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Sept 24,2012 

Well my flight from Rome was smooth. I had a four hour layover in Cairo, which left my mom a little 

nervous about. It was really an interesting sight for me. The plane landed and they taxi to an open 

field of sorts, a good distance from the terminal building. It looked like the plane was in the middle of 

the desert. The sun was setting and when I looked back at the plane with the sun behind it, it looked 

like a movie setting. Hazy desert sunset. I really wanted a picture but didn’t want to be the dorky 

tourist. I didn’t have any problem, in fact the airport was pretty deserted. More people did show 

closer to the flight time. I met an interesting guy while waiting. He’s from Italy but he’ll be outside 

Nairobi for at least 6 months. He’s meeting a friend who lives in Nairobi and they are working on a 

project to help a small village near Lake Turkana with a new method of growing vegetables. This 

village in on the lake and the main diet for the people is fish but they are suffering problems because 

of the lack of nutrition found it vegetables and other food. We’ve connected on FB because I’m 

interesting in following his project. The guy sitting in my row on the plane, Fredrick, was from 

Norway. He had spent a month in Israel and was meeting his brother in Kenya then they plan to 

travel down the east coast of Africa, returning home sometime in the spring.  

I had a driver scheduled to pick me up and take me to the hostel. I’m glad he was there since it was 

4am when I arrived. My friend Steffen arrived Saturday so I’d be waking him up when I got there. 

Frederick ended up hitching a ride to the hostel because his plans weren’t completely set and he  

wasn’t sure where he was going to go from the airport. I told him I had a driver and if he wanted to 

go with us, he could negotiate a price but at least he’d have a place until the sun came up and he 

could sort out his plan.  

The hostel was basic, as we planned. Steffen picked this place because the office of the safari we were 

doing was located there. I was able to get a little sleep once I got there. I met a woman named 

Barbara. She was doing her laundry. She was from Australia and she was such an inspiration. She 

told me a bit of her travels. She has been traveling since March and she will return home just before 

Christmas. I can’t remember where she started but she did a tour thru the US. Alaska, CA, TX, New 

Orleans, up to Memphis to see “his home” (as she put it), then to Miami, DC and NY. After Africa, 

she was heading to Egypt, Israel and Jordan. Not sure where else. It sounded amazing to me. She 

says she’s always traveled but she hadn’t been gone this long in a really long time. She was traveling 

alone and one of the most interesting things for me to hear was she is 70 years old. 

We took a walk into downtown Nairobi. It’s a very busy city and very dirty. People have no thought 

to just throwing trash out the window of their car or the bus, or just dropping it as they walk. I’ve 

seen this in other places and it always amazes me. Most of the people in the city are very well 

dressed, which seems like such a contradiction to how they keep their city. We weren’t interested in a 



museum so we just wondered around a bit and had lunch. We were planning to catch a bus back up 

the hill. The bus system seemed a bit crazy but Steffen had done it yesterday. We never saw the bus 

we needed so we started walking. I think I did pretty good since I haven’t had a real workout in 

weeks and Nairobi is somewhere over 5,000 in altitude. We are leaving early for the safari so we 

found a restaurant just down the street for dinner now early to bed.  

 

Sept 25 - 27, 2012 

Safari into Masai Mara. We took a van from Nairobi and headed a couple hours south. We connected 

with other van and met Guilia and Max from Italy, who would be on the safari with us. They spoke 

English so that worked well since Steffen and I don’t speak Italian. They are a really sweet couple. 

Once we switched to their van, we started out for the final 3 hour drive to the park. After a short 

drive, Ken, our guide, said the road will be a little bumpy. For rest of the ride it was a dirt road. It 

was hard packed but very bumpy and dusty. We arrived at the camp where we would spend the next 

couple days. It was located just outside a village of the Masai people. It was an amazing drive. The 

African people are very hard workers, even the kids. The herds of cattle, sheep or goats were tended 

mostly by small children, probably 12 years old or younger. It seems every family member has a job 

and they all know what that job is, and they just do it.  

The animal drives were so cool. The land is so immense and beautiful. It’s hard to describe and the 

pictures don’t really do it justice. We did an evening drive on the first day, a full day and then a 

morning drive on the third day. We saw four of the “Big Five” – lion, leopard, elephant and buffalo. 

The fifth one is the rhino. We didn’t see one of those in Masai Mara. I like to say the Big Six because I 

like the giraffe. The giraffe is so graceful and I learned something from Max – he mentioned when 

they walk, they move the front and back leg on the same side together.  The leopard was hard to see. 

I didn’t realize they drag their kill up into a tree. She was there with her cubs. We saw her again on 

the morning drive. She was in the same tree but when we saw her, she was still working to pull her 

kill up and get it positioned. Then she came down and walked a good distance away. We were 

thinking maybe she was going to bring the cubs to eat. It was really an awesome site. I know that 

sounds strange – it was awesome to see a kill dragged into a tree but, I mean watching the animals in 

their natural surroundings. On the morning drive we also came to a lion that was finishing his 

breakfast – buffalo. As it works in the lion kingdom, the females do the hunting. They get to eat first 

along with the cubs and then the males eat. There was one male who had already eaten and was not 

far away preparing for his nap. It was interesting to watch the process. The female was close by in the 

grass with her cub and when the male was finished, he stepped away from the buffalo and then 

made some sounds and the female stood and responded. Then the male walked between the vans to 

cross the street to nap by the other male and the female and cub wandered off in the other direction. 

Herds of elephants, giraffe, gazelle, zebra, buffalo and antelope – just roaming wherever they want.  

 

Sept 28, 2012 

Safari into Lake Nakuru – This was a morning drive. There were zebras, giraffe and gazelles but there 

were more birds here on the lake. Pelicans and flamingos were the largest population. I’ve never seen 

so many in one place. The area surrounding the lake reminded me (a little) of the marsh lands on the 

eastern shore of MD. We only saw three rhinos and we weren’t that close. Steffen’s camera got a 



pretty good pic though. We did this drive with a guy named Thomas from Austria. We spent some 

time while driving to Nakuru the day before. He was very interesting and he was at Masai Mara also 

in a different group. His group saw a cheetah – something we were looking for but we were on the 

opposite side of the park when they saw it. I’m hoping to get a couple pictures.   

 

After Lake Nakuru, we were dropped at the bus station to catch a bus to Kigali. It was supposed to 

leave at 4pm but Steffen told me their schedule isn’t really something they follow too closely. I think 

most locals know to call to find out where the bus is so they know what time to arrive. We didn’t 

have any place to be, especially in the city with our backpacks so we waited from 1:30pm until the 

bus came at 5:45 (just after the sky opened up and it was pouring). I’m not the best passenger, 

especially on buses and in the rain. I was just praying for sleep. The driver was going pretty fast for 

the wet roads – in my opinion. Just as I was telling Steffen I wasn’t so great when not in control and 

he was telling me it was “fine”, someone stopped in front of the bus and the driver had to slam on the 

brakes. The back of the bus fishtaled and I was sure it was over. It wasn’t. But sleep didn’t come. The 

bus ride itself wasn’t bad – long but it was a motor coach so not cramped. The bus stopped every 

three hours or so for washroom breaks. The first stop was about 9pm and I have to say it was pretty 

scary. Not scary as in I’m afraid for my life but just dirty scary. We didn’t want to leave our carry on 

packs alone and we didn’t want to take them. I suggested Steffen go off first so he could figure out 

where to go and he’d be faster. He came back and said “you go thru that doorway, all the way to the 

back. Go pass the bars – it’s really really bad.” He wasn’t kidding. It was really disgusting but I had 

to pee so I had to suck it up and do it. Many public toilets are just a hole in the floor with “frame” 

around it for you do stand on. I’m just glad I was where tennis shoes and not sandals like the two 

girls in front of me. You learn that if you are someplace with a “regular” toilet, you go even if you 

aren’t sure you need to. Oh yeah - toilet paper is golden here. You have to carry it with you or make 

sure you have tissues. Hand sanitizer or wipes is a good idea too. 

We hit the Uganda border about 12:30am. Everyone off, thru immigration and then cross the border 

and hit immigration and get our visas on the other side. We exchanged our Kenya money to 

Ugandan currency since we weren’t sure if we’d be able to exchange Kenya money at the next border. 

This was another interesting experience. There are lots of guys at the borders with the local currency 

and many come up to you asking if you need money. It helps to know the rate of exchange. For the 

most part they seem honest but that may have been because we knew how much we had – how it 

converted to US money and then told them what we wanted. Well, I say we but I really mean Steffen. 

LOL. He has more experience and he can do the math much faster than me. I’m sure they would take 

advantage if they could. It all seemed rather shady, like a drug deal but it’s the way of it here.  

The next stop came at about 4am where everyone got off and a meal was included. Rice and beans. I 

wasn’t hungry and I had finally fallen asleep and just wanted to stay asleep. The place was a little 

scary too. We weren’t afraid, just a little creepy at 4am. Back on the road sometime around 5am. We 

made one more stop – it was 9:30am now. This stop was actually the best “washroom” on the entire 

trip. We took time to brush our teeth – you have to remember your bottle of water for rinsing.  

Last leg included one more border crossing at the Rwanda border. Everyone off again for 

immigration then across the border for immigration again. They bus was picking up more people and 

also lots of supplies. We were here a bit longer. It gave us time to trade our money again and use the 



washrooms. So glad I waited to cross the border to go – the Ugandan side was pretty bad. The 

Rwandan side had toilets that were actually pretty good. Once they loaded all the supplies and 

people, we were off again for the last leg into Kigali Rwanda. It was daylight but I was praying for 

sleep again. The driver was flying down S-turns coming out of the mountains. I understand you need 

a little steam to get up the next hill but I felt like I was on a ride going thru the curves. I kept telling 

myself that no one on the bus seemed concerned so it must work. I finally doses a bit, just before 

arriving at the Taxi Park in Kigali.  

 

Kigali, Rwanda 

 

Sept 29,2012 

We arrived at 3:30pm (after a 22 hour bus ride) into taxi park – wow what a crazy place that is. All 

buses and taxi, mini bus tours leave from this square. Taxis, shops, people selling all kinds of stuff. It 

was  Saturday so I’m not sure if that is how crazy it is one a week day. We’ll find out though cuz we 

are planning on taking a bus to Musanzie – a town close to the Volcano National Park and the gorilla 

trek.   

Kigali is the capitol and it’s amazingly clean, compared to Nairobi – the capitol of Kenya. There a 

women sweeping the streets and we even saw trash cans along the streets, something we haven’t 

seen anywhere we’ve been. It’s very hilly here – I’m getting a workout in climbing to the Trade 

Center where we found a great coffee shop that serve “real” coffee and has great food. It’s good 

training for the hike up to the silverback gorilla’s next week.  

There are lots of armed military on street corners. We are guessing since the genocide, there is a show 

of force to keep things in order.  

 

Sept 30, 2012 

We went to the Kigali Genocide Memorial. This was a very moving and sad memorial to those who 

were killed during the 1994 massacre.  I got a better understanding of how thing got so bad. It was 

similar to past situations of pitting one group against another and it wasn’t the local people who did 

this, it was the Belgium’s who decided the Rwandan people needed to be separated into groups and 

then they decided one group was superior and hatred was spread thru propaganda. I read that many 

who were not killed had their tendons cut so they couldn’t run. We saw a few people on the streets of 

Kigali using crutches with no use of their legs. I wondered if they were victims of those horrific 100 

days. People need to learn from what has happened in the past. It seems the Rwandan people are 

focused on one common goal, to continue to rebuild their country – as one people.  

 

 

Oct 1, 2012 

We went to the Mille Collines Hotel to pick up our permits for the gorilla trek next week. This is the 

hotel that the movie “Hotel Rwanda” was about. The hotel wasn’t actually used in the film but after 

being at the memorial yesterday, it was interesting being at the hotel trying to envision what it must 

have been like for all the people trying to find their family members and simply survive.  

 



It was back to Bourbon Café for a little email updating and posting some pics of the safari. After 

lunch and emails we headed down the hill. Along the way, there was a little boy who started walking 

with us. He didn’t ask for money but just smiled and said hello. He had the biggest eyes. Steffen gave 

him a couple coins and Steffen had me pulled out one of the little beanie baby animal he brought that 

his neighbor had. I gave the little boy a stuffed dog and his face light up with a huge smile – even 

more that when he got the coins.  

 

We walked down the long hill to the taxi park to check out bus tickets to Musanzie. It was as crazy as 

Saturday. After a bit of walking around and asking, we found the right information. We were 

heading back up the hill and we weren’t going to walk so we took motor cycle taxis to the top. We 

haven’t encountered too many other white people and we must look really strange because we draw 

a lot of looks from the locals. Not sure if it’s my long hair, or Steffen wearing shorts and flip flops. 

Some school girls seem to want to walk with us and one seemed to take great enjoyment from 

imitating my walk. So I decided to play along and started walking slow and a little crazy. She 

followed along and laughed. Not sure if she was laughing at me or what but no matter. I’m happy to 

be the brunt if it lightens someone’s day.  

 

Oct 2, 2012 

Back to the taxi park to get our bus to Musanzie. It was a motor coach type leaving at 9am. The 

countryside is really beautiful. There is so much agriculture here. We drove up into the mountains 

and almost every acre of land was terraced and planted with either banana trees or some sort of 

vegetable. It was really amazing to see people on the side of the mountain working in their fields and 

the little zigzag paths that crisscrossed to the top. Many homes were up in the hills and the only way 

to reach them were the dirt paths.  

We passed several small towns – most with local markets and at 10am there were countless people 

leaving the market and I assume they were heading home – almost all walking carrying their good. 

Many women had baskets or bags balanced on their heads while carrying small children wrapped in 

cloth on their backs. In some cases I saw men walking their bicycles while balancing huge burlap 

bags on the seat or small bench behind the seat. I had a hard time just walking myself up a hill in the 

city central. This is their daily life so they are used to it but it was amazing to see. That would never 

happen in the states.   

 

Musanzie – Well, it’s not quite what we were picturing, though we both are having a hard time 

putting into words what we envisioned. We are both of the mind to stay in some place pretty basic to 

save money and when making the decision, we weren’t sure about the distances on the map in the 

book. The place we picked was said to be closer to town that some others. So when we arrived on the 

bus we set out to find it. It’s a big room with just the basics. It’s definitely not like home but that’s ok. 

It’s part of the experience. It’s clean and I found the bed quite comfortable when I took a nap this 

afternoon while Steffen checked out the “town”. The price is right at $7.50 a day which includes 

breakfast. We intend to stay thru Monday but it’s the first day so we can make a change if we feel we 

want something different.  



We went in search of a restaurant for dinner about 6pm. As in Kigali, we were the only two white 

people we saw and again, drew many interesting stares. I’m sure they’ve seen white people, we 

eventually saw a few on the street and then in the restaurant we stopped in for dinner. I guess most 

white folk stay in the more expensive hotels or lodges and not right in the center of town.  

Our gorilla trek is next Monday and Tuesday but we’d like to hike to a crater lake and then also to 

Dian Fossey’s Tomb and hike the trail she hiked everyday.  

 

Oct 3, 2012 

Ok – so this place we are staying isn’t going to work. Both of us are not happy and being close to 

town really isn’t so great. We decided to take a bus up to Kinigi and head to the Volcano National 

Park office to get some details about our gorilla trek and Dian Fossey’s Tomb trail. We wanted to 

check out Kinigi Guest House too while up there. We heard about it but read that Musanze was the 

“jumping off point” for gorilla trekking. Not so much. We got a bus at the taxi park (as crazy on a 

smaller scale as the one in Kigali). It was pretty cheap but they pack people in. Many people got on 

and off as we traveled the 12km to Kinigi. There were four bench seats that each held 4 people very 

tightly and the front, which could take two plus the driver. At one point there were 20 people in this 

van. When we got to Kinigi taxi park/market, the motor cycle “taxis” wanted more than we wanted 

to pay so we thought, it’s only 3km, lets walk and see the countryside. We learned not to be so thrifty 

about 1km in. We weren’t thinking – it was uphill at an altitude of about 7500 ft. I was sweating like 

crazy and then a car was coming. Steffen put out this thumb and they stopped. As it turned out, they 

were heading to the park office and gave us a ride. We got our info then stopped at the guest house. 

We really liked it. It is quiet, landscaped, clean, has a nice big patio with furniture for relaxing and 

views of the volcanoes. We thought we’d stay here until our gorilla trek but their rooms were booked 

all but two of the six nights we wanted. They had dorm rooms, four beds to a room. We decided to 

take the dorm rooms because they were nice and cheaper. We’d get our view and relax and still save 

money.  

So it was time to head back to Musanze and get our stuff. There is no traffic to speak of on this road, 

except in the morning heading in and out of the park for gorilla trekking. So we started walking back 

to the town to catch the bus. It’s 3km but it was downhill so no problem. We weren’t in a big hurry. 

The people in the fields and the kids stopped what they were doing and watched us or said Hi. The 

little kids are pretty open with saying Hello. Some see a white person and think they can get money. 

Some even say “give me money”. The little ones don’t know a lot of English but they know that. LOL 

We passed a group of kids throwing a “ball”. One of the older boys started walking with us. He 

spoke English and was very smart. He started asking us questions and telling us about the farmers. 

It’s so common for people to just ignore the kids because it usually ends with an ask for money. They 

ask your name and tell you theirs. I realized with some that they just want to talk to someone from 

somewhere else. It’s quite possible they will never be anywhere but here. Theomerte was the boy 

who walked with us. He studies English in school and geography so when I said I lived near 

Washington DC, he knew where that was. He walked the rest of the way to town with us. He is 16 

yrs old and he parents died when he was 15. He lives with his grandmother. He asked if we had 

snow where we live and I told him we did. He wanted to know if I could send him a picture of snow. 



He has email at school so I took his email address and promised I’d send a picture of snow. He 

smiled and said he would tell me how he was doing in his studies. He was one of those kids who you 

could see had great potential – if only he had the opportunity. We got to the taxi park and were 

looking for the bus back to Musanze. There was one leaving as we got there but it was packed. He 

said, “that one is too full, you should take the next one”. He chatted with the woman selling tickets. 

We were find buying tickets but he wanted to make sure she understood what we wanted. There are 

tons of tourist in the area because of the gorillas but I think very few white people walk down the 

street and into the market area. He never asked for money. I think he just wanted to make a 

connection with someone from outside his world. We decided to give him a few francs.  

The bus ride back to Musanze was pretty quick. Steffen set out to find a car to hire to take us back. 

The bus could have brought us but they pack so many people in them and they wouldn’t bring us up 

the 3km hill to the guest house. The only option from Kinigi taxi park is a motor cycle taxi – not so 

great with a backpack. Though we’ve seen amazing things being carried by motor cycles. A woman 

we spoke to found a friend who could take us. It is only about 12km. We negotiated a price and when 

to get our stuff. We had a bit of trouble getting money back we had paid for several nights at the 

place we hated. Steffen is much better at that than I am so I was in the truck with the luggage. The 

driver, Claude, spoke some English, he was taking classes, so we chatted a bit. He apologized for not 

knowing more English. He was really nice. He is 32 and has 5 children. He asked me my age. I told 

him 48, he asked if I had children, I said no. He asked if I was going to have any. I laughed and said 

no, I’m too old. He said 48 was not old. I thanked him and maybe in Africa, 48 isn’t too old to have 

kids but it’s too old for me. He asked if I didn’t have kids because I was rich. I’m not quite sure 

exactly what he was wanting to know. His perception, as many, is that all Americans are rich. I told 

him this one wasn’t. One of the guys we met on the safari (from Austria) told us that when he was in 

a shop, the owner said, I give you good deal because you are not American. It’s hard for me to lie but 

it may be better to say I’m from somewhere else. Back to Claude – so we were chatting and he said 

“I’m so happy” he had a big smile on his face then he repeated again “I’m so happy to see you”. I 

could tell that’s not exactly what he meant. I asked if he’d seen us walking around town – he said yes. 

We had so many people staring that I figured anyone in town would have known there white people 

walking around. He then said “He was so happy to meet me” And he was genuinely happy. It was 

kind of a strange feeling because it felt like we were celebrities and he was so lucky to be the one to 

drive us. He then told me I was really nice. I wonder if there is a perception too that all Americans 

aren’t nice, as well as being rich. I was really happy to meet him too.  

We lost a few bucks because the place wouldn’t refund all our money but once we were up here in 

the mountains, we didn’t care. I’ll skip a couple meals to make up for it. This place is so peaceful and 

beautiful.  

Oct 4, 2012 

Kinigi – A small town just 3km from the Volcano National Park headquarters. Today was our first 

day at Kinigi Guest House. We are really glad to be here. We are surrounded by volcanoes. Since we 

couldn’t get a private room for the full time, we took the dorm room – four beds to a room, common 



baths and showers. Usually they have male and female dorms, unless you’re a group but since we are 

the only ones here in the dorm rooms (they have four dorms), they put us together in one. The 

showers aren’t too bad. They say the hot water works most of the time.  

We walked up to the park headquarters to buy passes to hike to Dian Fossey’s Tomb. We got a little 

better idea of what we need to do when we go trekking too.  We decided to walk down to the town 

and buy some biscuits (cookies) as a snack for our hike tomorrow. Downhill was easy. We took our 

cameras since the countryside is beautiful. Steffen also brought his balloons – he makes a couple 

balloon animals and thought it would be fun to make some for the local kids. There was a teenage 

girl walking down the road in front of us. She stopped as a truck went by, my thought was that she 

was going to try and get a ride (though I’ve never seen this happen). The truck didn’t stop but the girl 

stayed where she was. She was waiting for us. Once we got to where she was, she just started 

walking on the side of the road, along with us. We said Hi. She was very shy but just kept looking at 

me. It’s such a strange feeling. It didn’t take long before some kids where saying Hi. Steffen 

mentioned making some animals and I thought it would take a while. There were four younger boys 

and two teenage boys. We decided to stop for a bit and Steffen starting blowing up balloons. The kids 

were fascinated and when he twisted it into a dog, they laughed. He made a couple into crown type 

hats. It didn’t take long and there were about 15 kids around him, wanting one for themselves. I can’t 

blow those balloons up or make animals so I was no help. We had to just give up after a while and 

move on down the road. The teenage girl was still walking with us. I can’t do animals but I bought a 

bag of stickers at the dollar store. They are glittered hearts & stars. I decided to give this girl one. I 

peeled the back off and showed her by sticking one on my shirt. I gave her a few and then there were 

others so many other children running from all over. They don’t even know what they are running to 

but the white people are giving something to others. I gave each one a couple different stickers and 

they were smiling as they put them on their clothes. 

All the kids ask what country you’re from. I didn’t always want to say US because then they think 

you’re rich. Steffen said you could say anything because they wouldn’t know. I tried it once with 

some kids – I said I was from Germany and one boy said, “do you live in Hamburg?” Steffen laughed 

and said under his breath, “back fire”. So I just decided to be honest. I can’t lie, even about that to 

strangers I’d never see again.  

We took motorcycle taxis back up the hill. The sun was shining so I decided to shower and wash my 

hair so I could sit in the sun and let it dry before it got cooler. I haven’t used a hair dryer since I left 

the ship.  I went to the shower, once I was completely undressed, I realized I couldn’t get that shower 

to work so, I went to the other and the water came out of the faucet but I couldn’t get the water to 

come out of the shower head. The faucet is really high, so much that I just had to bend my head a bit 

to get my hair washed. I could pretty much stand under it to rinse the rest. It was cold water that day. 

Ok, so this will work. I get my hair washed, put some conditioner on and soap up and then I hear a 

little gurgle and the water stopped completely. I thought “Now what?” I’m thinking I can wipe the 

soap off with a towel but my hair would need to be rinsed. After a couple minutes of praying it came 

back on, it started a little. I decided to work on my hair first and figure the rest out if it went off again. 

It didn’t. All part of the experience… 



 

Oct 5, 2012 – Friday 

Ok – I’ve gone to labeling the day of the week because we have a hard time remembering what day it 

is. Today was our hike to Dian Fossey’s Tomb. I was nervous because I’ve read that it was a really 

tough climb. I’ve been having sinus issues so that and the altitude isn’t helping my breathing. And 

I’m not in the shape I planned to be in for this mountain part of the trip. There were four of us 

“tourist” and a group of local high school kids who were doing a school project on Dian. I really 

thought I might die on the mountain. Ok, I knew I wouldn’t die but I was sure I couldn’t go any 

farther every few steps up the path. The kids, who were 16 yrs old and who live here, practically ran 

up the mountain. The guides wanted me to go first to set the pace. We could take our time, so they 

said. Well, after every small climb I had to catch my breath and the guide would stop the group and 

all the kids would look at me and smile, as if to say, are you ready yet? I finally insisted they go 

ahead of me. I wasn’t going to keep stopping them. The entire group didn’t have a problem, only me. 

They got to a point which was a little more than half way and they waited for me. The guide with me 

kept saying “it’s not a competition – you rest when you need to” then she’d say – “they’re waiting for 

us” and “the rain is coming”. So basically she was telling, take the rest you need but hurry up. I 

reached the group and took a bit of a rest and I was fully prepared to just wait there until they came 

back or just head back down. Actually, I wanted to turn back a while before reaching the group. She 

kept saying we had to stay in a group because of the wild buffalo. The jungle buffalo can be pretty 

aggressive. I didn’t see a problem. The whole group was together with a guide and an armed military 

person to be there in case of buffalo, and I was the rest of the group with a guide and a man with a 

gun. No one was unprotected.  

Anyway – once I reached the group, they lied and told me it was flat from there. Their flat is still 

climbing. I hadn’t felt well in the morning so what little breakfast I tried to eat didn’t stay so I had no 

energy – nothing left. The group got ahead of me and I finally caught them at the gravesite of Dian 

Fossey and her friend Digit, as well as several other gorillas. I didn’t really enjoy the hike. If it had 

been a day hike, where you could look around the jungle and actually see it as Dian did, then maybe. 

There wasn’t really anything left there. Apparently in the late 90’s they torn down any remaining 

buildings because the poachers were living in them. They explained the location of where some of 

her buildings used to be, but it was over grown and hard to get an idea of what it looked like. The 

hike down was easier on the lungs and my legs but it was fast too. “The rain was coming” and the 

path would get slippery. Well, no time to enjoy the view as I was watching my footsteps the entire 

time. The kids all but ran down the hill and when the rain did come, that’s what they did. I know 

they grew up here but I don’t know how none of them fell. They were wearing school uniforms 

which meant skirts for the girls and many of the girls had ballet slipper type shoes on. How none got 

left in the mud that almost took my boot is beyond me. None of them or the guides even broke a 

sweat. I was so happy to be at the bottom and now I’m really worried about the gorilla trekking on  

Monday and Tuesday.  

I think I’ll get “Gorilla’s in the Mist” book. I saw the movie years ago but books are usually better. I 

think I will have a better understanding having been there.  



The rest of the day was spent at the guest house on the patio – just relaxing.  

 

Oct 6, 2012 – Saturday 

 

I’m surprise that I feel pretty good after yesterday’s hike. Maybe the workouts I’ve been doing have 

helped. Well, I know they have. I still have a ways to go but if I still had the extra 30lbs I’ve lost, I’m 

not sure I could have made it up the mountain at all. Today and tomorrow are two quiet days with 

no real plans. It’s so beautiful here that we don’t really care. We’re sitting here on the patio sorting 

pictures. I’m deleting lots of “butt” pictures from the safari. It seems lots of the animals are either 

camera shy or just telling us what they think. Maybe a walk down the hill later or a nap – it’s nice to 

have a couple days to just kick back. 

 

No walk or nap. I spent most of the day sorting pics and reading. There are lots of people coming in 

today for Gorilla trekking tomorrow. We met a group of four people who work at a hospital in 

Tanzania. It’s a remote location, I can’t remember where. Christof is from Austria, Nina – her mom 

from Scotland and dad from Norway, grew up in Norway but she has some very Scottish words – I 

love to listen to her talk. She tells a great story, very animated and her accent is all over the place. 

Theresa is from Germany and Steff – well she is a melting pot all on her own – Australian dad who 

moved to the states, became a citizen, mom is French who moved to Australia – she was born in 

Australia though, so she says she is mostly Australian. We had a nice chat with them about their 

gorilla trekking in Uganda yesterday.  I’m so glad we didn’t do gorillas there. They are much 

younger and in great shape. They told stories of climbing hills that were so straight up that the guide 

had to cut foot and hand holes with his machete. That’s one group I would have had a hard time 

keeping up with.  

 

They told us lots of stories about what it’s like to live in Tanzania. Christof and Theresa are doctors, I 

think Steff may be as well but she is volunteering and Nina works in the finance office, I think 

helping people and the hospital figure out where money is coming from and how it’s being spent. It’s 

another world over here. Things that seem like common sense don’t seem to make sense to the 

process in most things. The culture is so different here. The people in the villages will keep their 

children home when they are sick to see if they will get better, as many families in the states. But then 

they will take them to the local “medicine man/woman” before bringing them to the hospital. For 

some it’s because of their beliefs, but for some it’s because they don’t have money to pay for 

medicine. Part of Nina’s job, I think is to see if they have any means of payment, a cow or something 

to sell. In many cases by the time they get to the hospital it’s too late. Even in cases when they could 

have been given an antibiotic and they would have been fine. It’s a missionary hospital so religion is 

a big part of the process. Steff and Theresa arrived after a weekend when many children and one of 

the first things they were told was – “it’s because you didn’t pray enough.” Christof is very quiet 

when he talks and he is one of those men who can speak softly but with direct authority. One parent 

wanted to take her child home and pray for God to heal her and Christof said “your child needs 

antibiotics and the only God here is me.” He straight face made me laugh when I asked if he really 

said that. He of course doesn’t think he’s god but the little girl would be fine if she stayed and 



continued to get the antibiotic. They said that it’s so hard to know if they send parent’s home with 

medicine that they will actually give the child the medicine. Some do but others think that God will 

heal them. I believe in prayer and the God has a part in the plan but sometime modern medicine 

plays a big part too.  

 

There were others stories too about the corruption with the local police and how they would be 

stopped for no reason or a made up reason or because they are white and then they could “get off” if 

they just gave them beer money. Nina’s house was “burgled” (her word) and the place was totally 

ransacked. Mostly clothes taken, which she wasn’t too worried about because she felt like maybe they 

needed them more but her camera was taken and she wanted that back. They caught the guy because 

he was wearing her Prada sunglasses and her raincoat. The hospital wanted to her to press charges 

and it was a big process, which she wanted out of half way thru but in the system here, if you stop 

the process, the thief can sue you for false accusations. She had to see it thru to the end – three 

months. He was given six years. I found all their stories interesting. As I said, it’s another world over 

here.  

 

Oct 7, 2012 – Sunday 

 

Today is another day with no real plans. It’s after breakfast and I’m sitting in the sun reading (and 

writing/typing). There is a lake about an hour from here that I thought maybe we’d go to. I’ve heard 

it’s really beautiful but I think we are both enjoying not running anywhere. Maybe a walk down to 

town. We have our gorilla trek tomorrow. Maybe I should get a walk in to warm up.  

 

No walk into town. I spent some time reading a book I brought on my Kindle and listening to a 

training recording I loaded on my laptop for Beachbody. I did take a short walk down the road a bit 

and back. I didn’t want to go too far and then not want to walk back up. I needed to test my 

breathing with my sinus issues. The people here in this area are really nice and hard working. There 

are fields all around and the farmers are up with the first light and are digging and planting with 

hand tools. They line the field and turn over the soil across one row then they move to the next row. 

Steffen mentioned what a big treat a rotor tiller would be here.  

 

Our new friends from the hospital came back from their trek just after lunch. They gave us a little info 

about how it went. Theresa was filming two baby gorillas playing and apparently the silverback 

came over and sat down beside her. Everyone was so freaked out that no one got a picture. More 

stories about living and traveling in Africa and other parts of the world. They all travel so much. I 

love hearing about places they’ve been. Nina has been to Mafia Island, where Steffen is going when I 

leave next week. He doesn’t have it all figured out yet so her info really helped him. He needs to get a 

flight from Dar es Salaam because the ferry is too dangerous. Most of the island is a marine park and 

it’s very nice. It will be a little more pricey than other places but she said it’s worth it.  

 

It gets chilly in the evening because we are in the mountains. They light a fire in the living room of 

the main building. Several of us gathered there to warm up and read. We end up talking. There is a 



woman, Margo, from Holland who is here tonight. She is here visiting Rwanda after 20 years. She 

was a nurse here for two years and she left in 1994, just a few weeks before the genocide started. It 

was interesting listening to her stories from back then and how she could feel the tension in the air. 

She also had talked to some of the UN people who were trying to get help in the region from the UN 

and how frustrated they were because they were getting no assistance and they didn’t have the 

authority to actually do anything to stop the rebels. They did what they could to help the people. 

Interesting too, to listen to the  

 

Oct 8, 2012 – Monday 

 

Our gorilla trekking day had arrived. We were up early since we had to be a the park at 7am. They 

have a group of local people doing some dancing and singing. We had to turn in our permits and I 

wanted to find out if Steffen could get into the Susa group. This is one of the largest gorilla groups 

but it’s the farthest away and a pretty serious hike. The girl checking us in was on the Dian Fossey 

hike and she looked at me and said “you can’t do Susa.” I knew I couldn’t do it. I didn’t want to do it. 

I wanted to see gorillas but I didn’t think a four hour hike to get to them was necessary. The problem 

- only having one car. See, you have to hire your own four wheel drive vehicle to take you to the trail 

head. It’s fine if we are going to the same place but I didn’t want Steffen to miss out on what he 

wanted to do because I couldn’t do it. I asked if there was a group going to Susa that had room in 

their vehicle to take him. The attitude was pretty much “we know nothing - we can’t do anything” I 

was frustrated because I knew Steffen would have to do only what I was able to do. As I walked out 

of the office, I said “this process doesn’t make any sense”. To her credit, she came out and said she 

would ask those that were going to Susa if they would take one more. They had a vehicle that had 

space. She came back, they refused to take him. That’s just so ridiculous. There was no group that I 

could join so he could have the truck. I thanked her for trying.  

The whole process seems like it could be run better. I’m not trying to sound like a smartass American, 

that I think an American could run it better. You have to have a driver, who will drive you to the 

trailhead. I guess it works but if you have different levels of fitness in your party, you have to have 

different drivers. They don’t provide drivers though they will help you find one. It’s $80 for a driver. 

The silly thing is that there could be several drivers with only 1 or 2 people. So the group of 8 trekkers 

could have 4 or more drivers. It would make so much more sense to for the park to have vehicles and 

when you turn in your permits, they assign a group based on your age or ability, etc. and then you 

went in that vehicle. At most you’d have two vehicles going to each trail head. I guess it’s all about as 

many people making money as possible and all those drivers get money matter how many are in 

their car.  

Steffen was great – said it was no problem but I felt bad. There was nothing I could do though so we 

just went with the group the assigned us – Sabinyo. This group had the largest and oldest silverback 

– 42 yrs old. It turned out to be okay and quite exciting. We started at the trailhead and the hills 

didn’t look so steep. I was happy about that. My sinus thing seemed a little better once I was outside. 

This hike had some small climbs and then some flat, then climbs and flats. It was a good combination 

for me. Felix was our guide and he set a great pace – for me, the only one who really needed to take a 



break. We were hiking about an hour and a half from where we left the car when Steffen saw a gorilla 

up on the hill. Our guide said that was a human gorilla but he was smiling because we had come to 

the trackers but it was a gorilla Steffen saw. The trackers stay with the gorilla group until about 5pm 

every day when they bed down for the night. This way they know where to look for them in the 

morning. They head out in the morning to find them and then stay with them as they move and eat 

and notify the guides on location. I think they use GPS also. Once you see the trackers, the gorillas are 

close. We are in a clearing where we leave everything but our cameras and follow them to where the 

gorillas are. There was a group of four adults, one baby and one “toddler”. The toddler was playing 

and the baby was being held my it’s mama while a male was grooming her. After watching for a few 

minutes, something happened with the mama and the male. They started ‘yelling” at each other and 

the next thing you know, the silverback – the man in charge – comes charging into the opening. He 

stopped and just stood there for several minutes, looking from side to side. Then he walked straight 

across the open area toward where we were standing. The guide told us it was fine, to stay calm. The 

silverback grabbed a piece of bamboo that was against my leg and started to pull. The guide had a 

hold of the other end so after a couple pulls the silverback just walked back to the opposite side of the 

open area. Then after a few more minutes of standing there, he walked off from the way he came.  

This group had one silverback. They start to change from black to silver after age 15 (I think). If a 

group has more than one silverback, only one is in charge. If the other silvers or even the blacks 

(younger males) don’t like the “rules”, which include the alpha silver being the only one allow to 

mate with the females, then can leave the group and try to steal some females from other groups to 

start their own. The guide said that the males have to see where the silverback is and sneak in time 

with the females.  

Okay, so – the group followed the silverback and after a few minutes, we moved our position. We 

found a path thru the bamboo and our group started to go up into another open area. Two of the 

guys got thru to the opening and a male gorilla was there and he came across the opening, pushed 

passed one of the guys and then into the path in the bamboo and had a hold of one of the woman, 

Heather, by the waist. She was on her stomach and the gorilla was too, holding her. He wasn’t 

hurting her, he was just staying there. One of the other women, who had been behind her going us 

the path was off to the side of the gorilla. We all just held our breath and the rest of us moved back, 

not knowing which way the gorilla would move. The woman beside was told to slide down to join us 

but as she started to move, the gorilla sort of rolled on his back and put his arm around her as if to 

say, “No, you stay here with me.” The guide came and moved his hand and she was able to slide 

down. The gorilla ended up climbing over Heather back into the opening. She moved down to join us 

and we all have a nervous laugh with her.  

The guides told us to come thru the path again but to hurry. Steffen, Heather then I started up. I 

thought the gorilla had moved on but as I got thru the opening, the gorilla came across the opening 

again right toward me. I just got went to the ground and tucked my head in. He came over to me and 

put his hand around my neck and pulled me to him, just a little. I could feel his strength even though 

he wasn’t really applying any force. It was only for a minutes or so and he walked off. I got up and 

moved forward to where Steffen, Heather and Felix were. The gorilla had moved back across the 



opening to where the other two guys and one of the guides were pretty much laying down. The 

gorilla started patting the back of one and had his arm around the guide. Then he moved behind the 

guide and was leaning over him. I couldn’t even see him. Apparently he wanted to play. The trackers 

were there and trying to get his attention. They were laughing so I figured the gorilla was only 

playing. My concern was, does he know we are not as strong as his brothers? We were all just sitting 

still because we weren’t sure where he would go. He decided to come back to our side of the open 

area. He was directly behind me with an arm around my right shoulder and an arm around Felix, the 

guide. Steffen was just outside the hug and Heather was pretty much under him. Felix told us to slide 

down on our butts to the path.  Steffen went first, then I slide out a little. He was on top of Heather’s 

back. Felix took his hand off Heather and he was now pretty much on Felix. Heather and I slide 

down and thru the path. The two guys and one of the girls who had come up sort of cut their own 

path thru the bamboo down to the path. That left Felix. He said the gorilla started to follow Heather 

and me then he made his own path across the open area. When the gorilla turned there was no one 

left. Though it was a very cool experience, I think our hour with the gorillas was up. I think everyone 

was okay with that. A few were a little jealous that they didn’t get touched. LOL, Steffen’s birthday is 

Wednesday and the only thing he said he wanted was a hug from a gorilla. Well, maybe tomorrow.  

The trip back to the car was full of chatter about being hugged, patted and sat on by a mountain 

gorilla. Back to the guest house for a shower, some lunch and to look at the pictures.  

Another guest arrived. Her name was Ana. She is from Brazil but has been living and working in 

Tanzania for two years. She is working with local villages and helping the with farming – how to set 

up their fields, teaching them about business so they can use what they have to make an income. As 

with everyone I’ve met, it’s interesting to hear her stories. I mentioned Gabriele, the guy I met in the 

Cairo airport and the project he was working on. I couldn’t remember the name of the lake and she 

mentioned one. I said I wasn’t sure. She said they are doing a project that she really wanted to go and 

check out but the village is really hard to get to, no roads. I said I could send her the link that Gabriele 

sent me so she could check it out. I said I hadn’t looked at it yet and I wouldn’t be able to read it 

because it was in Italian. She said she bet it was the same because it was an Italian project.  

Time to get some rest because we trek gorillas again tomorrow and I’m not sure where we will go.  

Oct 9, 2012 – Tuesday 

Today was our second day of gorilla trekking. We had a pretty “easy” hike yesterday and I wasn’t 

sure how many “easy” hikes there were – meaning gorilla groups close to the trailhead. They usually 

keep the easier hikes for the older people. I hate to put myself in that group but I didn’t want to kill 

myself either. I was worried. It has been tough for me with the altitude (partly because I’m not where 

I want to be as far as being fit and I live at sea level.) The other piece was I didn’t sleep much last 

night because my sinus thing was bad and not better this morning. Ana, who we met last night at the 

guest house, was possibly going to ride with us. She didn’t have a driver but she wanted to go to 

Sabinyo - the group we went to yesterday – because that group at the largest silverback. When we got 

to the park I asked her if she found out anything. She said no, though they told her she probably 

wouldn’t get Sabinyo because she was too young.  



Again the process is a bit strange. Anna works in Tanzania and speaks Swahili so she was asking 

questions and listening. They take your info, including your age – the guides have a meeting and 

they decide who is going to take which group but then it seems the drivers decide who is going to 

which gorilla group. There are only 8 people to each group so they have to see how many are in each 

drivers group, consider the age and fitness and then they pair groups. I watched yesterday but didn’t 

really know how it was done, except the girl who signed us in was on the Dian Fossey trip and when 

Steffen asked about the Susa group, she looked at me and said you can’t do Susa. I figured she put in 

a bit of info to get me in the Sabinyo group – an “easy” climb. But, Anna got the low down from our 

driver, who only speaks French, Swahili and the local language, Kineyawanda. The drivers work it 

out.  

We were assigned a group, Bwene. The people in our group were way too young for me, LOL. They 

said it was a “medium” hike. Whatever that meant. Well, I found out. We drove in the same direction 

as the Dian Fossey hike. When we got there, the “mountain” didn’t look that big but I asked the 

guide if it was a lot of climbing and he said yes, it was pretty steep. I literally thought I might cry. I 

didn’t want to be the one holding everyone back, again. I just wasn’t sure I could do a hike like that 

again.  The guide assured me that we could take our time and that I would make it. Of course he 

wanted me to go first to “set the pace”. I decided I was really going to take the time I needed to 

breathe. He didn’t lie, it was straight up for a long section in the beginning. No zigzag up the hill. I 

gave everyone lots of time to look around and take pictures. As in the Dian Fossey hike, I felt like I 

needed so Gu or PowerShot or Gatorade or something, like you use in marathons. I just didn’t have 

any energy. I tried to push myself thru a climb to a flatter spot before I stopped to catch my breath. 

We got to an open flat area and I stopped to breath and I thought at that moment, I just can’t go on 

(even though I guess I could have) and I saw the trackers. Halleluiah!!! – from yesterday I knew that 

meant the gorillas were close.   

This group was in much thicker jungle than the group yesterday. The climb may have been over but 

the tracker and guide were literally cutting a path with machetes. There was one silverback, several 

females and several babies. I’m not sure if we saw other males. The females seemed content sit and 

eat with an audience for a bit but then they would wonder off. We followed or found other members 

of the family. The Silverback wasn’t so keen on an audience. He stayed for a bit, eating and a couple 

of the babies playing beside him. Then he’d be bored of us and just push into the jungle in the 

opposite direction. The time of day the hikers get to the gorillas is usually when they are just 

finishing eating and about to have a rest and the babies are playing. It was pretty cool to watch them 

This group didn’t have a male that wanted to play like the group yesterday day. They were moving 

around a bit so that gave us a little more to watch. We got pretty deep in the jungle – well off the 

path. I’m glad the tracker and guides knew the way out. I usually prefer the hike down better but this 

one was tough since it was straight up for a long portion of the beginning. As amazing as seeing the 

gorillas in their natural habitat, after two days of climbing, hiking and bushwhackin – I was so glad 

to be done.  

We got back to the guest house for a quick shower so the driver could take us back to Musanze to 

catch a bus back to Kigali. Musanze taxi park is crazy – the driver wanted to help us get tickets and 



got tickets on a mini bus. We said NO, the big bus. It’s a two hour bus ride and we took a motor 

coach type when we came over but this one was like a metro type bus. It was still better than the mini 

bus cuz they cram 20 people or more in those. The timing worked pretty good cuz we only waited 

about 15 minutes and we were off. Up and down the mountains again. I’m getting used to the crazy 

speed. I dozed a bit but it wasn’t the best kind of bus to sleep in. A little more than two hours and we 

were pulling into the craziness that was the taxi park in Kigali. Almost before the bus stopped there 

was a guy on the bus asking if we needed a taxi. I said, hey, that’s the same guy who took us last 

week. Last week I thought they just watch for the buses to come in and they jump on to see who 

needs a ride. Today I realized the watch the bus come in and look for the white people. LOL. I think 

they spotted us before the bus actually pulled in. He must have run from the street into the park to 

wait. It’s pretty funny. At least he knew where to take us. We are spending tonight in Kigali because 

we fly to Kilimanjaro tomorrow. 

Motor cycle taxi up the hill to Bourbon Coffee for dinner and to check emails. I’ve been out of touch 

for a week. Early to bed since it’s been a long day.  

Oct 10, 2012 -  Wednesday 

Today is Steffen’s birthday. The only thing he wanted was a hug from a gorilla yesterday. He didn’t 

get it. Oh well. Our taxi driver from yesterday met us to take us to the airport. It’s about 20 - 30 

minutes from the city central. It still amazed me how clean the city it. Maybe some areas off the main 

road to the airport aren’t as nice but it’s not like some of the other cities we’ve seen. Nairobi should 

take a page from Kigali.  

Our flight was thru Nairobi. When I was waiting to go thru security at the gate, there was a guy 

talking behind me with a distinctive southern drawl. I turned and said, in my American voice, “are 

you from the south?”He laughed and said yes. He asked where I was from and I said MD. He said, 

“she’s from MD.” The woman standing there said she was from MD and I asked what part. She said 

Owings Mills. Can you believe that??? All the way in Kenya and run into a woman from Owings 

Mills, MD – 10 minutes from where I went to high school and 20 minutes from where my mom is 

now. It’s a small world.  

Our flight was no problem but getting thru immigration was crazy. We had to get Visas so that line 

wasn’t too long when we figured out where we needed to be but more planes arrived and it was 

CRAZY. It cost me $100 for a visa. No booked said it was that much. Steffen has a German passport 

and he’s was only $50 and a couple paid $50 because they are Canadian. What’s up with that?? 

Nothing I can do but pay it.  We got our backpacks and set out to find a ride to Moshi. Taxi was the 

only option and an hour later we are in Moshi. I couldn’t tell too much about the countryside because 

it was dark. We planned to stay at the Kilimanjaro Backpacker Hotel. Hotel is used but it’s really a 

hostel. The rooms are small but clean and it’s shared bath and shower. It’s not bad and the price is 

right - $10 a night. We went to grab some dinner and most of the people at this restaurant seem to 

have climb Kilimanjaro. Steffen says if we are lucky we’ll be able to see it tomorrow, depending on 

the clouds. Moshi is the staging town for the climb. We’re going to stay here a couple days and do 

some day trips but no more climbing for me. Tomorrow we are heading into Arusha. Steffen wants to 



see if the trials are still going on from the Rwanda genocide. He sat in on one of them four years ago. 

We’ll see if there is anything happening there tomorrow.  

 


