, deal with the shock and decide my next steps.
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Friday, September 5
I left the two men and Masindi behind with the 6am bus to Kampala that was just departing
from the village. Four and a half hours later, I was sitting at Anna’s Corner Café in the town of Entebbe,
where I stayed until I returned to Kampala with David, a veterinarian who worked on the Board of Directors of Malayaka House.
Malayaka House is a very caring home for orphaned children that my friend Javier had told me
about. Anne Katrine, who managed the café, also worked for the House. After I enjoyed a delicious
breakfast at the café, we talked about Malayaka, the joys and challenges of caring for the children, my
own professional experiences with children in governmental care in Cyprus and the stickers and stationery materials I had brought for the kids.
Upon my return to Kampala, I bought my bus ticket to Nairobi and found a room at the New
City Annex Hotel, right across from the National Theater. At 7pm, I took my seat inside the theatre to
watch a free Umoja dance performance (Umoja is Swahili for “unity”). There was a great vibe among
the members of the audience, matched by the incredible dancing skills of the performers!
Bernhard, a German traveler from Hannover, sat next to me during the performance and we
later on had a drink and a chat about his own traveling adventures and the troubles he had faced,
which had not stopped him from traveling.
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Saturday, September 6
By 7:50am I was on the Modern Coast bus to Nairobi, with some snacks for the road from the
bakery next door. Fourteen hours later, the bus arrived to Nairobi. Once more, I was able to enjoy the
beautiful scenery I had seen while traveling from Nairobi to Uganda.
As I was about to get a taxi to the airport and while carrying my 70-liter and 25-liter backpacks,
I tripped over a low wall I had not noticed in the dark and fell on the ground, injuring both of my
knees. In a river of tears, not surprising after all the emotional distress I had endured during the trip,
the driver took me to the airport, where I was cared for by the doctor and nurse on duty.

Sunday, September 7
All I could do during the 8-hour transit time in Cairo airport was to rest my knees and finish
writing my final recollections of the incredible trip. Even though I did not get to enjoy it as much as I
had expected or deserved, the list of positive highlights and the lessons learned during those 23 days is
long. Check out the next pages!

Take a journey with me ...

The (very) good ...
The welcoming and calm attitude of the locals

ness

The green scenery in Uganda, Eastern Tanzania The care (for my diarrhea) at the Tanga Health
and Western Kenya
Clinic
The rafting experience – although a bit scary!

Diani beach and the “sea safari”

Murchison Falls!

The waterfalls of Soni village!

Safari drivers Claud (in Arusha) and Sam (in Masin- Irente viewpoint and being invited to the seconddi)
ary school
The kindness of Lise and Imma (Couchsurfing The images of people working in the fields/
hosts)
carrying loads on their heads
Local delicious food
The “mzungu places” in Arusha and Kampala

The live music event at Alliance Française in
Arusha and the chance to dance

The colors on people’s clothing and on the build- The taxis, dalla-dallas and matatus
ings
Getting the hang of backpack traveling
The good road network in Tanzania, Uganda and The music on the bus between Nairobi and Jinja
parts of Kenya
Meeting Belgian couple Lucie and Maxime
Managing to summit Mount Meru
The female students that wanted to talk to me

Ngorongoro Crater!!!

Joking with the porters on Mount Meru and their
The birds of Lake Manyara … and the rest of the help with tea, food and warm water
animals in Tarangire Park
Trying my skills on the pool table of Barafu bar
Seeing the lioness and her cubs
The conversational skills of people (positive attiMy compact camera’s zoom (Canon Powershot tude and good English)
SX230 HS)
The “bum guns” in toilets!
Managing most of the planned itinerary
My Lidl sleeping bag and hand-sewn 100% silk linThe Tanga seafront gardens

er

The Sunbright (Mto Wa Mbu) accommodation and The chaotic yet organized taxi station in Kampala
meals during the safari
The children everywhere!
The appreciation by the locals towards me
Learning from the locals about the 3 countries’
The night sky on Mount Meru

culture, political history, lifestyle, education

The big plumeria flowers
The breakfast at Anna’s Corner Café in Entebbe

My Wizbiz (accessory for female urination) and its
usefulness!

Seeing so many wild animals up close

The fresh air of the countryside

The chance to take warm showers!

My Meindl (German) hiking boots!

The Umoja performance in Kampala

The sunrises behind Kilimanjaro and the views
while descending Mt. Meru

Wasini island’s soundscape

Having the necessary clothing with me

The new tastes (e.g. jack fruit, cassava) and discoveries (e.g. sausage tree)

Not being infected with malaria nor sleeping sick-
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… the bad ...
Not always having access to clean water or clean toilets
Not being able to fit Kakamega forest (in western Kenya) in the itinerary
The parasitic diarrhea that made me worry
The long hours on the buses
The not-really-a-bus thing between Lushoto and Arusha

Not managing to buy souvenirs from the National Theater in Uganda
The waking up by the roosters in the middle of the night
Not being able to visit Pemba island (Tanzania)
Not having a lot of variety in the local meals offered in restaurants

Sometimes being called “mzungu” was just too much!
Seeing children in fancy synthetic clothes, so unpractical for their daily settings
The longs hours spent on border crossings
The pitch dark of the night where you can’t see where you are going
Too much local fried food for breakfast

… and the ugly
All the plastic garbage on Wasini island
The red soil/mud that was so hard to clean from clothes
The poverty of people
Bloody tsetse flies!
Having to travel with 2 incredibly horrible men (who showed a different face before the trip) and the
continuous stress they caused me
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