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INTRODUCTION 

 

About a fortnight before Christmas 2009, I happened to notice a poster in my 

local bank for a fundraising trek to Kilimanjaro in aid of St Andrewõs 

Hospice. By the time I got back home, I had decided to check it out. Two days 

later I was signed up and the deposit was paid ð no turning back now! 

 

The hospice has had an important role to play  in the lives of several friends 

and work colleagues over the years. I thought this was a great way to raise 

vital funds for the hospice and show my support for their work - take on a 

mammoth challenge which would push me to my limits. For the next 6 

months, every free minute was taken up with training, fundraising and 

preparing for this adventure. At times, I thought I would never get to the 

airport let alone Africa, but, with some amazing help and support from 

friends and work colleagues, by the end of May, I was ready.  

 

I would like to thank everyone who supported my challenge whether through 

sponsorship, coming along to an event or by just believing in me. My friends 

at Monklands Ramblers who got right behind me; my work colleagues at 

Lindvale Plastics for their generosity and enthusiasm, especially those who 

helped to make the X Factor night such a brilliant success; my family, 

especially my Mum who I caused so much worry by taking on this challenge 

but who supported me anyway ð a massive thank you to you all because I 

couldnõt have done it without you! 

 

I dedicate this adventure to Gordon Cushley who passed away in St. 

Andrewõs Hospice after losing his fight against cancer early in 2009. 

 

Liz and Bill, I hope I have done you and Gordon proud. 
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The Adventure Begins 
 
The wait was over! We were flying from Glasgow at 6.00am on Friday 4th June, landing in Amsterdam 
and then catching a flight all the way to Kilimanjaro International Airport in Tanzania, arriving at 
8.30pm local time. 
 
I got up at 2.00am after a couple of hours of disjointed sleep and rechecked my bags before catching 
a taxi up to the hospice for 3.00am. The mini bus was ready to take us to the airport. My stomach 
was doing somersaults I was so nervous. What had I signed myself up for? 
 
We arrived at the airport just before 4.00am. I lifted my kit bag onto a trolley hoping that the weight 
was less than 23kg ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƻǳǘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ƘŜŀǾȅΗ L turned around 
to see if anyone needed a hand and off rolled my trolley and kit bag along the pavement and into 
the road! Well, that was a good start ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ even out of Glasgow yet! 
 
Inside the terminal building, we found Nicola, the rep from Action Challenge ς with a rucksack on her 
back and a day pack on her front, all you could see of her were 2 wee legs and her head!! She soon 
had us all organised with our boarding passes and luggage labels. It was time to check in. One 
problem ς where was Donna? Donna, who lives 10 minutes from the airport, was the last to arrive ς 
a fact she would not be allowed to forget for a long, long time!! 
 
Once we were checked in, we went up to 
the lounge and grabbed a coffee and some 
breakfast before boarding the KLM flight to 
Amsterdam. I sat with Susan and Kirsten 
and was next to the window ς my favourite 
seat. As we flew over the North Sea, the sky 
was clear and I could see all the rigs and 
constructions in the sea. There was even an 
off shore wind farm as we neared the Dutch 
coast. Amsterdam was so flat with the 
canals dividing the rectangular fields and 
the occasional authentic windmill dotted 
here and there. I am afraid that I waffled on 
a bit during the flight with every comment 
ǇǊŜŎŜŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ άhhIΗέ Poor Kirsten and 
Susan! Kirsten replied when somebody asked her if she had looked out of the window, that there 
was no need as I had given a running commentary the whole journey. 
 
We had a couple of hours to kill before boarding the plane to Tanzania, so we had a wander around 
the shops in the airport. I attempted to buy 2 bottles of water which cost £6!! Astronomical! We met 
up with the other two members of the Action Challenge team ς Ken, the leader, and Joel the Doc. 
Everybody was now together and we boarded our plane to Kilimanjaro. The plane was huge! We 
were all at the back of the plane and I was sat in the middle seats next to the aisle. KML have a good 
reputation and I was not disappointed. The food was frequent and good. The in flight entertainment 
was also ƎƻƻŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƛƭƳǎ ŀƴŘ ƎŀƳŜǎΦ L ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ ¢ǊŀǾŜƭƭŜǊΩǎ ²ƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ aƛƭƛƛƻƴŀƛre to 
pass the time although I was so excited it was hard to sit still. Unfortunately, the woman sat in front 
of me insisted on having her seat right back, even when we were eating. Ignorant so and so! Nothing 
could put a damper on my spirits though!  
I managed to get a glimpse out of a window as we were flying over the Sahara ς nothing but sand for 
as far as you could see - incredible! At about 8.30pm, we landed in Kilimanjaro airport. It was dark 
but very warm, and there was a smell of dust and heat as we left the plane. It took a while to get 
through security as the staff were very vigilant and carefully checked our passports and photos. 
Once through, we waited a while for our luggage to be unloaded, and then we went outside to meet 
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Cuthbert and Nelly from Ashante Tours. They had a bus and a jeep to take us to the hotel. Before we 
set off, Cuthbert advised us to change some money into Tanzanian shillings before going to the hotel 
as they might not accept dollars. I changed $50 and got 70,000 Tanzanian shillings. I now had two 
different currencies to try and negotiate! We all piled onto the bus with our bags on the roof rack 
and then we were off to Machame and the Proteŀ IƻǘŜƭΦ ²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƳǳŎƘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŘŀǊƪ 
and there were no street lights. It took about 45 minutes and the roads got worse the nearer we got 
to the hotel. All I could make out was these big leafy plants along the side of the road which I later 
discovered were banana trees! 
 
We finally arrived at the hotel to a warm welcome from the staff who met us with trays of cold 
drinks. They had hot food available for us ς soup, beef stew, smoked fish, vegetable curry and swiss 
roll! It was great! We were then taken to our room. I was sharing with Ada and we were in room 
number 20. The room was nicŜ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƭǳǎƘ ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

bar as much as possible. We 
were next door to Susan and 
Kirsten. 
 
 
Once we had sorted out our 
bags a bit, Ada and I went 
down to the bar to meet with 
everyone. We only stayed for 
one drink (diet coke for me ς 
Kilimanjaro beer for Ada) and 
then we went up to bed. We 
were just about to get into 
bed when there was shrieking 
from the stairs and a pair of 
Husseys came charging into 
our room. Kirsten and Susan 
had been accosted by a flying 
beastie which άlooked like a 
birdέ on the way up to their 

room and they were seeking refuge until it had gone!! Once they were safely in their room, we went 
to bed ς 1.30am ς it had been a long day! What would tomorrow morning and daylight hold in 
store? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



5 
 

Saturday 5th June 
 
I awoke at 7.30am to the sound of 
rain teaming down outside our 
windows. Well, that felt like home, 
anyway. Got up and showered whilst 
Ada lay sleeping, and then headed 
down for breakfast. The rain was 
ǘƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ǎƻ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ 
much. All our meals were served 
under a big canopy which led into the 
hotel gardens. I was surprised by how 
green everywhere was. Breakfast was 
buffet style with cereal, fruit juice, 
toast, eggs, bacon and fried potato. A 
couple of cups of coffee and I was 
beginning to feel a bit more awake. 
 

Around 11.00am, we had a meeting with the Action Challenge team, Ken, Joel and Nicola who gave 
us more information about the trek ahead. Ken was determined to stress the danger and possible 
problems with climbing Kilimanjaro and I 
felt pretty down after the meeting. Was I 
going to be able to do this? Joel ran 
through some of the symptoms and 
treatments for AMS ς scary stuff! I had a 
quick chat with Joel after the meeting 
because I was starting to really worry 
about my asthma by this point. He said 
that I would be at a disadvantage because 
of it ς now I was getting really worried!!!! 
 
After the meeting, we went up to the bar 
and we were introduced to our guides for 
the trek ς Cuthbert, God Bless, Gladstone 
and Nelson. Cuthbert owned the company, 
Ashante Tours. I bought a bottle of Fanta orange from the bar ς it was absolutely delicious!! DoesƴΩǘ 
taste like that at home!! The rain had finally stopped and the sun was starting to come out at last so 
I went had a look around the grounds of the hotel and found the pool. I also found loads of geckos 
coming out to sit in the sun. It was time for lunch so we sat down and ate.  
 
Lunch over, it was time to organise our bags ready for the morning. The organisers were very strict 
about the weights allowed. Your kit bag had to weigh no more than 15 kilos. Ada and I went up to 
our room to start sorting our bags out. Our snacks alone weighed about 6 kilos so some had to go! 

Decisions, decisions!!  After struggling to decide 
what had to go, I was done so I went downstairs to 
join some of the others by the pool. Ada was still 
trying to decide what to take and so I went down 
without her. A couple of the guys had been in for a 
swim ς I was happy just to dangle my legs in the 
water. The sun was out, and I was starting to feel a 
wee bit calmer about tomorrow when Bobby 
ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ 
ǳǇΚέ L ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎ ς I 
could just see a hazy mass behind the clouds. The 
next minute, the clouds cleared and this massive, 
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huge, enormous mountain appeared! My heart dropped into my feet ς that was Kilimanjaro? I 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƛǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ƘƛƎƘ I was straining my neck looking up at it! The panic was 
starting to set in again. Of course this was an ideal photo opportunity so we all grouped together 
with the mountain still visible amongst the clouds. Joel offered to take a photo ς he ended up having 

ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀōƻǳǘ нл ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ŎŀƳŜǊŀǎΗ bƻǘ ƭƻƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘǎ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƘƛŘ YƛƭƛƳŀƴƧŀǊƻ 
from sight. Ken called us all together again by the pool and went through his kit bag and day sack to 
give us an idea on what we really needed. Time to re-think the kit bag again!!!  
 
After some re-arranging and slight adjustments, I brought my kit bag downstairs for Ken to weigh ς 
13.5 kilos!! Thank goodness ς one worry was over. However, this was not the case for Susan. Her kit 
bag was overweight so Ken got her to unpack it so he could see what she could leave out! The battle 
ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΗ !ŦǘŜǊ ƳǳŎƘ ƘǳŦŦƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǇǳŦŦƛƴƎΣ Ƴƻŀƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜƳŀƴŘǎΣ {ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ōŀƎ ǿŀǎ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǊŜ-packed and 
weighed. Success ς it was well under the 15 kilos. (That meant, when she got back to her room, she 
could sneak back in some of the things Ken had made her take out!!) The only thing left to sort was 
what we were going to leave at the hotel. This stuff was put into a hessian sack ς one between me 
and Ada. It was quite full because Ada had all the football kits she had brought for the orphanage. 
We had also put in a lot of our sweets and biscuits because there were just too many to take with 
us! 
 
It was time fƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜƴƧƻȅ ƛǘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ς the chicken curry had too many bones 
in it ς but it was still substantial. After another bottle of Fanta, it was time for bed ς tomorrow was 
going to be a big day and breakfast was at 6.15am, so, by 9.00pm, Ada and I were settling down to 
try and squash the nerves and get some sleep! The alarm was set for 5.00am. 
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Sunday 6th June 
 
Got up at 5.00am to rain again! I had a 
shower and washed my hair as this would 
be my last chance until Friday and there 
was a big hill to conquer before I would get 
that luxury again! Went down to breakfast 
at 6.15am carrying our bags with some help 
from the hotel staff, and I had a brilliant 
omelette along with toast and tea. It was 
nearly time to get going. The guides were 
here with the bus to take us to Machame 
Gate. It was still raining but not as heavily. 
²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ƘŀŘ ƻǳǊ {ǘΦ !ƴŘǊŜǿΩǎ IƻǎǇƛŎŜ ¢-
shirts on so we had a few photo shoots 

before finally getting on the bus. 
 
The bus journey to the gate took about 20 minutes. We 
passed through Machame village and it was the first 
chance we had to see the place in daylight. The big 
leafy trees we had been able to make out on Friday 
night were banana trees ς they were everywhere. The 
houses we passed were very basic and some were so 
dilapidated they looked as if they would collapse if you 
sneezed! 
 
The gate at Machame was in the shape of an inverted 
ά±έ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘŀŦŦ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ 
parked up and got off the bus. This was the beginning 
of our 6 day trek. First things first, we all had to register 

at the gate. It was still raining so we 
were all getting our waterproofs on. I 
put on my big poncho ς I looked 
ridiculous but at least it kept me dry 
and still allowed some air to circulate 
as it was quite humid. The bags were 
taken off the bus and our porters 
took the bags to the weigh-in station 
to check the weight before they 
would start carrying them up to the 
first camp. Gladstone and the other 
guides then handed out bottles of 
water and a packed lunch for each of 
us. The packed lunch was in a metal 
sandwich box ς L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǇŜŀƪ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ 
what was in it, I would wait until 
lunchtime.  
 
It was 8.15am on a wet Sunday 

morning at the edge of the cloud forest on the flanks of Kilimanjaro. We were already at a height of 
1811m (5942 feet). Finally, we were ready to go. 
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The first part of the trek through the rain forest 
was on a 4 wheel drive track. Gladstone took the 
lead with Nelson in the middle and God Bless at 
the back. This would be their positions right up 
until summit day. Gladstone set the pace which 
was a slow walk. The path gently wound its way 
up between the trees of the forest. The start of 
ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƻƻ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǿŀƭƪ 
through woods in Scotland ς maybe that was 
down to the fact that it was still raining and the 
fact that everything was so green! Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ 
steep at this point and after about 30 minutes 
into the walk, we spotted some monkeys jumping 
between the trees above our heads. These were 
Colobus monkeys according to Nelson. 
 
After just under an hour, we came to a clearing 
which marked the end of the 4WD track. There 
was a toilet here which looked quite new. As this 
was probably the last proper loo we would see, 
we queued up to use it. It was not exactly 
pleasant!! The loo was a hole in the floor with 
two raised foot pads on either side. Also, there 

was no lighting, so if you shut the door, 
you were in pitch black!! Peeing into a 
small hole in the floor in the dark is not 
an easy task!!! 
 
The path was now a single track and at 
the start was a sign advising that this 
path was for ascent only. The path was 
pretty good despite being wet. We 
started to be passed by porters carrying 
bags and equipment on their heads, 
shoulders and backs. Each one greeted 

ǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ άWŀƳōƻέ ŀƴŘ άǇƻƭŜ ǇƻƭŜέΦ WŀƳōƻ ƛǎ hello and 
pole pole is the most heard phrase on the mountain ς 
it means slowly! 
 
We kept heading up the path which was getting 
steeper. Steps had been made into the steepest parts 
to help with the ascent. It was warm and humid. 
Fortunately, the rain had stƻǇǇŜŘ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ 
much of the sky as we were completely enveloped by 
the cloud forest with massive trees nearly 30 metres 
high, hanging moss and huge ferns. We began to see 
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more flowers along the path as well. Ada knew the names and took photos of every type we saw ς I 
am sure of it!!!! 
 
At 11.30am, we came to another clearing 
which was our lunch stop. I decided not to 
sit down as the ground was covered in 
ants! The sun began to shine through the 
trees and we discovered what was in our 
lunch boxes. There was a chicken leg, a cold 
toasted sandwich with honey, a little 
banana, a bar of chocolate and a carton of 
juice. I ate everything but the chicken. We 
stopped here for about half an hour and 
then Gladstone informed us that we would 
be moving off again in 2 minutes. This 
became his catchphrase for the rest of the 
week ς άн ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣ н ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΗΗέ 
 
The path now became even steeper with 
long sections of rough steps with an 
occasional flatter section in between. It was 
still very warm and sticky and I was beginning to feel tired. I felt my heart beating a bit faster as we 
got higher. This was normal with the altitude as your heart has to work harder pumping blood 
around your body. About an hour and a half after lunch, the forest thinned a bit and we could begin 
to see a bit more of our surroundings. We also began to hear water near by. It was a small waterfall 
just visible through the trees. On getting a bit higher, we could see over the forest to either side of 
us. We had been walking up a ridge through the trees. 

 
After a while, we came to 
another sign which warned 
against dropping cigarette 
buts. This sign also marked 
the point where the cloud 
forest changes into heath 
land. The trees were replaced 
by large heather bushes and 
long grass. It was quite 
overcast and we were in the 
clouds. After about another 
45 minutes, I arrived at a big 
stone which had a sign on it 
ǎŀȅƛƴƎ άaŀŎƘŀƳŜ /ŀƳǇΣ 
олллƳ ŀǎƭέΦ ²Ŝ were in fact 
at 3021m ς higher than the 
highest peak in Australia. I 
got my photo taken next to 
the stone and then headed to 
the hut to register my arrival. 

Once we were all signed in, we headed down to where our tents had been pitched. Ada and I found 
our tent ς number 5 ς and hauled our kit bags over to start getting organised. We were right next to 
the toilet tents ς was this a good or bad thing!!! Time would tell. 
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My top and hair was soaking with sweat and 
damp from being in the clouds. We sorted out 
our sleeping mats, bags and pillows and tried to 
find the best way to sleep as we were on a 
slope! By this time, hot water was available so I 
got a wash, changed and then rinsed out my 
socks and sports bra hoping that I would be able 
to get them dry the next day by hanging them 
off the back of my rucksack with bulldog clips!! 
The theory was a good one! We then went to 
the mess tents for popcorn and a hot drink ς 
Kilimanjaro tea, Kilimanjaro instant coffee or 

Milo! There were two mess tents with a folding table 
in the middle and foldaway stools around it. A tartan 
cloth was thrown over the table! The crockery and 
cutlery was all stainless steel ς unbreakable! 
 

After popcorn and a cup of tea, we headed back 
to our tent to rest before dinner. After a bit more 
re-arranging, Ada and I finally had some 
semblance of order. We decided to sleep across 
the tent with the bags in the middle. This way we 
ƘŀŘ ŀ ŘƻƻǊ ŜŀŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŎƭŀƳōŜǊ 
over each other to get out. My clothes were not 
drying in the damp so I hung them inside the tent 
for the night. I took my first Diamox tablet to help 
cope with the altitude. Between popcorn and 
dinner, I must have had to go to the toilet about 5 
times ς my body was trying to get used to the 
change in height! I hoped that this would not be 
the case all night! 
 
At 6.30pm, it was nearly dark, so, with head torch in pocket, I headed to the mess tent for dinner. I 
wondered what we would be getting! As I walked over, the clouds had lifted and I caught my first 
sight of Kibo, the summit crater of Kilimanjaro. It was splattered with snow. I took a couple of photos 
before it got too dark then dinner beckoned. We started with a big bowl full of pumpkin soup. It was 
really tasty ς so far so good! The next course was beef stew, vegetable curry, potatoes and spinach! 
If the food was going to be like this, then I would not have to worry about starving!! 
 
After dinner, I headed out to go to the toilet ς again. It was pitch black now, but, when I looked up, I 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ǎǘŀǊǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǎŜ ŀƴȅ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ƻǳǘƘŜǊƴ 
Hemisphere but I could see the Milky Way. It was amazing! I could have stayed looking at the night 
sky for hours but it was very cold. The temperature seemed to have dropped dramatically as soon as 
the sun had gone down. 
 
Another visit to the loo, then Ada and I settled down for our first night under canvas. It was 8.00pm. 
I felt warm enough in my sleeping bag but very restricted. I just hoped I could sleep. 
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Monday 7th June 
 
I think I managed to get about 5 hours sleep in all. I only had to get up once during the night for the 
toilet. That was at about 1.00am. Mind you, I had needed to go since about 11.00pm but kept 
ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻŦŦ ŀǎ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŀƴŎȅ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘ ƴƛƎƘǘΗ ! ǾŀƭǳŀōƭŜ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ 

ς if you need to go then go because you 
cannot get back to sleep with a full 
bladder!! 
 
Breakfast was at 6.45am so I got up at 
about 6.00am and went to the loo before 
getting ready. I felt a bit fuzzy as if I had 
not slept, but hoped that a hot cup of tea 
and some food would sort me out! Ada 
said that she had not slept at all and made 
a comment about me snoring!! Never!!!! 
The socks and bra I had washed and hung 
up in the tent were wetter than they had 
been last night, and the weather was 
looking pretty damp still. No point hanging 
them from the rucksack today then! We 

packed up our sleeping bags and repacked and sorted our bags before heading to breakfast.  
 
I managed to eat a bowl of porridge which was more like Ready Brek but hot and filling. I had a mug 
of tea and that was all I could manage. I was feeling quite sick but knew I had to eat something. I 
finished my porridge and went 
outside to get some fresh air. We 
were setting off at 7.45am, but, 
before we started, Gladstone 
introduced us to all the crew who 
were supporting us during our trek. 
They sang and danced for us which 
really lifted my spirits. Frank tried to 
do a highland fling with one of the 
porters and then we sang Flower of 
Scotland! It was time to go. We 
crossed a small bridge and began to 
ascend quite steeply up through 
more heath land and heather. We 
had not been walking for long when 
the sun rose in the sky and we were 
soon very warm. It was time to take 
off some layers of clothes and put 
on the sun screen. Once again, the 
change in temperature was quite 
dramatic. I was still feeling a bit groggy and was struggling to put one foot in front of the other. It 
was all part of my body trying to cope with the change in altitude. I was really beginning to wonder if 
I could do this! I just said to myself to take one day at a time. My goal was to get to the next camp at 
Shira. I would not think ahead of that. 
 
About an hour from camp, we came to a section where the heather was less abundant and when we 
looked out to our left, we got an amazing view of Mount Meru rising above a sea of clouds. It was 
stunning. The sun was getting hotter and hotter as we climbed up. About another hour on, we 
stopped at a rocky crag which was classed as a viewpoint. I climbed up onto it and could see out to 


