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From The Editor 
 

This is the 9th issue of Adventure She magazine 
and comes at a time unprecedented in our history, 
with borders closed and many towns and cities in 
lockdown.  For a while at least, physical exploration 
is on hold for millions.  But, whatever our 
circumstances, we still have an amazing asset, 
namely our mind and by extension, the attitude we 
choose to take at this time of crisis. 

The word ‘choose’ might be controversial, after all, 
people don’t choose to have depression, or anxiety, 
or other illnesses which impact the way their brain 
operates.  But we can choose to be grateful for 
what we do currently have.  For whilst we are 
breathing, there is hope.   

So, let’s focus on the good things in our life, 
whether it’s family, friends, even the fact we have a 
roof over our head.   

For those in dire need of something to do, we can 
still do stuff, even from our own home.   

We can research our next adventures.   

We can do language lessons whether it’s over the 
internet or from some almost forgotten phrase book 
that’s currently catching dust.   

We can catch up by phone or internet video chat, 
with all our friends we haven’t called for a while. 

We can work on our core with yoga and pilates 
moves.  

We can do aerobics to our favourite music, like 
some of us undoubtedly did in the 1980’s.  

For anyone who’s been burning the candle at both 
ends, now is also an opportunity to reset and 
rejuvenate. At least, that’s how I’m trying to think of 
it.  There’s no longer a need to rush around to 
catch an exhibition, a film festival, or a talk.  Now 
there is time to breath, to sit back, to read, to play 

board games (even if over the internet), and to take 
that long bath.  

The stories in this issue of Adventure She have 
been carefully selected as stories which I very 
much hope will help you at this time.  They are 
stories that focus on stepping beyond our comfort 
zone, for that is what we all need to do right now 
and for the foreseeable future.     

This issue starts off with a very powerful story from 
Iona Nelson.  A story that demonstrates the beauty 
of life – seeing a white tailed eagle whilst sea 
kayaking, and the harshness of life – having to 
paddle through tough conditions, that was way out 
of her comfort zone, in order to make it to safety.  
The beauty was pure enjoyment.  But what she 
really remembers is how dealing with the tough 
seas made her grow as a person. 

Developing our understanding of other cultures also 
helps us grow.  In this month’s Big Interview, 
Jessica Michael interviews Kristina Paltén who 
really stepped outside of her comfort zone when 
running across the whole of Iran.     

So how does developing an incurable condition 
impact upon one’s comfort zone?  That’s a question 
Anne-Fleur van Diem has faced.  For how do you 
adventure when you’ve been struck down by 
rheumatoid arthritis?  Here Anne writes about what 
she learned about her capabilities, physical and 
mental, whilst travelling New Zealand’s South 
Island by push scooter! 

For some of us, our comfort zone in time of crisis 
involves food.  I know, for I’ve been there, in a bad 
way too.  Of course, eating disorders and body 
issues can be aligned.  Katherine Harrison is one 
person who’s endured a lifetime of body issues.  
You guessed it, stepping out of her comfort zone 
with ultra-running, is what’s helped her. 
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One very special ultra-runner is Lucy Clark.  She 
recently set a new fastest known time for a woman, 
on New Zealand’s Te Araroa Trial.  Lucy’s shared 
her highs and lows with us, lows which took her 
way beyond her comfort zone.  For that’s the thing 
in life, others might look totally ‘with it,’ but they too 
might be struggling.  There also a Q&A with her. 

Way back in 1998 I too stepped out of my comfort 
zone.  I’d never done an event longer than 6kms 
before, but on moving to Hong Kong, what did I do, 
but sign up for a 100kms charity hike.  In the last 
issue I wrote about the decision making process of 
choosing to do the hike and training for the event. 
This time around, it’s the hike itself.  Would the 4 
person team of which I was a part, succeed?  Or, 
would some need to drop out due to illness? That’s 
right, whilst pushing our comfort zone can be good, 
sometimes for health reasons the best response is 
to stop.  It all depends on the person and the 
circumstances.  Health first as they say. 

One person who never seems to stop and who has 
boundless energy is Angharad Hodgson.  Moving 
from Wales to Dubai.  Going from a tiny village and 
a very small pool based triathlon, to doing an 
IRONMAN, she’s definitely expanded her comfort 
zone.   

For some people like Sal Bolton’s sister Helen, their 
choices are more restricted.  In Helen’s case, it’s 
because of Chronic Fatigue Syndrome or M.E.  
Helen and other people like her, people who suffer 
and have their capabilities restricted through no 
fault of their own, play a very important role for the 
rest of us.  Sal Bolton discusses this relationship as 
she strove beyond her usual comfort zone, to a 
place of pain and exhaustion, as she took on 
Africa’s highest peak, Kilimanjaro. 

There really is so much in this issue about 
extending one’s comfort zone, so that we can 
achieve so much more in our life.  But and this is a 
big but, in many activities be it learning a language, 
playing a musical instrument, or developing outdoor 
skills, it’s also important to take a step by step 
approach.  To do it, yes, but to do it sensibly.   

Charlie Francis is a volunteer Coastguard.  She 
discusses the role of the Coastguard and what it’s 
like to go on a rescue mission.   

Some might of course say, ‘ah if only I were 
younger, I’d do that, but we didn’t have the 
opportunity in my day.’  That’s definitely not Mary 
Tuely’s attitude.  Age 70 and post cancer, plus with 
a new hip, she’s one of the most inspiring women in 
this issue, doing a triathlon at 70.  

On top of those stories, there’s the regular What A 
Woman feature, book reviews and an UNESCO 
World Heritage Site story.  That story is particularly 
interesting, for it also looks at the irreversible 
damage we humans can do to ancient structures 
and features.  Researching it was certainly an eye 
opener.   

Back to Coronavirus.  The reality is none of us 
know what lies ahead of us.  There’s nothing we 
can do, but to follow new rules, regulations and 
advice.  As a group, let’s be mindful of others out 
there, let’s limit our movements for now, let’s help 
prevent the spread by not travelling to other parts, 
parts that might currently be Coronavirus free. 

Yes, as an adventurous group of people that will 
undoubtedly be hard for many of us.  But it’s a 
sacrifice we need to do, for the wider good.  After 
all, over the centuries our ancestors suffered and 
sacrificed much, some even sacrificed their life.  
Surely, for those of us who live in the towns and the 
cities, the least we can do, is for now, to sacrifice 
our trips to far flung wilder regions. 

I wish you health, peace and calm in these 
turbulent times.  Remember, if Adventure She can 
help you, let me know.  Also if you’re bored, pitch 
us an  article, it could be anything from a photo 
essay (there’s a short example of this over the 
page)  of your dog walks, to hiking in Chile ,horse 
riding in China, cycling in Colorado,  or even 
staying sane during Coronavirus.  

Jane
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Kilimanjaro 

Fatigue 

and M.E. 
By  

Sal Bolton  
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Mount Kilimanjaro is the highest 

freestanding mountain in the world and 

the highest point in Africa. Standing at 

5,895 metres, the iconic mountain 

solitary sits on the border of Tanzania, 

supremely overlooking the vast expanse 

of the Kenyan Serengeti plains from the 

north face of the mountain.  

Trekkers from all over the world 

routinely attempt to summit 

Kilimanjaro.  But not all succeed.  For 

Kilimanjaro is also known for inflicting 

altitude sickness upon many.  Would Sal 

Bolton succeed and if so, what would 

drive her to make it to the summit.  

 

Kilimanjaro is a hike, not a 
climb, so it’s attainable 
without any mountaineering 
experience or equipment. 
The key difficulty is in its 
altitude.  But the hike too can 
be a grind.   

I was not going to let that grind defeat me.   

Six-months of strengthening and 
conditioning in the gym, local weekend 
training hikes at home in the UK and a 
summer walking holiday in the remote 
wilderness of the Lake District followed.  By 
the time I set out for Tanzania, I was in the 
best shape of my life and ready as I'd ever 
be for what I knew would be the most 
relentless, gruelling physical and mental 
challenge of my life. 

There was an extra reason why I put in that 
effort.  I was lucky enough to be able to 
travel to Tanzania and attempt Kilimanjaro.  
This was not an option for my twin sister 
Helen, who could only imagine a world 
beyond her back garden.  

Age 19 Helen was hit with daily symptoms 
of prolonged tiredness, low energy, muscle 
pains, nausea and headaches. Her 
concentration too got worse.   

For at age twenty-four, she was diagnosed 
with the presently incurable illness Myalgic 
Encephalomyetltis (M.E) otherwise known 
as Chronic Fatigue Syndrome.  Up until 
M.E.  my sister like myself had led a very 
active, interesting lifestyle, coloured with 
many perceived dreams, ambitions and 
aspirations. Now M.E. had completely 
derailing her ability to continue living a 
normal, functioning life. 

Myalgic Encephalomyetltis (M.E) 

M.E. is a massively misunderstood long-
term neurological condition that causes 
symptoms which affect many body 
systems, more commonly the nervous and 
immune systems.  Over an estimated 
250,000 people in the United Kingdom and 
around 17 million worldwide are affected by 
the trappings of M.E and like my sister, 
have had to endure the humiliation and 
neglect from ignorant views from society 
and misunderstood judgement from the 
medical profession. 

  'The attitude of 'everyone gets tired ' 
needs to change. M.E needs to be 
recognised as a serious long-term illness' 
she would lament to me in many frustrated 
conversations during her short periods of 
wellness. 'It's how I feel most of the time, 
not how I look, its moment to moment 
symptoms and it can be very stressful to 
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live with when it causes you so much 
anxiety and mental health issues, as well as 
feeling neglected by society'.   

I decided that If I was going to invest so 
much physically and mentally into this 
tough expedition up Kilimanjaro, I should do 
it for the benefit of others who were not 
lucky enough to have the privilege of good 
health.  I decided to try and raise £1,500 for 
'Action For M.E' who's mission is to tackle 
ignorance, injustice and neglect for people 
whose lives have been stolen and detained 
by M.E. It also promotes funding for bio-
medical research and awareness programs 
to support sufferers of the condition.  

The Rains   

 I arrived in Tanzania in mid October, 
traditionally the 'second driest season' of 
the year, where African farmers begin 
planting seeds for the forthcoming rainy 
season to nurture prosperous crops. Being 
the last month of this 'dry season', there 
was meant to be less crowds, whilst still 
being dry enough to trek. 

The first day was a shocking surprise - 
torrential rain. From the slate-grey sky of 
the rainy season thick, gloopy, unrelenting 
cannon balls consistently pelted us as we 
hid under the hoods of our saturated rain 
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jackets and ponchos trudging through the 
dripping lush mountain forest.  

It didn’t matter if one wore expensive 
waterproofs, nothing proved to be 
'Kilimanjaro- rain proof'.   

The weather didn’t improve.  Thick mist 
shrouded us as we ambled 'pole, pole' 
(Swahili for slowly, slowly) for 5 to 6 hours a 
day to each night’s camp. Whilst some 
wanted to groan, I focused on my deep 
seated philosophy of believing that part of 
the test of a challenge, is to take on 
whatever comes our way. 

As we climbed higher we encountered 
exotic biodiversity beyond my wildest 
imagination, biodiversity that stretched 
across five mountainous climate zones - 
dense montane forest, scattered plains of 
heath and moorland, barren alpine desert, 
up the nerve-wracking scramble of the 
'Barranco Wall' and into the bitterly hostile 
elements matching the arctic circle. 

The weather though still remained 
freakishly wet for the time of year.  We 
constantly prayed for some warmth to dry 
our wet gear, though only got short teasing 
periods of dryness before the heavens 
thrashed more heavy sheets of rain at us.   
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Hypothermia 

The threat of hypothermia started to 
fester at the back of everyone's mind, 
thanks to anxiety over potentially harsher 
weather.  For as we hiked higher, we left 
behind the alpine / high desert climate 
zone, and entered the sub zero 
temperatures of the arctic zone.  

Our cooks tried to help, by hanging wet 
kit in the kitchen tent, in the hope the 
tent’s warmth would eek out the moisture 
on anything we wanted to take to the 
summit.  But our gloves and clothing 
were still on the damp side.   

By now we had one more day’s hiking 
from Karanga Camp to Barafu Camp, 
before heading off on our summit 
attempt.  It was only 4km but meant 
ascending from 13,106 feet to 15, 331 
feet.  Being so high up now, the air felt 
different.  The weather was wet too.  But 
now as the rain swept in it turned into 
freezing sleet and bit at our faces, as we 
hiked along the bleak alpine desert over 
boulders and shattered rocks.  

Barafu base camp at 4,673 metres lay at 
the end of a valley after a short scramble 
up the cliff face. There the sleet began to 
turn to soft flakes of snow as we plodded 
through the many clusters of tents to find 
our team’s 'spot' in an almost bleak 
Russian cold war camp atmosphere.  A 
camp with no comfort and a camp with 
no escape.  The sleet forced us to 
huddle like a tin of sardines in our mess 
tent.   

The ground sloped, making it pretty tricky 
to sit upright on chairs and many of us 
resorted to standing for an early dinner. 
All our walking boots were still absolutely 
soaking wet again on the inside, having it 
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near impossible to get them even remotely 
dry over the course of the perpetual 
drizzling week. But our guides had a plan...   

10pm and we were awake ‘again’.  No one 
had really slept since we’d been sent to bed 
at 7pm.  I’d tried, but I couldn’t.  All I 
managed was a rest.  It was a worried rest 
though with a concoction of conflicting 
emotions swirling around my head, for 
whilst my headache had subsided, my 
readings weren’t good.  

Our group had twice daily health checks, 
one each morning and evening.  These 
were to monitor our wellbeing, blood 

oxygen level and heart rate.  At Barafu 
camp, my numbers were off.  My blood 
oxygen level was fine at 85% for the 
altitude, but my heart rate was 130 beats 
per minute.  This couldn't be right, I thought. 
I felt fine. I had trained for six months with a 
breathing mask limiting my oxygen intake 
so my heart should be used to it.  

Alarm Calls  

I knew I had it in me to finish, my body was 
fine and was just excited and nervous for 
the final push of the expedition. I was not 
letting my novice experience at altitude beat 
me down after overcoming so much 
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trepidation, punishing cold, sleep 
deprivation and pain on my route to the last 
camp. My heart rate readings might lead to 
the guides saying I couldn’t go on, but I was 
not going to give up.  

Dressed in pre-summit attire of multiple 
layers of thermals, fleeces, hiking pants and 
my bobble hat, I wriggled down into my four 
seasons sleeping bag and whispered a 
prayer to myself in the near silence of the 
camp, bar the soft braying of the porters 
clattering and crashing in the kitchen tent 
nearby.  

I prayed for the opportunity to attempt this 
final chapter of my journey and for my heart 
not to fail me, and not to fail my fundraising 
efforts for M.E. I thought about all those 
M.E. sufferers like my sister, who I was 
striving to finish for.  I thought how she and 
so many others are imprisoned by the 
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condition and can only imagine the world 
beyond their back garden, who could only 
dream of seeing Kilimanjaro, let alone being 
now so close to reaching 'The Roof of 
Africa'. 

When my ten o'clock alarm finally beeped, I 
called out “Arnold, Jambo Arnold!”  I 
unzipped the frozen front of my tent and 
stick my head out.  The night was strangely 
still, no rain, no sleet, no falling snow. I was 
overjoyed to look up to the abyss of a blank 
deep purple sky speckled with the glint of 
tiny stars. After all that rain it was clear for 
our summit night!  

Arnold, one of our friendly cooks, appeared.  
Lit up like a firefly thanks to his bouncing 
headtorch, he came over to my tent, 
holding a roll of cling film.  For cling film 
was the secret weapon the team had to 
help us deal with our soaking wet boats and 
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to stop our feet developing frostbite in the 
below freezing temperatures. 

After he found the end of the roll, he 
wrapped cling film around my puffy feet a 
few times. 'You feel the warmth? he smiled, 
'Will keep you dry'.  

Up, Up and Away 

At 11 o'clock we were off, to give 
overselves a chance to ascend slowly and 
be near the summit for the sunrise, and to 
still having enough daylight for recuperation 
and the long descent to the final Mweka 
Camp at 3,000 metres.  Ahead of me lay 
the seven or more arduous hours of 
trekking, which it would take to do the 
remaining five kilometres.  Just seven more 
hours or so and we'd have done it.  

No risk, no reward. I was going to go out 
there, give it my best shot and see what 
happens. This was the incredible challenge 
of Kilimanjaro - it wasn't going to be 
comfortable or easy to reach the ultimate 
height of 5,895 metres, but I just hoped my 
body was going to as strong as my mind to 
see me through to the finish. 

Having now travelled 39 miles, everyone in 
the team was nervous with what lay ahead 
and how we were going to tackle the 
attempt of ascending the last intimidating 
glacial 1,222 metres of the expedition. It 
was only 5km. At sea level, this distance for 
a fairly fit healthy person seems nothing, 
considering you can run it in half an hour 
and even a lot faster for many. But at 
altitude, it's completely different, even for an 
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athletic type with six-months training under 
my belt. 

 I remember thinking, ‘this I can do’.  I 
believed it.  It was like I’d unlocked a primal 
instinct that wanted to survive the challenge 
ahead.  This was now a mental journey, the 
only great challenge I'd ever really wanted 
to attempt and had worked so hard for.   

Throughout my life I’ve often been heavily 
criticised for my 'slow approach' to life and 
how I operate.  But I knew on this occasion 
it was being this 'slow and steady' that 
might win me the prize of Kilimanjaro. I 
would not change my game plan for summit 
night and chose to go at my own low speed, 
relaxed pace and let the group go ahead. I 
placed myself at the back of the group. 

  Our lead guide had instructed Kotalieb, an 
assistant guide, to accompany and keep an 
eye on me, piloting me though this harsh 
frozen world of glittering ice and snow. I 
could already feel a spot on my thumb 
starting to go numb from a bit of wet 
soaking through my outer gloves, proving 
how moisture on your skin at this 
environment can be dangerous. It was soon 
relieved as we began trudging through to 
the start of the trail, panting and sweltering 
like a roasting Christmas turkey -- an 
inevitable effect of my exaggerative eight 
layers!     

 With the distinct chill in the air biting at my 
face, I breathed deeply through my nose 
with each measured step.  
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By 2am, I started to become anxious again 
when the creeping throb of a returning 
altitude headache began to manifest, 
seeing how far my tolerance could stretch 
before resorting to the medical aid of 
Diamox and painkillers to beat it down. My 
heavy eyes, still stinging with intense 
drowsiness from my lack of sleep, forced 
me to close them restfully every few 
strained moments to cope with the 
persistent furious pounding in my head -- 
almost sleepwalking in the escapism of a 
dream. 

Determination, Tenacity, Resilience 

The altitude and its increasingly thin and 
air, was getting to me though.  This was the 
time to draw out the power of positivity.  It 
was tough, but I’d known it would be tough, 
my research had told me that.  I’d chosen a 
challenge, but to summit Kilimanjaro, the so 
called ‘Roof of Africa’ that wasn’t just a 
challenge, that would be a dream come 
true. I was in the process of living that 
dream, I was on my way up to the top of 
Kilimanjaro! I locked into a downward gaze 
and focused on Kotelieb's boots and told 
myself 'One step at a time', 'pole, pole' 
(slowly, slowly) 'breathing and believing', Image courtesy of David Swierczek 

Image courtesy of David Swierczek 
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'hakuna matata'  I kept repeating whatever 
mantras I could recite.  

It was by 6.30am that the seemingly never-
ending steep incline of perpetual glittering 
snow began transforming into a soothing 
shade of blue before quickly glowing into a 
honey yellow swathe.  Now as the sun 
approached it made me think how hard it 
was going to be to pee, without exposing 
my backside in full clear view of everyone 
coming up the mountain behind me!   

After eight and a half hours Kotelieb and I 
made it to Kilimanjaro’s volcanic rim, Stella 
Point at 5,756m.   Every fibre in my thirty-

six year old body, imprisoned by my 
copious layers of arctic-fighting apparel, 
ached and weighed heavily down on me 
like a solid suit of lead.  

'How much further to the summit?' I panted 
to Kotalieb, my breath threatening to stick in 
the back of my dry throat with each ragged 
gasp. I needed to sit down to recover as my 
heart rapidly pounded, working hard to 
maintain the oxygen in my tissues.  

  

Image courtesy of David Swierczek 
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'About an hour away' Kotelieb replied. 'You 
can see the sign of the summit there' he 
pointed. 

I turned.  A faint sign the size of my thumb 
stood on the end of the ridge.  There 
congregated the minute bright coloured 
figures of other hikers. Kilimanjaro’s 5,865 
metre peak, Uhuru, was in my sight. It 
seemed so close, but yet still felt so far 
away.    

  'But we can finish here if you want to' he 
suggested, slipping my backpack off his 
chest and sending it thudding into the snow, 
flakes flaying up on its impact.  

 I opposed. My Kilimanjaro challenge was 
about reaching the top, not Stella Point. 
Uhuru Peak was the 'true summit' of 
Kilimanjaro and I was not going to give up 
the fight, now I was just being 139 metres 
away from fulfilling a long-held dream.   

I was tired, like an incapacitated tiredness 
I'd never known. But I was not going to quit. 
It was one last leg of pure mental grit and 
dogged determination to get myself to the 
summit. I didn't care if I had to stagger 
another hour in the rarefied air that made 
each step so tough.  I knew I had the 
stubbornness to do it. It was just one more 
hour and it would be over. This 
overwhelming fatigue, slowing my body up 
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there on that mighty mountain, would 
eventually come to an end for me.  This 
reinforced an extra personal motive to keep 
going.  For I wanted to honour the 
thousands of people who cope with the 
debilitating fatigue of M.E. every single day, 
and I wanted to use my temporary struggle 
to help them.     IN a way the tiredness was 
good, for it gave me a small insight to how 
people with severe M.E suffer.   

We kept going.  'Pole, Pole.' Kotelieb 
repeated gently.  

 As we pressed on, it wasn't too long before 
we were approached by the striding figures 
of summiteers retracing their steps back 
down the crater rim. They marched passed 

my glacial pace with words of 
encouragement 'well done, nearly there'.  

I couldn't help but feel I was being given 
false hopes.  But I knew, with each step I 
was closer to the summit. 

When I finally made it, I realised how 
persistently tough I can be.  I had dealt with 
the torrential rain, the damp cold, the 
freezing hail, the altitude, the pain, and kept 
going.  My sister couldn’t be here, M.E. had 
seen to that.  But I could and I did.  It wasn’t 
easy, I had to push, but I pushed and I did 
it, for me, for my sister and for M.E.    
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About Sal Bolton 

I've been a film actor in London, a tennis coach in Africa, studied art in Italy, 
done a health check on an elephant, sailed on a Pirate Ship, run in an 
Olympic Stadium, felt the mist of Niagara Falls, reared baby dingo's and 
kangaroos, danced at a Native American ceremony, cured by a shaman in 
the Amazon, travelled with a circus, taught desert painting by Aborigines, sat 
on a canal boat full of cats in Amsterdam, blessed by a Buddhist Monk in 
Cambodia, sailed with New Zealand Maori's.....and the list goes on (out of 
breath) 
 
What can I say, I have a penchant for a life of adventure and variety...a 
passionate curiosity about the world and just needed to be part of the 
abundance of adventure stories that were going on out there on the horizon. 

 

How To Follow Sal Bolton On Social Media 

Twitter: : SalBoltonAuthor 

Instagram:  @salboltontravel  

Website: www.insalsfootsteps.com  

 

How To Access More Information On M.E. 

Action For M.E. has an excellent website with a lot of useful resources on 
M.E. 

Please however remember, whilst the internet can be a great tool, if you have 
any medical concerns either about yourself or a loved one, get yourself or 
your loved one to a doctor for an examination and diagnosis. 

 https://www.actionforme.org.uk/what-is-me/symptoms/ 

http://www.insalsfootsteps.com/
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Coming Up In 

Adventure She Magazine During 2020 

Remember, please do send us your stories 

Researching Rubbish In India Downhill Mountain Biking 

Hiking Lewis To Harris 

Exploring Indonesia 

UTMB Week 

Running The Everest Marathon 
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Winter Hiking  New Zealand’s Coast To Coast 

Exploring Australia’s Kakadu National 

Park Kayaking With The Maoris 

Adventures On Horseback Cycling In South America 

Hiking The Grand Canyon 

 

Exploring Kakadu National Park 

Microadventures  
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Adventure 

She 
Empower 

 Educate  

Entertain 

Adventure She is a brand of TNA Consulting Services Ltd, London, SW18, United Kingdom 
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