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Memoir Serengeti
Life is full of surprises that sometimes change and shape our lives forever. I experienced the best change of my life when I was 15 years of age. Talking of change, I mean the way I perceive things, attitude, and language. My innocence of childhood fades away slowly but surely. First, it seemed strange and unusual, but it became customary to me after a year. Visiting Serengeti National Park changed my life completely. Life was at its rawest form at Serengeti National Park. 
On a particular afternoon, I approached my dad and asked him where we were going for a vacation. “Dad, what’s up? I inquired; We are going to Tanzania; what?” I hit back, confused. Until that moment, I had no idea that Tanzania was an actual place. Who in their right mind chooses Tanzania over a place like Disneyland? My best friend Mike was taken to Disneyland by his parents, and I thought my parents would do the same for me. The disappointment was written on my face, and my dad read it perfectly. “Son, I want you to visit new places and see how vast and beautiful the World is. 
Our journey was about three days long because we weren't in a rush. We landed at Kilimanjaro International Airport on a chilly Sunday mid-morning. We received a warm welcome from the waiting driver who was waiting for our arrival. My father had already made the necessary arrangements for our accommodation and tour guide. We checked into the hotel we would stay for the entire period. James was our tour guide, and he was to take me through the game park because my father was to work on an archeological project in one of the sites. James was a super tall guy, and the first time I saw him, I thought he was one of the famous Maasai warriors I had watched in a movie. His stories were entertaining.
James droves quietly and cautiously through the park. At the park, we come by several tourists already there to see the wonders of the African Savannah Grasslands and the beast that roamed them. After a short moment, in the bushes emerged a leopard. At first, I was unable to tell whether it was a cheetah or a leopard. James was the one that differentiated the two for me. Judging from his tone, he had done that a lot. I liked the leopard, and James offered to follow the animal but at a safe distance. I was very joyful and eager to see the leopard in action. The beast seemed to have a mind of its own. It had a little over five cubs nursing, and James assured me that we would see it hunt.
After just over twenty minutes, a clueless antelope was grazing by, jumping up and down as if it was happy to see us. The leopard jumped into action with the precision of a sniper. After a short chase, the antelope was ripped into parts. This was the first time I had seen life squeezed out of a living organism. I related what I saw with the countless animal fights I had watched on the National Geographic Television channel, which I thought were stagged. I felt a bit sad about the antelope. When the leopard was calling out the cubs, a pride of six lions emerged. Hungry to take the kill and kill anything on its way. Mother leopard was never giving up the catch easily and therefore put a fight. I have never seen so much blood in my life. Eventually, the mother leopard won the battle but was left critically wounded.
My view of life was impacted dramatically by the event of the day. I fast felt terrible when the leopard killed the antelope because he was innocent and minding his own business. Leopard also had hard cubs to take care of, and the only choice was to kill the antelope. Lion, on the other hand, wanted to rip where they never sowed and suffered the consequences. I learned that nothing comes easy in life, and never give up on something you have worked so hard for. I also understood the struggles that our parents go through to ensures that we are taken care of. Like mother leopard, I never let anyone take what is mine.
After the tour, we reunite with my father at the hotel. We then went to one of the local hotels in the area. We were served "ugali" cooked of bananas. It was delicious, and I asked for the recipe. I was addressed by one of the attendants who spoke "Kiswahili," which is their national language. The following day, we traveled back in the evening, and my dad suggested we visit one of the children's homes in the area.
 We visited Ujamaa Children’s Home. An Australian woman founded Umoja children's home not as an orphanage but as a home for the homeless. Her main objective was to give children in need the love, security, and support of a family and a place to call home. Children are taught to lives together as brother and sister. They develop a bond that remains for the rest of their lives. Seeing how those children cared for one another and shared the little they had even though they solely depended on donors to survive amazed me. I developed compassion and a desire to help anyone in need. I also learned that regardless of where you are from, we should try to bring change and support where there is a need. We then went to the airport and came back home. I am always very grateful for my father's decision to visit Serengeti National Park and Tanzania as a whole. It changed my life.

