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We arrived in Nairobi in astate of paranoia, asit was alleged to be
the most dangerous, crime-ridden city in al of Africa Aswe walked
through the streets with our backpacks we were convinced everyone
was staring at us to determine what we had to steal. However, we
didn't see any sign of crime or violence, the people were all polite
and spoke excellent English, and it all seemed to be anillusion
whipped up by the Lonely Planet to inflate taxi prices.

Once we fought off the everpresent touts, we started our journey
with the obligatory safari. We visited three parks: Masai Mara, with
its vast savanna grasslands; Lake Nakaru, with its millions of
flamingoes and rhinos; and Samburu, an area of scrubland bisected
by ariver lined with palm trees. As we drove randomly through
the endless grassland and bush looking for animals, it seemed a
slightly ridiculous endeavor: automotive tourism on agrand scale.
Our van had aworn-out diesel engine which produced huge clouds
of blue smoke. To make things worse, the starter didn't work, so the
engine was constantly idling. As we closed in on our prey and sat
watching, the poor creatures had to suffer our exhaust.

Any time an "exciting" animal was seen in the park--lions, cheetah,
leopards--a swarm of vans would appear out of nowhere, crowding
around the beleagured animals. On one occasion, we pulled up to
apack of vanswatching a pair of cheetahs, which turned out to be
stalking a gazelle on the other side of the caravan. Asthe animals
exploded into action after their prey--which eluded them--I couldn't
help but feel that the cheetah's breakfast plans were interfered with
by our presence. While it was spectacular seeing all these animals
at closerange, | don't think | could bring myself to do it again for
ethical reasons.

Our safari van dropped us off in Nanyuki, at the foot of Mt. Kenya.
We had arranged a trekking guide in Nairobi, but should have
remembered our guide troublesin Nepal. It was only supposed to
be the three of us, but our enterprising guide had taken on two more
clients, and soon we also had a cook, two porters, and an assistant
guide-- just the expedition-style trip we had hoped to avoid, aswe
really only needed someone to help carry gear and arrange
transportation and lodging.

After aday'sdelay (dueto one of the clients having his video camera
stolen in Nanyuki) we set off up the mountain and enjoyed an
incredible dinner at the first camp; maybe this expedition-style thing
wasn't so bad after al. The next day, we ascended through incredible
moorland populated by exotic yucca-like plants, including the giant
lobelia, which looks like ajoshuatree. Mount Kenyais a crazy mix
of the alpine, the desert, and the equatorial rain forest. En route,
while scheming how to fire our guide, Kasi slipped on the muddy
trail and her heavy pack threw her down. An ominous pop came
from her ankle and it looked like maybe our dreams of Mt. Kenya
would be crushed, Kasi crying that she had ruined our trip. Sheis
atrooper, though, and hobbled up to camp so that at least | could
have a shot at it, while a porter carried her pack (oh, theirony!)

While Kasi revovered, | had the good luck to pick up a partner,
Marnix. He had his eye on anew line on Point Peter, one of the
many towers that make up the Mt. Kenyamassif, which isthe eroded
core of an ancient volcano. The climbing was challenging, on
interesting rock that varied from granitic to kitty-litter, and it was
hard to get into the groove again after a 2-month hiatus from rock
climbing. As| followed the last pitch in a snow shower (which
turned out to be adaily afternoon occurrence,) some fixed gear
suggested that this line had been climbed previously. The flurries
built into afull-fledged storm that dropped a couple inches of snow
and trapped a party of Spaniards high on the mountain-- who would
have guessed, here at the equator?

The next day, Kasi decided she could make it up Point Lenana (most
punters who claim to have done Mt. Kenya have only hiked up this
easy 4980m satellite peak.) We watched in wonder as the sun came
up over aseaof clouds, then Kasi headed back down with our guide
(who had become altitude-sick) and | ran around the mountain.

Now we were ready for the main challenge, Batian, the actual 5200m
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summit with no non-technical way up. We started in the dark,
climbing verglassed rock--some choss, some good--with loose stones
and perched death blocks everywhere (what else would you expect
of an ancient volcano?) The crux was a crumbly 5.9 chimney
festooned with old fixed ropes and packed with ice, just to make it
alpine. We reached Shipton's notch (just below the summit but a
long, treacherous traverse away) as the clouds swirled about in
preparation for the afternoon deluge. | sprinted up to tag the summit
and we started the long descent, grateful that the Spaniards had
abandoned a couple ropes on their desperate flight so we didn't have
to use the flimsy rap-retrieval cord we had purchased from the
hardware store for the innumerable rappels back down through the
falling snow.

A scenic hike down the Chogoria valley led to our second jeep
adventure of the trip. We had hired a Land Rover to pick us up,
which had required seven hours and chains on al four wheelsto
climb 25 kilometers due to the heavy rains and slick volcanic mud.
The way down through bamboo and rainforest was easier but still
exciting as the vehicle lurched and stalled through vast mud puddies
and deep ruts.

Back in Nairobi, we ate lots of grilled meat and our new friend,
Marnix, took usto afun local crag called Frog, where we climbed
on edgy basalt while giraffe and Masai herdsmen meandered below.
He was kind enough to let us stay at his family's palatial estate,
where we witnessed the segregation that exists here between the ex-
pats and the natives.

Next we rode aMatatu (a van regulated by law to carry only 14
passengers but usually holding about 24) on decrepit, potholed roads
to apark with the lovely name of Hell's Gate. There is supposed to
be good climbing on columnar basalt here, but most looked pretty
chossy to us and we did only afew short routes. The real excitement
came while cooking breakfast, when a huge baboon materialized
only afew feet from our picnic table. He advanced and | hurled the
pot grabber at him (my only weapon, which ineffectually bounced
off) but in aflash he leapt onto the table. | charged and screamed,
but he opened his mouth to expose great teeth (inches away from
Kasi's head), snarled, and took a swipe at me, simultaneously
snatching up al our bread and cake from the table. He fled with his
loot and sat eating it, gloating, not far away. He deftly avoided my
volleys of stones and when finished, he leapt onto a nearby trash
can to beat on his chest and pronounce his victory. We complained
to the rangers, who hacked out a nice Masai-style club for us with
amachete, so when the beast made its inevitable return the next
morning we were better prepared, though it was still scary as hell—
as the name would suggest.

We now face our next adventure in Istanbul, having skipped Cairo
due to our travel agent's screwup (though | did see the pyramids out
the plane window as we touched down there; they looked like tiny
mounds.)

--Andreas

Kasi’'s Sl acker

Wow. Not quite sure where the past three weeks went, but | do
know that | have now seen every animal ever shown on National
Geographic, climbed Africa's second highest mountain with a
sprained ankle, got attacked by a 200+lb. baboon while making
breakfast, seen some of the most fertile, green land ever, eaten
the best comfort food, drank the best coffee, and met some of the
most welcoming and beautiful peoplein all the world! And despite
the many warnings we received about how dangerous the place s,
| really didn' t want to leave and would return in a heartbeat.

Wearrived ahit frazzled from Mumbai, Indiaand wereimmediately
swept up by an enterprising female safari tout (who | grew to have
great respect for), and got sent out on a 6-day camping safari to
three nationa parks- Massai Mara, Lake Nakuru, and Samburu. We
were shuttled around the parks and allowed to gawk and photograph
some of the animal kingdom's wonders, including the Big 5
(elephants, buffalos, rhinos, lions, and cheetahs). We got to a point
where the driver wouldn't even stop for elephants anymore because
we had seen so many! Lake Nakuru had literally millions of pink
flamingos lining the lake that emitted an amazing glow asif
watching a Southwest sunset. And Samburu National Park was
like driving around the SW desert but instead of rabbits, deer, and
havalinarunning in front of the car, there were giraffes, dik-diks,
and warthogs.

Our safari driver dropped us off in asmall town called

Nanyuki outside of Mt. Kenya National Park, where we met up
with our supposed trekking guide. You'd think we would have
learned our lesson from Nepal about hiring aguide, but we
thought it agood idea to have someone who spoke Swahilli, could
make transportation and lodging arrangements for us, and who
could watch our gear while we climbed. But of coursein retrospect,
much like most business dealingsin Kenya, we have learned,
nothing goes as planned. Our original guide decided asafreelancer,
he couldn't pass up another business opportunity and brought a
couple other people with whom he had to return to Nanyuki
because one of them got their video camera stolen the night before
we left for the mountain.

Asthey say in Kenya, hakuna matata (no problem), which was
the attitude we had to adopt throughout our trip. Our plan was to
stay up on the mountain for aweek to climb the highest peak,
Batian - 5200m. (Most people just trek up Point Lenana - 4950m.
Fortunately, our guide left us with another guy who spoke great
English and was well versed in Kenyan politics and able to
withstand my insatiable curiosity!

On our way in, absorbed in thought about our whole guide issue,
| lost my focus for just amoment and slipped on a grassy, muddy
section of thetrail. | heard aloud pop come from my now twisted
ankle and the pain sent me to the ground, along with my 501b.
pack. | thought our trip was ruined, and since climbing Mt. Kenya
was such afoca point for uson thistrip, | was devestated.
Deciding | couldn't ruin it for Andreas as well, | just wrapped the
ankle good, another porter offered to carry my pack, and we
continued the last 10km to our basecamp hut. | figured that at
least Andreas would be able to hike up Pt.Lenana. Amazingly
(and probably because | have sprained this same ankle so many
timesinmy life), | rested it for aday, took lots of anti-inflammatory
pills, and although | till feel it now as | write, | managed to both
hike up Pt. Lenana and climb Batian.

The climb (the Standard North Face of Batian) went aswell as
we had hoped for. Starting out from the hut around 4am, we were
at the base and starting to climb at 5:30 via headlamps. Many
pitches of low 5th class scrambling on loose rock and afew 5.7-
5.9 pitches of chimneying followed by some ridgecrest scrambling
got usto Shipton's notch around 11:30. The clouds and snow were
rapidly upon us, and we were still about 100 meters from the top.
Considering my slowness traversing loose blocky rock, especially
with my bad ankle, we decided it best for me not to continue to
the top and for Andreas to unrope and solo the rest of the way. He
did so and waved to me from the top. | was totally bummed out
and really wanted to join him up there, but it was now officially
snowing and we still had quite the descent ahead of us. Four hours
later, we were down safely and below the clouds. It was an amazing
experience and an unforgettable mountain. Would you ever think
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that there would be glaciers and ice and snowing in July in Africa
on the equator?

We hiked out viaanother trail which traversed a huge plateau with
views of Kenya'slongest gorge, at the base of which green valleys
extended beyond our vision. This desert landscape, littered with
Giant Lobeliasthat look like CA's Joshua Trees, gaveway to green
forests with huge hardwood trees and then to bamboo forests and
more rainforest. The persistent rainfall and muddy trails through
high grass that left us filthy and soaked by the time we reached
our destination, 21 km. later. We stayed that night in a cottage
run by the Kenyan Wildlife Service, where we got our first hot
shower in over aweek! The next morning a Land Rover picked
us up and took us to the closest town where we caught a matatu
(public transit minivan authorised to carry 14 passengers, but
usually carrying 23) back to Nairobi to regroup, buy some more
food and head to Hells Gate National Park to climb some more
rock.

Hells Gate is one of the only parks where you can walk through
and camp amongst the wild animals; although we made sure to
give awide birth to the huge buffalos. The rock was pretty
uninspiring - super chossy basalt cracks, but we were camping
out aloneinAfrical Thefirst night, we hardly sept, waking every
5 minutes to eachothers', "what was that?"

The next morning, as we were making breakfast on apicnic table
and sipping our coffee and tea, a huge papa baboon snuck up on
us. Just afew feet from our table we saw him and tried to yell at
him, thinking we could scare him off, but no such luck. The bastard
jumped onto the table, afoot from my head, growled at us bearing
histeeth, causing us to bolt, and proceeded to scoop up all our
bread (including some good cake we had brought). Andreas was
so pissed. He started running after the thing throwing rocks at it
whilel just stood there stunned by the whole incident. The baboon
just hung out on the periphery of our camp, taunting us and eating
all our good Bavarian vollkornbrot! By now afew others joined
him and we were surrounded. Totally freaked out, we cleaned up
our spilt coffee and cookset, packed up our tent, and were out of
there. We walked to aranger's post 8 km away and reported our
incident. Unfortunately, they said the thing would most likely
have to be shot. It's really too bad, but the baboons have no
predators. They will even attack and kill leopards. | kept thinking
of the movie "The Shadows of Kilimanjaro", where the baboons
attack and kill all these people on safari because of adrought.
They arereally scarey creatures and ugly too - not cute like the
other vervet monkeys we saw on our trip. The rangerstold us to
go back to the campsite and stay, but gave us abig club they cut
from atree limb to defend ourselves, and to tie-down all our food.
We did so that night without incident, but they were back in the
morning. And the big daddy baboon again jumped onto our table
but this time we had the club and rocks ready and were able to
scare him off. Just to spite him, Andreas even kept him from
drinking water out of the camp faucet (yes, he knew how to turn
the faucet on). We managed to get afew pitches of climbing in that
day and returned to Nairobi that night, as we were |leaving for
Istanbul in afew daystime.

Kenyawill definitely be at the top of my list as one of my most
favorite countries we visited. | was amazed at how resilient,
although complacent, the people were, and | was impressed by
how much the people knew about their country's history and
politics. (Can't say that about Americans.) | guessit's because they
have suffered under the hands of corrupt government for so long
and have such ayoung constitution with every changing laws. In
fact, as we were there a new constitution was being debated in
their parliament. Unfortunately, dissent has historically been
quelled through violence. In 2002 they elected a new president,
Kibaki, amember of the Kikuyu tribe (the largest tribe in Kenya).
He took over from Moi, aLuo and rival tribe of the Kikuyu, who
ran the country with an iron fist and becamerich through kickbacks
and bribery over the 25 years he ruled. The people seem hopeful
that with Kibaki the corruption will stop, their infrastructure will
improve, and that the rest of the world will want to trade openly
with them. If this happens, and if Kenya can unify with the rest
of East Africa, they could become richer in more ways than just
culturally. Stay tuned, Kenyaison therise.

Kasi



