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Foreword
Kilimanjaro is a symbol – for some it is a dream, a place they want to visit, for others it’s
simply the Roof of Africa. In our book the mountain is a symbol of dreams coming true.
Both in the direct and indirect sense. If you have a dream, you have to do something to
make it come true. The same applies to conquering mountains: if you don’t get going, you’ll
never know whether you’ll actually make it to the top. And you don’t always have to make it
to the top, as the decision to start out already deserves respect. This can also be said
about our dreams. Not all of them come true, but if we don’t do anything about them, we’ll
never know what might have been.
The authors in our book are all dreamers and doers. Some dreams have already come
true; others remain to be achieved. Although the authors of our book are all of different
nationalities and come from different countries, we have all trekked on Kilimanjaro. We
share the same view of the world, we value education and we have something to share with
you, dear reader. Many of the authors have their own charity projects that they lead or in
which they’re involved. Many have a social message that we carry inside us and
communicate in our story. We are extremely grateful to all of the authors who wrote a story
for our book. Every story is the story of that particular author. Some of them are about their
treks to Kilimanjaro; others are episodes from their lives. And just like these stories and
authors, our readers are also different. You will certainly find inspiration and food for
thought in these pages. We’re sure you’d like to know more about some of these women
and their lives after reading their stories.
We went on a trek to Kilimanjaro to compile Dreamers & Doers. Women of ten different
nationalities climbed to the Roof of Africa in February 2013. We were accompanied by a
Maasai woman, Theresia, who left her home village and joined us to take a message to the
Roof of Africa: ‘Everyone has the right to education’. This trek proved to us that there is no
difference where we come from and who we are – we are all equal as we try to conquer
the mountain. We took some original photos during and after the trek which illustrate all of
the stories in the book. We would also like to thank the photographers who allowed us to
use their photos in the book. We are grateful as well to the editor, designer and entire
team, and all of the members of the Ladies Trekking Club. Many people, companies and
organizations have helped us publish this book. We have dedicated a separate page to
them herein, so as to thank them personally.
Dreamers & Doers is a book that gives back to the community around Kilimanjaro, as each
copy of it comes with a school textbook given to a pupil in Tanzania. We hope you enjoy
reading it – and we hope you’ll always remember that there is a child somewhere in
Tanzania who has just opened a textbook that reached them with your help.
The Ladies Trekking Club team
www.ladiestrekking.com
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Janika Vaikjärv

IF YOU FEEL YOU CAN HELP, YOU OUGHT TO
“Education isn’t for getting a job.
It’s about developing yourself as a human being.” – Liz Berry
A hundred pairs of eyes fall on me as I step into the cramped classroom. There are so
many kids in one class that it could do with at least five or six teachers.
Sadly, they have to get by not only with one teacher, but just one textbook, too. The
teacher has the only copy, from which she writes words on the blackboard and reads them
aloud. The kids have to write what they’ve heard and what’s been put on the board in their
exercise books. But there are so many kids at every desk that while one of them is writing
the others have no choice but to sit and look around and wait their turn.

The desks are designed for two students, but each is used by four. It’s likely that most
of what they’ve heard and what’s been put on the board will never end up in their exercise
books. The teacher would love to be able to say to them: “OK everyone, turn the page and
let’s read it out together,” but there just aren’t any books for the kids to read anything from.
So it’s up to the teacher to read everything out – as loudly and as clearly as possible, over
and over again, in the hope that something will stick in their heads if they don’t manage to
write it down. But do they even know how to write everything down that they hear? Do they
really remember anything?
I prop myself up against the door frame and do my best to mime “When you’ve got a
moment...” to the teacher. I’m lost and hoping someone can show me the way. Since I
couldn’t find anyone in the village who could help me, I prayed there’d be someone in the
school who could point me in the right direction. Luckily, the teacher spoke English, and
showed me where I needed to go. I asked her if it would be all right to poke about the
school a little bit and stretch my legs after the long drive I’d had.
It was my first encounter with the realities of life in this part of the world, and it would
haunt me for years. It was the only school in the area, and the kids would walk there every
day, for miles and miles. There was no water and no electricity. When it rained heavily,
which it did frequently, the roof would leak. Instead of textbooks, the students would write
the words they heard and read onto the yellowing pages of old exercise books.
All of this was years ago, when I first went to Africa, but little or nothing has changed at
the school since then. I’ve changed, though. Back then I just saw what I saw, and knew
what I was seeing, but shrugged my shoulders helplessly and drove on. I was an ordinary
tourist who’d gotten lost and ended up at a school in an African village, where there was
one teacher and one textbook for every hundred students.
You might think that water and electricity were needed more than anything else there,
but I’d vote for textbooks. I’ve come across all sorts of projects and charity drives over the
years in my travels around the globe. But the more educated we are, the better we are at
creating things and the less help we need from outside; if we do need help, the better and
smarter we are when it comes to asking for it.
That school is full of new students now, and that teacher who helped me all those years
ago is no longer there. But the school itself is the same, as is the drive up to it, and the
classroom, too, although all of them seem a bit more worn than I remember them being.
This time I haven’t gotten lost, but am heading there with a purpose: to find out what kinds
of textbooks the school needs and how many copies they require. But the drive there is
long, and I pass plenty of other schools on the way. One is much the same as the next, and
there are so many of them. Why am I favouring one over another? Just because a teacher
from it once helped me get back on the right road? If I’d pulled over sooner and gone to
another school for help, would my choice today be different? A single act of charity,
however well-intended, is never sustainable. And if you can’t make a choice or if the choice
you make is unfair, you’re left with no option but to go back again and again...
At some point I realized that it was about time I climbed Kilimanjaro, too. Not knowing
what to expect, or whether I’d ever reach the Roof of Africa, I took one step at a time,
following the instructions given to me by my guide. Since then I’ve seen the mountain – and

climbed to the top of it – many times. As fate would have it, my guides have always been
older men who’ve told me stories about their grandchildren and how hard it is for them to
get a proper education. There’ve been so many stories, and so many struggles. Families
here are big, and life’s difficulties have affected pretty much all of them. Everyone has to
make hard choices – whom to favour and how to divide things up between everyone equally, if that’s even possible. Why are boys favoured over girls when it comes to getting a
proper school education? Shouldn’t all kids be treated as equal? The opportunities extended
to them should be equal, as should their freedom to choose.
Unfortunately, different people and different cultures see things differently, and the
options that are open to them are different as well. We all have the right to our own
opinions, but for each of us the truth lies within. There’s always the question of how long
and how far we can carry on learning. It’s often the case that those who have the chance
and the ability to obtain a better education lack the desire to do so, while those who have
no greater desire lack the opportunity.
So I find myself again on the slopes of the mountain listening to new stories. When the
trek’s over I press tips into many a hand and hope that at least some of it’s invested in their
grandkids’ education. But I have no way of knowing. Other things always seem more
urgent.
Having heard so many of those stories, I need to share them. And it was by sharing
thoughts on them that led to the foundation of Impatiens Kilimanjari. The whole point of the
charity is to make sure that as many school children as possible get their own textbooks to
read and learn from. It’s designed to help girls continue their education when cultural
tradition stands in the way of their free will or they have no opportunity to obtain it
themselves.
The charity got its name from a flower that grows at the foot of Kilimanjaro and nowhere
else. It’s always been a sign that your trek to the Roof of Africa is about to begin, or is
coming to an end. Which of the two it is depends on the path you take and when you come
across the flowers. Taking a moment to admire them is something I recommend to
everyone. I do it every time, coming down the mountain. That way I know that I’ve only got
another few hours left, and make the most of what that time offers. There’s always a
certain sadness about it, knowing that that particular trip is coming to an end, and not
knowing when I’ll be back.
The world is a much bigger place than it seems when we look at it from our windows.
Everyone has the chance to share a little of their time and show their interest and support
via the www.ikfoundation.com website. Those schools and those kids are still waiting for
their textbooks.
Everyone has the right to education!
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Kilima Njaro (Swahili) Oldoinyo Oibor (Maasai)
KILIMANJARO ��������������
The name itself is a mystery wreathed in clouds. It might mean Mountain of Light, Mountain
of Greatness or Mountain of Caravans. Or it might not. The local Chagga people, the
Wachagga, don’t even have a name for the whole massif, only Kipoo (now known as Kibo)
for the familiar snowy peak that stands imperious, overseer of the continent, the summit of
Africa.
Old men tell the story that long ago the Wachagga, having seen the snowy dome, decided
to go up to investigate; naturally, they did not get very far. Hence the name: kilemanjaare,
o r kilemanyaro, or possibly kilelemanjaare – meaning “which defeats” or “which is
impossible”. The name Kilimanjaro is not, and apparently never has been, current among
the Wachagga as the name of the mountain. Is this then only a latter-day attempt to find an
explanation when pressed to do so by a foreign enquirer? Is it perhaps arguable that the
early porters from the coast, hearing the Wachagga say kilemanjaare or kilemajyaro,
meaning simply that it was impossible to climb the mountain, imagined this to be the name
of the mountain? Perhaps. But does it matter?
Kilimanjaro, by any name, is a metaphor for the compelling beauty of East Africa. When you
see it, you understand why. Not only is this the highest peak on the African continent; it is
also the tallest free-standing mountain in the world, rising in breathtaking isolation from the
surrounding coastal scrubland – elevating from 900 meters (2,950 feet) – to an imperious
5,895 meters (19,341 feet).
Uncounted stories, thousands of myths and legends are told about Mount Kilimanjaro.
Locals on the slopes, the Chagga people, tell us of pygmies said to be no larger than
human children, who dwelt in the mountain’s caves and ravines. These ravines, which have
never been explored by tourists, are said to have been inhabited by mountain pygmies who
survived by hunting and gathering.

Folklore dominates Mount Kilimanjaro. The awesome summit of the mountain with its snow
on the peak had attracted locals to connect the mountain with heavens, believing that it was
the seat of God, glorified by the whitish color of the snow.
During dry seasons in the past, locals blamed the mountain’s demons for taking away the
rain, but when the rain was too much, they turned their faces to the mountain, bowing,
asking God to forgive them.
A Chagga legend explains how Kilimanjaro’s three great peaks softened from treacherous
lava formations to the more hospitable mountain we know today. Long ago, there were two
neighboring giant volcanoes in East Africa: Kibo was the taller and grander, while Mawenzi
was smaller and constantly jealous of his more impressive neighbour (Shira was no longer a
separate peak by this time).
Kibo was also the more industrious of the two, and Mawenzi was forever taking advantage
of him. Mawenzi would frequently let the fire go out of his hearth and come begging Kibo for
help and food. The generous Kibo would always stop his work of pounding dried bananas
with a pestle and mortar to gather coals for Mawenzi and send him off with some
sustenance. Mawenzi was a terrible cook and always loved what Kibo would prepare.
Sometimes he would let his hearth go out two or three times in a row to test Kibo’s
patience.
One day, after letting his coals burn out yet again, Mawenzi sought out Kibo. But Kibo was
not at home, so Mawenzi decided to help himself to what was there. Dragging the hot
embers back to his hearth, Mawenzi grumbled and complained about having to do his own
cooking. As Kibo returned, he saw from a distance the red glow of his coals being taken.
He found his hearth barren and all his hot coals missing. He was so angry he grabbed his
pestle, ran to Mawenzi, and struck a crushing blow to the head, giving Mawenzi the jagged
formation we see today and rendering him dormant.
Kilimanjaro is one of the world’s most accessible high summits, a beacon for visitors from
around the world. Most climbers reach the crater rim with little more than a walking stick,
proper clothing and determination. And those who reach Uhuru Peak, the actual summit, or
Gillman’s Point on the lip of the crater, will have earned their climbing certificates. And their
memories.
But there is so much more to Kili than her summit. The ascent of the slopes is a virtual
climatic world tour, from the tropics to the Arctic. Kilimanjaro supports five major eco-zones:
rainforest, heath, moorland, alpine desert and glaciers.
Whatever your dream or your purpose, take your time and enjoy the beauty of the
mountain.
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DREAMERS & DOERS BOOK EXPEDITION
“I learned to dream through reading, learned to create dreams through writing, and
learned to develop dreamers through teaching. I shall always be a dreamer.” – Sharon M.
Draper
We all had different reasons to go on our journey but we share a common goal – to take
our message “Everybody has the right to education” to the peak of Kilimanjaro.
Our nationality, age or cultural environments do not matter, as we all think the same
way. We are ordinary women with simple dreams who hope in our hearts that one day our
dreams will come true. There are many dreams that have already been realized, but there
are also dreams that will never come true. We do not know each other’s dreams, but it is
definitely a challenge. We must share our tent with a stranger for eight days and seven
nights, and our empathy, tolerance and attitude will be put to the test day and night. There
is a reason why it is said that if you want to get to know a person, you must travel together.
We will all learn during this journey more than we can ever expect. The major benefits we
get are the new friends and the goal that we share. Most importantly, we get to know
ourselves and learn new things about us.
Ladies Trekking is an international club for women and Kilimanjaro is our symbol. We
call ourselves “dreamers and doers” because that is what we all are. No one can say that
the dreams of others are better or bigger than ours. But there is one dream and
understanding that we share – the more educated we are, the more of our dreams we are
able to accomplish. The goal of our trekking trip was to take our message to Uhuru Peak,
as many have done before by taking their messages and flags to the summit. It does not
matter how far we get. We have accomplished our goal if even one of us reaches the top
and takes our message there.
The group starting the journey is mixed. It consists of distinctive and original
personalities, all of whom have their dreams. Now we should become doers for at least the
following week. Our journey has a special significance because Theresia, a native Maasai
woman, is with us. The Ladies Trekking Club supports girls who would not be able to obtain
or complete school education without help. Each lady joining our club supports the school
education of Maasai girls. The more dreamers and doers we have in the Ladies Trekking
Club, the more we contribute towards educating the girls.
But let us start our journey. Many people have made this trek before us, and many will
come after, but these were our days and our emotions about our wonderful trekking trip to
the Roof of Africa.
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“Climbing Mount Kilimanjaro is not about the view from the top and standing above all.
It’s about your conviction, courage, determination and taking one step at a time towards
your objective or a challenge; it’s about the support you get and the support you can give;
and it’s about reaching a better understanding and acceptance of your own capacities.”
– Professor Anna Kajumulo Tibaijuka (MP)
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THE NORTHERN CIRCUIT WILDERNESS ROUTE VIA THE
SHIRA PLATEAU

This special route combination is by a wide margin the least-used route on Kilimanjaro,
taking you far from the crowds on other parts of the mountain. This is the most diverse
and complete ‘grand traverse’ of Kilimanjaro from west to east, and by far the most remote
trail.
The trail head is at high elevation, and thus you start slow and easy on this route. The trail
begins on the Shira Plateau, and the hike across the plateau is said to be one of the most
stunningly beautiful hikes in Africa. Early on you leave the tourist trails and head off
across the north side of the mountain, facing Kenya and the famous Amboseli National
Park.
Along the way you follow cairns which signal the route; you don’t see other tourists.
High on the mountain, the departure for the summit is from the seldom-used Outward
Bound Camp, where the trail joins with the Marangu (“Coca-Cola”) Route. This trek is
designed to bring you closer to nature and have the benefit of plenty of acclimatisation
time.
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Erla Zwingle
American

THE BLANK SHEET OF PAPER
DAY ONE
MORUM BARRIER GATE (3,410 meters / 11,200 feet)
~ SHIRA 1 CAMP (3,505 meters / 11,500 feet)
I have always loved beginnings. Some people are nervous about starting something
new; they’re worried that they’ll make mistakes or look silly. But for me, the first day of
almost anything is full of the promise of exciting and interesting discoveries. Being a
journalist is the perfect work for me, because it puts me in the middle of new people, new
activities, and even new problems. “Let’s find out” is probably going to be inscribed on my
tombstone, I say it so often.
Therefore the first day of our trek was bound to be the best day for me. I had thought
about the trip for so long that the mere fact of actually being at the trail head was exciting. I
was ready. It was almost as if I had slipped a piece of paper into a typewriter, and had
paused, looking at its smooth perfection, waiting to see what was going to appear on it.
The days are now long past since I began to write a story by rolling a blank sheet of
paper into a typewriter. I miss that. The physical reality of that simple white rectangle,
empty and clean, on which anything could be written, made starting a story seem like

slipping the lines of a ship and feeling it move away from the dock. It was like feeling the
wheels come up into the plane as it leaves the earth. It gave reality to the invisible words in
my brain.
The first two hours of the trek were like putting the first words onto that paper. I’ve done
a lot of hiking and camping in my life, though it had been a while since I’d undertaken
anything this demanding. But I was reveling in that delicious departing-on-a-voyage
sensation. The trail was flat, the pace was fine, the sun was shining, the panorama was
spectacular. Seen from the Shira Plateau, Kilimanjaro was thrilling – it hardly seemed real.
As I gazed at it, fascinated, I felt a tiny suspicion that my idea that I could actually climb it
might have to be slightly readjusted. But this sensation is also a normal part of beginning.
Yes, the day felt like the perfect start of a great adventure. “Adventure” is a word that
has been used so often, to describe so many different things, that it probably ought to be
banned because it almost doesn’t mean anything anymore. (A friend of mine at National
Geographic, who spent decades rewriting the accounts of men and women back from the
most dangerous and insane activities, had a sign on his office wall that said: “Adventure is a
sign of bad planning.”) Call it what you will – I was hopeful, I was confident, I was ready for
it all.
On Day Two, I discovered that I had not correctly grasped what “it all” entailed. As my
heart pounded and I struggled for breath in the high and ever-increasing altitude, I was also
struggling to retool the dimensions of what I could, in fact, accomplish. My conclusion, to
my intense disappointment, was that I could do very little of what I had imagined, and that it
was wiser to descend - the only guaranteed remedy for what I was experiencing.
Each of my brief four days on the mountain had its own particular character, of course,
with many wonderful moments. But my thoughts keep returning to the first day, because it
had everything in it that I love. New people, new sounds, new almost everything. It was a
beginning, and they always make me happy, even though the story did not end as I would
have written it on that beautiful, imaginary piece of empty paper.
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Caroline McCarthy
American

THE CATHEDRAL
DAY TWO
SHIRA 1 CAMP ~ SHIRA 2 CAMP (3,950 meters / 12,600 feet)
Shira is one of the highest plateaus on earth. Trek east toward Kibo’s glaciered peak, with
the option to visit the ancient collapsed Shira cone and to scramble atop the “Shira
Cathedral” to overlook Shira, the oldest and smallest of Kilimanjaro’s three volcanoes.
There’s a great comfort in knowing that you’ve started something. Consequently,
crawling out of a tent at the start of our second day of trekking Kilimanjaro, even though I’d
slept terribly for some reason, had a feeling of setting a routine. There was a sense of
understanding that for the rest of this trek, we had a rhythm, and this would be how it
started: the first bits of sunlight. The coffee. The eggs and oatmeal. Lacing up our boots.
And, most symbolically, greeting the mountain with a tacit nod of respect and determination,
since chances are we won’t have seen it in daylight for nearly 24 hours; by midmorning
each day, the clouds would have obscured it almost entirely.
Our second day was our first “long” day of the trek, with something like six or seven
hours of hiking ahead of us depending on whether we wanted to take the longer route to the
top of the Shira Plateau’s rocky “cathedral,” a formation that marks the highest point on

what was once Kilimanjaro’s original volcanic cone. I wasn’t looking forward to this, given
my lack of sleep and lingering feeling that I hadn’t trained well enough for Kili, but I chose
the “cathedral” option since I figured that if I were struggling on summit night and uncertain
I’d make it to Uhuru Peak, it’d be going through my altitude-sickness-addled head that “I
wish I’d done that damned cathedral hike.”
This would turn out to be one of the few times on the trek that we were scrambling over
rocks with both hands gripping the dusty stones and eyes unable to avoid looking at the
steep drop spilling away to our side. It would also be our first spectacular vista from above,
looking down at the shrub-dotted Shira Plateau from the top of the rock formation and
imagining just how much more awe-inspiring it would become as we drew closer to the
summit. And, a long downward hike later, it would be our first day of the trek that we ended
truly tired - and yet satisfied - after a full day of walking that made us feel like we were truly
on our way. I’d sleep well.
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There is great comfort in knowing that
you’ve started something.
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Karen Kasmauski
American

MY MOUNTAIN DAY
DAY THREE
SHIRA 2 CAMP ~ MOIR CAMP (4,205 meters / 13,800 feet)
We proceed steadily upward through the moorland and into the barren high altitude
desert, toward Moir Camp. A surrounding landscape of bizarre plants, rock formations
and caves marks this area. Moir Camp is an isolated and seldom-used camp affording
views over the Shira Plateau, and upward to the rugged volcanic plugs called “the Lent
Group.”
My last venture into higher altitudes was climbing Mount Fuji over ten years ago. That
climb ended at the height this one began.
The first two days we travelled through moors much like the landscape from which we
started our journey – the Morum Barrier Gate. At the gate, we were already at 3,768
meters (12,362 feet).
As we entered day three, we ascended to over 3,962 meters (13,000 feet). The land
became increasingly stark and the mountain grabbed my attention.
I have little memory of the camp, the small awkward space inside our tents, or the food
(which I think was rather good). What I do remember was the sharp clarity of the light and

the land.
Our third day began under a clear blue morning sky with razor-edged light so brilliant
that the shadows became black voids. Colors on the mountain were grays and blacks
accented with patches of white or yellow everlasting flowers, brownish black lichen,
greenish moss.
My interest peaked on day three as we left the moors and entered an alpine desert.
Here, vegetation unique to the mountain gave the landscape an extraterrestrial look. Purple
thistles reached skyward, their tops bobbing like the heads of aliens newly arrived from
space. Miniaturized plants hugged the ground under the lash of the never-ending wind.
Others grew in crevasses around large boulders. In these natural shelters, the plants
survived the harsh temperature-swings of freezing nights and sweltering days. Yet in this
strange environment life had flourished long before humans appeared.
I took great comfort in that thought.
I had arrived at Kilimanjaro accompanied by eight hours of jet lag. In the extreme cold I
couldn’t sleep, so by the time the hike began, I was a barely walking basket case. Pain shot
through my head each time my foot hit the ground, making me lightheaded. Still, I drank in
the beauty of that strange stark land.
We were a group of ten women traveling together for different reasons. For many this
trek was something they had always wanted to do - a notch in their belt of
accomplishments. For others it was a major step in changing their lives. For a few it was
fulfilling a need, a desire for something that could not be articulated. For me it was a job,
photographing the climb for the “Dreamers & Doers” book project. But as I soon learned,
working as a photographer invited mountain sickness.
Kilimanjaro’s snow-covered summit, the main target for this trek, resembled a sleeping
woman. As we hiked towards her, I couldn’t take my eyes off of her calm sleeping face. I
wondered if she dreamed, and of what?
The third day was a quilt of images burned in my memory: a singular water-buffalo hoof
print preserved in a patch of moist soil; a cluster of white everlasting flowers snuggled in a
crevasse of a lichen-covered boulder; the bleached horns of a baby Eland antelope who
lost its way; ghostly silhouettes of the rare Senecio Kilmanjari, a giant groundsel found only
on the mountain, looming in the darkening sky; the empty husks of a fallen Lobelia Deckenii;
black obsidian reminders of the mountain’s volcanic past scattered along the pathway.
As the pain filling my head slowed my progress, I found I was learning much about the
natural history of the mountain. Our guide took great pleasure in sharing his knowledge of
Kilimanjaro and I took great pleasure in learning from him.
Stopping to photograph or rest my pounding head, I soon became the last person on the
trek. Only my fellow journalist Erla walked as slowly as me. I half-suspected she was doing
that more in solidarity with me than being unable to keep up with the group. But
appreciating this incredible place made me happy with my slow pace. For me, the middle of
a journey has always been as important as the end. By the time I arrived at the camp, I
knew this experience would affect me for years to come.
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Nadia Marquard Otzen
Danish

BOREDOM
DAY FOUR
MOIR CAMP ~ POFU CAMP (4,025 meters / 13,200 feet)
We begin the morning trek heading out of the moorland and into the stark alpine desert,
on a steep ridge off the main trail, and begin our venture on the Northern Circuit Route.
From the Pofu Campsite you enjoy a magnificent view into Kenya’s wild lands to the north.

Day Four is to be the longest and toughest day of the trek so far.
Onest, our guide, has informed us that we will start by ascending a steep ridge just
behind our camp. Thereafter it is a six to seven-hour walk along the vast alpine desert to
get to the next camp. We say goodbye to Erla and Karen, who have decided to descend
this morning. And off we go - a quiet, slow-moving string of bright fabrics.
I got to know my heart - my physical heart - a little better on this trip. Since the first day
my pulse was around 120 bpm at rest. I felt every beat and pump. I even tried talking to it
to calm it down. But it wouldn’t have it. Pump Pump Pump. Boom Boom Boom. That made
going upwards particularly hard, and despite eating all my meals I was shedding the
pounds. So starting the day with a steep ridge made me slightly worried.
We made it up of course, me and my heart, and in front of us lay an endless

monotonous landscape of grey and brown slate stones. Long stretches of nothingness.
Barren. Cold. Yet burning.
In Danish there’s a word, called ørkenvandring, which directly translates as “desert
trek.” However, the word is also used to describe intense boredom. Walking through the
alpine desert, no twists or turns, no marks in the landscape to show our progress, I truly
felt the meaning and origin of that expression. I was bored. It wasn’t a disinterested,
uninvolving kind of boredom, it was the boredom that rose from a lack of the kind of visual
or intellectual stimulation that our brains are so accustomed to being fed, even overfed,
back home. Here the landscape seemed like a constant unchanging backdrop as we, in
slow, repetitive movements - the heart struggling to keep up - made our way across the
various shades of gray.
Keeping myself entertained, I imagined that I was walking on a newly discovered planet,
and the foreign-looking landscape was the first sign of a new world. That made the rocky
stretches seem more fascinating and our slow moon-walk a necessity in the foreign
atmosphere. I somehow needed to put some purpose into the masochistic exercise of this
day.
Toward the end of the day the clouds came rushing in below us and engulfed us in mist
and fog. I liked that more than the views of vistas. I don’t know why. Maybe because there
is a magical element about it; the closest we get to walking on clouds. They came with
water. I liked that too, it broke the repetitiveness.
The last couple of hours before the camp was up and down rocky valleys. For every
meter I descended it felt like my brain and heart normalized. However, going upwards it
was the exact opposite. In the back of your head there’s the constant uncertainty about
what the last day and night up the steep sides to the summit will be like and whether or not
you will be able to make it.
Struggling up those hilly sides, doubt and fear set in. So it was teary, scared, exhausted
and irritable that I reached the camp and collapsed in the tent. Lying down, I felt my heart
and mind start to settle. And as the sun went down and the frost appeared I snuggled into
the night and collapsed into eight hours of mountainous sleep, making day five seem all the
brighter.

Photo credit: Nadia Marquard Otzen

Photo credit: Nadia Marquard Otzen

Cheryl Yeoh
Malaysian

LAUGHTER AND HIGH SPIRITS
DAY FIVE
POFU CAMP ~ RONGAI 3 CAVES CAMP (3,950 meters / 12,960 feet)
We proceed onward through valleys and over ridges through the alpine desert and
moorland, continuing our circuit to the east, enjoying a vast mountain wilderness to
ourselves. Overnight at Rongai 3 Caves for the night.
Today we began our three-hour trek at 9:00 AM. Janika, Caroline and I were the first
group, about 45 minutes ahead of the rest. About halfway through our trek over the alpine
desert and moorland, we finally saw the route to the summit via the northeast. “It looks
steep over the ridges but totally doable,” I thought to myself. The slope looked a lot tougher
and there was a lot more snow from where we started on the northwestern side.
We arrived at our campsite at noon; everyone can probably agree that this was a fairly
easy day. At 3,950 meters (12,960 feet) in altitude, our camp was 75 meters (240 feet)
lower than the one we had just left. This was definitely a teaser for the intense treks ahead
of us on the next two days of vertical climbs!
Even though I was feeling really confident about my ability to summit, somewhere deep
inside a tiny knot was forming in my stomach. I was getting rather apprehensive about how

I would feel past 4,875 meters (16,000 feet); I’ve heard that people start to really feel the
altitude at that height. The highest point I’d ever climbed was 4,350 meters (14,270 feet) at
Grays & Torreys Peak in Colorado, USA, so Day 6 on the Rongai route at 4,750 meters
(15,585 feet) will already be a new accomplishment for me. I briefly debated taking a
Diamox pill, but decided to skip it. I haven’t been taking any sleeping pills either. I had a
strong desire to conquer Mount Kilimanjaro as a purist, without preventative aid because I
really wanted to push my body and experience the unfiltered force of the mountain.
After a wonderful lunch, I jumped up in the air to pose for a few of my signature flying
kicks for Nadia’s camera and was surprised that I still had the balance and energy to do it
at that altitude. I am a trained martial artist with a 2nd Dan Black Belt; kicking stints and
performing “taegeuk” on mountains has always been a tradition of ours at the fighting club.
It was a lot of fun trying to capture the kicks at the right time in the air with Nadia’s clicks!
Shortly after, Theresia joined in and showed us some Maasai dance moves with intricate
neck movements while she hummed in polyphonic syncopation. Katrina, Tseren, Nadia and I
were trying hard to replicate her adroit movements but looked silly instead! There was a lot
of laughter and spirits were soaring high. I really enjoyed and treasured this moment where
a Maasai, Mongolian, Estonian, Danish and Malaysian woman had been brought together
on the same journey to work toward the same goal, and we were learning so much from
each other. This, complete with Kilimanjaro as our magnificent backdrop!!
Another favorite moment of mine during the trek came later that afternoon. Nadia,
Katrina and I decided to drag our mats and sleeping bags out to a nearby cliff overlooking a
dramatic view of the Kenyan / Tanzanian border. Basking in the glistening sun and cool
breeze, we chatted for hours about everything from love, relationships, family history, fears,
and disappointments to our hopes for the future. I felt extremely lucky to be there at the
time, that we had such wonderful opportunities bestowed upon us, and realized that it’s
really up to each of us to fully seize and embrace it.
After hours of lying in the sun, our final moments of relaxation ended with calls to dinner
by our porters, where we start to anxiously anticipate Day 6 and 1 km of vertical climbing!
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«
I really enjoyed this moment.
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Tseren Dolgor Enebish
Mongolian

POLE POLE POLE
DAY SIX
RONGAI 3 CAVES CAMP ~ OUTWARD BOUND CAMP (4,750 meters / 15,585 feet)
This morning on exiting your tent, Mawenzi should be in plain view: a stunning sight.
Once you leave camp, the moorland gives way slowly to the stark highland desert as we
near the massive saddle, where the landscape is spectacularly stark. The temperatures
turn cold as you near the foot of Kibo, reaching Outward Bound Camp after five hours of
trekking.
In the morning when we were having breakfast I yelled: “Hey! Today’s the big day! It’s
really gonna happen!”
Our guide, Onest, keeps reminding us to eat well, because it’s very important if we want
to reach our destination.
It was again a very beautiful day. According to our guide we would have a short morning
hike and stop around lunchtime.
The first part of the journey was really rough, and at some point I felt like we were
walking on the moon. I saw the high peak getting closer in the east; it looked amazing. I
stopped several times to take photos of the porters with the mountain in the background. (I

will never forget my Tanzanian friends. Actually, I don’t even like to use the word ‘porter’.
Before I came to Tanzania I didn’t even know what it meant exactly, because in my country
we have a little truck called a Porter. I was a bit confused.)
It was quite a warm day and I was enjoying the beauty of the rough moonlike landscape
immensely. I felt fresh and happy and chatted with Onest and Doglas.
We finally arrived at our campsite. It’s supposed to be around 4,700 meters (15,400
feet) above sea level. We had to check in as usual, and our amazing guys had already set
up our tents. Hot water for tea was ready, too. After another great lunch we had time for a
decent rest, and at 5:00 PM we had dinner. I had plenty of spare time but I couldn’t sleep. I
couldn’t hear any noises from the other tents, so it was clear that some of us were asleep.
When we were having dinner I felt that I couldn’t eat much. Nevertheless, the food was
so lovely that I could never refuse it. Yet I had to force myself to eat it. After dinner we
witnessed a spectacular view with clouds flowing by when Janika asked Nadia to take a
picture of the mountain.
I felt mentally a little unstable. I needed to sleep, otherwise I couldn’t continue. It was
strange – during the entire time I’d spent in Tanzania I’d never gotten any proper sleep,
especially the last two nights, so I was getting worried.
Sleep time. I was trying very hard but I couldn’t get any. Women need to go to the toilet
more often when they have not had any rest. Finally, around 10:30 PM, I came out of my
tent for a while as I heard the first group leaving. I got back into my tent and this time I felt
sleep coming slowly over me… Then Onest came to wake me up! I was a bit angry. “Leave
me alone!” I said. “I don’t feel that well.” I heard Onest talking to the others, then Janika
and Cheryl came to my tent to call me. I had not had any sleep. I just couldn’t move. At the
same time I was thinking how I could let them go on without me. I didn’t care any more
about reaching the peak: I just wanted to sleep.
In the end, after Janika and Cheryl encouraged me, I summoned the strength to crawl
out. Sonny and Eva congratulated me.
Every single meter I walked that night was hard, and I wanted to take a nap every time
we stopped. My Tanzanian friends rubbed my arms and legs to prevent me from falling
asleep. Most of the time I walked ahead of the group, just to arrive early and get some
sleep during the stops. Time goes by very slowly when you’re exhausted.
My feet were nearly frozen. They had to cut my shawl and wrap it around my feet to
keep them warm. I heard our guides saying that the peak was still two hours away.
Finally, at 6:40 AM, we reached the top – Gilman’s Point. I realized that we had made it.
The beautiful sunrise and flowing clouds and mist made it very special. It was the most
amazing view I had ever seen in my life, but my hands were not cooperating with me to
take a few photos.
When we finally made it to Uhuru Peak at 8:25 AM, I thanked Janika and Cheryl for
encouraging me to get out of my tent and continue. All of it was just so amazing, and really
worth losing sleep for a few nights! I thank the spirit of the mountain!
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