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In the late 1980s Uganda settled down politically and I decided to make 

a big effort to get back to the Budongo Forest, where Frankie and I had 

spent the best part of the year 1962 watching the chimpanzees in the 

forest. No trails in those days and so we had a tough time of it. But ever 

since I’d been wanting to return, prevented only by the civil wars that 

ravaged the country from 1971 to 1986. One big spur to action was the 

news published in 1989 that baby chimps were being caught in Budongo 

and taken to Entebbe airport for onward shipment to pet collectors and 

others in richer countries.  That had to be stopped. 

 

The book that follows tells the story of how, from scratch, the hunt for 

funds began, leading eventually to the founding of the Budongo Forest 

Project, today the Budongo Conservation Field Station (BCFS). I kept a 

diary from 1989 to 2000, and most of this book is taken directly from 

that diary. I have added very little, just joining passages to make it flow 

a bit better. For those who are interested in how BCFS, now a Ugandan 

NGO, came into existence and took off, this is where to find out.  

 

I had a small number of copies of the book privately printed, but I have 

given most of them away. Someone suggested I should put it on the web, 

so here it is. Above all, the book is meant to be enjoyed and I hope 

reading the diaries won’t be too tedious. At the very least, enjoy the 

photos!  
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Introduction 

 
From 1990 to 2000 I visited the Budongo Forest in Western 
Uganda twice a year, whenever the university gave me freedom to 
do so. Nearly always I went out there for three weeks during the 
Easter vacation, in March or April, and then again for three weeks 
at the end of the summer vacation, in September. Those were 
wonderful trips, at first exciting, dangerous, and full of highs and 
lows, later in the main thoroughly enjoyable once the Budongo 
Forest Project began to become more settled and established. 
 
Before all this started, Frankie and I had spent the best part of a 
year in the Busingiro area of Budongo Forest, in 1962, going into 
the forest from our little rest house every day, watching the chimps 
if we could find them, recording what they were eating and doing. 
We had no trails then and it was terribly arduous work. Also, 
despite our excellent tracker Manueri, we several times got lost in 
the forest, a terrifying business. But we succeeded in finding 
chimps most days, and after we left Uganda we were invited to 
California to write a chapter in a book, the first ever on primate 
field studies. And then Frankie became pregnant, I was jobless, 
and so I had time to settle down and write my first book 
“Budongo: a forest and its chimpanzees” which appeared in 1965.  
 
The Budongo Forest was not unknown to science in 1962. 
W.J.Eggeling, a British forester, had written an excellent paper 
about its ecology, published in 1947. We learned a lot about 
Budongo from reading this paper. And there were other papers 
published in forestry and wildlife journals, all of which we read. 
But nothing had been written about the chimpanzees of the forest, 
we were the first to study them. But by no means the last. 
 
After our study ended we returned to the UK and lived in London 
for some years. During the coming decade the chimps of Budongo 
were studied by Japanese researchers, Yuki Sugiyama and Akira 
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Suzuki. Sugiyama came first, and not only observed the chimps as 
we had done, but named each of them individually which we had 
not succeeded in doing. Suzuki came next, and he was the first 
primatologist ever to see, describe, and photograph a fully grown 
male chimpanzee kill and eat a chimpanzee baby. All three studies 
(ours, Sugiyama’s and Suzuki’s) were made on the same 
community of chimps, the one living in the Busingiro area of 
Budongo Forest. So, by the early 1970s, the Budongo chimpanzees 
were quite well known within primatology. 
 
Then, in 1971, along came Idi Amin who, together with his 
successor Milton Obote, in the course of the next fifteen years 
reduced Uganda to a poverty-stricken country with almost no 
infrastructure left intact. The towns were rubble, trade was at a 
standstill, travel was dangerous, thousands of people were killed or 
just disappeared. In 1986 Museveni led a people’s movement to 
victory and the horrors of the Amin-Obote period were over at last. 
I started to think about returning to Uganda. The late 1980s were 
spent planning how to begin again, how to raise funds for a 
Budongo project. I had no illusions that this would be tough but I 
was very determined to succeed. I think if I’d been even a little less 
determined, I’d have given up. So many problems arose. But there 
were good people out there who helped me, and without their help 
I could never have succeeded. 
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Chapter 1 

 

1989 – 1991 

 
In which an idea becomes a reality 

 
It was in the summer of 1989 that I got re-involved. I had received 
from Shirley McGreal a copy of a New Vision report on the 
confiscation of four or five young chimps at Entebbe. Then Geza 
Teleki sent me the same cutting and another report. Budongo 
Forest was mentioned as a source of the chimps. I felt I had to act 
this time - there was still a feeling that these were "our" chimps - a 
sort of possessiveness about Budongo. If the chimps in Budongo 
were getting shot and taken for experiments and circuses and who 
knows what else I felt I had to go right back where I started in 
1962, back to Budongo. 
 
I had some sabbatical leave coming up and  it became clear what I 
had to do - spend the autumn of 89 working out plans to return to 
Uganda and writing to re-establish contacts there, go there the 
following spring; and go to USA to try and raise funds in the 
summer. So all through the autumn and into the winter of 89 I sat 
at my desk and wrote letter after letter to granting agencies, to 
Africa itself, to the USA, to colleagues etc, asking for advice and 
finding out about Uganda today (nothing like it once was, after 15 
years of civil war), and about who gives money for what and how 
to apply. I must have written several hundred letters, each 
different, each tailored to the specific requirements of that agency 
or person. I raised enough funding, in the end, for a trip to Uganda 
at Easter-time 1990, and for a further, fund-raising trip to the USA 
later that summer, to visit WWF, CI, Nat Geog Soc, and to visit 
people in the USA. The visit to the USA would be  combined with 
attending and speaking at a symposium of the International 
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Primatological Society in Japan, where I would also meet all the 
key people working on chimps in Africa. 
 
But I am jumping ahead already. Let me recap on the background 
and then relate the way the first, renewal, visit to Uganda turned 
out. 
 
On Monday October 17, 1988, the New Vision, Uganda's 
Government newspaper featured a front page headline "Chimp 
racket blown". News broke of the smuggling of chimpanzees from 
Uganda. A young chimp had been confiscated at Entebbe Airport, 
en route for Dubai via Uganda Airlines. According to the same 
report, "about five" chimps had been smuggled to Dubai the 
previous month, on Uganda Airlines flight no. QU 756 bound for 
Sharjah and Dubai. Regarding the source of these chimpanzees, the 
Chief Game Warden, John Okua, is reported to have said that the 
chimps had most likely come from the Budongo Forest, Masindi 
District, Bunyoro, western Uganda. 
 

                    
                      
                     Smuggled chimp babies returned from Dubai 
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A second press report in the New Vision, also a front page 
headline, occurred on Tuesday January 10, 1989. On this occasion, 
the newspaper reported that the previous weekend 5 chimpanzees 
had been impounded at Entebbe Airport. They were being handled 
by Uganda airlines, and were bound for Dubai. A third report, 
again a banner headline, occurred on December 12, 1989. This 
featured a young pair of chimpanzees returned from Dubai to 
Entebbe after international pressure on Dubai not to accept them.  
 
During 1989 I corresponded with a number of individuals involved 
with primate research and conservation, such as Geza Teleki, Bill 
McGrew, and David Chivers. I discussed the idea with Richard 
Wrangham, who has a chimpanzee research project running at 
Kibale Forest, Tom Butynski, currently working at Bwindi Forest 
on a gorilla project, Simon Bearder, Jonathan Kingdon, and John 
Okedi, Head of Zoology at Makerere University, Kampala (who 
was visiting Cambridge University). I discussed forestry aspects 
with Colyear Dawkins and Bob Plumptre at Oxford. From these 
discussions I detected that this might be an opportune moment to 
try and begin such a project, in view of Uganda's new found 
political stability, and the evident need to conserve chimpanzees 
there. I was able to read the entire set of Working Plans for 
Budongo Forest in the Oxford Forestry Institute's library, together 
with other relevant works on Budongo, Kibale, and other forests. I 
was already acquainted with the literature on chimpanzees from 
my own studies and because I had been teaching a course on 
Primate Behaviour at Oxford since 1972. I was able to obtain a 
microfiche copy of Joseph Skorupa's Ph.D. thesis on the effects of 
logging on primates at Kibale, thanks to advice from Dr Butynski. 
I drew up an annotated bibliography of studies of the Budongo 
Forest. 
 
I submitted applications to a number of funding bodies, and was 
successful in obtaining funds from the International Primate 
Protection League, the Boise Fund, the British Council, the Bristol 
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and West of England Zoological Society, the Percy Sladen 
Memorial Trust, and Conservation International. These funds 
together made the visit possible, and I am deeply grateful to the 
individuals and bodies concerned.  
 
As a result I visited Uganda for one month, from March 15 to April 
15 1990. It should be remembered, throughout, that Uganda is 
currently in a recovery phase after two successive wars, the first 
(which ended in the removal of Amin) from 1978-79, and the 
second (which ended with the establishment of President 
Museveni) from 1980-85. The events of these wars are still fresh in 
people's minds, and the devastating effects of the large-scale 
killing of innocent civilians in some areas, the shooting and 
violence in Uganda's towns and villages, the wholesale looting of 
almost all shops and many homes, the complete breakdown of law 
and order, and the bankrupting of Uganda's system of commerce 
and trade are all in the very recent past. Recovery is slow, but is 
proceeding gradually, and the world's aid agencies seem all to be 
represented in the effort to put Uganda on its feet again. 
 

         Chris Bakuneeta, 1990                 
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The first 9 days were spent in Kampala and Entebbe, visiting 
institutions that I wanted to interest in the project. My primary 
institutional link was with the Zoology Department of Makerere 
University. I had discussions with Prof Derek Pomeroy of that 
Department, and with Prof John Okedi, whom I had met in the UK. 
I also had discussions with Dr Isibirye-Basuta, of that Department, 
who had recently completed a Ph.D. thesis on the ecology of 
chimpanzees in the Kibale Forest. Prof Pomeroy and Dr Eric 
Edroma of National Parks were kind enough to locate an excellent 
graduate zoology student, Christopher Bakuneeta, whom Dr 
Edroma relieved of his duties in the Queen Elizabeth National 
Parks, where he is currently employed, to help me locate the 
various Government officials I wanted to meet for discussions, and 
subsequently accompany me on the field trip. 
 
On Monday March 19 we (Christopher and I; we went everywhere 
together as I was wholly dependent on him) visited the HQ of the 
Uganda Forestry Department at Nakawa, on the outskirts of 
Kampala. Forestry in Uganda falls under the Ministry of 
Environment Protection. Our first discussion was with Ben 
Munyakabere, Senior Forest Officer. He told us about the newly 
expanded Nature Reserve at the northern side of Budongo Forest, 
which will triple the size of the existing Nature Reserve there. 
There is also a Nature Reserve further south in the  
forest, nearer to the Budongo Sawmill site. Both reserves are too 
small to provide much protection for chimpanzees.  However, 
expansion of Nature Reserves is a move in the right direction,  and 
this is a policy favoured by the EC, which is providing 
considerable financial support for the Forestry Department. 
               
Later that day we met the Chief Forest Officer, Laurence 
Kiwanuka. He pointed out that under the EC Forest Rehabilitation 
Project the area of forest in Uganda set aside for conservation is 
being increased from 5% to 20%. He also informed us that we 
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could make recommendations for further increases in the Nature 
Reserves at Budongo, and these would be sympathetically 
considered. He emphasized the need for consultation with the 
Forestry Department before starting a project, and was generally 
sympathetic to our objectives, namely to combine research into 
chimpanzee ecology with the effects of logging on the forest and 
the chimps, and to stamp out poaching of these apes. We requested 
permission to stay at Nyabyeya Forest College while we were in 
the Budongo Forest, and this was granted, subject to approval by 
the Principal of the College. By a stroke of luck, the Principal was 
visiting Nakawa at the time, and we were able to have a brief 
conversation with him and get his permission to base ourselves on 
the College. 
 
On March 20 we returned to Forestry HQ at Nakawa. We met Mrs 
Rachel Musoke, who heads the silviculture section of the Research 
component of the Forestry Dept. We had an interesting discussion 
with her of the extent to which the tree species I had recorded as 
chimpanzee foods at Budongo in 1962 were of interest to the 
Department, either as timber species (i.e. Maesopsis) or for other 
reasons, e.g. because they provide shade, coppicing, fuelwood, or 
charcoal. The extent to which the seed dispersal activities of 
chimpanzees is important in ensuring a natural pattern of 
regeneration in Budongo is unknown at the present time. Like 
many officials we were subsequently to meet, she pointed out the 
severe limitations on Forestry Dept activities arising from financial 
constraints. 
 
Later that day we met Martin Rukuba. As a senior forester, with a 
lifetime of experience of Uganda's forests, he was able to see the 
present situation in perspective. He recalled my concern, 
mentioned in the Budongo Forest Working Plan, 3rd Revision, by 
M.S.Philip, that the removal of "weed" species, including figs, 
would damage the chimpanzees' food supply. Fortunately the 
poisoning of such species is no longer practised, and many species 
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that were once removed as weeds are now retained, having some 
use as timber. He informed us that an inventory team was currently 
in Budongo establishing the availability of timber trees, we later 
met them during our field trip. There was a need for fundamental 
research, and he mentioned the Research Plots, for many of which 
records have been lost during the wartime period, but for one at 
least, RP7, a reassessment is possible and would be done during 
1990. These Research Plots are vital for the understanding of how 
natural regeneration proceeds in forest, a subject poorly understood 
at present. 
 
On March 21 we went to Entebbe, visited the Zoo (which serves as 
a holding unit for the chimpanzees confiscated at the Airport) and 
met Tim Holmes there, who was doing valuable work in caring for 
the chimpanzee orphans, and with limited support from the EC was 
extending and improving the Zoo. There were some chimpanzees 
at the zoo which had been there a very long time (20 years or 
more), comprising an adult male and three adult females. There is 
a total of eight youngsters at the zoo, all either confiscated at the 
airport or having reached the zoo in other dubious circumstances. 
A further two infants (returned from Dubai), were being kept by 
Tim Holmes in his home, and we visited them, and watched as he 
fed them, one with a bottle, the other just able to eat out of a bowl.  
 
On March 22 we met Dorothy Etoori in Kampala. She was 
Principal Environment Officer at the Dept of the Environment in 
the Ministry of Environment Protection. She expressed an interest 
in our project, and encouraged us to think in terms of setting up the 
occasional seminars and workshops on forest related matters, not 
only for academic students but also for Forest Officers.  
 
On March 23 we met with Derek Earl, Chief Technical Adviser to 
the EC on Forestry. He explained to us that the EC was supporting 
a Natural Forest Management and Conservation programme over 7 
years, with possibility of extension. This was one component of 
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EC aid to Uganda. He was helpful with advice as to procedures we 
should adopt in setting up our project, and provided background 
details to what is currently going on.  
 
We also had a discussion with Fred Kigenyi, Head of the 
Environmental Forestry Research Section at Nakawa. As Senior 
Nature Conservation Officer, he was keen to see our research 
project take shape, but emphasized that funding would need to 
come from outside Uganda, there being no internal sources for 
research. He offered full collaboration, would be willing to 
supervise students on Forestry aspects, and could suggest topics 
that would lead to useful research.  
 
On March 24 we revisited Entebbe to meet the Chief Game 
Warden, John Okua. He informed us of his own ideas on 
chimpanzee conservation, incorporated into a draft project 
proposal prepared by Mr I. Drani of Masindi and himself. He 
briefed us on the activities of his department, emphasizing the lack 
of resources he can deploy to monitor wildlife and eradicate 
poaching. He agreed that the presence of a research project at 
Kibale was preventing excessive poaching, and would 
wholeheartedly support a project at Budongo. He mentioned the 
Karuma Game Reserve which includes the north-east part of 
Budongo, and the problem of felling by the local sawmill that had 
taken place in that (prohibited) area. He felt that education would 
be an important part of a project on conservation of chimpanzees, 
and he welcomed any support we might give to Game Dept 
personnel in and around Budongo. We encouraged him to expedite 
the necessary Ugandan Government officials to sign the CITES 
agreement and he agreed to do so. 
 
On March 25 I had a long and interesting discussion with Dr Gil 
Isibirye-Basuta about chimpanzee ecology at Kibale, comparisons 
with the rather different Budongo forest, methods of study we 
might use at Budongo, and personnel. It was fun getting down to 
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some real 'chimp-talk', and I came to appreciate the extent of Gil's 
understanding. 
 
We were able to hire a Zoology Department Land Rover from 
Makerere University, and the vehicle became available to us on 
March 27. The previous day we had purchased essential supplies, 
borrowed some items of camping equipment, and packed ready to 
leave. We travelled from Kampala to Masindi, where we spent the 
night.  
 
On March 28 we visited the Game Department offices at Masindi. 
The Game Warden was away, but we had an interesting discussion 
with Isaac Drani, Game Biologist, who was responsible for 
drafting the proposal for a Budongo-Bugoma Forest Chimpanzee 
Project that the Chief Game Warden Moses Okua had shown me. 
He agreed that there had been poaching of chimpanzees at 
Budongo. In his view there was a need to establish a project there 
to establish the status of the chimpanzees, to study the effects of 
human interference with habitat caused by logging on the spatial 
distribution of chimpanzees, and to ascertain attitudes to 
chimpanzees among the local population.  
 
The local population has expanded enormously in recent years, 
with influxes of people from the politically unstable regions to the 
north, and across Lake Albert from Zaire. All hunting has now 
been banned in all protected areas in Uganda, but individuals 
persist in poaching small and large mammals in forests such as 
Budongo, for food and for sale.  
 
We were joined by Mr Samali Wanda, Game Officer in charge of 
the local Game Guards. He pointed out that there were no Game 
Guards in the Budongo Forest, because of undermanning in the 
Department. Such Game Guards as were available were currently 
deployed in the two Game Reserves at the north-east of Budongo 
(Karuma) and the north-west of Budongo (Bugungu). The first 
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priority must be to protect these Game Reserves, which also serve 
as buffer zones for the Murchison Falls National Park. This left the 
Budongo Forest itself without any protection. There was therefore 
a need for resuscitating the earlier system whereby the Game 
Department made available a number of Game Guards to the 
Forest Department. This was the system in 1962, but had now 
ceased to function because of lack of funding and lack of staff. 
Further Game Guards and Game Assistants were needed to patrol 
Budongo effectively, and they would require transport 
(motorcycles were mentioned). 
 
It was agreed that an education programme was essential to reach 
the local population, who had for the most part no respect for 
wildlife of any kind. A video was suggested as a good way of 
pulling people in, based on the approach used in Kenya. It was also 
suggested that Wildlife Clubs of Uganda might be able to organize 
something in local schools.  
 
Later that morning we met Mr Eleiezer Shabomwe, the District 
Forest Officer, and asked him for permission to visit Budongo, 
which he gave us. He also wrote us a letter of introduction to Mr. 
S. Obua, the Forest Officer in charge of Budongo.  
 
After lunch we drove on to Nyabyeya Forest College, which is 
located on the outskirts of Budongo Forest. We were met by the 
Assistant Principal, Mr Steve Nsita, as the Principal was away. A 
pleasant College house was made available to us for the duration 
of our stay, and we moved in. We had a discussion with Mr Nsita 
about the problems of illegal felling, using pit-sawing techniques, 
in Budongo, and the difficulties of trying to control this activity. 
 
On Thursday March 29 we met up with Mr S. Obua, Forest 
Officer, and he accompanied us during the morning. We were also 
accompanied by Manueri, my old tracker who had led us in the 
forest throughout the 1962 project. He was still living in the area  
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                                             Manueri in 1990 
 
though an old man now. He was as delighted to see me as I was to 
see him - I'd been looking forward to it for a year. His first 
question was "Wapi Memsahib?" and I explained that Frankie had 
been unable to come as she had a full-time job. We first went to 
the present site of the Budongo Sawmills company at Sonso, and 
were given a tour of the mill, which continued to process 
mahogany and other timbers, albeit at a low level of activity. (This 
was in contrast with the new mill run by Amaply on the eastern 
side of the Budongo Forest, which was highly efficient and 
produced a large quantity of timber. We did not visit that mill, nor 
did we visit either of the other two sawmills at Budongo). 
                   
We next visited the Forestry Department's Central Nursery at 
Nyakafunjo, which is supported by the EC. Here we saw seedlings 
of Khaya , Entandrophragma , and Maesopsis , being raised for 
subsequent transfer into the forest as part of the regeneration 
programme for valuable trees.  
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      Budongo Sawmill in 1990    
                                         
 
From there we went on to the Nature Reserve near the Budongo 
Sawmill in Compartment N15. Not far into the Reserve we found 
illegally cut building poles stacked against a tree. Further in we 
found an illegally felled mahogany, Entandrophragma  utile , and 
we also saw naturally regenerating Khaya seedlings.  
 

                      
                                    Illegal logging site, 1990 
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We did not hear chimpanzees nor did we see any nests during the 
hour spent in the Nature Reserve. Finally we drove on to an area of 
natural forest in which Mr Obua showed us transplanted Khaya  
seedlings growing. These were very young, about two feet tall. 
At 3 p.m. that afternoon I was collecting water from a tank at the 
Budongo Sawmill site when I heard chimpanzees calling from the 
north, perhaps half a mile distant: this was the first time I had 
heard wild chimpanzees calling since 1962 and I was tremendously 
excited. 
 
We assessed the suitability of the Nyabyeya College site as a 
possible base for our proposed project, subject to obtaining the 
necessary permissions. It seemed to us to have many advantages.  
Although not right at the forest edge, it was no more than 3 km 
from the forest, and the road to the sawmill made the forest 
accessible. This slight disadvantage was greatly overweighed by 
the fact that the College is an integral part of the Uganda Forestry 
Department, and has proven political stability. It continued to 
function all through the troubled years. It has good access to a 
large market some 3 km away, and has an academic orientation as 
the training college for Forestry personnel. We were shown an area 
of ground at the southern margin of the site which might be made 
available to us for a base for our project. This would be an ideal 
location: set at the top of a slope, it had a long view over the 
countryside to the distant hills in the south. 
 
On Friday 30 March, we visited the Forest Rest House at Busingiro 
Hill where Frankie and I had lived for 8 months in 1962. Now a 
complete ruin, it had been in good condition until around 1985 
when the wartime upheaval led to its being looted, with removal of 
windows, roof, and all the plumbing arrangements. It was a sorry 
sight, especially to me and Manueri, who remembered what a 
lovely house it had once been. 
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                   Our 1962 home on Busingiro Hill as it was in 1990 
 
We entered the forest along a track (Track A in my earlier 
publications). The good condition of the track was made 
understandable when we found an illegal pit-sawyers' camp about 
one mile into the forest. We encountered blue monkeys, redtail 
monkeys, and black and white colobus. Monkeys, therefore, were 
plentiful. But we did not hear chimpanzees or see any nests, and I 
wondered whether they did not come into areas where illegal 
logging took place on a regular basis.  
 
On Saturday 31 March, at 8 o'clock we collected Manueri at 
Nyakafunjo. It had been a very wet night and was overcast and 
drizzling slightly. From the Budongo Sawmill site we took the NE 
track (which later turns north and cuts right through the forest). We 
found a Mukunyu tree (Ficus mucuso) with no fruit however. Blue 
monkeys were abundant and we also saw redtails and black and 
white colobus. 
 
The forest here had been very heavily logged. There were large 
gaps. Totally different from the Nature Reserve. Tall thin trees 
predominated, with a mass of undergrowth below, hence difficult 
to proceed, panga necessary. At 9.56 a.m. we reached the place 
where the track changed direction, a large open glade. Just off the 
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track we found an illegal logging pit, with superstructure and camp 
site with two shelters made of planks. Several abandoned 
mahogany planks, nicely sawn, were lying around, not left in a 
hurry but because they had slight imperfections in them. I took 
several photographs of the site. Many birds were heard here (I 
made a recording) and also blue monkeys and redtails could be 
seen feeding in nearby trees. 
 
On returning we found another, half-constructed sawing pit: the 
structure had been erected beside a large and beautiful felled 
mahogany tree, but the pit not yet dug. Presumably the pit would 
be dug under the tree, then the structure moved into position for 
the sawing. I photographed the tree and the structure. 
 
At 11.24 we heard chimp calls not far away to the west, and again 
at 11.34 and 11.50. I estimated about 6-10 chimps were calling. 
We tried tracking towards them but the forest was too thick, so as 
we were quite near the forest edge by the sawmill site, we went 
out, walked along the forest edge in the sawmill, and then re-
entered and sat  on a log to listen. A group of black and white 
colobus was ahead of us in the treetops.  
 
At 12.05 a chimpanzee mother and infant clinging below 
approached us silently, climbing into a tree which we noticed then 
was a fig tree in fruit (Ficus capensis). A third chimp was 
following the female, which I estimated to be 4 or 5 years old. The 
baby suckled clinging to its mother's breast, while the mother sat in 
the tree watching us. She was wholly exposed to our view for a 
few minutes, and a poacher, alas, could easily have shot her. This 
thought occurred to me at the time. It was a thought that never 
once occurred to either Frankie or me in eight months of chimp-
watching in 1962. Within a minute of sitting watching us the 
mother moved to a more protected position and watched us from 
behind the branches. She was now getting alarmed and within a 
further minute or two she left at speed, diving down from the tree. 
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The last thing we saw was the juvenile, who had fled with his 
mother, but now could not resist climbing up a small tree trunk to 
have a final look at us before he disappeared for good. 
 
There were in fact 3 Ficus capensis trees here, all laden with green 
figs, just 100 yards inside the forest. The thought uppermost in my 
mind (again a new thought for me) was that we now were in 
possession of knowledge that put that very mother at extreme risk. 
So when it was clear she had gone, I called Chris and Manueri and 
said that we should under no circumstances tell anyone about these 
fig trees, nor that we had seen chimps here (we'd be vague about 
where) and finally not to mention that we'd seen a toto (baby) with 
its mother. We all agreed on this and in fact stuck to it. I remember 
hearing Manueri say to someone who asked if we had found 
chimps: "Mbeli", meaning "far away". 
 
At 3 p.m. that afternoon, back at our house at Nyabyeya, we were 
visited by Bernard Twinomugisha. He told us that in theory Game 
Guards armed with guns and ammo could be attached to Forest 
personnel to catch illegal pit sawyers. In fact no personnel were 
available for this.  
 
There were no elephant in the forest now, he said (Later I heard 
from Yank Evans of Uganda National Parks that fresh elephant 
dung had been seen just outside the northern edge of the forest 
when a new road was being built in Murchison Falls Nat. Park. 
This would have been left by elephants coming out of the forest at 
night and returning to the forest by day. This seems to be the only 
way any elephants survived the war, as they were shot from 
helicopter gunships if they were seen outside the forest).  
 
The main problem for getting the situation re poaching improved 
was lack of motivation on the part of staff, owing to low pay, lack 
of uniforms, lack of camping gear etc. There was also a need for 
conservation education in the area. Our project could help the 
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Game Dept by identifying problem areas, costing them up, and 
providing the needed materials. A responsible person would be 
needed, seconded from the Game Dept. He should be a Senior 
Game Guard or, better, a Game Biologist, a graduate, whose salary 
we would top up. 
 
Re conservation education, he suggested a video, stickers for 
vehicles etc., and seminars. The latter would be arranged by the 
local RC1 leader. Some readymade video tapes of chimpanzees, 
emphasizing their importance and value, would be good. 
 
At 4.15 p.m. we had a nice meeting with Steve Nsita, the Asst. 
Principal of Nyabyeya and 3 of the lecturers. Steve pointed out that 
the thing the College most needed was more forest ecology, so our 
project would be most useful. They agreed that Nyabyeya would 
be much safer and also more sociable than an isolated site. I 
strongly agree with this.  
 
Mr Kogonza said that if our project could stimulate some of the 
lecturers and students to work for higher degrees that would be a 
good thing, and we should think of this aspect. I hadn't thought of 
it before, but from their point of view it made good sense.  
 
We discussed nature conservation, not currently on the curriculum; 
as Chris pointed out, the Min of Env. Prot. favours this. Involving 
people in the management of the forest would favour conservation, 
e.g. people could be asked to plant Maesopsis or other seedlings on 
a certain day, and given a reward or even better, food aid if their 
seedlings survived. 
 
We then went over to look at the possible site for our building. It 
was at the edge of the college, with a fantastic view over the 
rolling hills of Africa. It would be a beautiful spot to be based.  
Sunday April 1st. Mr Obua told us there was a market at 
Nyakafunjo on Sunday afternoons, so we went there to replenish 
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our dwindling stocks. We discussed with him the inventory now 
taking place in Budongo. They were doing systematic sampling, 
following compass lines at 100m intervals, enumerating suitable 
trees for felling. One set of transects was east-west in KP region 
(Kaniyo-Pabidi), from the Paraa road. Second was in Waibira 
block. Besides collecting data on how many large trees were in 
exploitable areas, they were checking for evidence of regeneration. 
We were advised to talk to a Mr Ongom. 
 
Next day at 9.45 a.m. we arrived at Budongo Sawmill. We heard 
chimp calls SE, distant. At 9.48 a different group called to the W. I 
noticed that blue monkeys come to the forest edge here.  
 
At 9.50 we proceeded into the forest heading west. We were 
following a track used by various species, humans included, as we 
found a cut sapling. 10.05 we found a Ficus capensis, masses of 
fruit. 10.15 we found a big group of blues. 10.31 we found dung 
with Maesopsis seeds in it but it was blue monkey dung not chimp. 
Here, in this logged forest, there seemed to be more blue monkeys 
and hornbills than anything, I noted. At 11.00 we decided to stop 
and listen for chimps beside a big old ironwood tree. We heard 
nothing. At 12.06 we emerged back on to the road, rather far from 
where we expected to be. There was a F. mucuso right beside the 
road, with young figs on it.  
 
Later that afternoon we met Mr Ongom, one of the foresters doing 
the inventory. They were trying to find out what big trees were still 
in Budongo, the aim being to make a new Working Plan. They 
were sampling areas according to type of forest, documenting 
regenerating seedlings through to mature trees. He said they see 
plenty of chimps at Pabidi.  
 
Monday April 2nd. No chimps today, but we had a useful talk with 
the Production Manager at the Sonso Mill, Mr Makumbe, who 
offered to get the use of a house for a researcher who wanted to 
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base himself here for a shorter or longer period, or have a second 
base, here. There was quite a nice house near the northern edge of 
the sawmill site, he said. This might indeed be useful as it would 
obviate the need to travel to and from Nyabyeya every day for a 
student who was following a chimp group near the Mill. No rent 
would be wanted, but we could do things for them. The owner of 
the Mill was a Mr Patel, who lived in Kampala, and we would 
need to check with him.  
 
At 10.52 we heard chimp calls to the N, not too far away. We 
moved into position to watch the 3 fig trees, and waited. But some 
children came along collecting firewood, making a noise. So the 
chimps wouldn't come, and we gave up at 11.30. This would be a 
problem right here, people evidently go a short way into the forest 
to gather wood.   
 
We then went to Karongo market (the big one on the Butiaba road, 
it operates on Mondays and Thursdays) for food.  
 
A thing to remember about up-country Uganda is that labour is 
readily available to do almost anything that needs doing, at very 
low wages e.g. 20 or 25 pence in English money a day. This is 
because so many people have no income at all. Even employed 
people were released from their jobs to work for us, as they got 
more money, and there was no work ethic to keep them busy at 
their work all the time, i.e. taking time off was regarded as normal 
if something unusual came up. Of course this is a disadvantage if 
you are employing people themselves on a regular basis, but it was 
useful to us. 
 
On Tuesday, April 3rd we left Nyabyeya for Masindi to buy 
Manueri a pair of shoes. In fact he chose gum boots. We said 
goodbye to him there. Then on to the next leg of our journey, 
which was to Kibale Forest. First we drove to Hoima, and from 
there to Fort Portal, on absolutely terrible roads, mushy with rain 
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and mud and potholes, also our windscreen wipers packed up. 
Appalling conditions. I ended up with blistered hands from 
struggling with the steering wheel, totally exhausted. Slept well at 
the Christian Inn, Fort Portal that night! On Wednesday April 4 we 
finally got to Kibale Research Station. We met Daniel Einstein 
who was in charge of the building site there. He was interested in 
buiding sites in 3rd world situations. This one was a really big 
development, I didn't realize how big. There were a few good few 
buildings around already, as the site had been going for some time. 
There was an "Open House" for education, run by a forestry 
extension worker, Ms Marij Steinbeek. We stayed in Andrew 
Johns' house up the hill, which was very kind of him (he'd given us 
permission in Kampala when we met); this was Tom Struhsaker's 
house in times gone by. 
 
We had a nice talk with Gil Isibirye-Basuta who was there. We 
talked about man-chimp interaction in relation to the Budongo 
study. He pointed out several kinds of such interaction at Kibale: 
1.Fewer nests in felled areas 
2. Possibly fewer fig trees after felling 
3. Possibly fewer seedling figs (he is working on 2. and 3, and 
there's a chapter in his Ph.D. thesis about the effects of logging on 
figs and other species.) He suggested looking at 2 areas of different 
logging intensity, a very good idea. 
4. Chimpanzee importance for man: seed dispersal, including figs 
and other species which may grow under the figs. 
5. Snares for duikers can cause injury to chimps. (This is well 
documented in Ghiglieri's books about Kibale chimps). On average 
2 chimps a year get caught! And 30% have such injuries.  
6. Crop raiding - sugar cane, bananas, pineapples - result of human 
encroachment around the forest.  
 
On Thursday April 5th we started the day by being shown over the 
site by Daniel, who explained about the different kinds of building 
materials he was using and what to do and what not to do. Then we 
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drove in his Toyota Land Cruiser over the most dreadful roads to 
the other site at Kibale, Ngogo (where Ghiglieri worked and about 
which he wrote his book). We saw the house there, which has a 
marvellous view but was currently empty. The problem with 
Ngogo, apart from the terrible job of getting there, was its 
isolation, which didn't appeal to the African staff there, and might 
even put off some westerners, though others would love it.  
 
We met 3 Game Guards armed with a British 375 mm rifle, a 
Russian shotgun, and a machine gun, and gave them a lift to a spot 
where they set off to look for poachers.  
 
Later that evening we were with Colin Chapman (doing a chimp 
study here, works with Richard Wrangham at Harvard) and his 
wife Lauren, who were here for a long stay. We went into the 
nearby forest and with torches saw the red eyes of bushbabies. 
These made a soft purring sound. 
 
On Friday April 6th we set off into the forest with Isibirye. Saw 
red colobus straight away (new to me) and grey-cheeked 
mangabeys (also new).There were, he said, 10 groups of red 
colobus on average per square mile. We had a very interesting 
walk and noted the marker tags on the various large trees that were 
being studied, and also the system of trail grids that were kept open 
all the time. 20 people worked full time to do this, and we saw 
some of them.  
 
After the walk, we discussed supervision for Chris. Isibirye would 
be prepared to do this if Chris was well organized. We later called 
on John Kasenene and he agreed to supervise on the botanical 
aspects.  
 
Next morning, Saturday April 7th, we set off early for Kampala. 
Again, the road was terrible for most of the way. I got more 
blisters on my hands from wrestling with the wheel, but we arrived 
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by 6 p.m. We'd really only made one stop for lunch. One thing I 
remember about the drive was that in some places the road was so 
thick with multi-coloured butterflies that they were like a living 
blanket, fluttering just over the road surface. I've never seen so 
many.  
 
We got back to Kampala with some matoke bananas bought by 
Chris for the people he is staying with, and a chicken, and my 
Bunyoro basket, in a filthy dirty Land Rover, totally exhausted. 
The Guest House looked so nice, my bed so inviting. The trip was 
over. 
 
From then on until I left there were a series of administrative 
details to tie up, people to see again, some new ones to see, various 
adventures to be had - like almost being booked by an eager young 
policeman for doing a U-turn on my last and busiest day - and 
some nice times with Derek Pomeroy, John Okedi and others. 
Huge quantities of money had to be lugged around by Chris, to pay 
for the vehicle, the Guest House, and for Chris's per diem. We 
found a place to eat at a cafe adjoining the Sheraton Hotel, nice 
and empty, and not at all dear. My tummy finally gave out on the 
return to Kampala, which meant I couldn't eat the delicious 
pineapple we'd bought, nor the bag full of ripe avocados either.  
 
On the last evening I invited out Derek Pomeroy, John Okedi and 
his wife, and Christopher. We all went to the Athena Club and had 
beers and a meal, on me. Fortunately, despite the extra expense of 
having to pay for Chris all the way along, the money had been 
enough. A great trip, very busy every day, and I was lucky that 
things never went seriously wrong. And for that I am indebted to 
Chris, of course.  
 
I returned from Uganda on April 15th 1990 and the time went very 
fast until, on Sunday June 17th, I flew to New York. It was nice to 
stay at Cliff and Jen Jolly's place in Hoboken, across the river from 
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Manhattan. They were in Ethiopia but their daughter Caroline and 
her friends showed me how to get around New York. I made a one-
day  trip to Washington with 4 appointments in rapid succession, 
all of which I had set up from England before departure. 
Conservation International first, but Russ Mittermeier and Rod 
Mast were not in town, and I got my first taste that things wouldn't 
be easy. Then on to National Geographic where Ed Snider told me 
my grant application was unrealistic and gave me a new set of 
forms to fill in a less ambitious way. 
 
Then on to lunch with Geza Teleki who mentioned that JGI had 
funds set aside for work in Budongo - $10K - and said that, subject 
to Richard Wrangham's approval, this money could be made 
available for funding Christopher Bakuneeta's work. Great! And I 
hadn't gone to him for funds at all, but just to talk about chimp 
conservation, as he heads the CCCC. Geza gave me good advice 
about the budget I was carrying around with me and shoving in 
front of surprised officials in the various funding agencies. He said 
"Break it down into manageable chunks, and try to fund these 
smaller sums." I began to see that the big sums I was toting around 
were scaring people off. I would need to re-think my approach to 
these American organizations. 
 
Finally that day I had an appointment at WWF. It was good talking 
to them, but the story was essentially that they were committed to 
the Bwindi project, and had a whole set of priorities, and there was 
no money for Budongo, well not now anyway.  
 
Back, tired, to New York, and a short break, then on to Harvard to 
see Richard Wrangham. We clinched the $10K for Christopher and 
Budongo. Our first substantial funding. Richard still had to settle it 
with JGI, and said he'd hand over the cheque in Japan when we 
met, which in the event he did. That was a nice moment. A pity 
Chris wasn't there - the money was largely for him. Thanks again 
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to Richard, Geza and the JGI for this initiative, which kept us 
going until further funding could be obtained.  
 
From Richard I flew to see Doug Candland, my old and trusty US 
friend, in Lewisburg, Pa. He met me and drove me to Bucknell 
Univ. I gave a talk in his garden, to his students, a nice summer 
evening event.  
 
Next day I flew to Charleston in a summer thunderstorm, to be met 
by Shirley McGreal of IPPL, who took me home and showed me 
the new IPPL HQ building, totally new and modern. I met her 
husband John, and heard how he was put out of work and can't get 
another job - seems he was working for a drugs company and IPPL 
criticism of experiments got him sacked and his name besmirched. 
 
From Charleston in 100 degrees plus (Shirley showed me around 
this lovely old city with its colonial architecture and faded 
grandeur and its slave market) I flew back to New York for a last 
few hours and then took the plane to Denver. 
 
Duane met me there and drove me over to his house in Boulder. 
Still 100 degrees plus, a heatwave even by their standards. OK, 
just, for me, but I worried about Frankie, due to arrive next day. 
We had a good evening, and next day drove to get Frankie. She'd 
flown non-stop from London (13 hours). We all went back to 
Duane's and had a smashing 3-week holiday, with Duane and me 
working on our book from 7 a.m. to noon, then relaxing for the rest 
of the day in Duane's cool basement. Frankie did the shopping in 
the mornings, and we all went out in the evenings. Our last week 
was spent on a nice trip across and along the Rockies, at dizzying 
heights, with spectacular views, and finally to Mesa Verde where 
Duane showed us round (he has an archaeological project there and 
was going to spend the next 10 months on the Mesa). 
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Frankie went back to England. I spent a couple of days getting my 
two papers for Japan organized, and then flew to Japan with 
Gordon Hewes and his wife, and finally settled into my little 
ryokan there (Pam Asquith had booked it for me) and enjoyed the 
whole visit and gave my papers. Then back to England and almost 
normal life, almost, because there was one big difference. With the 
money from the JGI I was able to write to Christopher, who was 
eking out the two small grants he had got, that we were now in a 
much better position, that his future on the project was assured for 
at least a year, that I could pay him a good salary (by Ugandan 
standards) to continue to run the project, and that he could take on 
some assistants to help him with transect cutting and field 
observations.  
 
Chris was delighted with the news. From late summer 1990 to the 
summer of the following year we continued our correspondence. I 
was now able to tell him that I would be sending him a salary 
cheque each month, plus the necessary extra money he needed to 
pay project expenses. Looking back, our correspondence makes 
interesting reading, as the project started to take shape. There was 
a lot for Christopher to do, and he did it eagerly, competently and 
without complaint at the numerous difficulties. Bear in mind that 
he had nowhere proper to live in Budongo, he had no transport, 
and no immediate supervisor to turn to for help. Despite these and 
other problems (for instance, he went down with malaria for a 
while) he really got things moving, and employed five Field 
Assistants, six Transect Cutters and a cook-housekeeper on the JGI 
funds. The Field Assistants and the cook-housekeeper, together 
with Chris, would live in some rather dilapidated accommodation 
at the old Budongo Sawmill until we could improve things. There 
was an old choo there, and an old kitchen which could be brought 
into use for the time being. 
 
For my part, although I had the JGI grant and was using it to fund  
Christopher, I still needed money for all the other things - the Land 
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Rover, building repairs, fuel, food, air fares, equipment and so on. 
The letter writing started again, and the planning. I had meetings 
with Andrew Johns and Derek Pomeroy in England when they 
passed through. The budgets now were even more realistic, but a 
donor agency had still not been found. However, I had detected in 
my peregrinations in the USA that trying to fund the project as a 
wildlife conservation project was doomed because the big agencies 
all had their funds tied up, had priorities and were just not 
interested enough in Vernon Reynolds and the Budongo Forest. 
The angle I had not yet developed fully, and which now seemed 
more promising, was to gear the project more to the question of 
forest regeneration, keeping the chimpanzees and other primates in 
the picture as seed dispersers. This, it turned out, was to be a much 
more productive approach, for the British Government was giving 
forestry research a high profile, and my contacts at the Oxford 
Forestry Institute could give me very good advice on what aspects 
to focus on and what the important issues were.  
 
I therefore concentrated on the possibility of obtaining ODA 
funding via the OFI. I started work on a new research proposal and 
then, soon after term had started, in October 1990, I met with Jeff 
Burley, Director of OFI, and showed him my plans and he 
suggested I try for around £100K for a 3-year forestry-cum-
wildlife project. He emphasized that it would be competitive and 
there was no assurance of success, but I was determined to 
proceed. Work went on, polishing up budgets, getting advice from 
Bob Plumptre, Howard Wright and others, getting the ODA 
application forms filled in and submitting them. The new proposal 
was for 3 years, with a salary for a Research Officer, and a 
carefully structured research plan based on a study of the role of 
primates in seed dispersal in relation to the Budongo Forest and its 
history of selective logging. How had this logging affected the 
structure of the forest? And what part did the chimpanzees and 
other primates play in seed dispersal? 
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Then came the waiting. The decision was going to be made at the 
end of February 1991, but there were delays, and by mid-March I 
was getting edgy. Just then, a grant from the National Geographic 
Society came through. Excellent! This grant would help with travel  
to Uganda, a motorbike for Chris, some further much needed 
equipment, and some funding for Ugandans, all in year 1. 
 
On Friday March 22 1991 I decided to call in at the OFI and see if 
Howard Wright had any news. I entered his room and he said, after 
a pause, "We've decided to go ahead and fund your project". Great 
news! We sat and discussed things for a while, and for the first 
time I began to feel the shape of things to come.   
 
With the ODA funding we could go ahead on a broad basis, and 
there should be a good chance of getting USAID support at a later 
stage. At home, we broke a bottle of Asti Spumante to celebrate. 
Next day I told Geoff Harrison and he was delighted. 
 
The appointment of a Research Officer was now an urgent priority. 
I put ads in New Scientist and Nature. The responses started to 
come in, and I found myself bombarded with CVs from very well 
qualified people. The deadline arrived, and it was necessary to 
make a short list for interview. Tim Synnott agreed to interview 
with me. During the week of May 6th, we interviewed five people. 
Three of them could have done the job very well indeed. One of 
them, Andrew Plumptre, not only had the right background, having 
had experience of the gorilla project at Karisoke while he was 
doing his PhD there, but also had managed to get himself born in 
Kampala, being the son of Bob Plumptre, a lifelong forester in 
Uganda now at the O.F.I. Andrew had a relaxed but seemingly 
firm grasp of what this project entailed. There was only one snag: 
he had just finished his PhD and when would there be time to write 
it up for publications? We discussed this and found some possible 
solutions. He accepted the job. 
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Meanwhile I had got the Land Rover ordered with Hundhill. Jake 
was interested in helping set things up at Budongo and, eventually, 
going out there to help at the field site. We now busied ourselves 
finding out what accessories and spares would be needed for the 
Land Rover. In fact, Jake at this stage was thinking of driving it to 
Kampala from Dar es Salaam, if this could be geared in with the 
project.  
 
I also set about writing some explanatory items for students and 
others planning to come out. I wrote one on health, one on arrival 
at Nairobi and Entebbe, and one general document on Uganda and 
the Budongo project.  
 
The monthly letters from Christopher arrived, and I was pleased to 
learn that the chimps were getting habituated and transect cutting 
had progressed over quite a big area, 2 km x 1 km in 100m squares 
(i.e. 1 hectare squares). Chris had spent a week at the Kibale 
Forest, where Makerere University had a big field centre, learning 
the correct methods for transect cutting, censusing primates, and 
doing tree phenology (i.e. estimating the state of certain marked 
trees, whether in full fruit, with unripe fruits, with flowers, or with 
leaves) from Dr Colin Chapman in particular. Colin had also very 
kindly looked over Chris's research proposal and suggested 
numerous improvements to the methodology. 
 
Chris sent his report to the Boise Fund, quite an impressive 
document, with information on tree phenology and the foods eaten 
by the various primate species. He also found that censusing 
chimps was not possible using the transect method - presumably 
because they were just too far away when surveying is going on. 
But he found a way of estimating chimp numbers for the whole 
forest and came up with the range 470 - 730 animals. I wondered if 
this was realistic? Anyway, he had come up with a number, a much 
smaller number than the 2000 or so Frankie and I estimated in 
1962, or even the 1,000 Albrecht estimated in 1971. 
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There was one tricky problem we had to face, which had to do with 
the money from JGI. Mr Okua, the Game Warden, had, apparently, 
been under the impression the money was for his Department, and 
for a while relations between him and Christopher were strained. 
However, Richard Wrangham cleared things up with a letter to 
Okua, and all was well after that. Throughout this episode, which I 
got a blow by blow account of from Chris's letters, Chris acted 
astutely and with the utmost discretion. 
 
Early in 1991 the Game and Forest Departments asked Chris to 
spend a week with one of his Field Assistants surveying the NE 
corner of Budongo, the so-called Pabidi area, as a possible chimp 
tourism area. He wrote and asked my permission, for it would 
mean extra funds, explaining that he was eager to agree with their 
request in the interests of goodwill between our project and these 
two Government Departments. I readily agreed to the extra 
expense and the loss of time from the project's main work, since 
the payoff seemed likely to be worthwhile. So Chris did this for 
them, finding very few signs of chimps in Pabidi in the week he 
was there. He wrote a full report on his work, and did an excellent 
job. Pabidi, it seemed, might have chimps at some times of the 
year, for people had heard and seen them there, but not always, and 
might thus not be ideal as a year-round tourist attraction. Further 
studies were needed at other times of the year. 
 
Tourists? Yes, this was part of the new thinking in the Forest 
Department. As yet few tourists had returned to Uganda after the 
civil wars of the seventies and eighties, and until the roads were 
improved few could be expected. But one question in this land 
denuded of its big game was: would the tourists ever return? And 
the answer to that question might be that in modern conditions it 
could be species such as chimpanzees that would attract them; 
since Jane Goodall chimps are of tremendous interest to people 
world-wide. The second factor, and the reason for the interest of 
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people like Peter Howard and others in the Forest Department, was 
the financial one. The mahogany trees that had once provided 
Uganda with its richest source of foreign revenue had now largely 
gone. To what extent mahoganies were regenerating in the forests 
was an unknown factor, though an inventory was just now being 
made. But for many years the Forest Department had been earning 
a pitifully low income from its forests. Might chimpanzee tourism 
be an income earner, perhaps a bigger one than timber had ever 
been? This was one of the reasons why the Forest Dept was 
interested in our project. It had already considered the issue in the 
Kibale Forest, and decided to support the construction of a 
forest/chimp tourist site there. 
 
Andrew started on June 1st 1991 and we began the task of getting 
ready for our trip out to Uganda, buying all sorts of things to take 
out for Chris and the Ugandans he was now employing. The 
project was really taking shape now. I sent Chris some money to 
hire a Land Rover for our visit from Zoology, as I didn't want any 
more of that taxi park robbery stuff when we'd nearly lost our 
money in 1990. Meanwhile two students had arranged with me to 
come out to Budongo - Georgie Boge, my own student in the 
Department, whose ambition was to study forestry after her time 
with us, and Kirstin Johnson, from the World Conservation 
Monitoring Centre in Cambridge, who wanted to do a survey of the 
uses made of forest products by the people living in villages 
around its edge.  
 
Time went by rapidly and soon it was time to leave. We now had 
the ODA grant, the NGS grant, the JGI money for Chris, and a 
further small grant from the Rainforest Action Fund, with £200 
received already. 
 
My suitcase was packed and overweight. In it were raincoats for 
Field Assistants, a mozzy net, second hand clothes for helpful 
needy Africans, 3 rucksacks new lightweight binoculars, my heavy 
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Canon camera and Jake's smaller Olympus, pocket tape recorder, 
plus this time a nice directional mike borrowed from Simon 
Bearder who wanted to know if there were bushbabies in Budongo. 
Cigarettes and tea-spoons as gifts, 3 watches, cutlery (which we'd 
not had in 1990), maps, documents, and much more besides, 
including travellers cheques to pay for the NGS motorbike if we 
could get it in Kampala. The ODA funds were transferred direct 
from Oxford University to Barclays, Kampala. 
 
I flew out on July 4th a few days ahead of Andrew, first to Nairobi, 
then on to Entebbe. Chris was there to meet me at Entebbe, with 
the Makerere Land Rover, the same old bone-shaker as last year's 
(though the hire cost had doubled). It was nice to have a vehicle 
from the start, as against last year when we had to spend the first 
10 days in Kampala on foot or in taxis (matatus) getting too hot 
every day. Now we could go where we wanted when we wanted - 
great! We drove the familiar route to Kampala, with Chris filling 
me in on all the latest developments against the roar of the vehicle. 
Actually we'd kept in pretty good touch by letter writing so I knew 
more or less what was going on at Nyabyeya, but I didn't know one 
thing which Chris now told me - that we wouldn't be living at 
Nyabyeya this year because it was being rehabilitated and the 
house we had last year wasn't available. Instead we'd live in a 
house at the Sonso sawmill. In fact Chris had moved into a house 
there already, both because of the renovations and because it was 
right in the forest and better situated for his work in the forest, and 
as a base for the 5 Field Assistants. 
 
We drove through the Makerere gates, and to Pomeroy's house. 
He'd kindly agreed to my staying there. Chris and I started on the 
long list of people we wanted to see and things to buy. We needed 
to buy mattresses and sheets and pillows, a lamp and paraffin, and 
we'd have to get the big items to Budongo somehow as the Land 
Rover would be full of people and luggage. 
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Conversations with Chris were always a pleasure. I'd put to him 
the various problems I couldn't solve (how to get passport photos 
for permits? how to find officials?) and he always had a nice easy 
answer. With Chris there were never any problems. One of his own 
main concerns was his new motorbike. We had budgeted $2500 
from National Geographic Society for a new one and he knew just 
what model he wanted. When we got to the suppliers (Walusimbi) 
there were plenty of the bikes but they were all sold! There was 
another model available but it didn't have a luggage carrier at the 
back, which was essential. It seems some aid project got in just 
ahead of us and bought up all the stock. A new one would have to 
be ordered and there was a wait of 12 weeks and so on and so 
forth. So Chris didn't get his bike. 
 
We saw our friends and colleagues from the Forest Dept and 
Makerere, we went to Barclays Bank to see if the money had really 
arrived (it had) and whether I could really draw some out (I could).  
Derek Pomeroy was away just then but Richard Wrangham was 
around so we had good talks with him sitting in Pomeroy's house 
or in his garden. Sarah and Robina cooked the food we bought at 
the nearby market, or bought it for us with money we gave them, 
and there was beer in the fridge (fridge!). 
 
On the Wednesday Chris and I went down to Entebbe to meet 
Georgie and Andrew off the plane from Nairobi. All went to plan. 
We started with a nice meal at the Victoria Hotel in Entebbe, and 
then went back to Pomeroy's. Georgie had planned to stay at the 
College Inn in Wandegeya, but in the end she opted for Pomeroy's 
floor. Chris was staying, as he always did, at his brother's place in 
Kampala.  
 
With Andrew arrived, we made our way to the British High 
Commission, and met Trish Cavell, who had sent the fax saying 
they would help with processing our Land Rover when it 
eventually arrived. She said she might have been able to loan us a 
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Land Rover free of charge if we'd asked! And told us about their 
Guest House outside town, where we might be able to stay. (Later, 
after the field trip, we tried to use these facilities, but it turned out 
the Guest House was full and all the Land Rovers were in use!). 
 
On July 15

th
 1991 we got the rucksacks into the Land Rover, 

jerrycans on top, saw the mattresses off in a pick-up en route for 
the bus station, piled into our old jalopy, and set off with a few last 
minute stops for matches and candles, to Masindi. On one of our 
pit stops we were overtaken by the bus and saw our mattresses sail 
past on its roof. The old tank I saw last year was still by the 
roadside, one of the few mementos to a war only just over. Lunch 
of barbecued pieces of liver at a roadside 'hotel' was delicious and 
did not produce the expected tummy ache. We lunched at the 
Masindi Hotel and then drove on to Budongo, collecting our 
mattresses on the way, and thence on to the splendid but derelict 
wooden house Chris had found right on the edge of the forest 
clearing at the Sonso Sawmill site. By nightfall we were settled in 
and Andy got the paraffin light going. Chris had found a live-in 
cook-housekeeper named Robina and she fixed us a huge meal. 
We found places to sleep in the various rooms and hung up our 
mosquito nets. I slept in the same room as Andy, Georgie was in 
with Kirstin, and Chris slept in the dining/sitting room. We 
downed some beer and had no trouble at all falling asleep. 
 
Next morning, July 16th,  I awoke to hear black and white colobus 
monkeys engaging in a dawn chorus of deep throaty gurgling 
roars. I got out of bed, dressed by torchlight, and was on to the 
verandah as dawn was breaking. There were blue monkeys and 
baboons right by the house. And immediately I heard chimps 
calling from two different directions. Everything was here, all 
around us, welcoming us to the forest! 
 
After breakfast (another of Robina's feasts - all Robina's meals 
were like this, she cooked everything we had bought for every 
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meal) Chris took us to see his excellent transect system. This runs 
north-south and east-west, at 100m intervals, over 6 square km of 
forest starting just to the north of our house. Terrific, and so nice to 
be able to walk in the forest quietly and easily without pangas. 
Those transect cutters I had been paying from England month by 
month had not been idle. And all credit went to Chris for having 
supervised them so efficiently. We met the Field Assistants, really 
nice and well educated guys, five of them in all, recruited by Chris 
through advertisements, interviewed by him and given a written 
examination, as they would need to be able to keep accurate 
records. These Field Assistants, Zephyr, Geresomu (pronounced 
Gershom), Dissan, Tinka John, and Nabert, were living at camp in 
some rather dilapidated houses (soon to be demolished and 
replaced by Jake and his team of builders) 
 
Meanwhile it was nice to be walking around in the forest again. 
We saw blues and black-and-whites but no chimps - hardly 
expected to that first day, after all we'd only once come upon them 
in the previous year's visit. I started collecting fallen fruits, mainly 
for identification purposes. The plan was to dry them back at the 
house, and if possible take them back to England, which in the 
event we did. While in the forest, our Field Assistant found a snare 
set for a duiker, which we dismantled. There were 2 more snares 
hanging on a twig nearby, which we confiscated.  
 
In the afternoon we walked across to the sawmill. The electricity 
was actually on, and we saw a tree being crane-lifted and moved 
slice by slice through a chain saw. Then we moved on to pick up 
my old tracker friend from 1962, Manueri, at his home in 
Nyakafunjo. But he was already on the road coming towards us 
when we met him, half way along the Royal Mile. Fond 
exchanges. As last year, he asked straight away "Wapi 
Memsahib?" and I explained as before that she had a full-time job 
in the UK and couldn’t just take time off to go to Uganda. Manueri 
was looking a good deal older than he had done last year. His 
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eyesight seemed to have deteriorated, he was thinner, and he had 
some difficulty clambering into the Land Rover.  
 

                                             
                         Manueri and myself, July 1991 
 
We drove on to Nyabyeya Forest College. What a transformation! 
The whole college was being rehabilitated with World Bank/EEC 
money, and the newly painted houses looked a picture against the 
flowering shrubs and the blue Ugandan sky. We were shown the 
site for our house by Mr Gift Okojia, a lecturer at the college, and 
we met the Budongo Forest Officer Mr Akankwatsa, and the local 
Resistance Council (RC1) Chairman for the Nyakafunjo area, Mr 
Yeko. This latter was a very friendly man who was happy to give 
us permission to conduct our project in his administrative area, in 
fact the more projects we ran the better as far as he was concerned. 
This was good news for Kirstin in particular, as later on she would 
need his co-operation when she wanted to interview villagers about 
their uses of the forest and its products.  
 
On returning to our house at Sonso we put off Manueri at his home 
with a 250/- sachet of waragi and 300/- cash, arranging to see him 
again next day. Back at the Sonso mill, Chris took us to see an 
empty house that, he suggested, we might consider buying from 
the mill's owner, Mr Patel. We thought about that for a while. The 
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house was just a shell, but could be refurbished. However, I 
strongly felt that we should maintain a base at Nyabyeya, for 
political reasons, and for reasons of security. One never knew what 
might become of the Sawmill, but the college had survived the 
Amin years and the Obote years which augured well for its 
survival in the future. 
 
As we looked over the house we entered a back room which turned 
out to be inhabited by, Chris said, a poor man who was simply 
using it as living space. In his room we found half a dozen snares 
ready to put out in the forest. What a dilemma! My first thought 
was to take them, but then I thought of the man whose livelihood 
they represented, and how taking them would make a poor man 
whose only possessions were a few snares even poorer. We left 
them, and determined on the only other way - Chris would speak to 
him in due course and emphasize the need to take great care to set 
snares in ways and places that would not lead to chimps getting 
caught, for that is what happens sometimes, and despite their 
intelligence chimps cannot always get the snares off and live with 
a piece of wire embedded in a wrist. Several of the Kibale chimps 
had snares on their wrists, and one at Budongo, known to the Field 
Assistants as 'Kewaya' had it too. 
 
That evening the electricity came on suddenly and unexpectedly, 
flooding our house with light from the ceiling bulb. In the past, the 
sawmill’s electricity generator, located down by the river, had 
supplied this house, but we had no idea it was still connected. 
Looking up, I was dismayed to see the wiring, all exposed through 
the holes in the ceiling, sparking and smouldering like a detonator 
fuse. We scrambled for the mains switch before the place caught 
fire. Next day a man from the sawmill came in and 'fixed' things; 
next evening the same events were repeated. After that we kept the 
mains switch off and stuck to our Chinese paraffin lamp, which 
was nicer anyway. 
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Something of a red-letter start to the next day, July 17th. We got 
up to the sound of colobus calls, moved on to the verandah, and 
there in the trees not more than 100 metres from the house were 3 
large male chimpanzees! They proceeded to feed from 7.00 to 7.15 
p.m., when, abandoning thoughts of breakfast, we went in search 
of them, but didn't find them. We found their food - a strange 
exotic fruit like a fig turned inside out, orange-red in colour, ripe 
and sticky. No-one knew what it was, but it seemed to have been 
planted by the sawmill to mark the boundary between the working 
area and the residential area where the workpeople's houses stood. 
Later on we identified this species as the paper mulberry, 
Broussonettia papyrifera. 
 
Going into the forest later we found chimp dung with the large 
sticky seeds of Cordia millennii in it, and also saw blues eating 
these fruits. We neither heard nor saw the chimps again that 
morning, though blues, redtails and colobus were fairly abundant.  
 
That afternoon Manueri came over to our house as invited. I sat 
him down on a chair, took one myself, and provided a third for 
Christopher who was the interpreter. I was going to put into effect 
a plan I had conceived in England. Ever since last year's visit I had 
realized that Manueri was an old man now, and Chris told me that 
he had no relatives living with him and so he had to do all the hard 
work to get his food. It seemed to me that this was something I 
could help with, and I owed it to him for making our journeys into 
the forest possible all those years ago, and being so good natured, 
good humoured and (apart from his drunken spells) dependable. 
The plan Frankie and I had come up with was a pension: we would 
make arrangements with Chris to pay him a certain sum each 
month out of our personal bank account. It was important that he 
should not be paid out of project funds as (a) he was too old to 
work for the project, much as he might have wished to, and (b) 
everyone else would want a pension too! 
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So we sat down, the three of us, and I spoke, then Chris translated. 
I told him that I much appreciated the way he had guarded and 
looked after us as well as working for us in 1962, and that we 
would not forget him now in his old age, and that we would 
arrange for a pension to be paid him each month by Christopher 
from now on, and it would be £5 a month. This figure was very 
good, but it was not too much either, for Chris and I had consulted 
over the amount and we both felt that if he got too much he would 
only be robbed or would tend to revert to heavy drinking. As £5 
was actually rather a lot, however, I explained that if he needed 
anything such as new clothes or new boots, he should tell Chris, 
who would buy the items for him and deduct it from the pension. 
He accepted all this with his usual Manueri-type pleasure at 
anything that went well or was good news. Afterwards I ran him 
home in the Land Rover, as he found the walk quite demanding. 
 
It was nice to be back again. Next morning, July 22nd, it was the 
familiar scene and sounds - colobus monkeys doing their dawn 
chorus, with the low metallic clunking of cooking pots from the 
kitchen as background. Dawn broke and two male chimps came to 
breakfast on the trees opposite our house. I went into the forest at 
7.45 with Gershom. Immediately we stepped into the forest we saw 
three chimps on the ground on east-west transect A as we stood at 
the junction of transects 0 and A. We stopped to watch. A fourth 
appeared. All were adults, sitting on the ground about 90 metres 
away from us. They watched us but weren't too bothered. It was 
still rather dark in the forest, a dull morning overhead, so we 
couldn't see well. One was older than the rest, with a bald head. I 
thought these were probably all males, maybe the ones who came 
to breakfast earlier in the trees. 
 
At 8.01 another adult male appeared, closer to us. He didn't see us 
at first, then he did, but he didn't dash off. He spent a couple of 
minutes looking at the group of four chimps further up the transect, 
then he had a last look at us and headed north off the trail and into 
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the forest. As he moved off, so did the other four, travelling with 
him. But although we counted four move away, the old one was 
still there, he did not go. So there had been five in the more distant 
group, and with the closer one we had seen six adults, all of which 
appeared to me to be males.  
 
The old male sat on the track and kept a wary eye on us. He was 
half-hidden by a tree on the transect, so we peeped at each other 
round this. It was wait-and-see, but not for long. At 8.06 a further 
adult, accompanied by an adolescent female emerged on to the 
transect heading north, making eight chimps so far. What was 
surprising was that they all came from the forest edge side, so they 
must all have been travelling along the forest edge just by our 
house and the sawmill, maybe attracted by those fruiting trees that 
we couldn't identify. And this spot seemed, at any rate today, to be 
where they headed into the forest. 
 
The old male was still on the track, but then he moved off, also 
going north. We decided to do the same thing, so we took transect 
1 and proceeded north in the hope of meeting some of these 
chimps again. At intersection 1B we waited. There was a noisy 
kelele (chorus of hooting) with loud drumming close by. The 
males were still around, close but invisible to us, watching us no 
doubt. By now it was 9.03 a.m. The chorus was answered by 
another one to the west.  
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                                      Dead blue monkey  
 
At 9.20 we found a dead adult male blue monkey lying near the 
corner of intersection 0B. He was somewhat stiff but not rock hard, 
and might be 12-24 hours dead, we thought. He was very badly 
injured with a large number of bites, to his face, legs, and body. 
What had apparently killed him was a fearsome gash to his lower 
abdomen which had cut right through his stomach wall. He may 
have lived for a while after that one, but not for long, it was a fatal 
wound. Some of the men had heard a lot of screaming and fighting 
the evening before which they had attributed to the noisy, 
quarrelsome baboons. As likely, in view of our find, it had been a 
territorial fight between two adult male blue monkeys. If so, if this 
male had been killed by a rival male and not by some other species 
of predator, then blue monkeys fought more fiercely than I had 
realized in defence of their territory and their females. 
 
As we were photographing the monkey, three male chimps, a 
female and her infant, and an adolescent female crossed the 0 
transect, heading west. There were so many chimps around this 
morning! 
 
We left the monkey where it was, to collect later. At 9.35, 
following calls, we moved to block BA where we reached a Ficus 
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mucuso tree with unripe small fruits. Despite this, we could see an 
adult male and an adult female feeding on the fruits, in a desultory 
way. There were other chimps around too, but harder to see from 
where we were standing. Geresomu moved around and bumped 
into other Field Assistants nearby, with other members of our party 
in tow (we had gone out two by two this day). When they put their 
heads together they worked out that there were 10 chimps in all 
here in this cluster of fig trees. That fitted with the numbers we had 
been seeing. It was an eye-opener that so many chimps were living 
just near the sawmill, for we still had not come far into the forest.  
 
We collected the male blue monkey and carried him back to our 
house. He was heavy. I drew a picture of him, showing the sites of 
the various wounds he had sustained. We wanted to weigh him, but 
had not got any kind of weighing machine except Christopher's 
small hanging scale. Kirstin, a student who had come out to 
Budongo to study the uses local people made of the forest, and was 
living at camp, came up with an idea. We put a chair on the 
verandah to act as a fulcrum, then over this we balanced a 
mahogany pole. Next we weighed a full bottle of beer, using 
Chris's scale. We then put the monkey in a big plastic bag and 
hung it on one end of the pole, and on the other end of the pole we 
hung a second plastic bag and proceeded to put bottles of beer into 
it until they balanced the monkey. When it balanced, we counted 
the number of bottles, and hey presto we had the weight of the 
monkey! Well done Kirstin. Showed the need always to have 
plenty of beer on field trips. The monkey weighed 25 kg, and later 
when we checked in Kingdon's 'Mammals of Africa' back at 
Pomeroy's house we found that this fell within the known range of 
weights of adult male blues. They are much larger and heavier than 
I had suspected from watching them move around with such 
lightweight agility in the treetops. 
 
What to do with the monkey? Andy wanted the skeleton, and so he 
and I used Robina's hoe to dig a hole in the scrubland between our 
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house and the forest (discovering that the ground was hard!), when 
the hole was just about big enough we put the monkey, in its 
plastic bag (the big, black sort), into it and shoveled the earth back 
on again. It could stay there until next year, by when the flesh 
should have rotted down and the skeleton be retrievable. 
 
The rest of the day was taken up by discussions, first of all with 
Manueri and second with the Field Assistants. Manueri appeared 
after lunch. He'd been thinking and decided that what he most 
wanted was a new house! A new house? Yes, a new house, 
Christopher explained. I smiled, remembering the crafty old 
bugger he was. He'd seen good fortune in the long talk we'd had 
about his pension. Well, the pension was to have been £5 a month, 
payable partly in cash and partly in things he needed. I'd been 
thinking of things like new shoes, or cigarettes. Not a house... well, 
what would a house cost? Chris opined that the sort of house 
Manueri would like and would need, for one person, would cost 
the equivalent of £100, including roof, door, walls and labour). At 
least that sum sounded feasible to me, so I replied that I would 
discuss it with Frankie when I got home (for it was Frankie and I 
who would be paying for it, this was a personal matter not a project 
matter) and reply as quickly as possible. Chris translated and 
Manueri accepted, pleased no doubt that he hadn't got an outright 
rejection. Chris agreed that if there was going to be a house he 
would handle the financial aspects, and get the thing built. 
 
Next, the Field Assistants. But first I was to give them a talk on 
chimps. So we got all the chairs out of the house and set them out 
in a semi-circle at the edge of the forest, and we all sat down for 
the first meeting of the Budongo University. There were five of us 
(Chris, Kirstin, Andy, Georgie, and me) and the five of them (John, 
Zephyr, Dissan, Geresomu, and Nabert). They dutifully listened to 
my description of the earlier work on chimps at Budongo, the 
studies elsewhere, and what had been concluded about chimps, 
their way of life and social organization. They were particularly 
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interested in the fact that chimps have been seen eating meat in 
other places, and even once in Budongo (by Akira Suzuki, in the 
late sixties), something they themselves had not seen. 
 
The talk and questions over, I set myself to address the points they 
had raised, which Chris and Andy and I had now had time to thrash 
out carefully. I began by reminding them that they were all being 
paid by the Jane Goodall Institute, and that there was a limit to 
how much money was available, but that within this limit we were 
determined to do what we could to meet their requests. First, pay. 
They were worried about the constant erosion of the value of the 
shilling. We met that by a simple expedient - they would 
henceforth be paid in notional U.S. dollars, converted into shillings 
at the going rate. Further, whereas they were not at present paid for 
their lunch-hour, we would in future pay for this, making a total of 
9 hours the maximum payable for a day's work. This would mean 
that the maximum rate of pay for a Probationer would be 60 U.S. 
cents a day (then 60 Uganda shillings), while for a Field Assistant 
it would be 70 U.S. cents or 70 Uganda shillings a day. This would 
mean that the annual maximum rate of pay for a Field Assistant 
would be $226.80, no mean figure in western Uganda, indeed the 
highest rate of pay available in the region.  
 
Bicycles - Each Field Assistant would receive a 50% contribution 
from the JGI fund towards a bicycle, the remaining 50% to be paid 
in instalments out of salary. 
 
Field Equipment - 2 more compasses would be supplied (they 
already had 3). 3 more watches would be purchased. I additional 
raincoat would be added to the 4 they already had. We had 
provided 2 rucksacks and would provide 3 more. And we would 
supply one more pair of binoculars and try to repair the pair that 
had got broken. All these items would come with Andy on his 
return to Uganda in October.  
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Clothing - each man would receive a clothing allowance of 5000/- 
Ug. at Christmas time, upgraded to keep pace with inflation. We 
also confirmed that the project would reimburse medical expenses 
on production of receipts from the dispensary. 
 
Regarding field courses, I pointed out that such courses were just 
not available locally and that it was too expensive to send them 
abroad, but that there was expertise in their sort of work at Kibale 
Forest to the south, and that whenever one of the senior personnel 
was travelling to Kibale, in the months ahead, two of them, in 
order of seniority, would be given the opportunity to accompany 
him. 
 
Having said which, I sat back and invited comments. Silence 
ensued, and I could not detect whether there was disappointment or 
pleasure at the outcome. Then one of them, Tinka John, said he 
was pleased at the fact that they were to be paid in dollars, and 
thanked me on behalf of all of them for having listened carefully to 
what they had been saying and responded in a positive way. The 
meeting broke up. Later on I heard that they were very pleased at 
the outcome. 
 
The next few days were taken up with visits into the forest, usually 
in the mornings, getting familiar with tree species, noting what was 
in fruit and what primates were eating it, and most days seeing 
chimps (though not always). In the afternoons we were visited by 
the District Game Warden, and the Regional Forest Officer, 
following arrangements we had made previously in Masindi. It was 
useful discussing our project with these people, who would be vital 
to its future success, and were all interested in getting more 
involved in it. We promised to look for additional sources of 
funding to make their participation possible, thinking mainly of 
USAID in this respect.  
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Later that day we took stock of the chimps the Field Assistants 
could recognize individually by now. There were five:  
Mulema - a lame male 
Kewaya - a female with a wire snare attached to her wrist 
Rubondo - a male with a large stomach 
Magosi - a male with large testicles 
Boss - a very big male. 
Our object was to recognize all our chimps individually, but it 
would be a very long time before we could do that. Not only were 
the chimps very good at keeping to themselves, but I had certain 
qualms about making them too confident in the presence of human 
beings, for poachers could too easily cash in on this. We would 
need to go slowly and with caution, and we'd need to get a 
conservation/education programme going too. This was something 
we had talked about to Peter Howard and others in Forestry in 
Kampala, and it seemed that if it could in some way be linked with 
tourism there was a real chance that the Forest Dept would back it 
and funds could be channeled into an Education Centre and Tourist 
Lodge, where both foreign tourists and local Ugandans could learn 
about the forest and its inhabitants, the trees and the wildlife, while 
a permanent staff could run the facility.  
 
In the meantime we spent our days in the forest and around the 
house. In the forest we continued to collect fruit samples for drying 
and taking back to England for analysis. Before coming out to 
Uganda I had been over to Reading University to meet Professor J. 
Harborne, a specialist in a group of chemicals called tannins, or 
phenolics, which plants produce to defend themselves against 
being eaten by animals. These compounds are largely responsible, 
with another group, the alkaloids for giving fruits an objectionable 
taste, and they impede the action of stomach peptides in digestion, 
and the working of cellular processes in the utilization of food in 
the gut. I had asked Harborne if he would be able to analyze some 
fruits from Budongo for us, to see if phenolic content correlated 
with avoidance by primates, and he'd agreed to do so. So each day 
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in the forest I came home with a number of fruits in my pockets, 
and these had to be dried.  
 
We had no proper drying facilities so it was a complicated process. 
At first I put them out in the sun, but this was an invitation to the 
clouds to form and the heavens to open on us. Then I put them 
round the cooking fire, which was an improvement, but they were 
still in the open air and in constant danger of falling into the 
glowing coals. For a while they lived on a board in the house, but 
our hard-working housekeeper kept moving them around to sweep 
the floors, and fruits have a habit of rolling into dark spaces and 
disappearing as some passing fowl takes a fancy to them. 
Nevertheless we ended up with a reasonable collection, and I'm 
glad to say that Prof. Harborne was able to analyze them with quite 
interesting results, in the predicted direction. 
 
We also collected dung samples in the forest. At first, the Field 
Assistants had not been too keen on this, but Christopher gave 
them a pep talk about how important dung was to the study, and 
we developed a technique for collecting which made it a bit more 
acceptable, as follows: each man carried a supply of plastic bags 
about four inches square, the bag was placed over the hand like a 
glove, and the feces collected by turning the bag inside out. The 
problem was: what to do with it then? In one's pocket it had a habit 
of emptying itself, and in the rucksack it might impart its odour to 
lunch. Rubber bands we had not, but little lengths of forest vines 
came to the rescue.  
 
Back at the house, Andy gave us a professional demonstration of 
how to do a dung analysis, having had two years' experience with 
gorillas at Karisoke. Actually, Chris had been doing these analyses 
for the last few months, so we had a nice kitchen strainer handy. 
This was placed over a tin of water and the sample put in the 
strainer, which was then lowered into the water and shaken about 
to loosen the dung and allow the fine matter to go down into the 
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water. After a bit of shaking the larger items in the sample became 
clearer, and eventually could be picked out for identification.  
 
The chimpanzee dung samples we were collecting at this time 
mostly contained some large seeds in a sticky, pink coloured 
matrix; they were coming through the chimps, sometimes three or 
four in a dung sample, intact, without having been broken open or 
damaged in any way, and so the chimps were certainly dispersing 
this species of tree around the forest. All that remained was to 
identify it, which was the simplest thing because we found the 
fruits in abundance on the forest floor and saw the chimps eating 
them: this was Cordia millennii, a fine forest tree, and a useful 
timber species. Besides Cordia, there were a number of other seeds 
and bits of vegetable matter in the samples we collected, including 
chewed Aframomum pods, fig seeds and some we could not 
identify, but no animal remains, not even insects, as far as we 
could see.  
 
In the afternoon we were visited by Steve Nsita, the Deputy 
Principal at the nearby Nyabyeya Forest College, who told us 
about the rehabilitation of their college. Several buildings now 
finished, and more almost so. In August they were expecting the 
new batch of Certificate students to arrive. This Certificate (in 
Forestry) was the basic qualification for work in the Forest 
Service, after which they normally went out for 3 years into a job 
in a field situation, and then, if they were good enough and 
motivated, they could return to Nyabyeya for a two-year Diploma 
course, or come back occasionally for in-service Refresher courses. 
 
We had planned, in 1990, to build a house for our project on the 
Nyabyeya site, and the site was still available for us. As part of the 
rehabilitation programme (financed by the World Bank) the 
College was having a wholly new staff house built, and ours could 
be built beside it in due course. Steve suggested we might like to 
look at their plans for their house and build ours in a matching 
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style, and we thought this was a good idea, so later that day we 
went to Nyabyeya with Steve and consulted the plans. 
 
We also discussed with Steve the question of how we might set 
about purchasing a house from the sawmill, either the one we were 
now staying in, or another one. We had discussed among ourselves 
where the project should be based. On the one hand, the sawmill 
site was ideal, with monkeys and chimps all around. On the other 
hand, I knew from the experience of what had happened to the 
lovely forest rest-house at Busingiro, that a house not permanently 
manned and guarded can be reduced to its foundations, especially 
at times of political unrest. Nyabyeya College had survived the 15-
year civil wars, not intact (all buildings had been to some extent 
looted) but at least the walls and roofs, windows and furniture had 
been left to provide the basis for subsequent rehabilitation, and 
more importantly at no time had the College been abandoned by 
the staff. This, it seemed to me, was a very important fact. If we 
had a house at the College, even though it was a mile or so from 
the forest edge, we should have a secure base from a political point 
of view. The answer that emerged from our discussions among 
ourselves was that we should have a split site, with an 
administrative HQ at Nyabyeya, where we could store valuables at 
times when we were away, and from which we could involved 
with courses at the College and contribute a research dimension to 
the teaching there. It emerged that the Forestry Department at 
Makerere University already had a wildlife unit at the College to 
which we could contribute. And Peter Howard was planning to 
establish material for Conservation courses, with which we could 
fit in. All this looked quite promising.  
 
The Sonso mill house could then provide the field station, where 
research students could live, and from which our Field Assistants 
could operate. It was already functioning efficiently for this, as we 
were demonstrating. The five of us were using it quite happily, and 
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with our staff so ably put together by Christopher it was absolutely 
ideal for fieldwork. 
 
Steve pointed out the procedure for trying to buy a house at the 
mill site. First, we should have to ascertain ownership of the site 
and the house. The owner of the mill was a Mr Patel, whom we 
should be able to meet in Kampala as he lived there.  
 
July 26th 1991 was our last day in Budongo on this visit. I set off 
with Nabert following a big kelele (chimp chorus) to the NE, but 
we never found the chimps. However, we did something new. 
Shortly after 9 a.m. we spotted two new-looking chimp nests fairly 
low down in a couple of understorey trees, one larger and the other 
smaller, suggesting a mother and a juvenile. We decided to 
investigate whether any chimp hairs could be found in them. 
Nabert climbed first to one then to the other, and in each he found 
hairs, which he put into a couple of polythene bags. These we 
labeled with the date, place (Block 3C), and details of the nests 
themselves, height and estimated age (recent, last few days, maybe 
last night or the night before). Later on, we found another nest, an 
older one this time, and again Nabert climbed up, but this time he 
couldn't find any hairs in it. Finally, later in the morning, we found 
one more nest, seven metres high, in a Lasiodiscus understorey 
tree. Up went Nabert, observed this time by John and Geresomu as 
well as me, and recovered some hairs including a white one. 
 
Why the interest in collecting chimp hairs? There was a new 
technique of extracting DNA from single hairs. This could 
eventually, when sufficient hairs had been analyzed to form a 
database for the forest, enable one to identify with certainty which 
animal had nested where, and could also lead in course of time to a 
picture of the genetics of the population of each forest where DNA 
data were collected. This in turn could have wider implications. 
For instance, a chimp rescued from poachers could be individually 
identified if his/her DNA were known, or could be associated with 
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a particular population in a particular forest, so that for the first 
time we might be able to say where the poachers were operating 
and start to track them down. As we were going on to Kibale 
Forest where Richard Wrangham's team was working, collecting 
chimp hairs from nests in Kibale, we thought it would be a good 
idea to take them some Budongo hairs as a present. 
 
On our last afternoon we went over to the sawmill manager's office 
and spoke with the General Manager, Mr Matthew Byabazaire and 
the Sales Manager, Mr Tindimuzara. Matthew knew Andy's father 
Bob Plumptre very well, from many years of working together at 
Budongo. He told us that even nowadays, whenever they had a 
difficult problem, they asked themselves how Bob Plumptre would 
deal with it. So Andy was very welcome and so were we all. We 
thanked him for his kindness in making one of his houses available 
for our project free of charge, and told him something of our plans. 
He advised us to go and see Mr Patel in Kampala as soon as we got 
back there. From the sawmill we went on to the Forestry College 
to see the rehabilitation work in progress, look at plans for the new 
staff house, and talk to Steve Nsita in his office about ways we 
might be able to co-operate with the college in the future.  Then it 
was back to camp to pack our things, say goodbye to Robina and  
the Field Assistants and wish them luck until our next visit. 
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Chapter 2 

 
1992 

 
In which the project takes shape: camp is renovated, new buildings 

go up, transects are cut, and the chimps lose some of their fear 

 
 
April 20th (Easter Monday) 1992 finds me back in the UK, after a 
two week spell in Budongo, with much to report. I got back 
yesterday morning on the night flight from Nairobi, spent most of 
the day in a tired haze (though I managed to go to the Methodist 
church with Jim for Easter Sunday) and am now recovered. 
 
The ODA budget allows me 2 visits a year to Uganda. My first of 
year 1 was in June-July 1991 with Andy, and my second was the 
one just completed, from April 3 - 19, which although technically 
in year 2 (years start on April 1 for ODA) nevertheless fell into 
year 1 for budgetary purposes as I bought the ticket in March. 
 
Things have been moving enormously fast in Budongo. We now 
have two spacious houses (in need of complete renovation), a 
much larger staff of field assistants and transect cutters, and our 
own vehicle which I have driven and is superb. A long wheelbase 
Land Rover, blue in colour, with comfortable seats, a cassette-
radio player, a fine roof rack, and the words BUDONGO FOREST 
PROJECT printed in white on both side doors, together with 
BRITISH AID, which the British High Commission insisted on. 
They, incidentally, are holding our extensive set of spare parts, and 
are servicing and will maintain and repair our vehicle.  
 
But to begin at the beginning. Andy and Jake were both now in 
Budongo. Jake had come out to supervise the building of staff 
housing and renovation of the big wooden houses. I travelled with 



54 
 

a suitcase full of things for Jake, Andy, Chris and the workers. I 
had already sent ahead a suitcase with items Andy had requested, 
weighing 18 kg, by air freight. That contained the following: 5 
tough green raincoats, 2 rucksacks, 21 school text books (for the 
Budongo Primary School), 1 pair of boots (for me), 1 BFP logo T-
shirt (for Andy, who'd given his away), 2 second-hand pairs of 
trousers and a shirt (for Manueri), 3 rangefinders, 1 sound 
intensifier, 300 heavy duty plastic bags and 100 sealable bags (for 
soil/dung collection, part of a bulk order for 1000 that Andy had 
requested), and 2 accurate hanging scales. That lot had been sent 
via Air Express International; I had driven over there and delivered 
the case myself just a week before flying out. It was to be at 
Entebbe airport to await collection when I arrived, and sure enough 
it was, and the first thing we did when I got to Entebbe was to pick 
it up, which we did in the remarkably short time of 2 hours. 
But that's jumping ahead again. 
 
Every year has its particular headaches, and this year's came before 
I even got to Uganda. I arrived at Nairobi airport to get on the 
plane to Uganda only to be told that I had not reconfirmed my 
flight and as it was overbooked I would have to let other 
passengers on first. Despite my expostulations, together with a 
dozen other infuriated passengers, we did not get on the plane. I 
found myself taking a taxi back to the Fairview hotel, Nairobi, 
when I should have been landing at Entebbe. I got a message out of 
Nairobi airport to Entebbe airport and hoped it would reach 
whoever was planning to meet me. It said I would try and get on 
the next flight, with Ugandan Airlines, next morning. So next 
morning I was at the airport early, and had long discussions about 
Ugandan politics with three very nice people who were stuck with 
me, two veterinarians and a Trade Unionist, as we sat around at 
Nairobi airport. The plane, a smallish Fokker, started to fill up and 
eventually there were 3 spaces left aboard and 4 of us wanting to 
travel. "Which of you four will be prepared to wait for the evening 
flight?" asked the lady at the desk. There was a silence. And then 
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one of the vets, the nicest one of all of us, said "I will let the others 
fly", and stepped aside. It was a wonderful moment for me, and I 
thanked him and took a note of his name, Johnson Nhuwhe. He 
was from Zimbabwe and was coming to visit Makerere for 3 
months. I looked for him later at the Guest House but he wasn't 
there, I wanted to buy him a beer at the least. 
They had got the message the day before so hadn't been unduly 
alarmed at my failure to turn up. We got the air freight already 
described out of the Customs shed, and I made the acquaintance of 
the Land Rover. There were dozens of things to talk about so we 
made a bee-line for the Lake Victoria Hotel and had a Club (beer) 
and a nice lunch on the poolside patio.  
 
Then we headed for the Entebbe Zoo to see the chimps. There 
were 19 of them, more than ever, but the good thing was that JGI 
had appointed a very dedicated and thoughtful person, Christine 
Manning, to look after them, and to see through the changes 
necessary at the zoo. USAID had, we learned, taken an interest in 
reforming the zoo, which for many years had been under the Game 
Dept (whose offices adjoin the zoo site) and therefore had been 
totally starved of funds. JGI, via Linda Rothen in Kampala, was 
organizing the feeding of the chimps (and some of the other 
animals), as well as their care, but JGI alone would not have the 
resources to re-build the animals' accommodation and this was 
where USAID came in. We were shown a plan for a new and 
carefully re-structured zoo/education centre. The old cages would 
be removed and the zoo transformed by a moated chimp island. 
We asked about the plan to keep the chimps on an island in Lake 
Victoria, but this had apparently run into some difficulties and 
current developments would be on the Entebbe site.  
 
Then we headed off to Kampala, to Pomeroy's house, where we 
settled in for a beer and a wash, before going out to an Indian 
restaurant that evening. It was pleasant indeed to sit in the dusk, 
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full moon overhead, fruit bats twittering in the trees as they 
prepared for the night's outing. 
 
That morning we had been due to meet with the Dean of Science 
of Makerere University to discuss the Memorandum of Agreement 
that Andy and I had drawn up and revised after discussions with 
Jeff Burley and Howard Wright of OFI, Peter Miller of Zoology, 
and Peter Jewell of Cambridge. Because of my delay, the 
appointment had been postponed until the next day at 11 a.m. This 
was an important meeting, which would solidify our relationship 
with the University, and I was looking forward to it. So, on 
Tuesday April 7th, after a couple of hours in the bank loading up 
with cash for the field trip, we (Andrew, Chris and I – Jake had 
remained at camp) found ourselves with the Dean of Science, the 
head of Zoology, and the head of Botany. The meeting was a very 
friendly one, and we went through the document paragraph by 
paragraph, making changes as necessary. We left it with them, to 
pass through the hands of the Deputy Vice-Chancellor and the 
Legal Office of the University, so in due course all should be 
signed and sealed. The Agreement we ended up with was on the 
following lines: 
 
That the BFP and MU would encourage research in the Budongo 
Forest, and use it for training of undergraduates; 
That the BFP would provide copies of all reports for the MU 
library, would provide some equipment and a small library for 
workers at Budongo, and would encourage collaboration with 
visiting scientists. 
That MU would assist in obtaining permissions for research 
personnel coming to Budongo, and provide good students for 
research projects. 
That plant (and animal) specimens would belong to MU but they 
would help with sending specimens overseas for analysis or 
identification where necessary. 
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We went downtown for lunch at Burger Queen (they had no 
burgers that day, but the fish curry, recommended by Jake, was 
excellent). I had a new experience on the way to the restaurant. We 
had parked the Land Rover under a tree for shade - I was surprised 
no-one had taken the place as it was ideal. I got out of the vehicle 
and stood on the pavement waiting for Andy to lock up. I felt 
something land on my head. Looking up I found I was standing 
directly under a marabou's nest. These birds are five feet tall and 
have a matching product. 
 
The rest of the day was spent travelling to Budongo in the new 
Land Rover. This was my first trip through Uganda that wasn't too 
hot, too bumpy, and too noisy. The new vehicle took the potholes 
in its stride as we sank into the comfy seats. It even had carpets. 
And to perfect the journey, we had a radio-cassette and a large 
supply of tapes. As I recall, most discussion was about which tape 
to play, as Andy, Chris and Jake all had different ideas of what 
constituted good music. I was perfectly happy with anything. 
 
As always, we stopped in the Masindi hotel for a beer, then went 
on to Sonso arriving as it was getting dark. David Bowes-Lyon 
was there to meet us. He and the two house girls had spent the day 
getting the place spotlessly clean and tidy for my arrival. For the 
first time I saw the inside of the left hand half of our house, for we 
now occupied the whole building. That gave us an extra large room 
(which had a table and chairs and was laid for dinner), two extra 
bedrooms, a wash room and a store room. The same pattern, a 
mirror image, of the half we had been in last year. Double the 
space, in fact, so we all fitted in comfortably, with me sharing 
Jake's bedroom. It was really nice being able to relax and not be all 
crowded together - anyone who wanted to could move across to 
the other half of the house and find more chairs and tables there. 
 
There was something else for me to see – our own electric lighting! 
Jake and Andy had ordered the solar panels and lights in England, 
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and they had been shipped out with the Land Rover, but I had 
never seen them. Now here they were, up and running, with strip 
lights in each room, all connected to a couple of solar batteries, one 
in each of the big rooms, and the batteries connected by a couple of 
discreet leads up to the solar panels on the roof. Jake had done a 
nice job of connecting it all up so that it was wholly unobtrusive. 
He had also ripped out all the old wiring (which had nearly set the 
building on fire in 1991) and at the same time had removed the 
ceilings so that we looked up to the tin roof.  
 

            
                  Jake removing the old wiring inside the roof 
 
The ceiling and parts of the walls would be replaced where 
necessary (that meant the whole ceiling because it was a mass of 
holes where insects of various species had used it to make their 
nests). The walls were decorated with a map of Budongo showing 
the different forest types, and dozens of small Gary Larson 
cartoons, a new one of which was obtained every day from a 
calendar on the table. The chairs and table were local mahogany, 
as were the beds. We were indeed lucky to have such a nice house 
to live in, and it was  Chris who had done the initial negotiations 
with the mill in 1991. Now we found ourselves planning to 
purchase a lease, not only on this house but on a second one, set at 
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right angles some 25 yards away, and on the land around. We 
would be seeing Mr Patel, the Sawmill owner, on our return to 
Kampala, and one of my main objectives this visit was to sign an 
agreement with him for these two houses, (which in due course we 
did). The land itself was owned by the Forest Department and we 
were not entitled to buy it, nor he to sell it. We were offering the 
equivalent of £3000 for each house, which was a reasonable 
amount given the fact that although they were of sound wooden 
construction on sound concrete bases, with only slightly leaky 
roofs, they needed a very great deal of internal repair.  
 
After dinner I found myself rather disoriented as everyone did their 
ablutions and prepared for bed. Jake sorted my bed out for me (i.e. 
he gave me his bed), and I got back into the forgotten habit of 
"seeing Africa" and cleaning my teeth outside on the grass with the 
scent of the night rose everywhere. Eventually we all fell asleep. 
 
Next day, Wednesday April 8th, we were up at dawn and Andy, 
Jake, David and I took the Land Rover into Masindi where Jake 
and David stayed to do shopping while Andy and I went north to 
Kaniyo-Pabidi, the north-east corner of Budongo, where a group of 
our Field Assistants and Transect Cutters had been working on a 
new set of transects and trails which would eventually, it was 
hoped, become part of the new tourist area. Andy had got all this 
going with support from the Forest and Game Departments since 
he had been out in Uganda. It was pay day, and indeed that was 
why we had had to rush back to Budongo from Kampala the day 
before. We arrived at the spot where Nabert, the Field Assistant in 
charge, had his shelter house (in which those who stayed out in the 
field stayed at night, entitling them to a night allowance) and Andy 
told Nabert to organize the men for payment in a couple of hours 
time. Meanwhile Andy took me into the forest and we walked two 
or three kilometers along the newly cut trails. One trail ran east-
west for 5 km across the whole of the Pabidi forest, and from this 
one a series of north-south trails come off every 600 metres, with a 
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further series of east-west trails coming off those. In this way the 
whole of the Pabidi forest was effectively covered by a trail 
system, some 40 km of trails in all.  
 
Most of these trails were being made for the tourism project, but in 
certain areas they would be used as transects (a transect is a part of 
a trail used for scientific purposes). Our Field Assistants were 
trained in the systematic use of transects for data collection on 
frugivorous primates and tree phenology. They walked a transect at 
a steady pace until a group of primates (or indeed any frugivorous 
species including birds such as hornbills) was encountered. They 
then used a rangefinder to establish the distance to the animals, and 
a measuring tape subsequently to establish the distance of the 
animals from the transect at right angles. All data were entered on 
a check-sheet. Height above the ground was also determined, as 
were the number and age/sex of the animals was recorded, their 
species, and the species of tree they were feeding on, and whether 
on leaves, fruits, flowers, pithy stems or bark. This method was 
followed all the way along the transect, for 2 km, after which the 
Field Assistants turned round and retraced their steps, this time 
collecting phenology data, using a different check-sheet, on the 
marked trees along the transect. These trees were indicated by 
marker tags, their species were known, and their status (in leaf, in 
flower or in unripe or ripe fruit) was recorded in a systematic way 
so that we would be able eventually to determine the amount of 
food available to frugivores in that part of the forest, and compare 
it with other forest types in other areas. Each 2 km. transect was 
walked twice a month, so that our Field Assistants were covering 
20 km of trails each month.  
 
One of our main concerns was with the question of whether areas 
of forest logged at different times in the past had less or more 
species of fruiting trees than unlogged forest, in other words what 
the long term effects of logging had been on the structure of the 
forest, seen from the point of view of the primates. To answer 
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these questions, Andy told me he had been getting transects cut in 
a number of areas of forest, at Busingiro and Waibira, and in the 
Nature Reserve at Nyabyeya, as well as around our base at Sonso 
and here in Pabidi, and in due course the same Field Assistants 
would be using the same methods in each of these areas so as to 
ensure comparability of results obtained. 
 

                
                                     Jake and Andy, 1992 
 
This long walk gave Andy a chance to explain these methods to 
me. He was already familiar with the methods of modern ecology 
from his three years spent studying the gorilla reserve at Karisoke 
in Rwanda, and so for him the question was how best to modify the 
methods in the context of this forest. For me it was a question of 
learning the methods of modern ecology! This first lesson was 
valuable and I came to understand the need for precise methods if 
one is to be able, at the end of the study, to make scientifically 
valid statements about population densities and the amounts of 
food availability in different forest types. Besides the work in 
progress, Andy and I were able to have a long conversation about 
all the other aspects of the project which needed thrashing over. 
Our Budongo Forest Project was indeed developing rapidly and it 
was all I could do to keep up with the pace of developments. We 
were now employing some 30 people, with the prospect of funding 
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from USAID as well as ODA, NGS and JGI, and our planned links 
with the Forest and Game Departments were turning into reality, 
for we were now employing Forest Dept personnel at Pabidi, and 
were also employing a Game Guard to go with them into the 
forest. We were in close touch with Derek Earl and Peter Howard 
who were involved with the EC Natural Forest Management 
programme, and had a proposal in with them for some EC support 
for a conservation and education project. All these had been put 
together by Andy and me in Oxford in the autumn of 1991, but 
they were now moving towards reality, and a lot of planning had to 
be done. 
 
When we returned to the hut, the men were beginning to assemble, 
about twenty in all but they weren't sitting around. Termites were 
emerging from a number of termite hills nearby, and they were 
busy collecting them and making a fire to cook them on. A 
cheerful atmosphere pervaded the place, with a lot of joking as the 
men sat around removing bits of dirt and spare wings (which the 
termites had shed) from the seething mass of termites in the pot. 
This was then put on the fire and after a few minutes the meal was 
declared ready, and we were given a dish of termites all for 
ourselves. Yum yum, they were delicious! 
 
Andy meantime was counting up how much each man was owed 
(payment was by the hour worked) and getting his cash ready. 
Nabert then called them by name and up they came, one by one, to 
receive their earnings. Some of them were already in debt to 
others, and a good deal of money changed hands very rapidly as 
creditors took advantage of the fact that, for a brief moment, their 
debtors were unable to say they hadn't got the money. Finally it 
started to rain, lightly at first and then in buckets. We all piled into 
the Land Rover but only ten or so got inside, the rest got on top 
and as we bounced down the road between the trees with the cold 
rain coming down as it only does in the tropics we could hear the 
joyous singing of the newly paid men up above. 
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Back in Masindi we met Jake and David relaxing in the Masindi 
Hotel and had a nice lunch with them and a couple of field 
workers, one of whom was Nabert who was complaining of a pain 
in his collar bone which he'd damaged falling off his bicycle. He 
didn't seem too bad, so we assumed he hadn't broken anything and 
advised him to relax his arm, not to use it, and we would put it in a 
sling at Sonso. A couple of days later Andy took him to Hoima and 
to our surprise, when x-rayed, the collar bone was actually broken. 
Nabert displayed amazing fortitude, he barely complained at all.  
 
After lunch we returned to Sonso and Jake showed me around his 
building works. The ground had been leveled behind the house, in 
preparation for a new cookhouse and shower room complex. 
Behind that, beside the raised water tank, a huge deep rubbish pit 
had been dug. I could imagine the hours of work that had gone into 
this, as the ground, I knew from experience when we buried the 
blue monkey in 1991, was hard as iron. Moreover, the men had 
dug the hole in the dry season, a month ago, when the ground was 
at its hardest.  
 
But if I thought that was a deep hole, Jake next showed me 
another, square one, which was the pit for the new choo. This was 
no less than 30 feet deep. A special, ancient Egyptian-style bucket 
and pulley system had had to be rigged up to get the soil from the 
bottom. The floor was already in place, made of massive beams of 
ironwood. The hole was already cut in the centre, but as there were 
neither walls nor roof the brand new choo could hardly be used as 
yet, so we were all still using the old, desperately smelly one.  
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                          Dismantling the old staff houses 
 
Next Jake took me over to the row of workers' buildings where 
three of our Field Assistants were living. These houses were 
seriously sub-standard - four wooden, termite-infested walls and a 
leaky roof provided each of our men with a cell some 6 or 7 feet 
square, just enough to sleep in and keep a few belongings locked 
up in. These were due for demolition in a month or less, and new 
accommodation in the form of two new brick-built houses on 
concrete foundations, each house to be divided into five roomy 
sections, would provide excellent accommodation for such of our 
Field Assistants as wanted to live on site. (The remainder lived at 
Nyabyeya or Nyakafunjo with their wives and children, but this 
meant they had to get up very early and walk or cycle to Sonso to 
arrive by 7 a.m.). 
Jake also showed me his store with his tool kit (some brought out 
from England). He was about to hire a team of workers and draw 
up a contract with them for the work. He had already made 
contacts with suppliers of bricks, cement, sand (a heap was already 
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on site) and aggregate, and he had located a good carpenter in 
Masindi whom we would visit in a day or two. He showed me his 
(mahogany) ladder, made of offcuts from the mill, and we climbed 
up to the roof of our building (he got on to the roof, but I didn't) so 
that he could use some ghastly black mastic substance to try and 
close off some of the leaks which had led to parts of the house 
flooding that morning when there had been a huge storm. We had a 
nice relaxed afternoon, a lot of talking, and I began to feel adapted 
to Budongo again. 
 

                 
                                       Jake on the roof 
 
Next day was Friday April 10

th
 1991 and Jake and I decided to go 

for a nice long forest walk, west to the Nyakafunjo Nature 
Reserve, then off south to the main road at the Royal Mile and 
back to camp. We hoped to run into some chimps but in the event 
never did. We did however see a number of interesting things. I 
was somewhat dismayed that we kept finding the smouldering 
remains of fallen forest trees. Someone or some people were busy 
trying, apparently, to make charcoal by this very inefficient 
method of setting fire to dead trees lying on the forest floor. That it 
was charcoal they were after seemed clear from the fact that we 
found small heaps of charcoal by the sides of the trees. But the 
problem was that if the tree was too dry it caught fire and caused 
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devastation to the forest all around, sometimes resulting in a patch 
of burnt forest several hundred metres across.  
 
Walking along the forest trails was otherwise the pleasantest of 
things. There was always a bird or two singing, from the harsh 
hornbills to the musical cuckoos. Every few hundred yards we'd 
come upon a group of blue or redtail monkeys or black-and-white 
colobus monkeys, or even baboons. The trail was frequently 
blocked by a huge fallen tree which required negotiation either 
around or over the top. Walking like this you don't feel the need to 
talk but talking comes very easily and there seem to be things to 
talk about. I have noticed this in England too, so it's nothing to do 
with Budongo or Africa - that walking and talking go together. For 
a while we sat on fallen logs and I answered Jake's questions about 
life back at Plum Tree Cottage, where all the renovations and the 
coming of gas to Great Milton were changing our house, and I 
remembered Frankie who was probably at that moment at work in 
her Buckinghamshire Probation Service office in Aylesbury. It 
seemed, as it always does from Africa, an immense distance away, 
even though my whole visit this time was only a fortnight long. 
 
Then Jake filled me in on some of the details of his building 
project. Andy had successfully negotiated a grant from USAID of 
50m/- ($50,000) for our project, earmarked for a variety of uses all 
to do with creating African involvement. Of this, 15m/- ($15,000) 
was earmarked for Jake's building project, plus a further 600,000/- 
($600) to cover the costs of repairing the road to the sawmill, 
which Jake was also organizing. With the money he was engaging 
two foremen who had relevant experience as they had been 
working on the rehabilitation project at Nyabyeya Forest College, 
and four labourers who had also been working there. Each of these 
men would work on a contract basis, with payment at regular 
stages as particular phases of the work were completed. This was 
thought to be the best way to maintain motivation, and in fact it 
worked out that way.  
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Jake had set himself an ambitious programme. There were the two 
large houses to renovate, on which a start had already been made. 
The cookhouse behind our house would be knocked down and a 
new one built. An entirely new shower house complete with 
changing room would be built beside the cookhouse. The rubbish 
pit had already been dug at the forest edge, and the choo pit had 
been dug too.   
 

                
                                     Digging the new choo pit 
 
The labours involved in these major works I was later to see on 
some photographs - amazing scenes of black men in black holes 
handing up baskets of red earth to the world above. Besides all 
this, the entire row of shacks occupied by the Field Assistants was 
to be demolished and not just one but two new housing lines built, 
each with five rooms, one per F.A. And there would be a new 
cookhouse and shower room for the staff too. 
 
On 13 April, Jake wrote me out a plan for the rehabilitation of  
the two main houses: 
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1. Removal and replacement of damaged ceilings and walls with 
plywood sheet and softboard respectively. Involves removal of 
some internal walls. 
2.Cement patching on cracked verandah, pipe holes, wall lines and 
floor. 
3.Make safe existing fuse boxes and wiring matrices, and set up 
solar lighting system (this was already done). 
4. Make operational all window and door locking systems. 
5. Re-glaze windows where not converted to wooden shutters. 
6. Replacement of damaged mosquito netting in ventilation gaps 
and windows. 
7. Restructure water piping system to supply fresh tank water from 
standpipe. 
8. Organize drainage system at rear to provide satisfactory run-off 
and soak. 
9. Seal roof leaks (partly done already) 
 
The building staff were as follows: 
 
Person   Job description  
 
Jack Aluma  Supervisor    
 
Dimaru Atochan  Supervisor     
 
Richard Odongtoo Labourer     
 
Bernard Onenarach  Labourer      
 
Michael Onega  Labourer      
 
Patrick Opio  Labourer      
 
Edward Kibego  Window glass   
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Matua   Plumber     
 
Alex  )  
Martin )  Carpenters        
Pieto  )          
   
James Baguma  Carpenter for doors/windows     
 
Alice    Lunch cook     
 
I didn't ask how he had found all these people, but I guess that's 
what he'd been doing since he got here in February, together with 
finding all the various sources of the materials he was going to 
need.  
 
So far he had taken down the ceilings in one half of House 1 and 
removed some of the tangle of electric wiring up there. The choo 
and the rubbish pit were dug, and the ground leveled for the new 
shower house and cook house. Tools had been bought and a room 
set up as a workshop in our house. Men had been located to do the 
work, and sources found for the materials. 
 
The immediate plan of work was to make a start on the second of 
the two lines of staff housing (the men were still living in the old 
houses on the site of the first one). First the foundations were to be 
dug and filled with concrete. This would be done by mid-May. 
Then the brick walls would be built, by the end of June/early July. 
The roof frames  would be erected by mid July and roofing in 
place by the end of July. Finally doors and windows would be 
fitted during August. A start was made on the foundations while I 
was there. I then returned to Oxford to my teaching commitments. 
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               Leveling the foundations of the new staff houses 
 
Perhaps I should point out that Jake had come out purely as a 
volunteer on the project and wasn't being paid. We had in fact tried 
to get him some pay from USAID for the work he was doing but 
they had rejected this on the grounds that he was my son! Right 
and proper no doubt, but no other person, however highly paid,  
would have put half as much energy and commitment into this task 
as Jake was doing. Building work in Uganda in 1992 (and even 
now) was not the same as building work in Europe or the USA. It 
was a constant battle to obtain usable materials, track down the 
elusive saw or hammer hiding in one of the Masindi shops, find 
reliable men to do the work, and lead from the front. I had heard 
from the others (Andy, David and Chris) that Jake had been 
working harder and longer hours than the Africans themselves. He 
had earned their  respect by this. It had been at some cost to 
himself. One day he got so hot he developed a headache and it took 
him three days to recover - he'd been close to heatstroke. Andy had 
been advising him to relax and slow down. Those were the early 
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days when he wasn't acclimatized. Now, as I had seen for myself, 
the men worked well and hard, and this was entirely due to Jake's 
good natured  willingness to muck in and do things himself. And 
all that with no pay at all, in fact he was paying out of his meagre 
savings for the pleasure of doing it! But having said all that, I knew 
from talking to him that he was enjoying it a lot, getting to know 
the local people in a way you can't if you're not involved with them 
on a day-to-day basis. 
     

 
                                Jake with some of the staff 
 
 
With all this work going on a new problem arose: Jake ran out of 
money. There was only one person he could now turn to and that 
was Chris. Andy had left Uganda for a couple of months to prepare 
his research programme in Oxford. He had left some project 
money with Chris to get his motorbike out of customs ($600). This 
money had to be available to Jake to pay for the building works, 
and Chris obligingly did that. That left Chris without transport. 
Jake faxed saying could I send some money? I faxed back 
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immediately with a written instruction to Barclays to pay him £550 
from my account in Kampala. I was in such a rush to do the right 
thing that I forgot to put "Dr J. Reynolds c/o Prof. Pomeroy" on the 
top of the fax. I just started it "Dear Jake" and sent it off to the 
Makerere fax number. He never received it. A week later I got a 
letter asking why I hadn't replied. By now the motorbike money 
had been spent on our building project. I got a fax from Jake: 
"Please help me" he wrote. Thinking that a faxed instruction to the 
bank might not be acceptable, I had also posted the original IMO 
for £550 to him, to make sure he got it. He did get it and went to 
the bank with it, only to be told that there was only £300 in the 
account and so the instruction could not be made use of. They 
could only pay the sum I requested, £550. Poor Jake! I had boobed 
again, this time I had miscalculated what was in my account. 
 
By now it was mid-June. Jake wrote from Kampala (he couldn't 
afford to fax) saying he was going to sit tight in Budongo and only 
had £18 to last him for food, fuel and everything until Andy 
returned to Uganda on July 1st. In the meantime David Bowes-
Lyon returned to England and phoned me from London with a 
short message from Jake. He (Jake) had caught malaria and slept 
for 30 hours continuously. Could Andy please bring out Fansidar, 
Paludrine, Chloroquine, Mefloquine, quinine and any other drugs 
against malaria. Several staff members had gone down with it too. 
So Jake was ill as well as broke. I faxed to Kampala telling him to 
get to a doctor, but I knew he couldn't afford to go to Kampala, so I 
kept my fingers crossed the malaria wasn't too bad. 
 
On June 24th Chris Bakuneeta was due to arrive in the UK to stay 
for 3 months to study on the Oxford Forestry Institute's summer 
course. He'd got a conservation scholarship from the International 
Primatological Society through the Primate Society of Great 
Britain, and a study grant from the Commonwealth Science 
Council.  Jeff Burley, Director of OFI, had waived his fees, 
enabling him to attend. His travel money, to be paid in Uganda, 



73 
 

was, wait for it, to be paid by USAID out of the 50m/- grant we 
had not received. On 23rd June, the day before he was due to 
travel, I received a fax from Chris saying that he hadn't got enough 
money to pay for the ticket. He had $340 and he needed $860. I 
immediately telexed him some funds to his bank account. He faxed 
back saying that Mrs Trish Cavell of the British High Commission 
had come to his rescue. The bank was shut already when my fax 
arrived, but he'd had the brainwave of seeing Trish, and on the 
strength of the fax from me she'd arranged for the bank to release 
the amount needed for his ticket. He'd gone to the Sabena office 
and got it and would be arriving next day. 
 
So I went to meet him on June 24th and sure enough there he was 
coming through the doorway at Heathrow. It was great to see him 
and to realise an ambition I'd had since 1990 when he'd been so 
helpful, to get him over to England. The support of so many people 
had now made this possible - David Chivers of PSGB, Jeff Burley 
of OFI, Mrs Thaha of CSC. He was a lucky man indeed to have 
such good supporters. And so, driving up the M40 with Chris 
wondering whenever it got dark in this strange country I was able 
to get the latest about how Chris had got his ticket, how Jake's 
health was, how the buildings were getting on (up to shoulder high 
now), and finally there was a big brown envelope from Jake that 
Chris handed over to me, containing two letters addressed to Andy 
and me, two letters addressed to Frankie and me, and one just to 
Frankie. Each of these letters was really long, and it took hours to 
read them. There was an awful lot about money in some of them, 
money Jake needed for this and that and just hadn't got. They were 
fantastic letters. "Be on that plane" Jake wrote to Andy, "I am 
depending on it". The fact is that he was stretching his last £18 to 
the limit, and would be completely penniless when Andy arrived.  
 
Chris stayed with us at Plum Tree Cottage for the night, and then I 
took him in to work with me on Monday June 25th where Andy 
was waiting to greet him. I introduced him to Geoff Harrison, 
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whose help with the Boise Fund grant, the first grant Chris had 
ever had, was crucial in getting him going on the Budongo project. 
I took him over to the OFI and introduced him to Jeff Burley, 
Howard Wright and others. He met Doug Shiel whom he knew 
already from Doug's visit to Budongo. He met Bob Plumptre who 
was going to put him up the next night. He, Andy and I had lunch 
together in Oxford and then Andy took him around the town. On 
the Friday Chris settled into his accommodation in Oxford, a hostel 
where he'd be staying together with some of the other Summer 
Course students, registered for the course, and opened a bank 
account in Oxford.  
 
On the following day, Saturday, Andy, Chris and David met up in 
London and Chris saw the Natural History Museum. The dinosaurs 
made quite an impression. I saw him again a few times the 
following week, as his route from his digs in Woodstock Road to 
the OFI took him past my room at 58 Banbury Road and he took to 
coming in for a brief discussion with Andy (until he left on July 
1st) and me around 8.30 a.m. It was good having him around, he 
was settling in to Oxford life, and starting to get into the detail of 
the OFI course. 
 
On Thursday July 2nd a fax arrived from Jake. Andy had arrived in 
Uganda as planned, much to Jake's relief. Jake was drinking beer 
again. They had been to see Rob Clausen of USAID as arranged 
and the money was not available yet (!). All was well, but Jake 
would be returning to the UK on July 11th. Great! I couldn't wait 
to see him and hear all about it. Shame about the building money. 
For sure USAID were our benefactors but they had really failed to 
deliver this time. We felt they shouldn't have promised it for 
March if they couldn't deliver. Of course, the hold-up was not 
actually at USAID, it was in the Ministry of Finance. But in that 
case, I felt, USAID ought to have better arrangements in place with 
the Uganda Government, so that such delays did not occur. We 
were not alone in experiencing delays with USAID funding. Andy 
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Johns, Co-Director of the Kibale project, when he was staying with 
us at Budongo just before Easter, had told us that USAID money 
he much needed to buy essential things and to replace a vehicle 
had been delayed 18 months. Ugh! Was that going to happen to 
us? How could we deal with that? I couldn't imagine Jake being 
able to just sit around for a year or more waiting for the money to 
arrive. He'd have to find a job, and we might never finish the 
buildings on which he'd worked so hard. Ah well, that's life on an 
Aid project I suppose... 
 
We were now a year into the project. What a lot had been 
achieved! Not a day had passed without moving forward in some 
way or other. Apart from the USAID money setback (and even that 
we had mitigated by loaning the money ourselves) we had been 
fortunate so far, and hard work by all concerned had pushed things 
forward. Andy had transects in eight different areas, Chris had a 
detailed set of data sheets on the chimps around Sonso and was 
starting a comparison with the Nature Reserve. We had written our 
Annual Report for ODA detailing our achievements, a second one 
for National Geographic showing what we had achieved with their 
funds, and a general one for circulation around Uganda. We had 
two houses in course of being renovated, foundations were laid for 
10 units of staff accommodation, new showers and toilet facilities, 
and we had a Land Rover. We now employed a staff of 20 people, 
and were getting students to come and study with us. Our radio 
was bought and about to get installed, and we already had solar 
electricity and a computer on site.  
 
Jake reached England on July 11th and it was great hearing about it 
all at first hand. He gave me a bag full of films to be processed. He 
seemed in good health, I was glad to see. He filled me in on some 
of the details of the work he'd been doing. Before leaving, he had 
written some notes about payments, some notes to his most reliable 
worker, Richard, and some notes for Andy.  
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                     Richard Odong Too unloading bricks, 1992 
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September 1992 

 
On September 1

st
 I left for the second visit in 1992. This time it  

was distinctly different - Frankie was coming too! Her first re-visit 
since 1962. She would be with us until September 9th, when the 
call of work meant she would have to return, while we stayed on 
until September 21st. "We" being Peter Miller and I, for Frankie 
and I were joined on this trip by our old friend Peter, who, with his 
wife Kate, had come to visit us in our Busingiro house in 1962. 
Peter was still, as then, an insect man with a particular interest in 
dragonflies, and he now wanted to return to Budongo and see what 
dragonflies he could identify and if need be collect. In the 
meantime he'd been working for 30 years at the Zoology Dept in 
Oxford on dragonfly neurology and behaviour, and had become a 
world expert on the extremely complex forms of reproductive 
behaviour and physiology found in the various species of 
dragonflies. I accompanied him one afternoon down to the River 
Sonso where he showed me numerous different species of dragon 
flies and damsel flies, and explained just what they were doing: 
quartering their territory, laying eggs, mating, extracting the 
previous male's sperm prior to mating and so on. The male 
dragonfly has a hectic life, I discovered, and must spend all his 
time defending his patch of water if he is to stand a chance of 
attracting a female, and even then he is likely to be cuckolded if he 
relaxes for a moment. 
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                          Peter Miller visits us at Budongo 
 
We spent the first day In Uganda at Derek Pomeroy's where we 
met Jake who was continuing his association with Uganda - having 
spent 1991 rebuilding our project at Budongo, he was now 
working with Makerere University to create a computerised 
database of Uganda's wildlife. We also met John Goodman from 
California, a scientist with many years experience of Uganda, 
who'd just been out to Budongo looking for snakes and had indeed 
found a green mamba, highly poisonous, in the night watchman's 
hut! He'd caught and killed it and it was now pickled in a jar in our 
house at Sonso. At Pomeroy's we also met Kate Hill, from our 
department at Oxford, just back from 6 weeks at Budongo studying 
crop-raiding around the forest edge by baboons and pigs and other 
forest animals, and what the villagers did to try and prevent it. She 
seemed to have had an enjoyable and productive time, and was 
now on her way back to England. Finally we met a Ugandan 
veterinary student studying in London, Gladys Kalema, and her 



79 
 

mother Rhoda, an MP in the Uganda parliament. Gladys had 
contacted me some months previously, after a talk I had given to 
the Zoological Society of London, and told me she was studying at 
the Royal Veterinary College and would be going out to Uganda in 
the summer. She asked whether she might to do her undergraduate 
project at Budongo. I readily agreed, all had been arranged, and so 
she was coming with us the next day to Budongo to look for 
parasites in chimpanzee faeces. She had obtained a microscope, 
but when we looked at it we realized it needed 240 volts to power 
the lamp! Nothing could be done about this, but we hoped to find a 
solution at Budongo and in fact we did, with the use of a Mini-
Maglite torch which fitted into the bottom of an upturned beer 
crate and worked perfectly much to everyone's amazement and 
relief. 
 

                           
 
                                  Gladys Kalema in 1992 
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Next morning Frankie, Gladys, Peter, Andy, Jake and I headed off 
for the forest after breakfast. The road was further improved since 
last time and we got to Masindi for lunch, then on to Budongo in 
the afternoon. What a surprise - the house looked really smart, with 
a coat of black on its walls (the paint was made of engine oil mixed 
with termite poison), all its windows newly repaired and glazed, no 
leaks in the roof, all the inside walls painted in cream and white, 
brand new plywood ceilings, new electric light fittings ready for 
the day when the power might come on again, more excellent 
furniture, a gas cooker (as well as the fridge that arrived in April) 
for tasty items now and then, and newly arranged washing 
facilities, which, while still primitive, now took place in a bigger 
room which doubled as a store room. 
 
But this was not all Jake had to show for his months of labour with 
his team of six builders. Behind the house near the forest edge the 
walls were up around the new choo, which now needed only a door 
and a roof, both of which were fitted while we were there (Frankie 
painted the door with creosote). Behind the house were the walls 
and floor of a large structure - the new kitchen and store room. In 
front of this, between it and the new structure,  would be the new 
shower room, the walls of which were built while we were there. 
To the left of the house along the edge of the forest about 50 
metres away were the three new staff buildings the foundations of 
which were being laid out while I was here in April. There were 
two long buildings, each partitioned into five units with their own 
doors and windows, making a total of ten new quarters for our 
staff. All the walls were built, the hardcore had been laid for the 
concrete floors, and the wood for the roof rafters was lying ready 
to erect. The third building was the kitchen and store for the men, 
likewise with walls erected and waiting to be finished. Our site was 
turning into a purpose-built Field Project. 
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       Vernon and Frankie in Budongo forest, September 1992 
 
The second house we had bought was occupied by our Field 
Assistants, while they waited for their new houses to be finished. I 
looked round this house properly for the first time (in April it had 
still been occupied by sawmill employees) and was pleased to find 
it in good shape, actually rather nice, with a verandah at the back 
(which our house lacks) and a couple of "flush" toilets! 
Unfortunately neither was connected to any kind of water supply 
and the smell emanating from them indicated that they had not 
been flushed for years, while being in frequent  use... perhaps 
Andy was right when he said he preferred the good old-fashioned 
long-drop or choo.  
 
We settled in, and it was nice seeing our new cook Joy and 
Zephyr’s wife Lilian again, and the others - Tinka John, Dissan 
(who'd been helping Kate Hill while she was here interviewing the 
local villagers) and Zephyr, who now recognized and had named 
no less than 20 individual chimpanzees. During my stay, Zephyr 
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taught me to recognize some of the chimps, as I went out with him 
almost every day. Here is the list: 
 
Kikunku - male, right hand missing, no hair on right wrist, 'V' 
shaped  bald patch on forehead. 
Maani - male, huge with long hair all over body, muscular with 
some grey hairs on back. 
Magosi - male, big with large testicles, patches of brown hair on 
back, legs and head 
Bwoya - male, brown hair around the chest, broad head with 
circular patch of missing hair on forehead. 
Mukono - male, dimples in cheeks, deformed right wrist with scar 
on top, fingers do not move, brown hair on back. 
Muga - male, right hand missing with hair on wrist, looks like 
clean cut at break. Brown scar on right cheek below eye. 
Nkojo - male, slit on lower part of left ear 
Kutu - female, slit on top of left ear, narrow line of missing hair 
down centre of hair over head. 
Kwera - female, brown face, belly thinly covered with hair, belly 
brown 
Mukwano - female, brown face with black spots 
Bwera - female, thin body with brown hair Mother of Biso. 
Matoke - female, much hair around face, scar on back of right 
hand. Mother of Toto. 
Kalema - female, right hand hooked, cannot move, no hair on 
 wrist. 
Kewaya - female, very hooked right hand, hand hangs loose, wire 
on wrist. 
Kigere - female, no foot on right leg, slit on lower right ear. 
Mother of Kadogo. 
Zana - female, no fingers on right hand but thumb present. Left 
hand hooked and loose, third finger remains straight. Mother of 
Bwoba. 
Biso - male, small infant of Bwera. 
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Bwoba - male, large infant of Zana. Right hand hooked, no hair 
around wrist. 
Toto - female, small infant of Matoke. 
Kadogo - sex not known, small infant of Kigere. 
 
As can be seen from the list, seven out of the twenty chimps now 
recognized had escaped from snares, with horrific injuries. This is 
awfully high percentage, but in part doubtless reflects the fact that 
these less mobile chimps were easier to recognise. However, we 
were glad to see that they did manage to get about o.k., and could  
feed. How many never escape, or die of infection afterwards, we 
shall never know. Perhaps the saddest case was that of Bwoba and 
Zana, he no more than a youngster but already a snare victim with 
a useless right hand, and his mother with a useless left hand and a 
badly injured right one. And yet they pluckily showed no outward 
sign of their handicaps. The most extraordinary thing about these  
chimps was the extent to which they had become habituated to 
people since April. It was now the case that one could normally 
approach  these known individuals in the forest and they would not 
run away or even hide. After taking a good look at us newcomers 
with our strange white faces, they carried on as before, feeding on 
fruits (there were plenty of figs around the Sonso area), and 
making nests to go to sleep in. 
 
On the morning of Sept.14th Zephyr and I watched four adult 
males in a state of sexual excitement with a female, Kutu (meaning 
cut', because of a noticeable slit in her left ear) in full glory with a 
large pink shiny sexual swelling. One of the big males, Maani 
(meaning 'strong one') sat on a branch with his penis erect and on 
display, and started to thump the branch with his hand when Kutu 
ignored him. She moved over to him across the top of the tree, 
turned round as she got close, and he mated with her. Then they sat 
grooming. After a while she moved a short distance away. Some 
minutes later a second male, somewhat smaller and unidentified, 
started to move towards Kutu, at which Maani launched himself 
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upon him with a fierce thumping attack, all done more than 100 
feet up in the ironwood tree. All the other males in the tree 
(Mukono, Magosi, and Kikunku) screamed too, there was a 
tremendous did. The second male fled screaming but not very far, 
and within seconds of Maani desisting he turned towards his 
adversary and clung to him in abject reconciliation, patting him on 
the back as the two embraced each other. This done, both males 
noticed that Kutu had moved away and hurried to follow her.  
 
These events took place to the south of the sawmill in an area 
without transects. We had found the chimps by following their 
calls. They were our familiar chimps and were unafraid of us. The 
first one we had actually found was Kikunku whose right hand was 
missing completely (a snare victim) but very well healed. He was 
sitting low down in the tree, with a sad expression, immobile, some 
ten yards from us, with his stump tucked underneath his other arm 
or under a leg as if he did not want to show it. He took no part in 
the sexual activities described above, though he did scream when 
the quarrel took place above him. 
 
There were things to be sorted out on this trip. Manueri's house 
was now built but he had a complaint which I went over to 
investigate. His house was really superb and I was delighted but he 
was a hard man to please. He pointed to a gap between the top of 
the walls and the roof, and, with Paitho the carpenter interpreting 
(Chris was still in the UK at this time) explained that this was a 
security risk, that a man could climb into his house at night and 
murder him. Something clearly had to be done, and Paitho agreed 
to obtain a sufficient number of 12"x 1" planks to seal up the gap. 
This of course was going to cost me extra money, but I agreed to 
pay as it evidently was Manueri's major worry, and after that he 
ought to be content (and indeed, in so far as it was in his nature to 
be content, so he was). 
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                                  Manueri and his new house 
 
Then there was the question of Manueri's visit to try and locate 
members of his family in Bwamba. He came over to camp and we 
had a further discussion of this. If he could convince a relative to 
come and live with him, then that person could inherit the house 
when he died, and he would no longer be alone in his old age. If he 
could not, then the house would revert to the Budongo Forest 
Project, though this was something that would have to be decided 
properly with the local RC1 (village) and RC2 (parish) chairmen. 
When I'd left in April I had said that if he made arrangements to 
go, with his Bwamba friend from Masindi, I would pay for his bus 
fares. He still wanted to go but he wanted the money first. We had 
a lengthy discussion, with Paitho interpreting. How long would he 
stay there? He said that if he found family and friends he would 
stay three weeks, but if he found no-one he would return after one 
week. Could he withstand the trip? He said he could, and if he died 
that would solve his problems. How would he avoid being robbed 
of his money? An old man like me, he said, will not be robbed. I 
felt less certain. In the end I offered to give him the money but I 
could see there was a remaining uncertainty, and Paitho said he 
wasn't sure Manueri was up to the long trip, so I offered an 
alternative. In eighteen months' time, I said, I would myself be 
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going to Kibale by Land Rover, and on that occasion I would take 
him along myself. Without delay, he immediately decided that 
would be preferable. I just hoped he'd last the 18 months. We gave 
him his weekly food (some posho, beans and oil) and some extra 
cigarettes and a little cash, and off he went to his nice new house, 
an enigmatic figure but well known and well loved by all, who 
knew him as "Chombo", his other name. His fame in the region 
was great, the man with the muzungu friend who conversed with 
him alone in Swahili (I had to,  for Manueri to this day knew no 
English). He had, he swore, given up drinking waragi! I wasn't 
sure this was a good thing for a man who had relied on it all his 
life, but he seemed pleased he'd managed to achieve it, and it may 
have had something to do with the fact that the last time he'd got 
drunk he'd ended up being bashed on the head, a fact I'd learned 
from Christopher in a letter some time back. 
 
We had another visitor at Budongo this year - Doug Shiel, a young 
forester who had been appointed by the OFI some months before 
to undertake a re-study of some of the Research Plots in the 
Budongo Forest. These plots were established in the 1930s by 
scientists like Colyear Dawkins and were now among the oldest if 
not the oldest plots in natural forest on which the trees had been 
continuously measured over a sixty year period. They should thus 
show patterns of growth of different species, and how they succeed 
or fail in competition with each other - knowledge much sought 
and rarely obtained in forest ecology. Doug had already been to 
Budongo before we arrived, and now he re-visited and stayed with 
us. Unfortunately I had so much to do that I could not actually 
accompany him to look at his study plots (I would particularly 
have liked to see RP7, the research plot in the Nature Reserve). He 
was systematically identifying each and every tree and sapling and 
collecting leaf samples from every plant including shrubs growing 
on the plot. These plots, incidentally, measure 1 hectare in size, i.e. 
100 metres x 100 metres. 
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On Saturday September 5th we learned that one of our Transect 
Cutters, Orach, had been arrested. Jake and I were going to 
Masindi that day in any case, and he was being held at Kinyara 
Police Post, which was on the way to Masindi, so we decided to 
call in and find out what it was all about. We were greeted 
amicably by the police officer in charge who told us that Orach, 
with two others, had threatened violence the night before when he 
was challenged by the night watchman at Nyabyeya College. This 
might not normally have been too serious, but it so happened that 
not long before there had been a theft of 3 million shillings worth 
of property from the Jambo company, building contractors, who 
were renovating the college. So the watchman was under orders to 
apprehend anyone walking in the college at night, and the incident 
in question had happened at 2.30 in the morning. When asked what 
they were doing, the men had at first said they were looking for 
eggs. This was patently ridiculous so they then said they were 
looking for women. This was equally so, there being no women in 
the college. Finally they said they were looking for waragi, which 
was closer to the truth in all probability, but this would still be hard 
to find at that hour. It was now up to the Indian manager of Jambo 
to decide whether to press charges, and until then the two men (the 
third had run away) would be held in custody. 
 
We asked to see Orach. He appeared in good shape, if a bit 
crestfallen. We asked him what he had been doing and he admitted 
they'd been drinking waragi. It seems the three of them had got 
lost, and had got angry when they were stopped. We warned him 
of the seriousness of his position, but said we would do what we 
could. We told the police the men had drunk and were lost, but it 
didn't change anything. 
 
So we went to Masindi and did our shopping. On the way back we 
stopped at Nyabyeya and as luck would have it the Indian manager 
of Jambo Ltd was taking a stroll along the road so we stopped to 
have a word with him. At first I thought he was going to dig his 
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heels in. However, when we pointed out that these were simple 
men, that Orach had the lowest paid work in our project, and that 
now he was known he would never offend again, the Indian's 
manner changed somewhat and he said he would think about it. 
We thanked him. The following weekend we heard that the 
charges had been dropped, and that his family were very happy 
that we had intervened on his behalf. However we were anxious 
not to create too much of a precedent and Andy told him a few 
days later that he would be sacked if it happened again. One 
problem was that he'd been wearing our Budongo Forest Project T-
shirt, and this badge of employment might be misused, for a lot of 
people were wearing it who had no connection with our project at 
all.  
 

 
 
Our Transect Cutters, with Manueri, Vernon and Frankie, 1992 
 
The Sunday after we arrived, the 6th September, was the day of the 
Party. Andy had arranged this before coming to meet us. It was to 
celebrate the second anniversary of the Budongo Forest Project, for 
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Chris had moved to the Sonso house and started to live 
permanently in Budongo just two years ago, in September 1990. 3 
crates of beer, 2 crates of sodas, and 2x5-litre jerricans of waragi 
had been laid on for the occasion. A goat was sacrificed on the 
morning of the party, and we watched it being butchered by our 
Field Assistants.  Andy had invited all our Field Assistants, all our 
Transect Cutters, Joy and Lilian and the Night Watchman, Jonas 
the minister from Nyabyeya Protestant church, Mr Nkankwasa the 
Budongo Forest Officer, Yeku the RC2 chairman, Mike and 
Graham from the Kinyara Sugar Works, Ravi the new director of 
the sawmill, and Matthew the sawmill manager. We all sat in front 
of the house and ate and drank from 2 in the afternoon until dusk. 
As the waragi began to percolate through, the music got louder and 
vigorous dancing, men only as there was a dire shortage of women, 
could be observed in the house. Somehow Jake managed to get a 
game of volleyball together despite the intoxication. Then one by 
one the men began to slump into chairs. Eventually some went 
home to Nyabyeya crammed  into the back of a pickup truck, 
singing and shouting as it drove off into the night. Others with 
bicycles decided to sleep it off in the Field Assistants' 
accommodation. Zephyr was seen carrying Tinka John away to 
dump him somewhere on a mattress. The party had been a success. 
 
The Sugarworks people invited us to join them for a barbecue on 
the beach of Lake Albert at Butiaba the following Sunday, and we 
accepted. So in due course we found ourselves motoring down 
there, into the heat. We had a very good time and the food was 
excellent, washed down with plenty of beer. After the barbie we 
drove up the lakeshore to a village off the beaten track where we 
tried to buy some of the fresh fish being brought in by the fishing 
boats, but to our surprise it wasn't for sale. As each boat came in a 
number of people rushed up to it and grabbed all the available fish. 
Our builder Richard who was with us was quite unable to take any, 
not just because he couldn't get there fast enough but because each 
and every fish was spoken for. No money changed hands at all. 
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This was evidently part of a complex social exchange arrangement 
and everyone knew whose boat to approach and how many fish he 
or she was entitled to. We offered money but to no avail. "The fish 
are already bought" one man said. We were on the point of giving 
up when a small boy with a fish came up to us and offered us this 
fish for 500/= (25 pence). We bought it straight away but it wasn't 
going to feed all of us so in the end we gave it away. 
 
The reason for visiting this village was not just to try and buy fish. 
Jake was negotiating with a boat owner who lived there to hire a 
boat for a trip he was planning with a photographer friend called 
Andy Lane who was due to come out to Uganda later in the month, 
together with Emma. Emma would stay for two weeks, after which 
she would return but Andy Lane would stay and together with Jake 
and Richard Odongtoo, the builder, would travel in this boat up 
Lake Albert, to the Nile and along it some distance to the Sudan 
border. So while we were trying to buy fish, Jake had found the 
boat owner and had finalized the arrangements. We saw the boat - 
a long wooden structure, it looked sound and apparently was 
regularly used to cross the lake to Zaire and back, whether to 
smuggle gold or people we did not enquire. 
 
The day came for Frankie to leave, and Jake and I drove her back 
to Kampala, where she and I spent a night at the Speke hotel. We 
had a nice day in the city and then I drove her over to Entebbe 
where I saw her off on the evening plane to Nairobi and home. 
Driving back to Kampala from the airport at night I realized how 
dangerous it was, no clear road edges, cyclists without lights, and 
constantly dazzled by the main beams of the vehicles coming the 
other way.  
 
The next two days Jake and I spent in Kampala. Jake's database 
work  kept him very busy at Makerere for half of each day, and the 
rest of the time we spent getting building materials and other 
things needed for Budongo, including half the roofing sheets we 
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would need. I made a number of visits to colleagues, and managed 
to borrow from Makerere's Department of Zoology a stage 
micrometer so that Gladys could measure her parasite eggs 
accurately.  
 
But the main surprise on this trip was the quite unexpected arrival 
of a cheque from USAID! Derek had said at breakfast that he 
would be going to the USAID office to enquire about the grant he 
had not yet received for the Database project, so we encouraged 
him to press for our money as well. At lunchtime when we arrived 
at his house he said there was something in our room for us. We 
went in and on my bed was a cheque for 35 million Uganda 
shillings! We bolted our lunch and before the bank had closed at 2 
p.m. the cheque was firmly deposited! This was truly excellent 
news, as it now meant that we could all reimburse ourselves for the 
personal loans we had made so that Jake could continue with the 
building programme. Indeed on our last day in Kampala we 
managed to make all the reimbursements then and there. We 
scored a couple more successes too: we got the deed of ownership 
of the two Sonso houses from Budongo Sawmills Ltd., and we got 
the Memorandum of Agreement with Makerere finally signed and 
sealed by the Vice Chancellor. So by the time it came to leave 
Kampala to return to Budongo for my last visit this trip, I felt 
pretty good.  
 
Just before we left Budongo, not on the last evening but on the one 
before, we had a marvellous experience. The chimps came to the 
house to say goodbye. They had the date one day wrong but we 
told ourselves they'd come to say goodbye. First four then seven 
and finally eleven chimps climbed into the paper mulberry trees 
opposite the front of our house, at five in the afternoon, and stayed 
until six thirty. We stood and watched them the whole time. 
Zephyr identified eight of them, there was Kikunku, Matoke and 
Toto, Kewaya with the wire round her wrist, Muga with his right 
arm just a stump at the wrist, Mukwano, Kwera (with a sexual 
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swelling) and Mukono. They stayed in the trees feeding at their 
leisure. Just below them a local man was hoeing his shamba, a 
little further off we all stood: not just we visitors but Joy and Lilian 
too, and a number of local boys. The chimps didn't do anything 
much, just fed on the young mulberry leaves and sat about. Finally 
one by one they moved back into the forest to make their nests and 
sleep.  
 
Next morning they were still around and we found many of them 
feeding on a Ficus sansibarica tree. It was here we had an amusing 
experience. We were standing under the tree watching the chimps - 
Kwera, Magosi, Muga, Mukwano and Kikunku - when a new 
male, not seen before by Zephyr, arrived. He was about to climb 
up into the fig tree to join the others when he suddenly caught sight 
of us (Gladys, Tinka, Zephyr and me) standing below the tree. He 
immediately let out a series of 'waa' barks, warning cries, to alert 
the others to our presence. The chimps above took not a bit of 
notice! He called out again, with less conviction, and stared at us in 
disbelief. We wondered what he would do. In fact he hid carefully 
from our line of vision, so we lost sight of him, but we felt sure he 
was watching us. We stayed on for an hour or more but he didn't 
climb up to join the others. This must be how newcomers become 
habituated. At first they are amazed to find the habituated chimps 
tolerating us with little or no concern. Later they too gradually 
overcome their fear. Just by being there and being tolerated by the 
others, we were teaching this big male to overcome his automatic 
fear, showing him that we did no harm. When we finally had to 
leave the chimps, which were dozing above us in the heat of the 
day, we wondered if we would disturb him but he had melted into 
the forest and we didn't see him again. 
 
Peter and I got back from Africa on Sept 22nd 1992 and each of us 
immediately got a dreadful cold and cough, picked up no doubt on 
the plane where we'd been jammed like sardines all night with 250 
other unhealthy people. England was getting cold already, the 
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drizzle was falling. I had one day, the 23rd, to talk with Chris 
Bakuneeta and sort things out with him before taking him to the 
airport on the 24th and seeing him off on a Sabena flight to 
Uganda. He'd had a really good 3 months on his summer course 
and I was pleased he'd been able to visit our country. I think he 
was quite glad to be going back, especially as he was going to 
marry in December and had a big wedding to arrange. But he said 
he would try for a grant to return to Oxford to write up his research 
findings in the near future. With his departure, Uganda was 
somehow over for 1992, and a very successful year it had been. 
 
In fact, it was over for me only. It very much went on for Jake and 
Andy and Chris. Jake went on two adventurous journeys, one up 
the Nile to the Sudanese border in a boat, the other up to Kidepo 
Valley National Park in Karamoja District in the north-west of the 
country. On both trips he was accompanied by his friend Andy 
Lane, a photographer, as well Richard Odong Too who had 
become a personal friend and a number of Ugandans. Each trip 
was successful, though there were difficult moments, described in 
Jake's write-ups of the events, which, with Andy's photographs, 
were published later in SWARA, the East African wildlife 
magazine. Notably, half way up the Nile in the middle of nowhere 
the outboard motor conked, and had it not been for Jake's 
mechanical know-how and ability to diagnose a throttle fault, they 
might still be there.  
 
His second trip, the Kidepo journey, had a specific objective: to 
find the few remaining Rothschild's giraffes living there, the last 
survivors of the Ugandan wars. In this they were successful, and it 
was Jake who saw them first, three only. They approached close 
enough to get some nice photographs, and Jake wondered how 
some more of these fine animals could be brought into the Park, to 
make up a viable population. Before going out to Uganda he had 
managed to get the present Lord Rothschild, who lives in New 
York and after whose ancestor the species is named, to donate 
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£1000 to their conservation. This money he had passed on to Derek 
Pomeroy who was managing it on behalf of the Kidepo National 
Park where it would be spent on improving Park facilities, 
essential to conserve the animals. But much more money would be 
needed to undertake a translocation from another source.  
 
Back at Budongo from his first (Nile) trip, Jake could not rest. He 
was determined to complete the building programme before he left 
Uganda and there was still much to do. So he upped the pace with 
promises of big bonuses if it could be done on time. The roofs 
were now on, but the soffits had to be finished, there was a lot of 
painting to do, some plastering - all those things that take longer 
than you thought they would towards the end of a building job. 
When he came back, in late November, the men had responded 
nobly, and the work was done. He even managed to get a start 
made on the second of our large houses, the one for students.  
 
When Jake returned to England at the start of December 1992 he 
brought with him a set of photographs showing the new buildings. 
The two fine rows of housing for the Field Assistants were 
complete and already occupied. There was a fine large store + 
kitchen for them to use. There was a second large kitchen and store 
for the  building where Andy and Chris live and where I stay (as do 
other visitors) when I come out. The new choo too of course. And 
a building had been completed that I had seen begun in September 
and was anxious to use: the shower room. This was designed by 
Jake. How did it work? Very ingenious - outside the building was a 
set of concrete steps, at the top of which, at roof height, was a 
fireplace, over which rested a metal water tank. This was linked by 
pipe to a shower head just under the ceiling of the shower room, 
and the flow of water was controlled by a tap. Water was carried 
up in jerrycans and poured into the water tank, the fire under the 
tank was lit, and after about twenty minutes one had only to turn 
on the tap to get a lovely hot shower. Brilliant, and I looked 
forward to using it in March 1993. 
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Andy Plumptre meanwhile during this last part of 1992 had been 
plugging on with the work he does so excellently at Budongo. He 
may not always feature in these pages, but that is because it is hard 
to describe the complex nature of his work. First and foremost is 
the research. He has by now marked several thousand trees along 
transect lines in eight different areas of Budongo, and collects data 
on these trees - their measurements and phenology (fruiting times 
etc) at regular intervals. This ongoing work, in which he is helped 
by our Field Assistants, is hugely demanding, involving travel to 
the different forest areas being surveyed, and intensive work once 
there. The data collected also have to be entered on the laptop 
computer Andy has with him, and this too is a long, tedious and 
demanding task. Finally we shall be able to undertake what must 
surely be one of the most detailed analyses of forest ecology ever  
undertaken anywhere, and certainly at Budongo. In particular the 
use of the forest by the monkeys and chimpanzees will be fitted 
into the ecological picture we draw up, and of course the whole 
thing will be put in the context of the history of logging at 
Budongo, which was the basis for the selection of the different 
study areas in the first place.  
 
The last big event of 1992 was Chris's wedding, which took place 
on December 12th at his home in Bushenyi, SW Uganda. Chris 
had been planning it for months. It became clear to all, as time 
went by, that this was to be no ordinary wedding. I had talked to 
Chris about it on a number of occasions and realised he wanted a 
traditional wedding but he also wanted a non-traditional, western, 
one. He wanted to present his wife's family with two bulls. This, I 
assumed would be the major expense but I was wrong about that. 
The bulls would cost some 200,000/- (over £100) but the whole 
wedding, when Chris finally totted up what he wanted, was going 
to cost no less than 4,557,000/- (£2450), a huge sum by any 
standards! This included, in addition to the bulls, goats, chickens, 
drinks (including champagne), a disco, new suits (two), new shoes 
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(two pairs), the wedding gown and veil, all the bridal accessories 
(shoes, gloves, bags etc.), maids, a flower girl and a matron, 
church fees, transport including hire of a Mercedes and a minibus, 
photography including video coverage, and the wedding cake, 
cards and so on. What an event he was planning! I could not 
imagine how he could possibly afford it, but he was determined to 
do things in style and to this end he requested gifts of money from 
all his friends, of whom he had many. Of course, I was in England 
at the time but I heard he had a magnificent wedding and I wish I 
could have been there. Andy went along with the project Land 
Rover and enjoyed it immensely. 
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Chapter 3 

 

March - April 1993 

 
 

In which disaster strikes, but the project survives 

 
In many ways this was a very good visit. Janie came out with me 
this time. She brought with her a video camera and all the 
accessories to make a film of the Budongo Forest Project. The 
equipment had been purchased with a grant from the Rainforest 
Action Fund. Our actual dates in Uganda this time were March 17 
- April 8th. We got to Entebbe on the morning of the 18th March 
and took a taxi to the Entebbe Zoo where we met Mr Okua, and 
arranged to return next day as one of the things Janie most wanted 
to film was the Entebbe Zoo chimps, most of which had been 
confiscated at the airport.  
 
We arrived hot and sweaty at Kampala, called at Pomeroy's to 
discover that Jake, Chris and Andy had got our time wrong, and 
had just gone to the airport to meet us! We went on to the Speke 
Hotel where I'd booked us in, and settled into our pleasant suite to 
rest until someone turned up. After an hour or two they all turned 
up, and after a chat to establish all was well we went off to do a bit 
of shopping and have lunch in Kampala. The plan was to set off for 
Budongo on Saturday 20th, leaving one day to allow Janie and me 
to go down to Entebbe for chimp filming. So next morning off we 
set, Jake, Janie and I, and reached the zoo by 2 p.m. where 
Christine Manning, of JGI, who looks after the chimps, was 
waiting for us. We spent the day at the zoo where Janie found 
herself in the midst of half a dozen rowdy chimps inside the cage, 
while I was left in charge of the camera, also inside the cage, 
having to dissuade the youngsters from grabbing at the tripod legs 
and generally destroying everything. It was quite an event. Andy 
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had come down to Entebbe with us but had gone on to the airport 
to recover a large box of goodies I had sent on ahead to avoid 
being overweight. It took him most of the afternoon to get it 
through customs but at 5 o'clock he arrived at the zoo and we all 
drove back to Kampala.  
 

      
            At the Masindi Hotel, L-R: Andy, Janie, Chris and Jake 
 
Next morning it was off to Budongo, though not as early as we'd 
hoped owing to the usual delays. We made very good time to 
Masindi, just over 3 hours, and did a bit of shopping there before 
moving on to Budongo where it was lovely to meet the familiar 
faces and see the renovated houses and the finished staff 
accommodation (more of which later) which looked truly 
beautiful. The whole site was now completed except for some 
minor works, and it was so nice to have Jake with us (he'd 
arranged to take a week off to be with us). He and I toured the new 
staff housing and he showed me the staff kitchen and washrooms, 
the superb efficient brick stoves in the kitchens, the store rooms, 
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and the new shower which I used straight away - hot water at the 
turn of a tap. Well done, Jake! 
 
So we looked at everything and settled in generally. There were 
some new people at Budongo - Chris Fairgrieve from Edinburgh 
University, whom I had met briefly in Oxford last summer, here 
since January doing a Ph.D. on blue monkeys, and two Makerere 
M.Sc. students called Paul and Isaiah, studying small mammals 
and birds respectively. Next day we were joined for a week by 
Robert Kitiyo, Uganda's small mammal expert, who'd come up to 
train the students in the arts of live trapping, identification  and 
mist netting. I'd brought each of them a pair of very nice binoculars 
which were handed over. At around 6 p.m. the chimps called quite 
close by, so off we went, Janie, Jake and I, to see if we could find 
them and there they were, unafraid, filling up with fruit before 
their bedtime. We had a really good time watching them; in fact, 
though we didn't know it, we weren't to get such a good view of 
them again the whole trip. We had no cameras with us alas. And 
anyway it was coming up to dusk, shower, drinks and dinner time. 
So we left them and walked the short distance back to the house 
where we ended the day by eating some fresh fish we'd bought in 
Masindi.  
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 Janie filming chimps    
 
Next day being Sunday, Andy and I went to the church service at 
Nyabyeya, held in a classroom at the College. We had a lazy day, 
and were visited by Uganda's Minister for Power and Energy and 
his retinue, who happened to be passing by and had heard about 
the Project. 
 
On Monday Janie and I, guided by Zephyr (who now recognised 
25 chimps) spent the morning in the forest without finding the 
chimps at all, but filming various things nonetheless: the forest 
trails, a chimp nest, a millipede, fallen figs and so on. It was nice to 
be in the forest again. That was the 22nd of March. 
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   Janie in the forest 
 

 Zephyr in the forest       
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Next day, Tuesday the 23rd, started normally enough. We went in 
again, early, but couldn't find the chimps. I'd arranged to get back 
by mid-morning to discuss accounts with Andy. We had to do 
some calculations and see what money was left in the kitty before 
we could tell the staff about whether or not they could have a pay 
rise. And then our troubles began. Andy had arranged for a tree, a 
Ficus vallis-choudae, that grew behind the west staff house, to be 
felled because it was shedding branches each time there was a 
wind and one of them had finally made a hole in the roof of the 
house. It was a big tree and one or two of its higher branches 
overhung the staff house. This was one of the two new houses Jake 
had built during 1992, brand new, in pristine condition. Some men 
were already  arranging to sell it. Jake was not in favour of felling 
it in case things went wrong and it fell on the staff house. But the 
men, who were from the sawmill and were used to felling trees, 
were adamant that they could fell it away from the house and into 
the forest. A man called Sampson was in charge, and I knew that 
for years he had been in charge of felling operations in the forest. 
Yet, looking at this tree growing right behind the house with 
branches above it, I was uneasy too about the operation. The men 
had erected a steel cable pulling the tree towards the forest where it 
was attached to a tree. This, they said, would have the effect of 
pulling the tree in the desired direction when it was sawn through. 
Andrew and Chris, the two Co-directors of the project had the final 
say (and the final responsibility) and they were in favour of felling. 
However, we insisted that Sampson should be present at all times 
and put him on contract to do the job. He worked with one young 
man who was in charge of a chain saw. Sampson was called away 
and we told them not to do anything until he came back. When he 
returned we would make a final assessment of the pros and cons, 
and decide whether to go ahead with the felling or not. Andy and I 
returned to the house and continued to do the accounts.  
 
After half an hour or so we heard the chain saw and went out to see 
what was happening. When we got to the tree, to our dismay we 
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saw that the young man had cut a huge triangle out of one of its 
buttresses on the forest side. Sampson was nowhere to be seen. 
The lad was impatient, he'd wanted to make a start. The tree was 
fatally weakened. To leave it now would be to invite disaster if 
there was a high wind. The decision had been made for us and it 
turned out to be the wrong one. Sampson returned and the hawser 
was tightened. The chain saw tackled the second buttress, also 
towards the forest side. Then the sawyer moved to make the final 
cut on the house side. The tree, with its supports weakened on the 
forest side, and now being cut from the house side, should have 
fallen into the forest. It did not. It started to fall the right way, then 
curved round as we watched in horror and fell on the end of the 
staff house. A cloud of dust and rubble accompanied the horrible 
clatter of roofing being smashed and wood being broken. A cry of 
despair went up from all who were watching including Zephyr and 
Lilian whose house had been destroyed. I moved blindly to our 
house and my room there, seeing as I walked over the grass Jake 
emerge from the house where he'd been keeping away from the 
felling operation which he'd tried vainly to prevent, arguing in 
favour of lopping the branches one by one, carefully. No-one, not 
me nor Andy nor Chris, had paid attention to him. We'd all, 
stupidly, believed the sawmill tree-fellers knew how to do this 
delicate operation. Now I reached the house. I was in despair, 
shouting that it couldn't be true, then cursing the stupidity of these 
people who, I said, were useless, and couldn't do anything without 
ruining it. Jake, who'd laboured in the sun for eight months to build 
that house, was cool calm and collected about it and he and Janie 
both took me over and clasped me to them and tried to calm me 
down. It was the worst moment for all of us that there had ever 
been at Budongo. I sat on my bed in my room with Janie one side 
of me and Jake the other and I sobbed. Out of my window we 
could see the dust beginning to settle, the hideous sight of the tree's 
giant leafy branches sticking out of the broken walls of the house, 
people running everywhere. It was a disaster, a catastrophe.  
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                                            Disaster 
 
Janie was bitter about it, like me. Jake on the other hand, despite 
what he must have been feeling, pointed out to me straight away 
that only two of the five units of accommodation in the staff house 
had been hit, and there was still the second house, and the two 
kitchens, and the shower and store rooms and the new choo all 
unaffected. Right then and there in the chaos of the destruction he 
was able to see that the damage was finite and could be repaired. 
Mercifully no-one had been hurt. Things could be worse. Thank 
the Lord I had the two of them there. I had in mind to go out and 
shout at the idiots who were still out there, now starting to clear the 
rubble and cut up the tree. I might have done anything, including 
have a heart attack, and I think this was on Janie's and Jake' minds. 
Thanks to them I just calmed down in my room and we planned, 
together, what to do about it. There would be an investigation of 
what went wrong, an assessment of the damage, and we would see 
if the money could be found to do the repairs as soon as possible.  
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Next day the 24th I stalked around the site, helped by Jake, making 
a list of what was wrong, what was being neglected. I wanted the 
site bringing up to a higher standard. I saw litter where hitherto I 
had not noticed it. I saw objects misplaced, I saw loose hinges, I 
saw things put where they should not be put. I made a list: 
 
1. Choo - sweeping and clearing, door needs re-painting 
2. Path to choo needs maintaining 
3. Cookhouse window shutter fallen off. Needs hook and eye. 
4. Both cookhouses need larder shelves. 
5. R/h gate hinge loose: needs fixing now 
6. Store room plaster needs repair 
7. House 2 needs brick path 
8. Shower door: needs bolt so it can be closed properly 
9. All windows of House 1 need hooks and eyes 
10. Some insect damage in House 1 needs seeing to 
11. All windows need cleaning 
12. Doors and surrounds in House 1 need repainting with gloss 
13. Hardware store untidy 
14. Both rear doors of House 1 need handles 
15. Food store hatch needs painting 
16. All insect nests to be removed from houses 
17. House 2 fascia boards need treating with oil 
18. Bodged plasterwork around House 2 needs re-doing 
19. Loose electric wiring dangling from houses to be removed 
20. New tap needed for water tank of House 2 
21. Both outer doors of House 2 to be removed 
22. Remaining doors to be repainted and fitted with locks 
23. Remove useless lampholders and cables 
24. One gutter support needs replacing 
25. Water tanks behind House 2 to be removed 
26. All iron sheets stored here and there to be removed from site. 
 
Problem was: there was no-one whose job it was to do these 
things. So the first thing was to designate someone for this new 
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job, and then to find the money to put it on a permanent basis. Jake 
said Richard would be good at maintenance, and this could be 
combined with him going out to get food for the camp on the new 
NGS motorbike. He was totally responsible and honest (Richard 
was one of Jake's builders in '92 and had handled money honestly 
throughout; he had also accompanied Jake on the trip up the Nile). 
 
Then there was the question of the litter. It was decided that this 
should be cleared up on a daily basis and that a young lad, Martin, 
who'd been making himself useful (he was parentless and had no 
money or decent clothes) could combine this with keeping the site 
tidy generally and getting in firewood (which the night watchman 
had been doing) and getting the shower water heated each evening 
(which Joy the cook had been doing) as well. Money would have 
to be found for him.  
 
Finally there was the question of keeping House 2, where the 
students lived, clean and tidy as well as cooking and washing for 
the residents of House 2. Lilian, Joy's helper, would be assigned to 
do this on a paid basis if we could find the money for it. 
 
Andy and I returned to our accounts. Jake had meantime costed up 
the repairs to the damaged staff house: one lorry of bricks, 15 bags 
of cement, 32 sheets of roofing, sand, timber, labour - the total 
came to 1.5 million shillings or roughly £1000. This could only be 
met by jettisoning some of the other things we had budgeted for, 
and we adjusted our plans accordingly. The money for repairs had 
to be found. Luckily we still had the required amount unspent and 
were able to re-allocate it.  
 
We then planned ahead for the new staff members. By reducing the 
pay rise we were planning to give the existing staff and making 
other adjustments we found enough to pay for the maintenance 
man (Richard), the odd-job and litter man (Martin) and the 
assistant cook-housekeeper (Lilian). At least until October.  
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So in the end good came out of disaster and the Project benefited 
in many ways from the dire events of March 23rd 1993. 
 
What I have not written about so far, but what characterised this 
visit above all, were Janie's video activities. All trips into the forest 
involved the video. Andy and Chris were interviewed about their 
work, the Game Warden at Masindi was interviewed, our site was 
filmed (before the tree fell on it, fortunately), the cooking stove, 
the food and all other aspects got onto the video. We had to repeat 
scenes, arrive at camp several times, change clothes to order, 
answer questions, answer them again sitting somewhere else, and 
watch Janie doing her 'nodding shots'. It was all great fun, and we 
all awaited the finished edited version eagerly, but Janie said it 
would be some time before it was edited and viewable. 
 
On the research side I had lengthy discussions with Andy, Chris 
and Zephyr. Andy and I discussed the Year 2 report for ODA, and 
a draft paper for the Journal of Applied Ecology on the effects of 
logging in relation to primate densities which was the outcome of 
his painstaking work with the Field Assistants. We also discussed 
some ideas for future papers, some by him alone, others by us 
jointly. I passed on to him and Chris for comment the latest draft of 
a paper I had written together with Bob Plumptre and Kirstin 
Johnson on the dispersal of seeds of valuable trees by 
chimpanzees. I also gave them for comment an article I had 
prepared with help from Jake for SWARA magazine, about the 
Budongo Forest Project and the forest itself. Chris gave me 3 draft 
chapters for his thesis which I read and commented on, and notes 
for up to 4 papers which again I reviewed for him and added 
comments. With Zephyr I discussed the details of Khaya eating by 
chimps, of interest in case it should turn out to be for medicinal 
purposes, perhaps to kill the nematode eggs Gladys Kalema had 
found in the chimp faeces she'd examined last September. Before 
coming out to Uganda this time I had liaised with Dr Linda 
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Fellows at Kew, a biochemist interested in medicinal plant use, and 
she had mentioned someone in Dundee who was interested in 
nematodes. Zephyr collected and dried for me two slivers of Khaya 
bark to be sent to Prof. Harborne in Reading who had already 
found very high tannin levels in a previous sample supplied by 
Andy. Zephyr also gave me an update on the individuals forming 
parties together in the last two months to add to the previous data 
on party composition he'd given me, which I was putting on the 
computer here in Oxford for subsequent analysis.  
 
And Manueri? Haven't mentioned him yet but he was around as 
usual. He had three complaints. His door frame had been eaten by 
termites. His roof leaked when it rained. And his choo roof had 
fallen in. I went to his house to see for myself, it was all true. He 
had collected some iron sheets for the choo roof but could not put 
them on himself. So I went to see Paitho and gave him some 
money and asked him to see to everything, which in due course he 
did. When I later called on Manueri he was overjoyed that 
everything had been put right and on top of the three jobs his floor 
had been resurfaced. So he was a happy man, and I gave him the 
usual packet of cigarettes and repeated my promise to take him to 
his home area in Bwamba in September if he still wanted to go. I 
had also had some discussions with Yeku, the RC2 (Parish) 
Chairman, about the fate of Manueri's house if he were to leave 
permanently or die, and it was agreed that the house would then 
revert to the Project; he would tell the local residents. Paitho 
meanwhile had made me a mahogany stool for my personal use, a 
beauty, for which he would accept no payment. I was deeply 
grateful and it looked even nicer when it had a couple of coats of 
varnish on it, done by Edward Kibego. It stands in my room at 
Sonso. 
 
From my diary "Now we've had the afternoon rain and the sun's 
shining again. It's warm and humid. Sounds of cicadas, birds and 
children. Everyone's working - students and staff - at tables in the 
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houses or in the forest." Just a snippet, but it captures the feeling of 
our camp, where amid the natural forest and all its wildlife our 
study continues at a steady pace. Nice for all, and deeply satisfying 
for me, and I guess for Chris and Andy too. 
 
We didn't see much of chimps this trip. They were busy doing 
other things. Perhaps worryingly, our lovely old lady chimp 
Matoke and her infant Toto, who could be relied on to let us 
approach them last September, have not been seen for some time. 
Either they have moved away or maybe Matoke who was very old 
has died, but then where is Toto? A thought we don't permit 
ourselves is that she has been shot and her infant taken by a 
poacher. It seems completely inconceivable that that could happen 
with all our friends and contacts all around. I accompanied Janie 
and helped her with her filming, I accompanied the small mammal 
people collecting their live traps and visiting the mist nets for birds 
and bats. I visited Chris Fairgrieve where he was studying blue 
monkeys. The time went by. 
 
Here is the list of small mammals trapped and seen, identified by 
Robert Kityo: 
 
Bats: 
Epomophorus crypturus (Epaulated fruit bat) 
Tadanda(?) pumila (Little free tailed bat) 
Hipposiderus rubbei (Leaf nosed bat) 
Pipistrellus nanus (Banana bat) 
Rhinolophus alcyone (Halcyon horseshoe bat) 
Rousettus angolensis (Angolan fruit bat) 
 
Rodents: 
Praomys jacksoni (Jackson's forest rat) 
Hylomyscus stella (Climbing wood mouse) 
Lophoromys flavopunctatus  (Harsh furred mouse) 
Malacomys longipes (Long footed rat) 
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Mus minutoides  (Pigmy mouse) 
Paraxerus boehmi (Boehm's bush squirrel) 
Paraxerus alexandri (Alexander's bush squirrel) 
Protoxerus strangeri (Giant squirrel) 
 
On the more mundane side of things, we had meetings with our 
Field Assistants, Transect Cutters and domestic staff and I told 
them of their pay rises. The money for these had been hard to find. 
Shortly before coming out the Jane Goodall Institute had told me 
over the phone that they could not afford to continue funding Chris 
Bakuneeta and the others after March. I had suspected this as my 
letters hadn't been answered for some time on this topic. So I had 
gone to Howard Wright and he had put together a rescue package 
for Chris and the other staff normally paid out of JGI funds. This 
package will last for a year from April 1993. The new money was 
good news for all, especially Chris.  
 
Future planning revolved of course around continued funding. 
Andy had a request already in with USAID for a further 20m/= to 
keep our Ugandan students and some of our Ugandan staff going. 
A much larger and more comprehensive application to USAID for 
funding over a 5-year period, prepared in 1991, was lying idle 
awaiting USAID's new dollar operation in Uganda.  ODA2 would 
be written in the summer and submitted in September, with results 
the following spring. Applications had been sent in by me to 
ESCOR (ODA's social section) for Kirstin Johnson to return to 
Budongo to continue her work for a D.Phil., and to ESRC for Kate 
Hill and Kirstin to return to continue their studies. Results of these 
could be expected around June. I had a second  application in with 
National Geographic Society for further funding for two years 
which would enable us to put two further students on to 
chimpanzee studies in new parts of the forest. I myself planned to 
return to Budongo for the months of September and October this 
year, having applied for sabbatical for Michaelmas term for the 
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purpose. Liz Rogers, Chris Fairgrieve's supervisor in Edinburgh, 
planned to come out in November.  
 
Finally, to end what had been an extraordinary trip, there came the 
second disaster. Janie and I together with Dissan and Zephyr went 
up to Murchison Park at the end of our stay. We had a marvellous 
launch trip with elephants, hippos, crocs, a shoebill, and so much 
else. We stayed the night at the safari camp and next morning went 
to the head of the falls and Janie filmed the awe inspiring sight, 
water turned to steam with a rainbow across the gulley. Motoring 
back along the lakeside road the vehicle slid on the loose gravelly 
surface and plunged off the road into the ditch. Damage to the 
front left wing and along the left side generally, a smashed 
windscreen and total chaos, but no-one was hurt and we proceeded 
on to Sonso. The looks on Andy’s and Chris’s faces when we 
arrived told it all. 
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Chapter 4 
 

September 1993 

 
In which the project gathers momentum, and Manueri heads for 

home 

 
 
30th August 1993 - Monday. 
Here I am cleansed and shampooed under Jake's magnificent 
shower, sitting on the verandah of our house at Sonso, it's 7 p.m., I 
have my whisky and water beside me and the Mac on my lap, and 
in front of me 11 people are playing volleyball in the late evening 
with a full moon up above, monkeys on the fig tree, and an 
evening mist coming up over the ground. It's the start of the wet 
time of year, and the Royal Mile is becoming its worst version of 
itself, with puddles only the Land Rover and a good deal of 
determination can get through. 
 
Its day 2 here for me at Budongo. We arrived latish yesterday 
afternoon (6.30 p.m.) to find the electricity not working as the 
battery had been drained by Chris working on the computer. So by 
torchlight we settled in and got our things out of our cases and 
bags. Andy, Kate and I had driven up from Kampala where I'd said 
goodbye to Jake at his lovely house just outside Makerere campus 
at 2 in the afternoon. We drove off despite a new rattle in the Land 
Rover which worried us. But we had to go. We'd been in Kampala 
a week and I was getting itchy feet for the forest. I'd met Martin at 
Jake's place, a nice quiet Englishman looking for a job with 
refugees in Uganda. Also a chap called David, in Kampala from 
Kibale where he was working with local farmers.  
 
Jake was, after the best part of two years, about to leave, and the 
previous Friday evening had been his farewell party. Martin had 
made a superb barbeque for this event, from bricks, mud and 
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chicken wire. Kilos and kilos of beef, goat, pork and chicken had 
been roasted and eaten, washed down by cans of beer from the 
Duty Free shop at the Nile Hotel where Andy could buy things 
with his diplomatic residents' permit. Eldad Tukahirwa, the head of 
MUIENR (where Jake had been working) had made a speech in 
Jake's honour, and he had been given gifts, and had made a speech 
in reply. All very good humoured and good natured and he'd 
obviously been greatly appreciated in Uganda. Well, that's the 
second hit he's made, the first being here at Budongo where his 
name is immortalised on a brass plaque, along with the names of 
his builders. 
 
So off we set and it wasn't really until we reached Masindi that I 
felt at home in the way I do in western Uganda. We'd driven past 
the spot near the Kafu River bridge where a few days before 
(actually the same day that Kate and Andy had come down to 
Kampala) a taxi had been stopped and all the passengers robbed of 
all their money and valuables by a group of armed ex-Army types. 
So I'd had my thoughts on that sort of thing until Masindi. Then we 
were in the town, pulling up outside the Post Office to check mail, 
and I suddenly realised how lovely the place was, with flowering 
trees all down the road and the distant hills and happy people 
everywhere. From there it was the usual drive to our Sonso camp 
where we were greeted as usual by one and all and made to feel at 
home with hot g-nuts and (for me anyway) a good sized whisky.  
 
Today Andy had to return to Masindi in the morning to cash his 
travellers cheques in order to pay the men's wages and do some 
extra shopping. I took the opportunity to get together with Chris 
Bakuneeta and discuss a number of things with him. That done, 
Manueri turned up and Chris helped me with a lengthy discussion 
of the proposed trip to his home in Bwamba, where and how and 
when, which is very much in Manueri's mind. I asked Chris if he'd 
come along and he seemed ready to do so. Perhaps Duane will 
come too? Duane, incidentally, is due to arrive in Uganda on 



115 
 

September 19th and I'll be going to Kampala to meet him on the 
18th. Till then I'm here. The Bwamba trip - a crazy idea for me to 
take this old man on a search for his family - if it takes place at all 
would have to be towards the end of my stay here (a nice long one 
this time, until mid-October). I could set off for Bwamba, on the 
west side of the Ruwenzori in the Semliki Forest and pygmy 
country, in the first week of October aiming to get back to 
Kampala in time for my flight home on October 14th. A fantastic 
bit of travel into some interesting country I've never seen before. 
 
Having talked to Manueri and Chris, and having earlier told the 
Field Assistants who work for Chris (Zephyr, Dissan and Tinka) 
that I wanted them to collect herbs as well as fruits eaten by 
chimps for analysis in the UK, also dung from known chimps for 
DNA analysis, and tape recordings of chimp calls for comparison 
with Kibale and other chimp populations, I got out this computer 
of mine - a Macintosh PowerBook 145B - and started writing on it, 
then found out how to print with it, and finally, after the disastrous 
events of the days before I came out (see below), I dared, with a 
racing heart, to connect it up to the solar battery. It worked! and I 
was the happiest man alive. With luck this is the end of a sorry 
saga of cowboy electronics in the UK. 
 
I'd bought the new laptop computer (it's on my lap now as I write 
this in the moonlight) after Richard Wrangham visited me in 
Oxford and instead of giving me the reprints I'd asked for gave me 
a disk with summaries of all of them on it. I too gave him some 
files to put on his machine from my Mac at work. It seemed to me 
the ideal solution. I could go out to Budongo and not only put all 
my ideas and data on the Mac but also help Chris Bakuneeta with 
the analysis of his data using Statworks, Cricket Graph, and even 
Minitab for the Mac, all of which I could simply put on this 
powerful new laptop. So next day I searched the Mac Centres of 
England until I located one, and the next week Frankie and I took a 
day off to go to London and buy it. It was all it promised to be, and 
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all I needed was a lead to run it off a 12 volt battery. And that's 
where I came to grief. A firm called Parkmore made me a 12-volt 
converter but they got the polarity wrong. And the first time I 
connected my new computer to a 12-volt power source (my car 
battery), it went dead on me, totally, wholly dead. This happened 
on a Sunday, just 3 days before I was due to leave for Uganda and 
I needed it with me out there for various reasons. ME Electronics 
in Oxford discovered on Monday that the mother board had blown. 
ME Electronics in Reading had another one; with hours to spare on 
Tuesday the repairs were completed - but I still didn't have a 12-
volt converter. I phoned Richard Wrangham in the U.S. and he 
agreed to rush me one to Kampala. It worked! While I was there, a 
few days later, attending a biodiversity meeting at the Athina Club, 
one of the secretaries thrust a package into my hand. It was 
covered in labels saying "RUSH!", "TOP PRIORITY" and so on. 
Now came the question, would it work? Or would it, too, blow up 
my computer with no chance of a repair? I was too scared to try it 
out! I studied it in detail. It was well made, very professional. It 
was a small black box with an input cable and an output cable like 
the other one, but it seemed much better made. The box was 
clearly marked for use with my type of computer, a Mac 
Powerbook. Surely, this one must be o.k.? I was still too scared to 
plug it in. It wasn't until I was in Budongo, three days later, that I 
really needed it and the batteries were down. I plugged it into the 
Mac, then connected up to our 12-volt solar power supply, and, my 
heart racing, pressed the power-on switch, just as I had done with 
such disastrous results in England. It sprang into life and worked 
perfectly! I had a triple whisky and smiled benignly at one and all 
for days. 
 
31st August 1993 
Next evening. Volley ball in progress, it being 6.30 p.m. I just had 
a talk to Zephyr who told me he needs to take his wife (woman' he 
called her) to his home in south-west Uganda. He said he'd visit 
her every six months or so, but I insisted on every three months if 
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he does it. The cost is $30 to get there, and it takes a day. He'd 
need four trips a year and it could be done if I give him an extra 
$10 a month in payment for his extra work - he's been sending me 
group composition data to England all the last year. But he'd need 
to stay 3 days at his place really, meaning 5 days away every 3 
months, equals 20 days off a year and the normal holiday in 2 
weeks. We'll have to try and work something out. He's so good I'd 
hate to lose him. He doesn't want to buy land and settle here as his 
family is not around and he thinks Lilian will be happier with his 
family, and he will know she's safe. 
 
It's been a busy day, talking about accounts with Andy all morning 
when we weren't being interrupted by visitors. There's so much 
going on around here at the moment. Visits by Forest Ranger 
trainees from Nyabyeya for training in conservation and 
biodiversity. Our two Makerere students took them into the forest, 
and Christine and Simon (both VSOs) have been here overseeing 
their training. Yesterday a lot of Forest Officers arrived to look and 
learn. Today a biodiversity inventory team from the Forest Dept 
arrived. Andy takes it all in his stride, and indeed it's what we've 
always said we wanted to do, making ourselves useful to Uganda. 
It's really great in fact that it's all happening. Let's hope the money 
can be found to make it last some years more. 
 
Peace, Chris's wife, started shivering in the night and by mid-day 
she was so bad Chris drove her to Kinyara where there is a nurse. 
It turned out the tablets she'd been taking for malaria (which it 
clearly was) weren't chloroquine at all, but paracetamol! No 
wonder they weren't helping. With the right tablets she stopped 
shivering and on her return felt better. A worrying moment when 
she went off, one-week old baby and all. And it's a good thing 
humanity has those tablets, as she was shivering and seemed in a 
dreadful state when the fever was on her. In olden times she might 
not have survived such an attack... 
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At camp, L-R: Andy, Chris F, Joy and her two children,  
Angela, Nick, and Kate 

 
Sunday 12th September 
The news this morning is that last night's Third Anniversary Party 
for the project went very well. Andy had already laid up a stock of 
English-style sausages in the freezer, bought in Kampala. We'd 
obtained bread rolls, and Chris had agreed to contribute a goat (he 
had three, now he has two). Andy and I had brought quantities of 
Heineken beer cans from the Duty Free shop at the Nile Hotel in 
Kampala. Yesterday Martin and Richard piled some bricks 
together to make a barbecue, and we borrowed a grill from the 
VSOs at Nyabyeya. While Andy and Kate stayed back to cut up 
the goat and put it on barbecue sticks prepared by the transect 
cutters from forest twigs, Chris Fairgrieve and I, plus numerous 
others, took ourselves off to Masindi to do some shopping. We got 
the usual range of things, avocados, cabbages, tomatoes, some 
posho and green bananas for Manueri (he arrived early in the day 
asking for food), plus a bottle of whisky for me which Richard 
found in a shop for 18,500/- the bottle (about $15, not bad at all for 
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a bottle of Grants, the cost in Kampala was $19). This had become 
necessary as I had all but finished the litre bottle I bought at 
Nairobi airport, largely on my own (in my evening triples), but 
also with a bit of help from others, about which more later. 
 
We got back from Masindi after a slippery ride along the road from 
Nyabigoma to Nyabyeya which had just been graded, and as a 
result was slushy from the rain and inevitably, despite my ‘skilful’ 
driving the vehicle slid gently off the road. Everyone out, and it 
came up manfully out of the slush in low ratio 4-wheel drive. By 
now it was 2.30 p.m. and the party was due to start. The goat had 
been slaughtered and cut up into bite-sized pieces and had been 
skewered on sticks. The barbecue had been lit but was still a bit 
uncertain. The sky looked more or less o.k. (yesterday it had 
poured , and could easily do so again). We put all the chairs out 
near the barbecue at the forest edge behind the house, then a table, 
and then we put the crate of beer out and magically from all sides 
the partygoers appeared. They all took seats and a bottle of beer, 
we were about 45 people in all including wives and near-wives. 
Out came the beer cans next, Heineken from the Duty Free Shop in 
Kampala. I took a can as I don't much care for the local beer. Yeku 
the RC chairman from Nyakafunjo arrived in a pick-up from 
Nyabyeya with Steve Nsita, deputy principal of the college. I sat 
and chatted to them, munching the first of the sausages, also from 
Kampala, in a bread roll. Later we moved on to the goat kebabs, 
each with a piece or two of tomato and green peppers along the 
twig, as good as can be. A couple more cans of beer each and the 
party was well away. 
 
Other visitors arrived. Clive arrived from the Sugarworks with his 
charming daughter, who was visiting from England. They were the 
only Sugarworks people to come, apparently they have a dire 
vehicle shortage there and this was the only one available. Sarah 
from the Handicapped School came from Masindi, nice of her as it 
was her last day up country, she now has a 4-month job working 
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for VSO in Kampala, then it's back to England to look for another 
way of getting back out here, she told me. David Bowes-Lyon and 
his fellow student Ed, both studying Zoology at Oxford, had met 
us in Masindi that morning and were here for the party. Chris 
Fairgrieve, Kate Hill, Andy Plumptre and I made up the rest of the 
muzungu contingent.  
 
Zephyr had been delegated as DJ, with his stereo tape player and a 
large collection of Zairean, Ugandan and western tapes. The music 
started and there was some desultory dancing, Andy joined in, and 
then - down came the rain. We all moved indoors for a while to sit 
it out. It lasted for an hour or so, then stopped as fast as it had 
started. While it had been raining five chimps had made their way 
into the Broussonettia trees in front of the house, one of them 
howling their disapproval of the rain. After it stopped they stayed 
put and casually observed us all go back to the barbecue for the 
rest of the meat and beer. It was good to have them around, and for 
some of our visitors it was the first time they'd seen chimps. 
 

          
                                        Start of the party: rain 
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                                Andy serving food to our staff 
 
Dusk fell and after a lull there was a revival of the dancing. The 
player was on the stand we usually dry the dishes and cups on. 
That left a smallish area of short grass between the stand and the 
house and this is where the dancers congregated. Andy was there, 
and now, by popular request yours truly joined in, as did all of us 
white-skinned people, and we went on dancing from around 7.30 
to around 9.30 p.m., while the ground beneath our feet got muddier 
and muddier. The atmosphere was great and it sealed our three 
years of Budongo beautifully, all status differences disappeared 
and it was good that that could happen. 
 
That night I think most of us slept pretty well and Sunday got off 
to a sluggish start. But it was also good to be back to normal again, 
putting the house straight, and our collective mood was good.  
 
As I sit at my window the women are lying down in the shade of 
their house except for Lilian who is ironing on a makeshift table 
the clothes that Zephyr washed yesterday. Nabert is sitting near 
them. All five of them burst out laughing from time to time. 
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Everyone here seems to get on with everyone else. How long can it 
last? Well done Jake for creating such a harmonious set-up which 
the people so evidently enjoy. When I called on Manueri to deliver 
his 6 cups of posho and small bunch of matoke bananas on the way 
back from Masindi on Saturday, his next door neighbour, a 
charming man, asked me very earnestly if there was any chance of 
a job as a Transect Cutter with us. I had to say: only if one of our 
men leaves. We've no money to take on new people. I said I'd 
enquire and let him know. And all for a wage of fifteen dollars a 
month! 
 
Whoops, the peace has been shattered by Lilian's baby who is 
crying mightily. Unconcerned, Lilian goes on ironing and leaves it 
to Zephyr's young sister who has come to live here to babysit. It 
has worked, the baby's quiet again.  
 
15 September 
Just a short entry to report that yesterday I went over to Kinyara 
Sugar Works to try and sort out something on the radio front. Mike 
showed me round the factory, pretty impressive but a long way to 
go before those giant sugarcane crushing rollers and the huge 
boilers and miles of piping spring into action once again. Mike is 
the Workshop Manager. Graham wasn't there as he spends most of 
his time in Kampala chasing money. I know the feeling. Also met 
Steve and Paul who were helpful when Janie wanted to show her 
video cassettes last visit, and they managed to do it.  
 
The radio person, Ray Roberts by name, wasn't there, he was in 
Kampala with the radio which was sick. But Paul knew the system, 
fortunately. The main radio they have, for communication with 
Kampala, is HF not VHF. It uses a frequency we cannot use with 
our VHF radios. But the Sugarworks will be getting a VHF system 
in a number of months (3 was suggested) and then if we put 
ourselves on their frequency we should be able to communicate 
with them. 
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We have 2 VHF base stations at Sonso. I had left Chris in his room 
with his base station switched on to Channel 4. I took the second 
one with me to Kinyara and so, after meeting up with Mike and 
being shown around, he suggested that I set it up at his place. We 
drove over and using the Land Rover's battery for power connected 
up the radio and aerial. We got Chris loud and clear with no 
trouble at all. So a radio link with Kinyara should be simple 
enough when they get themselves organised. It's the same old story 
as before - Jake put us at the forefront of Ugandan technology 
when he was here, and so as a result we're ahead of the million-
dollar Sugarworks! I hope they were duly impressed. 
 
Now today I've been in the forest with Zephyr till coffee time, we 
watched the chimps, and then collected some understorey herbs 
which I have pressed for subsequent identification either at 
Makerere or possibly in the UK. They're for Liz Rogers really. 
And now I'm going over to Zephyr's house to make some notes on 
what we want to talk about at 2 p.m., when I have arranged for the 
"chimp group" (Chris, Zephyr, Dissan, Tinka and me) to meet and 
discuss some of the ways Chris has been analysing his data. I'm 
hoping we'll all get ideas so the thing doesn't stagnate. There's so 
much more that could be done.  
 
Later same day. 
Zephyr, Tinka and I had a very good pre-meeting discussion before 
lunch in Zephyr's house, and continued it later in the afternoon in 
the shade of a tree, with Dissan joining  us (he was in the forest in 
the morning). I told them what data Chris had analysed and how 
far he had got. They were very interested as they simply did not 
know what had been happening. (Nor did I until this visit!). We 
then searched our minds for gaps in the data being collected, and 
for things we wanted to know about chimps and were simply not 
finding out. Chris himself was busy sieving dung samples, about 
which more later. 
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The outcome of the discussion I had with the three top chimp Field 
Assistants was that changes of direction were badly sought by 
them too, as they had now been collecting data for 3 years along 
much the same lines. So here are the new directions we identified: 
 
1. Need to discover the range of the Sonso chimps - how far do 
they go to the N, the E and the S? In the west we know they go as 
far as the Nature Reserve. But it seems that the NR may be the 
place where the range of the neighbouring community starts. At 
any rate the Field Assistants had seen a number of unidentified 
males there, but this was complicated by the fact that not all the 
males have yet been identified here at Sonso. As for the other three 
compass directions, the problem there is that the trail system runs 
out before the chimps' range ends, and they have not been in the 
habit of going much further than the trail system. Tinka suggested 
cutting a few trails for a lot more distance, up to 5 km. A good 
idea. We also discussed Tinka (who lives at Nyabyeya) starting his 
work in the forest at the far side of the Nature Reserve and 
working in this direction. And finally the possibility of the men 
staying overnight in the forest if far from home. All welcome to 
them, but with all these ideas, as with those to follow, Chris must 
be consulted and agree to them. I hope he'll be amenable. I fear he 
has fallen out with Dissan as they don't seem to interact at all. 
Jealousy or rivalry? There's no need at all. 
 
2. Ascertain which individuals have disappeared from the records 
of sightings. I know about Matoke but there are others too, females 
mainly it seems. Check whether they go and come back. And 
document new arrivals. 
 
3. Try to find a chimp skeleton in the forest - this means liaising 
with transect cutters, and going off-trail. I stressed how useful a 
skeleton can be to discover diseases, fractures, tooth wear and 
disease etc. 
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4. Continue with identification of newcomers and chimps not yet 
known. This is vital. 
 
5. Continue with named dung sample collection for DNA studies 
(Tony Goldberg at Kibale and us at Oxford). 
 
6. Make more systematic notes on chimp sicknesses as they are 
encountered. 
 
7. The injuries the chimps have sustained should be drawn and 
described in detail, together with any deficiencies in locomotion, 
feeding etc resulting or associated with them. 
 
8. Oestrus: all occurrences should be recorded, together with all 
matings. This may enable us to estimate who the father may have 
been. We had a discussion of the long birth interval. They pointed 
out that despite several chimps having been in oestrus several 
months running they had failed to conceive. And then there was 
Kalema who just stays permanently in oestrus - has been for 10 
months continuously now, with no signs of the swelling going 
down. Definitely something unusual there, and I'll be enquiring 
about how often, if ever, this has been reported in the past. 
 
We also identified two needs of the FAs: a slide viewer and slides 
of the forest, preferably the big sort or with a screen. And a supply 
of chimp videos which they could see at Nyabyeya where 
apparently there is a video player that works! 
 
Now to that dung washing that was keeping Chris busy. He was 
finding animal remains in the sample, and this included two fingers 
or toes of what seemed to be a monkey, probably a young one. 
There was also a quantity of blackish fur, a rib bone, a phalangeal 
disk from the hand, and what appeared to be a tail bone, judging 
from comparison with a skeleton of a blue monkey Chris already 
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had. This latter is the firmest evidence that this is not another 
infant chimp, but a monkey, and we tentatively identified it as a 
young blue monkey or a young black and white colobus monkey.  
 
 
16 September 
An amazing morning in the forest. I went in with Zephyr as usual 
when I've been free, also accompanied by Ed, the Magdalen 
zoology student who came here with David Bowes-Lyon and will 
be leaving with us tomorrow for Kampala and England (with a 
letter to Jake and maybe one to Frankie if I can write it before 
tomorrow). We found some chimps and it was a group of males. 
We watched two of them for a while and then as there were others 
nearby with Dissan and Costanza watching them, we moved on to 
look at those. Just as we arrived we saw the following amazing 
events: a full-sized (probably male) black and white colobus 
monkey ran towards the chimps (there were five of them in the 
tree, all fully grown males) and kept on running at them, one by 
one, and the chimps gave way, they actually seemed scared of this 
single male. All the chimps were sitting on branches on the tree (a 
Celtis, they were feeding on its fruits) and all watching the monkey 
carefully. At first I assumed it was defending itself because they 
had cornered it and it had no alternative but to fight. However this 
was not so. It was not cornered. After 5 or 6 bluff charges at the 
chimps which moved or ran away, the colobus went back to its tree 
where another equally large and mature colobus was sitting.  
 
The two monkeys continued to watch the chimps, which went back 
to feeding. All five of us who watched the proceedings were 
astounded at the bravery of the monkey but none of us had any 
explanation. On reflection it seemed to me that the best 
explanation was that the male or males were defending a group, 
but we couldn't see the rest of the group nearby. Later on it came to 
me that maybe the monkey found in chimp dung two days back 
might have been a young colobus monkey from this group and 
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now the males, angered by what the chimps had done, were 
keeping them off by bluff attacks. There were altogether 9 chimp 
males here, the 2 we saw first, the 5 in the tree, and a further 2 in a 
nearby tree. These 9 males might form a hunting group, and the 
colobus knew the danger. Confirmation of this idea came from the 
fact that the dung sample was collected in block C3 and we were 
now witnessing these events in block B3, right nearby.  
 
But that was not all for the morning. Later, after the colobus had 
left and we were watching the male chimps lounging around and 
grooming each other (Magosi was there, and Muga and Kikunku 
and Bwoya, I don't recall the others’ names and two were 
unidentified), David came running up asking for the camera. He'd 
been with Chris Fairgrieve watching blue monkeys and they'd 
observed the following: the dominant blue monkey male, who had 
taken over the group a couple of weeks ago while Chris was in 
Scotland (Geresomu was doing the observations and saw the 
change though he did not actually see a takeover fight) chased a 
female who had an infant clinging to her, pulled off the infant 
which fell to the ground, then moved down his tree and after some 
minutes went down to the ground and picked up the screeching 
infant in its teeth, took it a short distance up the tree, killed it with 
a bite, and then began to eat it.  
 
When David and the rest of us got back to the tree it was still 
eating the infant and had not moved. It seemed completely 
impervious to us all bashing about in the forest below it. I had my 
camera with me and took a number of photographs of the event. 
The male was tearing out lumps of flesh from the young monkey 
and eating with speed and relish. We watched him for an hour or 
so, he was still feeding on it when we left though by then he'd 
dropped one foot. About half an hour later he dropped the rest, tail, 
other 3 feet, backbone and skin. The head, flesh and guts had all 
been consumed. 
 



128 
 

Altogether a rare morning - two completely unexpected 
happenings, neither of which I'd ever seen before, within a short 
distance of each other, proving that all is not peace and quiet in the 
forest's primate communities. I now feel that we will see hunting 
by chimps sooner or later. Maybe not of fully grown colobus 
monkeys, maybe our Budongo chimps prefer to take fewer risks 
and go for the younger ones? Or perhaps they prefer to catch a 
frightened monkey rather than an enraged one? Time will tell, but 
I'm glad two of our FAs were there to see it all, and this too will 
contribute to widening the project's chimp interests from the 
feeding ecology, where they seem to have got stuck. We are due to 
meet at 2 p.m. today for the discussion postponed from yesterday. 
Let's hope it goes well. And then tomorrow it's off to Kampala to 
meet Duane who is due in on the morning of Saturday 18th. Let's 
hope he hasn't changed his plans! 
 
Thursday 30th September 
 
Mind you it's not all fun. It's 5.30 a.m. as I write this, I've already 
had one cup of tea and am on my second, it's still dark, and I must 
have had all of three hours sleep last night. We all went off to bed 
as usual but as I entered my room I saw a rat dive behind the little 
cupboard in my room (which is nine tenths full of Andy's 
paperwork). I moved the cupboard and saw the rat behind it. I went 
to the store room and found a panga, fully intending to murder the 
rat, but when I got back it had moved and all I could see was the 
end of its tail. I asked Andy through his door if he had any ideas 
and he said, with an evident lack of interest, from his bed, that Paul 
had rat traps. But Paul (the small mammals student) was in the 
other house and probably asleep already. And anyway I didn't want 
to sleep the night with the rat, perhaps to wake up at some time to 
the sound of the trap going off and the squeaks of the rat trying to 
get out of it. So I decided to sleep in the dining room. That meant 
moving my bed out. I went outside and there was good old Gino 
the night watchman, so I got him to assist and we tried to move the 
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bed out of my room. But after trying all ways we had to give up - it 
must have been assembled in the room as it will not come out 
through the doorway. O.K., I realised, you don't need a bed to 
sleep on, only bedding. So I put the mattress and sheets on the 
dining room floor and slept there. 
 
I awoke rather early and immediately started thinking about what 
to do with the rat in my room. I decided that it was really up to 
Andy and Chris as the project Co-Directors to keep the place free 
of rats. And there are so many bats and rats in the roof void that 
unless I put in my earplugs, which I didn't do last night, I just lie 
awake listening to them. And the rat will have to go, so I plan to 
keep my door shut until it's light, then clear out my stuff, and get 
Oliver (the odd job man) to try and kill the rat. Unfortunately there 
are more where that one came from. Further reports to follow. 
 
Friday 1st October 1993 
Back to the rat story. I had breakfast and after that I cleared all the 
things off the floor of my room so that when the moment came and 
the rat tried to escape we'd be able to see it and kill it. Chris B. was 
around so he and I moved in with a stick, wearing our boots in case 
it turned nasty (these ones are Rattus rattus and apparently they 
don't, but one never knows). Well, we moved the remaining bits 
and pieces one by one, fully expecting that when we moved the 
last one the rat would be there. It wasn't! The damn thing had 
evidently made its escape through the door while I was moving 
things out earlier.  
 
So I complained loudly to one and all at breakfast time and as 
Andy was going to Masindi I ordered rat poison to be bought. This 
is now down in two places and so far seems to have been avoided, 
despite the fact that it is mixed in vegetable oil as suggested on the 
packet and also has plenty of cheese rinds all around it. So far no 
luck. Perhaps Ugandan rats don't like cheese? Or they're very 
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intelligent, which seems likely as they've defeated every effort so 
far to catch them using all sorts of devices.  
 
Anyway enough of rats. We've had a couple of excellent days in 
the forest yesterday and today, with totally relaxed chimps sitting 
around in the sunshine and allowing me to get a few pictures of 
them. I'm now recognising a goodly few of them, which pleases 
Zephyr, and Duane is picking them up too. Indeed, today we saw 
one that we'd seen several times before and Zephyr could 
recognise it by its face but we hadn't got any definite features as it 
was a big healthy male with no hands or feet missing and in the 
full power of maturity. Zephyr said he knew it nonetheless and it 
was time to name it, and he invited Duane to do so. Duane was a 
bit reluctant so I suggested calling the new male "Duane". This met 
with general approval so now we have Duane, another fine adult 
male. There are still a number of unidentified males, and some 
juveniles too.  
 
On October 2nd we (Duane, Manueri, myself and Chris) began a  
long journey to Bwamba in SW Uganda, to take Manueri home to 
his natal village. He had requested this and we’d agreed to do it. 
He said he would see how things were there and if he was happy 
there he would stay, if not he would come back to Budongo with 
us. Fine. We drove for two days to Bwamba, encountered pygmies 
along the way, reached his village, met his relatives, and after 
making financial arrangements for continued payment of his 
pension, returned without him. He was an old man now and 
certainly better off among his family than living on his own at 
Budongo. A parting photo was taken on Manueri and me sitting in 
his family’s house in Bwamba, and then we said our goodbyes. We 
returned to camp on October 6th. 
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  Two old friends, Manueri and Vernon, October 1993 
 
 
9th October - Ugandan Independence Day 
Up at 6 as usual, cup of tea, Duane up soon after, both of us 
writing our diaries at 6.15 a.m. Dawn - cloudy, cocks crowing, 
hens clucking, Chris up and talking on his side of the house, Andy 
asleep' - no sign of him, Kate or Chris Fairgrieve yet. Cicadas still 
chirping. 
 
A nice time of day, the nicest in some ways. The hyraxes have 
stopped, the black and white colobus have had their chorus. I get 
out of bed each day, put up my net, put on sandals, put on the light, 
go into the main room, get the kettle, fill it up at the water tank, put 
it on to boil making sure to put the dead match into the beer can. 
Then I look for the teapot, a cup, sugar, spoon, and milk in the 
fridge. Get all ready and then sit and wait. Kettle boils, tea is made. 
Meanwhile I've opened the front door as well to view the dawn, 
and decided (today) to sit indoors not out. Still in pyjamas till I've 
had my tea. That's my little routine, each day, and by about 6.40 
I'm ready to get washed and dressed, and by 7 others are around 
and social time begins.  
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My little room is fine too, apart from the constant scrabble of rats 
and bats in the walls and ceiling. My nice mahogany table made to 
my design by Paitho a few weeks ago, the stool he made for me 
last time, the torch and earplugs at the bedside, the tin box with my 
plant specimens (dried) in it, and on it my box of papers. Clothes 
in the cupboard, candles and matches too, mirror on the wall, then 
the big suitcase and the blue bag and the computer bag and the 
rucksack with the big Nikon lens and camera in it ready for the 
forest, all along the wall under the strip light, and finally the little 
blue bag with my money in it (except what's in Andy's locked 
box). A nice secure little den. I'll now get washed and dressed, then 
return to put some toast in the oven.  
 
0906. Out in the forest towards the Nature Reserve for one of my 
last visits this trip. In among the males, there are 9 of them around 
us. They give little barks and sounds all the time as they feed (on 
Celtis durandii fruits, yellow ripe ones, dribbling out the yellow 
juice and swallowing the seeds after chewing the fruits for a 
while), and occasionally the little calls rise to a crescendo. They 
are very noisy this morning. Why? 
 
Maybe because it was Independence Day? The party started with 
lunch at 2 p.m., boiled leg of beef with matoke, sweet potatoes and 
greens, all very plentiful and nicely cooked. As some of the  
Sugarworks people had called on us they sat with us in Chris's half 
of the house and drank beers while we ate, after which they left. 
 
After lunch the drinks appeared: tonto' - sour banana liquid, 
fermented, with some sorghum put in as grains - and the local form 
of pombe or millet beer, drunk from buckets through long straws 
with little basket-sieves at the lower end to keep out the mash. the 
three of us, Duane, Simon (visiting from Nyabyeya) and I shared a 
straw. 
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The atmosphere was very nice, Transect Cutters, Field Assistants, 
Chris, Andy, Chris F., Duane, Kate, me, Peace, and some of the 
sawmill people who'd come over, plus Paitho the carpenter. The 
women, Joy and Lilian especially, served the tonto in glasses, and 
then came round with tumblers of waragi which circulated strictly 
among the Ugandans.  
 
Zephyr had Pepsi - he's teetotal. People sat and talked, some went 
out and others came in, people changed places, we sucked on our 
long straws. George, Kate's assistant, arrived and told us a long 
story about a tortoise, a monkey and a grinding stone.  
 
As the afternoon wore on (and the heavy rain stopped) we moved 
out to the front of the house where the women and children from 
the sawmill school sang, drummed and danced for us all the local 
songs they knew and several they didn't. The men sat at one side 
and the women at the other.  
 
As it got later and dusk arrived Zephyr's tape recorder began to 
play and the dancing began in earnest. First some traditional 
dances (these to drum rhythms), then just the usual jigging about, 
with both Duane and me invited to dance by sawmill ladies in their 
finest clothes. 
 
This went on, with drinking and talking and dancing into the 
evening and early night, children all joining in, some falling asleep 
by the door of the house, people drifting off home. Finally at about 
10 p.m. Kate, Andy and I made an omelette on toast and retired to 
bed. A great day; well done Chris for organising it. 
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Chapter 5 

 

1994 

 
In which yours truly becomes a landlord, and Duane and Vernon 

eat a colobus monkey 

 
 
This was a quick trip to Budongo with just seven days to spend 
there and a lot to do. It was nice to be in this wonderful place 
again. It has a special quality in any case, but is paradise as far as 
I'm concerned. Everything about it is good. I love it there, and the 
knowledge that Jake helped so much with the construction, and 
that Frankie and Janie have been there, helps to make it a family 
place for me too. I hope people always appreciate and maintain its 
qualities as a jewel of a place in the middle of nowhere. The 
hornbills and monkeys were there to greet us as we arrived, 
together with Joy and others who clapped in pleasure, the Field 
Assistants came over one by one to say hullo, and we settled in for 
showers and the hot G-nuts and my inevitable whisky. Chris 
Fairgrieve and Bob Smith were there too, and as dusk fell the first 
of the tree hyraxes started up...a magical place, with the fire under 
the shower, and the kitchen beyond with the wood smoke drifting 
up and the beans and rice bubbling away, Chris in his half and me 
in Andy's half of our house, and the laughter of the women coming 
across from the Field Assistants' houses... 
 
My first job after the colobus chorus and breakfast on the 24th was 
to give out the new raincoats I'd brought for the Field Assistants, 
and pass their old coats on to the Transect Cutters. I also had 
brought 5 watches for the senior TCs, and these I gave out amid 
much excitement while we set them correctly. Of course, the object 
of this exercise was to make them more punctual! But whether 
they saw it this way or not I had no idea. They all showed me the 
holes and splits in their wellington boots. Not one of the 12 had 
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boots without a split in them. Andy hadn't been replacing them 
because money was short. I explained the situation to them, and 
said that I was hopeful that in June when Andy returned there 
would be enough money for boots. For now they would have to 
content themselves with their coats and their watches, and indeed 
they're a nice lot and went off happy enough. 
 
Then it was into the forest, with Dissan this time as Zephyr was 
with Bob Smith. And we found chimps easily enough: a group of 
males, Tinka with his twisted hand, Magosi, Nkojo with his cut left 
ear. Kewaya was there too, and we watched her and Tinka on the 
trail ahead of us for awhile. It was lovely to be in the forest again, 
with the chimps.  
 
That afternoon I had a session in camp with the chimp Field 
Assistants. We started by going over the file of colour A4 laser 
prints of chimps that I'd brought out for camp, identifying them. 
The FAs were able to identify all except one without trouble. We 
then discussed the future of their work on the chimps, and I asked 
them to come up with some ideas of their own for the next day 
when we'd continue our talks. 
 
But I had something else to do: Manueri was in Bwamba, and now 
I had to sort out who was going to rent his property. So I drove 
over there in the late afternoon, met Alfred, and he showed me 
how nicely he'd kept the grass down, and how everything was in 
order (I'd been paying him a little for this). It was nice to see it all 
in order. We walked over the land, and I drew a rough drawing of 
it. He himself was cultivating and had planted a patch in front of 
the house (I'd said he could) so I offered to rent him that bit and he 
accepted. I told him the rent would be very small. I explained that I 
had bought everything from Manueri, and would now be renting it 
out to project people, and he was happy about that. The day was 
over, and I retired to the nuts and whisky, the hot shower, and the 
lazy evening. 
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Friday 25th March 1994 
In the morning I accompanied Nabert into the forest. Nabert is 
currently working on Andy's new project, censusing the monkeys. 
His people go into the forest each day, locate a monkey group, and 
follow it for the day, noting its composition, ranging movements, 
and what the animals are feeding on, using a checksheet. I was 
keen to find out something about Andy's people as until now I had 
always focused on the chimps, mostly with Zephyr. It was an 
interesting morning, we watched blue monkeys, a change for me. 
 
After lunch I drove Zephyr over to Manueri's (my!) land, on the 
project motorbike (Chris had gone to Masindi in the Land Rover). 
An interesting trip, dodging the ruts and puddles - Zephyr was very 
brave! He offered to take over but I said that if we were going to 
fall off I'd rather be the driver and do the subsequent explaining to 
Richard... He was interested in renting the field, quite liked the 
look of it. I suggested we discuss further whether Nabert or 
Geresomu wanted to go shares in it, as I wanted to help all the 
people who had no land to cultivate, and the piece was quite big. 
We drove back to camp. 
 
After tea I walked over to Paitho's house and he was there making 
a 3-piece mahogany suite (2 chairs and sofa) for Joy. Very nice. I 
asked him if he'd like to rent Manueri's house and the banana 
shamba and mango tree, all for 50/= per month. He told me his 
wife had left him for Alfred - the neighbour up at the house - so he 
couldn't live there himself, but his ex-wife could, so he would take 
it. And if he was thrown out of his present house, if and when the 
sawmill finally collapsed, he'd go and live there himself, and he 
could carry on his carpentry business from there.  
 
Splendid! I had very much hoped he would agree. Such a nice and 
modest man, so helpful. And he had helped to build it himself. He 
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of all the poor people around us seemed to deserve it. He offered to 
pay two years rent up front! 
 
In the evening I met with Zephyr, Nabert and Geresomu, sitting in 
Zephyr's place. We discussed the division of the field. Nabert said 
yes he would like a part of it as he had no land of his own, but he 
was planning on sending his wife back to his village so he would 
have to find a man to dig it for him. Geresomu was less concerned 
as he has land, though a bit far off - up the north road from 
Masindi. However he went there every other weekend to collect 
food. So really it was between Zephyr and Nabert. We agreed on 
peppercorn rents - 30/= per month for Zephyr who was to have a 
larger piece, and 20/= for Nabert who was to have a smaller one.  
 
Next morning, March 26th, was dull and wet and no-one got going 
early. I got up at 6.30, late for me, and met a frog and a bat in the 
dining room, plus more large frogs outside around the water tank. 
The morning was dull but the rain had stopped. I went out into the 
forest with Zephyr and we did a lot of talking but didn't find any 
chimps. We returned at coffee time for a discussion of his chimp 
association data, which had been analysed into a 2x2 table. It was 
very interesting for him to see this analysis. We set up a series of 
questions about which chimps associated most with which other 
chimps, and answered them. 
 
After that I decided to concentrate on training Richard for plant 
photography. He has a nice Mamiya through-the-lens reflex 
camera given him by Jake and is keen to use it. He also had a 
tripod which he had bought. On the promise of an extra $10 per 
month for acting as camp photographer, he happily agreed to do 
the plants. The reason I wanted a set of plant photographs was 
because the dried specimens, though ideal for herbarium 
identification, were not much use when one finds a plant in the 
forest and wants to identify it fresh. The colours and general look 
of plants change  when they are dried and pressed. Photographs 
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would capture the fresh appearance of the leaves, stem, fruits and 
flowers. I gave him 2 rolls of 200 ASA Kodachrome slide film, 
and when exposed he will post them in the little yellow envelopes 
provided, which I marked with my Oxford address for them to be 
returned there. At Oxford I would get them printed A4 size by the 
laser process, and put them in a folder for Budongo just as I had 
done with the chimp mug-shots. I gave him an advance of $20 for 
April and May, and started on the training. 
 
We got a piece of Jake's old softboard and cut it to size. Then a 
suitable plant - I took a sprig of a guava bush we'd collected 
earlier, with leaves and fruits. Then we needed a ruler. In a trice 
he'd sprinted over to Paitho’s place and returned with a nice length 
of wood marked in inches. We next made a label using a nice clear 
marker pen, and our subject matter was ready. Meanwhile Richard 
had mounted his camera on the tripod and we got it into position 
above the board. Everything took place in the shade beside the 
house, on the concrete surround. Ideal. He focused the camera and 
we made minor adjustments to get the board + plant to fill the 
frame. Chris Fairgrieve had loaned us his light meter so we made 
careful measurements of the amount of light, ending up with 
1/125th second at f8. The photo was taken. We couldn't do any 
more as there were no more plant specimens available, but we 
called Tinka over and told him and the other Field Assistants about 
the new project and encouraged them to bring in specimens to be 
photographed. Tinka would be responsible for identification and 
for writing the labels. I also gave Richard a small notebook in 
which to keep a record of his shots. For his part, Richard told me 
he'd like to have a rucksack to keep his camera and tripod in, 
which seemed fair enough.  
 
After that I settled down with Chris B. for a while to go over his 
progress report to Howard Wright, part one of our phased plan to 
go over a number of essential things during this busy week. 
Lunchtime arrived soon enough, and after lunch Nabert and 
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Zephyr and Paitho and I drove up to Manueri's house in the Land 
Rover for the final allocations.  
 
This was quite an event. Paitho was happy to rent the house and 
the banana shamba and mango tree. We walked all around it and I 
think he hadn't appreciated how much of it there was. He spoke of 
putting the house to rights, re-doing the floor and walls, inside and 
out, and building on a kitchen. The whole idea seemed to have 
taken hold of him, and there was no mention of difficulties over his 
wife's defection. 
 
Zephyr and Nabert and I went over to the field. The whole plot was 
32 metres x 32 metres. We divided it up as follows: Zephyr to get a 
piece 32 m x 18 m, and Nabert to get a piece 32 m x 14 m. They 
seemed to accept readily enough. We put a line of sticks across the 
field to mark the border between the two. It was all great fun, but 
deadly serious at the same time. This was where they (or their 
wives or helpers) would grow their food - well, some of it. 
Zephyr's new wife had actually come up with us to see it. She 
seemed happy enough at the idea of hoeing and digging and 
planting and weeding and all the things she'd have to do there. One 
problem this piece of land had, we were told, was that baboons 
would come out of the forest and raid it, pigs too. Thus when the 
crops were in season it was necessary to have people around to 
chase them off. Alfred was kind enough to say he'd help with this. 
It remains to be seen whether this will be a serious problem or not. 
(In the event it was, and neither man was able to harvest any food 
at all, it was all taken by the animals!). I had no use for this piece 
of land so I rented it to Zephyr and Nabert at a bargain rate. 
 
Finally there was the smaller piece of good land just adjoining the 
house on Alfred's side, which Alfred had cultivated and was 
growing maize in. I agreed with all present that Alfred could 
continue to work it and would rent it from me again at a low rate. 
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There is the whole question of the legality of these transactions. I 
guess to own the house and the shamba, and to sell the field 
legally, I would need more than the document I have, signed by 
William and witnessed by Chris B. Maybe it should all be done in 
the presence of a lawyer, I don't know. But here when most people 
arrive and want land they go to the RC1 chairman who looks 
around for a suitable piece for them, if no relatives are living 
locally, and sets them up. I'm not sure they pay him much. Land, 
not necessarily good of course, is still available, even though the 
population is increasing all the time. That's why land values are 
low in comparison with the rest of Uganda. When Andy and I had 
been looking at some Govt. publications about population densities 
in Uganda last October, we'd noted that Masindi District had the 
4th lowest density of any district in Uganda. 
 
We all repaired now to camp to prepare the Rent Agreement. I 
ordered tea for all, then we sat in Chris B's room and he translated 
where necessary while Jimmy, Alfred, Zephyr, Nabert, Paitho and 
I agreed on the wording of the document. It was carefully worded, 
written in biro on ordinary lined paper, and signed by all 
concerned, with, in this case, Jimmy and Chris B. as witnesses. 
There was goodwill on all sides, and indeed it was a happy 
moment for me as well as them, for we were now disposing of the 
property of my good old friend Manueri, and I was sure it was all 
going to the right people, who needed it and would care for it. 
 
By 6.30 p.m. I was back from having returned the folk to their 
homes at Nyakafunjo, and having a shower, followed by whisky 
and nuts. An excellent day, and still not over, for Chris B. and Bob 
and I had been invited over to Simon's place at Nyabyeya for 
dinner, Chris F. having gone over to Geresomu's.  
 
Sunday March 27th 
Started the day with a further discussion with Zephyr about more 
details of the relationships of the chimps as shown by the analysis 
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done in England. One thing that came out was that Magosi, the 
dominant chimp male, was more often seen with injured male 
chimps than with non-injured ones, and we speculated that they 
might be seeking safety with him...The problem is that we only see 
what we see, and it might just be that we tend to see the injured 
chimps more often than the non-injured ones because they are less 
mobile, and also we recognise them more easily (by their injuries) 
while the non-injured ones tended to be classified as "unidentified" 
in the past and so didn't get into the analysis. This will be less the 
case in the future because by now Zephyr has identified most of 
the non-injured chimps as well. It was an enjoyable discussion in 
any case, and Zephyr was able to see for himself what could be 
done with the data he had been collecting. He will now try and get 
some more information about male rank order, including 
coalitions, and he will also try and determine which males are 
oldest and rank the chimps by age, which we haven't tried to do 
yet.    
 
Monday 28th March was Voting Day for the Constituent 
Assembly, a national holiday, and people weren't allowed to work. 
We all took the day off and in the morning went up to Nyabyeya 
school where the voting was taking place. To vote each person had 
to have registered in advance and got a Voting slip. Most had done 
this. There was quite a long queue leading up to the school, and it 
was a slow moving one. Once a person had reached the top of the 
queue they came forward to a table at which they had their voting 
slip checked against the register, then they were given a voting 
paper. I was shown one of the voting papers and it was very 
impressive. Each candidate was represented by a black and white 
photograph as well as a name. All the photos were the same size. 
Beside each one was an empty box for the person to put a cross. 
The next move was to a second table where they put their cross. 
Then there was a third table with a black tin box on it - the ballot 
box. And finally they went to a fourth table where they dipped 
their index finger into a pot of ink to show they had voted. It was 
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all very well organised and quietly efficient. There was even 
provision for people who did not understand or who could not put 
a cross on the voting paper. Seated in a line were five or six local 
worthies who were the observers. They watched the whole 
procedure and whenever an illiterate person came up and didn't 
know what to do, all of them went with that person and discussed 
the matter with him or her and a vote was cast. As there were 
several of them it seemed unlikely they could influence the voting 
in a significant way. Voting took place all day long, from 8 a.m. to 
6 p.m. 
 
After staying a while to watch, Chris and I went on to Nyabyeya 
Forest College where we had arranged a meeting with Steve Nsita, 
the Deputy Principal, for 11 a.m. We had a good talk with him at 
his house with the magnificent view. We discussed next month's 
meeting at the College, a GEF-funded meeting to which Chris B. 
had been invited, to plan the teaching of the forestry students. We 
in the BFP were offering to help with either a set of lectures or 
practical fieldwork or both, on the topics of conservation and 
biodiversity. We also discussed our plan, the one we'd always had, 
to construct a house at NFC. This could now be seen in the context 
of wildlife and biodiversity training as well as a link to the BFP. 
But who would fund it? I explained about my current interest in 
GEF, now that EC funding and USAID funding seemed unlikely. I 
told Steve I was putting together a revised proposal for GEF and 
would include these ideas in it. He seemed well pleased. He also 
pointed out that they would be getting a new intake of students 
soon and we could become involved in teaching them, especially 
in the form of practical work at our site, to which the students 
would come. It was all promising. 
 
Next day, Tuesday 28th March, the chimps came to the 
Broussonettia trees by our house. Black, Nkojo and Zesta were 
among them. Nice to know they still do this from time to time. 
They were feeding on the catkin-like flowers this time. I spent 
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much of the day discussing Chris's thesis with him, how to move 
forward without the old Toshiba computer which had overheated 
and was unrepairable, and I explained my plans for getting SPSS 
for Windows together with a new powerful laptop Toshiba for the 
project, into which all the raw data collected over three years 
would need to be entered! Let's hope we can work it out 
eventually.  
 
On the Wednesday I was in the forest with all of the chimp field 
assistants, we'd met up in the course of watching Zana, the adult 
female with two injured hands, Black, a newly recognised male, 
and Nkojo, all of whom were feeding in the top of two Maesopsis 
trees. I decided that even though we were in the forest and the 
chimps were calling not very far off, time was short and we should 
have a discussion about the next phase of the project. So we all sat 
down at the junction of two trails and I launched into how things 
had gone so far and how I saw the future of the chimp work. I 
described how the data they had collected so far on checksheets 
was being analysed, and how it would be further analysed using 
SPSS and other computer packages. I told them of the importance 
of their work for conservation and for science, and how the ODA 
was going to continue funding us because of the high quality of our 
research work, combining accurate observations with a practical 
orientation towards the forest and its management. I went over 
what we had discovered so far, about the diet of the chimps and 
their association patterns, how we had succeeded in habituating 
over 30 of them and giving them names, and the importance of 
continuing with this work.  
 
But what about the future?  Where do we go from here? I sensed 
that the current work, the never ending checksheets, was getting a 
bit dull. Last time we had discussed the future, in October, we had 
discovered that we did not know the range of the Sonso chimps. 
We did not know where they went when they disappeared from the 
camp area. This, I said, should now be our central question, to try 
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and determine the extent of our chimps' range. To find out where 
the borders were we would need to adopt a different research 
strategy, one that involved these four in going further afield than at 
present. How would we organise it?  
 
After some discussion a number of points arose. First, if they went 
out all day they would need to take some food with them. This 
could be prepared by their wives but they would like some extra 
payments for this. They would also need pangas, as they would 
need to go off trail as they got further from camp. I insisted that 
they should have compasses to avoid getting lost. And they would 
need to go with rucksacks; some were o.k., but others were worn 
out and James had none. Finally, waterbottles were suggested. The 
basic idea we thrashed out was as follows: they would divide into 
two pairs. One pair would go on distant work each week, the other 
pair would remain around the Sonso region doing the usual 
checksheet documentation. In that way we would not lose track of 
our home' chimps, what they were doing and eating, and we would 
continue to habituate them, while at the same time finding out 
where our chimps ceased to go. We also wanted to find new 
chimps that we had not identified and were probably not members 
of our Sonso community, and where they lived. I would provide 
suitable maps for the long distance workers to fill in where they 
found our chimps, and where they found new ones. I stressed 
especially that they should keep their eyes open for new males, for  
males keep within their community's range, whereas females move 
between communities. So if we found a bunch of unrecognized 
males then we must be in a new community range. It was generally 
agreed that we had now identified all but a very few (one or 
perhaps two) of our Sonso males, and all the men could recognise 
them.  
 
Back at camp we found Chris B. and put the ideas to him, and he 
agreed that this was a good idea. We would also need a new 
positioning system. We already had the four long trails cut, 
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running 5 km to the north, south, east and west of camp. These 
would now need marking every 100 metres. We agreed on the 
following system: markers would say, for example, N 2.4 for the 
marker at 2.4 km from camp up the north trail. The markers would 
be in the form of metal tags nailed to a tree near the appropriate 
spot. Our men would then note the point at which they left the trail, 
and which direction they went to find the chimps. Getting 
everything ready would take time, and so we decided that we could 
not start the new system until June, when Andy would return with 
the new rucksacks etc. and everything else could be in place. 
 
Later the same day, in the afternoon, we had our General Meeting. 
I always held this event, every visit, before leaving, to tell the staff 
what I thought was going right and what was going wrong, and 
plan ahead for the future, and invite questions on anything at all 
(usually the preferred subject was pay!). We sat under the big tree 
behind House 2 by the forest edge. Dissan translated into Swahili 
for the non-English speakers. I went over the past 3 years and 
thanked them all for their efforts. I told them that we were very 
likely to get more funding because of their hard work. I explained 
as best I could that the pound (or dollar) had become weaker 
against the shilling, meaning that we did not get so many shillings 
for our foreign money, and this was making life difficult for us and 
was likely to do so in the future. At present, I explained, there 
could be no thought of pay rises. I had brought some watches out 
for the Transect Cutters and some raincoats for the Field Assistants 
and more would be coming with Andy later on. I would try and see 
whether a pay rise could be managed from June but no promises. I 
tried to explain to them that it was not easy finding the money to 
keep the project running, that a lot of work was involved. They 
seemed to understand. 
 
I then went over the Budongo Forest Project, what it was about and 
what we were trying to achieve. I explained that we were seeking 
to understand the forest and how it had been affected by years of 
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logging. We were discovering how this human activity had 
affected the trees and the wildlife. We had to do this by scientific 
methods, hence the trail system, the checksheets and the careful 
way we collected our information. All this knowledge would be 
useful to Uganda in its future. The Forest Department would need 
to know how its activities had affected the forest in order to plan 
its management of the forest in the future. Tourism was going to 
happen sooner or later and therefore the wildlife needed to be 
understood. These things would bring prosperity to the area and so 
Uganda would develop from its current poverty and slowly 
advance. We could also help with the training of the students at the 
Forestry College at Nyabyeya, by giving them some practical 
experience of wildlife conservation and the study of biodiversity. I 
explained that Andy was now in the U.K. writing our Report on the 
first three years, that their work would be included in it, and that 
we would be judged by this in the future.  
 
Question time arrived. The first question wasn't a question as such 
at all but an observation by one of the Transect Cutters, Gideon, 
that Sebbi was now too old and would soon need to be retired from 
his work cutting trails and could he be given some light work 
around camp? I saw his point. Sebbi was old and thin, but not 
weak - he was a great dancer at all our parties. However, he was 
inclined to turn his pay into waragi and go short of food, which 
weakened him from time to time. His mates however had clearly 
decided he needed lighter duties. The problem for me was that I 
had just the day before taken on Alfred to do odd jobs around 
camp, and I told them this. However I said I'd look into it (and 
later, in England, Andy and I agreed that Alfred could be put on to 
Transect Cutting and Sebbi could have the camp job). At this point 
the first ominous drops of rain began to fall. The sky had been 
darkening and now the clouds  burst. We all moved into House 2, 
and crowded into one room, while the rain drummed on the roof 
overhead. I had asked Chris to lead off the question session and 
take charge generally. He started by saying that he hoped we 
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would all work together, and offered me a vote of thanks for my 
efforts to keep the project running. The rain kept up for an hour or 
more, so we stayed inside. Normally there were a few desultory 
questions, but now there were plenty, seemingly inspired by the 
rain, for as soon as the meeting broke up we'd have to go out into 
it. 
 
Pay as such was not an issue, I was glad to find. They had clearly 
absorbed the message I had tried to get across. However, we went 
over the issues of raincoats and boots again. One of the men 
argued that when they were forced to leave the forest because of 
rain they should not be penalised by losing pay. Chris resisted this 
idea, saying they would either have to get wet, or lose pay. They 
asked about being paid for Sundays when they do not work. We 
said not possible. Medical expenses came up - with the collapse of 
the sawmill's dispensary they now had to go to Masindi to get 
medicines. We agreed to pay essential medical costs for staff 
members. The issue of bicycles arose - could they have a bicycle 
shed to protect their cycles from the rain, and from theft? This was 
a new one. We discussed it and agreed that if they could build one 
that was fine, but we'd need to settle exactly where to put it. Those 
with bicycles (a dozen or so) agreed to make the shed themselves, 
from existing materials available on site (there was some tin 
roofing left over from the building works). 
 
There was a wonderful end to the meeting when one of the 
Transect Cutters made a small speech thanking me for coming to 
see the project and saying they were always happy to see me. "Sisi 
nafurai" he said. "Yote nafurai?" I asked. "Ndio" they shouted and 
there was a mighty round of applause, more natural and 
spontaneous than the formal one earlier, and the noisier because of 
the rain and the small room we were in. In my notebook later I 
wrote "I am lucky indeed to have such a group of fellows" and it 
certainly felt good to have the appreciation of them all.  
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Wednesday March 30th 
My last day at Budongo already. I was all set to go into the forest 
with Zephyr and the chimps were calling for us when one of the 
Field Assistants, Edison, approached me and said his four year old 
son had been badly scalded when he collided with a girl carrying 
hot water for making tea, and his face was all blistered and he 
would not eat, and could I take him to Masindi Hospital please? I 
said I'd come over to Nyabyeya and see if the lad needed hospital 
treatment. Meanwhile I looked in the Where there is no Doctor' 
book to see what was recommended for burns and scalds. There 
didn't seem to be much one could do, except to keep the area clean. 
But it said that if the blisters broke a doctor should be seen, and 
Edison said the blisters had broken.  
 
So the chimps were abandoned and off we set. Richard Odongtoo 
came too to do some shopping. The child was indeed in a bad state 
and I felt I had to take him. His face was all covered in blisters and 
his eyes were closed. But he didn't make a sound, very brave. On 
the road to Masindi we came across Matthew, the old sawmill 
manager, and I stopped to have a chat to him. We discussed the 
future of the mill. Both he and I felt that it should be saved if 
possible, and that it could eventually be useful and profitable. I felt 
strongly that some development agency or other should step in to 
support it (via Mr Patel) - after all, this was local employment 
which they are all committed to. Would ODA or UNDP be 
interested? 
 
We took the boy to a clinic, and then on to the hospital. I forked 
out some money to help with the doctor's fees and some cooking 
pots and food for the hospital (you have to provide your own). In 
the market we met Helen (VSO from Nyabyeya). She was keen on 
education, conservation, wildlife, training and all those things. 
When I think of the other two VSOs at Nyabyeya, Simon and 
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Christine, and the two Danish workers there, Jens and Pier, and the 
plans for a carpentry workshop, there seems so much potential 
around. Could it all be brought together? I thought I might try 
putting it all together for UNDP or something like that... 
 
Another note from my notebook: "Running this project has become 
a fantastic day by day experience. I am lucky indeed. Richard has 
become an institution as Mr Fix-it. So has Jake's shower, in use, 
hot and cold, day and night". In a good mood, obviously... 
 
Next day at 8 a.m. we left for Kampala. Just before we left Gino 
approached me and asked for 40,000/= to enable him to go and see 
his sick father in the north. I told him  I'd send the money via Chris 
as I had none left. The usual journey to Kampala. We arrived in 
time to go to the bank where I established that the money had 
arrived from Oxford for the March salaries, and Chris found his 
pay had arrived. I stayed over at Pom's house this time, and we had 
a pleasant evening together, joined by Eve Lwanga who had some 
avocadoes and G-nuts for me to take back to England. I gave Chris 
the money for Gino. On the morning of April 1st Chris drove me to 
the Lake Vic hotel where I'd arranged to relax by the pool before 
going on to the airport at midday. While we drove to Entebbe he 
explained that he had found his sister sick in Mulago Hospital, 
with meningitis. She wanted him to take her to her mother in 
Bushenyi. We agreed he could do this if the doctor said she could 
be moved so far safely. His Easter, planned as a rest in Kampala, 
would thus consist of driving to Bushenyi, one day there, then 
driving on to Budongo in time for the GEF conference at 
Nyabyeya to which he'd been invited and was getting paid for. 
Poor old Chris, caught between the obligations of family and job. 
A familiar problem for us westerners, and even more so for 
Ugandans. Anyway he left me to my lazy morning, which I spent 
exactly as planned, lying at the poolside as the morning heated up, 
and taking the occasional dip in the cool, clear blue water of the 
pool. And that, apart from the usual stopover in Nairobi at the 
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Fairview, was that. The plane arrived on time at Heathrow, at 6.30 
a.m. on Easter Sunday, April 3rd. Frankie was there to meet me. 
And it was cold as cold can be, an overnight frost just disappearing 
from the fields as we drove home. Ugh! But nice to get there, and 
Jake and Janie were there to meet me and hear about the latest trip. 
 
Manueri is dead. The news arrived in the form of a letter from 
William, dated 6th April: 
 
Dear Dr Vernon, 
 This is to inform you that Mzee Manueri died on 27th March 
1994. When I left Fort Portal on 23rd March 94, on reaching home 
I found him in bad condition. I tried to give him some tablets 
which you gave me but it was a failure.  
 When we sat after the burial, we decided the funeral rites to 
take place on 3rd May 1994 Tuesday. This way his sister is in great 
thoughts. She lost her husband in 1992 and she has also lost her 
brother. Therefore, she says that it could be better if you send her a 
blanket as you are the only brother she has. 
 I hope to hear from you soon. 
  Yours sincerely,  
   Byamaka K. William 
 
The end of an era. I am glad he died at his home. Looking at the 
last photo I took of him, I realised how terribly old and frail he had 
been. He wanted to go home and waited for me to take him, he met 
all his living relatives, made his peace with one and all, found the 
sister he loved, got his inheritance, and died. All in the correct 
order. I think he died a happy man, as happy as old Manueri was 
ever likely to be. His knowing, wily old smile is never to be 
forgotten by those who knew him. I wrote back to William straight 
away, and asked about the significance of the blanket for his sister. 
My next visit to Uganda is in September. I have not heard from 
William yet. 
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Otherwise life in England, apart from being cold and wet, has been 
the usual rush to keep on top of all my writing and editing projects, 
not to mention the teaching and examining at the University. I 
think everyone who knows me at all must think of  me as a rushed 
person who rarely has time to sit and talk, but who likes doing so 
nonetheless.  
 
September 1994 

 
The next trip was from September 1st to 24th. I stopped over at 
Nairobi and visited the GEF headquarters office in the UN 
complex. I met the head, and his assistant Melanie Virtue, a New 
Zealander. Also I briefly met and shook hands with the elusive Ciri 
Sendashonga. The second review of my proposal had not yet been 
received, but all agreed that the first one, by Prof. Jeffers, had been 
a good one. I outlined the ideas to the group and asked how the 
Centre for International Forestry Research (CIFOR) could be 
involved (as Jeffers had recommended). Mikko said it would just 
be a matter of including a CIFOR representative on the Advisory 
Committee. Advisory Committee! - I hadn't thought of that... He 
was very keen on the ‘handover' of the BFP to Nyabyeya Forest 
College, seeing this as a good example of capacity building.  
 
He had to do other things but Melanie and I continued to talk. She 
explained that UNEP is mainly advisory and hands things on to 
UNDP in the country concerned. UNDP have country offices and 
links with local governments. The Uganda government will have to 
endorse my project and give it high priority if it is to succeed. We 
discussed whom I should see and what I should do in Uganda. 
Mainly the people in Govt and in UNDP who would handle the 
project. For the Govt it would be Forest Dept and Ministry of 
Natural Resources. The project should meet the generic and 
specific criteria for biodiversity in the GEF document; she felt I 
should have no difficulty in that respect. But I'd need to fit it into 
the national plan for Uganda. One thing she stressed was the need 
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to integrate the needs of the local population (e.g. the local school) 
into forest conservation.  
 
Melanie also said that the GEF office might help put the budget 
into shape, which would be useful, before passing it on to UNDP. 
At present the budget is on the low side, even with 4 years of 
funding. However, I pointed out that it does not yet include central 
government needs, only local ones, so it would grow considerably. 
We also discussed the possibility of getting funding through a 
World Bank Investment Trust. This has the great advantage that 
the funding is available in perpetuity, not for a limited number of 
years. But would BFP look attractive enough, I asked? Don't you 
have to be a World Heritage Site or at least have gorillas? She 
thought not, but would try to find out more. 
 
Next day, Saturday, it was time to leave Nairobi and head for 
Uganda. I took a taxi to Nairobi airport where I’d arranged to meet 
Duane Quiatt and travel with him. There, just as planned, was 
Duane, reading a book in the departure area. We duly boarded our 
plane and headed out across the lake to Entebbe airport where we 
were glad to see a welcoming party : Bob Smith (on his way to 
Zimbabwe next day), Andy, Chris B., and Kate. We went to the 
Lake Vic for a beer, where Bob narrated how he and a visiting 
VSO called Lee (a stonemason, we later met him in Kampala) took 
a walk into the forest and heard a noise of chimps; on reaching 
them they found some male chimps eating a young colobus 
monkey! Well done, Bob! I shook his hand. This being the first 
such sighting at Budongo since Suzuki's in 1968, written up in 
1971. When I asked if it was written up he said no, not yet, so I 
rather fiercely insisted that he write it up immediately, that very 
day if possible, and indeed he did, and I later transcribed his 
account into the Events Book at Budongo. Here it is: 
 
On Sunday 21st August 1994 Lee and I went into the forest at 
about eleven o'clock to look for chimps. Zephyr had told us that he 
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had seen a large group of chimps feeding on fruit in block 2D. We 
walked round the edges of that block but saw no sign of the 
chimps. We then heard the sound of a chimp screaming and moved 
towards the noise. The screaming was intermittent and seemed to 
come from one individual. As we grew closer we could also hear a 
blue monkey making loud warning calls. We entered block 3C and 
saw two male chimps sitting on the path ahead of us. We stopped 
to watch them and then moved slowly up the path. When we were 
about ten metres away they both got up slowly and moved into the 
block. 
 
After about a minute there was suddenly a great deal of screaming 
and buttress drumming which only lasted for a short time. We 
walked down the path and saw three male chimps sitting in small 
trees at a height of about three metres and ten metres from the path. 
The largest of these three (later identified as Muga) was eating a 
piece of meat. The piece was about 8 cm in diameter and seemed 
to be made up of muscle and connective tissue with no 
distinguishing fur attached.  
 
We watched this chimp for about five minutes until another male 
chimp (later identified as Duane) moved up the tree he was sitting 
in and became noticeable. Duane was holding the back part of a 
black and white colobus monkey including the tail and the back 
legs. These back legs were stripped of skin and had little skin 
attached. The monkey had adult coloration but the white tip to its 
tail was short suggesting that it was a very young adult. Duane 
picked at the carcass with his teeth and scrunched loudly on the 
bones. 
He was soon joined by Vernon who moved very close to Duane 
and put his mouth near the meat. He appeared to be begging, which 
Duane showed no aggressive response to; but it was not possible to 
see if Vernon actually received any meat. We watched these two 
chimps for about twenty minutes. When Vernon started to groom 
Duane I decided to return to the camp to fetch Zephyr.  
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I returned with Zephyr and Nick Newton-Fisher to find that the 
chimps had moved up much higher in the canopy. Lee said that 
just after I left another chimp tried to join Duane and he quickly 
climbed up the tree. We watched the chimps for about ten minutes 
while Zephyr identified the individuals present. We then decided to 
move into the area where the chimps had been feeding to try to 
recover any pieces of colobus that had been dropped. 
 
We found one of the limbs of the colobus which was undamaged 
from the elbow/knee joint to the digits. This was lying on the path, 
possibly at the place where we saw the two chimps initially. 
Zephyr found a piece of skull in the block which was placed in 
preserving fluid together with the limb. When we entered the block 
the chimps were more frightened than we expected. Several of 
them rushed to the ground, others moved more slowly, but all of 
them came down from the trees and moved off. There appeared to 
be about ten chimps there which was about twice as many as we 
had actually watched. While looking for monkey scraps we 
disturbed a group of colobus. They were about one hundred metres 
from where the chimps were feeding but they had made no noise 
until we approached them. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Saturday, 10th September: Party Day. 
The day started with failure to find the chimps. Instead, word was 
going around that a large buffalo had been seen nearby, and Tinka 
took Duane, me and Zephyr to see its hoof prints on the road 
approaching the sawmill. It had walked during the previous night 
up the road to the turn where it enters the mill, and then, sensing 
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human occupation, had turned back for a hundred yards or so and 
climbed up the bank and gone into the forest. Its prints were easy 
to see and I took out my compass to measure them, they were 
15cm in diameter! 
 
On the way back to camp I saw Paitho and both Duane and I 
ordered low tables for our rooms, and Duane ordered a bookshelf 
as well. He was pleased of course, in his usual quiet way, but he 
seemed also to be very busy these days, perhaps because of all the 
cheap  mahogany coming out of the forest - trade booming? I 
didn't ask, it's mostly illegal (and mostly wrong too) but who was I 
to interfere in the way a poor man made his living? 
 
Back at camp preparations were underway for the party. Meat was 
being cut into squares, barbecue sticks were being cut in the forest 
and peeled of their bark. Vegetables were being cut up. Waragi and 
millet beer had been ordered. Bricks were assembled to make the 
barbecue on the same site as we had last year, by the forest behind 
the house. Chairs were moved out of the house and put in a circle 
near the barbecue. As always, everything happened slowly, bit by 
bit, in the quietest way. The party was due to start at 3 p.m. but 3 
p.m. came and went and no-one arrived. However, around 3.30 we 
took a crate of beers out to the chair circle and as if by magic 
people arrived from all directions. And people started arriving by 
vehicle too. Our party was going to be combined with the 
presentation of the first awarding of Certificates to the newly 
graduated Tourism Guides, trained by Christine Herd and ‘CD’ as 
part of the EC funded tourism project. They asked me if I would 
present the certificates and I agreed to do so; it was very nice of 
them. 
 
By now the beer was flowing, so was conversation, and there must 
have been around 30 or 40 people present. The moment for the 
presentations arrived. There were speeches by CD, by Christine, by 
Chris Bakuneeta, by Andy and by me - far too many, but all well 
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intentioned, with the Nyabyeya people saying nice things about the 
BFP and vice versa. And all translated into Swahili for the non-
English speakers by George - the George who'd been working for 
Kate, and whose project was now coming to an end. Eventually the 
certificates were given away and the proud recipients had been 
photographed. Then CD invited me to start the dancing, Zephyr 
started up his tape player, and I grabbed Christine and together we 
got going. Soon Andy and others joined in and from then on the 
party never stopped until around 10 p.m. It was just one of those 
events that has an unstoppable momentum. A number of men got 
drunk, but the atmosphere was very happy, the women with their 
babies, the meat on sticks, the music, the forest backdrop, the dusk 
(mercifully no rain at all - we were so lucky, it had poured on each 
of the previous three days). Muzungus present apart from Andy 
and Christine and Simon and me were Kate Hill, Nick Newton-
Fisher, Angela Stanford, Theresa Hyde, and a VSO called Neil 
who arrived at dusk, he had recently replaced Sarah at the 
Handicapped School. We had a nice conversation, and we saw him 
again next day as he stayed the night at Christine and Simon's. 
Helen from Nyabyeya was away, and so was Chris Fairgrieve (he 
arrived back the next day, having been away for the best part of 
two months, since he went to the IPS congress at Bali).  
 
Sunday Sept 11th 1994 
Into the forest at 7.15 and we found 6 adult males, a female and 
two juveniles moving on the ground just inside the forest from the 
mill. We could watch them on the ground, they didn't hide, but 
kept a minimum of ten yards between themselves and us. We 
followed them as they moved through the forest, with us keeping 
on the trails and them moving through the trees. We managed to 
keep up contact with them until 8.58, by which time we had been 
following them for one and a half hours, a record for ground 
contact, for me anyway. Next day, Monday, we had another good 
day with plenty of chimps, though to my chagrin and Zephyr's 
disappointment I could only identify a few of them. In the evening 
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I went into the forest alone, it was a still evening and all was quiet. 
I went east a couple of blocks, then south to the F.sur tree that is 
fruiting there just now, and found Kikunku with his arm stump, 
Magosi, and a female I could not identify with her infant. It was 
fun being alone with the chimps as normally I am with other 
people and this was different. They were totally unconcerned about 
me, friendly if anything, not a hint of hostility. I could hear the 
small figs popping as Kikunku chewed them, it was that quiet. 
Dusk fell and I went back for the usual whisky with Duane.  
 
Next day, September 13th, I met my namesake for the first time! 
Duane and I had gone in with Dissan. In the Broussonettia trees at 
the very edge of the sawmill site, were Magosi, Geresomu, Nkojo, 
Duane, and Vernon. The latter was distinguishable by his missing 
first (big) toe. He was fully at his ease, but did nothing, just sat 
hunched up as it was raining slightly. He'd evidently had his 
breakfast already and was wondering what to do with the day. His 
ally Duane was nearby (these two are the hunters) not doing much 
either. And underneath were the ‘real’ Duane and Vernon watching 
them. They couldn't care less! And after half an hour they quietly 
swung down from the trees and disappeared  towards the north-
west. Re-crossing the logging track in the direction they had gone, 
I met Zephyr, Tinka and the others, watching a number of chimps 
including the newly named young male Jake. So I saw Vernon and 
Jake for the first time within the space of an hour on this day.  
 
Jake was a perfect (i.e. not injured) juvenile male. He was with 
Geresomu, Vita and Kikunku. After a while they moved on in the 
same direction as Duane and Vernon had taken earlier, and we 
decided to follow. A group of adults and young were walking 
along the no. 1 trail towards the north, taking it easy, pausing to sit 
down from time to time. We walked behind them. Zephyr let me 
go in front as I had my camera with me and so I managed to get 
some shots of the chimps on the ground, for the first time ever. Of 
course it was too dark, and back here in England I now know that 
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only two of a couple of dozen photos were worth printing. But it's 
a start. We followed them for 1100 metres, from block 1A to block 
1I, before they headed off at right angles into the forest towards the 
west.  
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Chapter 6 

 

1995 

 
In which the Project attains it fifth birthday, calling for a major 

party, and our original Field Assistants (still with us) sit an 

examination and get their Certificates 

 
 
Houses 1 and 2 were looking really nice, with newly painted red 
ochre roofs. All this had been done by Richard since my last visit, 
together with all the other jobs I'd left him: re-doing the floor of 
the staff choo with concrete, raising the roof of the choo for House 
2 and so on. Now I walked around camp with him and we found 
another series of jobs for him to do, mainly concerned with 
security - most of the doors in House 2 and several in House 1 did 
not have any kind of lock. We decided to go for mortice locks, 
which, although expensive, are much preferable and harder to lever 
open than the hasp and padlock arrangements currently in use. I 
also asked Richard to paint my room which was beginning to look 
tatty, and follow that by painting the other rooms in House 1. This 
could be done after I left. He likes work and is always pleased 
when I give him jobs, and even more pleased when I back up my 
requests with cash. 
 
From my notebook: 
"It's 6.54, a lovely cool evening, I'm in my mahogany armchair 
with its wicker seat and back, volley ball in full swing (I've come 
to enjoy the sound of ball on wrists - Andy's to thank for that). I've 
my whisky with 2 ice cubes from Andy's freezer, hot  g-nuts from 
Joy, I've washed in hot water and shampooed (the shower is not 
working this evening as it has developed a leak from the drum and 
is going into Masindi tomorrow for welding).  
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I expect our parrots to fly over soon. The hornbills are going to 
roost. The fig tree is yellow in the evening light. The Land Rover 
is parked in its faithful position in front of the house (spoiling the 
view of course). And now Andy's pickup too, parked at the side.  
 
So much laughter from the game. I did my room out with Doom 
before coming out to deter the mozzies.  
 
All the staff seem fine. Now they've started up 2-day follows.  On 
Thursdays Zephyr goes to Karongo to buy food for this for the four 
men, himself, Dissan, Tinka and James. Geresomu works with 
Nick Newton-Fisher, and Nabert works for Andy now. 
 
So - just now they are ‘nesting’ the chimps so they'll be able to 
find them tomorrow early (it's difficult these days as they are far to 
the west and south nowhere near camp). They set out on Friday 
mornings at 6.30 (and I'll be with them tomorrow). They take food 
and thermoses, for which they are paid an extra allowance of 
12000/= each for the month. They've been doing this since 
January. The object is to follow up my idea expressed on previous 
visits that we must try and find the limits of the range of our Sonso 
chimps. So they stay out all day Friday, return after nesting them, 
go off early again on Saturday, and return at tea-time (4 p.m.) on 
Saturday, 48 hours after going out to nest them on the previous 
Thursday. Quite an effort, but they seem happy about it.  
 
March 31st. I made a note of Richard's shopping list when he came 
to me for money: 
 
1. Varnish + sandpaper (for stool and bookshelf) 3,900/= 
2. Cement for staff cookers 13,000/= 
3. Path to choo - cement 39,000/= 
      - aggregate 40,000/= 
      -fuel for tractor 15,600/= 
4. Mattress 18,000/= 
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5. 2 padlocks for staff choo 4,000/= 
6. 8 wall hooks for clothes 12,000/= 
7. Repair shower drum 3,000/= 
8. Paint for Vernon's room 28,000/= (2 pots) 
9. 2 window frames to be made up 30,000/= 
10. 2 small rubbish bins 5,000/= 
11. 10 mortice locks 120,000/= 
 
This latter item was because of a decision we had reached that all 
room doors should be lockable. There had been a few petty thefts - 
shoes and things like that had disappeared from time to time. We 
suspected the sawmill children, but it was impossible to be sure. 
Anyway it was always in the context of leaving doors to rooms 
open, and often this was a result of padlocks missing or lost keys. 
We hoped to increase security consciousness by having proper 
mortice locks on all doors. We couldn't afford all of them straight 
away, but Richard was to buy some now and more later. It would 
also take him a long time to fit them all as the doors were made in 
various ways and some were hollow and would need 
strengthening. 
 
There was also time to look at the Events Book. I found the 
announcement (by Zephyr) of the births of Kalema's infant on 16 
Dec 94 and Kwera's infant on 28 Jan 95. And then came an 
interesting entry written by Geresomu, who had been present at a 
chimp infanticide: 
 
2 Feb 95 
At 1758 hrs, while looking for a group to follow, I heard some 
calls - pant grunts and pant hoots. So I moved quickly towards the 
calls. At exactly 0810 hrs I was in contact with Magosi some few 
metres away from the trail, in block HE. He was resting. I waited 5 
mins.  
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Magosi didn't stay idle in one place. At 0844 hrs he started 
travelling south. Within this same block (HE) were some other 
individuals whom I had not yet seen but I could hear some soft 
grunts and feeding grunts. I suspected the individuals were feeding 
on something. When I completed Magosi's scan at 0845 hrs I 
searched for another individual. Luckily enough I saw Duane and 
Vernon together on the ground and another whom I didn't see 
clearly. He was a distance away. Geresomu also was around but 
not near them. Duane and Vernon were sighted feeding. Duane 
feeding on something which looked like meat but I wasn't sure. 
Then Vernon fed on young leaves of Cynometra alexandri. Later at 
0912 hrs Vernon picked something from the ground and started 
feeding. Having completed Duane's scan, Vernon at 1933 was the 
first to depart moving towards north. Later on Duane followed him 
with others which I didn't identify. This gave me a chance to reach 
where they were feeding. 
 
I found that those guys were feeding on their fellow chimp infant. I 
didn't see the whole thing but I found that only the head had 
remained. 
       Recorder: Geresomu  
 
(The head of this infant was brought back to camp by Geresomu 
and placed in a jar of formalin in the workshop where I was able to 
examine and photograph it - not a pretty sight, but a very 
fascinating one). 
 
From my notebook for this day:  
5.40 p.m. After a hot day it's getting cool again.  
This is day one (Friday) of the FAs' 2-day follow so they've been 
out all day. They didn't find them when they went out last night to 
‘nest’ them. Chimps are currently far off to the west and a bit 
south. If they can nest them tonight I'll go out early with them 
tomorrow.  
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The camp is looking good, and it's quite tidy even, with a well-kept 
feel about it. Richard has painted the roofs of both houses with red 
roof paint which looks good. The black boarded walls and white 
windows look good. The plaques are highly polished. Solar panels 
are now on both houses, so the students have lights and power for 
their computers too.  
 
And now we have 4 solar powered portable lamps too. They 
charge up from solar cells by day and give light for 4-5 hours at 
night. There are 2 neon tubes in each.  
 
Today was Masindi shopping day. Richard went too and got a lot 
of camp improvement items at my behest. I had to give him 
180,000/= for this but will get it back next week. Cement, many 
door fixtures, paint, varnish, padlocks. I like camp to look neat, 
clean and bright - I've surprised myself at how keen I am on this 
(latent sergeant-majorly tendencies). So camp will be getting even 
better... 
 
Shopping was also for tomorrow's - yes - party. Party? Surely we 
have that in September? Yes, that's the annual party. This is Paul 
and Isaiah's leaving party - they wind up their research here quite 
soon now and return to Makerere to write up. The BFP will have 
funded their entire M.Sc. research - 2 years plus - at a very good 
rate of pay, quite an achievement, using funds from various 
sources including the students' fund to which our muzungu visitors 
and students contribute.  
 
Now it's nearly  6, I'll have a cold wash as the shower drum is 
being repaired, and then move on to the whisky... 
 
And so it is. I guess this has to be the moment when I'm most at 
peace with the world and, yes, with myself. The fig tree is, for half 
an hour, a glorious orange colour as the western sun paints its 
branches each evening. The hornbills weave in and out, moving 
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from the trees to the Broussonettia line. The monkeys jump from 
branch to branch. Behind me in the house Andy enters data on the 
computer - he's been doing it since breakfast at 7: a 12-hour stint. 
And over at the staff houses logs are being split and dinner 
prepared by Priscilla and others for the Field Assistants, still not 
back from their full day in the forest.  
 
Sounds - the caw-caw of the hornbills, the crickets, the frogs, 
children, an axe on wood, a ball being bounced, the wings of the 
hornbill beating the air, voices of men and of women - nothing jars 
here - no telephone to ring, no TV to domineer, no cars flashing 
by, what incredible luck to have been not just associated with, but 
instrumental in founding such a harmonious little world, a world 
completely removed from the big nasty one out there.   
 
Mind you, there are realities here too. Like setting the rat trap in 
the store. I'll put cheese on tonight. Last night the rat ate the potato 
without setting off the trap. Richard showed me how to set it 
earlier today, on the last millimetre of the rod... 
 
Today, by the way, I failed to reconcile Paitho with his neighbour, 
who was hoping I'd give him some of my land near his house, 
which is currently let to Paitho. He wouldn't buy it, and he 
wouldn't sub-let it from Paitho, and he wouldn't even discuss it 
with Paitho. In fact he was objectionable. We sat and sat and 
discussed and discussed. I offered to rent it to him for 100/= a year, 
a ludicrously small sum, and he refused. I gave up and I give up. 
Only later did I discover that he and Paitho have a long-standing 
feud which goes back to sawmill days). 
 
April 1st 1995 
 
Up early, 5.30, and into the forest at 6.30 with Zephyr. Below the 
mill we found a group of female chimps with their infants feeding 
on Ficus exasperata. They took the figs into their mouths one by 
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one and ate and swallowed the whole fig without the usual 
chewing and wadging we see with Ficus sur. Why? Zephyr was 
unsure, but he agreed that they ate the whole of Ficus exasperata  
and Tinka John later confirmed this. We identified Vita, a late-
stage juvenile female, and  Kalema with her new infant Bahati 
whom I had not met before. It was particularly nice to see Kalema 
with an infant. We had known Kalema since the earliest days of 
the project, an adolescent female chimp with a limp, no doubt from 
a snare (Kalema means ‘lame’). Then she had come into estrus and 
simply stayed that way for months and months, over 2 years in 
fact. None of us could believe it. I had never heard of a chimp 
staying in estrus for so long. Her swelling just did not go down. At 
first the males congregated around her, but she did not seem ready 
for them and kept apart from them, frequently spending time with 
Kwera, another female of her own age or a bit older, or just on her 
own. As she matured she seemed to regain her confidence 
regarding males and the inevitable happened, and here she was 
with her baby born the previous December, taking motherhood in 
her stride.  
 
Also present were Nambi, an adult female, her infant Musa, 
Kewaya, a young adult female now, her hand still severely crippled 
from a snare injury, who was slightly in estrus (estrus 1 as we 
designated it, using a 4-point scale), the adult female Ruda and her 
infant Bob, the adult female Kutu and her infant Kato, and an 
unidentified female with a young infant. This latter was very 
interesting: the men had seen her once or twice fleetingly, she was 
at first unhabituated and frightened of humans, and she had not so 
far been seen with our males as if she was carefully avoiding them. 
All this indicated that she was a newcomer from a neighbouring 
community, and had done that perilous thing - moved with a young 
infant. Perilous not to her, but to the baby, for in so many recorded 
cases from elsewhere the adult males of a community kill the 
infant of an incoming female. We wondered if it would happen in 
this case (and indeed, later, it did - see below). 
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This group was what could be called a ‘mothers group' - and we 
occasionally saw mothers groups in our 1962 study. Later these 
had been questioned by people studying chimps elsewhere, who 
found that mothers tended to keep apart from one another, or at 
least not form groups. Maybe elsewhere they did, but not here.  
 
Something else I learned about chimps' nesting habits from Zephyr 
that morning: some of our Budongo chimps re-use their nests on a 
regular basis. For example, he told me that he had watched Muga 
make a nest one evening and sleep in it, and the next night he 
moved from where he was feeding 300 metres back to the same 
nest to sleep in it again. I had always assumed that chimps made a 
new nest each night, and that is what most students of chimps have 
accepted, but it clearly isn't so. This also has implications for 
chimp censusing methods based on nest counting techniques. 
 
By 8.05 we had found out way into the Swamp Forest near the 
Sonso River bridge. I had been told by Chris and others that the 
chimps had been found one day in March sitting  around a dead 
Raphia palm putting their hands into a hole at the base of  the trunk 
and getting something out of it and eating it. It was possible that 
they were getting palm wine, or at least some kind of mildly sticky 
or alcoholic sap, and of course this was of the greatest interest to 
all of us. We came up to the tree, and sure enough there was the 
hole, some 6 inches wide and 7 inches high. I stuck my hand into 
the hole as the chimps had been seen doing (only later did I realise 
there might have been a snake in there) and was surprised to find 
that the hollowed out part went up a long way (it didn't go down at 
all). Stretching for all I was worth, I still couldn’t reach the top of 
the hole, so I cut a stick and poked that upwards, found the top, 
scratched around and pulled it out to see what might be there. All I 
got were some scrapings of wood, but they were a bit damp and I 
sniffed at them and thought I could detect a faintly sweet smell. 
What was needed was a sample of the inner pith of this palm tree 



169 
 

but we had no means of taking such a sample, and we certainly did 
not want to chop down the tree as the chimps might come back for 
more of whatever it was. So we left it intact. 
 
 Zephyr told me that all the adult males had been present when 
they were at the tree, together with Kalema and her infant. They 
had been seen by himself, Geresomu, James and John, who were 
doing a long follow at the time. Annik, a visiting American Peace 
Corps girl, had also been there.  Only the males had fed, especially 
Duane, Vernon and Magosi. Kalema had "not been allowed to 
feed" until the males had left. After feeding, he said, the males 
climbed a nearby Khaya (mahogany) tree and fed on bark from the 
top branches. 
 
We went on heading south. Still near the river we found another 
palm tree that had been cut open by people. They do this for the 
sap, which is drunk after fermentation as palm wine.  Crossing the 
river was a bit tricky but I managed not to fall in, then we set off 
along the line of the electricity cable, uphill towards Nyakafunjo 
village. Along the way we met up with Tinka and James (Dissan 
had taken the day off, apparently). There were chimps up ahead to 
the left, we heard them and found where they had been, eating figs 
of an unidentified species the fruits of which were ripe, green and 
had a bumpy surface. None of us had seen that kind of fig before, 
and Tinka later identified it as Ficus brachylepsis. In a nearby tree 
we found Duane with Banura who was in nearly full estrus, and 
her infant Shida, all feeding on a large green cabbage-like epiphyte 
which Tinka identified as Platycerium angolense.  Duane mated 
with Banura, and not long after that we saw little Geresomu, the 
juvenile male, sitting on his own looking mournful as he always 
does, not far away from the others.    
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        John Tinka with Aneilema (medicinal plant used by chimps) 
 
Apart from these four, the remaining chimps seemed to be keeping 
away from us and we even heard some alarm calls so maybe they 
weren't expecting us Sonso people so far from camp, and feared 
that we might be pitsawyers or worse. If so, this would mean that 
our chimps were habituated around the Sonso camp only, not 
generally habituated, and this could only be a good thing for them, 
as I had always feared for them if they came to trust humans as a 
whole.  
 
At 10 a.m. I left Zephyr and Tinka with the chimps, their food and 
their thermoses, and James accompanied me to Nyakafunfo 
village, from where I would be able to walk back to camp alone. 
He took a pitsawyers' path through the forest. After about 10 
minutes of walking there was a terrific crashing noise just ahead of 
us and I thought we must have come across a buffalo. I saw rapid 
movements in the trees ahead. James pressed on undeterred and we 
came upon a full-blown pitsawyers' camp. A fire was going. A pair 
of blue flip-flops had been abandoned in the haste to run away. 
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The saw or saws had been taken, however (we had taken to 
confiscating these when we found them in the Nature Reserve). 
Over the pit were two large slabs of Entrandrophragma  
(mahogany), a large and beautiful tree, already marked out with 
pencil lines to guide the saws.  
 
There was nothing we could do about this illegal activity which 
was going on all over the forest, removing the last of the  
mahoganies, except confiscate saws in the worst cases, i.e. in the 
Nature Reserve, which MUST at all costs be kept unlogged or our 
studies could not be continued into the future. It was not our job to 
patrol the forest looking for illegal loggers. We had to remember 
our role, a British research project in Uganda by kind permission 
of the authorities. If these same authorities did not care to interfere 
with the illegal logging, for reasons of their own, it could get us 
into real trouble if we did - we might even be told to leave. 
 
Sadly, I looked at the scene before me, and imagined the same 
clearing, with the same pit and the same fine brown logs marked 
out for sawing a thousand times over in different spots in the 
forest. I knew then that what we had talked about with Yeku and 
the other local officials must eventually happen, and fairly soon - 
the mahogany would be finished. After all the British efforts to 
keep the forest supplied with young mahogany saplings so as to 
ensure a supply for the future (attempts that were only partly 
successful because the mahoganies did not always grow back as 
intended, mainly owing to competition from more vigorous 
species), this now was rampant exploitation with no replanting at 
all. As Yeku put it, the locals were for the first time earning 
money. Yes, but the people running the business weren't locals, 
they were in Kampala making a fortune out of it. This day and 
every day, 5 lorries would leave Budongo stacked with sawn 
mahogany. Completely unsustainable.  
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We pressed on and reached Nyakafunjo village at the junction of 
the road just south of the Royal Mile. James went back to the 
chimps, and I started the walk back to camp, feeling pretty tired 
after an energetic but eventful morning. 
 
       

 
                                         Party 1995 
 
That evening, April 1st, we had a party. Another party, this time 
for Isaiah and Paul, our two M.Sc. students, who were leaving for 
Kampala after finishing their fieldwork on birds and mammals 
respectively. They were the ones throwing the party, but we all 
chipped in as usual to buy the beer, waragi, meat for the barbecue, 
and bread. It went like all our parties - after a slow start it ended 
fantastically well with dancing into the night. At the party I met 
Joseline, the new nurse hired by Chris to work at the Nyabyeya 
clinic. She was young and energetic and seemed just the thing to 
get the clinic moving. One of the main problems the clinic had had 
was that Peace (Chris’s wife) was not a trained nurse and was 
therefore not allowed to give injections.  The people around 
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Budongo were very keen on injections, especially for malaria.  
Joseline had trained in nursing at Mbarara University so now 
injections would be available. The clinic was well staffed, with 
Peace in charge, Joseline as the nurse, and Sofia as the assistant. 
More staff than patients, in fact.  I arranged to come over to the 
clinic next day, Sunday, to see things in operation. 
 
     

 
                                  Joseline in her clinic 
 
April 2nd - Sunday 
Andy and I decided to go to the church at Nyabayeya and had a 
look at the clinic. We put on our best things, as did Joy and a 
number of other folk from camp. The ladies had beautiful clothes, 
and so did their babies. We all got into Andy's new vehicle (red 
and white Toyota pick-up) and made the journey to the college 
‘church’ - just a big room that is used as a dining hall when not in 
use for holier purposes. As usual the children wandered around 
during the service, as did a cat on this occasion. Zephyr took the 
service, and I read the first lesson, from the Book of Deuteronomy 
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about Moses telling his people they would not obey his law and 
would be sinful. A lady called Annet gave the sermon, starting by 
saying she was a B.A. I was surprised by this as she was in the 
course of taking her degree but had not got it yet. It turned out, 
however, that B.A. stood for Born Again. She delivered a lively 
and fairly thunderous homily on the importance of being good 
inside and not just on the surface. She illustrated it with two 
envelopes, each the same to look at. But when she withdrew the 
contents, one had a nice clearly written letter inside, while the 
other had a scrumpled dirty piece of paper with burn holes in it. 
Which kind of letter were we? Help! 
 
After church as arranged we visited the clinic. Joseline showed us 
the rows of pills (the same kinds, possibly the same ones, Peace 
had had at the original clinic at the sawmill) and the book in which 
she was recording the names of the patients, their complaints, what 
she prescribed, the charge, and whether they had paid or not. I 
asked her what happened in the case of people who did not pay and 
she said it would be deducted from their pay at the end of the 
month. In the case of our own staff, they could claim a refund from 
the Project. It all seemed well enough organised, and the clinic was 
in quite a large building, with a separate room for Joseline, a 
kitchen behind, and a third room where I was told the intention 
was to install a bed for patients. At present the furniture was just a 
small table and a chair. The only problem was a lack of patients, 
two or three a day, but they hoped more would start coming soon. 
What they needed, Joseline said, was a stethoscope and a 
sphygmamometer (for blood pressure). 
 
We returned to camp for lunch and were joined by a young couple 
working for Frontier Uganda. Their task was to survey the wildlife 
in the Bugungu Game Reserve and they seemed very competent 
and keen, though how two young people from Britain could 
accomplish such a task was unclear to me. However, they could 
make a start, and as far as we knew no-one had in recent decades 
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studied that area, which lies to the south of Murchison Falls 
National Park on the west side, complementing the Karuma Game 
Reserve on the east side. Bugungu was where the large herds of 
elephant used to roam in the days before Amin, the ones who came 
up the escarpment and entered the Budongo Forest from the north, 
finding their way right through the forest and being shot by the 
Game Guards to protect the forest and the people working in it. 
That was in the ‘good old days’; not an elephant remained now, 
but there was always the possibility they might stage a come-back, 
as they were doing north of the Nile in Murchison, so it was good 
that there were people there looking out for them. 
 
April 3rd 
I went into the forest with Dissan and we went first to the place 
where the chimps had been putting their hands up into the hole in 
the Raphia palm tree so I could take some photos of it, and of the 
cut palm tree with the fermenting palm wine nearby. I also tasted 
the fermenting stuff, it wasn't too bad, very strong tasting, and I 
wondered how alcoholic it might be. Dissan knew someone who 
made the stuff and bottled it up and said he'd arrange for me to 
have a bottle. (When it turned up, next day, I found it was just 
about drinkable, but rather on the sour side and a bit of an acquired 
taste. It was an off-white colour like the sap in the tree trunk, and 
as far as I knew was just the fermented palm juice with nothing 
added at all).  
 
After that we went looking for chimps and on a fruiting Ficus 

mucuso tree just near camp in block BA we found Kwera and her 
new infant (unnamed as yet, born in January), together with the 
unidentified new adult female who ran away from us as soon as we 
appeared. Moving on to block 3C we found Andy and Kalema with 
her infant Bahati. Two hours later they had moved away and we 
followed them back to the Ficus mucuso tree we had visited 
earlier. It was full of chimps: Jambo, Vernon, Bwoba, Chris, 
Muga, Kwera + infant, Geresomu, Nambi, Tinka and the three we 
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had followed across, Andy, Kalema and Bahati. At 11.35 Kwera 
made a nest for herself and her infant in an Albizzia tree. At 12.00 
our chimps produced a fine chorus of pant-hooting calls, which 
was answered from the east some way away, and four minutes later 
they all left, and I went back the 100 metres or so for lunch. A nice 
morning. 
 
The afternoon and early evening was spent at Nyabyeya Forestry 
College at a meeting I'd arranged when we got here, to discuss the 
way forward for the GEF proposal. I take from my diary this  
account of events there: 
 
7.30 p.m. Just back from what may turn out to be a momentous 
meeting at Simon and Christine's house at NFC.  
Present: VR, CB, AP, Simon, Christine, and Stephen the Budongo 
Forest Officer. 
After hearing people's comments on the latest version of the GEF 
proposal I have been working on so assiduously for so long, I 
repeated what I'd said in Kampala at the Forest Department - that 
I'd done enough work on this proposal and now it was for others to 
pick it up, especially the Ugandans.  
 
Chris B. and Stephen promptly did so. I was pressing hard for a re-
write this week to send to Kampala ahead of our return there but 
this was clearly unrealistic to all concerned so we agreed that by 
June they (Chris, Steve Nsita and others concerned) would put 
together a revised version along lines they want and Chris would 
take it  to Nakawa, to FD HQ for amendments and onward 
transmission to UNDP and the GEF process.  
 
I emphasised that there was no need for muzungus in it unless they 
wanted them. It was theirs now. I think they will do it. Time will 
tell.  
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I'm sure this is the right way to go, though it's a bit painful handing 
over the reins. This project has to belong to the Ugandans 
eventually. ODA support ends in 1997 and now is the time to start 
getting an all-Ugandan future assured. It must be the Ugandans 
that do it. It’s their forest, after all. I realised this in 1962 actually. 
All we muzungus can do is visit and enjoy it. Our role is to have 
ideas, to get things moving, theirs is to carry things forward if 
they're any good.  
 
I end up worried and relieved at the same time. Worried the project 
will flop about in Ugandan political wrangling, relieved that I've 
steered the GEF proposal in their direction and won't, I hope, ever 
have to revise it again!  
 
A triple whisky is helping to cope! 
 
Next day, April 4th, was an early start day and by 8 a.m. I was 
already some way from camp with the chimp trackers, watching 
Nkojo, the adult male, feeding all on his own on Broussonettia 
(paper mulberry) flowers about 100 yards from the Sonso River 
along the line of the electricity cable. There were no other chimps 
around as far as we could see. We stayed with him for an hour 
while he sat in the sun feeding from time to time and we sat and 
talked on the ground below. Tinka pointed out a specimen of 
Commelina growing along the forest edge. I had asked him 
previously to collect some for me. Commelina is a species of 
climber, quite common, and Chris had found leaves of this in 
chimp dung that had not been chewed but had passed intact 
through the gut of the animal. This reminded us of the case of the 
Aspilia leaves which Nishida and Wrangham had found in the 
chimps at Mahale and Gombe, and which were thought to have 
medicinal significance. Before coming out on this visit, I'd been in 
touch with Mike Huffman who was making a special study of 
chimp medicinal plants and he'd put me in touch with a laboratory 
in Marseille where the leaves of Commelina could be analysed. 
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They had requested 500 grams (!) of dried leaves. So I asked Tinka 
to collect a large amount of Commelina leaves for me. There were 
a number of species of Commelina, but Tinka knew which one the 
chimps ate and so he and the others started collecting. By the end 
of the day when they returned to camp they had a sackful of the 
stuff all of which I dried and later pressed into a bag and took back 
to England from where I parcelled it up and sent it to the 
pharmacognoscists in Marseille. As I write this (July 95) the 
results have not come through yet. 
 
I returned to camp as I had arranged to go out in the afternoon to 
the site where Andy and Isaiah were catching forest birds in mist 
nets in order to study the differences between different parts of the 
forest and in particular logged versus unlogged areas. The site was 
1 km to the west of the road. The day was hot and I sweated up and 
down valleys to reach the spot. Eventually I found them and was 
able to see the procedure. The nets were placed at right angles to 
the trail every 100 metres along, and checked at regular intervals. 
While I was with them they measured a fire crested alethe, a male 
and a female greenbacked twinspot, and a dusky crested flycatcher. 
All beautiful little forest birds that are normally only a flash in 
between the trees. The birds were measured and weighed and 
inspected for brood patches indicating nesting. I took photos of 
each but I didn't have my flash with me and none of them came 
out. I left them there after an hour or so and walked back to camp, 
arrived soaked in sweat and had one of those lovely cold showers 
when life suddenly seems sweet again. 
 



179 
 

                           
                         Andy with his mist-netting team 
                          

 
                    Nabert with chocolate-backed kingfisher 
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After which I sat down with Chris B. and spent a while on the 
computer going over the various files he was entering in SPSS (not 
much done so far) and showing him how to manage his files and 
generally organise his data.  
 
At 5.30 p.m. the chimps' calls took me into the forest again. They 
were very noisy and seemed excited about something. I grabbed 
my binoculars and set off immediately in my sandals, following 
the calls which continued to come from the north-east, a few 
hundred metres from camp. In ten minutes or so I found Zephyr 
and the other field assistants watching a group of chimps eating 
Khaya  bark. There was Zimba and Gonza (learning from mum), 
Maani and a number of other big males. They were feeding very 
determinedly. I had not seen this before, although it had been seen 
often enough by the others. Each chimp was well up into the tree, 
and was using hands and teeth to lever off the flakes of bark that 
Khaya has, then putting the bark into its mouth and chewing it up , 
spitting out a bit but not much, swallowing most of it. They got 
into curious positions to get at the bark, hanging from the big 
branches to get at selected bits underneath. They were very 
determined to get the best bits. Where they had taken a lot of the 
bark the tree had gone brown as the undersurface had become 
exposed. I had my camera with me and took a number of photos, 
though the light was failing. I also collected some bark pieces from 
this tree for drying and sending to Jeffrey Harborne in Reading 
who would do a tannin analysis for me (earlier analyses he'd done 
had shown a very high tannin content, indicating that the bark 
might well be eaten for medicinal reasons, tannins being known to 
have an antibiotic effect. I had myself tried eating some of the bark 
and found it to be extremely bitter.) 
  
Next day, April 5th, it was raining in the morning (had been in the 
night) so I stayed around camp doing this and that. It's always easy 
doing this and that when it's raining. I sit in my room surveying my 
lists of things to do and making changes  - something still to be 
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done, others achieved by now. I look through my notebook to see 
if it is more or less up to date. I talk to Chris about his work, and to 
Andy about how things ought to develop in the future. I make 
coffee and enjoy the smell, mixing in the powdered milk (no liquid 
milk these days) and the sugar and offering cups to anyone who's 
around. I check how much money I've got left and see if it will last 
until we leave. I check my films in the suitcase to see if I've still 
got enough left. Joy comes in and cleans my room and the 
dining/sitting room. Sometimes I get obsessive about the way all 
the bits and pieces lie around this room and do some tidying 
myself - there are wildlife magazines, checksheets, old 
newspapers, books, pots of peanut butter, small puddles of liquid 
such as tea and water, crumbs from breakfast, people's clothes, 
paperback novels, letters from loved ones, even the odd computer 
lying around more or less anywhere. It's a bachelor flat really, and 
likely to remain so until Andy gets himself a tidy wife. When it's 
tidy it looks really nice. The mahogany table is really beautiful 
(made by Paitho) with its curved ends and shapely legs. The rest of 
the furniture is nice too, the large comfy mahogany armchairs with 
their rattan seats and backs, and the mahogany dining chairs. Then 
there is the cupboard, which from time to time I half-heartedly try 
to tidy up. The two top drawers contain any amount of stuff - keys, 
glue, more checksheets, batteries, anything really, while the bottom 
section contains the project library - a nice set of papers and books 
that Andy and I have brought out from time to time to provide a 
background of reading in ecology, chimpanzees and forestry for 
everybody working here. These books are quite well looked after, 
and Andy keeps an eye on things. After all that if it is still raining I 
settle down at my small table in my room and do some writing, or 
work on some ideas, or talk to some of the people who work in 
camp, give Richard some more ideas of things to be done, get him 
to check that my dried plant samples aren't getting damp, arrange 
for him to do some photographic work, talk to Joy about her life 
and her new baby, exchange greetings with Peace and ask about 
the clinic, and so on and so on. There is almost never time to read 
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the paperback I always bring out, it lies around hopefully and gets 
neglected. And then the sun comes back out and I want to go into 
the forest, especially if chimps are calling. 
 
Most of this day it rained, but at 4.30 Zephyr and I set out for a late 
trip into the forest. We came across Kwera with her new infant 
(unnamed as yet). She was having a prolonged grooming session 
with the one-handed male Kikunku and I took some photos of 
them as they were low in a tree. We also found Muga who, though 
he too had a hand missing, was able to climb powerfully down the 
trunk of the tree where he'd been feeding - it was  hard to think of 
him as disadvantaged. Further along the logging track we found an 
adult female new to the group, one I had never seen before, Sarah, 
who was eating Khaya bark. I asked Zephyr why there was so 
much of this bark eating just now (I had never seen it until this 
trip) and he said it had been going on since January. But why? It 
had been suggested from other studies that medicinal plants were 
eaten more frequently in the rainy season than in the dry season, 
when parasite loads were  higher. But this did not really fit with the 
case of Khaya bark, as the period since January had been rather 
drier than usual according to Zephyr, who took daily rainfall 
readings. We discussed this again in the evening, and we agreed 
that now was in fact the start of the rainy season, trees were taking 
up a lot of water and making a lot of sugar in new leaf growth. 
Could it be that this sugar was in the phloem going down inside the 
bark and the raised sugar content made this the best time to eat the 
bitter bark, "sugaring the pill"? But we still did not know for sure 
what the critical ingredient was that the chimps were ingesting 
with the bark. We knew from Jeffrey Harborne's studies that the 
bark had a very high tannin content which would probably have an 
antibiotic effect. But say there was something else in it, such as 
quinine? This would make it a powerful drug against malarial 
parasites, and surely the chimps, like us, must get bitten by 
malaria-carrying mosquitoes from time to time.  
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Further along we met the young adult female Mukwano. She'd 
been a feature of our community when we first began our studies, 
but had then disappeared completely for a year or more, and was 
now back again, and in full estrus, but all on her own. It was nice 
to see her again, she was a nice looking chimp. Why, I asked 
Zephyr, were some females in estrus followed by a retinue of 
males, while others like Mukwano were left alone? He had no 
answer to this one (and nor did I) but later at camp we were 
discussing this and it was suggested that maybe the males thought 
that some females were infertile - quite an idea, and one I had 
never thought of. It is possible. Mukwano was a young adult, 
having just reached maturity, this might be her first estrus, and we 
knew from the examples of females like Kalema (over 2 years in 
estrus before she conceived) and Kwera that females just reaching 
maturity can go for some time showing estrous swellings but not 
conceiving. Maybe indeed the adult males realised this and were 
giving her a miss. Alternatively, Mukwano might be pregnant and 
they might realise this. These were questions we just couldn't 
answer. 
 
Next day there was no rain and I went in with Dissan at 7.45 to a 
large fruiting Ficus mucuso tree near camp. We had heard chimps 
from that direction and I was sure we'd find them there, but they 
weren't. They'd apparently moved on and we found them on a 
Ficus sur tree near the sawmill track. There was the young male 
Andy and Kwera with her infant and the adult male Maani and 
Kewaya in estrus. It seemed they preferred this smaller fig to the 
larger mucuso. That surprised me because I had always assumed 
that mucuso was their favourite. Maybe this particular mucuso tree 
was less less attractive than usual for some reason, for they 
sometimes eat mucuso with great zest. At 8.21 they all left in 
silence, and at 8.26 we picked them up again on another Ficus sur 
tree, this time with the adult male Tinka.  
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On April 6th I had three meetings scheduled: 2 p.m. with the 
Transect Cutters, 3 p.m. with the Field Assistants, and 4 p.m. with 
the camp staff. They all went well enough. The Transect Cutters 
wanted to know if they could be allowed to join the scheme for 
Field Assistants whereby they got a 50% contribution from the 
project towards the cost of a bicycle. We had been warned they 
were going to ask for this and I was able to tell them that we had 
agreed to make this possible. There was a round of applause. They 
then showed me the tatty clothes they were wearing (they had 
better ones when there was a party!) and said they needed raincoats 
for their work. How could they work in the pouring rain, they 
asked. This we had not discussed but it seemed reasonable since 
they were forced to be in the forest by the nature of their work. The 
Field Assistants were provided with raincoats. So I pointed out that 
funds were limited but that we could make a start with a few 
raincoats. It then turned out that they wanted the nice quality ones 
from England not the lower quality ones from Kampala, but I had 
to put my foot down there and say that it just wasn't possible for 
me to carry 9 heavy raincoats in my suitcase, together with 
everything else! They accepted this and so we agreed on the local 
type, starting with the 5 most senior men, and later we would 
provide for the others when funds allowed.  
 
The Field Assistants' meeting came next, but as it was getting late 
we combined it with the meeting for the domestic staff, and we 
held it in the house as the rain had started to fall. There were about 
20 of us in the room. I began by thanking the Field Assistants for 
all their hard work which was providing the data that kept the 
project going on the research side. Then came question time, and 
questions revolved around the new practice of the 2-day follows. 
We were already giving them an extra food allowance so that 
aspect was covered, but they had come up with two ideas for 
further improvements. The first of these was mattresses for the 
Field Assistants who now had to sleep at Sonso and could not 
return home because of the dawn starts we were insisting on. For 
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example Tinka pointed out that as he could not go home on 
Thursday nights he had to sleep on a bare floor with just a mat. It 
seemed fair enough to me that he would need a mattress and I was 
about to agree when the next move in this complex game was 
played. One of Andy's Field Assistants piped up that they were 
also doing 2-day follows and had solved the problem by doubling 
up, two to a bed! Couldn't Tinka share a bed for one night with one 
of the others? 
 
Now Tinka is a man of character and reserve, but the thought of 
sharing his bed just made him smile. "U-u" he said, shaking his 
head vigorously from side to side. There was no way he, at his 
time of life, was going back to the ways of the young lads 
employed by Andy. He needed his own mattress. So I tried the 
ageist argument: a separate mattress for Tinka, and the younger 
men could continue as before. No way. If Tinka had one, they 
wanted one too. I enquired how many mattresses would be needed 
for Andy's people to have their own as well as Tinka. Two more 
would be needed for that, making three in all. The cost? Well, a 
mattress was said to be 15,000/= for a 4 inch and 10,000/= for a 2 
inch. OK, I said, we can get 3 for the project, all 2 inch. Everyone 
happy? "U-u" said Tinka, shaking his head as he smiled in his 
inimitable way. "I cannot sleep on a 2-inch". Everyone agreed that 
a 2-inch barely kept you off the floor. But I knew that if I was too 
soft we would end up with four-poster beds for everybody. So we 
were stuck, or so it seemed. Then I had an idea. Would Tinka like 
to own his own mattress? In which case, I said, the project would 
pay half. He readily agreed to this. So the project was left to buy 
2x2 inch mattresses and half a 4 inch. Everyone seemed happy 
about that. What next? 
 
Their next  scheme was brilliant. As they now had had their 
bicycles for 3 years in some cases, the bikes were beginning to fall 
apart. They had bought them with a project subsidy, they used 
them to come to work, so could the project now pay for the cost of 
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the repairs? Clever stuff - their requests always sounded so damn 
reasonable! Unsure how to play this one I enquired whose bike 
was falling to bits and which bits were in need of repair. All of 
them, punctures, brake blocks in need of renewal, brake cables - a 
litany of troubles, and it seemed their whole financial security was 
at stake because of these bicycles. I foresaw a constant leak of 
funds into bike repairs, but could also see some logic in their 
arguments - the road from Nyakafunjo was a terrible one, and there 
was no doubt the bikes did help them to get to work on time. I had 
a brainwave: could someone on the project set up a bicycle repair 
business, and we would refund whenever a just claim came up? At 
least that way we'd be able to check that the repairs were actually 
happening and not just a new way of creating wealth. But there 
was no-one to do the job. A name was suggested but he didn't 
seem too keen. Then another idea came up, that we would pay all 
bicycle owners who had to cycle to work an extra bicycle repair 
allowance. This idea met with general approval, but how much? As 
always there was a prolonged hush as the Great Wise Man was left 
to think of a number. I came up with 6,000/- every six months, 
starting straight away this month, to be paid with the salary. I think 
Andy thought I was being a bit generous, and maybe I was, but it 
made everyone happy and solved the problem. Let's hope we can 
find the money to pay for it! 
 
Next day, April 9th, was a Sunday and we had a relaxing day. I 
started early, going into the forest where chimps were calling (I 
never can resist), and found Kigere and her child Kadogo in a 
Ficus sur tree near camp. I spent a half hour with them, then 
returned, donned my best clothes, and set off with Andy to church, 
or ‘prayers’ as it is called locally.  
 
As always, too soon it was my last day in the forest, and quite a 
day it was. Zephyr and I went to the sawmill track where we found 
a noisy group, Chris with an erection and Mukwano in estrus, but 
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she moved away when he approached her. Sarah was also there, 
and Bwoba and Geresomu, and Nkojo.  
 
Some chimps called from the north-east, and immediately all our 
chimps gave some high-pitched alarm calls and climbed down 
rapidly from the tree and travelled south.  We followed fast, and 
found Jambo among them. We were moving with the chimps. Why 
were they moving so determinedly south? It seemed from the 
speed of their response to the calling further north, and from the 
high-pitched alarm calls, that they were afraid of those other 
chimps. If so, maybe they were members of another community? 
Zephyr was unsure whether there was another community over to 
the north east. The problem was that we had no trails there, and we 
did not go there looking for chimps as we had the Sonso 
community to study. As so often before, I felt the need to try and 
find a method of exploring further afield to find the neighbouring 
communities.  
 
By 8.38 our chimps were heading south east through the 
undergrowth between the trails. We followed along the trails to 
one side or the other of them. They all crossed an east-west trail 
and there were many of them now. Zephyr noted their identities as 
they crossed. Muga, Nambi and Musa were among them. They 
made a large kelele with drumming, telling the world that they 
were here, and in force. At 9.13 we lost them. They were on the 
move.  
 
Zephyr and I sat and talked about those north-east chimps.  We 
were now some distance to the south of them and had not heard 
them again. But I was curious to know if there was a chance of 
seeing them. The sawmill track went in that direction. Could we, I 
asked him, return to camp and head up that track as far as 
necessary to try and come upon the area where that group lived? 
We might hear them around, or find nests... OK, said Zephyr, let's 
try. He told Geresomu, who was not far away with Nick, to keep a 
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track on the chimps we'd been following  if he could find them 
again. Then Zephyr and I headed back to camp. It was the heat of 
the morning and I knew that I didn't want to walk up that sawmill 
track the necessary number of kilometers in search of chimps. I 
also knew that today the horse-flies would be lying in wait and 
coming out in their thousands to bite any passer-by. So on the way 
back I'd been planning to collect the Land Rover and drive up 
some distance before walking. We arrived at camp and the Land 
Rover wasn't there. Andy was entering data on his computer 
looking nice and cool. He told us Chris had taken the Land Rover 
to Masindi as the nurse was sick and needed treatment. Could I 
borrow his vehicle? I asked. No, he said, not for that track, he 
didn't want his nice new vehicle anywhere near those foot-high 
ruts made by the illegal sawyers' lorries. Oh dear. 
 
There was only one thing for it, to take the project motorbike. We 
got it out of the shed only to find it had not a drop of petrol in it. 
Zephyr is not easily defeated. Tom had a motorbike, he said, in his 
room. We went and looked at it. There was petrol in the tank. We 
took a litre plastic bottle and let some petrol into it from Tom's 
tank (Tom, an M.Sc. student, was in Kampala, by the way). This 
was then poured into the project motorbike which started up a 
treat. Great. Jumping on to the saddle, with Zephyr behind me 
clutching a panga, we set off in style.  
 
Well, I can ride a motorbike on roads but this was the first time I'd 
tried it on forest tracks. Different! We hadn't gone more than a 
hundred yards into the forest when I discovered that you either 
rode in one of the ruts or in the space between them, but not both! 
Just ahead of us we saw Tinka John and Dissan standing at the side 
of the track watching in amazement as we approached. I struggled 
with the throttle, the brake and the steering as the bike jumped in 
and out of the ruts. How Zephyr stayed on as long as he did I have 
no idea, but in the end the whole lot got the better of me and there 
we were, lying on the ground, the bike somewhere else, and Tinka 
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and Dissan having the laugh of their lives. Abashed, I thought well, 
this was a fluke, I'll get going soon, and with the trusting Zephyr 
set off again. We kept it up for a minute or two, at least we were 
out of sight of the other two when I put it over again. The third 
time it dawned on me that Zephyr might be a better driver than I. 
So I offered him the hot seat. And from then on it was an effortless 
ride. Where Zephyr had learned to ride I have no idea, no-one was 
supposed to use the bike except Richard... 
 
We headed right off the main track along a new one made by the 
pit-sawyers. The ruts were worse if anything. Whenever we slowed 
down to go round some fallen branch or other obstacle the 
horseflies moved in, going for the nape of the neck. I had put on 
my kagul to keep them off my arms, so I was sweating copiously. 
In one hand I held the panga, hoping that if we fell off I wouldn't 
either cut my arm off or, worse, slay Zephyr. Then up ahead we 
saw a tree across the track. We stopped. The flies had a field day. 
Fresh meat. To avoid them we dived into the forest, on foot now. 
Zephyr did his best to slash a path for us. We neither of us knew 
where we were going. We just knew we had to keep moving. After 
a bit of this, blind with sweat, I suggested we beat a retreat. Zephyr 
agreed and we walked back to the motorbike. I tried to work out 
where we were, and made a sketch in my notebook. It reads as 
follows: 
 
Track runs as follows: c.500m to E. turns S. for c.100 m, then turns 
SE 200m + 100m then one trail off etc. at intervals, to trees [this 
was a reference to the illegal loggers' trails every now and then]. 
From where we are now, c.400m WSW is an area of grassland & 
rock - can I find this on Budongo map? This road we're on goes on 
acc. to Z.  in same general direction & ends up at the Masindi-
Butiaba rd, near the jaggery place. 
 
The page on which that was written is blotted with sweat. It meant 
so much at the time. My last day, and I was determined to find out 
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where the community to the north or northeast of our Sonso 
community lived. But the heat and the flies were getting to me. 
However, I did want to be able to plot where we were on a map. 
And this mention of a grassland intrigued me, intrigued me a lot. A 
grassland would be marked on a map, and should be visible on an 
aerial photo... We got back to the bike, mounted, and set off down 
the track again. I asked Zephyr to stop at a point where we could 
get to the grassland. 
 
About a kilometre on the way back Zephyr stopped the bike and 
indicated one of our trails leading off to the east. We dismounted 
and started walking. This was one of our trails that had been 
lengthened in order to explore the limits of the Sonso chimps' 
range. It had been lengthened but not well cut. We stumbled along. 
It was now late and very hot, and I'd been sweating and struggling 
most of the morning. I was getting pretty hot and bothered, but it 
was my idea. Zephyr took it all in his stride. "Not far" he said, 
cutting through another fallen tangle in our path. Ten, twenty 
minutes later it was still "not far". There was no turning back. We 
ploughed on. Finally we emerged into a meadow of grass. The soil 
seemed to be rock, but smooth, invisible beneath unusual grassy 
species. I looked at my watch. It was 11.36. In my sweaty 
notebook I drew a picture of the shape of the meadow, and while 
Zephyr measured it in paces from north to south I did the same 
from west to east. It was 100 metres his way and 40 metres my 
way. We had accessed it by following the B trail eastwards, I 
noted. It was too hot to stay. Having measured it and had a last 
look at it we started on the trail home. I had put my hat on my head 
in the open meadow, now it was soaked in sweat. My shirt was 
sticking to me, so were my trousers. It should have been cool in the 
forest but it wasn't. We just kept walking until we reached the 
sawmill track. The motorbike was there. I got on the back. Zephyr 
rode us back. I got off at camp and went behind the house to have a 
cold shower. Joy was there. She looked at me in pity. I guess I 
looked pretty awful. "You look tired" she said. "I am" I replied. 
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The shower was wonderful. Icy cold water all over me. I let it run 
and run. I could feel the heat leaving me. At first it left my skin 
and then it left the arms and legs and finally it started to leave the 
innermost parts of my body. I was cool again.  
 
There was the remains of a cold lunch of rice and beans on the 
table. I ate a bit. I felt good. I'd done some exploring. And after 
lunch I got out the aerial photographs. There it was! Exactly where 
it was supposed to be, the right shape and size, a patch of 
grassland. Zephyr had said our Sonso group's range went right up 
to that patch but he had never encountered them further. I noted it  
as the possible easternmost part of the range. I then sketched a map 
of our area, determined to get some idea of the other borders of the 
range. To the north I estimated the range went no further than the 
new pitsawyers' track we'd reached that morning. To the south it 
went no further than the edge of Nyakafunjo village. To the west it 
went to the Nature Reserve. There, in front of me, was the first 
crude map of our Sonso chimps' community range.  
 
I then discussed this with Nick Newton Fisher and it became clear 
that we needed to draw an accurate map. I wanted to use MapInfo 
to do this, the mapping package I had on my computer in Oxford. 
We already had the Budongo Forest mapped on it, and the 
compartment boundaries, but not the position of our camp, nor the 
trail system, nor the logging track, nor the grassy patch, nor 
Nyakafunjo village, nor the rivers, nor the electricity line. There 
was much that could be mapped, and then we could put the chimps' 
range on that map. This was an exciting, if daunting project. The 
very first thing was to try and get an accurate location for our camp 
site. We had to start somewhere and I thought I could see a way 
forward. 
 
I took out the aerial photos in the cupboard, that we had obtained 
from the Forest Department's mapping section at the start of the 
project. There were two sets, one from 1953, made by the RAF, 
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and one from 1990 made by a German company.  Running through 
them I found the site of our sawmill on both sets. It was interesting 
comparing them. On the earlier set the sawmill track running 
northeast and then north through the forest was clearly visible, 
with side tracks running off it like the veins in a leaf. That was 
because these tracks were heavily used at that time to extract 
timber. On the more recent photo these sawmill tracks had 
disappeared completely owing to disuse.  
 
There were other differences. The power line running south from 
the sawmill to Nyakafunjo was very clear on the newer photos but 
was not on the earlier one as it had not yet been erected at that 
time. Unfortunately neither set of photos showed the course of the 
rivers at all clearly - they were and still are overgrown by trees. 
The road from the sawmill to Nyakafunfo and Nyabyeya was clear 
on both sets of photos. 
 
Then I noticed two things that were cause for hope. There, on both 
sets of photos, just where it should be, was the grassland Zephyr 
and I had visited earlier in the day. A small blob of light grey in a 
sea of dark grey trees. Just the right size and shape, it had not 
changed from 1953. That could provide a landmark for the eastern 
edge of the Sonso chimps' range. I then turned my attention to the 
site of the sawmill itself. Very interesting! It had doubled in size 
from 1953 to 1990. I got out my magnifying glass. There on the 
1990 photo was the line of Broussonettias that had been planted in 
the late 50s, and, spectacularly, there was our house (the one I was 
sitting in) and the second house, that now belonged to our project. 
Excellent!  
 
But the crucial thing was to get grid references. I had to have lat-
longs for the various points I wanted to map if I was to put them on 
our MapInfo Budongo map. There were no lat-longs on either the 
1953 or the 1990 photos. And the big Forest Dept map we had, 
dating to 1990 and drawn up on the basis of the 1990 aerial photos, 
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did not have lat-longs either. Oh dear. But at the back of my mind 
was a clear idea that on the 1953 map, which was in the Oxford 
office, there were lat-longs. I would have to check when I got 
home. I put the relevant photos from the two dates into my suitcase 
to do some research in Oxford.  
 
What we really needed was to be able to get lat-longs for our 
Sonso trail system, and then digitise it into the correct location in 
the forest. Andy had an accurate map of the  trail system done by 
David Bowes-Lyon a couple of years earlier. We thought it was in 
my filing cabinet or among his things in Oxford. O.K. It then 
occurred to me that if I could get an accurate lat-long bearing on 
our house, and if I knew the exact distance and bearing to the zero-
zero origin of our trail system, it would all fall in place. To get the 
accurate bearings of our house I would need to work with the aerial 
photo and the FD 1953 map, in Oxford. But the rest I could do 
here. With Nick Newton-Fisher's help, a long tape measure 
provided by Andy, and one of our normal compasses for forest use, 
I plotted the distance and bearings along the short track from our 
house to the edge of the forest and then continued measuring up to 
the point where the E-W trail B crossed the N-S zero trail. The 
numbers went into my notebook, which reads: 
 Corner of house to bend in path 35m at 40 deg from the house. 
Then:16m at 75 deg. from there. Then 37m at 0 deg. due N to 0/B 
intersection.  
And that was all we could do at that point. When I got back home I 
would look out the 1953 map to see if it had grid references, and 
contact Jake for some help in digitising the trail system. The rest I 
hoped to do myself. 
 
September 1995 

 
September 20th 
Andy mentioned that we should budget next year for purchase of 
his gas cooker and paraffin fridge-freezer, which are his personal 
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property. They certainly are an essential part of the life at Budongo 
for us muzungus. Are we so weak and feeble that we must have 
these appurtenances of western civilization? It seems we are, or is 
it that we don't see any point in being without a few creature 
comforts if we can have them? I like to think it's the latter. We 
could do without, but it's nice to have fresh fruit and cold drinks, 
and it's nice to make toast for breakfast and for Joy to make us the 
odd pizza or loaf of bread in the oven. We don't need such things 
but they are nice. One problem, common to all technology - they 
need servicing and fuelling from time to time. The cooker just 
needs a gas cylinder every few months, but the fridge, besides 
needing paraffin, does seem to need a bit of attention to its wick 
every now and then and often when Andy has been away we return 
to find it not working. So far, touch wood, it has always recovered 
from Andy's tender loving care. 
 
Next morning, September 21st, Andy went off early with his Field 
Assistants to do mist-netting for birds, which he is currently 
censusing in the Nature Reserve (part of our project at the moment 
is to compare the birds in the logged forest around camp and the 
Nature Reserve). I have arranged to go out with them tomorrow 
and see the mist-netting in action. Andy will be away for most of 
next week as he has been invited to attend a wildlife meeting at 
Mweya. This will be an important meeting at which a new 
Ugandan Wildlife Authority will be launched, which will 
transcend the National Parks and Game Departments, bringing 
them together and making itself responsible for all of Uganda's 
wildlife. It is to be well funded, apparently, so should succeed. 
Andy also wanted to go as he had heard of a job opportunity in 
Nairobi.  
 
This set my mind thinking again about how to proceed with our 
Project when ODA support ended and Andy left. Instead of going 
out into the forest I spent a bit of time today thinking about the 
future. Andy's departure from the site was only a year off now as 
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he would spend the last 7 months in England writing up. Really 
what we need is someone to come in before he leaves to overlap 
and take over his job while he is in the UK writing up. He'll be 
leaving in October 1996 so really we need someone to start in 
September or even earlier and go on until the end of May when 
ODA funding ends. But we have no budget for such a person, so 
that has to be found. Then there is the whole issue of how to keep 
the project going from June 1997, and there I am hoping NORAD 
will come in with funds for the Ugandan elements and maybe 
ODA/Nairobi with funds for a Field Director.  
 
Chris mentioned to me that it might be a good idea to ask the Jane 
Goodall institute about the possibility of further funding for him 
and the chimp field assistants when the ODA funding ended, and 
we drafted a letter about this which was later typed up and sent.  
 
The day passed, and in the evening we went to Nyabyeya Forest 
College and showed two videos I had brought out - one called 
"Virunga - Rivers of Fire" about the Virunga National Park, by 
Alan Root, quite spectacular, and the other being a video first 
shown on Japanese TV, made by my friend and colleague Yuki 
Sugiyama about his chimpanzees at Bossou in Guinea, featuring 
them cracking nuts using stones. The hall was packed with 
students from the college and a few of our own staff, but word 
seemed not to have reached some of our people so they will have 
to see the videos some other time. 
 
22nd September - two of Andy's field assistants took me to the 
Nature Reserve where I again saw the mist-netting in progress. We 
arrived to find that some interesting birds had already been caught 
in the nets. Nabert showed me (and I photographed) two 
spectacular large kingfishers just recovered from the nets: the quite 
common blue breasted kingfisher and the much less common 
chocolate breasted kingfisher which apparently I was lucky to see. 
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Besides these there was an olive sunbird, a brown chested alethe, 
and an icterine greenbul. 
 
Besides the bird work which was fascinating to get involved with, I 
had taken the GPS in the hope of getting some fixes for the Nature 
Reserve. Try as I might I could not find a single spot inside the 
forest where the necessary 3 satellites could be located to get a fix. 
I could readily get 2 but not 3. Andy and I tried a number of 
treefall sites but had no luck at all. This was a great shame as we 
needed 2 or 3 fixes in the Nature Reserve to be able to plot the 
position of our trails on the computer. But the only fix we got was 
just outside the Nature Reserve, to its east, where there was a wide 
open space as the ground fell towards the Sonso river. We got a fix 
there after a long wait, 4 satellites for a time, and my notebook has 
the entry. But one fix, and that one outside the Reserve, was not 
sufficient to plot the trail system, and we never succeeded in 
getting fixes in the future. This shows the limits of a GPS in forest, 
it needs a wide open space as Mike Mason had demonstrated to me 
in his garden in Oxford before I came out. 
 
 
On the afternoon of Sept 22nd we started the more systematic fig 
collection I had been planning. My notes tell me that we brought in 
and prepared for drying the following specimens: 
Ficus thonningii - flesh of unripe fruits, seen eaten by chimps 
Ditto - seeds only 
Ficus sur - flesh of unripe fruits, eaten slightly by chimps 
Ditto - seeds only 
Ficus natalensis - ripe fruits seen eaten by chimps. Outer husk 
(spat out) 
Ditto - seeds (swallowed by chimps) 
 
This was the start of what was to become a large collection of 
specimens. Because, according to the literature, seeds were more 
tannin rich than fruits, we carefully separated the seeds from the 
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pulp and skin of the figs and dried them separately. The field 
assistants did the initial preparation of the fresh fruits, then put 
each specimen on a piece of newspaper which was marked with a 
specimen number, the species, part of the fruit, and whether eaten 
by chimps or not. Each specimen was then placed by Richard in 
the loft of the house to dry out. At the same time, a list was kept by 
Zephyr of all the specimens, on a separate piece of paper. Later, 
when Richard judged that the specimens were completely dry, he 
fetched them down from the loft and we wrapped them in the 
newspaper into small packages, these were stapled around the edge 
and set aside for me to take back. So this project would continue 
after I left, I gave clear instructions on procedure, and Andy 
bought a pack of jiffy bags so they could be mailed to me in 
England (and indeed, in November and again in January packages 
of dried specimens arrived, and I passed them on to Harborne's lab 
for analysis of tannins and sugars). 
 
From my notebook: "None of the solar lanterns are working any 
more. All 4 have failed. They just don't charge up if left in the sun. 
The solar cells are o.k. but the batteries in the lamps just don't take 
up and hold the charge. No light given out at all" - what a pity, 
they seemed to be the answer to our lighting problems around 
camp. No idea what went wrong, but we won't get any more. 
 
Sept 23rd and I'm in the forest again with Zephyr and Dissan. At 
7.45 we found Vernon and followed him along one of our trails, 
then through the bushes. He climbed a small tree and sat there 
awhile without feeding, but left it and moved on. At 7.50 he did 
some pant-hoots and drummed on a tree with his left foot. At 8.00 
he climbed a Caloncoba tree and fed on the insides of the fruits, 
rejecting the outer husks (these were large green fruits, though the 
tree was small). We collected some of the rejected husks but 
couldn't find any of the inner part he was eating, he didn't drop 
that! At 8.04 he dropped a dead branch on us but it missed us - 
friendly chap! At 8.10 he moved on to a nearby Celtis durandii 
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tree and fed high up in that. We collected some C. durandii fruits 
but they were still somewhat green, not fully ripe, and Vernon was 
not spitting out the juice - they were not yet full of juice. Later, 
when fully ripe and yellow, the chimps spit out the juice and 
swallow the inner part. 
 
Dissan and I talked. This year, it seems, there have been very few 
big ripe fruit trees in June, July, August and September (now), so 
no big chimp groups have been forming in recent months. The 
cause? Perhaps, he thought, it had something to do with the heavy 
rain in June and July. But we had no idea why this should have that 
effect. Zephyr joined us and we discussed wadging of figs by 
chimps: why and when do they wadge? We recalled that humans 
wadge sugar cane in order to extract and swallow the sugary juice 
and reject the dry, hard indigestible part. Was this the same for 
chimps? We recalled that the chimps of Bossou in west Africa, 
shown on Sugiyama's video we had seen the other day, were 
wadging the large fibrous tuber they had dug up from the ground. 
Thus it seemed to us that it was the indigestible fibrous part of figs 
that was wadged, the seeds and the husk, while the pulp was what 
they really wanted to swallow. However, there was no doubt that at 
times they didn't wadge at all, just ate the whole fig, and we 
attributed that to two factors: how ripe, soft and juicy the fig was, 
and also how hungry the chimp was, as both field assistants agreed 
that when they started feeding in the morning they tended to 
swallow the whole fruit, whereas later in the morning when they 
were getting bored and full they went in for more wadging. 
 
We could hardly see Vernon, he was high in the Celtis tree. Then 
at 8.53 we heard calling and drumming close by and Duane, Maani 
and Muga appeared, climbing slowly up the tree to join Vernon. 
Vernon had not been calling for awhile, so evidently they knew 
about this tree just as he had done. Now, however, the calling got 
going in earnest and we had a fine series of pant hoots from all 4 
chimps in the tree, followed by prolonged feeding grunts from all 
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four of them as they fed up aloft, which went on for about ten 
minutes before subsiding slowly.  
 
At 9.07 Zefa arrived with Zesta and climbed the tree with feeding 
grunts as they did so. Duane pant-hooted, a very strained sound. 
How much do the pant-hoots vary for any given chimp? There 
must be variance. Something to ask Jo Wong about. 
 
As I had done two days before, after we had completed a spell of 
chimp watching and taking notes on checksheets I took a couple of 
hours to sit with the field assistants in the forest and talk about all 
aspects of their work, and the 2 topics (social organisation and 
phytochemistry of tannins and sugars) that I've been pursuing in 
England. We also discussed Mike Huffman's request for a study of 
medicinal plants in Budongo. These were good discussions. 
Zephyr took notes.  The men asked questions. We discussed the 
need to collect more exact data on fig-eating and wadging, to 
collect figs, to dry the tannin-rich seeds separately from the sugary 
pulp, to collect also the fig seeds excreted (from dung), and I 
explained why: we need to find out if chimps are getting tannins 
from the figs as preventive medicine against nematodes etc. We 
discussed the paper I was drafting on tannins, and then went on to 
the paper on social groupings. Finally we discussed how to 
operationalise the work we were going to do for Mike Huffman 
(collection of intestinal worms from dung, and search for leaves 
that might be serving a medicinal function). 
 
Today (Sept 23rd) was the big Party Day - the 5th anniversary of 
the Project. 5-year certificates, which I had brought out with me, 
were to be given to our 5 original Field Assistants: Zephyr, Tinka, 
Dissan, Nabert and Geresomu, and to our 2  longest serving 
Transect Cutters: Sebbi and Okellowange. Crates of beer, a sack of 
Irish (potatoes), sodas, kilos of meat, chickens, bread rolls all 
emerged from the Land Rover which had been to Masindi while 
we had been in the forest. The women set to to cook all the food - 
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big hunks of beef to be kebabed on long sticks cut from the forest, 
and the men set to to build the barbecue up again, finding bricks 
here and there and laying out charcoal. The potatoes were going to 
be roasted in their jackets. Andy had sausages stored in his freezer, 
brought up from Kampala for the occasion. The beer and soda 
crates were carefully stored in a safe place. Everyone was busy. A 
sense of expectation was discernible. Chairs were put around in a 
circle at the forest edge. Zephyr stocked up with batteries for his 
tape player. The afternoon was hot, some clouds suggested rain but 
didn't produce it. The fire was lit. The meat went on. The party 
started in its slow slow way, with a trickle of people. The beers 
came out and the crowds began to assemble, the tonto (local millet 
beer) appeared by the bucketful, with straws. Waragi would make 
its appearance later on... 
 
The party was a terrific success. Music all evening and into the 
night, dancing and a great atmosphere, no real drunkenness. We 
got started about 6.30 with beers all around. The Field Assistants 
who were to receive their certificates had very elegant suits on. I 
was in my best long-sleeved shirt, having neither suit nor tie. I 
thought of borrowing, but nothing would have fitted me (these 
guys weigh less than I do!) and Andy was also in an open-neck 
shirt, so I stayed as I was. 
 
I sat and spoke with a Norwegian called Odd Lie, here for 2 years 
to help train the Nyabyeya students in sawing techniques for 
plantation-grown timbers, and in plantation management.  Later I 
talked with another Norwegian, Erling, who was here visiting for a 
month. He was aged 60 (just ahead of me) and had been at 
Nyabyeya Forest College for 7 years (1964-71), teaching forestry. 
Very pleasant company, and people of my own age for once! Very 
relaxing. 
 
The presentation of certificates went off as planned. Chris made a 
speech reminding the staff of the benefits of working for the 
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project. Then each of the recipients stepped forward and I handed 
over the certificates and congratulated them. Five years is a long 
time and they have been good and loyal. Then I made a speech, 
and finally Andy made one too, relating the tale that some of our 
Field Assistants (well, Nabert) had done better than me in their 
examinations! This went down very well.  
 
The speeches were as usual a bit on the long side given the 
delicious smell of roasting meat coming off the barbecue and 
wafting around the assembled company. So when Andy sat down 
there was something of a rush for the barbecue sticks which 
disappeared with amazing speed. We are a big project now, 30 
workers on the payroll, nearly all had brought their wives and 
children, then there were the Danes and Swedes from Nyabyeya 
who had wives and children too, and Catherine who had replaced 
Christine on the tourism project as VSO at Nyabyeya, and Louis 
the Principal at Nyabyeya College, and Paitho and Yeku from 
Nyakafunjo, and George and Helen from the Sugar Works.  So 
many people I didn't manage to talk to all of them. I did learn 
though that Simon and Helen who had also been VSOs at 
Nyabyeya College had not been replaced when they left - they had 
been introducing conservation teaching into the college and setting 
up a library there - and that their counterparts had left, so there was 
a bit of a problem of continuity there. 
 
People were very well dressed for the party. Chris had advertised it 
as a 5th Anniversary party and so it was, but I did feel that 
prosperity had now reached us at Budongo, and it was nice to feel 
a part of that process. We have played our part in getting things off 
the ground in this remote place. Let's hope it can be continued. 
People are certainly grateful for what we are doing here, and 
several said so. It's great to be appreciated! 
 
I remember one dance I shared with 3 Transect Cutters dressed in 
their new raincoats - the ones donated by Nancy Partington - they 
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were delighted by this, and so was I. After the party ended at 
around 10.30 there was a prolonged search for 3 missing beer 
bottles, then finally Andy in his pickup and I in the Land Rover 
drove the Nyakafunjo and Nyabyeya men and women back home. 
Last of all I dropped Richard off at his place and made my own 
way back down that terrible road, hoping not to end up late at night 
stuck in a deep rut, but all went well, and I dropped into bed 
exhausted. 
 
24th September, Sunday. 
At 3 p.m. I sat in my room as the wind suddenly got much fiercer, 
the trees began to sway, and women hurriedly got in their washing 
and firewood. I battened down the windows. These storms are 
always an event. This time I saw a young cat streaking for cover! 
Life just closes down for the duration of these tropical storms, 
people vanish, the drumming of the rain on the roof reaches fever 
pitch, the view is impeded by solid rain, the temperature goes cold, 
water forms huge puddles behind the house where it pours out of 
the overflows from the water tanks. Then it starts to ease up, and 
life returns to normal, and soon the sun is out again.  
 
Andy had left at 2 p.m. for a meeting in Mweya to discuss the 
formation of a Ugandan Wildlife Authority. As the meeting wasn't 
sure to take place he went via Kampala to check. If he proceeds to 
Mweya he'll be gone all week. Chris stayed on here, I'm glad to 
say, as we have much work to get on with.  
 
Each of my visits here is different from the others. This time I am 
more caught up in the human side of things and enjoy the 
conversations with the Ugandans a lot. The chimps are there but 
my analysis must always be of data collected by others. I'm not a 
young fieldwork data collector anymore! What I love is the 
project, having it all around me here, knowing its history and all its 
ins and outs. Ever present at the back of my mind are the inputs of 
Jake - the strong brick buildings - and Janie's magnificent video, 
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which has now been shown to the East African Wildlife Society's 
Ugandan branch in Kampala.  
 
This room, its mahogany tables and chairs, the fridge, the water 
filter, table strewn with New Scientists and papers, cupboard with 
all sorts of things jumbled inside, pictures on the walls, shelf of 
herbs and spices, tinned mild (Nido) and Blue Bank margarine, 
plant press, washing basket in the corner. Here's the heart of the 
project (at least for us muzungus). Fire extinguishers on the wall, 
Jonathan Kingdon's forest poster, hanging basket with onions and 
ginger in it, the two strip lights fed by our solar panels, and the 
battery  for the computer. Concrete floor, very smooth and swept 
clean every day by Joy. Priscilla now does our washing so that 
helps Joy a lot. 
 
Things that don't get into the Diary - I now have my own tin of 
DOOM and anti-mosquito spray and I use them regularly. 
Yesterday I had Richard do my mattress and bed over with Mos-
Kill which is supposed to kill bed-bugs (I had at least one bug and 
several large spots around my waist to prove it). Richard caught 
and squashed one.  
 
25th September 1995 
In the forest at 8.13, in Block 0D. We found the chimps on the 
Broussonettias and then followed them here, feeding now on Celtis 
durandii. I recorded the following series of activities: 
1. Magosi was on the trail 
2. He entered the block 
3. He climbed silently up the Celtis tree 
4. He sat 3/4 of the way up and started pant-hooting 
5. Other chimps responded from nearby to the south 
6. Magosi continued calling excitedly 
7. The others approached with excited barks and calls 
8. They climbed into the same tree: Andy, Muga, Maani, then 
Duane, Vernon, Sara and Bwoya. 
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9. For some minutes there was excited calling, then it changed into 
feeding grunts and the occasional pant-hoot sequence, sometimes 
fairly relaxed. Many feeding grunts from those up aloft continued 
as they fed. 
 
That was the sequence - what was it about? Is it possible that what 
was happening could be roughly translated as follows: 
1. Magosi says "Good food! It's excellent! There is plenty!" 
2. Reply comes "OK - we'll consider coming. Just hold on. We're 
on our way!" 
3. Magosi: "Come - it's really good!" 
Now we should consider why Magosi is so keen for the others to 
come. That is where his status might come in. Because if your 
friends and allies join you, you are a central chimp. You are not 
ignored. This time it was Magosi who found the food and did the 
calling. He had lost his power not long ago. But he is fully 
recovered now and may be keen to restore his lost dignity and 
dominance. He really seemed to be making a show of centrality, 
which could be because he needs to re-establish his credentials as a 
useful, food-finding male. 
 
However, on close inspection and checking with the Field 
Assistants, it turned out that the fruit was unripe, green. So was 
this such a find after all? All that fuss about unripe fruits of Celtis 

durandii?  Yes, in this case it did seem that the unripe fruits are 
very acceptable. The chimps were very eagerly feeding on them. 
We strained our eyes through the binoculars to see the fruits 
clearly - they were tiny fruits in clusters high up in the canopy. 
They seemed to be just ripening in some parts, still unripe but just 
starting to turn yellow. I tasted some that had fallen - and they 
were not nice at all to me, causing a tingling sensation on the 
tongue. But is it possible that just at this ripening stage they are 
preferred by chimps? Later, with the ripe fruits, the bright yellow 
juice is spat out. Nothing was spat out at the moment - the juice 
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was not yet runny. We collected some of the fruits for drying and 
analysis. 
 
I learnt something else this morning. While in the forest there was 
a high-pitched ee-ee-ee sound which I took to be a juvenile or 
infant, but Zephyr pointed out that that was the call given by a 
female during copulation - in this case it was Kewaya who was in 
estrus and was mating with one of the males, but we could not see 
which one. 
 
September 25th 1995. I got a fix from the GPS at the sawmill edge, 
25 metres SW of the forest edge between where the old logging 
track enters the forest and the large roofed timber shed with the 
bandsaws in it. I got 6 satellites! I got the Trimble Flightmate GPS 
to average 50 readings for me, with the following results: 
Altitude 1050 m. 
N. 1 degree 43.490 minutes 
E. 31 degrees 32.814 minutes 
That was about as accurate a reading as I was likely to get.  
 
Back at the house I took a further set of readings 10 m. outside the 
front door. Again I picked up 6 satellites, and this time I took the 
average of 99 readings: 
Altitude 1080 m. 
N. 1 degree 43.535 minutes 
E. 31 degrees 32.712 minutes 
 
25th September 1995. 
"This visit, for the first time, today, I feel somewhat sick. I haven't 
let it show but I told Richard and Joy. I had no appetite for 
breakfast nor lunch, missed both. I've been drinking tea without the 
powdered milk which I normally like a lot but am right off it now. 
It's some kind of tummy bug. Anyway I'll starve myself until I feel 
better." 
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This trip also I feel almost desperately needed by the chimp Field 
Assistants to help them gain motivation and direction. Luckily I 
brought two projects out with me: the fig project, to study tannins 
in seeds and pulp, and the new project of Mike Huffman to test his 
medicinal plant ideas. This last one had the added bonus of cash 
for those taking part. We discussed whether to take on a new Field 
Assistant or to split the cash (48 dollars a month) between them. 
They chose to do the latter, as they felt they had time. Zephyr 
would be the leader and would take $16, the remaining 4 FAs 
taking $8 a month each. 
 
Andy and I also want the whole trail system surveyed for chimp 
and monkey food trees, and this is a future project. So now (I've 
been here 6 days so far, including the weekend) we're already well 
into discussion of future projects and they seem a lot happier. The 
reason for it all is that Chris has been concentrating on his thesis 
writing and hasn't been asking them to collect data for him so they 
have had little to do. I think things will  be o.k. but it would be 
better if we could avoid these hiccups. However, it is in the nature 
of such projects for the work to increase and decrease as projects 
get going and then end.  
 
The plant collection system is as follows: 
1. I supply a list of items to be collected. 
2. FAs collect samples as the species come into fruit. 
3. Samples are brought to camp where they are prepared. Figs have 
seeds removed and dried separately from pulp. Dung is washed to 
extract fig seeds (other species not required for this study). 
4. Tinka or another FA labels them with sample no., description, 
and tree no. (5-6 trees required per species). 
5. A separate list is kept of sample numbers and names of the 
samples. 
5. RO dries them in the roof void. 
6. When dry, Richard or Zephyr packages samples in paper with 
sample no. on the outside and full details on the inside. 
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7. Dried samples are put in a padded envelope, addressed to VR in 
Oxford and sent at regular intervals. 
I hope this system works well (in fact packages of dried samples 
arrived at regular intervals in Oxford, and I sent them on to 
Reading). 
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Chapter 7 

 

1996 

 
In which NORAD offers us funding from 1997 through Makerere 

University's Forestry Department. I make a longer trip to Uganda 

than usual, Andy leaves to write up in Oxford, and Jeremy takes 

over his job 

 
 
Saturday, March 14 
 
What a journey to Nairobi! Frankie got me to Heathrow by 6 a.m. 
for the 7 a.m. Lufthansa flight. 12 hours later, instead of being at 
the Fairview Hotel enjoying a sundowner, I was back at Heathrow! 
Needless to say the plane from Heathrow was late coming in, there 
was this connection at Frankfurt that we missed, and finally we 
ended up spending a day in the First Class lounge at Frankfurt 
drinking whisky and eating peanuts. "We" being me and a chap 
called Nick Barry who were both trapped in the same way. While 
we got tiddly on the whisky we drafted a letter to Lufthansa telling 
them what we thought of them. We had to get new tickets for 
Nairobi as the only available flight was at 8.30 p.m. from 
Heathrow!, on Kenya Airways. The only reason I had opted for the 
flight via Frankfurt was that I prefer day flights. So now that was 
lost too.  Ah well! We finally got into Nairobi at dawn next day. 
 
It certainly wasn't worth it. I went to the British High Commission 
and talked to Frank Black as Jim Harvey was away. I wanted to try 
a last ditch attempt to interest them in funding our expat Research 
Director. Frank Black listened patiently while I extolled the virtues 
of the Budongo Forest Project and how much good it could do for 
ODA's coming Ugandan environmental programme. But it was no 
good, there seemed to be no policy for Uganda, the man who'd 
been appointed for the Kampala job (ODA's Uganda 
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representative) had turned it down, and until things were settled 
there was nothing at all anyone in ODA could do about it. At least 
I got a nice cup of coffee and the room was cool! 
 
So on next day to Entebbe, by Fokker. I like these smaller planes - 
noisy but you see everything so much better as they fly lower. As 
always we skimmed over Lake Victoria and touched down on the 
bright green and red that is Uganda. Chris was there with Peace to 
meet me and we all went to the Botanical Beach Hotel for a beer. 
Andy was still in Zaire (he was spending the whole of February 
and March at the Epulu research station run by John and Theresa 
Hart, in the Ituri Forest as one of our Project's objectives was to do 
a comparative study between that forest and Budongo). I had 
apparently just missed Patrick Boston and the two Norwegian 
ornithology students who had flown out just before my plane came 
in. We discussed how the Project was going - the sad death of 
Jovan, Geresomu's second child (not his youngest) which seems to 
have been from malaria. I asked about the Zephyr-Lilian-Ramula 
saga and Chris confirmed that Zephyr was living with his first wife 
Lilian again. On the Land Rover front I learned that the starter 
motor was defunct, having had several unsuccessful operations, 
and we would have to consider buying a new one (we eventually 
did in Kampala, for the handsome price of 480 dollars). I phoned 
Derek Pomeroy from the hotel and asked if he was expecting me; 
he was. So off we drove, after pushing the Land Rover to get it 
started, and leaving it parked half way up Mosque Hill when we 
got there. That was to be the name of the game for the next day 
until we got the new started motor fitted: hill parking. It reminded 
me of my youth - batteries were always flat in those days. 
 
Derek and I had a long chat over and after dinner about what was 
happening in Uganda so I got myself up to date. Tomorrow  
(Sunday) Chris would come over at 10 a.m. for a general 
discussion of how we would plan our NORAD strategy, for this 
was our no. 1 consideration this trip. I'd arranged to meet Peter 
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Howard at the Sheraton for lunch next day, and I suggested to 
Derek that I would be happy to invite him out for dinner the 
following evening, with or without others who might be around. 
Derek went off to bed at 9.30 leaving me to stay up and wait for a 
telephone call from Frankie which we'd arranged for 10 p.m. She 
phoned me as arranged, and we had a nice chat. It was 7 p.m. in 
England so she was a bit livelier than I was! 
 
Next morning early I went out for a stroll around Makerere, in the 
area around Derek's house. I had my camera with me, loaded with 
one of two films Kate Miller had given me. Just before I left for 
Africa she had come up to my room with the films and asked me to 
take some photos of Makerere for her. The reason was a painful 
one, and was to become infinitely more so. Peter and Kate had 
gone out to Zimbabwe in January, were spending February in 
Makerere, living at the Guest House and teaching at the University, 
and were due to come out to Budongo with me now. But Peter had 
collapsed at the Guest House in early March, Kate thought it might 
be a stroke, and they'd been advised by the doctors to return to 
Oxford right away. I remember getting the fax from Peter, how 
sorry he was that it would not be possible to come to Budongo and 
do more work on the dragonflies there, how he hoped it wouldn't 
put me out at all. When they'd come home I'd talked to Kate on the 
phone and she said he was recovering, and just before I left Peter 
phoned me and wished me a good trip. He sounded fine.  
 
Well, I took some photos and then Chris arrived as planned and we 
talked about the various things we had to do next day, to see Dr 
Aluma at Forestry (FORI - the Forestry Research Institute) being 
top priority, and also we were hoping to meet Karl Solberg, the 
NORAD representative for East Africa who was based in Dar es 
Salaam but was said to be in Uganda right now. Then we had to 
sort out the vehicle and do the usual shopping. All that would 
happen on Monday. Today, Sunday, was a relative day of rest. At 
12 noon Chris drove me to the Sheraton and dropped me there 
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without stopping the engine. I went in and found a table and 
ordered a beer and waited for Peter Howard to arrive, which in due 
course he did.  
 
I'd really wanted to meet him for two reasons. First, I'd received 
and commented on the first of the Forest Biodiversity Reports that 
were now beginning to appear and being sent out for review. I'd 
said I thought it was brilliant and provided an excellent basis for 
the scientific determination of where to locate Nature Reserves in 
Uganda's Forest Reserves.  Naturally he was pleased at the friendly 
comments. Second I wanted to ask him about a chap called Mike 
Baltzer who had applied for the interim job of expat Research Co-
Director from September 96 to May 97 while Andy was going to 
be in the UK writing up his data. Mike had been to see me in 
Oxford (he was currently doing the M.Sc. in Conservation at 
DICE) and we had had a discussion. Prior to the M.Sc. he had been 
one of Peter Howard's team of biologists who had worked on the 
biodiversity inventory in Uganda, and had in fact been to Budongo 
and helped with the inventory there. So naturally Peter's opinion of 
him would be  valuable one.  Finally I asked Peter, who knew the 
ins and outs of the EC's funding for Uganda's forestry sector, 
whether he thought there was any chance of our project getting any 
funding from that source, as we had been in the pipeline for some 
years now, via Derek Earl, then Bob Murtland and Jones 
Kamugisha. He said the mainstream Forest Department funding 
was probably a couple of years off or so... a familiar story, and no 
use to us. But good to know, as with ODA in Nairobi. He did point 
out that the EC had a whole variety of schemes for which one 
could apply and that it might be worth trying for one of those 
Brussels grants... I recalled the huge forms you have to fill in, and 
the fact that you need a partner. So maybe... but in the meantime 
we would explore the possibilities with NORAD. And if that fails, 
try the EC. 
 



213 
 

We had a nice lunch. The sun was shining and there was a nice 
breeze as there often is at the Sheraton, up on its hill. We agreed 
how much nicer it was in Uganda than in Britain (it had been 
below zero when I'd left, grey and forbidding). Peter said he found 
the UK depressing and didn't see any point in going back there 
except for conferences and visits. Fair enough. We finished lunch 
and Peter went off, back to continue the write-up of his 
biodiversity reports. He really is a workaholic, but he knows that if 
he and Paolo don't finish the job before the EC contract ends 
and/or he gets another job, it will never be done. And worse, the 
Forest Department might not make use of all that carefully 
collected data and the recommendations based on the data, in 
setting up their Nature Reserves and zoning their forests. Hence 
the sense of urgency he exuded.  
 
I went to the Sheraton front desk and enquired whether I could use 
a fax machine. A pleasant man took my fax. It was to Richard 
Wrangham. The previous evening I had received a fax from 
Richard saying he had a camera team with him and they weren't 
finding chimps in Kibale and would it be o.k. to come to Budongo? 
My reply said sure, but we would hope for a contribution to the 
project's finances from any subsequent profits.  The fax went off, 
and I caught a taxi back to Pomeroy's place. I settled in to read 
some of the ever interesting books and journals on Derek's table 
and at 5.30 the phone rang. It was Gladys Kalema. I immediately 
invited her and her mother to join Derek and me for dinner at the 
Indian restaurant at the Speke Hotel.  So later we had a nice meal 
there and it was nice to get together - Rhoda talking politics and 
Gladys talking National Parks and Derek complaining that 
National Parks (soon to become the Uganda Wildlife Authority) 
did not advertise its jobs. As I barely had a chance to talk to 
Gladys we arranged that Chris and I would drive over to National 
Parks at some time next day and see her in her place of work.  
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Monday 18 March 
A day of unavailable people! We started off o.k. at the Bank, so at 
least I got some money. Then we were off to Forest Department 
for 2 appointments: Dick Olet for the letter for Nigel Winser, and 
John Aluma to arrange the NORAD appointment. In the latter case 
the appointment had been arranged from the UK and confirmed. 
Well, Olet was out of the office so we made an appointment for 
2.30 p.m., and Aluma had had to go to Entebbe at short notice to 
deliver a paper at a meeting. I left a message with his secretary. 
 
Chris and I then went on the Uganda Council for Science and 
Technology's offices to unburden ourselves of the large number of 
application forms I had brought over with me in my suitcase. We 
have around 8 students and senior people coming out to Budongo 
this year and they all have to be processed in quintuplicate. They 
accepted Hugh Notman's forms, and Andrew Brownlow's. Harriet 
Bennett's and Lucy Bannon's had some pages missing - my fault as 
the original forms had been double sided and I had put them 
through the copier which did one side of each sheet! The UCST 
people patiently explained what they needed: 
2 copies of the proposal 
Original + 5 copies of the form RS6 
Original + 2 copies of the President's Permission Form 
6 passport sized photos. 
 
Couldn't be simpler! 
 
We returned to Nakawa to see Olet after lunch. Still no sign of 
him. We made an appointment for 9 a.m. tomorrow morning. 
 
Back at Derek's that afternoon at 4 p.m. who should arrive but 
Marie Steenbeek, the Dutch woman I always seem to meet 
whenever I go to Derek's, always, I hasten to add, by purest 
coincidence. She told me she was job hunting, would be going to 
Kenya and perhaps Tanzania. She was looking for something in 
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the general area of community assistance, to help local people to 
improve their living standards, working in relation to a larger 
project. We had a nice talk and I wished her luck. She stayed on 
for dinner that evening which was nice.  
 
At 5.30 p.m. the phone rang and it was John Aluma. I was 
relieved! We arranged to meet tomorrow. I also received an email 
from Per Wegge, via Derek, saying he had just got back from 
Nepal and hoped I'd manage to meet up with Karl Solberg who 
was staying at the Sheraton.  
 
 
Tuesday March 19th  
Chris and I met next morning and went straight over to Forestry, 
homing in for the kill. First we called on Olet. He was there. I had 
a draft of ideas for his letter, but it needed to come from him, on 
his notepaper. I explained the basic idea of the RGS's Global 
Observatory Programme and gave Olet the nice green-covered 
brochure about it. He thought there should be no problem of 
providing a letter of invitation, and said he would get around to it 
right away. 
 
We then went over to Aluma's office. Aluma was there, but 
Solberg would not be available until tomorrow, Wednesday! We'd 
planned to go to Budongo next day but that was of no importance. 
We would give this NORAD business the time it took. And it gave 
us time to have some prior discussions with Aluma.  He mentioned 
that there might be a tie-up with the Forestry Department at 
Makerere, the first time I'd heard of that, and it sounded o.k. The 
new head of Forestry there was John Kaboggoza and he was said 
to be more dynamic than his predecessor. We spent the next hour 
together, Chris, John and I, discussing a document I had brought 
out with me for just this purpose. It was based on Jake's WCMC 
Management Loop for Forestry. It showed how research needed to 
be tied in to policy and there had to be feedback loops between the 
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researchers and the FD managers for success in achieving 
sustainable forestry and biodiversity conservation. John was as 
enthusiastic about it as I have seen him. He liked the idea that we 
would work closely with FORI in determining research objectives. 
Of course we would have to see how to tie these ideas in with any 
specific aspects that NORAD wanted us to pursue, but we all 
hoped that would present no problem.  
 
After our discussion, John suggested we go to see Kaboggoza, then 
fix a time by phone for a meeting of all four of us (we three and 
Kaboggoza) that afternoon at FORI. Fine. Things were starting to 
move.  
 
First we went to Olet's office. The letter was not yet typed so we 
said we would wait for it. And that's just what we did. We sat on 
chairs outside the Commissioner's office and waited and waited 
and waited. After half an hour or so the letter arrived and we were 
ushered in where Olet signed it! Where there's a will there's a way. 
I had brought a copy of Chris Fairgrieve's Ph.D. thesis for the 
Forest Department. There seemed no central library for it. I knew 
what happened to documents there. So, in the warmth of the 
moment, I gave it to Dick Olet. He was overjoyed. He waxed 
enthusiastic about the UK and said what a wonderful education 
could be obtained there, in Oxford and elsewhere.  I could not but 
agree. We parted on the best of terms. 
 
Within hours I had copied the letter and posted it to Nigel Winser 
at the RGS in London. Then we drove our Land Rover (we'd 
parked it on a little hillock in the FD car park) back to Makerere 
and over to the Forestry Department. There we met Dr Banana and 
I gave him a copy of the Report the undergrads had written last 
year on health care around Budongo. We also found Gift there, the 
lecturer at Nyabyeya Forestry College (now to be Deputy Principal 
as Steve Nsita was leaving). Then we went into Kaboggoza's office 
and found him to be a smiling and very pleasant man, we had a 
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good general discussion and he told us he had already had a 
discussion with Karl Solberg and it seemed possible that our 
Budongo Forest Project funding could be included as part of the 
wider scheme NORAD had for funding Forestry at Makerere 
University. That was all good news, and Kaboggoza seemed to like 
the idea as it would provide his Department with a field station to 
which graduate students could be sent.  
 
After half an hour Kaboggoza had another meeting planned. He 
phone Aluma and arranged for the four of us to meet at FORI at 
3.30 p.m. that afternoon. Excellent. 
 
That gave Chris and me time to go over to National Parks and see 
Gladys at her place of work. She is now Uganda National Parks 
chief and only wildlife vet. Quite a responsibility. She showed us 
her room and her desk, with telephone and computers readily 
available. She told us of some of the projects she was involved in: 
plans to dart and move some elephants that were crop raiding, 
plans to do the same for some lions that were attacking the goats 
and cattle of one of the President's relatives, plans to diagnose and 
treat a skin disease that had broken out among the giraffes at 
Murchison Falls National Park... We mentioned Lucy Bannon's 
proposal to try and find out a bit more about the problem of chimps 
getting caught in snares and how it could be ameliorated. Gladys 
introduced us to Innocent Ngobi Ndiko, a charming lawyer 
working for National Parks. We left a copy of Lucy's proposal with 
Gladys, after a lively discussion of what could be done about the 
snaring problem. Gladys had already been involved in one snaring 
problem - a gorilla at Bwindi, one of the group she had studied, 
had got his hand in a snare and was carrying it around with him. 
Gladys had gone there, darted the gorilla and removed the snare, 
but a short while later the withered hand fell off. Gladys didn't 
know that within days she would be called to Kibale forest where 
the dominant male chimp had got his hand into a snare and was 
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dragging a long pole around everywhere. That's worse than 
anything we've seen at Budongo.  
 
It was lunchtime and Gladys joined us for a bite to eat. She said 
she might take the opportunity of coming to Budongo with us next 
day (we planned to leave after the meeting with Karl Solberg in the 
morning). She had radioed to Murchison Park and they were 
willing to send a vehicle to Budongo to meet her the day after 
tomorrow if she could get that far. The giraffes with the skin 
disease were apparently easy to find. That was fine by us. We 
arranged to collect her from National Parks after our meeting with 
Solberg and Aluma at FORI. 
 
We had one more problem to sort out. Aluma had said he wanted a 
print-out of the NORAD proposal he and I had first drafted in 
Nairobi and which I had worked on in England before coming out, 
together with the budget. I had them both on the laptop at Derek's 
place, and I had a disk. But could we find a printer to do it? 
Herbert was the name that came to mind, Herbert at MUIENR. 
Chris and I drove to Derek's. While Chris waited I found the files 
and transferred them to the disk. Then we set off for MUIENR. 
Herbert was there! Within minutes he had printed out the 
WordPerfect proposal and the Excel budget, using his laser printer. 
Uganda can be high tech these days.  
 
It had been one of those rare, successful days. Things had fallen 
into place. Some god somewhere had smiled on our little 
endeavours. Back at Derek's we had dinner with Marie, Frankie 
phoned, and I went to bed hoping tomorrow would be like today. 
 
Wednesday,   March 20, 1996 
So in the morning after breakfast and a quick call in at the Bank, 
we went to FORI where Aluma was in his office and at 11 a.m. 
Karl Solberg arrived. We introduced ourselves and then sat and 
waited for him to speak. He said that he was recommending 
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NORAD to support our project but there were some problems. In 
Dar there were no particular NORAD funds for research, nor in 
Oslo. Up to now there was still no NORAD office in Kampala. 
However, Norway was going to open an office in Kampala in 
1996, and things will be much easier then. In the meantime 
NORAD had discussed the idea of including the Budongo Forest 
Project in the proposals for the Department of Forestry at Makerere 
University. We would need to work out a co-operative proposal 
with them. In that case, a further sum of money could be added to 
include our Project. The agreement would need to be signed by 
Makerere and by the office at Dar es Salaam. And NORAD would 
need a request from Makerere for the Budongo Forest Project to be 
included in its assistance to Forestry.  
 
Solberg suggested trying this route as the first option. If it failed 
for any reason, we would still have the option of waiting until the 
office in Kampala opened later in the year, and going through 
them. 
 
He paused for us to comment. I mentioned that we already had a 
Memorandum of Agreement with Makerere University, signed by 
the Dean of Science, so it was natural enough for us to work in 
collaboration with the Makerere Forestry Department. John Aluma 
pointed out that the Budongo Forest Project's work fell within the 
Natural Forests programme and the Forest Products programme of 
FORI, and that he could foresee excellent collaboration between 
FORI, Makerere's  Department of Forestry, and the Institute of 
Biological Anthropology at Oxford. 
 
Solberg then turned to other current initiatives in the 
environmental and wildlife sector, mentioning that we should link 
up with the new Uganda Wildlife Authority when it was set up in 
July 1996. He also mentioned the IUCN's task force for 
collaboration nationally and gave the example of Mt. Elgon where 
contracts have already been signed with local villages to prevent 
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encroachment of the forest. Clearly he was keen that local people 
should be involved in any future work done by the Budongo Forest 
Project. I mentioned Kirstin Johnson's study of the uses of non-
timber forest products by the people around Budongo, which 
interested him. He suggested we stess such things in the 
application.  
 
We then came to the question of timescale. The NORAD Forestry 
sector would meet in the last week of May and there would also be 
meetings at Makerere. He would need the Budongo application 
fairly soon, but in the meantime a summary would do. He also 
suggested that we should link up with the National Biomass 
Survey based here at Nakawa under Calle Hedberg.  I asked him 
finally, as he was preparing to leave, how much emphasis he 
thought should be placed on biodiversity in the proposal. It should 
be there, he said, but not too prominent. And then he had to move 
on for another appointment.  
 
We sat and considered the timetable. John Aluma and John 
Kaboggoza would both be going to a conference on Sunday, April 
7th, and would be out of Uganda when I was due to pass through 
on my way home a week after that. So it meant me returning to 
Kampala with a draft proposal in a week or so. Chris and I could 
work on it at Sonso. We would give it top priority. In actual fact 
Chris would be returning to Kampala on March 27th in any case, 
with the chimp Field Assistants, to take them to Bwindi to see the 
gorillas. I had been arranged months before. Ideal! I would return 
with them, would bring the proposal to Aluma and Kaboggoza on 
March 28th and discuss it with them on that day and over the 
weekend of 29th-30th if need be, and rejoin Chris and the others 
on March 31st when they would be back in Kampala en route for 
home. Things dovetailed nicely.  So that is exactly what we agreed 
to do, and we all felt things had gone very well. For the summary, I 
promised to put together a 2-page document for Aluma that very 
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evening, and bring it into the office next morning where his 
secretary could type it up.  
 
After all the dithering with the EC, with USAID, with ODA, it was 
refreshing to have had a straight, matter of fact discussion with 
NORAD, no beating about the bush and hedging, just a 
straightforward can-do approach. If not one way, then the other. At 
the time of writing up this diary (today is May 7th, I've made an 
early start on diary writing this time!) there still is no certainty that 
anything will come of it. But the approach was encouraging and 
gave us hope.  
 
We finally picked up Gladys to take her to Budongo at 3 p.m. and 
headed off out of Kampala. Chris was extremely helpful at getting 
all the necessary jobs done in Kampala. The Land Rover was fixed 
- brand new starter motor. Driving up country we had animated 
conversations with Gladys who told us more about her work for 
National Parks. Not only the lions and the giraffes and the 
elephants, but she is also involved in the marabou issue in 
Kampala, and is writing a grant proposal for World Bank funds for 
a brand new veterinary facility at Entebbe Wildlife Education 
Centre. We arrived at Masindi in good time and went first to the 
Game Department where a female ranger made a radio call on 
Gladys's behalf to Paraa, saying she would be at Sonso with 
Bakuneeta at 11 a.m. next morning and they should come and pick 
her up there at that time to take her to Murchison. We then went 
shopping in the market. But it was getting late, we were tired and 
hungry, so we decided to stop for a nice slow meal in the Masindi 
Hotel. It was slow alright, it always seems to take them enough 
time to cook the food several times over before they finally 
produce it. But we knew this and made the most of the lazy 
evening air.  
 
We arrived at camp at 9.50 p.m. having broken one of our rules 
about not driving at night. It just had to be. We were fine, but 
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everyone was abed and asleep already. Angela got up to unlock the 
front door for us! We settled into our various rooms, with Gladys 
in the empty room next door to Chris. I gave her a mozzy net I had 
brought out with me as the one in her room had disappeared. There 
was still some hot water in the shower tank - we'd been expected -  
so we had hot showers. We realised that people were probably 
disappointed when we didn't arrive by bedtime. Finally before 
retiring I showed Gladys John Waller's thesis on the chimpanzees' 
injuries which I had brought out in my suitcase for the project. She 
was extremely interested in it, but tiredness overcame us all and we 
retired to bed, vowing to see some chimps in the morning before 
Gladys's lift to Murchison arrived. 
 
Thursday March 21st 1996. 
But it was not to be. The morning found it raining steadily. It had 
started in the night and was clearly going to continue for awhile. I 
got up early but no-one else did. The sound of the steady rain, the 
wet, wet, wet look of everything was enough to keep people in 
bed. Today being a Thursday was the start of the chimp Field 
Assistants' all-day follows which would last until Saturday. They 
would begin work at 4 p.m., nest a chimp, go out and watch it get 
up next morning (Friday), follow it all day long (only changing to 
another chimp if they lost it), nest it again on Friday evening, and 
finally get up at dawn again on Saturday, find the chimp and 
follow it until 4 p.m. that day. This gave a 48-hour follow, and 
these follows had been working successfully for some time now. 
So in any case this morning the chimp FAs were not getting up 
early. Later Zephyr would cycle to Karongo to get food for the 
men in the forest (they get an extra bonus for that). 
 
So Gladys and Chris and I spent the morning around camp, talking 
and reading the various Reports and theses in the library, having 
coffee and so on. It went on raining. 11 o'clock came and went. 
The rain eased up but no chimps called and in any case we couldn't 
go into the forest with Gladys because her lift was expected at any 
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time. After lunch the sun came out and the world started to dry off 
and get hot again. Still no sign of chimps. We read books and took 
siestas. It was fully 4 p.m. when the green National Parks pick-up 
arrived. The Park Ranger in charge explained he had had to take a 
pregnant woman to hospital in Masindi. That didn't explain the 8 
or more people he was carrying in the back! The front passenger 
seat was vacated for Gladys, and off she went. 
 
It was too late to do anything much with the day so I decided to put 
the large heavy quantity of papers I had brought out with me in 
order. There were: 
1. things to discuss with Andy when he got back from Zaire 
2. items of data analysis for discussion with Chris 
3. various data collection issues to discuss with the Field Assistants 
4. the NORAD materials for re-writing into the new proposal 
5. a big heap of bits and bobs. 
I could see my time at Budongo would be busy even if I never 
went into the forest (which, however, I was fully determined to do, 
each  day weather permitting). 
 
Richard Odongtoo was around still and so I took the opportunity to 
go over the list of jobs I had set him on my last visit (I had brought 
the list) to see which he'd done and which he'd not done. Quite a 
few had not been done, though I was glad to see a start had been 
made on cementing the path to the choo which had been falling 
apart. We then went around the site doing an inspection, after 
which we sat down and made a list of everything that needed to be 
done. The total cost came to 180,000/=! This was over the top, so 
we pruned it down to 100,000/= which is feasible. The camp is in 
fact looking quite smart, and it is a fact that the people here are all 
in good spirits! Terrific atmosphere here when things are running 
along well. 
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Friday 22nd March  
The chimp FAs were off before dawn and I had told them the 
previous day that until the NORAD proposal was written I would 
have to focus a lot of time on that, so Zephyr had not come looking 
for me. I was up before Chris and so I used the time to make a list 
of all the students who were due to come out this summer: 
Harriet Bennett, a social anthropologist from Edinburgh, to study 
kinship among our chimps, May to September; 
Hugh Notman, my M.Sc. student from Oxford, to study chimp 
vocalisations (following on from Jo Wong's work), July and  
August; 
Malcolm Starkey + 3 other undergrads from Oxford, to study 
amphibians, July to September; 
Lucy Bannon, a London law student, to study legal aspects of 
hunting and trapping, September to December; 
Michelle Barrows, a vet student from Glasgow University, to study 
the intestinal parasites in chimpanzee dung, in collaboration with 
Mike Huffman, July to September; 
Katie Fawcett, a zoology student from Edinburgh University, to do 
a Ph.D. on chimpanzee ecology and behaviour, focusing on the 
females; she would pay a pilot visit to the project in May or June 
and then start her main research project later in the year; 
Andrew Brownlow, a Human Sciences student from Oxford, to 
study chimpanzee ranging patterns around the Sonso: Nyakafunjo 
border, and to collect hairs from chimp nests for subsequent DNA 
analysis in our new genetics laboratory at Oxford, from July to 
September; 
Jim Paterson and his wife, from the University of Calgary, to study 
the baboons at Sonso. Jim had previously studied the baboons at 
Busingiro in the 1960s; 
Duane Quiatt, to continue his studies of the effects of chimpanzee 
injuries. He plans to come out with me in late September and stay a 
month, which is about what I will be doing, so we will probably 
travel together. 
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Quite a goodly number of visitors! This is good, this is what we 
exist for. But whether we will be able to cope is another matter.  
 

      
          At camp, March 1996 
 
After breakfast Chris and I sat down at his table and spent the 
whole day working on the NORAD proposal re-write. There was a 
lot to be taken into account. The new version had to include a 
fairly vigorous social forestry component in line with NORAD's 
interests as portrayed by Solberg, as well as maintaining our 
ecological emphasis. We, Chris, the Field Assistants and I were the 
ones who would have to do the new work so that was one thing to 
bear in mind, and our expertise gathered over the years was largely 
on the ecology and behaviour side of things and not so much on 
the social side. Yet I had asked how much emphasis to put on 
biodiversity and Solberg had warned against putting on too much. 
The point being, as I saw it, that our project would be funded 
through the Makerere University Department of Forestry which 
was more specialised in social aspects of forestry than in 
ecological ones. So Chris and I had to do a bit of re-thinking and 
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that took most of the morning until we broke off for lunch, and in 
the afternoon we got some of the new ideas on to the computer and 
printed out a first draft of what we'd done so far. 
 
That evening it was Steve Nsita's farewell party. Steve had been 
helpful to us on many occasions, not least the very first time we 
arrived at Budongo in 1990, late in the afternoon after driving the 
dreadful Makerere Land Rover over impossible roads. We really 
had no idea what kind of reception we might get that day. I recall 
what a relief it was to see the college, run down and decrepit as it 
was. Eventually we found Steve Nsita and asked if we could stay. 
He happily cleared the Guest House out for us (various people 
were squatting there) and made us feel welcome.  Since those first 
days we had always enjoyed meeting him, talking about the 
collaboration we were trying to develop between our Project and 
the College, and indeed he had been most helpful in getting such 
collaboration off the ground. Now he had been posted to 
Headquarters at Kampala, where he would be the Forest 
Department's Public Relations Officer. As I said to him that 
evening, no-one needed public relations as much as the Forest 
Department! 
 
It was a pleasant evening. Chris and I went along to represent the 
Project. Chairs were placed for us next to the Principal and Steve 
(Deputy Principal) and their wives. Food was brought to us on 
trays, together with beers, and everyone sat in a big circle in front 
of the College main building. Students were also present, in rows 
adjoining the circle. This must have been a rare event for them, 
chicken to eat instead of the inevitable posho (maize flour) they 
normally got. Gift, the lecturer (now to become the Deputy 
Principal) welcomed us publicly, and then when the eating had 
finished and the plates had been removed he introduced those who 
would make speeches: Jens, one of the Danish volunteers, and then 
the Principal (Wilson), after which Steve would reply. As 
predicted, a series of very warm and friendly speeches followed, 



227 
 

extolling Steve's many virtues. After Steve's reply a series of gifts 
was brought on to centre stage by students. There was a fine table 
and 4 chairs, 2 small tables, 2 shields, a walking stick - all 
beautifully made in the College's workshops, mostly of pine (NOT 
mahogany). This was a clear indication that the college was now 
favouring softwoods, an excellent development, fostered by the 
Norwegians here. Of course, we all knew that the illegal trade in 
mahogany was going on all over the place, but it was good to see 
the emphasis here on alternative woods, and the results looked 
very fine indeed, beautifully varnished.  
 
After the speeches and gift-giving, I talked mainly to Steve and 
Wilson. With Wilson I discussed how we could integrate under the 
NORAD funding we were hoping to get. He suggested that some 
of the Nyabyeya students could do surveys for us in the local 
villages, an excellent idea, and he said he would favour us teaching 
some forest ecology at the college in exchange. As for funding, he 
mentioned that he had a small research budget line in his NORAD 
budget and this might be used to assist his students doing surveys. 
So it looked hopeful if we got the NORAD money.  
 
We got home about midnight. On looking up into the totally clear, 
starlit sky I saw a large comet with a long tail! It was the first time 
I had ever seen a comet but I was certain it was one. It was large, a 
bit more blurry than the stars, at 60 degrees East from our house, 
about half way up the sky. Its tail pointed directly upwards. I was 
amazed how big it was and pointed it out to Chris as we cleaned 
our teeth and got ready for bed. He was as interested as I was.  At 
that time we had no idea that this huge comet was passing earth, 
but when I got home 3 weeks later everyone knew about it! I was 
glad to have got it right as I had never seen one before. Apparently 
it is due to pass by the earth again on April Fool’s Day next year. 
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Saturday 23 March 1996. 
I'd given the Transect Cutters a telling-off for lateness yesterday 
morning, and none of them was wearing a watch. So today they 
were all supposed to turn up at 7 a.m.  and show me their watches. 
The pitiful results were as follows: 
Sebbi, no watch, 7.30 
Chombe, no watch, 7.30 
Ogen, no watch, 7.30 
Ascencio, broken strap, 7.40 
Operasio, no watch, 7.48 
Sebastiano, watch present, 7.48 
Okellowange, no watch, 7.48 
Gideon, watch present, 7.48 
Orach, watch present, 8.04 
O.K. it was a rainy morning and they were not as late as they had 
been the day before, but the watch situation was very bad. Chris 
was around and I discussed with him the way to get them to be 
more punctual and to "find" their missing watches. It was unclear 
what had happened to the latter, maybe they were just left at home, 
or in some cases they might have been sold. When asked the men 
just said they were lost in the forest, which no-one believed, not 
even the men as they said it. Anyway I made it clear they could not 
be replaced free of charge by the Project. As regards the  
lateness problem Chris and I decided the only way would be to 
deduct pay for late arrival. We told them we were going to do that 
and would announce the details at the general meeting. Chris was 
convinced that such a deduction would result in an immediate 
improvement in punctuality! 
 
Today was Angela's last day at the Project so we had organised a 
send-off party for her. Chris went to Masindi at 8.30 to get 2 crates 
of beer, sodas, 5 kg of beef and other things for the party. It would 
be for the locals here at Sonso, plus a few friends of Angela's 
whom she had invited from Nyabyeya. As always the party took 
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over, and so Chris and I couldn't press on with the NORAD 
proposal which would have to wait for the following Monday.  
 
At 9.50 I had already inspected the camp! I walked around with 
Kahawa, our slasher cum firewood collector cum water carrier etc., 
pointing out any bits of litter I saw, and generally acting like a 
colonial beast. He responded by slashing madly in the heat of the 
sun until sweat poured off him and he came and showed me a large 
blister on his hand, which I promptly attended to with Germolene 
and sticking plaster. I then went around House 2 with Priscilla, 
whose job was to keep it clean. It was in a reasonable state, but not 
as clean as it should be really, considering we ask our students to 
pay $100 a month camp fees, and some of that money is to keep 
the place clean. So far I had concentrated with Richard on getting 
locks for the doors, and we had put desks and chairs and cupboards 
into the students' rooms which were really quite nice. But a close 
(or even distant) look at the walls and windows showed how badly 
they were in need of washing and, eventually, painting. This was a 
good time for me to inspect House 2 as, apart from Angela, it was 
empty, and as of tomorrow Angela would be gone too. It was still 
going to be in use by Okellowange, Angela's Field Assistant, who 
would be paid for a further 3 months to go on collecting squirrels 
and other rodents in the live traps, for Angela. So there was quite a 
bit of equipment around, and peanut butter mixed in buckets as 
bait. The herbarium was in reasonable shape but some of the 
labeled specimen bags were losing their identifications as the ink 
faded. The batteries for the solar cells on the roof were in good 
shape and the lights worked.  
 
Angela was packing her things into a huge mahogany box she'd 
had specially made for her, and when I asked her how she would 
be able to afford getting it home she told me she had talked the 
head of BA in Kampala into flying it home for her free of charge! 
Well done, it would have cost a fortune otherwise. 
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Being a Saturday, this was the final day of the all-day follows so 
Zephyr and James were in the forest. They had told me yesterday 
they would come and get me if the chimps were nearby. But in fact 
the chimps were not heard all day and really don't seem to be 
around camp at all. Yesterday evening Zephyr had told me they 
were feeding to the north of the trail system in the Nature Reserve. 
It seems there is some food for them there, but very little here at 
the moment.  
 
Richard had taken his wife to the hospital at Masindi and when he 
got back he told us that he had heard that a man had been shot dead 
at Paraa while Gladys was up there. The dead man was an Asian, 
the chief accountant who was also an engineer. The killing was 
not, apparently, a KONY political one but a result of the man not 
giving the keys to the safe when accosted by an armed robber. No-
one else had been hurt, and Gladys had been staying at the Bandas 
on the south side of the river whereas the shooting had been at the 
Paraa Lodge (which was being renovated) on the north side.  
 
I had time to think about things. Looking at the people moving 
around camp, I realised that this Project is a highly complex 
operation and it's running well (apart from the lateness of the 
Transect Cutters). Joy and Priscilla have now succeeded in sharing 
out the work for House 1 and House 2 between them. The place 
looks clean and everyone is quietly busy. It's been raining a lot and 
the tanks are over-full. The research is going on, our chimp people 
in the forest, our monkey people out doing their census work. 
These days one chimp Field Assistant goes to Pabidi for three 
weeks each month, to help with habituation of the chimpanzees 
there, study their feeding ecology, and get some additional 
information for us on another community of chimps in a very 
different kind of forest type (much more Cynometra there as the 
forest has not been logged and appears to be of the oldest, climax 
type). Dissan is there now, and will be returning on the 26th. Tinka 
was there last month. He said it was o.k. and easy to stay there now 
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that the tourism camp is established, but the chimps were not well 
habituated and it was not possible to follow them far. It seems a 
good idea to keep this study at Pabidi up for some more months, to 
see if it generates any useful comparative information. We already 
had some stories of a monkey of a species not found in Budongo 
that travels with the chimps, so we wanted to find out more about 
that. And on one occasion the tourist guides had come across a lion 
in the forest! So it was different alright. We were paying our guys 
quite a big bonus to go there, so time would tell whether it was 
worth the investment.  
 
In due course the evening arrived and we all sat in Chris's side for 
the party. The beers flowed, and there was plenty to eat. The room 
was full to busting, with all our staff and their wives and their 
children. In addition Cath from Nyabyeya was there, and with her 
had come Nyall and his mother from Tipperary and his friend 
Chris who was also working at the Handicapped Children’s 
College. There were speeches, by Chris initially and then by 
Angela. Unfortunately one or two of the Field Assistants who had 
had more to drink than was good for them commented on Angela's 
hiring/deducting/firing method of employment and she replied that 
she was disappointed that they only remembered that and not all 
the good times they had had together. The moment came and went. 
Then the tables and food were removed, and the music came on 
(Dissan's ghetto blaster had been commandeered in his absence, 
Priscilla had agreed to this on condition that we bought new 
batteries for the occasion, which we did). The dancing started 
straight away and went on and on for hours, and everyone had a 
hugely enjoyable time. It was one of the best parties we'd had. As 
it got later I volunteered to take some of the Nyakafunjo people 
back home, which I did. On returning to camp I found Richard 
there waiting for me. "You have to take me back" he said. "Why?" 
I said, "you can sleep here, there are plenty of empty rooms". "You 
must take me back". "Can't you ride the motor bike?" I asked him. 
"OK, I'll ride the bike" he replied. It was only then that I realised 
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he was too drunk to walk. He had been propping himself up on the 
Land Rover. "Wait" I said, "you'd better come inside and sit 
down". He made it through the door and sat down in Andy's half, 
which was empty (people were still dancing on Chris's side). 
"Won't you stay here?" I asked him. "I'll stay" he said. So I went to 
fetch Priscilla and said "Can you give Richard a key to a room in 
House 2 so he can stay the night?" "I have already given him the 
key" she said.  
 
Once again Richard put on his confidential tone and said "I have to 
go back, you have to take me." "Why?" I asked. I could see it 
mattered a lot to him. "If I don't return Dorcas will run away," he 
said. "OK, come on then". 
We got into the Land Rover and I set off  yet again, this time for 
Nyabyeya which is about 3 times as far as Nyakafunjo and the road 
is much worse, especially in the rain, and it had been raining all 
day. We got there. I dropped him off. Then I had to drive back. I 
managed. I remember sliding from one side of the road to the 
other, from one deep rut into another, engaging lowest gear, but 
fortunately the vehicle didn't get bogged down or I would have 
been left on my own in the middle of nowhere for the night. I got 
back exhausted. The dancing had finally stopped. What I will not 
do for Richard. He's lucky. Next day he'd forgotten all about it. 
 
Sunday 24th March 1996. 
It rained heavily all morning and I stayed at camp, as did everyone 
else. Nyall and his mother and friend Chris had stayed over and so 
we talked all morning, and drank coffee and lounged around. They 
left at noon.  
 
After they'd gone I went over the various checksheets and other 
kinds of data collection with Zephyr. I showed him how his data 
were entered on the Toshiba (I'd brought the laptop out with me 
and it had his file on it). I also showed him some of the results of 
the analysis of his data.   
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Fortunately all the adaptors I had brought out from the UK did 
actually work. There was one for Chris's Toshiba, and one for my 
Toshiba, and one for the new Canon printer. This latter was a 
double adaptor and was very expensive.  With Chris I went over 
the various items and we worked out a strategy that should avoid 
them blowing up or overheating in the future (this is what had 
happened in the past). We would have to be very careful with them 
from now on. 
 
Monday March 23rd March 1996 
Into the forest at 8 a.m. with Zephyr, Tinka and James (Dissan still 
at Pabidi). We found Kwera, her baby Kwezi, Bwoba and 
Mukwano feeding on the Broussonettias and a young Ficus vallis-

choudae at the forest edge near the sawmill. After a while we got 
talking and I told them about the various students coming out this 
summer, which was going to be a busy one. They were pleased 
people would be coming. Finally we collected 2 dozen figs for 
seed and pulp analysis at Reading - Jenny Greenham had asked me 
to do this, and to keep tabs on which seeds went with which fruits.  
So when they got back to camp at lunchtime they numbered each 
fruit, then split it, then scraped out the seeds, then put each sample 
on a piece of paper for drying marked, 1A, 1B, 2A, 2B etc. This 
was the first time we had done that. Jenny was going to check the 
finding that there were higher tannin levels in the seeds than in the 
pulp of figs, and to be sure of that we had to know which seeds 
went with which pulp. 
 
When I got back from the forest at mid-morning I settled down 
with Chris to work over the NORAD budget. We had finished the 
job by lunchtime. So real progress was made, as the budget 
contains all sorts of judgments and decisions none of which are 
easy, and which tend to get the better of you in later years if you 
get them wrong to start with. Fortunately my 5 years experience of 
running the ODA budget and Chris's feeling for what would be 
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needed in future helped us get things under control without too 
much trouble, and we were pleased when the total we came out 
with was fairly close to the target Solberg had told us to aim at.  
 
After lunch I had a meeting with the chimp Field Assistants, 
Zephyr, Tinka and James. At this meeting we identified the latest 
set of chimp photos I had brought out with me and put them into 
plastic folders for the camp archives. We also discussed a number 
of points about the analyses I was doing, and the details of the data 
they were collecting, including the new study at Pabidi and the 
study we were doing in collaboration with Mike Huffman, 
collecting worms and leaves from dung. Zephyr showed me his 
samples, 32 worms and 2 leaf samples in all, neatly labeled and 
bottled in formalin solution. These I would take back to Oxford 
with me to send on to Mike, after checking with him that that was 
what he wanted. Some of the tapeworm segments were really huge 
- almost an inch wide and several inches long! Others were smaller 
segments of the type I collected in September and took back to 
Oxford. And lastly there was one clear example of a long 
roundworm, probably a Strongyloides I thought, judging from 
Mike's description he had sent me.  
 
We all had tea together, and then I went back to Chris for some 
more work on the NORAD budget. What we had to do now was to 
put it on to the Toshiba, using that excellent budgeting package 
Excel, which automatically updated from year to year depending 
on the formula entered.  It looked more professional once we had 
printed it out and we were quite pleased with it.  
 
That evening it was quite cool after the rain and I found myself 
wearing my sweater for the first time. When I went to bed I found 
that the cool weather had given the rats, bats and lizards who 
occupy the roof over my head a boost of extra energy, alas.  
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Tuesday 26th March  
Not a good night. I woke up at 4 a.m. with the rats and bats at play. 
I put in my earplugs but still found myself awake at 6 a.m. so I got 
up and made myself a cup of tea and put the cooker on for toast. 
 
Into the forest at 7.45. We found Kewaya, Kwera and Kwezi at the 
same place as we had found the females yesterday. Zephyr said he 
collected some dung from Kwera yesterday and it had worms in it, 
which might explain her lack of mobility. It's the third consecutive 
day she's been in this place, he said. As if to confirm our idea, 
Kwera made a day bed and climbed into it with Kwezi. Kewaya 
moved around in the Broussonettias, looking for the occasional 
bright red ripe fruit. The weather remained cool and overcast. 
Where were our males? I had not seen any of them yet. 
 
Back at camp I went on working with Chris over lunchtime and we 
were working together in the afternoon at 3.30 p.m. when we heard 
a protracted series of chimp alarm calls coming from block 20, 
they continued for several minutes, then there was a pause, then 
they started up again. It was impossible to ignore them. We both 
wanted to know what was going on so without putting on boots or 
anything we walked rapidly into the forest and took the trail to the 
spot the calls were coming from. The chimp was an adult male 
whom I (correctly on this occasion) identified as Black. He was 
sitting half way up a Broussonettia tree and continued giving these 
alarm barks as we approached him, looking down into the forest 
below him. We looked but we couldn't see anything from where 
we were, and wondered if there was a snake, maybe a python on 
the forest floor where he was looking. We waited, and eventually 
he stopped calling and left. We moved to the main forest track and 
found his tree, then cautiously looked into the forest below it. 
Hanging from a branch about 6 feet up was something we had 
never seen before, a blue, black and white cloth insect trap! It was 
made in such a way that an insect flying into it from the side or 
below would be trapped at the top. The top was white and the 
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lower parts (it was square coming to a point at the top) were black 
or blue. Wierd. We collected it and set off for camp, but this time 
through the sawmill so we could ask at the gate if anyone knew 
about it.  
 
At the gate the sawmill employees told us it was put there a few 
days ago by a Kakwa tribesman from beyond Nyabyeya. He was, 
they said, working for Tse-tse Control and had put 10 traps up in 
the forest. We took the trap back to camp with us - if the man 
wanted it he could come and get it. He had put it in our grid 
system, just where our chimps move around, and it had really upset 
them. He should have asked our permission or at least told us what 
he was up to.  
 
Back at camp we had just settled down to work again when the 
same shrill alarm barking started up all over again. This time two 
chimps seemed to be calling. Chris wanted to go on working so 
this time I went in with Zephyr. We identified Black and Muga as 
the callers. It was another tse-tse net, not far from the first one. We 
collected it. But what we realised was that the males were back. 
Duane was there, being very casual about the net, and besides 
these 3 males we saw  Janie, Kutu and Kato, Zefa, Andy, Zesta, 
Kigere, Kadogo, Mukwano, Kalema and her infant Bahati, and 
Sarah. It was really nice to be with a large group of chimps again.  
 
Richard returned from Masindi and Pabidi where he'd gone to pick 
up Dissan. He had brought back meat for supper - great! Yesterday 
we had had dried fish which had been delicious. So Chris and I, 
left to our own devices, were doing well. I had a nice chat to Chris 
over supper. He's been to Nyabyeya College and fixed up a video 
player for tomorrow night so we can see the two videos I brought 
out with me, one on Kanzi the talking bonobo, and the other an 
instalment of Africa Express which deals with a Ugandan dance 
group, hyper-inflation in Zaire, and the war between taxi drivers in 
South Africa. 
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After supper I read the Report of Phase 1 of the Budongo Forest 
Ecotourism Project, written by Christine Herd and C.D. Langoya. 
It was very well put together and well written and most interesting 
and informative. Having spent part of the day working on the 
NORAD proposal with Chris, which includes community 
development and community education, it was good to be 
reminded that the ecotourism people had actually got this kind of 
thing off the ground already. We could undoubtedly learn from 
them, and I knew Chris was in touch with C.D. so that should be 
easy enough.  
 
9.30 p.m. and I'm ready for bed. Lots of talking still outside. Our 
staff get on well with each other. The night air smells strongly of 
the night rose this evening. A truly enchanted place, with a new 
moon on its back, cicadas, hyraxes starting up, and an atmosphere 
of complete tranquility. After a week here I am completely adapted 
and love it. Long may it last! 
 
Wednesday 27th March  
Had a very good night's sleep, from 10 to 6 - lovely. The colobus 
did a fine dawn chorus at 6.25 a.m. No chimps heard calling alas. 
They have been unduly quiet this visit, probably because of a 
combination of wet weather and lack of big fruiting trees around 
Sonso.  
 
I found myself thinking of the way Black, and later Muga, had 
reacted to the tse-tse fly nets in the forest. The nets had been hung 
in the understorey, about 5 metres in from the logging track that 
runs from the sawmill into the forest (and is much in use these 
days by the pitsawyers). Why were these nets so frightening for the 
chimps? We assumed they thought this might be some new-
fangled kind of trap for them. It reminded me of the sorry fact that 
7 of our adults have hand or foot injuries and 3 have a missing 
hand(2) or foot (1). Indeed Muga, one of the callers, has a missing 
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hand. He knows what a trap can do. It was also interesting that 
once we had removed the fly trap and put it on the road they lost 
all fear of it and settled down to feeding in the trees above. We 
were happy to set their minds at rest. But there must be 8 more of 
the things in the forest somewhere if the man really put out 10! 
 
Despite the rain everyone around camp is healthy at the moment - 
no malaria and few mozzies around. What determines these bouts 
of malaria I have no idea but it can't be rain as such. This has been 
my rainiest visit yet. Last September it was drier than this but 
almost everyone went down with malaria including me. Evidently 
we have much to learn about this disease, what makes it virulent at 
one time and not at another.  
 
The men have been very interested in the future of the project this 
time, often asking me what is going to happen when the ODA 
money runs out. I've told them always that they cannot assume 
their work will continue here forever, that we may have to cut back 
drastically in June 1997 if we can't raise money to follow up on the 
ODA grant. They have understood this. They have also seen Chris 
and me beavering away and they know we are putting a proposal 
for the future together. They asked me yesterday if I would 
continue to come out and visit the project in the future; I said I 
would do so as long as I could. I think they like my visits, not just 
because of the bonuses (though that helps!) but genuinely because 
my seniority and presence lend a certain weight to the Project, give 
it substance and significance. They know I'm a senior person at 
Oxford and have widespread respect elsewhere, and they like the 
reassurance that brings. I always remember when Joy said it was 
good when I was out there, it focused everything. But I think even 
when I'm not, the fact that I am working for the Project in the 
background, and the knowledge that I will be coming out and will 
try and sort out any problems has always been good for the Project, 
and I have certainly enjoyed my visits tremendously. I think they 
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realise that too. So much here is thought and not said. That is fine. 
There are things you can't really express. 
 
We finally got around to settling the Transect Cutters' working 
hours. As they seem incapable of arriving at 7 a.m. (which is very 
early and means them getting up at 6 in the dark and coming to 
work in the dark, especially hard on wet days) we have suggested 
they work from 8 a.m. to 2 p.m. instead of 7 to 1. That way they 
can still earn 6 hours pay. We'll see how it goes. 
 
Went into the forest at 7.30 a.m. We found Kigere and Kadogo in a 
Ficus exasperata tree. We heard a few                                                                    
calls from the south east so we set off in that direction. At 8.17 we 
tracked down Kwera and Kwezi feeding on young leaves of Celtis 

mildbraedii, and Bwoba was also there - the same chimps as in 
recent days. Feeding nearby was a group of redtail monkeys. But 
then we found Kikunku, the first time I'd seen him this visit. The 
chimps seem very fragmented at the moment, little quiet groups 
here and there. 
 
Watching Bwoba walking with perfect confidence 100 feet up on a 
small branch I found myself thinking that our human fear of 
heights must have evolved after the time when our ancestors came 
down to the ground, 5 million years ago or less. If ever we wanted 
proof of the evolution of psychological characteristics this fear of 
heights is a good one. 
 
I had a new idea for a survey and discussed it with Zephyr. It had 
arisen in the following way. At home in Oxford I had been putting 
Zephyr's data on the sightings on to the computer and had 
succeeded in plotting the sighting on our MapInfo map of the trail 
system. The results had been very interesting. Some blocks had a 
very large number of sightings in them, while others had few or 
none. While this was probably the result of food distribution, i.e. 
the chimps were seen mainly where the food was most plentiful, 
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especially where there were big fruiting trees, it was also possible 
to argue that the sightings were concentrated in blocks close to 
camp and that there were thus more sightings close to camp  
because those blocks were visited with greater frequency than 
blocks further away. I had thought of a way of, at least in part, 
testing this alternative. What we needed was information on the 
numbers and size of chimp food trees in the blocks. We could then 
compare blocks equidistant from camp, focusing on those which 
had a large number of sightings and comparing them with those 
that had few or none. At present, apart from Chris's early fig 
density study, we had not counted the number of fruiting trees in 
the blocks of the trail system. So that had to be done. Beforehand, 
however, I needed to put all our data together, including the most 
recent, to see exactly which blocks to focus on. So when I got back 
to Oxford one of the first things I would do was to update the 
MapInfo maps of sightings, ascertain which blocks to compare, 
and send the maps and instructions out to Andy who would 
organise the census. It could be done on rainy days or on days 
when the chimps were not around. The men said they could fit it in 
without difficulty. Tinka would be needed for tree identification 
and he would be available starting in May, as he would be 
spending April up at Pabidi.  
 
At 3 p.m. today Chris and I completed the nth rewrite of the Norad 
proposal and printed it out. It was beginning to look good. We had 
worked on it for hours each day, a labour of love. But we both 
realised that the future of our project depended on it. Tomorrow we 
would leave for Kampala, and in the case of Chris and the men, 
Bwindi, for tomorrow was the day for that journey. Chris would 
drop me off at the Fairway Hotel, fix me up with a taxi driver 
whose job it would be to ferry me around, and pick me up the 
following Monday to take me back to Budongo. I would spend the 
Friday and the weekend with Aluma and Kabogozza in Kampala 
going over the Norad proposal from their points of view, changing 
it as necessary. 
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Thursday 28th March  
I was up at 6.30 a.m. and here is a copy of a note I wrote to 
Richard for action while I was away: "There are 20 bats living 
above my room in the roof. They enter by the ventilation holes. 
These holes need to be blocked up from inside or outside. Can you 
do it? Also use poison. They are getting too noisy. Please also 
check plant samples not eaten by rats." 
 
So off we set. Chris drove, I took the passenger seat, Zephyr, 
Dissan, Tinka, James and Nabert were in the back. They would 
stay the first night in Kampala, on Friday they would drive to 
Mbarara and spend a night there, then on Saturday they would 
make the journey along the dreadful road to Bwindi and see the 
gorillas that day (we had booked this well in advance), then on 
Sunday they would drive back all the way to Kampala, and finally 
on Monday pick me up at my hotel and take me to Budongo. A 
fine plan, and it (almost) succeeded without a hitch. 
 
We arrived in Kampala at lunchtime and Chris dropped me off as 
planned and got me a friendly taxi driver. I checked in at the 
Fairway and had lunch there. In the afternoon I took the taxi over 
to the East African Natural History Society's offices at the 
Museum, because I was eager to get hold of a copy of the current 
issue of SWARA. In it, we had been told by Isaiah, whom we met 
quite by chance as we were taking a soda at a village on the way to 
Kampala, there was an article about hunting in the Budongo Forest 
written by Kirstin Johnson, based on her studies in 1992. And there 
was a second article by Andy about the problems of the gorilla 
guards at Karisoke in the aftermath of the Rwandan war; one of 
them had been falsely accused of crimes and was in prison. So I 
just had to get a copy.  
 
We arrived at the Museum a few minutes later, at about 2.30. It 
was raining slightly. I went in and found my way to the office, 
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where I met Stephen Kigoolo, the Administrative Assistant. David 
Mutakanga who was in charge, was out. Stephen was just sorting 
out the new issue which had arrived from Nairobi. He needed to be 
sure he had enough copies for the Society's members in Uganda 
before he could sell me one. (I would get one anyone, but months 
later, as I was a paid up member of the East African Wildlife 
Society, but through the Nairobi branch, and I got my copies by 
sea mail at Plum Tree Cottage, about 3 months after publication). 
He found me a spare copy and I bought it. I took it back to the 
hotel and read the articles, both of which were very good. Andy's 
was a hard-hitting one urging the Rwandan authorities to get on 
with the business of trying the people languishing in jail, many of 
whom were completely innocent. Kirstin's was the first article to 
shed light on the amount of hunting going on in Budongo, and the 
different tribes and their attitudes to animals. Though most readers 
would not know it, it was a first and contained a lot of new 
information distilled from her M.Sc. thesis, which was in turn 
derived from her interviews with villagers around Budongo in 
1992. 
 
Friday 29 March 
This was a crucial day. I got up and had the nice breakfast of water 
melon, paw-paw and pineapple provided by the Fairway, then took 
my taxi to Nakawa to see John Aluma at 9.30 a.m. Unfortunately 
when I got to the FORI office Aluma was busy in a meeting with a 
group of AFRENA people from Nairobi. I wasn't sure exactly what 
AFRENA was but clearly Aluma couldn't get away as he was 
chairing the meeting. However, he came out to meet me and urged 
me to go over to Dr Kaboggoza's office at Makerere and talk to 
him first. So that's what I did. On the way I called in (for the first 
time) at the Norwegian-funded National Biomass Study which had 
a building at the Nakawa Forest Department site. I asked for Calle 
Hedberg but he was not in, so I made an appointment to see him at 
2.30 after lunch. Then I walked over to see if Paolo Viscanic was 
in and he was, so I stopped for a cup of tea with him. We talked 
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about the very excellent first volume of the series of books he and 
Peter Howard were producing on the biodiversity of Uganda's 
forest reserves. In particular we discussed to what extent the mass 
of data and analysis would be actually published (the book series 
would probably not go far beyond Forest Departments) and the 
problem of who actually owned the data and who had the right to 
use it. There was the problem that if it was very widely distributed, 
for instance on the Internet, people might use it inappropriately and 
draw wrong conclusions. That was a problem we could not solve. 
Paolo told me that Andy was back from Zaire and actually in 
Kampala; he was going to leave a message for me at the Fairway 
(I'd left a message for him at Pom's saying that's where I was). 
 
I left Paolo and moved back by taxi to Makerere, to the Forestry 
Department. En route I called in at Pom's house and found a note 
from Andy asking if I could join him and John Hart (the leader of 
the project at Epulu in Zaire where Andy had just spent the last 2 
months) at the Sheraton at 1 p.m. for lunch. Fine. 
 
We moved on up to the Forestry Department. John Kaboggoza was 
free for half an hour after which he had to give a lecture. So I 
grabbed the opportunity to show him our new Norad proposal and 
the associated budget. He made a copy for himself and we 
discussed the general ideas and looked at the budget which he 
completely approved of. He pointed out that we had only budgeted 
for one year for each of the 2 Ugandan M.Sc. students on the 
budget whereas they would need 2 years of funding each. This 
might, he thought, be overcome by a Government sponsorship 
scheme which could make up the difference. The same was true for 
the UK and Norwegian students: they were funded for a year's 
field costs and travel only. In those cases we (or the students) 
would need to find the extra funds for home university fees from 
somewhere. This we had known when we put the budget together. 
To have included the university fees would have pushed the costs 
up much too far. John K. then picked up the phone and made an 
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appointment with John A. for 3.30 that afternoon at FORI, 
Nakawa. So far so good. 
 
I had a bit of time on my hands so I went into the main library at 
Makerere and looked around at the books there. The library itself 
was chock full of students all reading and writing essays. But the 
books on the shelves were so old! Most of them were still from the 
pre-Amin era. One reason might be that the newer books bought 
with aid money were in smaller, safer libraries in the various 
departments of the University. I knew that was true of MUIENR 
which had its own small but distinguished library of brand new 
books, fully up to date. How far it was true elsewhere I did not 
know. But if these were the only books available then heaven help 
the students! I read old colonial books about the British 
administration in India, and even older ones about British history 
and goings on in London and in Parliament in the 18th century. I 
think I was in the history section. I tried the Zoology section but it 
was appallingly ancient. 
 
It was a quarter to one so I took the taxi to the Sheraton, ordered a 
beer and waited at a table for Andy and/or John Hart. Sure enough 
Andy arrived before long, looking a little leaner (he explained he 
had eaten nothing but beans and rice for 2 months!). 
 
After lunch I returned by taxi to Nakawa. I walked over to the 
Biomass Study building. Calle Hedberg was still not there but 
instead I was shown round by a very helpful Ugandan called Paul 
Drichi. He explained, in answer to my questions, that Norway had 
set up the NBS within the Forest Department to assist Uganda with 
mapping its resources, initially its wood resources, in order to 
assess the woody biomass of Uganda and in particular to determine 
whether, and for how long, the current rate of exploitation of trees 
for firewood and charcoal could be sustained. As a result they had 
done very accurate satellite-based mapping using GIS systems 
such as ArcInfo and MapInfo with which I was already familiar. I 
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was impressed with the wide array of powerful computers in the 
small NBS building, the large colour map plotters, and above all 
the air conditioning. This must have been a very expensive 
operation to set up and it would be expensive to maintain as Paul 
showed me a cupboard full of plotting cartridges, and I knew what 
that must have cost. Well, excellent, and full marks to Calle 
Hedberg for getting it off the ground and keeping it going. It would 
certainly be nice to collaborate with NBS in the future, and indeed 
Karl Solberg had suggested it and it was in our proposal. In the 
meantime I ordered 4 maps of the Budongo Forest which NBS had 
made and Paul said they would be ready in a few weeks. They 
showed the forest as a uniform green as the forest types were not 
of interest to the NBS, but they showed more detail in the 
surrounding districts and were maps we certainly ought to have. 
Fortunately the NBS maps showed precisely the same areas as the 
Ordnance Survey maps I already had of Budongo, and it was good 
to know that these areas were now on ArcInfo should we ever need 
them on our computer. The map numbers for both Ordnance 
Survey and NBS were 38/2, 38/4, 39/1 and 39/3. 
 
3.30 arrived and I went across to Aluma's office at the Forestry 
Research Institute (FORI) which is located at Forest Department 
Headquarters, Nakawa, but actually falls under the National 
Agricultural Research Organisation (NARO) which is in the 
Ministry of Agriculture! Aluma was there and it was not long 
before Kabogozza arrived. Aluma wanted to go over the NORAD 
proposal in detail. Starting with the first sentence he made many 
suggestions for improvement, all of them good ones. I found 
myself making extensive notes on how to re-organise it to meet the 
requirements of FORI and MUFD as well as NORAD, also Aluma 
pointed out that we had not made our objectives clear enough, nor 
the methods by which we would achieve them. Having worked our 
way collectively through the proposal, we came to the Budget. 
Aluma and Kaboggoza were happier with that, and made a few 
suggestions but we had to make sure the overall cost was not 
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increased, so all changes had implications and this took quite a 
while to sort out. But we managed. 
 
We then came on to the question of timing. I had not realised until 
now, but Aluma and Kaboggoza were of the opinion that NORAD 
wanted to start the Makerere funding, of which we would be a part, 
on July 1 of this year, 1996. Our ODA support ran until May 1997. 
There could thus be an 11 month overlap. We discussed how best 
to deal with that eventuality. Aluma, Kaboggoza and I were clear 
about one thing. Money that was available too soon was preferable 
to money that was available too late! None of us had any idea 
when any future money might come through the pipeline from 
NORAD. There had been talk when Solberg was here of the setting 
up of an office in Kampala later this year, and subsequent funding 
for the forest sector. But we had agreed then that that should be our 
second line of attack if the Makerere funding did not work out. So 
we were all agreed that we should go for this funding now, even if 
it came too soon. And in any case, it seemed likely that even if the 
money was agreed from July 1, it would be a while before any of it 
could actually come on line. In fact, Budongo Forest Project would 
be in a very nice position if it had one source of funding ready to 
follow on immediately the previous (ODA) one stopped. I pointed 
out one snag, namely that we had a whole set of expenses lined up 
in the NORAD budget for Year 1, and while we still had the ODA 
money we would not need to draw on the NORAD money for such 
things as staff salaries etc, so at the end of the first year we might 
have a considerable underspend. They did not think this would be a 
problem as we could explain the position then, and in any case 
there were a number of NORAD year 1 items we could use the 
money for even if the ODA money was still there, notably a new 
vehicle, for which we had budgeted in the NORAD budget for year 
1. It would be great if we could go out and get a new vehicle as 
soon as July, as the old one was costing a fortune in repairs and our 
ODA budget was heavily overstretched as a result. So all in all it 
seemed best to go for the NORAD money now, spend what we 
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could of it if it came in time, and if not then hope it would 
definitely be on line by the time ODA funds ran out in 1997. 
 
It was indeed nice to be talking so positively. When I recalled the 
utterly negative attitude of ODA's Development Division in 
Nairobi, the dreadful complexities of the EC funding arrangements 
over in Bob Murtland and Jones Kamugisha's office, and the way 
our GEF application (into which I had put years of work) had just 
disappeared without trace somewhere in Kampala, I just felt that 
here with NORAD was a great opportunity and absolutely 
everything had to be secondary to getting this proposal accepted. 
And what was nice was that NORAD seemed to be happy about it. 
We also realised that it was logical for NORAD to want to take 
over BFP in view of its long-term commitment to Nyabyeya 
Forestry College. Plus there was the undoubted fact that thanks to 
Andy Plumptre and Chris Bakuneeta (and maybe myself to some 
extent!) the Budongo Forest Project had made quite an impact in 
Uganda in the five years it had been operational. We had had so 
many visitors all reporting favourably on the hard work we were 
doing. It was known that the atmosphere on our project was 
friendly and hospitable. We had published a number of significant 
papers in the international literature, as well as in magazines and 
the Sunday Vision, adding profile to the Forest Department. And 
Budongo was Uganda's most important and best known forest, the 
source of much of its wealth in pre-Amin days. Our staff of 29 
men, our 200 km of trails in the forest, our habituated community 
of 48 chimpanzees at Sonso, our well built and well maintained 
project site - all this was available to a donor who could see its 
value. And of all the donors so far, only NORAD had seen that 
value. I was gratified, of course, but also realised that there's many 
a slip twixt cup and lip, so no chickens were being counted yet.  
 
We finally had to decide on what course of action we should now 
pursue. We had taken the proposal apart and it needed completely 
re-writing. Aluma and Kaboggoza were about to embark on a 
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foreign trip in a few days time. NORAD wanted the proposal fairly 
soon, so it could be considered with the Makerere support package 
which was almost finalised. I recalled that Solberg had said that if 
we could not get the proposal finished early enough, a 2-page 
summary would do. So it was agreed between the three of us that I 
should return to my hotel and write a 2-page summary in longhand 
that evening and bring it to FORI next morning, Saturday, and 
Aluma would have his secretary type it up and send it to Solberg in 
Dar es Salaam straight away.  I would then return with Chris to 
Budongo and we would re-write the entire proposal there, make 
the necessary budget changes, and bring it to Kampala when we 
next came through in the middle of April on my way out.  
 
So I said my goodbyes to the two Johns, made my way back to the 
Fairway, and started writing while the ideas were still fresh in my 
mind. Two pages didn't take long to put together, distilling the 
main ideas, and I summarised the budget in a couple of lines at the 
end. A good day's work, and I can't remember much more after 
that except that I sat outside having lamb kebabs for supper and 
talking to another Englishman on business in Kampala while two 
ladies of the night eyed us in a predatory manner from a table 
across the way.  
 
Sunday 30th March  
After breakfast I got into a taxi and headed off for FORI with my 
2-page summary. Aluma was there and I passed it over to him. We 
finalised our ideas and plans.  
 
At lunchtime the day before at the Sheraton, with John Hart, Andy 
and I had arranged to meet the following day, today, at noon at the 
Fairway. I was ready for him, sitting outside in the garden drinking 
beer. He arrived and we talked about all the various things that 
concerned us, about the money and Zaire and his research and my 
analysis and Chris's thesis and the staff and the vehicle and when 
Andy was planning to leave for his writing up period in Oxford. 
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This would be in October, and he would be returning via a forestry 
conference in Switzerland on October 7-11, he told me. I told him I 
had already put an advert out for someone to replace him during 
the last 9 months of his period on the ODA contract (September 96 
to May 97) and had had a number of applications from well 
qualified people. The deadline for applications was March 31st, 
tomorrow, and I would assess and interview when I got back 
home. We had agreed that the interim co-director should start at 
Budongo on September 1st so as to have a clear month of overlap 
with Andy and Chris, to learn the ropes.  
Lunchtime arrived and we had lunch. As we were starting Alan 
Rodgers joined us and we asked him how the GEF Phase 2 was 
going. It seemed to be subject to delay but he was confident it 
would come through eventually. Then Alan had to dash off to the 
airport so we said goodbye. Andy and I talked non-stop until 5 
p.m. when he had to go to the garage to collect his pick-up which 
had needed some repairs. We arranged to meet again at 7.30 for a 
drink at the Speke, where we had arranged to be joined by John 
Hart, a Zairean student named Kambale Saambili, a driver and a 
pygmy, all from Epulu in Zaire. They had all travelled together to 
Kampala. It was the first time the pygmy had been out of the 
forest. 
 
I had a shower and a rest, then took a taxi to the Speke and started 
on a beer. In due course Andy appeared, and a bit later there was 
John with his entourage. The student Kambaale was a nice, quiet 
Zairean who had been working at Epulu for some time on the 
mangabeys there. It seems there are 2 mangabey species at Epulu, 
one of which raids crops and the other does not. I mentioned Kate 
Hill's work at Budongo on crop raiding. The student was just now 
doing an M.Sc. at Makerere and would go on to do a Ph.D. at 
Epulu. But his next move was to return to Budongo with Andy and 
study our trail system and our monkey censusing methods. 
Speaking to the pygmy and the driver was harder as neither of 
them spoke a word of Engish, and my Zairean French was not 
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much good, and their Zairean Swahili was very fast and somehow 
different from the Ugandan version. So I didn't talk to them much, 
though with John Hart's help (he speaks fluent Swahili) I managed 
to communicate to the pygmy that I had met Mbuti pygmies once 
before, near Bundibugyo. But he didn't know where Bundibugyo 
was and seemed a bit baffled by the whole business of having a 
conversation with me. 
 
From the Speke we went on to a nice Indian restaurant which did 
excellent, and wholly vegetarian, food. I talked mainly to John 
Hart, an animated conversationalist if ever I've met one, and we 
had a great evening generally. Next day we returned to Budongo. 
 
Easter Sunday, April 7th  
My last full day at Sonso. It's been a good stay. I got up early but 
fully rested, not tired at all. It was the crowing of Dissan's cockerel 
that had woken me. Chris was up early too - he gets some thesis 
work done early these days, before breakfast. He hopes to finish it 
by the summer at latest this year, and I think he could.  
 
At 9.10 we found the chimps after chasing them since 7.30. I was 
with Stephen and Martin and Zephyr. We'd gone first to the Nature 
Reserve where they'd been yesterday and then, following their 
calls, had come half way back to camp again. We found the males 
- Magosi, Duane, Chris and Bwoya. They were feeding on the 
leaves of a Celtis mildbraedii tree. Martin set up his camera, and 
we helped him remove some branches from the understorey that 
were in his way. He had his camera trained on the tree with the 
males in it. Then Zephyr spotted a female in estrus. She was half 
hidden at the top of a neighbouring tree. One of our males made 
his way over towards her. The others continued feeding. Zephyr 
thought it might be Mama but he couldn't be sure. 
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                                             Duane 
         

 
                                             Magosi 
 
Suddenly there was a loud scream and a furious rushing about in 
the treetops. The female leapt from the canopy and in a series of 
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jumps crashed down to the ground. The male who had moved near 
her leapt down after her. The remaining males in the Celtis tree 
simultaneously hurled themselves down to the ground in great 
brachiating leaps. All of them were gone in 10 seconds flat. "Did 
you get a sequence of that?" I asked Martin. "No, I had the wrong 
lens on" he replied. It would have been an amazing sequence of 
leaping by the big males. Not expecting such drama (none of us 
did) he had his long focus close-up lens on and couldn't follow the 
action. What exactly had happened? I asked Zephyr. "She was a 
new female, he said, in full estrus and wholly unhabituated". She 
had been terrified of us humans and our equipment and had fled 
from us, and the males were not letting her get away. So we lost 
them. I had to get back to camp as there were things to do, and 
Zephyr did not want to spend his whole Easter Sunday in the 
forest, so he and I set off for camp, leaving the intrepid cameramen 
to try again. They would wait for calls and see if they could catch 
up with the chimps. I was fairly tired by the time we got back and 
made myself a coffee - wonderful!  
 
Towards the end of the day Martin and Stephen came back. They 
had had no success, but would have a final try next day (their last, 
we would be leaving). At 6.45 p.m. people started arriving for an 
Easter party! There was Niall and his friend Chris from the 
Handicapped School, Cath from Nyabyeya Forestry college, and 
others from Masindi. Also CD and his wife. We all settled down to 
drinks in front of the house. I took a last hot shower - such a 
brilliant addition to camp, all thanks to Jake. Our guests from 
Kibale, Stephen and Martin, raved about it - turns out there is no 
shower at Kibale, hot or cold. Congrats again, Jake! 
 
We had a nice party. Not a noisy or drunken one with music but a 
quiet gentle one in the moonlight, sitting on chairs in front of the 
house. I talked to Geresomu and Zephyr for quite a time. We 
cooked special food for Easter: pasta and tuna salad, with roast 
chicken and roast potatoes! It was excellent, if somewhat mixed 
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fare, but with a crate of beers and another dozen donated by the 
visiting film crew we did well.  
 

 
                                           Geresomu 
 
 
Monday April 8th 1996 
Leaving day. The rain had started at 5 a.m., heavy and continuous. 
Things were looking a bit damp for the drive to Kampala by the 
time a dull dawn arrived. By 6.30 there was still no-one up except 
me, making tea as usual. Unless it cleared up there would be no 
filming for Stephen and Martin on this, their last day. My things 
were all packed up and I was ready to go. Just one more thing to 
pack, and that was the worm and dung samples pickled in formalin 
in small plastic tubes - part of Mike Huffman's study. I had decided 
to take them back with me to Oxford, from where I would either 
send them to him in Japan or get them to him at the IPS congress 
in the USA in the summer. At 7.30 Zephyr arrived with a bulging 
brown jiffy bag and we forced it into the suitcase. I was set to go, 
worms and dung and also 3 pickled  Commelinacae leaves 
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recovered from dung samples, unchewed and undigested. One of 
these leaves was in a sample that also contained dung. This was 
our chimps' medicinal plant here at Budongo. I had collected some 
leaves earlier and had now reclaimed them, fully dried, from the 
plant press and was going to look at them under the electron 
microscope as I was fascinated by the hairs. I thought that these 
hairs might be directly involved in removal of worms or eggs. 
Mike and I had already had the leaves tested in the Marseille 
laboratory to see if there were any potent antibiotics in them, but 
had failed to find anything particularly anti-helminthic or anti-
nematodal in them. Mike had also failed with a number of species. 
But he had noticed that all these plants had hairy leaves and so we 
wanted to explore the nature of these hairs in more detail.  
 
So, at 9 or 9.30 we set off for Kampala. I was staying at Derek 
Pomeroy's house, Andy at the VSO Guest House, Chris with his 
wife Peace in her Kampala flat. Joy came with us too, with her 
baby Alan - she was going home to show her family the new baby. 
In the evening, at 6 p.m. as planned, Frankie phoned me at Pom's. I 
phoned Gladys and arranged to meet next day, as we all wanted to 
hear the story of her experiences at Paraa lodge on the night of the 
shooting. We went out for dinner and then called it a day. 
 
Tuesday April 9th  
We had a Kampala morning, then at 12 noon I found myself sitting 
at the Pioneer Grill in the Pioneer Mall in the centre of Kampala, 
drinking coffee and waiting for Andy, Gladys and Chris to turn up. 
We'd spent the morning doing various essential things. Chris and I 
had photocopied our NORAD proposal, so carefully drafted and 
re-drafted at Sonso. Chris kept one copy, I had one copy, we made 
one copy for Aluma and one for Kaboggoza, and a final one for 
Karl Solberg in Dar es Salaam. So that was done! We heaved sighs 
of relief, it had been a hard job from the start of writing the 
proposal, through the re-write after Aluma's criticisms, to the final 
version and the final budget with all the wrinkles ironed out. We 
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were quite pleased with the way it had come out. Now that was out 
of our hands and we could only hope that NORAD would smile on 
our efforts.  
 
Andy was feeling low so he'd gone off to see if the doctor at the 
British High Commission could see him.  Not long after 1 p.m. he 
arrived at the Pioneer Grill, followed by Chris, and finally Gladys 
arrived too. We ate our lunches and listened to Gladys's story. She 
had been staying in one of the rondavels where tourists stay, on the 
south bank of the Nile at Paraa. The shooting incident was at the 
Lodge on the north bank some distance away so she was not at all 
concerned. She found out about it next day. She confirmed that the 
Asian in charge of the work had been shot and killed, and the 
money he was guarding had been stolen. No suspect had been held. 
It had all happened in the middle of the night. 
 
By the time lunch was finished Gladys was late for work so we 
drove her back to the  National Parks HQ. I saw her new office 
(she'd moved into an office of her own since I'd arrived three 
weeks before). Chris and I looked for Eric Edroma but he wasn't 
around. We left him a note to say we'd called. Then Chris drove 
me back to Pom's and went off with the Land Rover to look for 
parts needed to do some repairs. Later in the evening Andy called 
over and Peter Howard too, so we had a nice dinner together at 
Derek's.  
 
April 10  
My last but one day in Uganda. Chris came and collected me for 
the drive down to  Entebbe where I liked to spend the last day with 
him discussing the project, past present and future, over a couple 
of beers. He'd brought his son Howard along for the trip. We didn't 
have as much time as usual because Chris had to go back to 
Kampala to meet up with Andy and Kambaale who was coming to 
Budongo for a week to learn methods for his mangabey study. 
Andy wanted to get back to Budongo this very day, as he'd 
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arranged to camp with his census Field Assistants in Waibira 
tomorrow! So there was less time than I would have liked. 
 
Much to Howard's enjoyment we went first to the Entebbe zoo (or 
Uganda Wildlife Education Centre - UWEC - as it is now called) 
to enquire about a tree-climber called Nyandwe Stany who was 
working at UWEC as a chimp keeper under Debbie Cox who was 
the JGI person who'd succeeded Christine Manning. Debbie wasn't 
there but Stany was and so we were able to sound him out about 
the possibility of helping Andrew Brownlow when he came out 
later in the year to try and obtain hairs from nests as part of our 
proposed study of the genetics of our Sonso chimps. He would 
need a tree climber and Chris had mentioned this guy Stany, who 
now readily agreed to participate subject to the agreement of his 
boss Debbie, who would have to release him from his normal work 
to do this. Chris agreed to follow this up with her when he was 
next in Entebbe.  
 
Then Chris and I drove the short distance to the Botanical Beach 
Hotel for a beer on the lawn. I checked in first, to find I was the 
only guest in this large, new beautiful hotel. The lady behind the 
desk explained that it had gone into receivership and a new 
company was about to take it over, so business was expected to 
increase soon.  
 
Chris and I then settled on the lawn and Howard was very good, 
considering that we two were talking and there was not much for 
him to do. We took him to the edge of Lake Victoria but the big 
expanse of water and the sound of the small waves rustling in 
frightened him and he wouldn't come near the water's edge, in fact 
he beat a retreat and started crying! Chris and I talked about 
NORAD and the future of the project if the proposal we'd so 
carefully written should succeed, about how he would liaise with 
Aluma and Kaboggoza to keep the thing in play, and let me know 
if he got any news. We also talked about everything else as usual, 
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families and money and all the rest of it, but it was soon time for 
him to go back to Kampala. So he left before lunch.  
 
I had lunch alone in the spacious dining room with its red 
tablecloths and white table napkins. The waiter presented me with 
the ample menu, I was spoiled for choice, but on ordering fish I 
was told it was not available. After several other choices turned out 
to be not available I asked what was available and was told that 
chicken and rice was available so I ordered that.  
 
This reminded me of an occasion many years ago when I was 
travelling in Tanzania with Yuki Sugiyama to the Mahale 
Mountains research site. We got delayed for a week at Kigoma as 
the boat had broken down, but my main memory, apart from the 
beauty of the hotel site on the lakeshore, like this one I was at now, 
was that we had to eat chicken and rice for lunch and dinner every 
day as there was no choice at all. So I had an idea. When the meal 
was over I hailed the waiter and asked him if I could have fish for 
dinner? "Of course" he said, "we will get one for you from the 
lake".  I explained I liked the "whole roast tilapia", a Ugandan 
speciality I always had when it was available, and he agreed to 
prepare one for me.  
 
The situation was truly crazy. There were staff everywhere, maybe 
50-100 of them. There were 3 shops, all open, with their keepers 
sitting inside, waiting. Tables were laid for a banquet. The only 
guest was me, except for the vervet monkeys and ibises on the 
lawn outside. I felt like a Maharaja in his palace. And I was getting 
roast tilapia for dinner. If I'd had a d.j. with me I'd have put it on. 
 
It was hot, too hot. I retired to my room and dozed and read 
alternately, first reading the New Vision and then the Wilbur Smith 
novel I had with me, then I watched some ghastly Ugandan TV, 
then dozed off again, and so on, for the whole afternoon. Only the 
cries of the fish eagles penetrated my air-conditioned room through 
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its sliding glass doors. At 6 p.m. Frankie phoned me as arranged 
(well, it was 6.15 actually by the time she got through, so she had a 
poor impression of this hotel. I think the telephonist was using the 
phone herself as I had seen her earlier on it). After the call I had a 
shower and went down to dinner.  
 
What a fish it was! Huge. It tasted wonderfully fresh, but I groaned 
as I turned it over and discovered I was only half way through. I 
couldn't finish it. I congratulated the waiter who said it had been 
caught less than an hour before I ate it.  OK by me. I heaved 
myself upstairs again, flopped into bed and was out like a light. 
 
April 12  
And so by plane to Nairobi at the Fairview Hotel, homeward 
bound. As I had some spare hours I asked the hotel taxi-man, 
Peter, to take me to the National Park and in fact I spent a little 
time going round the ‘animal sanctuary' as it is called. I had heard 
about a captive chimp there and finally I saw him, a sad sight on 
his own in the cage he had occupied for years. Some other chimps 
were in an enclosure, much better off.  
 
April 13  
Caught the Lufthansa day plane to London and, incredibly, things 
went wrong again at Frankfurt. As on the outward trip, the plane 
arrived 19 minutes late at Frankfurt and I and some others missed 
our connection! We were then kept waiting for half an hour for 
boarding passes. There was a couple from Peru waiting with us. 
They spoke no German, no French and no English, only Spanish. 
They were told they needed Visas for entry to the UK if they 
wanted to stay more than 24 hours. They had no visas. They 
wanted to stay three days, to visit their granddaughter in Lancaster. 
They'd been told they didn't need a visa for such a short visit. The 
officials would not allow them on the plane until they had got the 
visas. There was no way they could get visas unless they stayed in 
Frankfurt overnight, and even then they did not know how to go 
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about it. No-one spoke any Spanish except me. They were 
dismayed. As I had a rudimentary knowledge of Spanish and was 
thoroughly fed up with Lufthansa anyway, I decided to stick up for 
them but there was nothing I could do.  However, they gave me 
their names and addresses in Lima, and also the name and phone 
number of their granddaughter in Lancaster, whose husband was 
coming to Heathrow to meet them. His name was Andrew Owen. I 
promised to phone the granddaughter as soon as I got there and 
warn her that they would not be on the plane, and to leave a 
message at the Lufthansa desk for Andrew Owen. They were 
relieved. They showed me photos of their children and 
grandchildren. Both they and I learned a lesson in British entry 
regulations. These two nice folk in their sixties were so much 
looking forward to the visit. As the flight was called and I went 
through on to the plane I saw them forlornly walking the other 
way. We waved. It was a triumph for bureaucracy over the 
common man. 
 
Arrived at Heathrow there was Frankie as good as her word to 
meet me, but before jumping into the Renault to drive home I 
explained about the Peruvian couple and their problems. So I 
phoned the daughter in Lancaster and told her, and then we left a 
message at the desk and they even made an announcement for 
Andrew Owen. And then we went to the car with my big suitcase 
and drove down the M40 to Plum Tree Cottage, with me telling 
Frankie some of the stories of the present trip. 
 
And so we come to the intervening time between this trip and the 
next. I was plunged straight into the summer term, and that 
included being an Examiner for the Archaeology and 
Anthropology Finals for the second year running. So there was the 
usual background of University work, a full day every day. But 
nearly every day too there was something to do or to read for or 
from Budongo.  
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First I had to make and remake the ever-growing list of students 
and others going out to Budongo this summer. I don't think we 
could manage many more people than we had coming. In fact I had 
warned Chris to expect an influx. Luckily they weren't all coming 
at the same time, but a lot of them would be at Sonso in July and 
August. We'd cope. 
 
There were letters occasionally, from Richard, and Zephyr and 
Chris and Andy. Andy was going to be away from Uganda at the 
end of June and early July. He had to go to Rwanda for two 
reasons, he wanted to try and get the release from prison of his 
unjustly accused ex-field assistant from Karisoke, and he wanted to 
re-census the herbivores there to compare the present data with his 
earlier study. He had set his Field Assistants a day-to-day work 
programme for while he was away so they knew exactly what to 
do. But his absence meant that for about a month I was unable to 
get answers to a whole series of questions and problems that, 
inevitably, came up.  
 
As soon as I got back, too, I had to start interviewing the 
candidates for the post of temporary expat Co-director. There were 
a number of promising people. Over a period of three weeks I 
interviewed all the most likely ones. Several would have been o.k. 
In the end I offered the job to Jeremy Lindsell, who'd been in 
Uganda for the past two years working up-country in the coffee 
business and handling quite large sums of money. However, he 
was really interested in ornithology! He knew all the wildlife 
people in Uganda so I felt he would be the best person to take over 
when Andy came back to Oxford to write up his data. He was 
happy to start on September 1, which would give him a one month 
overlap with Andy, and end on May 31 when our ODA grant ran 
out. The NORAD grant, if we got it, was due to start on June 1, but 
it did not contain funding for an expat Co-director as NORAD 
would only fund the Ugandan side of the operation. And anyway 
we hadn't got the NORAD grant yet. In the meantime I briefed 
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Jeremy on the ins and outs of the Project, showed him my filing 
system and how the different parts of the project fitted together, 
and how I kept track of the finances. I even convinced myself that 
this Budongo Project is a highly complex operation. After reading 
the files, Jeremy said "I see you run a tight ship". I had never really 
thought about it that way before, but he was spot on.  
 
Then, while I was busy with the Oxford interviews, I got a very 
nice email from Norway. The NORAD proposal had been 
accepted! 
 
Wow! Had I been waiting for that news! It was a huge weight off 
my mind, IF it was true.  
 
Not long after, Chris Bakuneeta wrote me a letter in which he 
confirmed the news.  He had talked to Kaboggoza who had said 
that NORAD had accepted our proposal and the money would 
come through on January 1 1997. That was 5 months earlier than 
we needed it but that was fine by me, and slippage was the name of 
the game, so we might end up getting it when we needed it. 
Terriffic. 
 
Zephyr wrote that a new baby had been born to Zana, and he had 
named it Nora. It wasn't until much later that I thought of the 
connection Nora: NORAD. I don't think Zephyr had it in mind, it 
was a coincidence.  
 
Then came news from Andy that two of our first Field Assistant, 
Dissan and Nabert, had decided to leave the Project. Nabert wanted 
to try his hand at running a shop, and Dissan had been running one 
with his brother for some time, and was always slipping off to 
check on it or buy stores. I was sorry to see the first of our people 
leaving but it must be an inevitable thing for that to happen. They 
would have been sorry to go, as they were part of our tight-knit 
community and they would lose that. But they were both young 
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and could not be blamed. Indeed, 5 years at one job was perhaps as 
much as I could expect. The trouble was that they were both good 
Field Assistants and we would have trouble replacing them, 
especially as both of them knew how to identify the chimps, 
especially Dissan (Nabert had been working for Andy for a couple 
of years now on monkeys and birds). So we badly needed more 
chimp identifiers, good and reliable ones, because many of the 
research proposals I was receiving were coming from people who 
wanted to study chimps in one respect or another.  
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Chapter 8 

 

September - October 1996 

 
In which I make a longer trip than usual, Andy leaves to write up 

in Oxford, and Jeremy takes over as Co-director. We have 

meetings with John Kaboggoza, Head of the Forestry Dept. at 

Makerere, through whom our NORAD grant will come in 1997.  

 
 
October 3, 1996 
4.30 a.m. Worries. How am I going to fund a Research Co-
director? Should I go for a VSO person from the Kampala office? 
It would be cheaper, a lot, but I'd have to find the money for that. It 
might be the best option though, and maybe I should aim lower 
than a PhD person who would receive an academic salary. I could 
talk to Howard Wright again in Oxford, but there wasn't much 
hope there. There was Doug Candland and Wildlife Preservation 
Trust International - might they help? I had not tried them so far. I 
could talk to Jeff Burley at OFI about trying to find someone who 
was keen on the job and might apply for and get a Fellowship that 
would pay his or her salary. And then there was NORAD but I was 
reluctant to go back to them for more money before we'd even 
begun. 
 
Duane Quiatt was with me on this trip, and after breakfast we went 
into the forest with Zephyr as planned and found Zimba and all the 
other males. Some of them were thrashing around in the 
understorey. They made their displays near Zimba. It was a lively 
morning, and Zephyr left after he'd identified the chimps for us. 
Back to camp for lunch. After lunch I photographed some wire 
snares that Andrew Brownlow had found in the forest, and then 
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helped him photograph and take hair samples from the decapitated 
head of our infant that we'd kept in the plastic jar in the store room 
since the infanticide incident that Geresomu had witnessed. We 
had pickled it in formalin, which would possibly make it 
impossible to get a DNA sample, but it was clearly worth a try. We 
were watched by Joy, Margaret and two bemused children as we 
tugged the hairs out of the grisly detached head, which was oozing 
formalin all over the concrete path. All in the cause of science! 
 

      
                  Andrew Brownlow and me at camp, 1996 
       
At 2.15 it was raining (again) and all was quiet except for the noise 
of the rain on the roof. Later Andy and I were invited by Erling 
Fosser to the Norwegians' house for drinks and supper. It would be 
Andy's last night at Sonso as Co-director. He would come back 
from time to time, first of all in January 1997 when there was to be 
a chimp PHVA meeting in Uganda to which he (and I) were 
invited. Jeremy had left for Kampala and South Africa. Andy was 
all packed and ready to go. 
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Friday October 4 
Andy left this morning at 8.30 a.m. to spend the end of his Project 
time at Oxford analysing his data.  All those at camp saw him off. 
He said goodbyes to everyone and it took time, no-one wanted to 
see him go. Eventually he just got into the pickup and drove off. 
Unfortunately he forgot all about Richard, who was going in to 
Masindi to get the motorbike puncture fixed. Richard couldn't 
believe it as Andy drove away, with the wheel in the back of his 
pickup. Richard was also going to get all the food for us for the 
next 5 days! 
 
 I felt a bit wierd after Andy left, realising that he wasn't coming 
back. How would we manage without him? I had not been able to 
find a salary for someone to follow him and had been very lucky to 
find Jeremy who had great management and accounting skills but 
was not an experienced researcher. The future was unpredictable - 
we had the NORAD money so the project would go on but would 
it continue to be the success Andy had made it?  
 
Duane saw my perplexity and suggested we go into the forest.  I 
hadn't realised Richard had been left behind so we were surprised 
to find Richard coming up behind us in the forest. He explained 
and asked for reimbursement for transport to Masindi as he would 
have to get there by public. He then set off gamely on foot to 
Nyabyeya from where he hoped to find some means of reaching 
the main road.  I hoped very much he would, not just because we 
had no food but because he was going to take me to Masindi on the 
back of the motorbike in a couple of days time from where I'd get a 
taxi or bus to Kampala, and I had to be there on time. 
 
We found Tinka before long and he told us that James had noticed 
that Banura, our female with the club food, had a new baby first 
seen that morning.  He showed us the spot and there she was, with 
her new baby, it seemed incredibly tiny, perhaps just a day old. 
Banura's vagina was still enlarged from the birth. Her other child, 
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Shida was there and we strongly suspect that Zefa is also her 
offspring so in that case she has three children now! 
 
We moved on to where noisy chimp calling was attracting us, and 
found Zephyr and the other field assistants: Tinka, James and 
Godfrey. Nabert and Dissan both left the project this year, so we 
have lost two of our good chimp people. But they had been with us 
for 5 years, so it's understandable if they want to make a change 
and earn more running their own businesses. Godfrey was one of 
Andy's bird and monkey people but he is now learning the chimps. 
Geresomu is also a chimp person but right now he is up at Pabidi 
where we send an assistant each month to study the chimps there. 
 
 Zimba was still in full estrus and surrounded by our adult males as 
before. Bwoya, Magosi, Kikunku, and (this time) Duane were all 
in attendance. Duane had priority, but when he moved away or 
climbed down (for Zimba was up aloft, staying in the small 
branches which gave her some security) then the others all rushed 
in and started quarreling with one another. Chris and Zesta had 
another fight up in the treetops. There was a lot of noise and 
excitement. Then it all quietened down and the four adult males sat 
on the forest floor, the four older ones, not Zesta and Chris. It was 
very pleasant and actually quite exciting to be standing three yards 
away from these big adult males who were totally relaxed as they 
groomed and dozed, almost (but not quite) fell asleep on the 
ground beside us. There was a good feeling of mutual respect and 
mutual trust. Then there was noise again up above and they all got 
up and climbed into the tree where Zimba sat, or rather lay 
lengthwise along a branch. "She's tired" said Zephyr and I could 
see why. As the males approached her she started to scream and 
moved into the small branches at the edge of the tree, so as they 
advanced along several routes her branch bent down and she leapt 
off into another part of the tree, a brilliant move that had them 
baffled. She clearly didn't want to mate just then, and they were 
getting more and more frustrated. This pattern went on all morning 
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and I was immediately removed from the loss of Andy, as if they 
had intended it to distract me! I also had my camera with me and 
managed to get some really nice close-ups of the males on the 
forest floor. 
 
Back at camp I sat in the house and thought about how I was going 
to spend the rest of my sabbatical leave once I got home.  There 
would be two terms, the rest of this Michaelmas term and next, 
Hilary term. I'd be back at work next April, so I had from 
November to March, 5 months. During that time there would be a 
short extra visit to Uganda in January, for a Chimp Conservation 
meeting in Entebbe, and I'd have my normal 3-4 week visit to 
Uganda in March. That reduced the time available to three and a 
half months. But with Christmas and all the other things it would 
more realistically be two or two and a half months. I wrote in my 
diary: "I may not get much analysis done while I'm out here - 
there's just too much else to do - but when I get back to Oxford I 
have got to isolate myself at home and get on with it. I'm going to 
have to be ruthless just to get into it. Once into it, I'll be o.k."  
 
Later in the afternoon I paid out advances to several of our staff - 
they wanted some money for Independence Day celebrations next 
Wednesday, October 9th. That date always reminds me of 1962 
when we were here for the original Independence Day. What they 
intended to do by way of celebration was anyone's guess, and not a 
hard guess either: drink, drink, smoke, and drink.  
 
Duane and I went out into the forest again that afternoon. We 
didn't see chimps but we had an interesting discussion of ‘culture' 
and what it might mean in the case of chimps. Bill McGrew's, and 
many others', definition tended to be in terms of material culture, 
especially things like nut-cracking and leaf-sponge making and 
termiting with sticks, but it also included things like hunting 
monkeys and eating particular medicinal plants that did not involve 
tool-making or tool-use. We wanted to broaden the definition to 
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include all kinds of things, rephrasing it in terms of information 
along the lines of the ideas we had expounded in our book. 
Information would cover their knowledge of the forest, their social 
understandings, and everything they learned during childhood, not 
just the more spectacular things like tool-use and so on. It was 
really nice having this delightful, thoughtful discussion with 
Duane, with chimps nearby but not in view, sitting on a fallen tree, 
binoculars around neck, boots on, birds calling all around, far, far 
from home. I suppose I'm a lucky guy, and Duane is a real good 
friend.  
 

 
                     Duane and Vernon at camp, 1996 
 
Back at camp I began to realise that Jeremy had a wonderful 
quality - he was tidy! That could never have been said about Andy. 
Andy was research, research, research and so our project prospered 
mightily. Now here was Jeremy, a very different person, unsure of 
himself on the research side but absolutely sure that our house was 
a tip! He's already made an inventory of all the books in the 
library, has tidied up the bookshelves in our library cupboard (I 
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used to despair of the chaos in there and do what I could myself, 
but it was always chaos again when I returned). And I didn't know 
it yet but he had great plans for House 2, was going to make 
Andy's room into a study and move into my room as his bedroom 
(I said o.k. with some misgivings, as I loved that room, but I was a 
visitor and he was permanent, and he promised there'd be a nice 
bed for me in Andy's room).  
 
Saturday October 5th 
6.45 a.m. Into the forest early with the field assistants doing their 
follows. We found the chimps on the ground in block D1, to the 
southwest of camp. Tinka was in a tree and Sara was eating Khaya 
bark. I asked Tinka (field assistant!) whether he thought Sara was 
sick and eating the bark for medicine but he said no, she was o.k. I 
wonder why they eat it. 
 
The world for these chimps is full of chimp calls - screams and 
hoots and grunts and other calls, too many variants to name 
(though many, including me, have tried). These calls reach their 
ears across the forest canopy from far and near. It is (following our 
conversation of yesterday) a world full of social information - who 
is where and what they are doing. Somewhere across the trees is 
Zimba, still in estrus, with her retinue of adult males. The chimps 
we are watching probably know just where she is, but we don't. 
We wander around with the Field Assistants searching for their 
chimps (they have to try and find the one they were watching the 
day before). 
 
At 7.33 a.m. we find chimps feeding on Broussonettia leaves and 
flowers. Zana and Zalu and one other juvenile.  Chris climbs a tree 
beside us slapping the trunk with his hands and pant-hooting 
noisily like a bully-boy. Kalema and Bahati arrive and join Zana 
and Zalu.  At 7.55 we spot Zimba screaming noisily in some kind 
of interaction with a male, a little way off from us. This is followed 
by a chorus of very musical pant-hoots.  Tinka meanwhile 
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positions himself right above me and tries to piss on me but 
without success, he misses by a metre! After which he descends 
from the tree and starts off along the trail, so I decide to follow him 
(no hard feelings).  We head north along the trail, me some 20 
yards behind him, he walking along with his sloping gait, stopping 
every now and then to look back at me; when he stops I stop too. I 
wonder if he's taking me somewhere, if he actually sees me as part 
of his group, a subordinate follower? But just then he turns 
abruptly right and disappears into the forest and I can't find him. 
 
I sit on a log near a crossroads in the trail system. Duane is 
somewhere else. The sunlight is filtering down through the canopy 
and a scarlet butterfly wings through the light. As I sit doing 
nothing Magosi walks along the trail intersecting with mine about 
5 metres away. Total silence, if I had not been facing his way I 
would not have seen him. Today the chimps are scattered in ones 
and twos. There was a lot of excitement earlier, now in the mid-
morning all is quiet. Are they waiting for something, or just 
resting, just letting the time pass. There are several chimps around 
me now, scattered in the trees and on the ground. They make some 
soft calls but mainly just lounge around doing nothing. Eventually 
I decide to go back to camp. 
 
After lunch I actually did some data analysis on the Toshiba. I 
analysed the use of blocks by injured vs. non-injured chimps, 
which is of interest to Duane (and we may want to do a proper 
analysis of this later). Also I started entering data on the numbers 
of chimp food trees in 8 selected blocks of our trail system, data 
collected by the field assistants when they are not busy collecting 
other kinds of data. I want to check whether blocks where we see 
chimps often are richer in food trees than blocks where we rarely 
or never see them, so I have chosen 4 heavily used blocks and 4 
scarcely used blocks, equidistant from camp. This is designed to 
test whether we see chimps more often just because they are near 
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camp. In due course, once the data are all in, I will compare the 
two sets of blocks.  
 
Richard is back, he got to Masindi o.k., found the motorbike wheel 
at the Travellers Corner cafe, got the food for us all, and I was 
happy to pay for his costs. Uganda is modernising! Richard 
reported that there was a total strike against the newly imposed 
VAT in Kampala and all the shops were shut. And here in Masindi 
he reported that all food prices had gone up as a result of inflation! 
Oh dear, poor old Uganda, they get aid, they prosper and get rich, 
inflation and taxation come along and they'll soon all be poor 
again. It's all part of the World Bank's great scheme for 
modernising the world (and making it subject to American 
colonialism...) Not much fund for us with our limited budget - we 
have no pot of gold to dip into to keep pace with inflation. Will our 
staff stay? Only out of loyalty I suspect, and some  because they 
like the work or live locally. 
 
Sunday October 6th 
With Richard I go to Masindi by motorbike. It's a fun ride. I get off 
at the muddy bits. He drives carefully and slowly. I like it! He has 
decided to come to Kampala to buy second hand clothes for a new 
business he's starting at Nyabyeya. He asked me for a big advance 
on his photography bonus, which I gave him, and I loaned him 
some more which will come from Jake, so he has enough to invest 
in clothing and start up shop. Great! When we get to Masindi 
there's a bus waiting to leave for Kampala so we jump on the back 
of a couple of bicycles and are taken to the bus. It's fine, not 
uncomfy and the people aboard are just like anyone else. The fare 
is 5000/- ($5) to Kampala. I pay for Richard as well, it's nice to 
have company. Off we set, past the garage where our Land Rover 
sits, gearboxless.  We arrive in Kampala in mid-afternoon, it's like 
a ghost town, partly because it's Sunday and partly because all the 
shops have decided to remain shut until the Government clarifies 
how they are to get recompensed for this new VAT, which they 
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don't understand. I see Richard off to a small hotel where he will 
stay, and then make my way by taxi to the Fairway, my favourite 
place to stay in Kampala, where they give me a nice flat at a decent 
rate. Frankie phones me (by arrangement) later that evening and I 
get the news from home. All seems to be well. 
 
Monday October 7th  
Up early, breakfast at 7 a.m., I'm at the bank at 8.30 when it opens 
and reach Makerere in good time for the appointment we arranged 
when we first passed through Kampala, with John Kaboggoza and 
John Aluma. Andy was there, he'd already been in Kampala for a 
couple of days. Chris was there too as he was in Kampala anyway. 
Jeremy was not, unfortunately, as he was at a wedding in South 
Africa. It was a very good meeting, went very well, no problems, 
very matter of fact, we discussed what we planned to do under the 
NORAD project. I made notes. We agreed that Chris would take 
minutes of meetings of the steering committee, which would 
consist of ourselves, and Per Wegge when he was available  (the 
idea of a steering committee had been Per's). Aluma would take 
responsibility for the utilisation component of the project, and had 
funds for one student. Kaboggoza would be responsible for the 
social forestry component, and he had funds for two students. 
Finally we at the Sonso camp would be responsible for the ecology 
and wildlife aspects, as we always had been, and would continue 
the work we had been doing hitherto. It would fall to Chris and 
Jeremy to steer that work along. 
 
8th October  
This was the day Andy gave his talk to the Forest Department. It 
had been widely advertised for 11 a.m. but when no-one showed 
up except us few stalwarts we wondered if they would boycott it. 
By no means. With the customary Ugandan lateness, the lecture 
room at Nakawa eventually filled with people. Fred Kigenyi, the 
Deputy Commissioner came along, also most of the other big-wigs 
in the Forest Dept. I was pleased to meet Tony Finch, the EC 



273 
 

project manager who had replaced Bob Murtland. Everyone 
listened to Andy's talk which combined science and policy.                                    
His criticism of the lack of proper FD management of the Budongo 
Forest came through clearly. His own work showed that 30 
mahoganies per square kilometer had been illegally pitsawn 
between our 1992 and 1996 censuses. This amounted to more than 
half the standing crop! The 1990 Forest Dept survey had given the 
figure of 60 mahoganies per square kilometer for the same area of 
forest. Andy stressed the need for a study of the maximum gap size 
compatible with tree regeneration, as this was not known and was 
crucially important in determining whether more than one 
mahogany should be felled where they were standing close 
together. He had found that where they were felled close together 
the resulting gap was so large that the amount of light entering 
caused a tangle of vines and herbs and shrubs and creepers to come 
up, so dense that no tree saplings could survive, so the area 
remained permanently deforested. Whereas small gaps did no long 
term harm and the forest eventually recovered. As for the effects of 
logging on wildlife, we had shown that if it was properly done on a 
well-organised system designed to achieve sustainable yields, as 
the British had done it, then the result could be favourable for the 
monkeys. For the chimps the picture was less clear, but it was 
certain that they did not remain in or near an area where logging 
was actually taking place as no nests could be found in such areas. 
That must mean some disruption for them as they cannot just move 
out of an area into surrounding forest - chimps have well defended 
territories and it must be very difficult for them to shift their 
normal feeding range without encountering the next community 
along, whose males would certainly take exception to 
encroachments by males from the displaced group. This was 
something that needed study.  
 
Andy had a number of recommendations for the Forest 
Department: 
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1. Minimize human disturbance and reduce the number of sawmills 
(there are currently still four, though only one is doing much 
felling); 
2. Manage the forest for  tourism as well as timber production - 
chimpanzees will generate more revenue than timber over the long 
term if they are properly habituated; 
3. Arrange to leave 2-5 seed trees per square km. standing when 
stock mapping; 
4. Evaluate replanting strategies using the permanent sample plots, 
and set up some new plots. One thing to re-examine would be the 
size at which mahoganies should be planted out into the forest; 
seedlings were known to have a very low chance of survival; 
5. Minimize gap size by leaving seed trees where several 
mahoganies occur together; 
6. Reduce the number of people cutting in the forest: the current 
number of legal and illegal pitsawyers, coupled with the sawmills,  
is too much; 
7. Collect revenue systematically and efficiently. In recent years 
too much revenue has been lost through poor management.  
 
At this point Andy threw in that National Parks might step in if FD 
didn't improve, which caused a stir of excitement to buzz around 
the room.  
 
The talk was followed by a lengthy question and answer period at 
which all kinds of views were expressed. Fred Kigenyi countered 
suggestions that management had been poor by emphasising the 
difficulties of managing a forest with inadequate funding and so far 
from Kampala. The audience were left to judge for themselves 
whether FD had done all it might have done.  
 
After Andy's talk some of us - Andy, Doug Shiel who happened to 
be in Kampala, Chris Bakuneeta, Jeremy (back from S. Africa) and 
I - drove back from Nakawa to the Fairway Hotel. I had already 
checked out and paid the bill earlier in the day, so I was free to 



275 
 

leave. The others wanted to stay in Kampala but I wanted to get 
back to Budongo, so I said goodbye to them, collected my bags 
and got my driver, Musoke, to take me down to the New Taxi 
Park. The taxi left at 2 p.m. and by 4.45 we had reached Masindi. 
It was dry at that point. I took a private hire, a Toyota saloon car, 
to drive me up to Budongo. The man was pleased to have a 
customer and we agreed on a price of 25,000/- which is normal.  
 
Before setting off for this trip to Kampala I had actually thought I 
would need an extra day in Kampala as a second meeting had been 
arranged with Kaboggoza, but in fact he hadn't been able to make 
the second meeting and so I was returning to Budongo a day early. 
I had asked Richard Odongtoo to be sure to be at the Travellers 
Corner cafe on October 9th at 3 p.m. to meet me, and now I was 
returning a day early so I told the driver to head for Nyabyeya so I 
could tell Richard I was back early. We drove towards Budongo 
and about half way there the road started to get wet, it got steadily 
wetter, then we were in light rain and then in heavy rain. We took 
the turn off to Nyabyeya but the road got worse and worse, and we 
had two wheel drive only. The driver kept on valiantly, and the 
Toyota did really well, going through deep puddles and skidding 
about furiously as it made its way along the muddy track between 
the high elephant grass on each side. Then all of a sudden it slid 
around sideways and went into the ditch at the side of the road. I 
stayed inside. The driver got out and hailed some passing cyclists 
who very sportingly pushed us up on to the road again, they must 
have got covered in mud from the back tyres. We lurched on, 
seeing almost nothing through the windscreen, hoping the road 
would improve but it got worse. Finally, with a definite rejection 
of the whole idea, the car swung round at right angles to the road, 
its front and rear bumpers touching the banks on either side. We 
were well and truly stuck. 
 
Gradually more cyclists stopped to help. When enough had 
gathered they actually managed to swing the car round until it was 
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pointing the right way again. We struggled on, the road started to 
rise, I saw Nyabyeya centre ahead of us through the rain and we 
reached Richard's house. I told the driver to stop as I knew 
someone there. I got out into the rain and picked my way through 
the mud to Richard's house. His wife Florence was there but she 
said Richard had gone to Masindi - TO MEET ME! Oh dear, he 
would wait in vain for me, and I had hoped he could take me on to 
Sonso from his house by motorbike.  
 
The taxi driver was now surveying his mud-spattered car and 
talking to local people. He came up to me and said he was very 
sorry but the news was that the road ahead, through Nyakafunjo, 
was even worse than this one and we would have no hope of 
passing. He wanted to try and take the other road back to Masindi, 
through the college. I must say I didn't blame him. He offered to 
cut the fare to 20,000/- as he had failed to take me the whole way. I 
gave him the 25, he had performed heroics to get me this far. What 
should I now do? I had my raincoat in my blue bag, and Florence 
produced my boots, which I'd left at Richard's house on the way 
out (I'd changed in his house into my Kampala shoes.) I still had 
my Kampala trousers on but was resigned to getting them covered 
in mud. There was no doubt in my mind that I would have to walk 
to camp through the rain and mud.  
 
At that point along came Gino on his bicycle, on his way from the 
Nyabyeya centre to his house and then, after eating, he would go 
on to work. It was getting dark but there was still some light. He 
offered to accompany me on foot, pushing his bike, but then the 
idea came up that maybe I could find a bike. Just on the other side 
of the road was the home of one of our Transect Cutters, Ascencio. 
We walked round to the back of his house and there he was, with 
his wife whom I met for the first time. Could I, I asked, borrow his 
bicycle for the day? I would return it tomorrow. He was delighted 
to lend it to me, but I think he doubted my ability to ride it in the 
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atrocious conditions with slippery mud everywhere. I was none too 
sure myself, but if Gino could ride a bike then so could I! 
 
Off we set, Gino and I, along the slippery slope. I found 
immediately that the bike had no brakes worth mentioning at all. It 
had a nice sturdy feel about it, the saddle was comfortable, but 
there was no way of stopping it once it got going. Then came the 
second problem - following Gino I noticed that he kept out of the 
ruts and tried to cycle on the central part between them. I tried too, 
but I tended to wobble and slipped into the ruts. Once in the ruts, 
which were running like little rivers, progress became very arduous 
as they were full of mud and the cycle wheels went down into the 
mud and stuck there. Occasionally I just got off, repositioned the 
bike, got on again and tried to stay on the central part. I was 
pleased to see that Gino was having some difficulty himself, 
though I couldn't look at him much as it was necessary to keep a 
close watch on the road just in front of the bike all the time. 
Occasionally we passed a pedestrian who hailed the muzee through 
the rain, or another cyclist struggling in the opposite direction, and 
once a Land Rover with 4-wheel drive came along, and I envied 
the clean dry illegal pitsawyers inside it as they slid about but 
made steady progress along the road. They could afford a Land 
Rover, whereas the poor old Budongo Forest Project could not, and 
its 61-year old manager was forced to cycle along in the mud!  
 
After some time we reached Gino's house and he announced he 
was going in to have his supper. I didn't much fancy standing out 
in the rain for an hour or so, even with his four sons for company, 
so I told him to go in, get his overnight clothes or whatever he 
wanted, and then come out again and we would proceed together to 
Sonso where I would ask Joy to give him some supper free of 
charge, and he could have a hot shower there too (he would 
normally take his shower at home before coming to work). He 
agreed to this plan and I chatted to his sons while he sorted things 
out at home. One of his sons, Michael, remembered Jake and 
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mentioned his name. The rain continued to pour down as we 
talked. People gathered around, full of admiration for the muzee 
and his undaunted approach to the conditions. I began to feel like a 
Hammond Innes character, fighting against impossible odds and 
getting through. My glasses were completely opaque with 
raindrops, and now the sweat I had worked up while cycling along 
was misting them up too. I tried drying them but my handkerchief 
in my pocket was soaked through, as were my trousers and all the 
rest of me.  
 
Then Gino reappeared in his working garb, his hat and his 
gaberdine raincoat, and off we set again. I began to appreciate the 
struggle our Transect Cutters have every time it rains. We used to 
insist on them turning up to work at 7 a.m. even in the rain, and 
dock an hour off their pay if they were late. I now saw how totally 
unreasonable that was. In these conditions it amazed me they 
managed to get to work at all. I was full of admiration for them. 
We reached the Royal Mile, it was nice to be in the forest. It was 
dark by now, but somehow we saw the huge puddles that sit in the 
middle of the road, got off our bikes and walked round them. I was 
glad of Gino's company, if I fell into the mud at least there would 
be someone to notice. And I could pace myself by him, a nice 
steady pace, not too fast nor too slow, either of which would lead 
to trouble. Up the hill from the Sonso river we pushed our bikes. It 
was still raining. We got on again and cycled triumphantly into 
camp.    
Supper was being prepared. Jim Paterson and Andrew Brownlow 
looked so dry! And so clean! I felt like a hero and, really, it was 
about as close as I have ever come. Even the others realised I'd had 
a bit of an adventure. I'd had plenty of time to rue my decision to 
return a day earlier than planned while cycling along, but now I 
was glad to get back. Gladder still as I stood under Jake's hot 
shower and let the hours of strenuous cycling, the wet of the rain 
and the sweat, pour off me. Back in dry clothes I felt really good, 
almost elated. I remembered when Andrew Brownlow had 
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returned in similar conditions on the back of a motorbike from 
Masindi. It is good to have an adventure occasionally, to really 
rough it for awhile.  
 

       
                           Jim and Sandy Paterson 1996 
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                                                  Gino 
 
October 9th  
Independence Day. My first thought was for Richard. I'd asked the 
previous evening if anyone could get a message to him that I was 
back already but the conditions were so bad no-one had 
volunteered to make the journey. Fair enough. But next morning 
Gino's son, who'd come to collect and return Ascencio's bicycle, 
said that Richard had come home and heard that I was back. I was 
relieved. However, it turned out that that story was wholly false! 
 
Duane and I went into the forest and found chimps. The forest was 
still very wet from the rain of the previous few days. It had been 
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raining a lot while I was in Kampala. We watched them and talked, 
heard a Nahan's francolin calling, then went back to camp. I spent 
the rest of the day relaxing and recovering from the previous day's 
ordeal. I talked to Geresomu, and to George who showed up.  
Around midday it started to brighten up, and by the afternoon the 
good old Ugandan sun was shining stongly and everything was dry 
again. At 4.15 p.m. Erling Fosser turned up with his family to see 
the chimps'. It was the family's last day and they wanted to see 
them before they returned to Norway if possible. The chimps were 
calling quite close to camp so I took them in. We found a big 
group of males with Zimba in estrus right beside camp. We had 
wonderful viewing conditions. They saw all our males and some of 
the females and younger ones, excellent views. I was pleased that 
they were not disappointed, as so often happens when people come 
who you really want to show the chimps to. The chimps looked 
magnificent feeding on Broussonettias and in the fig tree beside 
our house in the evening sun. Fantastic.  
 
So 6 p.m. found Duane and me with our whisky and g-nuts as 
usual, but with the added feature of chimp calls from just nearby 
where they were getting ready to make their nests. Zephyr had 
approached us earlier in the day and invited us to dinner at his 
place, to celebrate Independence Day, and so, with Jim and Sandy 
Paterson, off we went and had a lovely meal, cooked by Lilian, of 
various kinds of millet and maize and wheat mixtures, and a bowl 
of meat and the meat sauce, and rice, and beers and sodas to drink, 
all of us carefully arranged in Zephyr's house, with Geresomu and 
his wife Evace invited too, and Zephry's daughter and three other 
assorted children - amazingly we all fitted in with no trouble at all 
and had a splendid celebratory evening. 
 
10th October  
I got up early at 5.30 a.m. The chimps had nested at the forest edge 
right by our camp (one of them in view of us!) so when they called 
in the night the din had been terrific and had kept me (pleasantly) 
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awake.  Made my regulation cup of tea and 2 slices of toast, found 
some Marmite and honey, and felt quite good by the time others 
began to appear on the scene.  
 
At 7.24 we were chimp watching at camp! No need to go into the 
forest, the chimps had come to us. Nambi and her children Nora 
and Musa, Sara in estrus and others. It seemed wrong somehow to 
be standing in camp watching the chimps. They were feeding in a 
Ficus varifolia tree just behind the staff houses to the west of 
camp. Geresomu, who was standing with me watching Sara, 
reckons she is about 13 years old. Though in stage 3 of estrus, no 
males were expressing any interest in her. Instead they were a bit 
deeper in the forest with Zimba making their usual hullaballoo. 
Zimba is a much older female and there is no doubt that our males, 
like the ones at Gombe. like their females mature and experienced! 
 
The camp seemed pure magic to me that morning. There was a 
whole series of sounds, chimps, music from a radio, children 
playing, monkeys crashing in the trees around camp, hornbills with 
their raucous cries - yet all these different sounds seemed to 
harmonise, they were all mixed in naturally together.  
 
Rebecca (who had come out with Lucy to study people's attitudes 
to hunting) has come out in spots this morning - small blisters 
actually. Looks like chicken pox and she set off to see the doctor at 
Kinyara on the back of Richard's motorbike. I had no chance to 
speak to Richard but I could see he wanted to talk to me! 
 
Poor Richard! It seems the information we'd received the night 
before that he had returned home and had been told I was at camp 
having arrived a day early was wrong. He had not returned but had 
stayed in Masindi overnight and waited and waited for me to turn 
up. I had promised to be there at 3 p.m. I apologised profusely and 
he took it in good spirit, but he had been seriously alarmed at my 
failure to turn up as I was normally so reliable. Eventually 
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someone in Masindi had reported seeing me the day before and he 
had learned the whole story when he got back home. 
 
It was still raining! But now there was thunder too. Then it was 
suddenly over and the sun came out. Duane and I went into the 
forest and found Zimba and her retinue of courtiers, she was still in 
maximum estrus (stage 4)  and we saw her copulate with Vernon, 
Duane being elsewhere for the time being. Andy was also in the 
tree, but when he approached Zimba Vernon disciplined him by 
moving aggressively towards him, at which Andy screamed and 
retreated. Zephyr told me that Andy can and does copulate with 
females even though he is at most a very young adult and really a 
late stage subadult. Zesta was also in the group. 
 
At 9.30 I returned to camp. Sebbi was slashing the compound (he 
was relieved of Transect Cutting duties not long ago as he is too 
old now), Kahawa was weeding around the shower room, people 
were really working to keep our camp tidy. I did appreciate that. I 
made coffee and relaxed. Richard arrived back with Rebecca 
who'd been diagnosed with chicken pox as we'd suspected. He told 
me he'd waited until 7 p.m. yesterday, and then motorcycled back 
to his home in the rain on those atrocious roads, IN THE DARK! I 
could not imagine how he could have done it. Actually he was just 
very relieved to hear that I was o.k. and well and had not had some 
ghastly accident on the Kampala-Masindi road. He's a great guy 
and now when I apologise again he says "It's my work!" and 
forgets the waiting and the awful ride home.  
 
11th October  
Duane and I meet the Field Assistants in the forest and we are 
again with the group of males with Zimba who remains in full 
estrus. How long is it now since she came into full estrus and 
attracted a retinue of males? Must be a week at least.  The chimps 
were high up in the treetops feeding on Celtis durandii fruits, and 
very hard to see. It was a grey wet drippy morning with raindrops 
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falling from the trees on to us, but the chimps were unconcerned. 
We stayed in the forest awhile, then returned to camp where we 
found Richard had laid out his large collection of second hand 
clothes in Chris's half of the house and was virtually a one-man 
clothes market, with all the women around camp as customers. He 
seemed to have bought a large number of skirts and blouses and 
the women were eagerly trying them on, much to everyone's 
amusement. Duane and I stayed discreetly next door, but we could 
hear the cries of pleasure and amusement as the women tried on 
one garment after another. These clothes are sold in Kampala in 
large white linen bags and inside the bag there may be several 
hundred items. Where do they come from, we wondered? And the 
answer that sprung to mind was a simple one - they would be aid 
clothing syphoned off from its proper destination which at this 
moment would be either Rwanda, Zaire or the Sudan border, in 
each area of which there were hundreds of thousands of refugees in 
camps. Anyway they were on sale in Kampala for anyone to buy 
and Richard had sprung into business with the capital Jake and I 
had given him to set up. His main market was going to be 
Nyabyeya Centre, but in the meantime he saw no reason not to sell 
a few items at Sonso. I asked him what his profit margins were and 
he told me when he wanted to sell something he just thought of a 
price! But he assured me that his plan was to sell things at bargain 
prices so that people would be sure to return, he had a genuine 
sense of business and I felt sure he would succeed.  
 
Late that afternoon, in the sunshine, the chimps came back to our 
great Ficus mucuso tree by the camp (a double tree actually) and 
we were once again watching them from camp. Zimba was there, 
with Kikunku and Mukwano, all in the evening sun, a perfect 
picture of paradise (or, as I said to Duane, like a children's story 
book). He says to me "What would you have done if you hadn't 
been able to come back to Budongo?", and we both contemplate 
that dire, and happily non-existent, possibility. 
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At 6.45 p.m. Zephyr comes back from nesting his chimp (this 
being a Follows day) and suggests to us that maybe Duane 
copulates with Zimba at night because he often nests very close to 
her (or, at other times, to another female in estrus). I recall that Per 
Wegge has a pair of night binoculars on his grant proposal, and I 
wonder if we could actually watch the chimps at night. They 
certainly get up to something at night, judging from the 
tremendous noise they make... 
 
The next few days were spent in much the same way, going into 
the forest, watching the males with Zimba, Duane and I having our 
desultory conversations over the whisky and nuts. I had talks with 
Jeremy (back with Chris from Kampala) about his plans for bird 
work and with Chris about the forthcoming PHVA (Population and 
Habitat Viability Analysis) meeting he was helping National Parks 
to organise. It would take place in January 1997, and both Andy 
and I were invited.  
 
I arranged with Tinka John that he would organise the complete 
survey of a number of blocks in our trail system, to document 
exactly how many chimp food trees each block contained. Only in 
that way could we do really accurate surveys of the extent to which 
the food supply controlled the movements and subgrouping 
patterns of our chimps. He gladly took the job on for a small 
bonus.  
 
One day in the forest the males really seemed to have decided to 
ignore us. They lay around on the forest floor, groomed each other 
and ignored us completely. I got some of my best photos to date 
that day, using Fujicolor 1600 ASA print film (before I had always 
used slide film but this trip I had brought print film and I think the 
results were better). 
 
It was nice to be with the Field Assistants day after day, and we 
realised the extent to which they enjoyed their work and the 
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seriousness with which they filled in their checksheets. It was a joy 
to ask them difficult questions and get their considered replies. We 
learned a lot about chimps at that time, about the way the non-
alpha males waited until Duane left the company of Zimba, and 
then immediately moved up to try and mate with her, sometimes 
fighting with each other up in the treetops to get access to her. I 
began to get the feel of events, the pattern of the chimps' lives. It 
was a long visit to Uganda, 6 weeks, and well worth it.  
 
On Sundays I went to church with Jeremy, and one day we visited 
the Norwegians at their lovely house with the view we'd wanted, 
and had some beers with Odd Lie and Erling Fosser. It was a very 
pleasant time but the day came when I had to head back for 
Kampala and eventually, before long, home.  
 
Back of my mind all the time was the question of how to raise the 
money for a salary for the research job that Andy had done so well 
for 5 years. I felt that we had to have such a person to guide the 
research along. But my efforts to raise the money had still borne no 
fruit.  
 
Jeremy mist-netted some garden warblers from Europe! I was 
amazed to see them out here, I knew them from good old England. 
All this way, and no plane ticket! 
 
14 October  
Duane and I went into the forest at 7.15 and found all the adult 
males around Zimba again, three of them sitting on the same 
branch all with erections! Zimba was lying on a branch as before, 
poor old girl.  Magosi moved towards her in purposeful fashion but 
she did her trick of swinging into a new tree. So Magosi went back 
to feeding. We now noticed the males stripping bark from the 
branches of a Ficus mucuso tree, the first time Zephyr had seen 
bark stripping  from that species. They tore off strips of bark and 
ate or licked the inner cambium layer, then dropped the strips on 
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us! I returned to camp early as I wanted to prepare some analyses 
of the data on the computer to demonstrate to the Field Assistants 
at the 2 p.m. meeting we were going to have. 
 
Tinka identified the species of leaf used by Kikunku, Muga and 
Zimba for leaf sponges as Acalypha sp. 
 
At 12.45 to our surprise we saw 2 pitsawyers carrying their saws 
over their shoulders, escorted by 2 forest rangers. They walked 
right past our house. Richard said they'd been arrested for 
pitsawing in N3 compartment. But we wondered why they'd been 
put on display to us - to show us the FD was doing something 
about the pitsawing, or as a mock display? We would never find 
out.  
 
The meeting at 2 p.m. with the Field Assistants was most 
enjoyable. Duane presented his leaf-sponge checksheet to them, 
which he is going to pay them a bonus to collect, and I presented 
my checksheet designed to see whether they are finding chimps by 
their calls, by the trees they are thought to be feeding on maybe, or 
both.  We also discussed a lot of different things and I showed 
them how I analysed the main data files on SPSS at Oxford (we 
did a few analyses so they could see how it was done). They were 
quite impressed at the computer's analytical powers, how it could 
find any given chimp on any given day, say how many times we'd 
seen it, how often it was with another chimp, how large the group 
size was and many other things. It's important they should have at 
least some insight into what we do with all the data they collect.  
 
15th October  
Next day Duane and I went in as usual, early. We found Tinka on 
his own in a tree with a full erection, but no females were about. 
Maybe he was fantasising about Zimba! Duane said he'd noticed 
this before in the case of Tinka. Poor chap, he doesn't get a look in 
(or anything else in) when the big males are around.  
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Today the chimps were scattered around the forest and calls were 
coming every few minutes, criss-crossing the forest so the chimps 
must know who is around and where they are. It's a very effective 
way they have of keeping in touch.  
 
Later we saw Janie in estrus for the first time. Mama was also in 
estrus. Zephyr said that Mama is always seen in estrus and he 
thinks she comes to visit our group when she is in estrus, returning 
to a neighbouring community when she is not in estrus. She mates 
frequently with our males, according to Zephyr. Why this pattern 
of movement? A complete mystery to us. 
 
Later I photographed Maani from close up, 4 metres away, eating 
the bark of a Desplatsia tree. He chewed the bark and swallowed 
the juice, then spat out the wadge of bark fibres.  He was doing this 
at the very base of the tree.  
 
Back at camp at 11 a.m. I met Achobo who would be leaving us to 
study to become an Assistant Forest Officer at Nyabyeya Forest 
College. He'd stay on and do some part time work for the Patersons 
after they left, on the baboons. But essentially we'd be losing him. 
Julius also wants to leave, to farm his land and sell his produce. 
We talk. It's a pity to lose these skilled men but we can't prevent 
them from leaving! That'll be four gone this year, the first year 
we've ever lost anyone. Partly because Andy's going, and partly 
because they've been with us for a long time now and want a 
change for which they cannot be blamed. Plus our pay level has 
been slipping relative to others in the area, and there are more 
opportunities around these days to make a bit of money. Too bad.  
It happens in every organisation. 
 
Richard got to work shining up the plaque for the visitors. I asked 
Kahawa to clean up the site in anticipation of their arrival.  
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16 October  
Into the forest with Zephyr and Godfrey. We find Bwoya on the 
ground in block 2.2. Magosi, Geresomu, Kikunku, Zesta, Zimba 
and others are around. We see Gonza, Vernon and Mukwano. 
Zephyr comments that Geresomu is older than Gonza but smaller, 
and we wonder if this is because he (Geresomu) has never been 
seen with a mother. He spends all his time with the males. We 
moved on to Block 4.7 where we found Chris and Black on a big 
Ficus sansibarica tree, with Mama in estrus. She presented to 
Black who touched her swelling but did not mate with her. She sat 
behind him, then moved over to Chris and they groomed each 
other mutually, very close, with Mama being very friendly and 
sociable, but there was no mating. Our chimps did a lot of pant-
hooting and some more young ones came and joined the party. So 
many chimps! 
 
 
17 October 
Into forest with Duane. We found the chimps at the F. sansibarica 
tree. An adult male arrived with a hurt left hand, not one of our 
injured chimps but either the result of a fall or a fight. We finally 
identified him as Bwoya. He groomed Zimba whose estrus 
swelling was now beginning to decline somewhat (we classified it 
as estrus 3).  
 
At 9.29, in response to calls from the south-east, Tinka gave a 
great response with piloerection, he screamed and rushed across 
the tree to leave it towards the calls. Bwoya and Zimba did not 
react at all to the calls. As Tinka left, Geresomu and Andy 
followed him, then Mukwano did so too. It was as if the calls were 
highly relevant to Tinka but not to the others, and the younger ones 
who followed Tinka did not react to the calls. It was as if Tinka 
was being called and replying "I'm coming!" Who knows? Zimba 
was in estrus 2 today, so not much male interest in her any more.  
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Our visitors from ODA were supposed to arrive yesterday but had 
not done so. At lunchtime today we got a fax asking us to make 
appointments for them in Masindi for today (!) and so, generously 
and not without self interest as we were hoping they might provide 
funding, we drove to Masindi to arrange things for them, meetings 
and accommodation. We stopped by at Frank Turyatunga's place 
and found they had contacted him too and he'd made the 
arrangements already. So we stopped and had a nice talk to him 
about his very interesting scheme to resettle the people who are 
currently in Murchison Falls Park and need to be moved further 
south. He has a big grant from USAID to do this and is an 
excellent person. He plans to give each family a 20 acre plot, a 
huge amount of land, and this has raised the hackles of some of the 
other local families who, because they did not illegally settle in the 
Park in the first place, have much smaller plots of 5 acres or less, 
so they say why should the illegal settlers have more than them? 
You can't win in Uganda. He also had plans to give them seed to 
grow maize, train them in the way to grow it successfully, and 
assist with the marketing of it so they got a good return.  
 
For our part we told him about the NORAD project and he was 
interested in the community aspects of this so I said I'd send him 
some details of that. Amazingly, Frank is on email in Masindi - the 
first person to do so! I took his email address and later, in the UK, 
tried it out successfully.  But he's a busy man and we agreed we'd 
only use it in emergencies.  
 
We drove back to  Budongo, picking up some bamboo poles 
Jeremy had ordered at the College for his mist nets. Richard 
meanwhile had revarnished the wood for the plaques and brassoed 
the brass so they looked good. The visitors were expected today, 
later, and we were ready for them, with my request for funding for 
staff salaries, camp repairs, land rover repairs, and our road. Would 
they oblige? I rather doubted it. 
 



291 
 

From my diary: "This trip's been too long in a way. If it hadn't 
been for this ODA visit  and Duane's presence I'd have left by now. 
I don't know how Frankie's managing at home on her own. I don't 
know how Janie's managing with the planned move to Port Hall 
road. I hope Jake's o.k. These things are beginning to trouble me 
and it's still a week before I reach home. Ah well. At least I'm on 
sabbatical leave and there's no University teaching to stress me out 
when I return. I want to keep clear of that and just do analysis for 6 
months solid. Will it be possible? I doubt it but I'll try. I must be 
careful not to let too many students come out here in 1997. We had 
too many here this year and Andy suffered a bit. I must prepare for 
the PHVA meeting in January. And I must think of additional 
funding sources and send out the brochure with a funding request 
to get some more money flowing in. I must keep on at ODA for 
more funding. I have to get established with my computer and data 
files at Plum Tree Cottage. I have to write the National Geographic 
Interim Report. But the main thing is the analysis of the data 
accumulated so far." Thoughts of the UK breaking through! Time 
to leave? 
 
At 2 p.m. Donal Brown and Mark Eckstein arrived, from ODA-
Kampala and ODA-London respectively. They went into the forest 
with Jeremy to look at the Nature Reserve while it was still light. 
While they were in the forest a man called Richard Allen arrived, a 
friend and fellow bird-watcher of Jeremy's . He brought loads of 
meat, vegetables and beer so he was made very welcome. We sat 
and talked, then at 4.30 I took him along the trail to the Nature 
Reserve to meet Jeremy and the others coming back, which after 
500 metres or so we did. I returned with Donal and Mark, and 
Jeremy went back to the Nature Reserve with his friend Richard.  
 
At 6 o'clock we all took hot showers and then settled down for a 
serious discussion in front of the house. I made notes. They 
thought we had a wonderful research site and it must be kept going 
at all costs but did not fit their mandate which was to re-organise 
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the Forest Department. They suggested we seek funding from the 
academic sector, and from commerce, with me to do the former 
and Jeremy to do the latter. Nice people, no money. 
 
We ended the day with a tremendous supper. There were 13 of us 
around the table. Beers were on our ODA visitors. Next day they'd 
go out to look for chimps. And so, to bed.  
 
October 19th  
Mark and Donal went into the forest with Zephyr and the other 
Field Assistants at 6.30 a.m. as they were on Follows. At 7 a.m. the 
chimps arrived at camp! They made a hell of a din and Duane and I 
found them feeding on Celtis durandii. We had a nice morning and 
when we got back the visitors had gone. They'd seen the chimps 
o.k. 
 
At 1 p.m. we had a meeting with the Transect Cutters, very 
friendly, they like the new working arrangements and accept 
Gideon as their supervisor. They seemed happy in general.  I 
explained there would be no pay rise until January and then it 
would just be 5%. They needed a full explanation of what 5% was. 
It was no use saying that on 1000 shillings you would get 50 more, 
making it 1050/=. They wanted to know exactly what they would 
get, given their current rates of pay. So this information had to be 
dug out and calculated. They didn't think much of the increase but 
accepted it was all they would get. Finally I gave each man his 
customary 5,000/= advance and we broke up in good heart. 
 
Lunch was at 2 p.m., then Chris, Jeremy and I had a meeting at 
2.30 to discuss the implications of what our ODA visitors had said. 
We apportioned duties to each other to help (a) disseminate our 
findings better, and (b) do a bit of fund raising.  
 
That took us to 4 p.m. and the time for the meeting with the Field 
Assistants and Domestic staff. I explained about the NORAD 
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funding and our other fundraising ideas. There were 3 main 
questions: (a) about newspapers (now stopped), and we finally 
agreed to take the Monitor which costs less than the New Vision, 
(b) about Joy's shop - she wanted to know how to keep it shut after 
7 p.m. as we had asked her to, if she was living there and her 
family had to come and go in the evening, We suggested she 
should have a second room for her shop and pay a rent for it and 
she agreed to think about that and we would discuss it later, (c) the 
domestic staff asked for double pay on Sundays. As we had no 
spare funds we suggested it would be o.k. if they took it in turns 
(Joy, Evace, Margaret and Kahawa) to do shifts. They would thus 
get the same pay but work half the Sundays. They said they would 
think about it (later they rejected the idea). I gave them their 
bonuses.  
 
Finally, in the evening, I was invited to dinner at Richard's house - 
the first time he'd invited me to his home. We set off at 6.30 on the 
motorbike, the roads were more or less ok and we arrived safely. It 
was a delightful African evening. There was a photo of Jake on the 
wall, sitting with Richard in a grass hut at Moyo on the trip they 
took together. Both were writing letters home, Jake to Emma and 
Richard to Dorcas. First time I'd seen that picture. There was a 
great atmosphere.  Both of Richard's more recent wives, Florence 
the elder one and Janet the younger one were around, but it was 
Florence who cooked and served me with the chicken, matoke and 
rice, and there was plenty of beer to wash it down. There were 
various people around in the compound who came and went in a 
quiet, casual way, the talking was incessant but never jarring or 
obtrusive, just quiet and relaxed. Goats wandered around and 
babies too, the fire was burning under the cooking pots and 
Richard put a candle in the room. It was a fun evening for all. 
Riding back at night was fine, and as it was late Richard stayed 
over at Sonso. 
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October 20th. Sunday. Lariam day, and Church day. I'm sitting on 
the front step at 6 a.m. Chimps are already in the trees above the 
staff houses, and there is calling and drumming from others behind 
them. Cicadas are chirping and the colobus monkeys have just 
done their dawn chorus. This is my last full day here and Duane is 
now up and making us some toast (I have my tea already). Birds 
sing, an early carpenter bee buzzes by, chimps call again, a cock 
crows, and a hazy mist hangs over the trees (it rained last night). 
Last day feelings... but it's time I returned home to family and, no 
doubt, problems of some kind or other.  
 
Church was as usual. Then we went across to say goodbye to our 
friendly Norwegians, Odd and Erling. Back home for lunch and 
after that a long meeting which Chris asked for, to discuss various 
things, all very positive and hopeful. Then, a bit later, Paitho 
turned up and told me all was well with his house, and then he 
asked me if I would like a duck! I couldn't quite understand what 
he meant. Then it dawned, he wanted to give us a duck for our 
final dinner, a delicacy! I offered to pay and he was quite upset, 
this was a gift. His son, he said, was just around the corner with the 
duck. So when I said yes he called the boy who had the duck under 
his arm. Jeremy found a place to sit it in the cool, its legs were tied 
together, we put it in the kitchen store room and locked the door on 
it (or as Joy said the baboons would have a great time with it). 
Later that afternoon he killed it and plucked it! A man of parts.  
We all enjoyed it enormously that evening. After supper we moved 
to Chris's side and demolished one and a  half crates of beer, with 
the help of the staff and their wives and children. It was a very 
pleasant farewell occasion. Duane made a nice short speech about 
how much he enjoyed it when he came to Sonso (this being his 
third visit). And so we all retired to bed.  
 
October 21  
Leaving day. Suitcase full as ever. Why? I'm carrying loads of 
Andy's (and some of my) checksheets this time, also at the last 
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minute Zephyr gave me a bag of worm samples for Mike Huffman. 
We set off in Andy's pickup after saying our goodbyes. We were 
giving a lift to Harriet, a friend of Chris's, and her child, they sat in 
the back with Duane, I sat in the front with Jeremy. First stop was 
the Sugar Works where I introduced Jeremy to Graham Pollock, 
the manager. Then on to Masindi for a soda, and we picked up the 
Land Rover gearbox from Masindi garage. Then we hit the road  
and talked about that book "Jesus the Man" which we'd both read. 
Did we believe it? It was an animated discussion, until...a red 
warning light came on and Jeremy stopped to investigate. One of 
the three fan belts, the one that operated the alternator, was loose 
and breaking up. Jeremy tried to fix it. We went on. Then we got 
the smell of rubber as the belt finally disintegrated. We pushed on, 
battery power only, and finally reached Kampala at 4 p.m., seven 
hours after leaving Sonso. We met Chris at Makerere as planned, 
and handed over Harriet, he'd been waiting at the roadside for 
hours. Then on to Pom's for mail and messages. Then Jeremy 
drove Duane and me to the Fairway where Jeremy came in and 
tried to get some of the oil off his hands and we all had a snack. I'd 
left a message at Derek's so at 7p.m. we met him (and a Dutchman 
from Amsterdam Zoo) and dined at the Athina Club. The 
conversation was animated because the Dutchman was convinced 
he had to collect animals in order to preserve them, and he was 
looking for lions. I didn't agree with him about that, nor about his 
plan to put chimps on an island in Lake Victoria, which he said he 
was doing with the Jane Goodall Institute. I think he must have 
fabricated that as I didn't hear any more about it afterwards. There 
was one amazing misunderstanding - he kept talking about benefits 
to the local community, and I said yes, that was very important and 
how did he intend to do it? Then it turned out that his conservation 
benefits for the local community translated into bringing exotic 
animals into his zoo for the benefit of the local Amsterdam 
community! Oh dear oh dear oh dear. 
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22 October  
Last day in Kampala. I went over to the Forest Department to see 
Peter Finch about the possibility of EC support for our project. I 
met  Jones Kamugisha. He told me there was a meeting in progress 
and it was about Budongo! A delegation headed by Peter Karani 
was going to Budongo today to start work on an Interim 
Management Plan! I met Peter Karani after the meeting and he 
confirmed it, Could he please have a copy of our ODA Final 
Report from 1994? I said we had given the Forest Department 3 
copies but he said that despite his efforts he hadn't been able to 
find a single one of them! We went to the library and searched, not 
a sign of it! Chaos. Then in came Tony Finch who now heads the 
EC project in Uganda and he confirmed that there would be a 
group going to Budongo today to start work on a new Management 
Plan.  The whole of Nakawa was in a state of excitement, 
something approaching real forestry was about to happen! I 
wondered why, and why now? Maybe ODA was exerting pressure 
by offering money if a Management Plan was devised? Or the EC 
itself, at last? Anyway, fingers crossed, it could be the start of 
something.  
 
At 3 p.m. we had a meeting with John Kaboggoza, Head of 
Forestry at Makerere and we had a very constructive talk for an 
hour. Chris wasn't there as he was in town arranging the purchase 
of the new vehicle so he missed everything that we discussed. That 
evening we all got together again at the China Palace and had a 
sociable time, Duane, Chris, Jeremy, John K., and me. Things are 
looking good! 
 
Next day Duane and I went over to Entebbe and spent our final day 
in Uganda at the lovely Botanical Beach Hotel. It's a great way to 
end a stay in Uganda. The rest was a flight to England, we arrived 
at Gatwick at 5 a.m. (British Airways idea of how to treat its 
passengers), got the 7 a.m. bus to Oxford, were met by Frankie, 
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and Duane spent the weekend with us before leaving on Monday 
for Denver.  
 
Just to round off this section of the diary, I did manage to isolate 
myself at Plum Tree Cottage and got a huge amount of analysis 
done. I did manage to write a couple of papers for the PHVA 
meeting and went to Uganda for one week in January for that. It 
was great, and nice to see Zephyr there too, I'd argued for that. 
Richard Wrangham was there, and Jane Goodall too. We were 
written up in the New Vision. I had a nice meeting with 
Kaboggoza about the NORAD project on my last day, at the 
Fairway in its nice garden. Then it was back on the plane for 
another 5 a.m. arrival. Ugh! 
 
Back home I put first things first. The analysis went well. Having 
time was all I needed. I drafted four whole papers, on demography, 
social groupings, socioecology, and phytochemistry. Today as I 
write this (26 February 1997) my next trip is approaching fast 
(March 7th) and I won't get much more done, but I'm satisfied. 
And just last week I had a nice indication from Tony Finch that the 
EC might be willing to put money into our project director's salary. 
We badly need that. Chris has insisted on being Number One 
instead of sharing with Jeremy, and Jeremy has decided to become 
a research student and study birds. We need a Co-director, and we 
need one soon! More to do on the next trip. 



298 
 

 



299 
 

Chapter 9 

 

March 1997 - February 1998 

 
In which I make my last trip on ODA funds, NORAD funding 

begins, and I make an unplanned visit to Budongo... 

 
 
The 8th of March 1997 saw me on the plane again, though this 
time I travelled out with Alliance Airways, a South African airline 
which not only departed from Heathrow (B.A. now flies from 
Gatwick) but also flew direct to Entebbe with no stop at Nairobi. 
And with no longer any reason to go via Nairobi (ODA having 
given us a series of negatives on future support) this suited me very 
well. Plus it was a cheaper ticket! The plane took off and landed on 
time, the service was excellent, and my suitcase was there, so no 
complaints. Despite Chris having written saying he would meet me 
at the airport in our new vehicle, a Toyota twin cabin pickup, he 
wasn't there so I took a private hire to Pomeroy's house, stopping 
along the way to buy some mangoes and paw-paws.  At Pom's I 
took a shower, changed clothes and ate some fruit. Lovely! There 
was no note from Chris so I sat down to wait and sure enough after 
an hour or so he arrived, having reached the airport after I'd left.  
 
We sat down together and began on some lengthy discussions. I 
had come armed with a lot of questions for him, mainly from 
letters I had sent him in the last couple of months but hadn't 
received replies to. He explained that he'd been in Kampala more 
or less continuously since January trying to get all the details of the 
vehicle sorted out, and had in fact succeeded. We went out to look 
at the pickup. It was very nice, a Toyota Hilux, white and new, 
sturdy and high off the ground - a popular vehicle up-country, the 
type used by most of the traders to ferry goods and people along 
the rough roads. I had always admired the way these pickups took 
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enormous punishment and still kept going. Let's hope that it doesn't 
go the way the Land Rover did.  
 
Chris and I discussed how he would pay his Ph.D. fees now that 
Howard Wright had made the money available, when he would 
submit his thesis, what the position was regarding the Ugandan 
Students' Fund, how the work was going at Sonso, how he was 
going to do the accounts for NORAD and all sorts of other matters. 
We were still discussing when Derek returned to the house and we 
all settled down for lunch together.  It was a Saturday so there was 
no rush, and after a while Chris went back to his family, I stayed at 
Derek's, and we arranged to meet the following day for more 
discussions as there were a lot of things to do with the Budongo 
research I still had to find out about. The rest of the day was spent 
lazing around and talking, and in the evening Peter Howard came 
round for dinner - he's working in Ghana now but had taken 6 
weeks leave to write up his biodiversity data and was living in his 
former house outside Kampala. Nice to see him again. 
 
Sunday 9th March  
Lariam day (fortunately I seem not to suffer from side effects). A 
lazy morning, then Chris arrived after lunch and we resumed our 
discussions. We were still talking at 5 p.m. when Derek joined us 
for tea. They were good discussions and I felt I had caught up with 
things. Frankie phoned me at 6 p.m. as arranged and it was nice to 
think of her at 3 p.m. on her Sunday afternoon with grandad in his 
armchair as usual... 
 
In the evening we went to dinner at the rather grand Equatoria 
Hotel, and sat by the poolside in the warm evening air. I 
completely forgot about the icy cold I'd just left behind in England. 
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Monday 10th March  
Kampala Monday. Chris arrived and we got to the bank at 9 a.m. 
where I took out some cash for the trip to Sonso. Then on to 
Nakawa where we met Tony Finch and Jones Kamugisha who told 
us they would be coming over to Budongo next week, arriving on 
Monday and staying until Wednesday. Tuesday morning was set 
aside for a proper discussion of how BFP might be able to integrate 
with the EC Natural Forest Conservation and Management Project 
(of which Tony and Jones are the leaders) and in particular 
whether they could finance the salary for an expatriate research 
director which I was very keen to have. Tony and I had been 
exchanging emails in the weeks before my visit about this and he 
was somewhat hopeful that something could be put together. He 
now told us that EC Phase 2 funding was still some way off, a year 
at least, but there might be another source of funds he could tap, so 
we remained hopeful.  
 
We moved over to Peter Karani's room at FD where we found him 
engrossed in revising the new Management Plan for Budongo and 
at our request we were given a copy. This was the new plan for 
1997 - 2007 and was very important as it would set the stage for 
how the forest would be managed for the next ten years. Chris and 
I took copies away to read.  
 
Then we went on to Makerere where we managed to find John 
Kaboggoza and we invited him to join us at Budongo the following 
Tuesday, he said he'd try and make it. We really need him there as 
we are funded through his Department so any additional funds 
should be carefully integrated into his project.  
 
We then went back to Derek's house where I had some further and 
final talks with Chris about a few outstanding matters, then he 
drove off and I spent the afternoon reading the new Draft 
Management Plan. And what a good job I had time to do that, as it 
didn't give our project area any protection at all! This was an 
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oversight, clearly, as they had used Andy's findings extensively in 
writing the plan. After all, the only research that had been done on 
the Budongo Forest since the last Management Plan had been done 
by the Budongo  Forest Project! There was simply nothing else 
available for Peter and his team to use, except a rather patchy FD 
survey from 1990 and the old records from the days when FD was 
still active. The records of timber extracted by pitsawing were 
used, but they were unlikely to be accurate due to under-reporting 
for obvious reasons. Andy's surveys were scientifically 100% as he 
had no axe to grind, no reason to document anything other than the 
realities, and he had shown unequivocally that 50% of all grown 
mahoganies had been removed in the areas surveyed, and this was 
likely to be an underestimate for the whole forest since some other 
areas had been harder hit. The Plan did have some very good 
features. It recommended a large area of Budongo for Strict Nature 
Reserve, mainly in Waibira Block, and surrounding this was a 
Buffer Zone. But our project area in which we had done most of 
our work and where our beloved Sonso chimps lived was not in the 
Nature Reserve area or the Buffer Zone, it was in the area 
earmarked for pitsawing. I therefore decided to go and see Peter 
Karani next day and request higher protection for N3 where the 
Budongo Forest operates. 
 
Tuesday 11 March  
And so we did, first thing, go to Nakawa and had a long talk to 
Peter Karani who was very sympathetic to our concerns and 
assured us we would get the protection we sought. He agreed our 
research had been invaluable in writing the new Plan. He also 
assured us that there was stiff opposition to putting aside such a 
large area of the forest for Nature Reserve, and for highlighting the 
potential benefits of ecotourism. There were senior people in FD 
whose main concern was to see Budongo returned to its former 
glory and Uganda's prime production forest. These people were, in 
our opinion, out of touch with reality and had no idea how much 
timber had already been removed. The forest was no longer viable 
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as a production forest, other sources of income would need to be 
found. Peter agreed with us.  
 
From Nakawa we drove to Budongo, stopping en route for lunch. it 
certainly was nice to have our own vehicle again and it seemed to 
take the roads in its stride. We stopped at Masindi market to stock 
up with provisions and found Richard's motorbike there, and after 
a while Richard himself, with a long shopping list, so we joined up 
with him to do the shopping.  The motorbike needed repairs so we 
left it behind at the garage and took Richard back with us, arriving 
in the early evening. Jeremy was there, and Katie Fawcett, and all 
the staff. It was great to be back. 
 

                          
                                          Jeremy Lindsell  
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Wednesday 12th March. 
Into the forest with Zephyr early. I became aware how incredibly 
dry the forest was. Normally when I come out in March the rains 
have broken and things are pretty wet. This year there was no rain 
so far, none since January, and so the leaves were drooping from 
the treesk and we crunched along the forest floor over the dry 
fallen leaves.  We found Kalema and Bahati feeding on ripe Ficus 

sur. But Zephyr told me that for 2 months now they had had great 
difficulty finding the chimps as they tended to keep away from 
camp and for reasons best known to themselves were rarely 
feeding on the figs and the Broussonettias, their (normally) two 
favourite foods.  One species they were eating, Zephyr said, was 
Morus lactea, but we didn't find them doing this.  I was still 
interested in the question of the tannin content of fig seeds once 
they had passed through the chimpanzee's gut, so we collected 
faeces for washing later.  
 
We walked and walked, following chimp calls from the south. We 
crossed the River Sonso and collected two wadges found under a 
hole in a dead palm tree, where the chimps seemed to have 
scooped out the rotten pith and chewed it (for juice? for alcohol?) 
before spitting the fibrous material out again.  We crossed the 
River Sonso (always a tricky business, but this time there was not 
much water in it) and reached the electric power lines leading due 
south to Nyakafunjo. Calls were still coming occasionally from the 
south so we walked along under the lines. Finally at 10.55 we 
found Muga and Geresomu feeding on the unripe fruits of Ficus 

exasperata just to the west of the power line.  Looking further we 
found Bwoya, Zimba (in estrus 2) and her daughter Bwoba in the 
same tree.  We sat around talking for awhile, about making some 
further trails here in the south in order to make chimp tracking a bit 
easier. Zephyr agreed on this. Tinka and James were with us by 
now and they agreed too. Then as nothing was happening we 
turned for home, and I invited the chimp Field Assistants to a 
meeting at 2 p.m. as I wanted to go over their work and show them 
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what I'd been up to during my sabbatical terms in Oxford. I'd been 
working on the analysis of the chimp data nonstop, and I wanted 
them to see how the data they'd been collecting looked once it had 
been analysed.  That worked out very well and they were very 
interested. 
 

    
    Field Assistants in 1998, left to right: Joseph, James, Zephyr,                                    

Geresomu and Tinka 
 

Thursday 13th March 
The whole of this day was spent in discussions with Jeremy. We 
discussed all aspects of the project, including future work we 
would do under NORAD, the new application to NGS, the 
remaining time under ODA and how the new money was being 
spent (Howard Wright had given us some new money at the end of 
the project, as he had some left over in his budget and I had rapidly 
put in a claim for it!). Jeremy showed me some of the camp 
renovations already taking place with this new money, a new choo 
for the staff was in course of construction by Richard, and some of 
the walls in House 2 had been knocked down and the place was 
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being much improved. I was delighted and thanked Jeremy for all 
his hard work, well beyond the call of duty. We went over the 
various budgets, ODA, NGS, Ugandan Students Fund,  and 
NORAD, just to see where we were. It seemed from Jeremy's 
calculations that our original ODA money would just about last 
out, leaving the new money for other purposes as planned.  We 
also discussed Jeremy's own plans to do a Ph.D. on the understorey 
birds in logged and unlogged forest, which would involve him in a 
trip to the UK next month to register and find a supervisor, either 
at Oxford (where he would qualify for the £3K NORAD student 
grant), or at Cambridge, his original university. We also discussed 
the forthcoming meeting with Tony Finch and other members of 
FD, and I told Jeremy of my hopes to raise the money for an expat 
co-director.  
 
In the afternoon I had some discussions with Richard Odongtoo 
who was wanting some days off to do two things: run his second-
hand clothing business, and build himself a nice new house at his 
home in Apac. We agreed that he would need to work half-time to 
do this, and for that we would need to know which days he was 
working for the project and which ones for himself, and would 
have to take a proportional pay cut. He agreed to think further 
about it, and draw up a calendar showing which days he would be 
with us and which days not. His main problem is that he has too 
much to do and not enough time to do it all in, and he wants all the 
money from all possible sources!  
 
Jeremy and Richard drew up a contract for the building of the new 
choo, just in the same way as Jake drew up contracts with his 
builders in 1992.  House 2 is in a bit of a mess just now with 
renovations (including a new ceiling) going on but things will have 
to get worse before they get better.  
 
Finally I had a long discussion with Katie about her research. Her 
main problem since she came back from her time in Edinburgh is 
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that she has had real difficulty finding the chimps during this 
exceptionally prolonged dry season. But her methods seemed to be 
sound and she isn't too dispirited yet; when the rains return I'm 
sure the chimps will come around too and she'll get the data on 
females she so badly needs.  We agreed that she'd collect data on 
social behaviour as well as on ranging patterns, subject to her 
supervisor, Liz Rogers', approval. 
 
14th March 
By now I was already accumulating quite a shopping list of items 
to bring out next time or post. Geresomu wanted a small rucksack 
(I'd brought four, not enough!). Richard wanted boots and a 
rucksack. Kahawa wanted second hand shoes and a small electric 
fan (!). Various people wanted watches. And so it went on... 
 
I spent the morning working with Chris on my computer, showing 
him how to use Excel, which he wants to use for his NORAD 
accounts. Jeremy can bring him the disks when he returns from 
Oxford at the end of April.  We made quite good progress. Then at 
12 noon one of the Transect Cutters arrived to say that Tinka was 
lying sick in the forest. Poor Tinka, his wife was dying of AIDS 
and we all feared for him too.  He was asking for Panadol as he 
had a headache, and water. Armed with these,  I immediately went 
into the forest with Chris and the Cutter to find Tinka who was 
sitting up resting against a tree and was grateful for the pills. We 
had a long chat during which I made it clear that he would have to 
go and see a doctor at Masindi Hospital and find out what was 
wrong with him. He agreed to do so, but not before he had returned 
home and sorted out his children, and we agreed he would go next 
morning. I assured him the project would pay his medical 
expenses. My view was that he needed to be diagnosed properly by 
a qualified doctor, and given any treatment locally available. He 
got up easily enough, he had recovered his strength, and we 
walked out. He gave me 30 data sheets of food trees in the forest 
blocks, a study he was doing specially for me, and I gave him his 
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bonus for them. A vehicle happened to be delivering at Joy's shop 
and he got a lift back to Nyabyeya where he lives. 
 
Saturday March 15 
Up at 5.30 and into the forest at 7 a.m. where we met Zimba in 
estrus 2 and Gonza, also Mukwano, feeding on a Ficus sur tree. 
This is the tree they were not feeding on previously. I was with 
Zephyr who was on his third follows' day, and he went off to find 
his chimp, i.e. the chimp he was following, his focal chimp. So I 
found myself sitting on a log watching these three chimps waiting 
for Zephyr to return. Instead, Tinka (chimp) arrived and joined the 
group. 
 
At 7.30 I moved to the Ficus mucuso tree in fruit along the logging 
track. Here, with the pitsawyers walking past all the time, were 
Duane and Jambo, Kigere in estrus 4, Nambi, Musa, Kadogo and 
more yet. James, Godfrey and Geresomu were watching them, and 
also  the students Katie Fawcett and Mikala (actually studying the 
local human population but she stayed with us at camp last night 
and took this opportunity to see some chimps). Our chimps are 
noisy again today, back to normal it seems; there was constant 
calling between three groups of chimps - the two I'd seen and one 
other.  
 
Seeing the remains of wadges of fig seeds on the road reminded 
me that I wanted more samples for analysis of their tannin and 
sugar content (fig seeds were said to be high in tannins) but none 
of the field assistants had any plastic bags so I went back to camp 
to fetch some from Lilian. I returned with them and gave them to 
our people, and encouraged them to collect for me.  
 
The forest was tinder dry, covered in dry leaves as we walked 
along the trails. I wondered if it could actually catch fire in this dry 
condition. For the first time I could recall it was actually hot 
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walking at a normal speed along the forest floor. This certainly is 
an exceptionally long dry season, it should be raining steadily now.  
 
I spent the rest of the day, all afternoon, with Chris working out 
how best to lay out the NORAD accounts. NORAD had already 
funded our vehicle but their main funding would come on line on 
June 1st, when NORAD would take over from ODA. Whereas 
ODA accounting was done on a monthly basis, with Andy sending 
me the accounts and me sending the money as and when required, 
with NORAD there was a 6-monthly accounting period, and Chris 
would have to present his accounts to John Kaboggoza in 
December and June, so we had to work out a 6-monthly accounting 
system. But within that there also had to be a monthly one, as I 
wanted monthly accounts sent to me in Oxford, so any problems 
could be sorted out as and when they occurred.  
 
Apart from the accounts I helped Jeremy put up some roof panels 
in House 2, and we had a nice evening, Jeremy, Katie and I, with 
pleasant light hearted conversation. Tomorrow Jeremy would be 
preaching at the Nyabyeya Forestry College church so I decided to 
go along and hear what he had to say. Katie, however, was not to 
be enticed along, she was an atheist and I couldn't convince her it 
would be o.k. to just come and listen. 
 
Sunday March 16th 
And a fine sermon it was, about what is good and what is bad; and 
about how doing nothing can be as bad as doing harm.  
 
I'd been up since 6 a.m. writing letters for Chris to sign regarding 
how he would handle the NORAD account, the Ugandan Students 
Fund account and the Camp Fees account. I wanted all our 
decisions about accounting practices to be in writing so that he 
could refer to these letters later if he wasn't sure exactly what we'd 
agreed. After church I gave him the letters and after a few minor 
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changes we agreed on all these procedures and he and I both 
signed. I left copies with him. 
 
Then at 2.15 after lunch the rain came. The clouds were there all 
morning and finally it really rained, heavy Ugandan rain, with the 
associated high wind. This was the first real rain since January 8th! 
So the Royal Mile, which was dry this morning for the first time 
ever, will have its puddles again. 
 
On the way back from church we had stopped and talked to Paitho 
and Jimi at Paitho's house. He had asked us to come for this 
meeting. He explained to Jeremy and me that his neighbours were 
trying to ‘charm’ him because he has more money than them. The 
reason is that he works hard each and every day, making 
mahogany chairs and sofas and beds. None of his neighbours have 
any skills or money. They just grow their food and live in poverty. 
Paitho's success makes them envious. He pointed to a sore on his 
leg, it looked like a tropical ulcer to me, and said it would not get 
better because they were charming him. Also his daughter had 
been impregnated by a local man and he'd had to send her back to 
his home village. The man was refusing to pay compensation. So 
these were Paitho's problems. There was nothing I could do about 
the latter, but with regard to the former both Jeremy and I said that 
the Christian God was stronger than the magicians and charmers 
and so Paitho need not fear but just put his trust in God, which in 
any case he did. But I know Uganda and the ways of country folk, 
and I did not underestimate the seriousness of the situation for 
Paitho.  Envy and ‘charming’, with the associated social exclusion, 
were a potent force which could spoil a man's life completely and 
drive him away. Paitho was very keen for Jimi and others present 
to hear me reaffirm that this was MY house, not his, and that he 
was RENTING it and not the owner. That seemed to give him 
some protection from the jealous neighbours who were trying to 
drive him away. He had a right to live there because he had paid 
his rent, and I confirmed this absolutely. 
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In the evening we all went over to Chris's club at the college to see 
a video of Zaire's animals, made by Alan Root.  It was an excellent 
video. Tony Finch had arrived from Kampala and he joined us with 
his wife (an African but not from Uganda), and we arranged to 
meet next day, they would arrive by 7.30 a.m. and we'd take them 
into the forest to see the chimps. 
 
Monday March 17 
Up at 5.30 not having slept much, alas. My mosquito net was 
drooping all over me all night and I need a better one, the square 
type is best. The hyraxes were calling as I made a cup of tea, and 
the waragi drinkers were shouting as they had been doing all night, 
round the corner of the road leading out of camp, at Prakash's 
place. What can we do about these rowdy drunkards who stop us 
sleeping at night? There must be 20-30 of them in the evening, and 
in the morning there are still a dozen of them at it. What do they 
have to shout about? No idea. 
 
Tony and his wife arrived on time and we all went straight into the 
forest. We found Tinka and Bwoba and Mukwano and Geresomu 
and had a good look at them as they were low down in the tops of 
the understorey. We spent an hour with them and our visitors were 
well satisfied. Then we went back to camp and had some coffee 
and a talk before Tony left to go and visit the ecotourism sites. He 
would return next day for serious discussions with other senior 
staff from Nakawa, about whether EC funds could be made 
available for funding an expat co-director.  
 
That morning I had written a letter to the Asian sawmill manager 
who was now living in the house opposite the waragi drinkers' 
haunt, and asked him to intervene to close the place down. After 
Tony had left I was preparing to go back into the forest when all 
the waragi sellers arrived, with Jimi.  So I remained in camp and 
talked to Jeremy while a lengthy discussion took place in Chris's 
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house next door. Eventually after an hour or so they asked me in. I 
looked pretty grim and their smiles faded as they saw I was 
serious. I was, and I was also tired.  
 
They introduced themselves to me, each of them was selling the 
drink. There was Beatrice and John and Bwaza and Alex and 
Prakash, besides Jimi who was present as the local RC1 chairman. 
Chris spoke about the problem and their proposals for how to solve 
it, with Alex translating. They were poor, the mill hadn't paid them 
properly for years and nothing since January, they had to make a 
little money. There were 5 houses selling waragi. 6 months ago 
they had agreed to stop selling it at 10 p.m. in response to our 
complaints, and now what was happening was that people left their 
waragi shops at 10 p.m. and went to the sawmill gate to return to 
their camps in the forest, only to find the gates locked, so they 
returned and loitered around all night making this noise until the 
gates were opened at 6 in the morning.  
 
They told me they would keep strictly to the 10 p.m. rule and there 
would be no noise at night.  I said that promises had been made in 
the past and were not enough. What would happen if there was 
noise after 10 p.m.? They said that in that case Chris should drive 
to Jimi's house and they should return together and arrest any 
offenders and take them immediately to Kinyara Police post. 
Frankly I could not see that happening. Driving at night isn't 
recommended anyway and we tried not to do it.  
 
I asked them if it was part of their job to sell waragi (they were all 
sawmill workers)? They agreed it was not. I told them I could 
report them to the Commissioner in Kampala and they would lose 
their jobs, as what they were doing, selling waragi on Forest 
Department land, was illegal. They responded by offering to stop 
the noise at 9 p.m. instead of 10 p.m. Then I spoke to each of the 
five in turn and said I had actually no objection to four of them but 
it was Prakash's house that was causing all the commotion and told 
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him I wanted waragi selling stopped completely from his house, 
otherwise I would report the lot of them. This caused a silence and 
in that silence I left them to think about it and went back next door 
for some lunch.  
They continued talking for a short while and then they all left. 
 
The afternoon was taken up with lengthy discussions between 
Chris, Jeremy and me of the accounts, and other camp issues such 
as overcrowding, children, Joy's shop, and finally the work we'll be 
doing over the next 6 months. We discussed support to the 
ecotourism project by sending our field assistants over to Pabidi 
and Busingiro, but in the end I found it all too complicated to 
organise this and we gave up on it. We await a start being made on 
the study of Nahan's francolin but so far nothing had happened, 
despite Per Wegge having made money available for it. We also 
discussed the best way to pay the staff the ODA goodbye' money, 
either one third at the end of March, April and May, or all at once 
at the end of May, each person to choose the preferred method. We 
talked until 5.30 p.m.  
 
After a shower, some whisky and nuts, Chris, Jeremy and I went 
over to the College where we sat with Tony Finch and his wife 
Lucy and a third person, a public relations man from Forest 
Department on the verandah of the Guest House before going 
inside for dinner. We discussed all manner of things including the 
location of our trail system which we marked on a map Tony had 
of the forest. It was a nice evening and we arranged for Tony and 
Edward Mupada (who arrived as we were leaving) to come over by 
11 a.m. tomorrow morning, by which time Jones Kamugisha and 
John Aluma should also have arrived as they were coming 
especially for our meeting. I made a note before going to bed that 
IF the EC were to be able to fund our expat co-director then we'd 
have to make sure we got a forester and not an animal ecologist to 
do the job. That would be fine anyway. 
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Tuesday March 18 
Our meeting took place as arranged, John Aluma and Jones 
Kamugisha coming up especially that morning for it. It was a 
friendly meeting and it didn't deliver the goods, alas. It got bogged 
down on the matter of "Who did we belong to, the Forest 
Department, FORI, or Makerere?" Here are some details: 
 
Those present: Tony Finch, Chris Bakuneeta, Jeremy Lindsell, 
Steven Khauka (Budongo Forest Officer), Edward Mupada 
(Natural Forest Conservation Manager), Jones Kamugisha (Forest 
Management Officer), John Aluma (Director of FORI), Ignatius 
Akileng, FD Publicity Officer, and myself. John Kaboggoza sent 
his apologies.  
 
The meeting began at mid-morning. We sat in our half of the house 
and soft drinks were served. I welcomed everyone and thanked 
them for coming, and then invited Tony Finch to chair the meeting. 
Tony opened the discussion by saying some nice things about the 
Budongo Forest Project and its high standards of research, much of 
it applied, and said how useful it could be to the Forest 
Department's interests in the local communities, as well as forest 
conservation and management in the future. He spoke of the 
uniqueness of the Budongo Forest, its wealth of species combined 
with good accessibility which would be useful for ecotourism. He 
mentioned that the historical records for Budongo were among the 
best in the tropics and that much could be learned about the effects 
of the various treatments it had received under the colonial 
foresters, comparing the various research plots which had been 
specially set up for future research. He felt that our project was not 
an academic enclave, but it could generate new scientific ideas as 
well as assisting the local communities. He stressed that the links 
with Oxford University and the Agricultural University of Norway 
were giving Budongo, and Ugandan forestry, an international 
reputation.  Finally he mentioned that I had approached him on the 
question whether his EC project funds could be used to support an 
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expat co-director, for which there were currently no funds under 
the new NORAD grant.   
 
John Aluma spoke next, describing the NORAD project with its 
three components, the ecological studies to be done by BFP, the 
community studies to be done by Makerere, and the exploitation 
studies to be done by FORI. He also mentioned that this project 
was supporting a number of Ugandan M.Sc. students already, with 
more to come in the future. 
 
Jones Kamugisha raised what was to become a key issue, namely 
what formal linkages, if any, BFP had with the FD. I replied that 
we had drafted a Memorandum of Understanding and I produced a 
copy, but we agreed that this document which we had drafted some 
five years ago had never been signed, or if it had none of us had a 
copy of the signed document. The question now arose whether 
BFP was a part of FD, or of FORI (which falls under the Ministry 
of Agriculture whereas FD falls under the Ministry of Natural 
Resources), or of Makerere which falls under the Ministry of 
Education. Regarding the question of funding, use of FD funds 
would require a written document formally linking BFP with FD 
and such a document did not exist. Further, it would be difficult to 
get such a document out just now, because (a) some restructuring 
of FD was imminent and no-one knew what this would entail, (b) 
there was no formal agreement between FD and FORI so that John 
Aluma's interests could not be represented by a link with FD and 
(c) our primary link at present appeared to be with Makerere rather 
than with FD or FORI.  
 
I replied that indeed we were in with Makerere as a consequence of 
how NORAD was running our grant, but pointed out that we were 
assisting FD with its new Management Plan for Budongo, and 
were working with FORI in the NORAD project, so there were 
informal links but no formal ones. Jones reiterated that unless we 
had formal links with FD we could not really expect the Ugandan 
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government to assist us financially. Such assistance would be of 
great value to us in the long run, as they could offer the prospect of 
long-term funding whereas projects such as the ODA one and the 
NORAD one were short term and BFP would in a few years time 
find itself looking for money again to keep going. He therefore 
recommended us to get a formal link with FD, and while he 
appreciated the added problems of institutionalisation - meetings to 
attend, loss of autonomy - there were also the benefits of being part 
of government.  
 
Edward Mupada then raised the question of what degree of 
expertise was needed for the post we were discussing, and what 
was the argument for having an expat co-director?  
 
This was directly what we had come to discuss and I made a case 
for the need for someone who was fully conversant with methods, 
especially statistical methods but also field methods and sampling 
methods in ecology, botany and biology. Such a person, I argued, 
was not available from a Ugandan university at the present time. 
Makerere produced very few Ph.D.s at all (there were only three in 
all subjects in the past year, Derek Pomeroy had told me) and I had 
not found a Ugandan who had the sort of accomplishments that 
Andy Plumptre had brought to bear on the project, and which had 
led to such good results. So I was pushing for a salary for an expat, 
because it was possible to find someone overseas but not, as far as 
I knew, here in Uganda.  Edward asked Chris if he agreed that an 
expat co-director was a good thing and Chris said he had found 
Andy helpful and easy to work with and that he thought the 
arrangement where there was an expat who had a thorough 
knowledge of statistical techniques in ecology was a good one.  He 
asked whether the EC would be interested in supporting such a 
person? 
 
Tony Finch said that if EC did support someone then that person 
would be harnessed to the needs of EU, but that would be no 
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problem because the EU had not made its needs very specific and 
an expat co-director at Budongo could easily be fitted into the EC 
Natural Forest Conservation and Management programme. As time 
was passing he said that we should try and reach some kind of 
decision. 
 
Jones felt that partnership between FD/EC and BFP was a good 
thing and supported that idea, but would new money be 
forthcoming for the salary or would that salary have to come out of 
existing funds? Tony replied that if the salary was put into the 
needs of the EC project then that money should be forthcoming 
and it would not curtail any existing projects. Jones saw a problem 
of channeling EU funding through the FD while the NORAD core 
funding came through Makerere. It was a problem of co-ordinating 
units that had no formal links. Such links had not yet been worked 
out. First there would need to be a link between FD and FORI, and 
then between those two and BFP, with Makerere being integrated 
as well. There was a need for a new Memorandum of 
Understanding to be drawn up. And we would need to know 
NORAD's reaction to new linkages which might affect the way its 
project with Makerere was currently organised. John Aluma said 
that FORI would be happy to see an expat co-director in place but 
he agreed that a linkage was needed between FORI and FD.  
 
So, with much goodwill expressed on all sides, the meeting ended 
with a need being expressed for more institutional preparatory 
spadework to establish just where BFP fitted into the scheme of 
things. It was not possible to agree that EC should provide a salary 
there and then. Such a decision would have to be taken after the 
institutional affiliations of the various partners had been worked 
out in detail and on paper. 
 
It had been an interesting meeting. We had another round of soft 
drinks and some more coffee. I had pulled out some of our 
colourful MapInfo maps of Budongo showing the forest types and 
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the compartment boundaries, and all present asked for copies 
which I promised to send from the UK. Then our visitors had to 
leave. I was very disappointed that we had not been able to agree 
on funding the post. ODA had said no, it was too early and now 
EC had said no, not yet, we have to get the institutional links 
sorted out first. I saw this as a long-term project and one I could 
not hope to handle myself, nor did I see who was going to handle it 
given the current uncertainties prevailing in FD with ODA funding 
depending on restructuring which meant no-one was sure if they 
would be promoted, demoted or would lose their jobs completely. I 
saw that as background complications. I also saw the terrible waste 
of time that endless meetings would be bound to entail if we 
started trying to build linkages with FD and FORI, and I didn't 
know what John Kaboggoza or NORAD would think of that. FD 
has not been flavour of the month for years with donor agencies! 
We might well be safer with Makerere, and John Kaboggoza was 
being very helpful as the NORAD project got into gear. He might 
not want to be involved with other Ministries and other 
Departments, I could not know for sure. I foresaw problems when 
other agencies started telling us what to do when we had the 
NORAD document to follow.  
 
But the meeting itself had been very useful indeed, there was not a 
shred of doubt in my mind despite the disappointment. It had given 
me an insight into the institutional complexities we would get into 
if we were to get EC funding through FD, and I remembered all the 
trouble Peter Howard had had with FD. Without this meeting, 
which I owed to Tony Finch for organising, I would never have 
been able to appreciate the hornets' nest we might find ourselves in 
if we got funding from a different agency. I began to move over to 
the idea, which had been back of my mind all along but I wanted to 
avoid having to do it, of going to NORAD for the funds that I had 
said I would try and raise from other sources. That was something 
I'd need to talk to Per Wegge about when I got back to Europe.  
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Later that evening I discussed with Jeremy how he would like to 
continue at Budongo. He'd like to continue with the administration 
which he enjoys and does well, but also to move on to doing a 
Ph.D. At present he is administering the ODA grant, the NGS 
grant, and the three small grants from Mike Huffman, Duane 
Quiatt and Jim Paterson. But there was a potential problem with 
Chris who might oppose the things Jeremy wanted to do. Later, 
after I'd gone to bed, Chris and Jeremy had a long talk in Chris's 
half of the house. I fell asleep to the sound of their voices as they 
discussed how things should shape up in the future. 
 
Wednesday March 19 
I was up at 5.30 and Jeremy was up at 6, and we talked. It seems 
he and Chris had a very good discussion the previous evening and 
Chris agreed that he needed Jeremy around to help out and with a 
bit of luck a division of duties could be worked out between them 
that would keep everyone happy. I was glad to hear that and really 
hoped that could be done. 
 
At 7.30 I went into the forest with Zephyr and Geresomu but we 
couldn't find the chimps and when we finally caught up with them 
they were buried in undergrowth and we couldn't see them!  
 
Jeremy left for Kampala with Katie in the vehicle, and would be 
returning on Friday. Chris and I would stay on at Sonso. Today at 
2 p.m. there would be a meeting for the Field Assistants and 
tomorrow one for the domestic staff and on Saturday one for the 
Transect Cutters. At those meetings I would announce the ODA 
goodbye' money to them (one and a half month's extra pay for each 
and every one of them!) which until now was a tight kept secret. 
They should be so lucky! 
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                          Cutters’ meeting in 1997 
 
So, at 2 p.m., we had the first of the three meetings. I explained to 
the Field Assistants the kind of work we'd be doing in the next few 
months and went over some results of data analysis I'd done in 
Oxford over the preceding months (while I'd been on sabbatical). 
They were very interested in the way I was analysing the data they 
so carefully collected, and how I was able to present the results. It 
gave them an assurance that their work was being useful and was 
progressing my career, which they are happy to do! They then got 
down to practicalities - their bicycles were getting worn out and 
would there be any money under NORAD to replace them? Could 
they have solar panels for their houses (in camp)? Would the trips 
to Kaniyo-Pabidi be resumed (I was against this as they generated 
insufficient data to be worthwhile, but they were interested as we 
pay a bonus for the trip to compensate for the time spent away 
from camp). I then gave them the good news about the ODA 
goodbye' bonus - so now the cat was out of the bag and it would 
only be minutes before everyone knew about it. Fine. They were of 
course delighted. We offered them the choice of taking all the 
money at the end of May or staggering it in three installments. 
They all chose to take it at the end of May except Tinka who opted 
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for the installments. His wife was seriously ill and he was thinking 
of the medical bills.   
 
Chris and I then worked on a write-up of the meeting we'd had 
with the FD  people as Tony Finch had asked if we could do this 
quickly so he could take it back with him to Kampala. Chris 
drafted a report and I went over it and we printed out the final 
version and Chris took it up to Tony at the College. We hoped to 
impress him with our efficiency! 
 
I had supper with Chris and Fred Babweteera, the Makerere 
student studying climber tangles in gaps for his M.Sc., after which 
I went across to Zephyr's house for some beers. I got back to my 
room feeling tired, it was after 10 p.m. and I felt this had somehow 
been a long trip though it hadn't actually. I think I was still feeling 
disappointed at the failure to raise the expat salary. I wondered 
vaguely what was happening at home in England but I couldn't 
really envisage it, so far away... and so to bed under the mozzy net 
and sleep. 
 
Thursday March 20th 
I woke up realising I'd been awake and asleep off and on most of 
the night, one of those nights. During the night I'd noticed that the 
house made a sound every now and then but I had no idea what it 
was. These had woken me up a number of times. At one point I 
thought there was someone in the house so I got up and locked my 
door. No-one was there. Today I realised that the noises were due 
to earth tremors from a series of minor earthquakes along the 
Albert Rift to our west.  
 
Up at 6.30 to the colobus chorus, put on the kettle for tea, got 
washed at Jeremy's new washstand in the back room, got dressed, 
made some notes for things to discuss with Chris, made my bed... 
all the usual morning things. 
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Somehow, on my own here in this half of the house (Jeremy and 
Katie are away in Kampala) I can feel my son Jake's weariness as 
each day he had to get up and start another day of building and 
construction work. He must have felt tired and weary as I do. 
 
I look around. Jeremy's strengths (apart from bird-watching and 
preaching!) are evident. The cooker's clean and the grill works!  
The fridge wick is fully blue (he scraped it) so the fridge is cold. 
The floor and table surfaces are clean, no cockroaches in evidence. 
The gas supply is kept up with new cylinders. The washstand in 
the back room has water in it and soap. There's an ample supply of 
toilet paper. Food doesn't keep running out as he keeps a supply of 
flour and sugar and other essentials in his room. There's a nice new 
bread knife. New cloths have been provided for the oven 
(replacing a rag we'd used for years), and there was even a new 
cloth for holding the kettle handle which gets hot. Also Joy now 
(most evenings) does the washing up before we go to bed so there 
are clean knives and forks for breakfast - great, I always had to 
clean some congealed cutlery, a congealed plate and a dirty mug 
before I could get started on breakfast. Evace now washes our 
clothes daily not every few days so the supply of clean clothes is 
constant and we don't run out. The library cupboard is tidy for the 
first time ever, and there is even a list of what we've got on top of 
it! All these improvements are marvellous. 
 
Of course Jeremy doesn't do all the research Andy did. In 
retrospect I can see that Andy way 99% research, 1% tidiness, with 
Jeremy it's more 50-50. Will things change when his PhD gets 
under way? I hope not! 
 
Chimps broke my reverie by calling from the southeast, they really 
like it down there at the moment, in the swamp forest. Despite the 
rain we had last Sunday this long dry season is still on us. It hasn't 
rained again. Water is short, the tanks are dry, water has to be 
collected by Kahawa on his bicycle from the River Sonso. He does 
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it willingly enough but I see him returning with his bike loaded 
with jerry cans, hot and sweaty, and it must be a struggle pushing 
that heavy weight up the hill to camp. I have never seen such a dry 
spell before, it's quite exceptional. In parts of Uganda there is a 
real drought and people were shown in the New Vision eating 
leaves as their crops had failed. By comparison we are lucky here. 
 
Paitho arrives at the house and gets me to write a letter saying he 
has the right to stay in the house (my house, as he insists) as long 
as he wants as he has paid his rent. His success is clearly causing 
him trouble and no doubt this long dry spell is exacerbating things.  
 
Little Mary, Zephyr's sister who became pregnant at 15 (or was it 
14 or even 13, she's just a kid) carries on with her life stoically. 
She is cooking for Chris now. She walks around with her baby on 
her back. Plunged into adult life long before she finished her 
schooling because O. seduced her last year. She sings quietly to 
herself as she tends her baby. No fuss, she gets on with the life she 
never planned. 
 
This afternoon we had the meeting with the Transect Cutters. It 
went very well. They like the new system of working - with 
payment by results rather than the number of hours worked. They 
had a few requests and the odd complaint but all were expressed 
politely and with a genuine warmth that I've always noticed in 
these, the poorest and least paid of our workers. Such a nice bunch 
of men, and they've been with us right from the start of the project. 
I explained about the ODA goodbye present and there was a round 
of applause. Then I gave out the 5K/- bonuses I always pay at the 
end of my visits and everyone was happy. 
 
Supper was nice - dried smoked fish from Karongo market, done in 
a g-nut sauce, with Chris and Fred. And so to bed. 
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Friday 21 March 
The Field assistants went off on their follows early on. I heard 
some chimps calling from the north or northeast. I sat and talked to 
Chris about a number of outstanding issues. We want to go to 
Nyabyeya Forestry College to talk to the Principal, Wilson Kalolo 
about our progress later this morning. Also we want to get some 
beers and sodas for tomorrow's party. Chris printed the revised 
minutes of our Big Meeting with the FD people, and also our 
comments on the draft Working Plan for Budongo Forest, 1997-
2007. We had picked this up in Kampala when we went to see 
Peter Karani who was master-minding it.  
 
Chris and I met and decided that we would no longer need Alfred 
and Hatari on the project when NORAD takes over in June. They 
would get their ODA good bye bonus and also the usual three 
months pay we give people when they leave and I would talk to 
them about the fact that we would not need them anymore. 
 
Chris and I went to  visit Wilson at NFC. We discussed our 
meeting with the FD people and another issue raised by Wilson, 
namely the possibility of running workshops or conferences at the 
college. Wilson suggested that we should aim at some international 
courses like the TBA ones at Kibale and I offered to find out about 
this possibility when I got back to the UK.  
 
It was a very hot day, the hottest I could remember. We had our 
third meeting, with the domestic staff this time. All was well. By 
now the ODA goodbye money was old hat, most of them opted for 
the lump sum but a few went for the installments scheme. By 5.30 
p.m. I was soaked in sweat, it was humid and hot. I headed for the 
shower and had just settled down with my whisky and g-nuts when 
Jeremy and Katie returned from Kampala, absolutely exhausted 
from the heat and dusty travel but laden with goodies of all kinds. 
We had a nice evening. 
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Saturday 22 March  
I went into the forest with Tinka to see the new tree species we'd 
discovered. It was thought to be a new species of Blighia, with 5-
pointed star shaped fruits but I had yet to see it. Tinka took me 
along line B heading west towards the Nature Reserve and at a 
certain point in the northeast corner of block 1A  just to the left of 
the B trail we stopped and he started searching. He knew it was 
somewhere around this spot but it took him 10 minutes to find it, 
during which time I sat and left him to it - I didn't even know what 
to look for! He found it and I made sketches and drew pictures of it 
in my notebook, also I took a series of photographs. 
 
 It was extraordinary. Just a plain ordinary sapling about 5 metres 
high but about 25 cm or less above ground level there were a series 
of spiky branches coming out of the stem all round the little tree, 
each little branchlet about 6-9 inches long, and these were covered 
in maroon coloured buds. I picked one of the buds and found that 
inside were the tightly packed petals of the flower, white in colour, 
ready to emerge. So the tree was about to flower, and then it would 
fruit. I had never before encountered a tree with such an odd place 
to have its flowers and fruits. What advantage could there be to 
having them so close to the forest floor? But nature is full of such 
oddities. I collected a specimen for drying and we went back to 
camp. 
 
Katie had met up with Debbie Cox at the Entebbe Wildlife 
Education Centre and Debbie had told her that the new chimp 
island that had taken so long to construct, at such expense, was to 
be called Budongo! Great news, and will add fame and glory to our 
forest I hope. 
 
This was my last day at Budongo this trip and, as if they knew, my 
boots gave out, the sole coming away from one boot. Jeremy had 
some superglue and I fixed the boot together again but I decided 
that they had done 5 years of duty and were now just what Kahawa 



326 
 

wanted so, to his amazement and disbelief, I gave them to him. 
He'd been asking for a pair of second hand shoes for some time 
and now his prayers were rewarded with interest.  
 
It remained hot, hot, hot. No rain. We have a real drought situation. 
Even the chimps are suffering, they hide away each day in the 
dense undergrowth up to the west of the Royal Mile. A lot of this 
dense bushy understorey is the direct result of all the illegal 
pitsawing that's been going on there over the last ten years or more. 
I went up the Royal Mile with Tinka after our visit to the special 
tree as he'd heard that the field assistants were there looking for the 
chimps. It was a hot walk. We found both the field assistants and 
the transect cutters along the Royal Mile. The latter were there 
because I'd asked for new trails to be cut parallel with the power 
line (and also parallel with the Royal Mile) so we could move 
more easily in this area now that the chimps were so often there. 
The only food the chimps seemed to be eating in this area was a 
fruiting Ficus exasperata tree with masses of small figs. But most 
of the time they weren't feeding, they were resting in groups on the 
forest floor in the shade, and keeping quiet, so even Zephyr 
couldn't find them. Poor chimps, and poor Katie who's trying to 
study them! 
 
Then at 4 p.m. it started to rain and by 4.30 it was pouring heavily. 
No thunder but a real prolonged rain, just what we all needed. The 
water tanks filled up, the long trudge by Kahawa and others to the 
river for water wouldn't be needed for a while, maybe not again 
until the next dry season if this rain was the start of the rainy 
season. We were all quite excited by the rain. Even I, the staid old 
Bwana Kubwa, went out in it and let it sodden my shirt and spatter 
all over me, while Katie did a small dance on the verandah! 
 
In the evening we had our farewell party, with beers and g-nuts, 
financed by yours truly. It went very well but there was a cloud 
over the proceedings which couldn't be forgotten. Tinka's wife had 
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died this very afternoon, she'd been very ill for a long time. It 
struck me forcibly that he had spent the last hours of his wife's life 
with me, showing me the strange tree and then taking me to the 
Royal Mile. I had asked him how his wife was and he had said she 
was still sick; evidently he did not know she was so near to dying 
and of course I had no idea either. Now at the party Chris made an 
announcement and expressed a hope that all present would 
contribute to the funeral expenses. It was a tragedy. She was a 
young woman with two children aged three and five. Tinka had 
been caring for them for the last few weeks as his wife's condition 
deteriorated but now he would send them to his family who lived 
in Fort Portal. The funeral would begin tomorrow and continue for 
a day or two, so we allowed those members of staff who wanted to 
attend to have the time off with pay. Zephyr was put in charge of 
collecting the money and he too would play a big part in 
organising the funeral arrangements. Chris and I would be unable 
to attend as we had to leave for Kampala first thing in the morning.  
 
The mood lightened again and then Chris made another 
announcement. Mary was with us in the room holding her baby. 
Chris suggested that we should name it. There were several 
proposals and eventually we asked her for a name. She promptly 
said the child should be called "Arambo". When we enquired what 
this meant Godfrey, who spoke her language, said it meant 
meeting'. She was a Mukonjo, like her brother Zephyr but it was 
Godfrey who translated. I guessed she had in mind the meeting' 
with Okello, the father. He had paid his compensation money, I 
was told. Anyway we accepted the name and Mary seemed happy 
about it. Later Chris told me the name would probably have been 
suggested by Okellowange anyway. The party ended at around 11 
p.m., the floor covered in crushed g-nuts thanks to the children 
who scattered them all around.  
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Monday 23 March 
Leaving day. We finally got away at 11 a.m. We stopped at 
Nyabyeya Centre where we found Tinka standing outside his 
house, his wife still inside. We shook his hand and commiserated. 
Then we picked up some mourners and took them a mile down the 
road to a house where they were collecting for the funeral, sitting 
in a circle underneath a tree. Then on to Masindi where we stopped 
for a coke. I find I am down to my last 70K/- out of the 600K/- I 
brought out with me; I had to borrow 150K/- from Jeremy as well. 
Where does it all go? Bonuses and extras and too much generosity 
if you ask me now, but at the time... the boss must have money, 
and be parted from it!  
 
We reached Kampala hot and dusty and Chris dropped me off at 
the Fairway Hotel. Pomeroy was on holiday in Lamu and his house 
was deserted. It was nice to have a bath and get the red dust off my 
face and allow my hair and beard to show their natural white 
colour again.  Sleep was no problem. 
 
Tuesday March 24th 
Quite a big day in Kampala. Chris and I had to sort out the bank 
accounts as planned at Budongo. First we went to Barclays and 
transferred the remaining money in the foreign account to the 
shilling account. We left the ODA salary and bonus money in it 
but drew out the Ugandan Student Fund money (about £3000) 
which henceforth would be administered by Chris, and the Land 
Rover repair money (£1500) which Chris needed to get the Land 
Rover, now repaired, out of the garage and on the road again. 
Armed with all this money in cash in Chris's briefcase we then 
walked with it to the Greenland Bank where Chris opened a new 
account for the Ugandan Students Fund, and from there to the 
Crane Bank where Chris opened an account for the Land Rover 
repair money. We had agreed to keep these two accounts separate 
and Chris was to supply me with monthly accounts showing how 
the money was spent, with receipts and bank statements to back up 
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his accounts.  All that had been agreed in writing, signed and 
sealed, and now finally we did the transfers. Chris and I were the 
signatories, with one only allowed to sign because I would not be 
around most of the time.  
 
By the time all this had been done it was late morning. I confirmed 
my flight with Alliance Airways and we had lunch at Sergeant 
Peppers. After lunch we went to the Forest Department at Nakawa 
where we saw Tony Finch who agreed that currently no funds 
would be available for our expat co-director. He had explored 
another avenue, STAVEX funds, but these could not be used for 
such a purpose. So, he said, there would be at least another year to 
wait for EC funds to become available. Tony also suggested I 
should think seriously about training up a Ugandan to western 
standards thus obviating the need for an expat at Budongo. I said 
I'd explore that and try various sources to see if such a person 
could be found or how such a person could be trained.  
 
Then we went over to Makerere to see John Kaboggoza briefly to 
tell him about the meeting at Budongo. "You are surrounded by 
suitors" he said, to which I responded that MUFD (his department, 
which was channeling our NORAD funds) was our true home. I 
think he was pleased that we understood that, and that we would 
have to tread carefully and negotiate with all concerned before 
making any other linkages. Certainly I didn't want to get caught up 
in the wrangling between FD and FORI. Maybe now that the EC 
had failed us and ODA too we should go to NORAD and see if 
they would come in with extra money, that was something I'd often 
thought about and would ask Per Wegge about when I got back to 
England. Tony had also suggested that we should try the EC's 
forestry programme directly, i.e. not through his department, and 
that was something I'd need to look into when I got home.  
 
By the end of the day we were pretty tired and I said goodbye to 
Chris at the hotel and left him to run the project from now on, as he 
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had made it clear he wanted to do. He's well and truly in charge 
now, with the Ugandan Students Fund money and the Land Rover 
repair money. 
 
Frankie phoned me at 10 p.m. as planned, and for the rest of the 
time I had plenty to think about, mainly how on earth we were 
going to formulate a link with the Forest Department which we 
really do need. And we are being really helpful to them with their 
new draft management plan for Budongo.  
 
I bumped briefly into Gladys Kalema at the Fairway, she was in 
the middle of making a film about her work as vet for National 
Parks (Uganda Wildlife Authority). I also met a nice English lady 
who was staying at the Fairway and was in Uganda for the Marie 
Stopes organisation, trying to spread birth control to outlying 
areas. I told her of our earlier experiences at Budongo and she 
guessed right - it was the women who wouldn't want the condoms 
while the men would want them. She clearly had plenty of 
experience of Uganda where birth control was concerned. She 
wanted to make a trip to Murchison Park and I advised her on the 
best way to travel, for which she was grateful as a Travel Agency 
in Kampala wanted to charge her the earth for such a trip. I advised 
the bus to Masindi and then to take a private hire to the park, 
which would be relatively cheap. I strongly recommended the Nile 
trip.  (She later wrote to me in England and said she had done as I 
suggested and it had all gone fine).  Alliance Airways was running 
a shuttle to the airport from the Grand Imperial Hotel and I had 
told Tony Finch about it and we'd arranged to have a final chat 
there at 7 p.m. We met as planned and sat at the poolside and 
talked about possible ways forward for us at Budongo. I must say 
he was very understanding of our problems and was also the only 
person I'd met in Uganda who really understood the significance of 
the work we had been doing not only for Uganda's forestry but also 
for international forestry and its relation to conservation and 
ecology. We had a beer and then it was time for the shuttle bus so I 
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said goodbye to him and boarded the bus for Entebbe airport and 
the flight home.  
 

Back in Oxford, I'd been approached several times by people 
wanting to know if Andy's job had been filled so I looked at my 
file but I realised that most of the people who'd written in were 
actually looking for a proper salary. Just at this time I had an 
enquiry from a young lady called Lucy Beresford-Stooke who, like 
many other enquiries I received all the time, was writing to ask if 
there were any opportunities for research on primates at Budongo. 
Looking at her CV I noticed she had run a project called Cercopan 
for 6 months in Nigeria. This was a primate  sanctuary rather than 
a research project, but Lucy had a first degree in biology and a 
second degree in environmental management from Edinburgh 
university and I thought it might be worth seeing her so I gave her 
an appointment and she came to see me in Oxford. We had a long 
discussion and I thought she would be able to do the Budongo job 
so I contacted her the next day and put the idea to her. She returned 
to see me and I explained the job profile in detail to her. She was 
very keen on the idea and so we agreed that she would fill the gap 
left by Jeremy from September 1997 to February 1998. I worried a 
little about her being a woman, knowing the attitude of many 
Ugandan men, especially the more traditional ones, who thought of 
women as having lower status than men. Would this affect Lucy's 
ability to do the job? We discussed this but she and I both felt that 
we should not let this affect matters as Uganda was moving fast 
into the modern world of sexual equality. After our first meeting 
we had one or two more in which we hammered out the details of 
the work, and how Lucy could be funded. Once more the funding 
would be minimal but she was ready to accept that. A date 
eventually was set for her to fly out in early August, which would 
leave her a month of overlap with Jeremy just as was needed. 
Excellent. 
 



332 
 

So, in the short term at least, things seemed to be reconstructing 
themselves. We would now have continuity of the UK co-director 
from September but it now became clear that Chris would not 
remain with us much longer as the Ugandan co-director. So we 
would need to find a Ugandan co-director as well as a UK one. I 
was still very aware that there was a need for a proper salary for a 
UK co-director. I'd discussed this with Jeremy and he was in 
agreement. He realised that once his own D.Phil. research started 
up he wouldn't have all the time in the world to do the co-director's 
job. He would welcome the appointment of someone of senior 
status to take over the job. But I still hadn't been able to find the 
money - a salary, plus overheads, at the Research Assistant level 
on the British university pay scale. So it was urgent that I try some 
more sources for this. There were two sources I determined to try. 
One was the EC, the other was GEF. 
 
I had discussed EC support with Tony Finch and we'd had the 
meeting at Sonso but all that had come to nothing. That support 
was to have come from the bilateral EC aid program between DG 
VIII at Brussels and the Ministry of Natural Resources at Kampala. 
In any case that money was currently blocked, so even if the Sonso 
meeting had gone well we wouldn't have been able to move on 
this. But it hadn't gone particularly well in any case. However, 
there was still the unilateral money that the EC had for grants to 
developing countries under DG XII. I had once been an assessor 
for grants under that program so I knew they were hard to get, one 
in eight being funded at the time I was involved. But it was worth a 
try. I obtained the application forms from the University which 
sent me a disk. Great, in theory, I could just write straight on to the 
computer, no typing on to complex forms. But it turned out that the 
disk and both my Mac and my Windows computers were 
incompatible and I had a heck of a job filling in the form. I found 
myself dreaming of good old typewriter days. 
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The GEF I had also tried before, while Andy was with us, for a 
grant to continue the project when we knew ODA support would 
end and had not yet found the support of NORAD. That time the 
application had disappeared without trace. I hoped the same 
wouldn’t happen again. I wrote to the GEF office in Washington 
and got their information pack. They had a new program of 
Medium Sized Grants that seemed to be about right for our needs 
so I decided to apply for one of those and wrote off for the 
necessary application forms.  They came through quickly enough. 
 
So I knew who to apply to and had the forms. The only thing to be 
worked out was what to apply for exactly. The object was to secure 
the job of UK co-director for 3 years but I doubted very much 
indeed whether either EC or GEF would support a straight 
application for an overseas job with a salary paid to Oxford 
University. Both organisations favoured support to developing 
countries, so why should they want to channel any money via 
Oxford? I'd talked to Tony Finch about this in Kampala in March. 
His idea was to get funds to train a Ugandan, or more than one 
Ugandan. This was the way forward, I decided. I would put the 
entire proposal in the form of a training package. And because we 
were tied up with NORAD I would also include Norway in the 
training. I contacted Per Wegge and he agreed to be included.  I 
contacted John Kaboggoza and he agreed to be the Ugandan 
support agency. So now we had a 3-way team. I would try for a 
suitably qualified person who would work in Uganda to train a 
Ugandan co-director in forest ecology, and the Ugandan would 
additionally received training at Oxford and Norway. It seemed a 
good plan, an honest one, and one that could lead to the training of 
Uganda's first fully qualified forest ecologist, for there were none 
at the moment, all the foresters being social foresters or people 
with skills on the utilisation side. The forms were filled in and 
filled in again and again and again. Getting the budgetary details 
straight was a major task. I spent a lot of July and even more of 
August working on these applications. The deadline for the EC 
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was September 1. Everything was in place by mid-August but I 
had to receive the Ugandan forms back from Kaboggoza and they 
just didn't arrive. I'd delayed things initially by sending him the 
wrong forms, the ones for Norway! That didn't help. But the 
deadline arrived and still nothing from Makerere.  I was due to 
leave for Uganda myself on Sept 3rd so I sent off the application 
minus the Makerere pages with a note that they would be coming 
from Uganda in a few days time. But I was worried, I knew that 
Kaboggoza would be in the Philippines when I arrived. I'd left him 
numerous messages and hoped it would be possible to pick up the 
forms at his office and send them to Uganda. It wasn't John who 
had to sign them, it was the Dean of the University. Per Wegge had 
got his forms signed by his University and sent me them back so 
that side of things was o.k. As for the GEF, those forms had to be 
sent to the GEF Contact Point in Kampala and I did this easily 
enough, planning to follow up when I got out to Uganda. 
 
At the same time I decided that we would need to advertise for a 
new Ugandan co-director and I arranged for advertisements to be 
put up in the Forestry and the Zoology departments at Makerere. 
Very soon a number of applicants made themselves known and I 
decided to interview them at Makerere university on my next trip 
to Uganda. I would include at least one independent Ugandan on 
the interviewing panel. 
 
Apart from all this admin, I got news from time to time from 
Budongo. Andy Whiten was there in August and I learned that he 
had helped his Ph.D. student paint her room (!) as well as seeing 
our chimps and enjoying his visit. Before his visit, in July, Emily 
Bethell (an undergrad from UCL who was doing her project at 
Budongo and some mapping for the project as well) was in the 
forest one day with Geresomu and James when they saw 
something quite unusual - active sharing of fruit by our chimps. 
Muga, our adult male with a missing hand, was seen carrying a 
large fruit of Trechulia africana, cradled in his arm. He was next 
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seen an hour later with Magosi on his right and Maani on his left, 
and this time Magosi was holding the fruit and feeding on it. Muga 
was staring at Magosi's face and pushing his hand towards him but 
Magosi paid no attention to him. Four minutes later, Magosi pulled 
off a hand-sized chunk of the fruit and passed to Muga who ate it. 
Two minutes later Magosi gave Muga another piece. Each time he 
gave him a piece Magosi grunted quietly. A couple of minutes later 
Muga helped himself to another piece, and then at regular intervals 
he broke off and ate several more pieces or was given them by 
Magosi. Five minutes later Muga took the fruit from Magosi, then 
two minutes after that Magosi took it back. Finally Magosi put the 
fruit down and walked away, at which Muga took the fruit and 
gorged himself on it. Andy, the subadult male, then approached 
Muga and scavenged around feeding on scraps, then he began 
grooming Muga, after which Muga put the remains of the fruit 
down in front of Andy who then began feeding on it. Last of all 
Muga started to hiccup, he started at 12.09 and continued until 
12.26 when he followed Magosi and others present into another 
part of the forest. This event was written up in our Events Book 
and Geresomu was kind enough to make a fair copy and send it to 
me. Fascinating, and something that as far as any of us knew had 
only rarely been reported before, most previous reports of food 
sharing relating to sharing of meat. 
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Chapter 10 

 

September 1997 

 

in which our study area is designated a Site of Special Scientific 

Interest, we interview for a new Co-director, and the project nearly 

collapses 

 

September arrived and as usual I found myself catching the plane 
at Heathrow on the evening of the 5th and arriving the next 
morning, a Saturday, at sunny Entebbe. Good to be back in Uganda 
and I had a lot to do this time. I had brought out a suitcase full of 
things for the staff so I hoped they'd be pleased - watches for 
Zephyr, Kahawa and Richard, a compass for Tinka, rucksacs for 
Tinka, Afayo and Kennedy, raincoats for Zephyr, Tinka, James 
and Geresomu, and a nice pair of binoculars for Tinka. 
 
Sept 6th  
From the airport I took a taxi, headed for Derek Pomeroy's house 
and planning to stop as usual to buy some fruit (papayas, mangoes, 
avocadoes, ndisi). But first I called in at UWEC - the Entebbe 
Wildlife Education Centre - to see the new chimp enclosure which 
I knew was now finished. The taxi man was helpful and waited 
while I walked with one of the staff towards Debbie Cox's house. 
She was just setting off as I arrived so she immediately changed 
her plans and showed me the little chimp I'd seen in March, now 
cured of its illness and doing well with its human mother. We went 
on to the island which was very impressive. It now had a moat full 
of water. The chimps were in their overnight accommodation but it 
was time for them to come out for their day on the island and I 
watched as they filed out in orderly fashion from their house to the 
gate and crossing point over to the island. Once arrived they set off 
as a group to forage for food. They had already wreaked a certain 
amount of damage on the trees and bushes on the island, I noticed. 
But it must be marvellous for them to have this much freedom. 
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Debbie told me they'd been out on the island for a month now. 
About 8 chimps, all about half grown. I spent some time at the zoo, 
talking to the staff, I met our tree-climber Stany, and then as the 
taxi was costing me shillings all the time I set off for Kampala. 
 
Arrived at his place I started off with a shower and a cup of coffee. 
Derek wasn't there, he was in Tanzania and due to return next day 
so I was on my own. I was feeling rather tired as I hadn't slept 
much in the plane. I lay on my bed and fell fast asleep. When I 
woke up it was lunchtime and Lilian, the cook, had a nice meal of 
liver for me, with some of the fruits I had brought for dessert. I felt 
a lot better, and settled down to do some reading in the sitting 
room. I heard some solemn sounds coming from a radio or TV in 
Caroline, the housekeeper's, room. She came out soon after and 
asked me if I'd like to watch Princess Diana's funeral! I said yes 
immediately, I'd assumed I'd miss it, Diana was the only thing 
people had been talking about for the last week in Britain and I'd 
bought a magazine about her at the airport for our staff and was 
very caught up in the whole Diana business myself. I had no idea 
that Caroline had a TV. She brought it out and set it up in the 
sitting room. It had a fuzzy black and white picture that came and 
went, and the commentary was in French so we might have been 
receiving from Zaire I suppose. I saw the outside door of 
Westminster Abbey and some soldiers were bringing out the 
coffin. I'd missed the funeral itself (I caught up with it later back at 
home, Frankie's father Jim had videoed it for me) but I now saw a 
fuzzy French version of her exit from Westminster and the drive 
through the London streets lined with people throwing bunches of 
flowers and clapping. I guess that funeral must have been televised 
to every country in the world. I'd bought a New Vision at Entebbe 
airport and it had a colour picture of Diana on the front page, the 
headline was "World Says Goodbye to Princess Di". During the 
stately drive the TV showed some flashbacks to the service in the 
abbey - Elton John singing Candle in the Wind, and Di's brother 
the Earl of Spencer's brilliant address. Lilian joined us and watched 
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it too.  I guess every Ugandan who had access to a set was 
watching. I had not realised her fame extended so far. 
 
After that I read chapter 3 of Peter Howard's book on a National 
Biodiversity Plan for Uganda. The chapter was called "Design of a 
National Network of Forest Nature Reserves" and was  very 
interesting, presenting a step-by-step process for setting them up. It 
was based on scientific research (the forest biodiversity project 
he'd inaugurated and led so successfully) and showed how the 
desired 20% of the forest estate could be made into nature reserves, 
with a further 30% being buffer zones. This total area of 50% 
included the forests now designated as National Parks.  
 
I'd told Tony Finch I'd be at Derek's place that day and in the 
afternoon he'd rung through and arranged to meet for dinner. At 
7.30 p.m. he and his wife Lucy arrived and we went to the 
Equatoria for a nice Chinese meal. We discussed forestry and 
Budongo most of the time. His EC project had still not received the 
second phase of funding he was waiting for. He stressed the need 
for basic training in the forestry sector, for stock-taking and 
equipment. There was little or no scope for sawmilling, he felt, as 
most of the timber was gone. The desperate need was for 
plantations on a large scale. Meanwhile they were continuing to 
zone their natural high forests as described above, and to develop 
tourism. 
 
I steered the conversation on to my gut feeling that the BFP must 
find a clearer role in relation to the Forest Department and he saw 
this clearly as he had done before. He suggested a meeting of all 
concerned when I returned to Kampala after my trip to Budongo, 
the meeting to include John Kaboggoza of Makerere as well as 
Jones Kamugisha, Fred Kigenyi and himself, also John Aluma of 
FORI should be there. He offered to set such a meeting up and I 
gave him my return dates. 
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He also told me that next year, 1998, was the centenary year for 
the Forest Department and they were planning to hold a conference 
to celebrate. He was very keen on an international meeting on 
forestry research and I promised to put some ideas down on paper 
of who could be involved from the Budongo end. It was a great 
evening. 
 
Sunday Sept 7th  
The day went by uneventfully. I did some reading in Derek's 
sitting room. One thing I read was the final draft of the new 
Budongo Forest Management Plan, the 4th revision, for the period 
1st July 1997 to 30th June 2007. It was by Peter Karani, Lawrence 
Kiwanuka and M.E. Sizomu-Kagolo. In it I found Chapter 16, 
Prescriptions for Research Working Circle, and at paragraph 376 
on page 104 I read: 
 
 "Compartment N3 shall be designated as a "site of special 
scientific interest (SSSI) and shall be registered as seed stand for 
production of natural forest tree seeds. This area has since 1991 
been used for studying forest primates, rodents and other taxa by 
the Budongo Forest Project of the Institute of Biological 
Anthropology of the University of Oxford, UK. Such studies have 
yielded vital information on the forest ecosystem dynamics, but 
more is needed. The Budongo Forest Project shall continue to use 
the same area, provided that such studies do not involve tree 
felling, hunting of animals or use of any technologies that lead to 
the destruction of plants, animals or cause any deterioration of the 
forest environment. (Prescription 75)." 
 
This was excellent! Our beloved Project had been officially 
recognised by the major Government Institution in its Management 
Plan. I was absolutely delighted. One of our main problems 
(though it had had many advantages - mainly independence from 
bureaucratic interference) was that we were not properly 
institutionalised in Uganda, it was not clear to whom we belonged. 
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This made it clear that even if we didn't belong to FD at least they 
officially acknowledged the work we were doing and supported it.  
 
Later in the day Jeremy called round to Pom's and we had a chat 
about how things were in Sonso. All seemed to be o.k. and we 
would meet together with Lucy the next morning to prepare for the 
first interviews with candidates of the co-director job. Derek 
returned from Tanzania in the afternoon accompanied by Jones 
Kamugisha. I congratulated him on the new Forest Department 
Management Plan and the designation of Compartment N3 (where 
we were located) as a Site of Special Scientific Interest (SSSI). He 
said it should not be long now before the new Plan was published. 
 
Monday Sept 8th  
At 9 a.m. as planned Jeremy and Lucy arrived and we planned the 
day. I looked at the list of applicants for the job and was pleased to 
see we had seven well qualified people, all with first and second 
degrees (Masters level), mainly in zoology but one or two in 
forestry. J and L had been able to contact four of them and they 
had been asked to come for interview at 2 p.m. at Forestry. 
 
My main concern right away was to get the missing pages of the 
EC application from the Forestry Dept. So I was there at 9.30 and 
met Doreen Nassaka, John K's secretary (he was at a conference in 
the Philippines). She was expecting me but she didn't have the 
forms. They were at the Dean's office awaiting signature, still. 
John had told her to do everything necessary to get them signed for 
me. But the Dean had not done it. She sent her colleague to the 
Dean's office to enquire and in the meantime I used John's 
computer to send him an email in the Philippines! The girl arrived 
back with the unsigned forms saying the Dean was at a conference 
in Entebbe, at the Lake Victoria Hotel. What to do? I told Doreen 
that if she would take a taxi to the hotel with the forms I'd be 
happy to pay for it. She said o.k., she'd go. We drove to the taxi 
park at Wandegeya and I put her, plus unsigned forms, on a taxi 
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and off they went. I said I'm meet her after lunch when we came to 
Forestry for the interviews. Fine. 
 
From there I went on to town to go to the GEF focal point and ask 
if they had received the GEF application I'd sent from Oxford in 
July. I finally found the office but there was no-one there. 
However I did meet someone called Mark Williams who knew the 
name of the person who was responsible for dealing with GEF 
proposals in the environmental sector - a lady called Lucy 
Muwuluuke. He suggested I should come back next day. From 
there I went on to Forestry where I met Tony Finch again and we 
finalised details of the proposed meeting of BFP and FD personnel. 
 
Back at Pomeroy's for lunch, and then up to Forestry for the 
interviews. Lucy, Jeremy and I were joined for these by Herbert 
Tushabe of MUIENR, Jake's friend and a reliable man. I had 
arranged this by email from Oxford, through Panta Kasoma, as we 
felt we needed a Ugandan on the interviewing panel. Herbert had 
kindly agreed to act. Doreen had laid on a room for us. Our four 
candidates were waiting and we interviewed all of them and put 
them in a rank order at the end. There remained three still to 
interview, all good on paper, but as the letters calling the for 
interview had been delayed they might not have received them so 
we could not proceed without seeing them. We wrote a new letter 
to them with a date for when I'd be back from Budongo in a couple 
of weeks' time.  
 
Going over to Zoology with Herbert I went up to the Secretary's 
office with a note for Chris Bakuneeta who had left a note for me 
at Pom's requesting a meeting. I found him well set up, sitting at a 
desk in Kasoma's old room, working on his thesis. We had a 
friendly chat and discussed the reasons for his departure from the 
project. He seemed in good shape. I told him we would do the 
interviews for the co-director position later in the month, when I 
returned to Kampala after a week or so at Budongo. 
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We returned to Pom's for tea and during tea Pom arrived with John 
Aluma and Jones Kamugisha in the same vehicle, a FD vehicle that 
Pom had got a lift in from the airport. So I briefly met Jones and 
congratulated him on the new Budongo Forest Management Plan 
which I'd been reading at Derek's place, and in particular on the 
fact that the whole of compartment N3, where our project was 
located, had been designated a Site of Special Scientific Interest 
(SSSI) - the first, as far as we knew, such site in Uganda (or if not 
then certainly the first in the forest sector). We hoped that would 
bring us the protection we needed to carry on with our research 
unimpeded by sawmillers and pitsawyers. 
 
Derek and I had dinner together and I felt the day had gone well. 
Next day Jeremy and Lucy and I set off for Budongo, the usual 
drive, stop at Masindi and arrival as it was getting dark. I was glad, 
as always, to be back at Sonso among all my Ugandan friends 
there, Joy and Zephyr and Geresomu and the others. It was also 
nice to meet the large number of UK people who were out there at 
that time. There was Dick Byrne from St Andrews (Andy Whiten 
and his wife Susie had spent a week at Sonso but had left already), 
then there were our three chimp students, Clea and Emma and 
Katie. Besides there were Ben Mines from Oxford who was 
helping Jeremy with his bird study and Rhiannon Meredith also 
from Oxford who was helping organise our herbarium collection 
and put it on our computer, and Emily Bethell whom I had not met 
before (she was from UCL) but who was here to do her project and 
map the south east part of the trail system accurately. I'd brought a 
new mosquito net but there was no time to rig it up.  I had a shot of 
whisky with Ben and slept well. 
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                                 Dick Byrne carving pizza 
 
Sept 11th  
Next morning it was into the forest with Zephyr at 7.45. At 7.58 
we found Zesta climbing down from a Ficus sur tree, in which we 
saw Kwera and her infant Kwezi. Nearby we found Kigere with 
her juvenile Kadogo and also something I had never seen before, a 
dead premature infant she had given birth to two days before. The 
previous day she had hung it in the crook of a branch, the Field 
Assistants told me,  and it was still there today, not far from where 
she was feeding. We thought it might be a foetus of about 4 
months old. Its hands and feet were not fully formed. There were 
flies buzzing around it. It had some hair on its head and arms but 
its legs were covered in white skin and bare of hair. Clea and the 
other chimp students were also present to see it.  
 
Ruda was also nearby with her juvenile Bob and also her new baby 
Rachel whom I hadn't seen before.  And not far off we found 
Zimba with her juvenile Gonza and also another new baby to me, 
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Zig. Two new babies in five minutes! Magosi was also in the tree 
and it was nice to see him again. 
 
Sept 12th was spent in camp. I had so much arranging and other 
things to do. And it was raining. So the chimps took a miss but I 
got a lot done. 
 
Sept 13th I was back in the forest. We found a lone juvenile female 
who had been seen recently but had not been identified or named. 
She was feeding in a Ficus sur tree, an immigrant maybe, or an 
orphan, or both. None of our chimps had taken any interest in her, 
Zephyr said.  
 
While we were in the forest our Field Assistants enquired about the 
possibility of going on a summer course! They'd been down to 
Entebbe to UWEC as part of our exchanges with the keepers there 
and some of those guys had been to Jersey Wildlife Conservation 
Trust. I promised to look into the question of whether one or other 
of them might be able to do that but it was very uncertain. (And at 
the time of writing I don't know how we are going to raise the 
money for this, all the grant-giving bodies I've contacted so far 
limit their funds to students who already have a first degree, which 
none of our guys have. This, I think is unfair as our guys do as 
much or more for conservation as do people with degrees).  
 
Back at camp we decided to open a large parcel that had arrived 
from Jim and Sandy  Paterson in Canada. It rattled a lot and when 
we opened it we thought at first it contained nothing but sweet corn 
as hundreds of corn grains fell out all over the floor. But there 
proved to be other goodies inside, including a mug for me and 
mugs for others, children's books for the children, necklaces and 
scarves for the ladies, a meat grinder (which I call a mincer), and - 
wait for it! - a large smoked salmon wrapped in airtight foil which 
we all ate for supper and which tasted absolutely delicious! 
Thanks, Jim and Sandy! The memory lingers. 
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That day also I sat down with our chimp-three and we re-classified 
the chimps according to what we thought were accurate criteria, 
which we wrote down. Dick Byrne was helpful in bringing clarity 
to the different categories. It's really difficult to get accurate 
definitions and we tried hard. We need them to do our 
demography, to know how many infants, juveniles, subadults and 
adults we have at any one time, and also to know when any given 
individual makes a demographic transition from one category to 
the next. It was a very helpful discussion.  
 
I also made lists of things to be done when I got back to the UK - 
Lucy wanted complete lists of our Reports, Dissertations and 
Theses so she could check these against what we had at camp, 
Kennedy and Afayo wanted raincoats, Richard wanted a Stanley 
knife with blades, a screwdriver set and a medium sized bradawl 
with a plastic handle.  
 

            
                  Lucy Beresford-Stooke in the office at camp 
 
 
 
 



347 
 

Sunday Sept 14th  
I went to Nyabyeya Forestry College twice today. It was a wet wet 
day, had rained all night. The first trip was on the back of Richard's 
motorbike. All went well until we reached the very wet section 
near Nyakafunjo. Richard, as usual, advised me to get off the bike 
and walk while he negotiated the muddiest bit, riding skillfully 
along the ridges between the water-filled ruts. I got one foot on the 
ground and then, midway through swinging the other leg 
backwards to dismount my first foot slipped and I went sprawling 
into the mud. One arm and one leg were covered in foul smelling, 
red-coloured mud. Great. I laughed it off but Richard was a bit 
dismayed. We were on our way to see Wilson, the Principal of the 
College, about the idea of running courses for overseas visitors. On 
reaching his house (where I hoped to get a wash) we found he 
wasn't yet back from Kampala (he'd told me when I met him in 
Kampala that he would be back this day). So I asked the lad who 
answered the door for a bowl of water which he duly provided, 
with soap and towel. It was a lot better without the mudpack 
covering, I hate the feeling of being covered in mud, makes me 
feel like a dinosaur. 
 
We rode on to the Norwegians' house to see if anyone was in. Odd 
Lie and Erling Fosser were both there so we had a nice chat on 
their verandah. I told Erling that we had been unable to travel to 
Norway that summer because of Frankie's eye operation, but we 
hoped all being well to travel next year.  
 
That evening after supper I drove the Toyota to Nyabyeya and 
again got stuck in the very same muddy section. It was really 
terrible. But I was with a number of members of staff and they 
pushed us out. We went there to see a video I'd brought about the 
Shetland Isles(!). All were most impressed at the huge amount of 
wildlife there was in those faraway waters and were very amazed 
at the huge size of the whales which most of them had never heard 
of before.  
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Monday Sept 15th  
A nice cool morning after yesterday's rain. Derek Pomeroy is due 
today, and when he's here we are going to have a research talks 
session, with all our UK and Ugandan students talking about their 
current and future research. That was planned in Kampala. He's 
coming from Murchison and due to arrive at tea time. Before that  
we have a general staff meeting planned for 2 o'clock at which I'll 
deal with any and all staff problems raised (to the best of my 
ability, I never succeed completely), and I'll also announce the 
generous grant from the Margot Marsh Fund (kept secret so far) 
which will give each and every staff member the nice little sum of 
60,000/-, considerably more than a month's pay for many of them. 
 
In the morning, however, the forest awaited me so I went in as 
usual. We found the chimps feeding on Khaya bark down in the 
Sonso valley swamp forest to the east of the road bridge. They 
were on several trees but all were feeding on the bark. It was a 
bark-eating ‘binge'. Unless the bark is especially desirable on 
certain days, the reason several feed on it at once must be social. 
So far we don't know the answer to this. Dick Byrne was down in 
the valley with us, and with his student Emma, Katie and Clea 
were also around with their field assistants. But we all kept a 
reasonable distance apart, made easier because the chimps were 
scattered on the different trees. We saw Zimba and Zig and 
Mukwano on one tree, Bwoya and Magosi on another, and Kalema 
and Bahati on a third.  
 
We had a very good staff meeting and there was a round of 
applause when, after a suitable lead-up, I announced the Margot 
Marsh grant. We surely did the right thing dividing it up equally 
between all staff, though we had a bit of a problem with Sebbi 
because I was completely unwilling to give him all his money at 
once, he'd just get drunk and be robbed as had happened before. So 
we agreed that Joy would keep it for him and let him have it as and 
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when. But Sebbi didn't like this arrangement, he wanted his 
money! Apparently he owed a large sum to a shop in Nyakafunjo. 
But would he use the money to pay that off or go on a giant waragi 
binge? I gave up and left it to them to decide. 
 

                                
                                               Sebbi with bicycle 
 
After the meeting Derek arrived as planned and we put our chairs 
around in a half circle and had an excellent 2-hour session of 
‘Budongo University’ talking about our various research projects. 
The field assistants attended and were quite interested to hear what 
was going on, as most of them only knew about the work they 
were personally involved with. It was nice for me too to get a 
broad view of all the work of the Ugandan students - Polycarp, 
Eric Sande, BB and Mnason as well as the chimp work of our three 
doughty girls. Jeremy spoke about his bird work. Lucy attended 
too. It was very nice. Everyone, including Derek and I, made our 
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comments, good and bad, and all criticisms were taken in the 
pleasantest way.  
 

         
                                      Budongo university 
 
 In the evening, a group of us from House 1 went potto hunting. 
Jeremy had a bright torch and we walked along the B trail 
westwards. At the same place where Jeremy had found a potto 
before when Andy Whiten and others had gone looking for one, 
there it was again. Mostly hidden by leaves, it had glowing orange 
eyes. Slowly it moved in the branches right up in the canopy. 
Needed binoculars to see it properly. Not easy to study as it kept 
disappearing, and the torch couldn't be left on for too long as it had 
limited power in its battery. But it was the first time I'd seen a 
potto at Budongo, I'd only ever seen them in zoos before. 
 
16 September  
Next day, Tuesday, I spent mostly at camp. Acidri Jimi, the LC1 
chairman, came visiting and I felt a bit guilty at never having 
offered him a gift so I offered to send him a watch as a personal 
gift. He was delighted (and as soon as I got home to England I did 
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and he was delighted again). Various members of staff came to me 
asking if I could bring them watches in March - Raimon, Orach, 
Operasio, Wele and Gideon. All offered to pay 15,000/- for a 
watch. I realised that this must be because they could sell them at a 
hefty profit but I didn't mind this as long as they paid for the 
watches in the first place (I objected strongly to their selling off the 
watches donated by the project, which had happened before). 
Richard also said he wanted a strong dark coloured raincoat with 
an inside pocket and I said I'd see what I could do.  
 
In the afternoon we had two Norwegian visitors, one, Johannes 
Haug, being the Norwegian Forestry Society's Information Officer. 
We all went into the forest with Geresomu accompanying us, and 
he gave them an excellent account of blue monkey behaviour and 
ecology (he was the field assistant to Chris Fairgrieve when he did 
his Ph.D. on blue monkeys) right inside the forest when we came 
across a lone blue male. I followed it up with a description of our 
chimpanzees but we didn't come across any. 
 
It was my last day in Budongo this trip, nice to be in the forest 
right to the end, and nice to have visitors from Norway now that 
we are funded by NORAD.  They were very friendly, very 
impressed, after we had some nice cool beers after the forest walk, 
then they went back to the college where they were staying. 
 
Wednesday 17 September 1997 
At 9 a.m. my trip to Budongo was over and we were in the Toyota 
heading back for Kampala.  We drove in convoy, Derek's Land 
Rover and our Toyota, to Masindi, where Dick changed vehicles 
and went on with Derek who was going north to Murchison to pick 
up some students he had left there before coming over to Sonso. 
Dick was a birdwatcher as well as a chimpologist (he'd been down 
to Lake Albert with Jeremy and Lucy the previous Sunday and 
seen 6 new species - new for him, that is) and now he relished the 
thought of going on the launch trip along the Victoria Nile to 



352 
 

Murchison Falls and maybe seeing the famed shoebill storks that 
stand at the riverside (in the event he did see them). We bid him 
goodbye and drove on down the dusty road to the capital. 
 
Back in town at Derek's place I made my list for the next days: 
See John Kaboggoza 
Check re GEF application 
Follow up Tony Finch's conference idea at Forest Dept 
Prepare for the Friday meeting at Nakawa 
Organise with Barclays to send me monthly bank statements 
Find out if Kiwuuwa was doing anything 
Contact Rhoda Kalema to try and meet 
Confirm flights home 
Sort out Per Wegge's contribution to Eric Sande's research 
Interview the 3 remaining candidates and decide which was the 
best of all 7. 
 
Thursday September 18th  
At 9 a.m. we were at Forestry where our remaining candidates 
were waiting. We did the interviews, Jeremy, Lucy, Herbert and I, 
following the same scheme of questions as on the previous 
occasion. One of the candidates, James Okiria-Ateker, seemed 
very promising, His background had been with National Parks, he 
had been a warden at Murchison, and he was just finishing up his 
M.Sc. in Forestry, with John Kaboggoza and John Aluma as his 
supervisors. He seemed ideal for us, bearing in mind that both of 
these people were on our Steering Committee. They would know 
him, but unfortunately we hadn't received written references from 
them. Nor had we received one from National Parks. We would 
have to decide ourselves. We needed to make a decision before I 
left for the UK. James performed well at the interview, he seemed 
level-headed and answered all our questions in a thoughtful way. 
So we decided to offer the job to him. I felt greatly relieved that we 
had got a Ugandan co-director once again. 
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We at last found that the garage had sold Andy's old pickup. Great, 
until we heard that he'd only been able to get 2.77m/- for it. Andy 
had wanted 6m/- at first, then it went down to 5m/- and finally 
Jeremy advertised it for what he could get. One reason apparently 
is that whereas when Andy bought it such vehicles were very hard 
to get, now the market was flooded with them. Such has been the 
pace of progress in Uganda that everything you couldn't get a few 
years ago is now freely available. That evening Jeremy left for the 
UK to get his D.Phil. underway at Oxford. 
 
Friday Sept 19th 
Lucy and I continued with our various jobs and wrote to the 
candidates for the job. I met up with Rhoda at the Sheraton for 
lunch and exchanged news. She told me that the TV programme 
about her daughter Gladys would soon be shown on UK television 
and I noted down the date, October 15th. 
 
After lunch I went over to the Forest Dept at Nakawa for our 3 
p.m. meeting.  Tony had organised it well. Present in the 
Commissioner's office were: Dick Olet the Commissioner, Fred 
Kigenyi the Deputy Commissioner, John Kaboggoza from 
Makerere, Tony Finch the EC Project Leader, Jones Kamugisha 
who worked with him, Lucy and I. It was quite a good meeting.  
After some pleasant introductory remarks by Dick Olet, Tony 
opened the meeting by saying that it followed on from the earlier 
one in March at Sonso, and that we still did not have any formal 
arrangement between BFP and FD. I followed by saying that BFP 
wanted to forge closer links with FD, which was important to us 
because it owned the forest, gave permission for people to work 
there, and could throw us out if it wanted to. Therefore we needed 
a written agreement specifying what work we were allowed to do, 
and indeed what work the FD would like us to do. I also mentioned 
the previous meeting we'd had at Sonso, and pointed out that there 
were no longer any financial implications to any agreement 
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between BFP and FD (before I had been trying to link this with 
funding for an expat co-director and this had not worked).  
 
Jones spoke approvingly. Fred said that in the case of the Kibale 
Forest the work of the research team there had been critical of FD 
and useless to them, and he questioned whether our work was 
relevant to FD? I replied that yes, it was, much of the research that 
lay behind the current management plan for Budongo had been 
done by BFP, mainly by Andy Plumptre, and now we had students 
from the Forestry Department at Makerere and they were doing 
applied research under the NORAD grant.  Fred welcomed this and 
softened his tone somewhat. John Kaboggoza confirmed that under 
NORAD his Department would be sending more students to 
Budongo and they would be doing useful research, and I followed 
up by giving some details of Fred Babweteera's recent M.Sc. thesis 
on gap size and regeneration which had shown the critical size 
which gaps caused by logging should not exceed if proper 
regeneration of the forest was to be ensured. This kind of research 
met with Fred's approval, and indeed is just what FD needs to 
manage the forest better. All present agreed to make an effort to 
draw up some kind of formal agreement between FD and BFP (I 
have to add that at the time of writing, January 1998, nothing has 
come of this so far). 
 
The second part of the meeting was to discuss the idea of a 
conference in 1998. That year would be the centenary year of FD 
and the idea was to celebrate it with several events, including an 
international conference. Tony and I suggested that the conference 
could be about Research into Forestry over the last 100 years. I had 
written out a set of speakers and Tony had typed it up and now he 
distributed it. It was, naturally, focused on Budongo and was just a 
draft but it gave the idea, and I had included the basic cost. There 
was quite a lot of enthusiasm for something along these lines and 
the meeting ended with Fred saying that Government funding 
should be available for this.  
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Saturday 20th September 
My last day and a chance to relax down at Entebbe before the night 
flight on Alliance back home. Before leaving Kampala I saw Lucy 
one last time, to finalise the letters to the candidates who had not 
succeeded and work out how to start off the successful one. He 
would have to finish his MSc, thesis and be examined before 
starting and we thought he'd be ready to start on November 15th, 
and Lucy would have settled in sufficiently to show him the ropes 
by then. We parted hoping it would all work out fine. There didn't 
seem to be any problems in the offing... 
 
Back in the UK 
I settled down to the new term at Oxford and also did some of the 
things that needed to be done for Budongo. There was an urgent 
need to revise the Responsibilities and Rights of BFP Co-directors 
document. The general document for visiting students had to be 
revised to include Ugandans. The rules governing the Ugandan 
Students Fund needed revising. Jeremy was in Oxford and I had 
frequent meetings with him to see if there was any way we could 
improve the salary levels of our staff. Emails came through from 
Lucy and there was always lots to do, one email from me to her 
had 32 paragraphs, each something separate that needed seeing to. 
We were back in the swing of things and it was good. Zephyr 
hadn't quite finished writing up the finished copy of the chimp 
sightings from March to September 1997 when I left and in due 
course the data sheets arrived from him and I got Diana to enter 
them on the computer. Good to have that steady flow of data. The 
paper I had submitted before going to Uganda on party size at 
Sonso came back with referees' comments and had to be revised, 
and then the one on the demography of our chimps came back with 
comments, and then the one on the tannins and sugars in the fruits 
eaten by our chimps came back, also with comments. All these had 
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to be attended to and there were never enough hours in the day. 
These papers were all accepted subject to revision. The only one of 
the four that was rejected was the one I'd written with Andy, 
perhaps the best one of the lot, which presented a paradox: chimp 
party size was smaller when the food supply was richer - the 
opposite of what other studies had found. We had attributed it to 
particular circumstances of the food supply at Budongo, and to 
social factors, but the referees weren't convinced and wanted us to 
go back and do some more analysis. They all agreed it was an 
important paper but not convincing as it stood. More work! 
 
Another thing that kept me busy at this time was writing the Report 
to National Geographic for the two years of chimp work that ended 
in September 1997, and preparing a new grant proposal for 1988-
1999. I had plenty of results to write about as our chimp 
programme had remained very active. And for the next two years I 
prepared a proposal with four objectives: to collect more chimp 
hairs for DNA analysis, to determine more accurately the range of 
our Sonso community, to make a more comprehensive map of the 
area where we were working, and to begin a study of the elusive 
Kaniyo-Pabidi chimpanzees up in the north-east, since they were 
surely using the grassland there and that would be fascinating to 
know more about. Also, as I pointed out, it was important to find 
out more about chimps that moved outside their resident forests 
because the PHVA meeting in January had shown that there were 
many areas in Uganda where such movement between forest 
patches occurred, and we needed to find out more about how to 
conserve chimps in such places. Another area where they moved 
from Budongo was to the Kinyara Sugarworks on the road to 
Masindi - could they really be Budongo chimps so far from the 
forest? 
 
In early November 1997 I received a nice letter. It was an 
invitation from Wilhelm Muller, Director of the Uganda Wildlife 
Education Centre (UWEC) to attend the official opening of the 
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"Budongo Chimpanzee Forest" at Entebbe on November 15th. The 
chimp island and surrounding area would be opened by Mrs Janet 
Museveni, in the presence of all Uganda's dignitaries in the 
environmental and wildlife sectors.  With the invitation came a 
programme so I could see it would be a big event. Of course, I 
couldn't justify a trip to Uganda just for this so I had to stay at 
home, but I contacted Lucy and she went along. It was a great 
success. From our point of view on the project, it was great to have 
this excellent chimp island named after Budongo as people would 
hear about our forest.  
 
And then, in mid-December, came a bombshell. Jeremy and I had 
noticed that Lucy hadn't mentioned James in any of her emails or 
faxes and we hoped all was well. It wasn't. A fax arrived from 
Lucy. It was a catalogue of problems between her and James. He 
was not listening to anything Lucy said. He was not going into the 
forest. He was sitting in his house and interviewing members of 
staff and trying to discover any dissatisfactions they had. He 
complained when Lucy used the vehicle saying she was exclusive 
about it. Generally he had adopted a wholly negative attitude from 
the start but she had hoped it would improve and so hadn't 
bothered me with it so far. Oh dear oh dear. 
 
James, who was on probation, seemed to be at fault. It was the start 
of a lot of problems. By chance the fax arrived just when John 
Kaboggoza was in the UK attending a conference in Leeds. Jeremy 
and I went up the very next day to meet him there, having phoned 
to arrange it the day the fax arrived. We met John and a colleague 
of his, William for lunch at Leeds University and had a meeting 
with them for an hour afterwards. John said he was very surprised 
by this turn of events because Lucy had been to see him just a few 
days before he left for the UK, and hadn't mentioned it. I said that 
was probably because she hadn't wanted to burden him with our 
problems, preferring to burden me first. He agreed, but felt that as 
project co-ordinator he had to know what was going on. I was 
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pleased by this as I'd wanted John to take a more active role but 
he'd so far always been too busy with his work getting the new 
Forestry building up, and attending overseas conferences. He was, 
indeed, a very busy man.  
 
We had an open and frank discussion. John said he thought that in 
view of the difficulties we were having with our Ugandan co-
director it might be best if that post was filled by someone from his 
own Department. That would also please NORAD because it 
wanted our project to be closer to the Forestry Department. And it 
would help to give BFP a firm institutional base. I was pleased 
about this turn of events. If we could gain a secure institutional 
base that would be a dream come true. We'd failed to achieve this 
with the Govt. Forest Department because of funding implications 
and because of the anomalous position of FORI. With the 
Makerere Forestry Dept things should be a lot easier as we were in 
any case funded through them, and there were no anomalous 
complications.  
 
Both Jeremy and I could see possible hazards if we lost our 
autonomy and became part of Forestry or closer to Forestry. We 
might be subject to red tape, delays and other things Makerere was 
famous for. We wouldn't be able to do exactly what we wanted 
without discussions and ratifications. But that was an inevitable 
price that had to be paid for institutionalisation. I was ready to pay 
it. And if it meant that NORAD funding would be easier to get in 
future then I was very very much in favour of that. Having to raise 
the funds to keep the project running had been the bane of my life 
for 7 years now. It had kept me busier than anyone should have to 
be, running to keep still. I always had at the back of my mind our 
wonderful staff who would just find their lives at an end if I 
couldn't get the money. Now, if John and Forestry and Makerere 
were all involved it was much more likely that NORAD's overseas 
aid budget would be able to continue support because NORAD 
was deeply committed to Forestry already and this would just be a 
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small additional cost for them. But the converse was that we had to 
make a success of our project, and so these person-to-person 
difficulties were not at all welcome. 
 
James had started work on November 1 officially, though he hadn't 
come to Sonso, by arrangement, until mid-November. He was on 6 
months probation, and had therefore got a further 5 months to go. I 
hoped things would get better between them, but from what Lucy 
had written I doubted it. John said it would not do to take any 
precipitate action and we agreed about that. We would just have to 
write and he could talk to James and see if things settled down. I 
contacted Lucy and wrote to James. I'd asked him to organise a 
meeting of local officials but hadn't had a reply. I now wrote a 
pleasant letter asking him to report on what he'd done so far. 
 
In due course I got a very unsatisfactory reply from him. And later, 
after Christmas I got a plan for the meeting of local officials that 
was very poor. Oh dear. 
 
Liz Rogers went out to Uganda on January 2nd to visit her student 
Katie Fawcett and when she got back she reported to me on a 
meeting that James had called to haul Lucy over the coals about 
her (to him) inept style of management. He  was clearly ignoring 
my letters in which I'd reminded him he was on probation and was 
supposed to be learning about the project not re-organising it. Liz 
said he was poisoning the relationship between the staff and the 
project leaders by sowing the seeds of dissatisfaction. She really 
feared he might do lasting damage. I wondered, as I had several 
times before, whether to do a mercy dash to Uganda and sort 
things out. But this time I didn't feel I could sort things out. In a 
letter to John Kaboggoza James had said that Lucy was favouring 
the whites on camp over the blacks. This showed me that he had a 
racist turn of mind and that was appalling, our project had always 
been 100% integrated. He also, I had been told by Lucy and now 
by Liz, regarded me as an irrelevance, merely the project advisor, 
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someone who could safely be ignored. If I went out and had a 
confrontation with him it would merely serve to confirm his 
prejudices and I could lose out badly. It wasn't easy to see a quick 
fix. Time would tell whether my determination to sit this one out 
was right or wrong.  
 
In the meantime on 15 January I wrote to James telling him that he 
was "poisoning" the happy atmosphere we had always enjoyed at 
camp, that his racist attitudes could not be tolerated, that he was 
threatening our continued funding by unsettling the project, and 
that an outline for a meeting he had sent me was just hot air, the 
sort of thing anyone could write (Reports, Discussion, AOB) when 
what we needed was a proper discussion of the possibilities for 
participatory management and other forestry issues.  I ended the 
letter (which I copied to Kaboggoza, Jeremy and Lucy) by saying 
"I'm afraid your probation is proceeding badly. I think it is only 
fair I should inform you of this now.". 
 
In the meantime Jeremy and I had long sessions at which we tried 
to plan how to improve staff salaries by restructuring the Ugandan 
Students Fund, the Camp account and other things. Jeremy ordered 
some telemetry equipment for Eric Sande and himself, with Per 
Wegge's money which had arrived from Norway. We discussed the 
James situation and what he, Jeremy, would do when he got back 
to Sonso. He was worried stiff, having sleepless nights at the 
prospect. I couldn't blame him - he was going back into a very 
difficult situation and we needed to have plans. Luckily John 
Kaboggoza was being a very understanding mediator at the 
Kampala end.  
 
Then on Friday January 16th I got a different kind of fax from 
Lucy. The roads had been in a terrible state between Kampala and 
Masindi because the rains had just gone on and on all through the 
dry season which had not happened at all this year. And on her 
way back to camp on Thursday January 15th, with the Toyota all 
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carefully repaired at a cost of half a million shillings, she'd come 
off the murram after the Kafu river bridge and rolled the vehicle. 
She'd been travelling with Katie. "We're fine" she said "but the 
vehicle isn't". Once again, oh dear. Later she told me she'd swerved 
to avoid a big snake and the vehicle had gone off the road. It 
happened 30 km north of the Kafu River (they had to use the north 
road because the usual one from Kafu to Masindi had been washed 
away by the freak weather Uganda was experiencing, which was 
put down to the El Nino phenomenon in the Pacific). She wrote 
"the vehicle rolled on to its side, the roof and then the other side. 
The windscreen and two other windows are smashed, I think all the 
panels are dented, lights on one side are smashed, wing mirrors 
too. I think there is no mechanical damage." Well, luckily we had 
taken out comprehensive insurance. 
 
On January 21st I got an email from Lucy saying she had been able 
to get a verbal reference for James from a senior official of UWA. 
The man's words were "James should not be given a management 
position". He was sacked from UWA because he pulled a gun and 
threatened a muzungu. I realised with a shock that back in October 
Angela Stanford, our rodent student now back at Bristol 
University, had actually mentioned this when Jeremy told her who 
we had appointed. It seemed so unlikely at the time that we had 
both dismissed the idea. It had been true, and worse we had not 
alerted Lucy back then as it seemed preposterous that the nice man 
we had just appointed should have done such a thing. We thought 
it was a rumour or a mix-up between two James's or just a mistake.  
 
I emailed back to Lucy to be careful. She was planning to go back 
to Sonso and tell James that Kaboggoza wanted to see him. I 
foresaw a showdown which could turn nasty.  
 
Two days later, Jan 23rd, I got another email from Lucy. She had 
spoken to another official at UWA who had spent time with James. 
He had said "you cannot work with this man. He is a dictator. He 
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was dismissed for embezzlement of 10 million shillings". Asked 
about the gun incident he said "yes, he had a disagreement with a 
Peace Corps [person] and wanted to shoot". Lucy added "I do not 
feel happy that James remains on camp", a nice understatement. 
 
And the same day, a bit later, came the clincher. Lucy had been 
able to obtain a copy of the dismissal letter James got from UWA.  
She quoted it in full in the email. It contained the words "The 
events that surrounded your short term administration of 
Ruwenzori Mountains National Park were so terrifying that the 
Board [of UWA] resolved to terminate your services with the 
Organisation with disgrace." It also accused him of "direct theft 
and fraud", mentioning $1,869 unaccounted for and U. Shgs  
5,473,585 misappropriated. "A decision on the possibility of 
recovering the missing funds may be considered at a later date."  
 
I make these facts public in this Diary because everyone should 
know them. It is dreadful that two of his three referees, who had 
known him for a full year while he was studying for the M.Sc. in 
Forestry, had had no idea of his past. This must not be allowed to 
happen to another project at a  future time. 
 
Meanwhile what was Lucy to do? It was already agreed that he 
would have to be sacked, even before this letter, but as far as we 
knew he was still ensconced at Sonso. However, for once fate 
intervened in our favour. James came to Kampala for his own 
reasons and went to see Kaboggoza.  
 
I received a short email from Lucy dated 27 January. It said "James 
has been sacked". I wrote to John and thanked him sincerely. 
 
Lucy then returned to Sonso. Wisely, she stopped at Kinyara Sugar 
Works and talked to Graham Pollock, the Manager, who 
immediately and very generously offered her his armed Ugandan 
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guard Fred for protection in case James should return.  We now 
had an armed guard at camp! The impossible was happening. 
 
On February 1st Jeremy and  I had a long email from Lucy. She 
had told the staff that James had been sacked and read them the 
UWA letter.  The staff got angry. They thought it was a ruse. 
James had apparently offered them a 20% pay rise and now they 
thought Lucy was making all this up to avoid paying them the 
extra. They didn't believe Lucy and wanted to hear it from 
Kaboggoza himself. Fred the guard was an excellent mediator in a 
very tense situation. He took Lucy's side throughout and told the 
staff they had been conned by James and were wrong about Lucy. 
As Lucy said, and despite the way they behaved to her "I feel very 
sorry for the staff; it is hard for them to accept what has 
happened." 
 
I wrote back to Lucy next day, commiserating and giving her my 
support. As I pointed out, it was ironic that Jeremy and I had been 
working away in Oxford to find ways to pay the staff more money, 
and now we had come up with a scheme for a pay rise of 15% and 
they would conclude it was James's doing! I told her that my 
strategy now was to have discussions with Kaboggoza in March 
and try to get more Makerere Forestry Dept involvement in the 
project, following the lead set by JK in Leeds in December. I had 
come to think that this was the only way forward. We had to 
become part of an existing Ugandan institution. We couldn't 
continue to go it alone. It would be better far if the Ugandan co-
director position was part of the Forestry Department. And I had 
always wanted to institutionalise the Project, having tried at first 
with the Government Forest Department, a plan that was in 
abeyance. Now maybe out of this disaster a firm link might be 
forged with Makerere.  
 
The James saga now began to fade away. I got back to other 
things, and Lucy did too. She arranged for Kaboggoza to visit the 
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project and meet the staff for discussions. In Oxford I started 
thinking constructively again, about where the Project was going, 
where it ought to be going, how we could best achieve the 
NORAD objectives. I prepared a document outlining all our 
ecological work done so far for Jeremy, to enable him to plan what 
should be done next. He would be going out in mid-February. We 
also discussed the objectives of the latest grant we had received 
(for one year) form National Geographic Society and how to 
achieve them. And we finalised our financial plans for dealing with 
the issue of staff pay.  
 
Mid-February arrived and Jeremy went out. He was there for 
Kaboggoza's visit and sent me a long letter about it. He also 
enclosed a 3-page memorandum from the staff to Kaboggoza, 
which they gave him and discussed with him, outlining their need 
for more pay and other grievances. They wanted longer holidays 
and shorter hours. I detected the hand of James behind some of the 
things they were saying. The document had an US and THEM 
feeling to it that was new, and disappointing, to me. It was as if our 
project was like a factory in the bad old days of the industrial 
revolution, with a hard-done-by staff and a set of idle, uncaring 
bosses. Oh dear once again. Nevertheless, the staff did have some 
real issues that needed urgent attention. These included pay, 
different hours worked by different categories of workers, sick 
leave, job security, allowances, field equipment, working relations, 
and use of the project vehicle. These were serious issues that 
clearly needed to be addressed, carefully thought through, balanced 
against our budgetary limits, and discussed with the staff. 
 
It was coming up to March 13th, my date to leave for the next visit. 
I had taken 4 weeks instead of the usual 3 this time as I envisaged 
long and convoluted meetings at Sonso. I wasn't looking forward 
to all this but it had to be done.  I'd arranged to meet up with John 
K on Wednesday the 18th of March, and I really hoped that we 
could make some progress at this meeting. Then I could go on to 
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Sonso with some positive suggestions, maybe some new money 
(though Jeremy had written that this was unlikely) or a 
rearrangement of the budget. I'd be seeing Jeremy on March 16th 
and 17th so I hoped to have a preliminary planning session then. A 
lot of his time would be taken up with a visit by his supervisor, 
Chris Perrins, who was coming out a day later than me and would 
be coming to Sonso, then on to Bwindi and then home again. But I 
faxed him to leave time for some pre-Kaboggoza discussions. I had 
by now sent John K a set of items for discussion. The objective 
was to make Budongo Forest Project a Field Station for Makerere 
University Forestry Department. We all wanted this. But would we 
succeed? Time would tell. 
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Chapter 11 

 

March - April 1998 

 
 

In which I have a successful meeting with the staff of Makerere 

Forestry Department, and a series of successful meetings with our 

staff at Sonso 

 
 
March 14  
Arriving in Uganda I was aware that this was going to be one of 
the trickiest visits ever, and one of the most important. I had an 
extra week because of this. There were two objectives. First, I 
wanted to establish a firm link between BFP and MUFD - the 
Department of Forestry at Makerere University. Second, I wanted 
to do all I could to get staff relations at Sonso back on track after 
the damage done by James Okiria-Ateker.  
 
Once I'd settled in at Derek Pomeroy's house, I made two lists, one 
of things to be done in Kampala, the other of things to discuss with 
Jeremy and Lucy when I met them. The Kampala list had 16 items 
on it, the list of discussion topics had 26. Most vital to do in 
Kampala was to make a start on buying the new motorbike, getting 
the new solar panels, and finding a new fridge. Among things to 
discuss with Jeremy and Lucy were the possibilities for a pay rise 
for all staff, when either of them would be at Sonso (Lucy had 
been mainly in Kampala recently and Jeremy had his supervisor's 
visit in progress and a trip to Bwindi coming up). Was there a 
temporary Ugandan co-director in prospect? Was the Land Rover 
in running order? Had the Toyota been repaired yet? And so on. 
 
Lucy phoned on Sunday 15th and came over that afternoon and we 
had our first proper talk since the James saga had erupted. She had 
recovered, more or less, as much as one ever does from such a 
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series of blows to self-confidence, and we went over the main 
features of the whole thing once again. Then we talked about the 
accident and the damage to the Toyota. And lastly about the 
problem of staff relations, and what mood I was likely to find the 
staff in when I arrived. It was obvious they were expecting me to 
do something to resolve their complaints, and luckily Jeremy and I 
had come up with a scheme to give them a good pay rise, IF they 
didn't demand too much by way of extras, bonuses, sickness 
benefits, increased bicycle allowances and so on. After a while, 
Fred Babweteera, who was finishing off his M.Sc. thesis on 
climber tangles in gaps at Budongo, joined us and we discussed 
some of our staff problems with him. It was good, as always, to get 
a Ugandan perspective on things. 
 
In Kampala the talk was all of the impending visit of President 
Clinton. He was due in Kampala from April 23-25th and all over 
the centre of the city you could see the signs - the City council 
were taking up the broken paving stones on the pavement and 
replacing them, there were banners of welcome across the road 
from Entebbe where it entered Kampala, and according to the New 
Vision all the street children were being rounded up and taken off 
to a special holding centre where they would stay until the 
President had gone; a side-effect of this was that dozens or 
hundreds of other children were coming into Kampala to get 
themselves collected and taken away, because it was rumoured that 
they were given free food and accommodation in the temporary 
child centres. 
 
I checked in at Forestry first thing on Monday morning and it 
turned out that I wouldn't be able to see John Kaboggoza until the 
Wednesday so I had plenty of time to do all the things that needed 
doing in Kampala. In addition I bought some maps of western 
Uganda at the National Biomass Unit at the Forest Dept. at 
Nakawa, these would be useful in drawing up our research 
proposal for NERC on the conservation genetics of Uganda's 
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western chimpanzees. I also had a pleasant lunch with Gladys 
Kalema who told me the latest from UWA and continued to be 
enthusiastic about her job as the vet for National Parks.  I went 
over to MUIENR where I had a talk with Herbert Tushabe about 
the failure of our chosen candidate, James, to deliver as Co-
director at Budongo. He was a nonplussed as I was at the fiasco 
that had developed. Jeremy's supervisor Chris Perrins was in town 
with his wife Mary, and I heard an interesting talk he gave at 
MUIENR on the study of great tits at Wytham Woods near Oxford.  
That evening Derek and I had dinner with Chris and Mary, joined 
also by Jeremy, Christine Dranzoa, and Tony Finch and his wife 
Lucy. One of those big dinners I only seem to have in Kampala - 
noisy and funny and oiled by bottles of Nile or Club or, these days, 
Chairman's ESB (Extra Strong Beer).  
 
Wednesday 18th March  
At 9 a.m. I was at Forestry for the meeting with John Kaboggoza 
that meant so  much to me, and to the Project. He was there and we 
retreated to a small room where we could be sure not to be 
disturbed. I thanked him profusely for having taken the action he 
did and sacked James. That was absolutely the right thing to do 
and had saved the Project from more complete damage that would 
have ensued the longer he had stayed. John told me that he had 
arranged for all his staff to meet with him and me at 10 a.m. to 
discuss the prospects for collaboration between BFP and MUFD. 
He was very keen and he wanted them to become involved and 
express their ideas and opinions. That was excellent planning on 
his part and I was grateful.  
 
During the first hour we talked about a number of things. I asked 
him how we should go about making a link between our two 
organisations. He'd already written that he thought BFP might be a 
research laboratory for MUFD but so far we hadn't discussed the 
mechanics of how to do this. He said the first move would need to 
be at the Faculty Board, which would need to approve the idea. 
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Then it could go forward towards implementation. He felt, though, 
that we should not go with a bald proposal to Faculty Board and 
asked me whether BFP had any existing arrangement with 
Makerere. I replied that we had - the Memorandum of Agreement 
that we drew up with Makerere in 1992, with the Departments of 
Zoology and Botany. He was delighted that we had this, as it could 
be built on and the link could seen as an extension of something 
already in place, instead of trying to do something entirely new 
which was bound to raise all sorts of difficulties. 
 
There was also the question of what NORAD might think about 
this kind of link and, crucially, whether it would want to support it 
financially. John was fairly optimistic about this, in that NORAD 
was eager to support forestry education in Uganda and this link 
would be a step in that direction.  He told me that NORAD was 
shortly going to start construction of a new teaching centre at 
Nyabyeya Forestry College which would be for training 
undergrads from his Department. That was good news as BFP 
could get involved in that and was strategically placed to do this. 
There would be a NORAD review of the forestry sector in 1999 
and we needed to be ready for that with our plans; we should build 
on what had been done already. 
 
He also mentioned ODA's growing interest in the Environment 
sector. I told him about previous talks I'd had with Donal Brown 
and that they had come to nothing because DfID (ODA's new 
name) was wanting to do restructuring of FD first and would not 
be supporting projects like BFP until after the restructuring was  
complete. John thought I should approach them again, emphasising 
social aspects of forestry and our skills in that respect. 
 
We also thought of FORI and how to include it in the future; a link 
between FORI and NORAD was a possibility in the future and we 
should not ignore this. 
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We agreed that a conference in September 1999 was a good idea 
and would be a useful way of indicating to NORAD what we had 
achieved and how we could achieve more, and thus justify further 
support, in the future. 
 
Finally, and very usefully, John gave me a sample appointment 
letter for a Makerere driver, which would serve as a model for our 
staff at Budongo (who had asked for letters of appointment). 
 
We were then joined by the other members of staff of the Forestry 
Department, Dr Obua, Bahati Joseph (who had been up to 
Budongo), William whom I'd met in Leeds when Jeremy and I 
drove there in December 1997, and Dr Banana whom I already 
knew because of his familiarity with Budongo where he'd been 
doing research on uses of the forest by local people.  
 
John introduced the meeting and asked me to speak about the 
project. I described its history briefly and the present situation in 
which we were eager to achieve greater institutionalisation of BFP 
and make our work more central and useful to Uganda. Dr Banana 
asked what were BFP's current links? John replied that we had 
links with Oxford University, the Agricultural Univ. of Norway, 
FORI and MUFD who had 3 students a year on the project 
document but it was now becoming impossible to have 3 a year 
because of the new fees situation imposed by the Govt.  
 
William asked if there were any funds available for research by 
themselves, the members of the Department's staff? John replied 
negatively, that this was a gap to be filled in future. Dr Banana felt 
that BFP could usefully serve as a research base for students and 
staff of MUFD, in association with Nyabyeya FC. As for staff 
research, it would be best for each member of staff to formulate 
relevant research proposals and Dr Obua would co-ordinate these. 
We could combine research with training, management, and also 
with extension work through FORI and NARO. William stressed 
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the difficulty of getting research funding generally so that if such 
funding could be part of the next proposal that would be very 
good. VR mentioned the possibility of trying to establish a long-
term research programme to which students and staff could 
contribute over the next 10 years or more. Obua mentioned the 
possibility of establishing a databank for Budongo Forest. 
 
All staff agreed that it would be a good thing to establish a 
Memorandum of Agreement between BFP and MUFD, building on 
the existing one. 
 
We discussed the question of the Ugandan co-director, and all felt 
that this person should be a member of staff like themselves, not an 
outsider. The person having this job would thus link MUFD and 
BFP, should have clear terms of reference, and should be offered 
an attractive package to get a good person. JK said this could be 
included in the next proposal. We also discussed if there was not in 
fact a need for two Ugandans, one to direct the research and one to 
run the camp. VR was sympathetic to this. 
 
It was an excellent meeting and we broke up for lunch in euphoric 
mood.  
 
John had arranged a meeting for 4 p.m. that afternoon, for myself, 
himself and John Aluma to discuss the involvement of FORI with 
BFP and NORAD. The lack of involvement of FORI, despite their 
presence on the NORAD project document and Aluma's help in 
putting the proposal together at an early stage, had been a sore 
point all along and I wondered how it would go. 
 
John introduced the little meeting of the "big three" carefully, and 
asked Aluma what part he thought FORI should play in BFP? 
Aluma replied that he was reminded of the meeting we'd had at 
Sonso, which he'd attended, in which it had been asked "To whom 
does BFP belong?" FD, FORI or Makerere? This remained 
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unanswered. He knew that current preoccupations of FD were with 
stopping the illegal pitsawing, reorganisation of FD and issuing of 
licenses for legal felling. He felt BFP could either be with FORI or 
with MUFD.  
 
JK then moved the discussion on to the points raised at this 
morning's discussion with MUFD staff, and how the project was in 
actual fact already moving into the direction of being closely 
affiliated with MUFD rather than FORI. What was needed most 
was a good research programme which would generate funds for 
FORI as well as MUFD next time round.  
 
JA replied that he was at present in charge of planning for NARO 
but could envisage getting more involved with BFP especially via 
NFC which might be linked with NARO.  JK replied that MUFD 
was able to generate its own research proposals and get funding 
that way.  Both of them agreed that whatever the institutional links, 
there was a need for a scientist at the top and a manager 
immediately below him. Both should have driving licences. Could 
such people be found? VR stressed the urgency of finding good 
quality people and asked JK and JA to help. 
 
"Where is the project heading?" asked JA. He felt the need for BFP 
to have a clearer programme. Also to get a higher profile with 
more publicity, like the East African Wildlife Society. And finally 
he stressed that our staff, particularly our Field Assistants, needed 
to have a proper career structure and career development. There 
was a need for fundamental change. 
 
Despite the hard-hitting criticisms VR appreciated his concerns 
and said that he had pondered these things many times himself but 
had so far been unable to move forwards on them. The three of us 
had  a friendly interchange about how to improve pay, which I 
pointed out was the main problem voiced by the staff at the 
moment.  It was when JA suggested sacking some of them in order 
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to pay  the others more that an interesting point emerged. I said I 
was unwilling to do this because many of them were unemployable 
elsewhere, had been with us since the outset and I regarded them 
as my personal friends. I gave the example of when I arrived that 
time in a rainstorm and the taxi slid to a halt, how Ascencio had 
lent me his bicycle and Gino had accompanied me to camp, they'd 
all tried to help. And they were so friendly to me, we all enjoyed 
eachother's company. Aluma said "you are a father to them" and I 
agreed I was. Aluma didn't altogether approve, but he accepted. It 
brought the meeting to an end on a happy note. I left the two of 
them in the room to continue talking (they are good old friends) 
and I went back to Pomeroy's for the 5 o'clock tea, with plenty to 
think about. 
 
19th March  
Lucy and I had decided to take the Post Bus to Masindi. It was the 
new, safe form of transport and quite popular for that reason. We 
caught it at the Central Post Office in Kampala at 8 a.m. You have 
to buy a ticket before entering the bus, so the number of people 
does not exceed the number of seats. Excellent! We got aboard 
with our tickets and off it went, stopping at the various post offices 
en route to deliver mail. Postman Pat. It took 4 hours instead of 3, 
but that was fine by Lucy and me. 
 
We got to Masindi in time for lunch at Travellers Corner and while 
that was being prepared Lucy went off into town to see if she could 
find some transport to Budongo. She found one of the Nyabyeya 
Forestry College pickups in town and arranged for them to collect 
us in half an hour. So we found ourselves on the back of a pickup 
with a number of ladies in their long dresses and the sun pouring 
down on my arms which began to turn red. I was more concerned 
about the top of my head so I knotted my handkerchief and made a 
cap. It was fun. At Nyabyeya College we headed for the Bar where 
a beer was more than welcome, and there we met Achobo who had 
worked for Angela Stanford at BFP and was now training for his 
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Diploma in Forestry at the College and doing some work on the 
side for Jim Paterson. He confirmed that Makerere was putting up 
a new building at NFC to train forestry students in practical 
forestry. It hadn't been started yet. The students would come for a 
year, as part of their forestry training at the University. The 
funding agency was NORAD, and this was the link we would hope 
to build on in our new proposal to NORAD to tie up with MUFD.  
 
We had made an arrangement with Jeremy while in Kampala that 
he would come to the College and meet us at 4 p.m. and so we just 
sat and waited while some great grey and black clouds moved in 
with the threat of rain. Sure enough, at about that time Jeremy 
turned up in our old and not-trusty Land Rover and we all travelled 
together to Sonso. I was back. One by one I met the 4 chimp 
students - Katie, Clea and Emma who were here last time, and 
Paula who was new (I'd met her in Oxford for a few hours between 
her flights). Then there was Eric Sande, studying francolins, and 
Polycarp studying mahogany regeneration and Isaiah who had 
come back for a short study of the birds in compartment W21 
which he'd studied with Andy Plumptre in 1994 and could now be 
re-studied 4 years later in the new, post-logging situation (W21 
had been extensively pit-sawn, legally, during the year August 
1996 to July 1997 and thus provided an excellent opportunity to 
determine the effects of recent logging on the bird communities 
there). Of course, I also met my old friends Zephyr and Tinka (now 
living on camp since his wife had died and he had developed a bad 
leg) and Geresomu and also some of the newer Field Assistants. 
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                                           John Tinka, 1998 
 
20th March  
Into the forest with Zephyr and Clea. My first day. We walked for 
miles. No chimps. Then we found Mukwano, near the Nature 
Reserve in block 2O. Chimps were calling noisily from further 
west, in the Nature Reserve. Mukwano had a swollen face and a 
bad eye - it was as if she might have brushed against one of those 
plants that make you swell up. Her eyes looked strange, her face 
was puffy. She gave some alarm calls as the noise from the other 
chimps reached us. She seemed to be very nervous. We stayed 
with her for a time, and as we did so, some of our chimps came 
past from the west, moving along the ground eastwards. Mukwano 
joined them.  
 
Later we learned from Geresomu who'd been further west with 
Katie that the hullaballoo we'd heard was an inter-community 
encounter. They had been right over in the Nature Reserve, having 
followed the noise, and all of a sudden they came across males 
whom they didn't recognise, males from the Busingiro community 
maybe. They had walked into a border confrontation. Our Sonso 
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males were very excited and, fortified by the presence of 
Geresomu and Katie, they made charges against the neighbouring 
males who fled. Lucky them to see such a thing. I was envious. On 
my very first morning, but I'd missed it. They had never seen such 
a thing before, but of course it is known from Gombe and maybe 
other sites such as Kibale and Mahale.  
 
I remained with the party of people further east, Zephyr and Clea, 
Paula and Joseph (a new FA) and Emma and James. We watched 
some of the chimps climb up into the trees but most of them 
continued walking eastwards. They weren't supporting the front 
line troops! Fair enough, live to fight another day.  
 

 
                                  Zephyr and Geresomu, 1998 
 
At mid-morning I returned to camp alone. I wanted time to think. 
I'd arranged to meet the entire staff at 2 p.m. for the first of what I 
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(correctly) imagined would be quite a long series of meetings. This 
first meeting would be crucial because in it I would need to gauge 
the feelings of the staff and set the tone for future meetings. I knew 
I could trust our people, we knew each other so well. But I didn't 
know quite what damage James had done to that trust. Liz Rogers 
had told me things were bad. Lucy had told me the same. How 
bad? How should I react if our usual system of open discussion 
failed and there were hidden undercurrents of distrust? I thought 
about this as I walked back to camp, and as I drank a cup of coffee, 
and as I had lunch with Lucy who'd stayed behind to work on the 
accounts. Much as I thought, I couldn't come up with any solution 
except the very basic one, that I had a sum of money up my sleeve 
that was available to improve people's pay. And I was willing to 
give ground on some of their demands which seemed reasonable - 
about working hours and days and holidays - as long as we didn't 
run the project out of money. That would be a poor solution, and 
we had nowhere to turn for more money, NORAD wouldn't bale us 
out from all I'd heard. 
 
Two o'clock came and I made my way to the big fig tree beside the 
staff accommodation which was where the staff were gathering. 
They'd knocked off early and would do so for the coming days 
while we had meetings. I wanted them to see that I took the matter 
of their complaints and grievances seriously, as indeed I did.  
This was not the time to be flippant or try and shrug things off. 
Things had to be faced up to squarely and sorted out. They had 
written a Memorandum to John Kaboggoza and had read it out to 
him and given him a copy. They had many, many complaints, and 
some undoubtedly were justified. 
 
In the end I had 6 major meetings of all the staff, one each 
afternoon, and a series of minor ones with particular groups - the 
domestics, the trail cutters, the field assistants. I also had a couple 
of meetings with the students who would be affected by the 
changes that were coming in. At each meeting I made notes of 
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what was said, and after each meeting I wrote them up on the 
project laptop. I wanted there to be a record of what was decided, 
which I would make public for all to read and re-read at their 
leisure after I'd gone.  
 
We ended our sequence of meetings in good spirits. Once 
everything had been decided I could go away and work out the 
extent of the pay rise we could afford to pay them. Their insistence 
that all available money should go into salaries and that bonuses 
should remain as they are at present made it easier, but I had to 
bear in mind that there would now be extra payments for weekend 
working and for working on public holidays. Taking that into 
account I was able to work out that we could afford a 22.5% pay 
increase. This would be a one-off rise, reverting to 5% in January 
1999 and January 2000, in line with our NORAD budget. The 
extra money would be found by diverting funds from the Camp 
account, the money paid by visiting students, from camp 
maintenance and other such purposes to salaries. I need not say 
how pleased the staff were at this increase, and I was equally 
delighted that we could find the money. Thanks to Jeremy for 
calculating the budget so skillfully and making the projection that 
had made this pay rise possible. Jeremy did in fact get back from 
his Bwindi trip just as the meetings with the staff were coming to a 
conclusion so I was able to check with him that I'd got my 
calculations right. He said I had. So the rise went into effect 
immediately for the existing month of March. 
 
There was a bit of confusion because the Transect Cutters had been 
doing extra work this month, re-opening the 2km long trails in 
W21 so that this compartment, logged last year, could now be re-
surveyed by Isaiah for birds, and later by Lucy for primates. The 
extra work was done on the basis that they would get extra bonuses 
for this. They'd been keeping quiet about this extra bonus in the 
hopes they would get the pay rise and the bonus. When I said the 
pay rise meant no extra bonuses of any kind  the transect cutters 
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were in confusion. They quickly did some calculations and 
concluded that they would do best not to take the new pay rise 
until April and to take the bonuses for March instead. I agreed to 
this, it was a bit messy but it had to be accepted or the whole round 
of negotiations might end on a sour note and I didn't want that to 
happen at any cost. They were happy with the arrangement. 
 
We were a big group for dinner on March 20th - there were myself 
and Jeremy and Lucy and Lucy's brother and his friend and Chris 
and Mary Perrins, also Clea and Emma and Katie and Paula! We 
all dined on fillet steak from Masindi. Sometimes life could be 
quite good! 
 
25th March  
Up at 5 a.m. to take a private hire vehicle from the college to 
Masindi. I travelled to Kampala with Lucy and we arrived by mid-
day and I made my way to the Fairway. They only had one tiny 
room available, the whole hotel (and all the other hotels in 
Kampala) was full of bodyguards' for President Clinton who was 
visiting Kampala. I was in Kampala for a meeting with John 
Kaboggoza (arranged when I passed through Kampala at the start 
of this trip) to discuss the staff meetings we'd been having, the 
affiliation of BFP to the Forestry Department, and Jeremy had 
found a copy of the old Memorandum of Agreement between BFP 
and Makerere at Sonso so I had this and wanted to give it to him as 
a basis for doing a new one.  
 
I phoned John's office from the hotel and Doreen told me that the 
next day Hilary Clinton would be visiting Makerere and John was 
likely to be caught up in that (oh dear) but if I came in early he 
might be there. I spent the rest of the day at the Fairway waiting 
for time to pass, and the night in my cubby hole. 
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26th March 
Arrived at Forestry at 8.30 as Doreen had suggested. No-one 
around. Doreen herself arrived at 10 to 9. We sat and talked in her 
office. 9 a.m., 9.30, no sign of John. Doreen tried his home but he 
wasn't there. He'd gone to ground.  
 
At 10 a.m. I gave up waiting and went to Nakawa to the Forest 
Department to see who might be around. On impulse I decided to 
take this unexpected free time to try and introduce myself to the 
Norwegian ambassador, so I went to see Arnulf Odegaarde at FD 
and asked him to make an appointment for me, which he did. I had 
an hour to spare so I called in at Nis-Uganda where our Toyota 
was being panel beaten and found it there in  a sorry state. Ian 
Middleton, the man in charge (having replaced the previous 
manager, Vandy), told me he was getting on with it slowly but it 
shouldn't have been taken on in the first place, it should have been 
written off, because it was going to cost more to do all the work on 
it than they would be getting from the insurance. They would do it 
because Vandy had agreed to it. But clearly their heart wasn't in it 
and it would be ages before it was ready. 
 
At 11 a.m. I arrived at the Royal Norwegian Embassy for my 
appointment and was shown into a room where I was joined by the 
Ambassador, Mr Arild Oyen, the Environmental Advisor Mr Jan-
Erik Studsrod, and the Second Secretary Britt Hilde Kjoelaas.  I 
had about 20 minutes with all three of them, and then a further 20 
minutes with Jan-Erik. It was extremely good to be talking to out 
paymasters at last. I apologised for not having made contact sooner 
and, in reply to their questions, gave a description of the Project 
and what we were trying to do under NORAD. They wanted to 
know many things. How was BFP linked to Makerere? Was it an 
official link? I explained our current plans on this front. What, the 
Ambassador asked me, would happen if all the funds allocated to 
the Project were to suddenly disappear? (Had he been reading 
about UWA?) I explained the safeguards we had in place against 
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this happening but he repeated his question. I had to admit that I 
really did not know how the funds might be recovered. There was 
no insurance. And because there was no official link with 
Makerere the University would not necessarily be held responsible. 
This was clearly a worry for him. I hadn't really thought of it, but I 
should have, after all James had nearly got his hands on the money. 
Mr Oyen thought that some proper arrangement needed to be made 
to guard against this eventuality and evidently he was going to 
look into it very soon. I agreed it was most necessary to have some 
kind of safeguard. Mr Oyen pointed out that the 3m NOK allocated 
to BFP was quite a chunk out of the whole allocation to Makerere, 
which was 14m NOK.  
 
They asked about our usefulness to Nyabyeya Forestry College 
and to the Forest Department. This was the main thing they wanted 
to know: was BFP doing useful work? I got the impression they 
had some doubts. I pointed out that we had contributed to the 
syllabus at NFC in the area of conservation, and that we had 
contributed very considerably to the provision of data for the 
writing of the new Budongo Forest Management Plan. Jan Erik 
had been up to Budongo (Lucy had told me of his visit) and he 
wanted to know now, as then, who was actually running the 
project. I pointed out that we had a steering committee and John 
Kaboggoza was the Chairman. It was good we had that steering 
committee, I don't think they would have liked it if we had just 
been running it ourselves. They really needed to know about BFP 
and how it worked, they had ideas about it but not clear ones. My 
impression was that they liked the Project but had concerns about 
(a) its lack of proper institutionalisation, and (b) the pure research 
aspects. I mentioned that pure research could have unexpected fall-
outs of an applicable kind, as when Andy found that the minimum 
DBH at which mahoganies could be cut was below the size at 
which these species produced their seeds. They agreed but I was 
having a bit of an uphill struggle. Finally I explained the tripartite 
programme of BFP under NORAD - harvesting (John Aluma), 
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social (John Kaboggoza) and ecology (BFP). It was a good 
meeting and I was really glad I'd thought of calling in. I also felt 
that there would be a need to make Phase 2 (if we ever got that far) 
very convincing to get more NORAD support.  
 
Back to the Fairway for lunch. After which I returned to Makerere 
just in case John was there but he wasn't. I found Prof. Ruyooka 
there and we had an interesting talk. He told me that during 1997 
he had gone on behalf of the Forestry Department to Kibale Forest 
to see if a link could be made with MUBFS but had got the brush-
off. They had offered him nothing, wouldn't help with his vehicle 
repair, and didn't offer him accommodation. At the time he was in 
a FD vehicle and he concluded there was still an anti-forestry ethos 
at Kibale. "So" he said "if we can't link with Kibale then let us link 
with Budongo!" I realised that this might be a crucial if unspoken 
element in their interest in BFP. On top of which, of course, 
Budongo Forest was a Forest Reserve with logging permitted 
whereas Kibale had become a National Park. And we had 
Nyabyeya Forestry College whereas there was no such training 
centre for foresters at Kibale.  
 
I went back to the Fairway sorry to have missed John as this meant 
I had no real chance of seeing him. However, this was 
counterbalanced by the discussion with Ruyooka and the important 
meeting I'd been lucky to have at the Norwegian Embassy. I spent 
the evening alone, enjoying beers and goat muchomo, and the next 
day I travelled back to Budongo, again. 
 
April 1 1998 - April Fools Day  
 
We went to the fig tree after breakfast but found no chimps, indeed 
the food was almost gone. Arriving at the spot, some of the 
students were there before us and they said "Come and look at 
this!" There were scratch marks of a fallen tree by the roadside and 
Clea and Katie and their field assistants said they had come across 
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Magosi at the spot using some kind of tool to do something, they 
didn't know quite what he was up to. Intriguing. I examined the 
marks. They couldn't keep straight faces. 
 
Emma was coming up the road. "Look at this" we called, pointing 
at a stick lying in the road. "What is it?" she called. "Tinka (the 
chimp) was using it to walk along, he's got a bad leg!" Emma was 
amazed, it would be the first time such an observation had been 
made. Again, she spotted the reality. 
 
Then we all plotted what to do to Richard, who'd be coming along 
on his way to work shortly. In the end we concocted a tale of a 
baboon that had gone into the store room looking for food and 
we'd shut the door on it and it was trapped in there and no-one 
knew what to do about it, could he dispose of it out when he got to 
camp? He cheerfully went on his way. When we got back to camp 
towards lunchtime (no chimps came to the tree, they knew the food 
was gone), Richard was still working up his courage to open the 
store-room door and release the baboon. He had tried to see it 
through the window but it could not be seen. We gathered round, 
holding sticks and encouraging Richard to open the door. 
Eventually with great bravado he pushed it open and beat a swift 
retreat into the next door bedroom.  
 
That was the end of the pranks, we thought, but not so. Ascencio, 
the Transect Cutter, happened to have been around when Richard 
opened the door. He shut it again and when the rest of the Transect 
Cutters arrived he told them the same story. They all gathered 
around and history repeated itself. I don't think there was anyone in 
camp who didn't split their sides that day. 
 
Later in the afternoon I drove the Land Rover with Richard to 
Busingiro to the new Ecotourism Centre where the Budongo Forest 
Ecotourism Project Committee was meeting. I found a great 
tourism site, with nicely constructed bomas to stay in and a cool 
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area with tables for the committee to meet in. They were a nice 
group of people, about a dozen of them, representing the various 
villages and parishes in the area. They greeted us and we sat down 
and awaited the arrival of our item on the Agenda. In due course it 
arrived. CD explained the situation and said our assistance was 
very suitable because they had already assisted Nyabyeya Primary 
School, the next school on their list was Karongo School, and so 
they had not so far been able to help Budongo school. I gave  a 
short address explaining that until now we had never had any funds 
especially earmarked for community assistance but now, under 
NORAD, for the first time we did. I requested their assistance in 
using the money wisely. Several of them commented and all 
comments were favourable. It was more work for them, after all. 
But they were happy to help set up a meeting and give it their 
blessing. We decided that the meeting should be held after Easter. 
 
From Busingiro Richard and I went back, past the turning for 
Sonso and on to Karongo market to do some shopping. The main 
thing I remember is gashing my scalp on a wooden roof strut as I 
bent forward to look at some vegetables. I made light of it and the 
blood didn't flow for long. With our veg and some eggs and meat 
we made our way back to camp. Paula put some Germolene on my 
wounded head. From then on, each day I said to her "Would you 
mind looking at my head?" or "How's my head today?" and she 
happily administered her powerful American antiseptics on me. 
She didn't think much of Germolene, my standby for such 
emergencies. 
 
After that I nobbled Jeremy and we had time for a good discussion 
of the pay and allowances that were now permitted. I wanted to be 
quite sure we were in agreement over all aspects. We were. I 
would put the final Report on the Staff Meetings up on the notice 
board next day after a final re-type. 
 



386 
 

I almost lost my g-nuts to a smart baboon. It got into my bedroom 
and took the nuts which were in a glass jar next to the whiskey 
bottle. He disappeared into the bushes with the jar. It had a screw 
top and Achobo said he didn't think the baboon would have the 
intelligence to open it. We left him trying. About an hour later 
Achobo turned up with the jar complete with nuts. It hadn't been 
opened. I washed it, opened it and ate the nuts with my whiskey. 
First time I'd eaten a baboon's nuts. 
 
That evening was video time. The Land Rover filled up and I 
drove us all to Nyabyeya College bar where the video had been set 
up on the verandah. I'd promised our Transect Cutters free beers 
and they were all there. Slowly and sensitively they approached me 
one by one for their beers. We all sat and talked. They got jolly. I 
think they had a jerrycan of waragi there too. The video event had 
obviously been interpreted as an excuse for a midweek party. 
People arranged themselves in rows and the videos started up. The 
first was a BBC documentary about Gladys Kalema which they 
enjoyed, especially the bit where she darted a big giraffe. The 
second was one of the Mr Bean films. I didn't know how it would 
go down. There were some hysterical laughs while it was on but 
others didn't seem to know whether it was funny or pathetic. 
Afterwards I was asked if it was true that Mr Bean was an actor 
playing a part and he would get paid for it. I said yes, he'd be paid 
a lot. People thought that was a very easy way to make money. 
Some had thought that it was another documentary about an idiot. 
We had a few laughs on the drive home. 
 
Back in the UK 

 
June 19th 1998 
I've been back a couple of months now. Since returning many 
things have happened. I've written a longish planning document for 
John Kaboggoza, which should help us envisage how to move 
forward into NORAD Phase 2, with BFP as a field station for 
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MUFD, if that's what he wants (I do!). I've re-drafted the 
programme for the big conference we want to have in Masindi in 
September 1999, and done a new budget for it. I've been in touch 
with Janette Wallis over the paper we are doing for the 
Madagascar IPS conference on the reproductive behaviour of our 
Sonso females since 1992. The papers on the chimp demography 
and the chemistry of chimp foods are in press and due out soon. 
The papers on ecology and on party size have been rejected by 
referees and need to be rewritten. Two papers done with Andrew 
Brownlow on chimp nesting behaviour have been submitted. 
Following a suggestion of Andy Plumptre's I've put together the 
first issue of the Budongo Forest Newsletter, designed by Zoe 
Wales, a Human Sciences 2nd year student, and it's waiting to be 
run off on the photocopier and sent out to over a hundred people 
on the mailing list. And, together with Duane Quiatt, I've put 
together a questionnaire about chimp injuries and sent this out to 
all the people at all the chimp sites we can think of, and already 
half a dozen people have replied. Then there is Lucy Bannon's 
report on hunting law around Budongo which I've re-jigged a bit 
and will send to Oryx or another journal. And Heidi Marriott's 
report on the micro-demography of the population around 
Budongo which, after being rejected by the Journal of Biosocial 
Science as it was too thin on data, has gone to Social Biology and 
Human Affairs, the little journal of the Biosocial Society. Besides 
all that, both John Waller (injuries) and Michelle Barrows 
(parasites) have sent off papers about their work to journals but I 
don't know the outcome yet.  
 
A little more about the first Newsletter: we decided to ask all our 
students and senior visitors who'd been at Budongo over the years 
to write a short contribution about their work and their 
experiences. For the first one we took the earlier people first. So 
our first number has contributions from Andy Plumptre, Kirstin 
Johnson, Gladys Kalema, Chris Fairgrieve, and Duane Quiatt, as 
well as featuring Chris Bakuneeta and Jeremy Lindsell. It runs to 4 
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pages and so it makes two sides of A3 paper, folded in the middle. 
It looks nice and people seem to like it. 
 
Brad McVittie returned from Uganda with samples of chimp hairs 
for DNA analysis in our lab, and Chris Hills is waiting to analyse 
the samples (following on from the work of Tycho Peterson last 
year). I've spent ages working on the grant proposal to NERC for a 
3-year study of the conservation genetics of our Sonso chimps and 
the other Budongo chimps and the chimps of Bugoma Forest;  this 
proposal is going in under the names of myself, Ryk Ward and 
Nick Mundy.  Lucilla Spini is working on the grooming records of 
our Sonso chimps (from the Social Behaviour sheets) for her M.Sc. 
dissertation and planning to go out next year to study juveniles in 
our Sonso group. I've kept up correspondence with Michelle Russo 
who wants to do an ecological study - how our chimps use the 
forest - next year, also Hugh Notman who wants to continue his 
studies of chimp vocalisations. And there have been a few more 
problems with the students out there this year - they wanted a data 
protection agreement and Dick, Andy Whiten, Liz, Andy Plumptre 
and I finally after much work put one together for them but they're 
not happy with it! We've also, quite recently, had more trouble 
with Clea who rode the project motorbike solo without permission 
in May and has been having a deteriorating relationship with 
Jeremy ever since - this is not yet resolved. 
 
I've also had to take on a temporary director in Jeremy's place as he 
will be returning to the UK in July and won't be back at Sonso 
until October. Fortunately I believe I've found a very suitable 
person in the shape of Mark Attwater who has five years of 
experience running John Aspinall's sanctuary for gorillas in Congo. 
He flies out tomorrow evening and should meet up with Jeremy 
tomorrow Sunday 21st all being well.  
 
There has been one very sad thing - Geresomu's and Evace's 
daughter Elizabeth pulled a pan of boiling beans over herself and 
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died some days later in hospital. That has to be one of the most 
appalling tragedies to befall our people, and it is just so sad I don't 
like to think about it. It will take some time for the memory of this 
to fade. 
 
But I don't want to stop here on that sad note. I recently put 
together a document outlining our Project's history and 
achievements to date. It is pretty remarkable. I do hope someone 
somewhere notices it. At present we chunder along as best we can 
but I think the whole project (and certainly not just me; Andy 
Plumptre and Jeremy Lindsell have now invested heavily in BFP) 
deserves international recognition in some form or other. I wonder 
if it will ever come? 
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Chapter 12 

 

September - October 1998 

 
In which we make plans with Makerere University Forestry 

Department, to become their future Field Station 

 
 
September 19th  
 
Off to a great start - no suitcase when I reached Entebbe. 6 others 
in the same boat. Excuse was that a conveyor belt had broken 
down at Nairobi. One passenger was most upset - must have had 
something special in his case! I was just normally upset. So taxi to 
Pom's from where I phoned the airport at 6 p.m. and all the cases, 
including mine, had arrived. Great relief, it had just about 
everything I needed in it. So on Sunday 20th I went down to 
Entebbe by taxi again (I later got the money back from Kenya 
Airways in London), collected the case, and then stopped at the 
zoo to see if I could connect with Debby Cox. I wanted to talk to 
her about the chimp translocation that was going to happen very 
soon, in which Zephyr and Tinka would be involved as Field 
Assistants. Our student Clea Assersohn was also going to be 
involved in this, she would observe the reactions of the chimps to 
their new surroundings and include that as part of her PhD 
research. So BFP was quite involved and I wanted to go over the 
arrangements with Debby. 
 
At the zoo entrance they told me she was likely to be at the Lake 
Vic hotel so we went there and sure enough, there she was, 
relaxing (it was Sunday after all, and she was extraordinarily busy 
getting the translocation organised). We sat at a table and had a 
long and enjoyable chat over coffee and she told me all about it. It 
was evidently very well organised, everything seemed to have been 
worked out in advance. The chimps would go over to Ngamba 
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island in a series of boat trips, there were going to be 14 observers 
(one more than the number of chimps!) so each chimp could have 
his or her own observer, no details were spared. Feeding 
arrangements were in place, with people on the nearby island 
having accepted jobs as caretakers who would feed and look after 
the chimps. And a Management Committee had been set up, with 
officials from major Ugandan wildlife and environment 
organisations, to ensure that the chimps were cared for in 
perpetuity, long after Wilhelm Moller and Debby Cox and the 
others setting the chimp island up might have left. It all seemed 
excellent. We talked also about the rate of remuneration for Zephyr 
and Tinka and I offered to continue paying their salaries at Sonso 
even while they were on secondment to the Ngamba project. It was 
nice to see Debby and to talk to someone so immensely committed 
to making a success of her difficult job.  
 
Then it was back to Kampala to Pom's, and time to plan the next 
few days. Derek and I had dinner with Tony Finch - he seemed 
very agitated about the extent of corruption in the FD, but was 
careful to point out that his own EC section was not involved in all 
that. What's going on in FD? They were supposed to be being 
restructured via DFID funding two years ago but nothing seems to 
have changed. Now that job has been contracted out. Will anything 
ever change at FD?   
 
21st Sept  
Monday - into town as usual. After a long wait in the bank to get 
some shillings I went in search of Donal Brown (DFID) whom I'd 
faxed in advance. First I went to the wrong place (he'd moved from 
the British Council building) and when I finally found the right 
place he was busy and although I waited 15 minutes I didn't see 
him. I had to leave because I had an appointment at the Norwegian 
Embassy at Crusader House at 11 a.m., to see Karl Solberg. This 
was a vital meeting in which I wanted to ascertain from him 
whether NORAD was likely to look favourably on a proposal for  
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further funding for our project after June 2000 when our current 
funding would end.  
 
It was nice to see Solberg again. Recall: it was he who steered our 
initial grant through, sitting in Aluma's office at FORI with Andy, 
Chris and me. We'd put in a request and he told us there was a sum 
of money already allocated to MUFD, but not all spent, and we 
could come in under the unspent sum. That was how we'd got 
started with NORAD, and how well it had worked out so far.  
 
Solberg initially wanted to see Makerere have some further 
involvement in Budongo Forest on the management side, so that 
some of the revenue coming from the forest could go direct to the 
university. This happened, he said, in the case of AUN in Norway, 
where sales from timber growing on the field station of the 
university provided some funding for research. I couldn't see that 
happening in the Budongo context because FD would not want it.  
 
He explained the current situation. There was need for a Frame 
Agreement between MU and NORAD and this should be in place 
in 1999. It would contain an initial plan, to cover a 4-year period, 
and arrangements for BFP could fall under that. Our discussion 
reminded me of the one I'd had with the Charge, Arild Oyen, in 
April, when he'd asked what the exact arrangements between 
Makerere and NORAD were, and I'd been unable to tell him. It 
seems that no such arrangements currently exist, but they will be 
formulated before too long. 
 
NORAD, Karl said, would be reviewing its projects in Uganda in 
January 99. I asked if he thought I should be involved and he 
agreed that when BFP was reviewed I should be, so I told him I'd 
be ready to come out at the appropriate time. I asked about the 
matter of funding for an expat Co-director or Assistant Director. 
He said it would be o.k. to put this into a future proposal. He 
remembered seeing my earlier letter, written so many years ago 
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and sent to him when he was in Dar es Salaam by John 
Kaboggoza, requesting funds for this post. That was at the time 
when Andy was leaving us and I foresaw (how rightly!) problems 
if he were not replaced. But, he now told me, he was not in a 
position from his office at Dar to do anything about my request.  
 
In general the meeting was a good one and the atmosphere warm 
and friendly. The Norwegians are certainly less stuck-up than the 
British to deal with, even if one is a Brit! I returned to Pom's for 
lunch. 
 
Then after lunch I went up to the Forestry Dept. Fred Babweteera 
was there and I was glad to meet him. At the recommendation of  
John Kaboggoza and the project’s Steering Committee, he had 
been appointed as the new Director of BFP. Together we went to 
see if John K was there and we found him, busy as ever. He 
apologised for not having had time to do anything about the plans 
for NORAD 2 that I had sent from UK. I could see from his wall 
calendar that he'd been travelling extensively. I briefed him on my 
discussion with Solberg and John said he would be meeting him 
soon. I said the main thing to find out would be how much 
NORAD was planning to put in to MUFD/BFP in the future. John 
agreed, mentioning that there were others who now were looking 
to NORAD for support, notably the Department of Food Science. 
That reminded me that Solberg had said NORAD would be under 
more pressure from other departments than before. So we agreed 
we should get our request in to NORAD as early as possible.  
 
I asked John if any progress had been made with formalising the 
relationship between BFP and MUFD. This had been a top priority 
since April when it had become clear that unless we had a definite 
attachment to a Ugandan institution (and preferably MUFD) we 
might not be able to get further NORAD funding. John said that 
his staff had been discussing this and he would meet with us on 
Tuesday next at Nyabyeya Forestry College where he would be 
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visiting at that time. Great, we would have time for discussions at 
NFC, there never seemed to be enough time in Kampala.  
 
We discussed the question of whether and how to have an expat 
co-director. I was pleased to find John as clear as I was that there 
were immense benefits to having an expat involved. What needed 
clarification was the division of duties between the Ugandan and 
the expat. And it was suggested that the Ugandan be the Director 
and the expat a Deputy Director with which I readily agreed, in 
fact I may have been the one to suggest it as I think it fits better 
with modern Uganda to have the Ugandan in charge. 
 
John confirmed something I had heard already, that NFC had been 
transferred from the FD to the Ministry of Education. He said he 
had written to the Ministry asking that his department be allowed 
to run NFC. We would need to think about how BFP might fit 
under the new structure that was emerging. 
 
We briefly discussed the conference for 1999. John agreed that it 
should be about the future and the practical challenges facing 
Budongo rather than the past or other matters like institutional 
affiliations. Fred and I would discuss this further in finalising the 
programme.  
 
I said goodbye to John. As I had a bit of spare time I walked 
around the new Forestry building. It was nice, a pleasant building 
to work in. I visited the library where some students were working. 
There was a fair collection of books and some journals, plus a lot 
of old files relating to Ugandan forestry in past times - Working 
Plans and other old forestry documents, maybe some of some 
historical interest, but I didn't have time for all that now. I met Dr 
Banana and Prof Ruyooka and Dr Obua and had discussions with 
them. Doreen as always was helpful with some photocopying. 
Then it was time to go back to Pom's for tea. As I was leaving the 
Forestry Dept I met Mark Attwater, our new expat co-director, 
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coming in. I'd given him the job in June, hoped to see him in July 
but it hadn't been possible owing to his exams (he was doing an 
M.Sc. at Aberystwyth), he'd come out at the end of July so as to 
have a month's overlap with Jeremy Lindsell, Jeremy had come 
back to Britain in early September and I'd come out to Uganda in 
mid-September. So in fact I had only met Mark once before, when 
he came about the job! But I knew from correspondence that he'd 
been making a very good success of it at Sonso.  
 
It was good to see Jeremy now and he accompanied me back to 
Pom's. He and Mark were working very well together it seemed. 
The Land Rover was a continuing saga: the BHC gave us 
permission to sell it but first we have to pay the duty on it; the duty 
costs 2.5 m shillings (which equals the value of the vehicle in its 
present condition) so should we pay and keep it? Or repair it for 
another 3m shillings and then sell it for more? We agreed we'd like 
to keep it if at all possible, a Land Rover is a Land Rover and we 
can use it up country IF it doesn't break down all the time.  
 
Kate Arnold, Andy Whiten's PhD student who is replacing Clea at 
Sonso, was in Kampala, Mark said, and we'd be taking her up to 
Sonso with us. So that had worked out o.k. (I'd been in discussion 
with Andy and her in the UK about her travel arrangements, and 
met her when I'd gone up to St Andrews to act as External 
Examiner for a Ph.D. student of Dick Byrne's in August). We'd all 
be travelling by taxi-bus as the project Toyota had been left in 
Masindi - neither Fred nor Mark really liked the long drive to 
Kampala, and they both agreed it was in the project's interests to 
use the Toyota as little as possible. Paula Pebsworth was also in 
Kampala, she needed a health check at the US Embassy's clinic. I 
asked what was wrong with her and was told she had lost weight... 
didn't get a very clear story... read on for what was actually going 
on. 
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After tea Mark left for his place (he was staying on campus not far 
from Pom's) and Derek and I settled in for a long quiet evening at 
home. We went to bed at 9 p.m. Gladys phoned and we had a nice 
long chat. She's off to the USA at the end of the month, lecturing 
and meeting people, so we won't be able to meet this trip.  
 
Tuesday 22nd Sept  
I packed my suitcase after breakfast and then accompanied Derek 
to MUIENR as I wanted to try and track down Robert Kityo to 
discuss the chimp skeleton and what was (not) happening about 
getting it over to the USA. He gave me a terminal phalanx for 
Mark Leney who was wanting a small bone for a new analysis he 
was doing. The problem of sending the skeleton to the USA was 
apparently that Robert needed a certificate from the USA showing 
CITES clearance for importing the skeleton into the US before he 
(Robert) could get clearance from Moses Okua, the Commissioner 
for Wildlife, to export it. I wrote a fax to Karen Cebra who was 
dealing with this aspect on the American side and gave it to Sarah 
to send. 
 
Then I walked back to Pom's with Herbert Tushabe as I wanted to 
introduce him to Fred Babweteera who would be coming shortly to 
collect me for the trip to Sonso. We discussed how the Databank 
was going and the need for us to supply them with records, e.g. of 
the Nahan's francolin we were now studying. I also mentioned to 
him the conference we were planning for 1999 and how he might 
be involved in this. Soon Kate Arnold arrived at Pom's, then Mark 
and Helen Attwater (I had not met Helen before, she was just 
completing a book about their time in Congo-Brazzaville working 
on John Aspinall's gorilla project there). She would be leaving on 
Friday and Mark would be coming up to Sonso on Saturday.  
Finally Fred came with a vehicle to take us to the taxi park. I 
introduced him to Herbert and they had time for a short chat before 
we all left. Down at the taxi park we waited ages for the vehicle to 
fill up but got off by around 11 a.m., from when it was non-stop to 
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Masindi, arriving at 1.45 p.m., the less said about the journey the 
better. 
 
Travellers Corner at Masindi for lunch and a chance to stretch out 
our legs after the taxi ride. Nice to meet Florence and be back up 
country again. Where I belong. I managed to find some Lea and 
Perrins for camp but Marmite was not available. Fred collected the 
Toyota and we clambered aboard and set off for camp at around 3 
p.m., arriving at Sonso at 4.15. Great, as always, to be back! I met 
all my friends - Joy, Zephyr, Geresomu, Tinka, and also met 
Donna Sheppard who's here from Canada doing redtail ecology. 
Our three chimp girls too, Katie Fawcett, Clea Assersohn and 
Emma Stokes, still here doing their Ph.D. projects, but all slowly 
coming to the end. And Lucy Beresford-Stooke, who was here 
earlier at the time of James, now returned to do 6 months work in 
collaboration with Andy Plumptre (now in New York) on a re-
census of the monkeys in W21. Isaiah and Eric both here, the 
former doing a re-census of birds in W21 on a grant from WCS, 
again with Andy Plumptre, and Eric continuing his PhD on the 
Nahan's francolins which he is now radio collaring successfully. 
So, together with Mark, Kate, Fred and me we're a big crowd at 
Sonso at the moment, but amazingly our accommodation can cope. 
Mark, with help from Jeremy, Glenn Bush, Brad McVittie and of 
course Richard, have succeeded in turning our small rooms into 
usable bedrooms and so we have a total of 11 bedrooms + an office 
now. And all 11 bedrooms are full! I am so pleased to see Sonso 
flourishing in this way, it's a real place of scientific excellence, and 
the atmosphere these days is really good too, one sure sign being 
the volley ball match which once again has become a daily fixture.  
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           Kate Arnold and Mark Attwater at Budongo, 1998 
 
Sept 23rd 
Into the forest after breakfast. No calls, no chimps. Walked east at 
first, then west. It was good talking to Tinka and Zephyr, I'd gone 
out with them. We met Paitho on the Royal Mile. He's being 
charmed again! By coffee time there was still no sign of chimps so 
I gave up, there was much to do at camp, I'd brought a big box of 
paperwork with me. So I made my way back to camp. 
 
Before anything else I went around camp with Richard who 
showed me all the improvements that had been made. Camp was 
transformed: 
1. All staff houses have solar powered strip lighting.  
2. The Toyota has a grass-roofed car port. 
3. There's an amazingly impressive skylight in House 2, on the 
right hand side, which turns what was a gloomy area into what 
must now be the nicest and lightest sitting room on camp. 
4. The shower has been re-lined with pure cement, giving it 
smooth walls which can be properly cleaned. Also the water tank's 
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been changed for a new one and the upper gap has been reduced in 
size, adding privacy and reducing the number of bits of ash etc. 
that can blow in from the fire. 
5. The Store room in House 1 has been completely redecorated and 
transformed into a pleasant extra bedroom. 
6. A stony area (aggregate) has been created under the washing 
up/drying up stand (which itself has been renewed) thus 
eliminating the puddle of dirty water that always used to collect 
there. 
7. The staff kitchen has been baboon-proofed by a wire mesh door. 
8. There is a brilliant new food storage cupboard in House 1, made 
by Paitho.  
 

           
                              The new food cupboard  
 
Paitho's cupboard had mesh panels, was baboon proof (that was the 
original reason for our wanting it) and was spacious. 
9. Eric's window, long hanging off, had been repaired. 
10. The rooms in House 2 had been painted. 
11. The new fridge had been installed in House 1. 
12. Extra solar panels had been installed on House 2, giving the 
extra power the students needed.  
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13. And Donna Sheppard had provided us with and ‘In' and ‘Out' 
box for mail. 
 
Wow! Thanks to all who did all this, I will never know the details 
but the results are magnificent. Jake would be pleased to see all 
this, maybe he will if he can come out to the Conference next year.  
 
I was pretty overwhelmed by all this. And on top of it all, staff 
were joyful again with lots of laughing as it used to be before the 
dreadful James came on the scene. That man took the joy out of 
our project for half a year. We started on the upward trend at those 
staff meetings in April but since then, as if all wanted to show 
appreciation, camp has been made nice again. What tragedies have 
occurred also, with the death of little Liz, the daughter of 
Geresomu and Evace, pulling the cooking beans over on to herself. 
Not all these things are in this Diary, I keep it to what's in my 
notebooks,  but I know what happens when I'm not here too, I get 
all the info in faxes and letters. Brad McVittie's visit to collect 
hairs for DNA analysis, and his help with little Liz, taking her and 
her mother to hospital, and the thousand other things. And now, 
since I left in October, Orach has died from a stroke, and Gideon 
has lost a child, and I understand Ascencio's wife is seriously ill 
and likely to die (I write this on December 7th 1998 - term has 
ended and I can catch up with the Diary). All these things happen 
in our little community, not to mention the events among the 
chimps themselves (the death of Zesta, killed by our own males, 
his own brothers...). I am so involved with it all. But back to 
September! 
 
I had brought with me from Kampala an article from the Sunday 
Vision showing that rattan, now all but gone from the shores of 
Lake Victoria, is currently being overexploited, taken 
unsustainably, from Budongo Forest. And in W21 both Isaiah and 
Lucy have seen it collected, bundled up and carried out. The local 
Forest Officer Steven Kahuka is still issuing permits for its 
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removal, seemingly unaware of the one thing it is his duty to be 
aware of, that if this goes on rattan will vanish from Budongo also. 
 
Staff meeting at 2.30 p.m. Mark and Fred attended with me. I 
welcomed them both officially but pointed out that Mark would be 
leaving in December. I outlined the progress we'd been making 
with the project and told them all how pleased I was that after the 
past troubles we were now back on track and forging ahead with 
lots of scientific research and few problems. I outlined the current 
situation at Makerere and told them that we would be meeting with 
Kaboggoza at Nyabyeya quite soon, to finalise our relationship 
with MUFD. I mentioned the Conference coming up next year, 
being organised by Fred, so at that point I suggested he speak 
about it and he invited all staff to attend. Then I told them about 
the rattan scandal and urged all staff to do what they could to 
prevent people from removing it all. They did not know it was 
endangered and were eager to help if they could. They agreed there 
were a lot of people in the forest cutting it.  
 
Then came the time for questions. Zephyr spoke on behalf of all of 
them and said that Mark was a good co-director and I should 
convince him to stay but if I couldn't do that then I should not 
bring a bad one in his place. Well said. I'll try and comply! 
We agreed to have a party on Saturday next, and to a second staff 
meeting on Friday next. They asked about the possibility of tours 
and training and I said that I would see what could be done but it 
might have to wait until NORAD 2. Kennedy was a bit too 
insistent on his right to be taken to Murchison Falls National Park! 
 
The final request was a nice one! Knowing that requesting a pay 
rise would not work, staff requested work clothing, in the form of 
raincoats, overalls plus a peaked cap with the BFP logo on it, all to 
be in palish green! I like the idea! I wonder if, after payment of the 
Christmas bonuses, the Margot Marsh fund would have enough left 
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in it for this? I told them I'd look into it. Maybe the peaked caps 
only if not enough for it all? 
 
It was a nice friendly meeting, I think we all enjoyed it. After if 
ended I asked the Field Assistants to stay back and we went to 
House 2 where we were joined by the chimp students. I needed to 
discuss with them all how we were going to continue to collect the 
project data on party composition and social behaviour during the 
period when Zephyr and Tinka would be away doing the chimp 
translocation. They would be away for a complete month, starting 
on October 4th. We agreed that James would serve as co-ordinator 
of the data, the job normally done by Zephyr. James was the Field 
Assistant we had assigned to Kate Arnold and she was happy about 
it. So that was easily done. 
 
That evening there was volley ball, I sat and watched with my 
whisky and g-nuts, later I had conversations with Zephyr and 
Kennedy, we had a nice dinner with avocadoes, and by 9 p.m. I 
was climbing into my bed (which, this trip, I found complete with 
my nice pillow! thanks to all concerned). 
 
Sept 29th  
A new day. Up at 5.45 for tea. Paula gets up at 6. Today's the day 
we're supposed to meet John Kaboggoza at NFC - fingers crossed 
he'll be there. 
 
7.30 Into forest with Zephyr and Tinka. In Block 8F we find Zimba 
with Zig and Gonza feeding high up on Celtis mildbraedii. Other 
chimps were nearby. Zimba pant-grunted to Magosi. At 8.31 
Duane and Bwoya turned up. I spent a good long time with the 
chimps this morning. They were feeding up aloft then coming 
down and moving.  
 
At 11. 14 I saw, for the first time, leaf-sponging. We were 
following Duane along a trail when he stopped at the buttresses of 
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an Alstonia tree, tore off one or more leaves (I could not see), 
scrumpled them in his hand, then stood bipedally to dip the sponge 
into a hollow in the buttress about three feet up from the ground. 
There were actually two places where water was trapped in a tree 
bowl and he used both to get water into the sponge which he then 
squeezed into his mouth.  
 
A little further along the track he stopped again at a second 
Alstonia tree and did the same again. The leaves he used were 
smooth, not hairy as one might have expected.  
 
Back to camp for lunch, after which Fred and Mark and I drove to 
NFC to meet John K. He was indeed there and we talked from 3 to 
5 p.m. With him was Goretti Nabanogo, the MUFD lecturer who 
was in charge of the Makerere students spending a week at NFC, 
who had come to Sonso for a talk a couple of days before. 
 
John started off by saying that some members of his Department 
wanted a Memorandum of Understanding with Oxford University 
rather than with BFP. This was news to us and we said we'd think 
about that. He also said that he and his staff would like to meet up 
with us on Monday 5th October at MUFD, and possibly on 
Tuesday 6th as well, to discuss NORAD 2. It was good to know 
there would be a follow-up meeting. 
 
Most of the time from then on was spent going over the draft 
proposal for NORAD 2 I had written in England in May and sent 
to John. We went over the main points. 
 
I stressed the importance we at BFP all attached to getting our 
project properly institutionalised with MUFD. The link with 
Oxford University could follow later, but I saw it as a potential 
time waster just now. I recalled the discussions we'd been having 
at camp and said we'd be prepared to undertake teaching for 
MUFD as well as research. But those details could be thrashed out 
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later, the institutional linkage should be discussed now. NORAD 
wanted that to be firmly settled before we requested further 
funding.  
 
We discussed what role FORI and AUN might have in NORAD 2. 
In both cases John was in favour of maintaining those links, but we 
wondered if other people might be more committed than John 
Aluma and Per Wegge, neither of whom had been active. I said I'd 
explore the situation as regards Per Wegge. 
 
John liked the idea of a rectangular banda for teaching students. It 
could also serve for community meetings under our community 
assistance programme. We agreed to cost one up. Accommodation 
for the students, of whom there were likely to be 50-70 at a time, 
we agreed would have to be provided by NFC. 
 
An issue we discussed was the changing role of our Field 
Assistants if they became more responsible for taking students into 
the forest and training them in field methods. We stated that we 
could not employ more FAs without putting too much of a strain 
on our resources (housing and food) at Sonso. John saw this, and 
suggested that we could supplement the number of FAs with 
Rangers trained at NFC which seemed a good idea at the time, 
though later Fred pointed out to me that this would change our 
recruitment procedures for at present we just recruited whoever we 
thought was suitable. However, Fred would find out what the 
current salary level was for newly qualified rangers to see how it 
compared with the rates we were now paying our FAs (in the event 
the two rates turned out to be very similar).  
 
We also discussed the question of the division of duties between 
the Ugandan and the expat co-director. John felt that the Ugandan 
should manage the project and the Ugandan students. The expat 
would have research experience and could be in charge of research 
in general. Goretti felt that the expat could give valuable help 
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based on practical experience gained elsewhere. Fred and Mark 
concurred on these points. We also discussed the inevitability of a 
big pay differential if there was an expat on a British university 
pay scale and a Ugandan on the lower rates normally paid for such 
a position. This was accepted as something we could do nothing 
about.  
 
Finally I had a word with John in confidence about the level of 
Mark's pay which was too low. He was getting half what Fred was 
getting and was doing a fine job. John suggested that as there was 
some unspent money from the Norwegian allocation for 1997 and 
1998 some extra funds for Mark might be found there. We agreed 
to top up his pay to the level of Fred's, and I would contact Per 
Wegge on my return to UK to see if that was fine by him. 
 
It had been a good meeting, we all agreed, and we drove back to 
camp. Once there, Richard set to immediately to do a drawing of 
the new rectangular banda and cost it up. I think he wanted to start 
building it there and then, but we pointed out it wouldn't be 
possible until mid-2000. Poor Richard! 
 
Fred was rather concerned about the proposed link with Oxford 
University. He said it was just for status and wouldn't help BFP at 
all. I agreed with him. It could also hinder our efforts to work with 
NORAD unless it was very carefully worked out. This would need 
handling with tact as there was obviously a head of steam in the 
department wanting this.  
 
30th September 1998 
 
It's been getting cooler by the day and this morning there's a cool 
wind, the sky is dull grey and misty, it rained in the night, and 
conditions are as in the UK! I had a second blanket on the bed last 
night! According to our thermometer the minimum temperature 
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last night was 18.5 degrees C - really cool for here. Wonders never 
cease. 
 
I'm staying in camp this morning to do a new NORAD 2 budget on 
Excel, for the meeting on Monday (just in case it's needed) and for 
John K. Also I have to prepare a new checksheet for a new study 
of wet and dry weights of ripe fruits that Jenny Greenham asked 
me for. 
 
Eric Sande asked me for the disk and instruction book for Ranges 
V, which Andy left me in Oxford. I said I'd send it to him as soon 
as I got back (which in due course I did). This was good for him as 
he could talk to Andy about it on Andy's visit in late October. 
 
It was pay day. Fred and Mark paid out. The Transect Cutters went 
off to get drunk as usual - later in the day they had got no further 
than the bars at Nyakafunjo. These guys will never save even one 
shilling. It's their philosophy, who can gainsay the wisdom of it? 
 
We retired Sebbi (he was not present, lying sick at home on his 
bed) on 25% of his pay. All the staff had requested that he be 
retired. We met up with the staff later on and told them of the 
retirement arrangements. At first they thought we had given him a 
one-off payment of 25% of his pay and they said that was not 
enough. But when they understood it was monthly and would 
continue for life they were very pleased indeed. Joy took the 
money to give him as and when needed.  
 
I stayed at camp all day long, the first time this trip. The day is 
long if I do this. I re-did the NORAD 2 budget and the new 
checksheet as planned. Excellent to get these things done in the 
field.  
 
At 2.30 I met up with the Field Assistants and went over the wet 
and dry ripe fruits project. I also had with me a copy of the newly 
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published paper on tannins and sugars in the chimps' diet and I 
went over the findings with them. Finally I summarised the 
meeting we'd had with John K and Goretti for their benefit.  
 
Then I had a good discussion with Fred and Mark about 
yesterday's meeting and especially what would be the best strategy 
to get the affiliation between BFP and MUFD finalised, and not get 
sidetracked by this idea of a MOU with Oxford University? The 
answer, it seemed to all of us, was to make the latter conditional on 
the former. Give us what we want and we'll give you what you 
want. Fred saw a further problem on the horizon, which would be a 
problem if MUFD wanted to take over the appointment of the 
director of the project. That would be that they might appoint a 
desk-bound director who did not even like field work. That would 
of course be a disaster, and we agreed that we'd need to build in 
safeguards to ensure we were represented on the appointments 
committee (the Steering Committee at present). This would need to 
be raised at the staff meeting, we felt.   
 
Also we agreed to get the Land Rover moving with the money 
John had said he'd look for in the contingency. If we put in 2.5m/- 
and he put in 2.5m/- we ought to have enough for the duty and the 
repairs... 
 
A postcard arrived from Andy Plumptre today - he'll be arriving on 
October 24th with two friends from Canada and he plans to stay 
for about 10 days. 
 
18.50 (from the Diary) "I'm writing this watching the volley ball: 
Joy, Joseph, Geresomu and Mark vs. Francis, Zephyr and Fred. 
They are so very good at it and laughter permeates camp. It's great. 
It's getting dark there's a rosy glow in the east, reflected light from 
the sunset at the other side of camp. I'm one whisky down and I 
think I'll have another!" 
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October 1st 
7.15 Into forest with Zephyr and Tinka and it's full of chimps, 
moving on the ground, feeding on leaves. We are standing on C 
trail between blocks CC and CD, with Duane, Maani and Vernon 
just ahead of us. It's too dark for taking pictures. Kate Arnold has a 
Hewlett-Packard 200LS using Observer software - rather 
expensive she informs me when I ask.  
 
Later I took a series of photos of Vernon feeding on Celtis 

mildbraedii leaves, using my 1600 mm film. And some of us lot in 
the forest (which came out a lot better!).  
 
11.00 Back at camp. We drove over to Karongo market where I 
bought 5 bunches of green oranges for 500/- (25p). Good value 
except they don't taste that good. They are mainly used for juice. I 
talked to George (used to work with Kate Hill) for awhile. He has a 
shop now just outside the market. He seemed o.k., eyes bloodshot 
as ever.  
 
Then we drove on to NFC where Wilson showed us around his 
accommodation which we are planning to use for next year's 
conference. It's fairly basic but he has enough for 20-24 people 
which should be o.k. It rained all through the site visit, 
unfortunately.  
 
Back for a late lunch, after which I went over the NORAD 2 
budget again making a number of changes I'd thought of since 
yesterday. The weather remained cool and I found myself wearing 
my green sweater at 5 p.m. - unheard of. Lucy Beresford-Stooke 
was down with a touch of malaria which she was treating with pills 
and bed rest.  
 
At 2.30 p.m. we had our second and final staff meeting. I went 
over the various things that we always discuss, the progress of the 
project, and some new ones. I pointed out that Jeremy would be 
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returning at the start of December, and Mark would be leaving a 
little later on. I asked Mark to speak at that point. Then I 
summarised the discussions we'd been having with John 
Kaboggoza for the benefit of domestic staff and TCs. Pay, I 
assured them, would stay the same at its new higher level, until 
June 2000. Then I asked Fred to speak about the conference he was 
organising for September next and he invited all staff to attend. I 
mentioned that Zephyr and Tinka would be going to Entebbe for a 
month for the chimp translocation to Ngamba Island and we 
wished them a safe journey and a good time there. I mentioned the 
new arrangements for Sebbi (though there can't have been anyone 
who had not heard about his pension already). And finally I broke 
the good news that the Margot Marsh Fund would once again be 
supporting staff salaries which would help us find the money to 
pay the new rates, and, as promised in April, to pay each person a 
Christmas travel allowance instead of just the few who had 
benefited in the past. The rates they would get would depend on 
seniority and distance home, and would be determined by the co-
directors. And last but not least, there would be a party the 
following Saturday. 
 
As always I invited questions. 
 
Geresomu said, in the politest possible way, that he had noticed 
that in my discussion of pay I had not mentioned the question of 
whether they would be getting the usual 5% pay rise in January 
1999 and January 2000? I replied that we would endeavour to pay 
this if the money could be found. He asked if this was a promise? I 
said no. They were good natured about this. 
 
A question concerned who might qualify for a pension. After a 
brief discussion with Fred and Mark we agreed that a pension 
should be paid to someone who was too old to go on working and 
who had worked for at least 5 years for the project. 
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Kennedy asked if those who had not yet been taken on tours could 
now be taken. I replied that it was our intention to do such things 
but we had been having vehicle trouble and other difficulties. The 
senior staff did, however, understand the desire by junior staff to 
go further afield and have tours and training elsewhere. We would 
look into this. 
 

                       Kennedy 
 
Finally there was a question about medical receipts. If a family 
member was sick, should they die rather than the project come up 
with some money? A tricky one, which could open the floodgates. 
I left it to Mark as I knew he had been involved in some prior 
discussion of this. His answer was good - that each case would be 
considered on its merits by senior staff, and we could not make any 
more rules than we had already, which covered the reimbursement 
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of staff for sickness or injury caused by work during working 
hours. They seemed happy about this. 
 
And so the meeting ended. Later Mark asked me what I thought of 
the meeting and I said I thought it had gone well. He agreed. 
 
That evening was the farewell party of the Makerere students and 
we were invited over to NFC. There was a soccer match between 
the Makerere and the NFC students which was won by NFC. Mark 
and I sat with Goretti to watch this and she told us, among other 
things, that Chris Bakuneeta had been doing some part-time work 
at MUFD. 
 
After the match there was a goat roast in the Park - a newly laid 
out area of the college with trestle tables. We roasted our own 
pieces of goat over the fires there, watched by a bat hawk in one of 
the trees. Odd Lie joined us and I had a good talk with him. He 
told me he owned 10 properties in Norway, some of them farms! 
There were speeches and I was called on to make one on behalf of 
the Project. Then we moved indoors for the dinner proper, beef and 
chicken and rice and gravy and vegetables and matooke. We were 
very well looked after. I said my thankyous to Wilson and Goretti 
and we beat a retreat just as the handing out of certificates was 
beginning. I was told this would take many hours and we were free 
to go without causing offence. Apparently the party would turn 
into a dance after the certificates were handed out, and go on till 
dawn, and the exhausted students would get into the bus and sleep 
all the way to Kampala next day. OK as long as I don't have to do 
it. 
 
October 3rd  
Into the forest with Tinka at 7.30 a.m. We could hear chimps to the 
west but we couldn't find them. At 8.30 we moved east following 
calls, then back west but no luck, till at 8.37 we found Maani and 
Geresomu sitting low down in the trees, one on either side of the 
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trail. The morning was overcast and it was too dark to take photos 
really but I did my best using 1/15th of a second. The two chimps 
were really close (and later when I had them processed they were 
o.k. but a bit blurry from camera shake). At 9 a.m. we found Zesta 
on the trail but he moved away when I tried to take his picture. At 
9.19 we found Nick and two other chimps feeding on Ficus 

saussureana. We were in block D1. It was one of those mornings, 
a few chimps here and there, nothing much happening. 
 
I thought back to last evening. It had been a good occasion and 
showed the goodwill of the MUFD folk towards us as well as 
NFC. Tonight would be our own party, to mark our 8th 
anniversary. Richard and others had gone to Masindi to get beers 
and food.  
 
I sat and talked with Tinka and the other field assistants and 
students whom we'd met up with. Chimps were calling from 3 
places but were on the ground. On the basis of something I'd 
noticed in our meanderings, I made up a poem: 
 Walking along a certain track 
 I met my footprints coming back. 
 
Back at camp I put this up on the wall and various members of 
staff read it, not all thought it was funny and some frankly didn't 
understand it. I took some photos of people around camp, then, 
with Joy translating, gave Kahawa 50,000/- towards his dowry for 
his wife, whose family want 300,000/- and 3 cows. Poor man! 
 
Lucy was still in bed with malaria. Third day. This is a setback to 
her work, and means that I won't be able to go with her to see her 
census method and the results of pit-sawing in W21. Pity. 
 
October 4th  
Leaving day. We are due to set off at 9.30 a.m. with Fred, Mark, 
Zephyr and Tinka, the latter two going on to the chimp release 
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project on Ngamba Island. Clea had set off a couple of days before 
to liaise with Debbie Cox and set things up at Entebbe.  
 
I am sorry to go. It has been very pleasant this time. Camp has 
been such a happy place to be. Each day's gone by at its own pace 
with laughter and smiles. Last night's party was great. All the staff 
enjoyed themselves so much. I think Mark, Fred and the students 
did so too, though Fred went to bed early, but that may just be the 
way he likes it, he's a serious guy and very Christian. I was up first 
this morning. Washing up a breakfast plate I note that all the taps 
on the water tanks have been replaced with new ones. Mark will 
have done this. He is very good at spotting what needs to be done 
around camp and finding the money to do it. That's why Richard 
likes him. But as last night's party showed, all the staff really do 
like him a lot.  
 
This trip has also been remarkable for the cool temperatures each 
day. Few sweaty shirts, no need to change during the day. 
Remarkable. 
 
At the party I was going to make a nice long speech but the food 
arrived just as I stood up so I cut it short. Also, I asked if they 
wanted a long or a short speech and they said "short". So I just 
focused on this being our 8th anniversary, and the last year having 
been our worst ever for problems, but now they were solved thanks 
to Fred and Mark (applause), and we ended with three rousing 
choruses of "Budongo Forest Project OYE!" 
 
After breakfast with Paula I went over to her lab in House 2 to take 
some photos and the chimps started shouting very loud and very 
close, on the Broussonettias. There was still time so I grabbed my 
binocs and camera, so did Paula, and together we walked round to 
the mill site and found our chimps there, mainly the adult males. 
The sun was low and beaming full on them, they looked wonderful 
and were close to us and unafraid. I got my best shots ever, just 
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before leaving! Good shots of Andy and some of Nkojo, also one 
of Vernon showing his leg wound which was still red and raw. At 
one point the chimps in the trees made some low quiet grunts and I 
thought maybe they were communicating to me, or to each other, 
but then Maani walked right past me in the grass and swung up 
into the trees, they had been greeting him.  
 
Back at the house at 9 a.m. I said my goodbyes to Paula, Katie, 
Kate and Donna, together with some of the staff, then off we went 
with Richard accompanying us as far as Nyabyeya. At Masindi we  
boarded a matatu and in less than 3 hours we were in Kampala 
where I made my way to Pom's, had a shower, washed off the red 
dust of the road and cooled down. 
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Chapter 13 
 

March - April 1999 

 
In which we are reviewed by the NORAD team, have meetings, and 

meetings... 

 
 
March 1  
I didn't leave for Uganda until March 9th, but March 1st was a day 
never to be forgotten. It was the day that Interahamwe rebels from 
Congo moved into Bwindi Gorilla Camp and terrorised the tourists 
there, eventually killing 8 of them. It was a turning point for all of 
us. It meant that from now on we had a new factor to consider. We 
'muzungus', especially those of us from the UK and the USA, were 
now the prized targets for the Interahamwe, of whom several 
thousand were still at large in Congo fighting for Kabila and armed 
by Sudan. This was something we did not want to even think 
about.  
 
The raid on the Bwindi camp was sudden, without warning. One 
hundred armed rebels dressed in rags swept down from the 
surrounding forest. They shot three Ugandans  including the Park 
warden who tried to resist. They rounded up all the whites they 
could find, at three different camp sites (all of which were attacked 
simultaneously). Some whites managed to escape in the chaos. The 
rebels set alight the camps and the vehicles and anything else they 
could find. They asked the whites what nationality they were. If 
they said 'French' they were released but if they spoke in English, 
or said they were British or American they were kept back. Some 
were from New Zealand, they were kept. These were then marched 
up the mountainside in bare feet and split up into groups. Some 
lucky ones argued that they were more valuable alive than dead 
and they would go back and plead the cause of the Interahamwe; 
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they were released. Others, 8 in all, were not lucky. They were cut 
down with pangas and killed. 
 
The attack was horrifying. It was reported on some news bulletins 
on Monday March 1st, the day of the attack. By the next day, 
Tuesday March 2nd  it was headlines in all the western papers and 
was the lead story on all the news bulletins on TV and radio.  As 
the facts came out it remained front page news all that week. And 
it was still carried by all the papers the following Sunday, with 
details of the people killed and reports from those who escaped. 
The political background was explored in detail - who these 
Interahamwe were, why they were so vicious, what they were 
hoping to achieve. In fact they had pinned notes to the bodies of 
those they had killed saying their attack was in reprisal for the 
support that Britain and the US were giving to the Tutsi 
government in Rwanda. Probably few of the tourists who were 
killed had any clear idea that this was the case. Few, maybe none, 
had felt in any kind of danger in going to Bwindi. To see gorillas 
in the wild was their ardent wish. They were the best kind of 
people. Their deaths were an absolute tragedy. 
 
It turned out that there had been a previous attack some months 
before. Four tourists had been taken hostage and not heard of 
since. The entire thing had been hushed up in the interests of 
tourism. We have to remember that Bwindi was the only one of all 
the Uganda National Parks that was making any money, and it was 
making lots. Each tourist was paying over $100 to see the gorillas, 
and the money was flowing in. So the authorities kept quiet the 
first time. I even learned later, in March when I was in Uganda, 
that the UWA authorities tried to keep this massacre quiet. I was 
told this by Gladys. She and others who heard about it were told 
not to talk to the press. Of course it was impossible to keep this 
major event a secret, but they tried! Gladys thought this was 
shocking, and it was. 
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The events of Bwindi made a huge impact on us in the UK. People 
asked me if I was still going to Uganda. Americans were warned 
not to go and most cancelled their air tickets. Bwindi was put off 
limits for all tourists. Where would the Interahamwe strike next? 
My family were concerned for me. Janie pled with me not to go. 
Jake was more sanguine, he guessed that (a) the rebels would not 
be able to strike again for some time as the Army was now in hot 
pursuit (several of the attackers were found and killed), and (b) 
Budongo is a long long way from Bwindi. I took advice from the 
British High Commission in Kampala and was told that Masindi 
District was considered safe. And indeed, it seemed to me that it 
was most unlikely the Interahamwe would come so far north, they 
never had before. Derek Pomeroy wrote that the biggest danger 
was travel on the roads. People were calm about it in Uganda. Over 
here they were pretty near hysterical. 
 
We found a compromise of sorts. Frankie said "could you take a 
satellite phone?" I looked up sat phones on the internet and found a 
London company that would hire one out. I phoned them and they 
said yes, it would be $500 for a month plus calls. I made all the 
enquiries I could think of and it sounded really good. I got the 
company, called Smart PLC, to send me a sat phone by DHL and it 
arrived the next day. We took it out into the garden. I located a 
satellite somewhere over the Atlantic and called home. Just 25 
yards away, in the house, Frankie answered! There was a short 
delay but hardly noticeable. It worked fine. I also phoned Janie and 
Jake and it seemed splendid, very easy to use, just needed charging 
up every now and then from 12volt DC, which we had at Budongo. 
I packed it in my hand luggage ready to go.  
 
 
March 10th  
8 p.m. on March 9th saw me boarding the plane for Entebbe, and 
the next day, March 10th, found me in the warmth of Uganda 
again. A taxi to the Fairway Hotel and I was just starting to unpack 
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and run myself a bath when the phone rang. It was Jeremy phoning 
from Nyabyeya College. "I'm on my way to Kampala" he said. 
"NORAD are coming here to review the project. They come 
tomorrow. You should be here for that. Be ready to leave. I'll be at 
the Fairway by lunchtime." "Wait a minute" I said, " it's too much 
to travel back today, you'll be tired, let's go early tomorrow". "OK, 
we'll do that. Do you want to try and contact Kaboggoza?" I said 
yes, and Jeremy gave me his phone number.  
 
Bang went my plans. I had wanted to have a number of meetings in 
Kampala before going up country. I wanted to see John 
Kaboggoza, Tony Finch, Karl Solberg and Robert Nab. I needed to 
know how things were developing on the funding front. Now there 
would be no time for all of that. I had wanted to meet all those 
people before the Norad review, to be fully prepared. Now it 
would happen without any preparation. Blast. I looked at my half 
unpacked suitcase and stopped unpacking. I phoned Kaboggoza's 
office. His secretary answered. He was at a meeting but she offered 
to get him for me. He came on the line. "Hullo John, any chance of 
seeing you?" "We have the Norad review team here so I'm busy. 
Would you like to speak to Hakan, the team leader?"  
 
Hakan came on the line. He confirmed that the NORAD review 
team would be going up to Budongo tomorrow, but they would 
stay at Nyabyeya College for a day or two and come up to our 
Sonso camp at the weekend. "Can you come over now?" he asked. 
"Yes," I said, "I'll see you after lunch". I hoped Jeremy would 
arrive in time. I took a bath and got sorted out. At 1 o'clock the 
phone rang. It was Jeremy in the foyer. We had lunch together 
under the palm trees and talked. He filled me in on what had been 
happening since my last visit. It was great to be back in the swim 
of things here in Uganda again. All seemed to be going well. 
 
I got to Makerere at 2.30 and went straight up to Forestry where 
Doreen welcomed me. The review team were still out at lunch but 
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Hakan was there and would be happy to see me right away. So we 
met and talked for half an hour or more. He asked me how the 
project had got started, how we had obtained Norad support, how 
things had gone, what the project was really all about, and lots of 
other things. I filled him in on all aspects. There was nothing to 
hide, nothing that could not be talked about. We had been audited 
earlier and found to be in good financial shape. So we had a 
pleasant discussion and got on well together.  
 
The review team returned and by now Jeremy had arrived also, but 
he had things to do in town so I remained at Forestry and had a 
preliminary meeting with the review team. The other two members 
of the review team were John Aluma and Evelyn Nyakojo, the 
former well known to me, the latter not at all. We sat at the table in 
the big classroom where we often had our meetings.  The team felt 
the Project  had done well, all things considered. They asked me 
what BFP would like to do in the next 4-year period. I explained 
that we were eager to give field training to Makerere students. We 
discussed the issue of how we could be funded. The team felt that 
NORAD would only fund us through Makerere. There were some 
things they wanted to impress on us. We needed a higher profile. 
We should emphasise our potential usefulness to Makerere, 
especially the new syllabus currently under development. We 
should utilise our research findings to feed into this syllabus. We 
should produce a short document showing what we could do to 
assist with the teaching. They clearly felt we were doing good 
things but had to some extent hidden our light under a bushel. 
Thinking about that later I realised this was probably because from 
the outset we had been under the Forest Department who never 
told anyone anything at all, mainly because they had their own 
secrets to hide. 
 
After our meeting John Kaboggoza appeared and I had a brief 
chance to talk to him. All I could gather was that there was a lot of 
competition for the new NORAD money, not only from Forestry 
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but from Food Science and Computing as well, and it was going to 
be very difficult to find money for BFP from within the Makerere 
allocation. He encouraged me to try and get funding from Norad 
outside the Frame Agreement they were making with Makerere. I 
took this on board but I was a bit discouraged. I couldn't see Norad 
giving us a special grant outside of the funding for the university. 
And what I'd been aiming at all along was integration with 
Makerere. How was this going to work? Nothing for it but to wait 
and see.  
 
Jeremy returned in due course and we went down to Derek 
Pomeroy's house for tea. We talked about what to do next. There 
wasn't much we could do except wait until the review team arrived 
at camp to assess us. They had told us their programme. They 
would indeed be coming to Budongo tomorrow Thursday but 
would spend the following day at the College reviewing progress 
there, and come to Sonso on the Saturday in the morning. We 
decided to prepare a document showing what we could do towards 
helping give practical teaching to the Forestry students, and Fred 
had some other documents already prepared to show them. We 
both to some extent felt that if Uganda or Makerere didn't value 
BFP highly and didn't see what was to be gained by supporting a 
top-class research station then there was not much we could do. 
The next move had to be on the Ugandan side. There was only one 
other option - A&K. I had sometimes thought of them before, to 
transfer the camp to them to run as a fine tourist facility. Our staff 
wouldn't mind as long as their salaries were paid. It would be a 
loss to science, but then if science didn't offer support we couldn't 
help it. After tea we drove back to Forestry where we left a note 
with Doreen to say we'd be back in Kampala on Thursday March 
18th and would look forward to seeing John again then. Jeremy 
drove me back to the Fairway and went off to his friends in town. 
 
On my own again I decided to give the satellite phone a proper test 
by phoning home from the Fairway Hotel. I got the answerphone 



423 
 

loud and clear and left a message, that I'd phone again later. This 
time I was connecting via IOS - the Indian Ocean Satellite. It 
worked! A couple of hours later I phoned Frankie who was in, 
back from work, and arranged to phone her from Budongo - the 
ultimate test - at 9 p.m. Ugandan time (6 p.m. in the UK) 
tomorrow. Not long after, Gladys phoned me at the hotel and said 
she would be coming up to Budongo to give our staff a talk about 
health and sickness in wild chimps the following Monday. 
 
 
March 11th  
Started the day with a couple of telephone calls, one to Donal 
Brown whom I wanted to see about DFID support; he was away 
overseas until March 22nd, and then to John Kaboggoza. He was 
there and we had a discussion on the phone in which he again said 
we should try to get Norad to fund us outside of the main 
University allocation. I was disappointed but I knew he was 
genuinely in support of BFP, he knew that funds inside the 
Makerere allocation would be tight and we might be squeezed out. 
But I had to say that if we couldn't get funds then we would have 
to consider closing down the project. There was not just money to 
consider, but also the security issue. Maybe BFP would just have 
to come to an end as the research and conservation project we had 
built up over the years. And I wasn't getting any younger myself. 
He understood. 
 
I then phoned Karl Solberg and had a talk with him. He told me 
that Norad was considering establishing a central research facility 
at Makerere. This would be outside of allocations to individual 
Departments, and maybe we could come under that if the funding 
for the Forestry Dept was not enough. There were also changes in 
FD, which was to become a Forest Authority (he didn't tell me that 
the Commissioner and Deputy were going to be sacked a few days 
later, did he know?). I arranged to see him later in the morning. 
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Then I contacted Mr Rouse, the Deputy High Commissioner at the 
British High Commission, and made an appointment for Jeremy 
and me to see him later that morning. I wanted to have a proper 
discussion of security and in due course Jeremy arrived and we 
drove over and talked to him for half an hour. He was naturally 
concerned and told us the lines of communication from BHC to 
Kinyara and beyond to us. He also mentioned the existence of the 
Government's Internal Security Organisation (ISO), whose 
personnel were apparently stationed along Uganda's western 
border to keep an eye open for intruders from the west. If anything 
was spotted they would radio the Govt in Kampala who would 
contact the BHC. He distinguished between tourists who had no 
local connections and were easy prey for rebels, and people like us 
who had networks of contacts and were less likely to be targeted. 
In his view all is o.k. in the Budongo area at present, the nearest 
rebels being the ADF in the Ruwenzoris. He emphatically denied 
that there were Interahamwe all along the Congo side of the 
western border; they were in the southwest only, he said. I put it to 
him that we were in the middle of the Budongo Forest and that 
rebels could hide in the forest and spy on us. He countered that if I 
thought there was a real threat then it was up to me to evacuate the 
camp. Fair enough. Both Jeremy and I felt reassured after the talk. 
 
After this we walked over to the Norwegian Embassy and had a 
talk with Karl Solberg. We told him about the financial problem 
we faced: Makerere wanted to have the BFP as its forestry field 
station but it didn't want to part with the money that would cost! 
We explored the various options and discussed the review. He 
made it clear that the review would make recommendations but 
NORAD itself would make the decisions. He was clearly on our 
side, but it was also clear that he didn't see quite how we were 
going to be funded after the present grant ended. 
 
Then it was a nice lunch and off on the long drive to Budongo. We 
stopped on the way at Bruce and Tracy Hawthorn’s place in the 
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bush, a cattle ranch half way between Luweero and Masindi, 
totally isolated. They had a satellite phone installed, but were using 
a French satellite and their calls worldwide were routed through 
France (ours are routed through Goonhilly in Cornwall). One big 
advantage for them was that their calls cost $2.70 per minute 
whereas ours cost $4.95 per minute. This, in the long run, would 
make a big difference and Jeremy and I decided to look into the 
French system. 
 
We stopped again at Kinyara Sugarworks to try and talk to Graham 
Pollok but he was away, probably in Kampala. We met George 
Macintyre jogging along the road and had a chat to him. His view 
of security was that there wasn't any. 
 
We reached camp at 6.30 p.m. It was good to be back. I was 
somewhat disoriented as always, perhaps a bit more so after all the 
high level discussions. To see everyone so friendly and normal and 
to know that it all hung on an agency's word.  
 
After supper I announced that in view of the Bwindi problem I had 
promised to phone my wife at home when I got to Sonso. Silence. 
What could I mean? Would I want a lift up to the college to make 
the call? No, I said. I think some of the students thought I'd gone 
potty. Jeremy kept quiet. I let on I had a satellite phone. This 
produced an instant request to see it and I brought it out from my 
room, a little square box like any other electronic device. I opened 
it up and disclosed the phone and the key pad. There was interest 
but not as much as I'd anticipated. I think some of the students saw 
the disadvantages immediately - they could be contacted by pushy 
supervisors and anxious parents. I sent word over to the Field 
Assistants to come to the house at 9 p.m. for a demonstration of the 
new device. Right from the start I made sure everyone knew it was 
for safety, not leisure, and would be going back with me as it was 
strictly on one month's hire. 
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Shortly before 9 p.m. the Ugandans started to come to the front 
door, and the muzungus gathered round to see if it would really 
work. I set the phone up with the lid (containing the aerial) at right 
angles to the satellite (I knew its position from the trial at the 
Fairway) and checked for a good strong signal. It was fine. At 9 
o'clock I dialled home, using the ordinary international code. I 
heard the phone at home ring and there was Frankie, as loud and 
clear as if she was next to me. An all time first for Budongo. I 
talked to her for a while. She was very relieved that I was in 
contact with the wide world. People in Europe were much more 
alarmed by the Bwindi raid than people in Uganda. Zephyr was 
standing beside me and after a few minutes I passed the receiver to 
him and he asked her if she'd seen the TV programme about the 
release of the chimps on to Ngamba island in Lake Victoria. I took 
the receiver back and we arranged for her to call me the next 
evening, same time. I told the students that they could use the 
phone while it was here, they would have to pay for calls made at 
$4.95 a minute, incoming calls were free. No-one else phoned that 
evening but over the ensuing weeks quite a few calls were made 
and received. Lucilla in particular got a call every evening from 
her parents in Italy and they talked for  some time. The main 
function of the phone seemed to be to put people's minds at rest at 
home that we were all well and having a lot of fun. We decided 
that the phone would be switched on and in position each day from 
6 p.m. to 7 p.m. 
 
The other thing I had to do was prepare for the 2 p.m. meeting I 
had called on Security. I had asked everyone to attend, all staff, 
and the students. A notice had been put up by Fred on the Notice 
Board and all had read it. Security. Not a subject we had thought 
much about in the past. We had lunch. 
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        Lucilla talking to her parents by sat-phone 
 
 
2 p.m. and the staff assembled under the big fig tree. I had also 
invited Jimi, the LC1 chairman for Nyakafunjo village.  
 
I began with the events at Bwindi. Even in the retelling they were 
shocking in the extreme. Three campsites had been attacked, at 
dawn, on Monday March 1st, just a fortnight before. There had 
been a diversionary raid at the airstrip earlier to lure camp guards 
away. A hundred rebels were involved. They initially shot 4 
Ugandans who resisted at the campsites, one of them being the 
Park Warden. They then captured 31 tourists of whom 17 escaped 
or were released because they were not British-speaking. The 
remaining 14 were led up the mountain, barefoot, into the forest. 8 
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were killed, 4 men, 4 women; 6 were released. Those killed were 
hacked to death with pangas.  
 
I gave them the bare facts and passed round copies of British 
newspaper reports, front page coverage, in depth coverage on 
inside pages. Pictures. Maps of Uganda. They began to realise the 
full international impact this massacre of innocent tourists had 
made. That helped them understand that this had been a major 
international incident and not a local thing.  
 
Why had it happened? It was political. The USA and the UK were 
supporting Uganda which supports the Tutsi government in 
Rwanda. These Interahamwe rebels were Hutus. They had left 
messages on the bodies of the dead, well written by educated 
people, saying the attack was because of British and American 
support for the Tutsis. The victims were political targets.  
 
What, if anything, could we at Sonso do in the event of such an 
attack on our camp? What defences did we have?  
We were about to get a radio link with the college. That could 
bring us a message about trouble up there. They might hear 
something from Masindi, or from the Sugar Works, or even from 
Kampala. We, as a project with British links, were officially under 
the protection of Kinyara Sugar Works, the head of which served 
as the Warden for this area under the British High Commission. So 
bad news from Kampala would come to KSW and thence to us. As 
there was no radio link between us and KSW we would need to 
have contact by more direct means, a person would have to come 
from KSW to Sonso, or they could contact the College who could 
send someone over to us.  
 
Fine if we got warning, but say, as at Bwindi, there was no 
warning and all of a sudden we found bandits with guns in our 
camp? It could happen at any time. Each person, I said, had to 
think of his or her escape plan. Each person should be responsible 
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for himself or herself, and of course mothers would be responsible 
for their children.  
 
So what should people do? Stay calm and talk the rebels out of any 
evil intentions they might have? Based on Bwindi I said no, just 
run as fast as possible into the forest and hide. At least we are 
surrounded by forest. That is how to escape. Of course, that is 
where the enemy may come from. But it is still the best place to 
hide. That was my opinion. Just run. Forget personal possessions. 
Forget clothes (that raised a laugh, especially the thought of the 
muzungus running naked into the trees!). Just get out of camp fast, 
fast, fast.  
 
The laughter broke up the meeting and we had a discussion. 
 
Radio for help? Some said that would be a disaster. The person 
with the radio would be shot first. Zephyr said it was useless 
running away, they would shoot, best to just act friendly. Others 
disagreed, if you act friendly they will still kill you.  
 
There was a frank and fervent exchange of views. People really 
didn't know what to do. They would play it by ear, nothing could 
be decided in advance.  
 
In the meantime we needed to be on the lookout for strangers, 
especially strangers from the southwest and of course people 
speaking Kinyarwanda in particular. Such people could be on 
reconnaissance, could go back and report our vulnerability. 
Anyone of a suspicious kind should be reported to the co-directors 
and to Jimi. If Jimi heard anything he should tell us. We needed to 
improve our intelligence.  
 
We weren't really any the wiser after the meeting than before, but 
at least the thing was now being talked about and it was an open 
topic for discussion. That was progress. It's no use pretending 
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danger doesn't exist. The best thing is to face up to the possibility 
and ask what you would do if something happened. This we had 
now done. But we had only succeeded in exposing our utter 
vulnerability. 
 
It was a pretty draining meeting and after it I just went back to 
House 1 and waited for the evening. At 6.15 Janie rang, it was 
lovely to hear her voice. She would like to be here with us. She 
told me some scientists were wanting wild chimp samples. Let 
them want it, I said.  
 
At 6.30 Gladys arrived with a couple of friends. She was here to 
give our staff a talk about sick and dead chimps - what action 
should be taken - the next day. Her arrival prompted a crate of 
beers on the project - couldn't have been a better time for it. We 
had a jolly evening but it was somewhat dampened by her 
description of the events at Bwindi from where she had just 
returned. It was nice to see her and chat again. 
 

                            
        Gladys giving our staff a lecture on chimp health and diseases 
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March 16th 
Into the forest at 7.30 with Gladys and her friends but we never 
found the chimps - total silence. We returned at mid-morning and 
so did the FAs, and Gladys gave her talk. She made a lot of telling 
points. A vet (preferably herself) should be called in cases of (a) 
snare, (b) death (c) sickness of any chimp. Sickness was especially 
serious if several chimps appeared to be affected. Even if a vet is 
not called, the sickness should be recorded. In the case of 
coughing, a wet cough is more serious than a dry cough. Soft 
feces, diarrhoea etc. should be recorded and a vet only called if 
very serious. Such diseases could be human related and so people 
should bury their feces in the forest. Fecal samples could be 
collected and taken to Gladys in Kampala for identification. Lame 
or limping chimps might be showing signs of polio so that needed 
to be checked for. If a chimp was found in a snare, a vet should be 
called out. Scabies showed as scaly white skin, a vet should be 
called. Hair loss might be due to mites. Muscle wastage and 
thinness should be recorded, also wounds. If a dead baby was 
found this should be recorded and the infant kept. Gladys would 
leave a form which, in a modified version, could be used for 
recording. 
 
In the case of a dead chimp, we should record the appearance of 
the body, estimate the date and time of death, and give any clinical 
history we could. It TCs found a dead or injured chimp they were 
to inform FAs. 
 
Dead animals should be carried to a cool place and a radio message 
or fax sent to Gladys. Gloves should be used when handling a dead 
chimp, and if a blood sample could be obtained it should be kept in 
the fridge. 
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Post mortems should only be carried out by a qualified vet. If 
Gladys was not available we should try to contact Debby Cox at 
Entebbe or Bosco at Makerere. 
 
Gladys also gave us some tips about chimp viewing: 
If sick, don't go 
Bury human feces 30 cm down or collect in a plastic bag and 
remove 
Turn away from chimps if cough 
No rubbish to be left in the forest 
Observe the 5-metre rule 
No children under 12 unless by special permission 
Minimize eating in the forest 
Avoid confrontation (this would be more relevant with gorillas). 
 
With that Gladys took a number of questions and the talk was over. 
It was lunchtime and we all had a farewell lunch for her, then off 
she drove in her Suzuki and we waved goodbye. It had been a very 
pleasant and productive visit. 
 
After she'd gone I went over the genetics project with the FAs. I 
put Geresomu in charge. Linda Vigilant had sent me a pack of 
collection tubes for the feces from Leipzig. Each tube contained a 
small amount of silica gel. This was to  dry out the sample as water 
is inimical to DNA. I showed the FAs how to collect the samples. 
They need to collect the outer, leading part of the feces, using a 
spatula and putting it into our prepared tubes, then labeling them. 
After the demo I gave them a long talk about genetics, from 
Mendel to the modern situation. They loved it. I explained it quite 
clearly. Afterwards Zephyr said he wished he'd gone to university. 
I understood. He and the others are eager for knowledge. We don't 
do enough to educate them really.  
 
Then Geresomu and I set up a space in the lab for samples to be 
stored, a list for the wall showing which chimps had been collected 
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and whether wadge or feces, + date of collection. I found some 
used padded bags in the office which would do for the first few 
samples and instructed G. to send them off in batches of 6. The 
first batch could go as soon as we had our first 6 samples (in fact I 
sent it off myself a few days later). I made sure the address of 
Linda Vigilant at the Max Planck Institute in Leipzig was pinned 
to the wall in the lab and the job was done.  
                             
Monday March 22 
Up early as always, and this morning I fried up some of the 
mashed spuds left over from last night's supper. Also a fried egg. 
All done in the local oil which is very tasty. Jeremy was also up 
early and off into the forest with Raimon. The chimp folk are a bit 
slower to get up, except for me of course.  
 
Geresomu takes the max-min temperature and rainfall readings at 
exactly 7 a.m. these days. He is so efficient. 
 
Kingfishers, doves and hornbills with a background of colobus 
make up the morning sounds, plus a few human voices, children, 
and the sound of chopping, of gumboots walking across the wet 
grass... 
 
7.45. Into the forest, we meet Andy on the ground. Lots of chimps 
around, the big males and Nambi in estrus, accompanied by Nora 
and Musa. Mukwano is in estrus 4 and being closely accompanied 
by Duane as she walks along the trail and climbs up into the 
Broussonettia trees in block C0. They are feeding on ripe fruits. I 
took a series of photos of Mukwano sitting in a patch of sun. All 
the FAs were pleased that I'd managed to get some good shots.  
 
It remains the most exciting thing to be walking along fast in the 
forest, moving with a travelling party of chimps. They stop, we 
stop. They call and drum, we wait. Answers come from the west, 
they move and we move too. Temporarily we have joined them 
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and we are thinking as they are thinking, acting as they are acting, 
the species barrier is down. 
 
Back at camp, Fred, Jeremy and I had a long hard look at the 
finances. There's a bit of leeway in some categories but not enough 
to pay the 5% increase the staff were due last January. We'll 
review that in July and again in September if we get one more 
(final) instalment of Margot Marsh money as we hope to do. 
 
We discussed the purchase of a sat phone but the preference was 
given by Jeremy and Fred to the other alternative - to sell the Land 
Rover and put the proceeds, plus surplus Per Wegge money, into 
the purchase of a second hand pickup, a second vehicle. So that's 
what we'll do, if we can.  
 
We also talked about the advent of Hugh to take over from Jeremy. 
All seems to be fine. Fred will work out how to divide up the 
duties as time proceeds. I'm sure it will succeed. 
 
25 March 1999 
Into forest and we find chimps in a Ficus mucuso tree on the 
sawmill road at 7.45. Tinka was on the ground, others up the tree, 
and Zephyr recorded the group on the new-style checksheet 
designed by Lucilla. At 8.20 they all left but we found some 
nearby feeding on Broussonettia fruits - Ruhara, Grinta, Duane and 
Nick. They didn't stay long but moved south and we followed 
them, meeting up again at 9.20 where we found them in a 
Cynometra tree feeding on the seeds.  
 
This visit I realise I'm identifying very few of the chimps. My 
mind is often elsewhere, e.g. on how to find funds for our FAs to 
take the Certificate course at NFC. Or I just sit and enjoy the 
forest, the chimps, hornbills and so on. Then suddenly the chimps 
start screaming and moving away, a crazy amount of noise, 
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disappearing into the distance. Calling to others nearby. The old, 
familiar, yet ever new story. 
 
Only Nambi and Nora are now left in the Cynometra tree. Nambi 
makes a day bed right at the top and settles down with her daughter 
for a nap. 
 
Back at camp Lucilla and I put together the skeleton of Zesta on 
the table in House 2. It has been beautifully cleaned. Some of the 
smallest bones of the hands and feet are missing, otherwise the 
skeleton is perfect.  
 
9.30 p.m. Supper over, lots of laughs, teeth cleaned and so to bed. 
Talking and laughs from around. This must rank as one of the 
pleasantest trips I've made out here - such good company - Kate 
Arnold is a good sort, and it's nice to have my own student Lucilla 
here, and Jeremy is always good fun. Bjornar is also a fine guy. 
We all share the same sense of fun. 
 
26 March  
Today's programme: morning at the College to go over the 
conference arrangements; then to Masindi to shop for (a) this 
evening at Fred's and (b) welcome party for Hugh and Sabrina who 
arrive tomorrow.  
 
But I nevertheless went to the fig tree on the sawmill track and 
talked to the FAs about yesterday's meeting. We agreed that the 
tourist guides at Busingiro have not put in enough effort over the 
last 6 years - the still have not recognised a single chimp! And we 
agreed that we'd need to be paid for future work e.g. going to 
Busingiro to train them, and we'd need to be paid overnight 
allowances if we stayed the night. I emphasised that only one of 
our FAs could be spared for this work at a time, for 2 days a month 
at most. No chimps heard or seen. 
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Back at camp Fred and I left for the college at 9.30. We spent a 
couple of hours with Wilson and Gift. There were two issues: the 
Conference, and Certificate training for our FAs. On the latter 
Wilson explained that there is a Govt. sponsored scheme which is 
competitive; otherwise you can be privately sponsored and the 
college is flexible about entry qualifications i.e. you don't need 
them! Fred thinks we should put Zephyr in for the Govt.  scheme, 
then go for private if he doesn't get in. I agree. Wilson was very 
keen for us to send people to the college, especially if they're keen. 
He said that training is not valued in the forestry sector! Very true - 
people are appointed for political and kinship reasons, without 
relevant training. Wilson said that a man just picks his brother and 
assumes he'll be able to do the job. I guess this operates at all 
levels and explains the lack of adequate training right up to the top. 
 
Later Fred and I discussed other aspects of what Wilson had said. 
The college can organise special courses tailored to our needs, 
which can be as little as one week long, and we could specify what 
we want. All grades would be considered, including non-English 
speakers! Might this be of use? We'd need to find the funding to 
pay for such courses but they could give our staff a boost. 
 
We also discussed the question of our future Norad funding. 
Wilson was optimistic that we'd find our place, alongside the 
college, in the scheme of things. Hope he's right. Fred was less 
optimistic - he saw the college as an obstacle to BFP because it can 
offer access to the forest just as we can. Our problem is that our 
studies are too high-powered and we don't offer the basics that the 
Cert. and Diploma people (Ugandans) want. But that may change 
if we go in with MUFD... 
 
We  then drove to Masindi where we had chicken and chips at 
Travellers Corner. Fred and Richard did all the shopping for 
tonight and tomorrow's party. We came back with a chicken in the 
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back seat of the pickup + loads of matoke and 3 crates of beers, 
sodas etc. Meat will be bought tomorrow at Kinyara. 
 
While in Masindi Fred phoned Pom's. Hugh and Sabrina had 
arrived and will  come tomorrow as planned. 
 
We got back to camp at 5 p.m. and I had a shower, then set up the 
phone and got a call from Frankie who was at Jake's so I had a 
chance to talk to her and Jake. I told him that Dick Olet and Fred 
Kigenyi had been suspended and he was as relieved as I was. Later 
Lucilla had her nightly call from Italy.  
 
Jeremy's elation at having found a nest of his species has turned to 
despair at the incompetence of his two FAs, Kennedy and Raimon. 
Apparently they lack basic numeracy skills and don't understand 
how to fill in data properly on the forms he gave them. Lucilla 
continues to measure the skeleton of Zesta. 
 
The day ended with us all eating Ugandan food with Fred and Eric. 
I was drinking beer as the whisky was finished. 
 
27 March  
Up at 6 as usual - but today Jeremy had been up at 5.30 and was in 
the forest already by 6! Gino's son Fred is due to come and see me 
this morning at 10 - I asked for this as I had sent him a biology 
textbook from England and I wanted to test him on it and see if he 
had been working.  
 
First, into the forest with Zephyr, Lucilla and Kate. The chimps 
have been calling since dawn, to the east, near camp. We went first 
to the Ficus mucuso tree on the sawmill track. Maani took our 
arrival as a sign to finish his breakfast so he climbed down and 
crossed the road and went into the forest. A number of others were 
up in the tree. Duane was there and he copulated with Mukwano, 
then they too left together. We followed them along the trail down 
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to the south east until they stopped after a while to feed on 
Cynometra seeds. They are a very close couple at the moment, she 
in estrus 4 and he walking along behind her, stopping when she 
stops and moving with her in close harmony. 
 
I sit down at the tree, my rucksac heavy today as I brought my 
camera, seat and raincoat. I'm thinking about the in-service training 
for our FAs and how to present it to them. We don't want to lose 
them, but they must be given a chance to develop. We meet at 2 
p.m. to discuss it.  
 
At 9.03 some chimps arrived along our trail and moved to the 
Cynometra trees. They were followed by our three FAs, James, 
Geresomu and Joseph, and Kate. It's actually amazing how our 
FAs keep with the chimps and with each other, meeting and 
parting just like the chimps themselves. As a team they are so well 
adapted to the chimps, they work together as if it was the most 
natural thing in the world to be following wild chimps in the forest. 
 
The chimps are now screaming, thumping the ground, playing 
(Clea with Beta and Shida), making soft grunts all around us in the 
Cynometra trees and on the ground.  
 
I make my way back to camp to meet Gino's son Fred and test him 
on biology. He turned up late but when we finally got together he 
was very good indeed. He had learnt the first 20 pages of the book 
and knew his facts. I gave him 1,000/- as a reward and later told 
Gino how good he was.  
 
12.30, waiting for lunch. Camp has a life of its own. Mary is 
washing. The kids are playing. Joy is cooking. It's a cool day - 
lovely breeze. Tinka sits on his stool - I talked with him for awhile. 
A fine man. He'll be very pleased to see Hugh (and vice versa) as 
he was Hugh's FA when Hugh was here before. I like relaxing in a 
comfy chair here at camp, it's very calm. People come and go. Not 
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much happens but camp life is absorbing all the same. I haven't 
read a single page of my book. 
 
After lunch we had a meeting of the FAs - bird and chimp - to 
discuss the Govt. sponsored vs. private Forestry Technician 
Certificate at NFC. All were interested. They asked if they would 
still get their monthly salary if they went on the course and we said 
they would get the basics but no bonuses. It was decided that 
initially we would allow Geresomu and Zephyr to apply. If only 
one was accepted the other would accept this.  
 
After this meeting I had another one with the chimp FAs only. We 
went over Lucilla's new-style checksheet which covers both party 
composition and social behaviour, and we went over the Sickness 
Report form arising from Gladys's talk.  
 
The meat was cooking and people were starting to think about the 
party. And what a great party it turned out to be. I started by 
joining the select group of Transect Cutters sitting around the 
bucket of masoi, sharing a straw with Operasio. I had an open neck 
shirt on but some of them, notably Sebbi (still alive, still drinking) 
were wearing ties. Where was my tie? they asked. I got up and 
went to my room. In my suitcase, unworn so far, was my Kenyan 
tembo (elephant) tie. I put it on. Returned to the group to loud 
cheers! 
 
Hugh and Sabrina arrived late - about 9 p.m. when the party was 
well under way. Their private hire from Masindi had gone into a 
puddle on the Royal Mile and not come out again. So Jeremy 
drove the pickup to it and pulled it out with a rope and 6 
volunteers. Then the party resumed in full swing, with speeches by 
me, Fred, Jeremy and Hugh. Jeremy's was particularly good, full of 
thanks to all.  
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I hit the hay at 10.30 but the party was still in full swing. I bought 
10 more beers near the end, to keep the TCs happy. I'd been 
drinking the masoi (another word for marua i.e. millet beer) to 
start with - hot and drunk with straws from a bucket. I felt that all 
the TCs love me, in fact all the staff do. It's a great feeling. 
 
28 March  
Sunday. 7 a.m. Chimps calling to the west of camp. Everyone is 
still asleep except poor Tinka. He came to the party, bravely, sat 
alone, just his 10-year old daughter with him, then after about an 
hour he slowly, slowly walked back to his house, in the dusk, with 
his little girl carrying his sitting stool beside him. It is a tragedy. 
He is now so thin and weak. At least today he can meet his old 
friend Hugh Notman.  
 
Kettle's on for tea, later I'll go to church, then Gideon wants me to 
see his new house, I might call and try to see Odd Lie, then back 
for lunch and a  meeting with Jimi to discuss community assistance 
to Nyakafunjo village. 
 
All went as planned except I didn't go to Gideon's house as he was 
sure to ask for money to finish it and I didn't want to be in a 
position where I created a precedent. So we missed that. After 
lunch Jimi turned up and Hugh, Sabrina, Jeremy, Fred, Richard 
and I met with him. He said there was a need for protection of two 
wells in the village, and for repair to a borehole. We discussed how 
these jobs could be done and how much they were likely to cost, 
and it all seemed well below the budget we had available so no 
problem. Jimi and Richard would each get a quote for the work 
and we would take the best one.  
 
Sadly, Tinka's condition continues to weaken. Fred has arranged 
for Zephyr to accompany him to Fort Portal tomorrow, Monday, as 
this is now urgent and it can't wait until Easter. He'll stay there 
until he gets stronger but we don't think he will recover this time, 
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he won't last long, he has become so frail, he's on the downhill run 
now. He smiled at me when I said I'd say goodbye to him 
tomorrow. They plan to leave at 6 a.m., Fred will take them to 
Masindi in our vehicle, then they will transfer to the bus, do the 
journey in one day, and Zephyr will return the next day, Tuesday. I 
have to leave on Tuesday morning so I will be gone by the time 
Zephyr returns.  
 
29 March  
I was up at 5.45 and had breakfast with Jeremy who was off to the 
Nature Reserve. I was up early to say goodbye to Tinka. They left 
at 6.15 - Fred driving, Zephyr accompanying, Tinka and his 
daughter Morine in the back. The leaving was as expected. Tinka 
had his suitcase, I shook his hand in the pre-dawn dark of camp, 
we said our goodbyes, I thanked him for all his work for the 
project and wished him well. He climbed slowly into the back of 
the vehicle and they drove off. Joy was also out to say goodbye, 
no-one else. I didn't expect to see Tinka ever again and nor did Joy.  
 
In fact, Zephyr wrote to me later, Tinka had a bad night when they 
reached Fort Portal, Zephyr left as planned next morning, and 
within a couple of days Tinka was dead. The news reached camp 
after Easter and found its way to me a week later. I put a short 
obituary into the Budongo  Newsletter. 
 
His departure that Monday morning gave me pause for thought. 
This project - what of its future? The prime days for me are over. I 
hope the project will continue for years, forever, and the chimp 
studies will continue, so another person must help me and take it 
over. Forestry must continue here, initially under Fred and 
Makerere. The coming meetings in Kampala will clarify whether 
we can tie in with Makerere or not. If not, I don't see the future 
clearly - there's the EC, DfID, GEF - but the detail is missing. I'll 
stick to Makerere for now and hope they make up their minds and 
give us an unequivocal yes, with some donor money to back it up.  
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7.35 We're at the Ficus mucuso tree on the sawmill track again. 
Zimba and Zig are here, Kewaya and Katia, Kalema and Bahati, 
Gonza - a mother and infants group. The FAs collect some initial 
wadges and feces for the genetics study. Life goes on. 
 
I'm back at camp at 9.15 giving out bonuses. My last day at camp. 
Pottering about, packing. Saying last things to people. Collecting 
orders for watches, T-shirts, rucksacs, raincoats. And just sitting 
about. 
 
Over dinner we had a longish theological discussion - I'd started it 
by referring to the Sunday sermon in which the preacher had said 
he was saved, and seemed to be looking on us as sinners. Was a 
saved man still a sinner? I asked. Jeremy explained about the 
tension between being saved and being a sinner - your sin isn't just 
wiped clean when you are saved. I went on about why was a man 
better if he wallowed in vice for years (the preacher had admitted 
he'd been a gambler) and then got saved, than if he lived a modest 
life and didn't? Jeremy accepted that you could be a good Christian 
and not be a saved person. Hugh and Sabrina joined in the 
discussion when we came on to Jesus the Man - she said it gave 
more dignity to religion for Jesus to be a believable human person. 
But Jeremy argued that the essence of religion is a supernatural 
element and he's right about that I suppose. 
 
We'd just had a party on Saturday but nevertheless after supper I 
bought a crate of beers and we sat and drank them on Fred's side of 
House 1. I encouraged the muzungus to give talks after I'd left, on 
topics requested by the Ugandans, and vice versa. Joseph said he 
wanted to hear a talk on evolution vs. creation. Jeremy said he 
wanted to hear a talk about wives. I wonder if anything will 
happen? We sat with our beers, then Kennedy started to say witty 
crazy things like Jeremy used to play volley ball but he was so tall 
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he beat everyone and gave up as he was too good - crazy as Jeremy 
has never played volley ball!  
 
30 March  
Up at 5.30, chimps calling close by camp at 5.45. They have been 
calling, on and off, all night. Now it's raining alas, so I thought I 
wouldn't go into the forest before we set off for Kampala at 8.30. 
But in fact it stopped and I did. 
 
7.15 and we went in with Geresomu, chimps were everywhere just 
behind the staff houses. I just enjoyed it all. They were moving on 
the ground, we followed them and found them on the fig tree. I 
said goodbye to Vernon the chimp and Geresomu and Joseph the 
people and headed back to camp. 
 
We set off for Kampala at 8.45, at a leisurely pace, reaching there 
at lunchtime. We being Fred, Bjornar, Charles the Zairean, and me. 
In Kampala we dropped our cases off at Pom's then had lunch at 
Makerere Club, then went to see Bill Farmer where we had an 
appointment for 2.30. No-one except a secretary there! All of 
them, she said, except Bill Farmer had gone to Mt. Elgon. I left a 
note and later he phoned me at Pom's. Kevin Crockford gets back 
on Friday (Good Friday) he said, and he's the man I need to see so 
he would tell him to contact me. I phoned Karl Solberg to make an 
appointment only to find he was on leave and wouldn't be back 
until after I'd left Uganda - bad because I wanted the low-down on 
Norad funding from him.  
 
Had tea at Derek's and Christine turned up - she will return later to 
discuss the Tufts University vet programme with me. She did come 
back and we discussed the idea of students from Athens, Georgia 
coming to Budongo for a week in May 2000, with some of her own 
students. I said it might help our funding problems if the 
Americans paid $100 each for the week and she thought that was 
reasonable. We'll see if anything comes of it. 



444 
 

 



445 
 

Chapter 14 

 

Sept - Oct 1999 

 
In which NORAD looks kindly on us, and we have our Budongo 

Conference at Nyabyeya Forestry College 

 
September 9  
 
Off again! And for nearly 4 weeks this time. In many ways a 
crucial visit because I have to be sure we are in line for future 
funding from NORAD if I possibly can  - if not this has to be the 
time to organise some kind of rescue effort. The signs had all been 
positive. Just after I got back from Canada (where, when not 
visiting the hot, dry dinosaur badlands or climbing in the snows 
and glaciers of the Rockies, I had met up with Jim Paterson, Brad 
McVittie, Donna Sheppard and others so it was a bit of a Budongo 
do) I had a visit from John Kaboggoza. He and his wife wanted to 
visit Oxford on their way back from Norway to Uganda, and John 
wanted to fill me in on the discussions he'd been having with Per 
Wegge. 
 
The news he brought was all good. Karl Solberg was positive that 
NORAD funding would be renewed to Makerere. Some would be 
going to computing and some to food science but there would still 
be funding for forestry, to the new Faculty of Forestry and Nature 
Conservation (FFNC) that John and his staff had succeeded in 
setting up. It would be up to FFNC to decide whether to fund the 
Budongo Forest Project and this had been the trouble spot before - 
if FFNC gave BFP money then that meant it would lose it to itself. 
This had now been resolved. In the discussions in Norway it had 
been agreed that IF FFNC wanted BFP as its field station then an 
extra 2.8 million Norwegian Kronor would be made available to 
run the field station for a further 5 years. And FFNC did want BFP 
to be its field station - I'm sure John had made this clear to them. 
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So barring accidents (NORAD still had to ratify these sums of 
money) we were in line for core funding from NORAD again, and 
as part of a Ugandan institution which is what I'd been aiming for 
all along. 
 
If there was one problem it was this: we'd received 3 million NOK 
for the last 4 year period, now we were going to receive 2.8 million 
NOK for the next 5 year period. Both John and I knew this wasn't 
enough, and while John had been with Per they had agreed that we 
would assign the money on the basis of a 4 year period and then 
apply again to NORAD for year 5 when the time came. A risk, but 
the only way forward they could think of. Fingers crossed - it's a 
long way off but the years have a habit of rolling by. The other 
problem was that the money had been reorganised by Per and John 
so that it would not just cover Oxford, Norway and BFP but also a 
biggish slice of it would go to FFNC for staff and students to do 
research at BFP. This was very much the wish of staff of John's 
department and I was happy to see it written into the budget but it 
did mean less for us at Sonso. Let's hope we can manage with what 
we've got. All in all I was very happy at the positive outcome. 
 
John left again after his day in Oxford and I started to prepare for 
the trip to Uganda, doing the usual rounds of the camping shops to 
buy rucksacs and raincoats for various members of staff. This was 
to be a trip with a difference - my sister Marianne had decided she 
wanted to see the Budongo setup I was always talking about and, 
bless her, she invested her time, money and energy on a ticket and 
was coming with me for the first two weeks, up to the time of the 
Conference. Great! 
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                   Marianne visits Budongo, September 1999 
 
So September 9th arrived and I said fond farewells to long-
suffering Frankie at the Oxford bus station. She wouldn't see me 
for nearly four long weeks, but we'd arranged to keep in touch over 
the phone whenever possible. In many ways Frankie is the hidden 
heroine of this Budongo drama. She is the backstop who keeps the 
home fires burning and sorts out all the daily problems at this end 
while I'm away. I'm not as appreciative as I ought to be, but 
sometimes I realise that I couldn't run Budongo and have my nice 
life in England without her daily support and help. 
 
Wednesday 15th September 
At last! We can leave the city for the country. Fred brought the 
vehicle at 11 as planned and David and Helen had arrived earlier 
so we climbed aboard and set off. We stopped at Luweero for a 
nice lunch in a wayside cafe - I had beef and rice which came with 
plenty of gravy, a knife, spoon and fork so it was very nice. We all 
drank sodas. Lunch was slightly marred by a music shop right next 
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door which insisted on playing raucous music at full volume non-
stop. But it added atmosphere... 
 
Then on to Masindi where we did some shopping, vegetables and 
g-nuts, and had a break at Travellers Corner where Florence was 
delighted to meet Marianne. One or two people jumped aboard as 
we set off on the final lap to Sonso where we arrived at around 
4.30 with plenty of time to settle in and get organised. A pleasant 
evening with a volley ball match, and nice to have Marianne to 
show everything. Camp is absolutely full, all 8 rooms, and David 
and Helen are sleeping in their tent until a room becomes available. 
Ben Dempsey was still at camp so I saw him, he leaves tomorrow 
(he's one of my undergrad students from Oxford, reading Arch & 
Anth, and doing a study of our chimps for his project). Great to see 
Joy and Geresomu, Zephyr and Richard and all the mob.  
 

Zephyr with Ben Dempsey                                                                
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Thursday 16th Sept  
Into the forest at 7.30 with Marianne and Zephyr. We checked a 
Cordia millennii that had been attracting chimps in block 4B but 
found no chimps there. We didn't hear any and after a few hours 
during which we met the rest of the chimp students and field 
assistants we went back to camp. David and Helen were working 
with Joseph, Kate was working with James, Hugh and Sabrina 
were working with Geresomu. Quite a crowd of people doing 
chimp studies. And there were four new Ugandan students from 
Makerere doing studies of ecotourism, mahogany regeneration, 
baboon diets, and rattan. So camp is a hive of activity and things 
couldn't be much better. Long may it last. 
 
Spent the rest of the day at camp - I had a good talk with the 
Transect Cutters and introduced Marianne to them all. The new 
banda (which I didn't know about at all until yesterday when I 
arrived, though I'd been warned to expect changes) is being 
finished and it looks really great. 
 

        
                             The new banda, April 2000 



450 
 

 
I talked to Hugh quite a lot, he put me in the picture about all 
aspects of camp life. Fred is still in Kampala for a few days. I also 
had a very long discussion with Zephyr and Geresomu in the 
afternoon by the forest edge. I had to go over the whole issue of 
who would be the first to go to College (they had both been 
accepted and got Govt. sponsorship). It was very amicably 
resolved - these guys know each other so well, and they know I'm 
the most impartial and honest guy that ever has trod the earth(!) so 
when I favoured Zephyr to go first on the grounds of seniority it 
was no surprise to either of them and we all agreed on that as I'd 
thought we would.  The main thing was a cast-iron promise I made 
to Geresomu that he would go in a year's time. He asked what 
would happen if the course ended this year and I said we would 
investigate that and if it was really going to happen he could go 
this year and we'd manage somehow.  
 
Monday 20th Sept 
Fred was back now from Kampala and there was much to discuss. 
I'd been adding things to my agenda since arriving. So I went into 
the forest with Marianne (Zephyr wasn't around yet, he'd been in 
Kinyara and Nyabyeya over the weekend arranging things in 
connection with his course) and after one false start we succeeded 
in finding the chimps and some of the other students and field 
assistants: David and Helen and Joseph. The chimps were not far 
from camp to the NNE. We stayed until Zephyr arrived, full of 
apologies, and then I went back to camp and left Marianne with the 
chimp folk. (In the event Zephyr took her right down to the Nature 
Reserve and showed her the giant mahogany and ironwood trees 
there, she had a great time though she was quite tired by lunchtime 
when she got back - she is 72!). 
 
On my walk back to camp I had some thoughts on the chimps' 
vocalisations. Any chimp is free to vocalise. When calls come 
from another group, any chimp can respond. There seems to be no 
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inhibition, it isn't always the most dominant chimp that responds. 
One, two or more chimps may call.  The calls are full of 
excitement and vigour - wild chimps in their element. They are 
highly motivated. But if any chimp can call, what should it say? 
Not words, but indications i.e. “OK, OK, I hear you, I may come" 
or "Thanks for calling, we're here right now. Maybe see you later". 
 
I also had another thought - I've been very taken up with the future 
of the whole project, getting us fixed up with Makerere. But now 
that that seems more likely to happen, what about a long-term 
chimp research programme? Maybe with Andy Whiten or Dick 
Byrne? We need it. I could plan something during my sabbatical 
next spring. Maybe do a joint application to Leakey or something 
like that? One problem is that I don't know who my successor will 
be at Oxford - if it's someone who wants to take the project over 
from me and could do it that might be ideal. I'll just have to wait 
and see, but I could do a bit of planning maybe... 
 
Back at camp I went with Hugh and Fred to NFC where we'd 
arranged to meet the people who were responsible for the 
conference. Wilson was away so we talked to Gift - they have done 
quite a lot of redecorating and preparing already, and the workmen 
were still busy around the guest house putting the finishing touches 
to the path. We discussed things in general with Gift, then we met 
Ronald and gave him money for the bus hire, bus driver, fuel and 
overnight in Kampala, then we went up to the Guest Houses and 
talked to the two ladies in charge and had a look at the state of the 
rooms which was good (we have hired all the rooms in both guest 
houses), I stressed the need to have plenty of toilet paper (there's 
nothing worse...), and we met Amos who's in charge of the whole 
operation - accommodation for our visitors in single and double 
rooms, catering here at the Guest Houses and down at the dining 
hall, quite a complex operation as we are expecting 60-70 guests. 
He had everything in hand except bottled water so we arranged 
that Eric, who would be coming from Kampala with the bus, 
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would buy some there. We promised that as soon as the guests 
arrived we'd provide him with a list showing who was sleeping in 
which room, that was his biggest worry. We went on down to the 
students' accommodation (which we had also commandeered) and 
I was glad to see that the toilets and showers had been repainted 
and looked quite reasonable, they flushed o.k., but the lady in 
charge had a problem. One of the students was a girl, and she had a 
baby. She was fully ensconced in her room and we had asked for 
her to move out but she didn't want to, it would be too much 
upheaval and she had nowhere to go. So we said she could stay. 
 
 
           

 
    Preparing for the conference at Nyabyeya Forestry College 
 
Thursday 23rd September 1999 
The Budongo Conference - Day 1.  
And what a great day it was. All of Fred's planning paid off. It was 
just, for me, a very pleasant matter of watching events unfold. 
Wilson and the local M.P. opened the conference with a minimum 



453 
 

of fuss (they'd been given 5 minutes each!) and then we had the 
speakers, with a tea and coffee break mid-morning. The talks were 
excellent and the discussion was encouragingly frank and full of 
enthusiasm. The room was packed and the atmosphere was 
workmanlike. We were lucky with the weather, it had been raining 
and the day was cool. Lunch followed - we'd allowed a good long 
lunch break - after which everyone piled into 4-wheel drive 
vehicles for the trip to Sonso (we'd decided that the bus would 
never make it through the puddles along the Royal Mile owing to 
all the rain we'd been having). We all arrived at Sonso - and the 
heavens opened up. So everyone piled into the new banda and it 
came into its own. There must have been fifty people in it and 
around the outside sitting on the wall under the eaves. I gave a talk 
about the project after which the plan had been to go for a forest 
walk but the rain was still pelting down. So we stayed in the banda 
and various people talked about their work, Ugandan students and 
expats as well. All the participants were very interested and asked 
a lot of questions. We could have gone on for a very long time but 
then we had a nice interruption - the rain started to let up and, 
believe it or not, some of our chimps came right up to the 
Broussonettia trees beside the banda and  started casually feeding 
on the leaves and flowers. So a lot of the assembled dignitaries and 
less dignified participants took the opportunity to do some chimp 
viewing. Thanks chimps, did you know we had cancelled our 
forest walk? I wonder if indeed they were curious at the sight of 
more vehicles on our front lawn than had ever been seen there 
before, and more people milling around than ever. Anyway, bless 
them, they came at just the right time. 
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                      Conference continues in the new banda 
 
While the chimps were on site the rest of us had sodas and biscuits 
in the banda and the talking went on. It must have been 5 p.m. 
before people felt like going back to the college. They had really 
enjoyed being in the forest at our camp. We said g'bye to them and 
off they all drove in the convoy of vehicles. Fred and Hugh and I 
had a nice break from conferencing for an hour or two and then we 
went back to the college for the evening meal, and finally, back 
again for bed. 
 
Friday September 24th 1999 
Conference Day 2 
Up early and off to the conference with those staying on camp - 
Mikala and Kirstin and Andy, with Fred driving. Hugh and Sabrina 
had gone on ahead on the motorbike to open up the conference 
room and make sure the equipment was in place and breakfast was 
going well. (For breakfast only, the Guest House people ate  in the 
Guest House and the rest ate in the college dining hall, all other 
meals were taken in the dining hall, and even for breakfast the food 
was the same for everyone).  
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The morning session went fine. The Minister, Kezimbira Miyingo, 
did arrive today after all, in mid-morning during coffee, and 
everything was rather delayed after that but no matter, we had the 
Big Man with us now, which added weight to the Conference. 
Rather oddly, both he and Wilson had the same light coloured suits 
on. He joined us for the talks and discussion and seemed to be 
pleased to be here and taking part. His own talk he gave shortly 
before lunch, opening the conference even though it was more than 
half way through. I had a chat with him and the Resident Masindi 
District Commissioner Betty Adiima, and when he asked me how 
much mahogany was left in Budongo I introduced him to Andy 
who gave him the answer - precious little - based on our research. 
Later, after the conference, when he got back to Kampala, he put 
an absolute ban on all mahogany felling in Budongo which was 
reported in the newspapers.  
 
He seemed to be a nice man though whether he can get to grips 
with Uganda's big environmental and institutional problems 
remains to be seen (Miingo is the new Minister, the former one 
having fallen together with the FD people at the time of the big 
corruption enquiry). In his talk he referred to the new Forest 
Authority which is planned for next year (the FD will cease to 
exist, all jobs will be advertised and people will have to re-apply). 
That process was tried with National Parks when it became UWA 
and it  didn't really work then but I guess it might with FD... In his 
talk Miingo made it clear that he wanted relevant research to be 
done, and that the results should be disseminated in simple 
language so that he and other non-experts could understand it. 
That's something BFP must now do - translate the results of all our 
research projects, and there are many now, into simple one-page 
documents understandable by all. 
 
After lunch we broke up into four Discussion Groups. I joined 
Group 3, Information, co-ordination and dissemination, with Derek 
Pomeroy, John Kaboggoza and David Ruyooka. Eric Sande was 
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the rapporteur and took very good notes of what was said, and 
prepared a wall chart (each group did this for the final session). 
The whole thing was most interesting. Each group made a series of 
recommendations and the whole meeting reconvened for the final 
session, chaired by John Kaboggoza, to pick the 3 main 
recommendations from each group. Those would be the most 
tangible and positive outcomes of the conference, would go into 
the Report, and would provide the basis for future work by BFP, 
Makerere, FORI, FD and other organisations. There was even a 
recommendation from the FD itself! Steve Nsita recommended that 
more seed research needed to be done. I pointed out that in all the 
years of the Budongo Forest Project this was the first time FD had 
come forward with a positive suggestion for research! That 
produced a laugh. But it did make people realise just how little 
leadership FD had provided over the last 10 or more years. If, as 
the NORAD review had stated, BFP's research had not been 
clearly aligned to national priorities, there was one simple reason - 
BFP did not know what the national priorities were (and neither, 
apparently did FD, FORI or anyone else, there simply were no 
guidelines).  
 
So the conference drew to a close with a final session in which one 
and all were able to express their views, exchange opinions and 
either agree or beg to differ. FD came in for some hard-hitting 
criticism for failing to manage the forest estate, its failure to work 
with UWA on wildlife issues was noted, FORI's role was discussed 
as it seemed to have lost its way (or never found it), and there were 
many positive suggestions based on what was going on in other 
countries and other organisations in Uganda. I hope we can capture 
the spirit of the final session in our Report - so many ideas were 
batted around, there was so much enthusiasm for improvement and 
change.  
 
Finally the local MP for Bujenje County closed the meeting and I 
led votes of thanks for all those concerned, and especially for Fred 
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who was the mainspring for this highly successful conference. I 
made it clear that he was the one who had masterminded this 
meeting from start to finish. Of course, the best was yet to come - 
the final party - 3 goats had been killed and were ready for the 
barbecue, beer crates were stacked up in readiness, the Transect 
Cutters were beginning to make their appearance, always a sign 
that festivities are about to begin... 
 
We broke up and I went up to the Guest House with Derek and we 
sat by the wood fire with Gladys, Ben Voysey and a few others, 
waiting for the action to begin. But first we all went over to the 
dining room for dinner. After which it was back to the Guest 
House and by now the smell of roasting meat was everywhere, 
chairs were brought out by the dozen, everyone found a place to sit 
and a bottle to drink, all of our staff were there, and nearly all the 
conference participants as well (a few had to leave early - Peter 
Howard had left already, he'd dropped in unexpectedly on Day 1 
and stayed for the day but then had to return to Kampala, it was 
good to see him). It was a wonderful end to the conference, I 
downed some bottles of ESB and had some great laughs with the 
Field Assistants - we joked that we would have to sack James in 
order to pay Zephyr's college fees! He took it good naturedly as 
always, I'm not sure why but James has always been the butt of my 
jokes, he's a great guy.  
 
I also had some proper conversations with Odd Lie, who'd been 
popping in and out of the conference both days, he had to combine 
it with teaching the Makerere students who were also at college at 
the same time, having been moved out of their accommodation 
into tents so we could have the buildings. And during one 
conversation with Wilson Kasolo we agreed that one or two of his 
College students should be taken on to do their research projects 
with BFP, to increase the collaboration between our two places. 
Great, I hope we can work it out. 
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Back along the rutted old road and into bed at 10.30, totally and 
pleasantly knackered.  
 
Saturday 25th September  
Another day. Up and breakfast as usual. Great feeling of relief that 
the conference went so well, and this feeling is shared by Hugh 
and Sabrina and, especially, Fred. We're all taking it easy this 
morning but Helen and David have gone into the forest with 
Joseph. It's Zephyr's first day at NFC for the course - help! But 
he'll return for the Field Assistants' meeting on Tuesday, and 
probably at other times as well. 
 
I managed to have a conversation with Andy before he left. We 
discussed how BFP should develop in the future. He emphasised 
that we could do useful monitoring work on (a) the effects of 
tourism on the forest, (b) the effects of pitsawing over the long 
term, and (c) the density and growth rates of rattan - now 
becoming scarce owing to over-harvesting. 
 
I was looking for a field assistant to help with the new project on 
the genetics of the non-Sonso chimps, for which we now had NGS 
funding. Andy had been using Alfred to collect data and said he 
was good, and would not be needed for more data collection until 
March 2000. So we agreed I'd ask him if he would be interested, it 
would mean staying over at Busingiro during the week and going 
into the forest to find chimps and collect dung.  
 
We also discussed the new problem caused by the sugar out-
growers planting right up to the forest edge. Kinyara Sugar Works 
was paying them good money to grow sugar and so all the local 
farmers were doing it. The problem was that not only baboons but 
chimps were now coming out of the forest and into the sugar, and 
this was sure to worsen relations between the farmers and the 
chimps. We already had had one case of a chimp being killed at 
Nyakafunjo but that seemed to be unrelated to the sugar, it was 
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said that this was the work of an outsider from Kitgum who had 
come to get a chimp's bones for medicinal reasons. But the fact 
was that this sugar growing was a potentially major problem for 
our chimps. We didn't come up with a solution but I said I'd talk to 
Graham Pollok and George Macintyre about it when we next met 
(I was able to do that at our anniversary party at the end of the 
month). 
 
The day went by pleasantly, all of us relaxing and recovering from 
the big 2 days just past. In fact Hugh and Fred went over to the 
college to clear up and collect things and make sure all was well at 
that end. It seemed to have gone well there too. 
 
By 6 p.m. I was sipping my whisky and the volley ball and 
laughter that always accompanies it were in progress as usual. 
Camp, as I wrote in my black notebook, has developed a steady 
life of its own. From dawn to dusk there is a steady succession of 
things taking place, each in a measured way. People now know the 
daily routines and rituals, what comes before and after what. 
Everyone has a busy set of jobs and some time for relaxing, it's all 
factored in, each person with each other, so that there is this 
complex weave of events small and large, and that is camp life. I 
like to think camp benefits from the regularity of my own daily 
routine. They know I get up before dawn and am to be seen sipping 
tea at first light. They know I go out into the forest at 7.30 and 
return to camp at 10.30. They know I then have coffee and settle 
down to some discussions and paperwork, staying in camp until 
lunchtime and again in the afternoon if there is a meeting, or going 
up to the college if there is something to do there, or going to 
Masindi even. Above all they know I am ready for my shower at 
5.30 followed by my whisky and g-nuts at 6 p.m. while they play 
volley ball and I sit and watch. They like it when I walk around 
camp in the daytime and watch my every movement. They like it 
when I'm around camp. It gets through to me, that liking. Everyone 
is hoping just a little that I will come over and talk to them, they 
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are always so ready to give up whatever they're doing to spend a 
little time with me. And of course they are always ready to come to 
me with requests for a watch or a raincoat or an advance or a loan, 
and seem equally happy if I make my excuses and say no as if I 
say "Wait a moment" and return with my little blue notebook and 
note down what they want for future reference. John Aluma once 
said I was their father and in some sense I am, a distant father for 
the most part, who comes twice a year and in the meantime trusts 
his children to manage their affairs properly and have camp in 
good shape for his return.  
 
Sunday 26 September  
The colobus called in the night - unusual - and again at dawn they 
made a rousing chorus, the chimps chorused too, and a big baboon 
barked inside the forest edge. Lying in bed (my routine slows 
down on Sunday mornings, like everyone else's) I hear some early 
sounds, then I'm up and making tea. There is a beautiful medley of 
bird songs, some very laid back, unhurried, long notes in sweet 
cadences. Sunlight breaks on the treetops, moving down slowly 
towards the buildings. Mozzies float around... 
 
Camp is missing Zephyr, well, I am. He's managed to get a room 
to himself at the college (most students have to share 6 to a room), 
and with Ramula now living at Nyabyeya - she has moved her 
shop there - he has two places to stay as well as his room here at 
camp which he's kept on.  
 
Yesterday I planned my last 4 days. Today I want to have 
discussions with Fred and Hugh. We need to ascertain how we are 
going to find the money to pay staff salaries in June 2000 and 
maybe longer, depending when the new Norad funding starts. 
On Monday the Budongo University meets for each student to tell 
us what he or she is doing research-wise, followed by Mr Bean 
video in the evening at the Nyabyeya Club. On Tuesday we have 
our General Meeting for all staff after lunch, and then a meeting 
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for the Field Assistants when I want to get some new projects 
started. On Wednesday Fred and I go to the college in the morning 
to talk about future collaboration, and in the afternoon the 
Makerere students will be coming here for me to give them a talk 
(to which our students are invited, in fact they will be the ones 
doing most of the talking). And then on Thursday it will be time to 
depart. 
 
Little Arombo (Mary's daughter) wanders around starkers, a mite 
with braids in her hair. All the muzungus except me are still abed - 
Andy, Hugh and Sabrina, David and Helen, and Kate, but not 
Jeremy - he's in the forest already having left before dawn as he 
does every day now. He's working flat out and getting really good 
data for his D.Phil. - I've never seen him so motivated, so thin and 
so happy when he returns at 6 p.m. after a successful 12-hour day 
in the Nature Reserve (or so miserable if everything goes wrong). 
 
I do wish I slept better. I've been awake since around 2 a.m., just 
dozing, not really sleeping. I have no worries. It's genetic - 
Marianne, Peter and I all sleep badly. Now I want to finish my 
toast and honey with a cup of tea and take my Lariam tablet, then 
think about how we can benefit ourselves and others from what 
was said at the conference. So many ideas surfaced in those two 
days.  
 
Evace is filling the shower drum with water. The day's round is 
beginning. I arrange for Moses to guard camp tomorrow evening 
so that Gino can come to the video. 
 
Turned out Jeremy wasn't in the forest but was taking a well 
earned break. So later in the day I went over some financial 
matters with him - general camp finances and more specifically 
some needs for radio-tracking equipment and some extra pay for 
Kennedy who has been working overtime and will continue to do 
so until Jeremy leaves. I am able to meet those extra expenses out 
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of the unspent student money still remaining in Oxford so we 
arranged how to get the money to Jeremy. 
 

Hugh Notman  
 
I spent all this Sunday at camp - great. I had a long chat with Hugh 
about the new chimp work using the NGS money: ranging and 
genetics of Busingiro and Masindi chimps. During the conference 
a woman delegate from Masindi had mentioned that there was a 
young man who had been watching some chimps near Masindi 
where, she said, people were killing them because they raided 
crops. We asked her to send this man to see us at camp and so far 
he had not arrived in person but had sent a research proposal for 
what appeared to be an entire field project to us!  Zephyr already 
knew him as they had met when Zephyr went to Entebbe for the 
release of the chimps on to Ngamba Island. He said he was good 
and reliable. Hugh and I agreed that if he seemed o.k. we would 
ask him if he wanted to work for basic pay and collect data on the 
ranging behaviour, location and feeding activities of the Masindi 
chimps for us, and he could collect dung samples as well for DNA 
analysis. At Busingiro we could employ Alfred in similar fashion. 
I'd already sent out a message for him to come but so far he hadn't 
appeared. Hugh agreed to oversee these two new projects. 
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There was also the money that Debbie had obtained to do snare 
removal patrols in Kibale forest. UWA, according to Gladys, was 
not prepared to give her permission to work at Kibale (which, 
being a National Park, was under UWA's control) so there was a 
possibility that the funds could be diverted to Budongo. Kate had 
gone to Entebbe and had taken a letter to Debbie suggesting this, 
she'd be coming back this evening and hoped to be able to talk to 
Debbie while there and bring us her reply on this. Again, Hugh 
agreed to oversee this if it got the go-ahead.  
 
Fred returned from the college and we had a long discussion of 
matters financial, it was excellent that he had such a firm grip on 
the project's finances and as a result he could see how to overcome 
all the various little hitches and snags and extra expenses by using 
our money to maximum efficiency - the only way to run a project 
such as ours.  
 
Then the chimps arrived in front of camp and started feeding 
nonchalantly on the Broussonettia flowers, so I grabbed my 
camera and spent some time taking pictures of Andy who was 
sitting right at the edge of the tree and made photography a 
pleasure (one of the very few occasions when it has been possible 
to say this). 
 

           Andy      
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Our team then went to the College to play a volley ball match 
against the Makerere students (they won). I stayed back for my 
whisky and g-nuts (taken in the banda as no match to watch) and 
Jeremy was also around so we had a nice chat. While we were 
lazing and talking the women, Evace and Joseph's wife, spent a full 
half hour chopping up firewood with an axe for splitting the larger 
bits and pangas for the smaller ones. Very hard work. Evace is six 
months pregnant. At the start of today I had seen her filling the 
water drum from jerry cans, each had to be lifted head high to pour 
it into the hole at the top. Now at the end of the day she was still 
engaged in physical work. These women are sheer physical 
workers, they do more physical work than their men folk. It is truly 
amazing. 
 
Monday 27th September 1999 
6.25 a.m. Notebook: "I like my very early routine - lift mozzy net 
and sit out, find torch, move to light switch and turn on, go to the 
front door and out for a look at the dawn and a pee, back in to main 
room, light on, fill kettle from the green rainwater jerrycan, put on 
stove and light gas with a match, back to my room, get flannel and 
towel, go to wash basin at back of house for first wash of hands 
and face, back to my room to get dressed. Then into main room 
and clear last night's stuff from the table, get out stuff for breakfast 
- Nido, Blue Band, sugar, honey, marmite, bread. Find a clean cup 
and plate (or wash first). Kettle boils and I make the first cup of tea 
- lovely. Cut a nice thick slice of bread, put on grill, toast it while 
drinking tea. 
 
By now others are turning up and breakfast becomes social.  
 
Chimps call to the south. Today we'll all go out with Joseph except 
Kate (who has James who comes late) as Geresomu is away in 
Pabidi with Andy P.  
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Last night Kate returned from Kampala with good news: Debby 
Cox's snare patrol project for Kibale has been blocked by UWA so 
she wants to start with Budongo first. Great! For once it's good to 
be under FD (and not UWA)! We'll need to involve LCs and 
community so as not to antagonise people - they have to 
understand why we are removing the snares. 
 
Tuesday 28th September 
7.30 Yesterday we had chimps near camp, now today we're just S 
of the mill and W of the road and have a group of 5 feeding on C. 
durandii fruits that are just starting to ripen. Emma, Clea, Nick, 
Gashom, Andy, Jambo, Kutu and Maani.  
7.43. Maani and Jambo leave. We are in Block B2. 
We move to the swamps at the Sonso River following calls.  
8.24 Zana, Zalu, Muhara, Andy and Gashom found - the latter 
must have moved at the same time as us. 
 
And that's all the chimp notes I made this morning. Had to get 
back to camp as I was hoping to meet the new chimp man who 
wants to study the Masindi chimps. He arrived last night and 
stayed at camp. His name is Richard Kyamanywa, aged 27. He 
lives in Masindi and has worked at MFNP as a ranger and at 
UWEC as a keeper. He knows Debby Cox (so we can get a 
reference when we meet her in a few days time). 
He was waiting and seemed a very nice person. We sat in the 
banda and I outlined the job and the pay. He was happy to accept. I 
think association with our project is high prestige as the pay is no 
great shakes. But it's a job, and he is into wildlife and conservation, 
so it might lead to greater and better things. We arranged to take 
him back to Masindi later on, and he would show us where the 
chimps were to be found, in a forest outlier along a river to the 
south of the Masindi road. 
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2.15 p.m. Students' meeting. 
This was a very pleasant event, and a very useful one for me as I 
was able to find out what all our Ugandan students were up to. We 
sat in the banda, and each person in turn gave a 5-minute 
presentation of his or her research, followed by 10 minutes of 
questions. It was a very frank and free discussion and the Makerere 
students were of a high standard. Very promising. 
There was Michael studying attitudes to the ecotourism projects, 
Adam studying the diet of our baboons, Clement studying the 
harvesting and regeneration of rattan, and Mabe studying 
mahogany regeneration. Then from overseas there were David and 
Helen studying chimp feeding party size, Hugh and Sabrina 
studying chimp vocalisations, Kate studying reconciliation in male 
chimps, Jeremy studying the ranging of Illadopsis, Eric studying 
the Nahan's francolin, and of course Fred studying the problem of 
climber tangles in gaps. It was good to see all this research going 
on - a fine achievement for our project, making it by far the 
liveliest and most active in Uganda and probably in East Africa 
(maybe in the whole of Africa? - I don't know). 
 
 

        
                              Jeremy leaves Budongo 
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Chapter 15 

 

April 2000 

 
In which the problem of snaring becomes crucial, and we have 

meetings with local villagers 

 
 
April 3  
I'd met Janette Wallis at Heathrow last evening and we travelled 
together. Nice that Janette is getting more involved with our 
project - she's worked on our data from her base in Norman, 
Oklahoma so far, we've done papers together for IPS and ASP, so 
it's high time for her to see the chimps. Our last National 
Geographic application requested funds for her to visit so now 
that's taking place. 
 
We arrived at Entebbe at 0705 and Debbie met us as arranged. 
After a coffee at the airport we moved on to the Lake Vic hotel 
where Fred was due to meet us later on in the morning. We wanted 
to discuss two things: the snaring programme and the problems it 
had raised, and the Kasokwa chimps. Soon after we got to the Lake 
Vic Fred arrived and we got down to the discussions. 
 
First - snaring and snare removal. Last visit I had agreed with 
Debby to move her anti-snaring project from Kibale to Budongo. 
UWA was refusing to let her do it at Kibale so she'd asked me 
about transferring it to Budongo Forest and I'd been happy to 
agree. We have wanted a snare removal programme for ages and 
here was the perfect opportunity. So during November and 
December last, two snare removers (local hunters) had been found 
at Nyakafunjo, Ophen and Pascal, and they had been trained by 
two of the Kibale snare removal team who'd come up specially for 
the purpose.  
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I'd told Hugh Notman who was our Assistant Director and doing a 
chimp PhD on vocalisations, that we would have to have an 
education programme before snare removal started so that local 
hunters and others would know why we were removing their 
snares. It had to be clear to them that we were not wanting to stop 
them getting a bit of duiker or pig meat for their families, but we 
were trying to prevent any more chimps falling into their snares. 
We had had such severe losses of chimps in recent months - Shida 
died after getting into a snare, Kikunku had disappeared, so had 
Chris, so had Vernon. Others had new snares. We were losing 
chimps too fast. Our community's survival was being jeopardised. 
People would just have to understand this, that we would stick up 
for our chimps and not just sit back and see them injured and killed 
by snares set for other species. How the hunters would get their 
meat without harming our chimps we had discussed and discussed 
over the years, and never been able to reach a solution. But the 
time had now come to act. 
 
In December there had been a meeting with local villagers. Hugh 
was in charge. He reported to me that it was not very successful. 
People were more interested in knowing if there might be a job for 
them on the Project than in listening to talk about snares. But Hugh 
tried, and told them we would be removing snares from January. 
 
In January 2000 snare removal got underway. A total of 231 snares 
were removed that month. In February a further 172 were 
removed. In March a further 111 were removed. Most were found 
in the Nature Reserve. These numbers were shocking to everyone, 
we were only searching our area around camp, the area used by our 
Sonso chimps. How many snares must there be in the forest as a 
whole? 
 
More seriously, an adverse reaction to the removals was beginning 
among the hunters. Jeremy Lindsell was the person affected. As 
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part of his long-term D.Phil. study of Illadopsis, a small brownish 
coloured understory bird, he had a box of equipment in the Nature 
Reserve, as well as a number of mist nets set here and there. The 
nets were vandalised in January and the box with his equipment 
(ringing pliers, calipers) was stolen. It had to be retaliation by 
hunters, this never happened before the removal programme 
started. Naturally Jeremy was very upset and complained to Hugh 
and requested the snare removals be stopped until local people 
were more educated on why we were doing it. He argued (rightly) 
that most people were just unaware of our reasons despite the 
meeting, and were concluding that we were just trying to enforce 
the no-hunting laws which should properly be enforced by the 
Forest Dept, not by BFP. Hugh, however, had a difficult decision. 
While not wanting to antagonise Jeremy, he knew that I wanted 
snare removal to be given a good try, we had accepted Debby's 
grant money (from IFAQW) and set the project up, we had our two 
guys doing the work, and he wanted to keep going for a bit longer. 
February was calm and Jeremy suffered no more losses, he kept his 
equipment at camp, the snare removals went on. However, a note 
was found in the Nature Reserve by the removers, addressed to 
them, saying "Your stomachs are now large, but they will soon 
become small". This was interpreted as some kind of threat 
intended to deter them. They were undeterred however as the 
above figures show. 
 
In March Jeremy faxed me a long and rather anguished letter. The 
hunters had struck again at his nets, and had stolen his digital 
thermometers, more calipers, more ringing pliers, he was down to 
his last bits of equipment, he still had to study the birds for another 
2 months to complete his fieldwork, the programme must be 
stopped by me when I arrived in Uganda. I faxed back and 
promised to go into all aspects and make a decision. Hugh 
continued to tough it out but his relationship with Jeremy suffered 
because of this.  
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Hugh left in March and I saw him and Sabrina  in Oxford. We had 
several longish discussions about the programme and Jeremy's 
problems. It was clear something had to be done. One thing 
emerged: the hunters were not local men. It had emerged that these 
guys were from the villages along the Masindi-Butiaba road and 
were running an organised bushmeat trade. They came to 
Budongo, to the Nature Reserve, at weekends to see what they had 
caught and set new snares. They took the animals they had caught 
back to their villages and sold them there. It was an organised 
business. And as it was all illegal, they used code names for the 
different species of animals they caught. So a customer would ask 
for the animal by code, and it would be produced. Now it was 
easier to see why they had been angered by the snare removal men, 
and why our meeting in Nyakafunjo had not had any impact. We 
had not been talking to the hunters and word had not reached them. 
 
All this we discussed with Debby and I told her I might have to 
stop the programme, temporarily at any rate, while we did more 
education of the relevant people. She understood. 
 
Regarding the Kasokwa chimps, this was another new thing. 
Recall that at our September conference we had heard about a 
group of chimps living in an isolated patch of forest near Masindi 
and in danger of being wiped out by local people. We had arranged 
for Richard Kyamanywa to join our project, funded by our 
National Geographic grant which had a component for studies of 
chimps outside the main forest block. Richard had been taken on 
for the project and was doing well. JGI in Entebbe had also sent 
Sam Mugume and Julia Lloyd up from Kibale for 3 weeks to do a 
study of them and they had written a nice report. It did seem they 
were isolated, there were about 12 chimps in all, one adult male, 
three adult females and the rest were juveniles and infants. Half of 
all the chimps had missing hands or feet, or crippled limbs. Worse 
than Sonso. And people were still putting out snares and traps to 
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protect their sugar fields and other crops, mainly from baboons, but 
the snares were indiscriminate in what they caught. 
 
The map with the report (which had reached me in England before 
coming out) showed that the forest where they were living was a 
riverine strip along the Kasokwa river, running alongside the 
Masindi-Butiaba road for part of the way, about 7 km of forest in 
all along the river and its tributaries, so quite long, but only some 
200 metres wide or less for much of the time, so actually very little 
forest in area and not enough for the chimps. Consequently the 
report (and Richard's report which I also received) showed that the 
chimps were supplementing their diet with sugar cane from the 
surrounding fields. 
 
Well, fine, a few chimps wouldn't affect the cane crop (not as 
much as the humans did) but the problem was more complicated. 
First, this riverine forest strip had not long ago connected up with 
the main Budongo forest block, but now the forest had been 
removed and sugar cane had been planted on the 3 km between 
Kasokwa and Budongo. This had been done by "squatters' - 
immigrants from other parts of Uganda coming in to the area, 
finding a patch of land and settling there, growing sugar as 
outgrowers for Kinyara sugar works which supplied the young 
plants and paid them good money for the cane at harvest time. The 
land these people had settled on, where they had cleared the forest, 
was gazetted Forest Reserve land. It was poorly marked and they 
were not prevented from encroaching and using it. The Forest 
Department, as always, was asleep. The only effort made to stop 
them from cutting down the riverine forest was, Graham Pollok 
told me, made by Kinyara Sugar Works themselves and for the 
following reason: a species of beetle was known to live in the 
swampy areas of the riverine forest, and this beetle was a predator 
of a parasite of the sugar cane, so it was in the interests of the 
Sugar Works to maintain the forest. Some had consequently been 
saved from the immigrants but much had already gone. 
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Anyway, a meeting had been arranged, to be held in Masindi while 
we'd be in Uganda, and we agreed that this would be the forum for 
all interested parties to meet and discuss where we go from here.  
 
Fred drove us back to Kampala and we checked in to the Fairway, 
then he went off to do various things in town and Janette and I had 
a chance to relax. Janette just went to sleep and slept through the 
rest of the day - she hadn't slept much in the plane and neither had 
she slept the night before when she was travelling from Oklahoma 
City to England so she was desperately tired. I wasn't too bad so 
after a rest I took myself to the swimming pool and had a lazy time 
there. We met up again for dinner and I had my usual whole tilapia 
- one of the fixed points of my journeys to Uganda... 
 
Tuesday 4th April  
Fred had fixed us an appointment with John Kaboggoza for 9.30 
a.m. and so we were there and had a good meeting with him. I 
briefed him on the Project Maturity Workshop that DFID/NRI was 
funding. This had kept me enormously busy in March - it turned 
out that under the new DFID arrangements for Forestry Research 
Programme projects, each project, on completion, has a workshop 
that follows up on the achievements of the project itself. This 
scheme was not in existence while we were doing our two ODA 
projects but there were enough funds at the year's end for NRI to 
include us and I had opted to go for this Workshop and an 
associated Training Course afterwards. So it all had to be 
organised at the last minute, together with budgets. I'd just about 
done it all before leaving, with budget components for MUFFNC 
(JK), Nyabyeya FC (where the meetings would be held) and BFP.  
 
This Workshop was not just something that happened out of the 
blue. Together with Zoe Wales I had, since September, put 
together a series of 6 Policy Briefs based on our work over the 
years, and DFID had really liked these as they fitted well with the 
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emphasis it was now placing on dissemination of research results. 
I'd been having a lot of correspondence with John Palmer, head of 
NRI, and his colleague  Duncan Macqueen, and they'd been very 
helpful getting this off the ground. Indeed the funds for the Policy 
Briefs, as well as for a new and improved website for BFP, were to 
come from this Workshop + Training Course budget. So it was all 
fitting together well and I was pleased to see DFID's FRP taking a 
continued interest in our work which was of course now funded by 
Norway. Fortunately the 6 Policy Briefs were produced just in time 
for my departure for this trip so I took a dozen of each with me and 
gave them to Fred to distribute. 
 
 

                          
                       Geresomu with Sally in the lab at camp 
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7th April 
Into the forest at 7.30 but no chimps found. I was back at camp by 
9.30 for a discussion with Fred about the Workshop. Then at 11 we 
went over to the College where I booked Room 10, the nicest room 
at the new Guest House, for Frankie and me this coming 
September, when she hoped to be coming out to celebrate the 10th 
anniversary of our Project (alas, in the event she wasn't able to 
make it). Amos, the  Guest House manager, was very helpful in 
every way and so when we showed him our cylinder connector and 
asked him where we could get the other sort he cannibalised one of 
the Guest House fridges and let us have that. We took it back to 
Sonso and to everyone's delight it fitted perfectly and the gas stove 
for baking dung samples lit up and behaved perfectly too. Great 
good luck, we might have had to go to Hoima as Amos said these 
connectors were not available in Masindi. 
 

Fred Babweteera   
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 After lunch Fred and I met up with the Transect Cutters. They 
were very concerned and saw that I was taking this situation of 
snare setting, chimp injuries, and now retaliation very seriously. 
They really wanted to help, I could see it on their faces and feel it 
from the way they talked about the problem. They mentioned 
Maramu village as one place where the hunters came from, but 
agreed all village men including people from Nyakafunjo and 
Nyabyeya Centre went hunting from time to time. They also 
pointed out that many snares are not for hunting but to protect 
crops, and now with the big expansion of sugar cane growing by 
local farmers there were a lot more snares and traps being set, right 
up to the forest edge where animals including chimps would get 
caught if they came out for crop raiding. 
 
The Cutters were emphatic that more meetings were needed 
between the Project and the locals, and that the Forest Officer 
should be present at these meetings, as well as the LC1, LC2 and 
LC3 chairmen. People at present, they said, don't care about the 
chimps. They have to be made to care by threats that they will 
suffer if the damage to chimps goes on. As Gideon put it: "the 
people have to be made to fear". He was of the opinion that we 
should prepare a report for circulation, use persuasion, and use the 
threat of punishment. For their part the Cutters said they would 
remove any snares they found. They did not seem to fear 
retaliation as much as I did. Maybe in fact they didn't sense the 
danger that disaffected hunters could inflict, if they chose to, on 
our Project - they could puncture our water tanks, damage our 
vehicles, whatever. I was less convinced about a heavy handed 
reaction on our part but there were clearly things that needed doing 
in regard to talking to the locals and sensitizing them to the whole 
problem in all its aspects. 
 
It was a useful meeting, about an hour long, and at the end of it I 
felt that our Cutters would start to spread the word in the local 
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community that we were deeply worried about what was 
happening to our chimps. 
 
8 April  
I got up at 5 a.m., but as I'd gone to bed at 9 p.m. I'd had 8 full 
hours in bed and mostly asleep and I felt fine. The hyraxes were in 
full swing, the stars were still out. There had been a little rain but 
the weather was still unusually dry for April. I wrote in my diary: 
"Everything around camp has memories for me - even things not 
there like the lack of smell from the water drain at the back of 
House 1 - it smelt bad for years but now, thanks to Richard, it's 
been mended and cleaned out and the air holes blocked in, so it's 
o.k. The fridge is working! Thanks to Jeremy. It hasn't been 
working for a year or more. The cooker is fine. Over in the lab 
we've now got Sally's gas oven for feces baking, now all she needs 
is to find the males whose hormones she wants to measure. There's 
a second car port here now, for vehicle no. 2, a nice Toyota pickup, 
white like the first one, but petrol instead of diesel. Alas its battery 
is flat at the moment so it won't start. 
 Richard is putting up a new building on his compound at 
Nyabyeya Centre - using mud bricks. The walls are about 3 feet up 
so far, a good sign, hopefully he plans to stay on here and not leave 
us for his family home, Apach. He's a valuable asset. These days, 
now he's passed his driving test, he drives the vehicle to Masindi, 
and occasionally to Busingiro and Pabidi. It's excellent that he 
achieved this entirely on his own. 
 We're a good little group here: Fred, Jeremy, Julie Munn, 
Sally Seraphin, Janette Wallis and me - we all get on very well. 
This remains a very strong camp, lots of potential for the future, 
lots of resilience to whatever happens. There's a feeling of security 
and solidity here now. The 10th anniversary in September should 
seal that. Long may it last!" 
 
Indeed it was a busy day. We went into the forest in the morning 
but didn't find chimps and were back at 9 a.m. Sally wanted to 
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come to Masindi with Fred and me, to send some faxes and do 
some photocopying while Fred and I wanted to do some shopping 
and make final arrangements for tomorrow's meeting at Masindi 
Hotel about the Kasokwa chimps. All went to plan, and on the way 
back we stopped by at Richard Kyamanywa's house but he wasn't 
in so we left a note pinned to his door.  
 
Back at camp we found Graham Pollok there, with his daughter 
Lara. I had a very good chat with him about the increasing problem 
of sugar growing right up to the forest edge and how this was 
affecting the chimps. Graham was in favour of allowing the 
Kasokwa chimps to stay on in the riverine forest, the Sugar Works 
wanted to keep this forest and the chimps (unlike the baboons) 
were no problem. Regarding the squatters' he said KSW had 
evicted them three times in the past but they always came back. 
Evidently there is a real demand for land in this area, right by the 
main growing area of the Sugar Works. We also discussed the 
problem of sugar outgrowers generally. Could a buffer zone help? 
Graham said he would not be against this or anything else but he 
must have clear orders from the relevant Ministry, then KSW is 
sure to comply. We felt that a 30m clear buffer zone with an 
electric fence high and strong enough to deter baboons and chimps 
would do the trick. Then a corridor would be needed to ensure the 
chimps could get back to the main forest block when they needed 
to.   
 
Graham said he wouldn't be able to come to the meeting tomorrow 
but he would send his deputy, Paul Wyatt - good news as KSW 
was an important ingredient of the problem and it was really 
essential to have a representative at the meeting.  
 
After Graham had left I read Richard Kyamanywa's report on the 
Kasokwa chimps. It was very well written. The chimps, he wrote, 
take up to 40% human food from fields, mainly sugar, but this is 
seasonal and at certain times they remain in the forest strip when 
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their natural foods are available to them. There are only 13 chimps 
in the forest and it is still uncertain whether they are completely cut 
off from the main forest block or not. 
 
Our next visitors were Odd Lie and John (ecotourism) and we had 
another good long talk with them. John is very much hoping that 
JGI will take over the ecotourism sites at Busingiro and Pabidi as 
otherwise they may collapse. It sounded as if EC support (via Tony 
Finch from FD) was going to be withdrawn. We chatted and had a 
drink and then as it got later they left. I took the opportunity to 
have a shower. Then as we were sitting down to have a nice dinner 
of beef in curry sauce with roast potatoes, the Census people 
arrived back to stay in their tents here. These folk are funded by 
WCS and Andy Plumptre is in charge of this census effort, which 
follows the PHVA meeting we had in 1997 and aims to census all 
the chimpanzees in Uganda. I was pleased to see Nabert among 
those doing the census, nice to meet again after all these years. 
They were a nice group. 
 
Later in the evening Zephyr arrived and I chatted to him about his 
course and his life at the College. He finds the course challenging 
and works hard. And now he has to write a dissertation so we 
discussed some possible topics. After Zephyr left I talked to Fred 
about co-ordinating our views for tomorrow's meetings, to be held 
in 3 villages along the Masindi-Butiaba road, on the snare removal 
issue. He agreed with me that we should stop removals for now as 
too much aggro is being generated. Jeremy has talked with me at 
length about this, and also written to me, and he has now lost about 
£600 worth of equipment. This is altogether unacceptable. Time 
for us now to go over to education and sensitisation before we try 
snare removal again. We would ask Debby Cox if the snare 
removal money (from IFAW) could be used for education, and we 
could then use the two snare removal men as educators, or at least 
as catalysts for the education programme. Finally Sally and I                                                               
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celebrated her first success at baking a male dung sample. We did 
this by drinking a cup of water each! And so, at 10.30 p.m., to bed. 
 
Sunday 9 April 2000 
Up at 5.30 despite it being the Lord's day. Evace, our cook since 
Joy left, is very good at getting things washed the evening before 
and so I find spoons, cups and plates clean on the rack in the room. 
Everyone helps keep the jerrycan filled with water, so I can start 
my Sunday with my beloved cup of tea. With which I returned to 
my room and did some reading before the day got underway. 
 
The first of the three meetings was at 2 p.m. The three villages 
where we were to meet the residents all had the same name: 
Byanamira 1, Byanamira 2, and Byanamira 3. At each village the 
procedure was the same - we were introduced by the LC1 
chairman (village chairman), the LC1 secretary took minutes, and 
the LC3 chairman presided over the whole meeting, coming with 
us to all 3 villages. Besides Fred and myself, Joseph, Geresomu 
and Richard came along to represent BFP, and there were about 
20-30 village people at each stop. After the introductions, Fred 
spoke in English about the problem of chimps and snares, and 
encouraged people to value their chimps which could bring in 
much money and jobs in the future. Joseph translated into the local 
language. Fred explained that because of the problem of thefts of 
our equipment we were temporarily suspending the snare removal 
operation. He then asked for questions. 
 
The first question missed  the point, a man asked whether he was 
allowed to go into the forest to cut timber. Fred gave him a full 
answer. The second question concerned the lost equipment - what 
had we lost? We promised to circulate a picture showing the lost 
items the next day. The third and final question concerned 
baboons, not chimps, and asked whether we could help protect 
their crops. We said we would try to make the vermin control 
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people take some action, it seems they have been totally inactive in 
this area.  
 
Much the same pattern of events happened at the other two 
villages. We were assailed by questions about baboons. Evidently 
people thought we were talking about baboons. And of course they 
did not sympathise with our point of view. One man stated that he 
put snares around his field to protect his crops - from baboons. 
Over and over we had to explain that we were talking about 
chimps. But these people barely knew what a chimpanzee was. 
Down here, along the main road, they barely ever saw or heard of 
chimpanzees. If there were any hunters moving between Budongo 
and the road in the audience they kept very quiet. But then, they 
would, wouldn't they, with all hunting being illegal and especially 
hunting for commercial gain. 
 
At the third village the meeting got even further side-tracked. The 
discussion turned to, of all things, tree cutting, and to my surprise 
this was a real hot potato. The Forest Officer, Steven Khahuka, had 
joined us by now and maybe it was his short address that did it. 
Anyway no-one seemed too interested in baboons let alone chimps. 
They wanted to know why, as there was no work, they should not 
be permitted to cut down trees and sell the timber. Steven and Fred 
told them that if they cut down the local trees there would be no 
wood for the next generation but they were as unimpressed by this 
argument as I had found people to be on previous occasions when 
this had come up. A shilling in the pocket... But when Steven 
asked "Who will replant the missing trees" they responded 
immediately "Yote" (all of us), so their intentions were good. It 
was a rather crazy mixed-up meeting and not at all on what I had 
wanted. I asked Fred later what he thought about this, and he was 
surprisingly untroubled, he felt that was bound to happen, people 
had so few meetings they talked about what most concerned them, 
and at least we had had a meaningful interaction with the local 
community. In time we could steer them on to the subjects dear to 
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our hearts, but for now we should stay on their concerns. I'm sure 
he was right. At the same time I wondered if our message might 
have got across but it was impossible to say, only time would tell if 
there had been some hunters in the audiences we'd addressed. One 
thing was clear, there was  no idea among these people what BFP 
was all about. We would need many more meetings to explain it 
all. And whether we could ever bring these folk to care about 
chimps was another matter. I had my doubts. 
 
The day ended with laughter - a showing of the Mr Bean video at 
the Club. Janette paid for some diesel for the generator. A big 
crowd showed up. The video was the same one we'd shown before. 
Some liked it, some got bored and walked away. I loved it, the 
Transect Cutters liked the beers I bought them, and there was 
enough of a crowd left at 10 p.m. to show that it had been a good 
event. We bumped and bounced our way back to Sonso in the dark 
with a truckload of happy people. 
 
10 April  
I stayed in bed a bit later this morning (after effects of the previous 
evening) and didn't go into the forest. Instead I talked with Ofen 
and Pascal, the two snare removers, who'd been asked the previous 
evening to come to camp for a meeting with me the next day. I 
explained that we were suspending the snare removal programme, 
at least for the time being. And that we would try and find them 
work as part of the new educational programme we were setting 
up. They seemed happy enough about that, presumably they'd 
feared that they were about to lose their jobs. I didn't want that to 
happen, they were not well educated (Pascal knew no English 
whereas Ofen did) but they had stuck their necks out among their 
fellows when they chose to do the snare removal work and I didn't 
want that to be rewarded by the sack when things went wrong as it 
wasn't their fault. 
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I asked them to show me the snares they had collected. In our back 
store room were 3 boxes, one for January, one for February and 
one for March. The January box had 231 snares in it - 23 large 
wire, 160 small wire, 47 cord or nylon, 1 fishing line. The 
February box had 172 snares in it - 147 small wire, 7 large wire, 14 
nylon/cord, 4  others. The March box had 111 snares in it - 11 
large wire, 77 small wire, 4 nylon/cord, and 19 others, including 
fishing line and electric wiring. A total of 514 snares collected 
from around camp and in the Nature Reserve over a period of just 
3 months. A very awful situation. 
 
        

 
                       Ofen and Pascal with confiscated snares 
 
Later in the day Richard Kyamanywa came over to camp. We had 
a good chat and he went over to the Field Assistants and talked 
with them. From me he requested a good map of his area (I later 
sent him the relevant section of the FD map from Oxford). He also 
needed binoculars which Debby Cox later supplied. And he 
enquired about a GPS but so far we don't have one for him. 
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By supper time Janette was able to make a prediction from her 
analysis of the data on females, and she wrote it on a big notice for 
all to see: 
 
"Kalema (KL) is pregnant and it is estimated that she will deliver 
in mid-September 2000. Suggested name KUMI (KM) in honour 
of the 10th Anniversary of the Budongo Forest Project".  
 
Wow! Could she possibly be right? YES. On September 17

th
, just 

as Janette had predicted, Kalema delivered. And to add to her 
achievement, when Janette came to visit the project in October, she 
was the one who sexed the infant, a daughter. Of course, we named 
her “Kumi”. 
 
 
       

 
                   Duane taking a snooze on the forest floor 
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     Richard Kyamanywa holding sugar cane at Kasokwa Forest 
 
       

 
                   Geresomu, James and Joseph, April 2000 
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15th April  
Up at 5.15 after a good sleep. There was a small shower of rain at 
5.30. Yesterday while Fred and I were at Nyabyeya there had been 
very heavy rain here at Sonso but not a drop had fallen at 
Nyabyeya. At last, however, it did seem that the rainy season was 
beginning, and the forest floor was becoming moist all the time.  
 
But today we would not go into the forest, instead we would go to 
the Kasokwa forest strip where Richard K would be waiting for us 
at Karujubu village to take us to see the chimps. Fred and Richard 
O would continue to Masindi to buy food and drink for the party 
on Sunday, and would meet us on their way back and bring us 
home to Sonso.  
 
We reached Karujubu by 9.07 and Richard was there. Fred drove 
us with him on a side road for some distance where we got out and 
proceeded on foot. We walked along the edge of a sugar cane field, 
past some houses and shambas, and then down towards the 
Kasokwa river. As we (Richard, Janette, Sally and I) approached it 
we saw a movement in the trees and there were indeed chimps 
there. We moved on in silence and I remembered the early days 
with unhabituated chimps. But in fact these chimps were already 
habituated by Richard to some extent and when we settled down to 
watch at the edge of the forest we saw two young chimps, subadult 
males called Abooki and Sukari, feeding and moving around on a 
Ficus mucuso tree with unripe fruits, and feeding on the dry seeds 
of Piptadeniastrum africanum, (Richard knew the scientific name) 
which I'd never seen before, with long pods hanging in clusters. 
The chimps rejected the outer part of the pods and just ate the 
seeds inside. 
 
We watched these two for a while, then we crossed the river by a 
fallen tree, finding chewed wadges of sugar cane dropped by 
chimps as we did so. We moved along the other side (the road 
side) of the river for a while but saw no more chimps so we 
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returned across the river and proceeded along the forest strip, 
coming across a man who was busy hoeing his field. This was 
actually on Forest Reserve land! The FD was doing nothing to stop 
these "squatters" and Richard didn't want to upset them as they 
were able to tell him where the chimps were. So we left him to it 
and entered the forest by a human track. It turned out to be a nice 
strip of riverine forest, with Pseudospondias microcarpa trees and 
Ficus trees. 
 
At 11 a.m. we found a mother resting in a tree with her infant and 
settled down to watch. We could just see the head of the mother 
and the infant moving around on top of her as she sat in the tree, 
she might be in a day-nest, we couldn't see. As in the early days at 
Sonso, we had to keep quiet and dared not move any closer.  
 
Richard K says that these Kasokwa chimps don't do any pant-
hooting. The only calls he hears are screams when they disagree 
with each other. I feel sorry for them - chimps love to pant-hoot. 
He agrees the reason must be that they don't want to draw attention 
to themselves, there are humans all around. 
 
At 11.05 the mother gathered her infant to her body and swung 
away across the river. Richard broke the silence to tell us her 
name, Amooti, and that of her infant, a juvenile female whom he 
had called Amata. 
 
That was all the chimp watching we managed to achieve but we 
were well content to have seen the Kasokwa chimps at all. Richard 
showed us the way back to the road and we found Fred and 
Richard O there already waiting for us. So back we drove to Sonso 
in time for lunch.  
 
Back in the UK 

As always, correspondence flowed to and fro during my spell in 
the UK, with letters from Fred and others at Sonso, and my replies. 
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These days we've taken to using Wilson's email address as there 
have been such delays using the fax at Masindi and one is never 
sure messages have got through properly. Why oh why can't the 
number of lines to Masindi be increased? And now with the advent 
of mobile phones reaching Masindi District (in April it was already 
possible to use a mobile from Nyabyeya Hill, around the fire 
tower, and phone the UK - Jeremy had done it and talked to his 
Oxford supervisor Chris Perrins!) it seemed that the main 
telephone system might just degenerate further... 
 
I'll just mention three things that came up, all deaths, one of a 
human child and two of chimpanzees. 
 
On July 3, 2000, I received a fax from Fred. He wrote 
 
"...we ran into a problem with the chimps at Kasokwa. One of the 
chimps grabbed a 6-months old boy and took off with him into the 
forest. It later on killed him and we discovered the body after a 30-
minute search. Of course the residents were very angry and for 
sure they would kill any chimp in their vicinity. I tried to cool them 
down by assisting the family with the expenses incurred during the 
burial period and I hope to revisit them after the atmosphere has 
cooled down. We might consider translocating the chimps before 
mob justice is done. We'll be discussing these events during the 
July 13th meeting". 
 
Wow. That was terrible news. How could we ever justify 
protecting these chimps if they had done this? And yet I was sure 
this chimp-human disaster was connected to the close proximity of 
people and chimps and the worsening atmosphere due to the sugar 
fields around the forest and the ever present problem of crop 
raiding.  
 
I wrote back to Fred immediately. I wanted to know more. How 
was this event discovered? Was Richard K there? Do we know 
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which chimp took the child? I suspected it must be the big male - 
there was only one adult male in the Kasokwa community, Kigere, 
who had lost a hand to a snare (I was wrong - it turned out to be an 
adult female). Translocation? This seemed almost impossible to 
me, given the problem of how to catch the chimps in the first 
place. I ended my email to Fred "We have to remember that much 
as we like to conserve chimps, human life is paramount". 
 
On 7 July I had an email from Lesley Ambrose. She was an ex-
student of Simon Bearder's who had gone to Budongo for two 
months initially, to help Fred organise the September workshop, 
funded out of our DFID grant. She wrote about other things and 
then added some more about the incident Fred had written about: 
"A tragic footnote. A four month old baby was abducted by a 
chimp near Kinyara last Saturday. We took the child to the hospital 
but he was already dead. I think the chimp probably just dropped 
him. Apparently this is the third attack but the other children were 
slightly bigger and escaped.” This was the first death. And it might 
not have been wanted by the chimp, if as Lesley suggested the 
baby was taken up aloft and then, when the chimp got scared 
(maybe by the searchers) was dropped from on high.  
 
On the same day, July 7, I got another email from Lesley. She was 
sending me a Report on the community education programme 
which seemed to be going very well. This programme was funded 
by IFAW via JGI and we were doing it through a series of 
meetings with local people. Our educators were a couple of local 
people specially hired for this. Numbers attending varied from 20 
at Maramu to 109 at Kanyege, and besides the village meetings 
there had been a series of meetings at local schools. But there was 
also some more bad news.  
 
"the Alpha male Kigeri was killed by a large metal trap. It is 
certainly something I will never forget. I had been to see Richard 
earlier that week and he reported that a chimp had been seen with a 
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trap on its hand. The area we searched that day was very close to 
where he was finally found. Richard searched for a week 
altogether. We called Gladys who came up to do an autopsy." 
 
There was one item of good news in her email: a number of new 
chimps had moved into the Kasokwa forest. "A female that 
Richard hasn't seen for a long time with an infant, plus at least four 
others including an adult male. Richard said they could be coming 
in because it's mango season, but it could well be because there is 
now no adult male in the community. We will have to watch 
developments. At least it means that the population is viable".  
 
I had always wondered whether these chimps were in fact wholly 
isolated or could move between Kasokwa and the main forest 
block, despite all the sugar fields and settlements along the way. 
Now it did seem movement was possible and that had to be very 
good news indeed.  
 
A couple of days later, on July 9, I heard from Monty (Cherie 
Montgomery, who had replaced Debby Cox as JGI-Uganda's 
representative at Entebbe). She wrote with some more details about 
the incident in which the boy was taken by the chimp: 
 
"On Saturday July 1st one of the Kasokwa chimps snatched a 6-
month old baby from the home of one of the squatter families 
living in the reserve. They followed it into the forest but eventually 
lost track of it. Later in Masindi Fred came across a crowd where 
he heard about the incident. He drove immediately to the site to 
help locate the baby with others. Alfred, the volunteer researcher 
helping Richard, found the baby unconscious and they rushed it to 
hospital. Tragically it died on the way.  
 
Fred and Richard attended the burial on Sunday 2nd at which Fred 
made a contribution to the funeral costs (about 50,000/-) 
explaining that this was on humanitarian grounds and was not a 
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form of compensation from BFP for a tragedy which involved the 
chimps. 
 
Fred told me that he had feared for his safety when they were 
leaving the forest with the baby as he didn't know what the 
reaction of the families would be. However, apparently they were 
more interested in receiving money (and were drunk at the time).  
 
There is a meeting on Monday between the forest department and 
the squatters. Apparently the local people are pushing even more 
for these people to leave the reserve. I understand they will be 
served notice but unsure of the time frame that will be given.  
 
Fred and I were fearing for the immediate safety of these chimps, 
however the human/wildlife conflict issue resulting from this 
incident may not be as bad as we initially anticipated. I'm sure all 
will be relieved in the next meeting on Thursday 13th July." 
 
The tragedy of a lost baby remains a tragedy, but it was indeed a 
relief for me to hear that the baby was not a local one from a 
traditional village but was from a squatter family. These are the 
people who have set up home right on the forest edge on what is 
actually FD land and where they are not allowed to settle. They 
know that. This is the price one family paid. 
 
Going back to the death of Kigere, I heard more as time went by. It 
was a grisly business as he'd survived a week with the trap on his 
hand. And it was a big trap, the kind they called the ‘man trap’. 
Poor creature, he'd had to carry it around clamped firmly on to his 
hand, all that time. He was finally found dead and Gladys came up 
to do a post-mortem on him.  
 
Finally, there was another chimp death, in our own Sonso 
community this time. And it was everyone's favourite chimp, 
Andy. I got the news from Fred. He was in Kampala when he 
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wrote to me and said he would try and get a post mortem done as 
we didn't know why he'd died. Apparently he was found dead in 
the forest. He'd had a cough some time before, and again recently, 
but it hardly seemed bad enough to have killed him. There were no 
outward signs of cause of death. The field assistants brought him to 
camp where his body was kept in the wire cage we had for this. 
But Fred was unable to arrange for a post mortem to be done. 
Gladys had by now gone to the USA. UWA was too busy, no-one 
available, he asked at UWEC but no-one there was available. 
Gladys was in the USA, Wayne Boardman who would have done 
an excellent job was in Australia.  
 
In the end I heard that the staff had had to bury him after 3 days 
because he was smelling and decomposing. No post mortem was 
done and we shall now never know the cause of death. This is bad, 
we should always do a post mortem on our chimps. But without 
backup from UWA what should we do? Later, Andy Plumptre 
suggested that we should train someone to keep the vital organs in 
formalin so they could be examined at a later date. Maybe this is 
something we could try and organise on my coming visit. 
 
The recurring theme of death. We have lost so many chimps, all 
males, in the last two years. Kikunku, Chris, Zesta, Magosi, now 
Andy. Vernon has disappeared, presumed dead.  
 
And to cap it all, in August Geresomu confirmed that Muga had 
not been seen for 3 months and was presumed dead as well. 
 
This has been a very bad time for our chimps. From 1991 to 1997 
we didn't lose any. Now so many. Our females, meanwhile, have 
all survived. Strange. Let's hope our community doesn't get taken 
over by another one, which would probably be the one to the north 
of Sonso, in Waibira block, which has already made exploratory 
forays into our chimps’ range. 
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September 2000 
 
Monday September 4  
As in April, I'd flown out with Janette Wallis on the Alliance 
plane. We touched down on time around 7 a.m. and made our way 
to the Fairway to relax and recover from what is always a rather 
unpleasant overnight flight: economy class, too little leg room, 
body room and room generally. Nothing that can't be solved with a 
lazy first day at the Fairway, however.  
 
Fred arrived at 2 p.m. after lunch and we had some discussions, the 
Norad money (due since July!) still hadn't emerged from the 
finance offices of Makerere University but were "expected later 
this month"... Fred had to leave after an hour or so but he returned 
at 6 p.m. with my new mobile phone (I'd sent the money from 
England earlier in the year). Great to have this and later at 9 p.m. I 
phoned Frankie on it and it worked really well, very clear reception 
from Kampala to Great Milton. Will it work as well from 
Budongo? Not from Sonso camp which is still out of reach of the 
system, but from Nyabyeya Hill where Fred gets good success. 
Will try it out as soon as we get there. 
 
Tues 5th Sept  
Janette and I went up to Makerere after breakfast and met with 
John Kaboggoza. He confirmed that no money had been received 
yet but was 100% confident that it would arrive in full, this was 
just the normal Makerere bureaucratic delay. And he also 
confirmed that he'd be willing to loan us the money to keep BFP 
going until the money arrived. That was really good of him and 
solves our problem. Fred is keeping careful accounts of what we 
borrow and what we spend and how to keep  our accounts at this 
difficult time.  I had brought a copy of the booklet "What We 
Know about Budongo Forest" - a summary of all the Reports and 
Dissertations by all our students since the project began, which 
Zoe Wales had prepared during the preceding months. It's for John 
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and his staff to help them select topics for their students' M.Sc. 
projects, and for the students themselves, and later I'll give a 
second copy to Wilson at Nyabyeya for the same reasons. Others 
too may benefit - they will be able to see not just the titles of what 
we've done at BFP, but a short summary of the findings of each 
piece of work.  
 
John asked me if I'd be the external examiner for the M.Sc. thesis 
by Adam Alberts who studied baboon ecology at Sonso, I said I'd 
be glad to do so and he gave me the thesis and the format for 
writing the report.  
 
We discussed the coming Workshop, which has really turned into a 
second conference. This time DFID is the funding agency, and it's 
being run on the money they gave us for a Project Maturity 
Workshop, to be followed by a Training Course at a later stage. 
Both of these follow on from the 6 years of work we did from 
1991-1997 with Andy Plumptre at the helm.  Meanwhile we have 
done the dissemination bit from Oxford, producing a series of fine 
Policy Briefs which Fred has already been circulating in Uganda 
and which we'll circulate some more at the workshop.  John said 
that he would not be able to come but he was sending a strong 
contingent of four people from FFNC  - good, because the funds 
were divided between FFNC, NFC and BFP. He asked what the 
focus of this new meeting would be and Fred and I replied that 
there would be a new emphasis on inviting officials at the local 
level, in contrast to last September when we had had international 
participation and the locals had felt rather marginalised. The 
problems to be addressed would be the same: how to manage the 
forest and conserve the wildlife, how to deal with crop raiding, 
what to do about the impact of the ever-growing population and 
the sugar works, tree planting and so on. 
 
John also said we need to know about the extent of Per Wegge's 
participation in the new Norad phase 2, would he want to be 
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involved personally, or would he want to send out students. In 
view of John's shortage of money this time around (Norad gave us 
enough money for 4 years but Makerere insisted that we must 
make it last for 5 years as their agreement with Norad was for 5 
years, leaving us with a big shortfall which will bite hardest in 
2003-2004) he would appreciate some of Per's allocation for the 
Ugandan end if Per doesn't need the money. I was charged with 
contacting Per on my return to UK to ask him about this. We also 
discussed the need for a new Project Document for the new phase 
of Norad funding, Fred's PhD plans and his salary (until his job at  
the University is made definite and he joins the university payroll 
we have to find the university share of his salary out of Norad 
funds). We also discussed how to get DFID more involved in our 
forestry projects and I range Alwyn Chilver but he put me on to the 
LTS team and we already knew they are just concerned with the 
central restructuring and not, at the moment, able to fund projects.  
 
After the meeting I returned to the Fairway and joined up with 
Janette on the terrace for lunch, after which Fred was to pick us up 
for the trip to Budongo. He did finally arrive at 4 and we set off at 
4.30 with me driving as Fred wanted to eat his sandwich lunch! 
Poor chap had been so rushed off his feet in Kampala getting 
everything ready for the Conference (starts on Thursday) that he 
hadn't eaten. 
Mnason was with us for the trip which was fine except that we 
arrived quite late, after dark, at 7.30. But it was fine, the lights 
were  on for awhile, we were greeted by the staff and Jeff Donne 
(here to write articles about Budongo - he'd been a team leader on 
the census organised by Andy Plumptre) - Leslie Ambrose, Lori 
Oliver and Kim Duffy (Melissa had left) and it was nice to be back 
and shower and unpack in my little room and then settle down for 
a late dinner at the table in my home from home. 10 years of BFP, 
and nine of them I've been coming here to this house. 
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6 September  
Into the forest at 7.30 with Geresomu, Joseph, James, Janette, Lori 
and Kim. We find a juvenile feeding on figs, it's Musa, with Nambi 
and Nora nearby. Then in a Cordia millennii we find Kutu, Kato 
and Kano. Mothers and babies. A Nahan's francolin was calling 
noisily nearby. We split up, the girls going off with Joseph and 
James, while Janette and I remained with Geresomu. At 8.28 the 
group all climbed down, breakfast over, and made their way 
through the forest on the ground, silently, and we lost them. 
 
We had a long discussion with Geresomu about the 2-day vet 
course he had attended at Kibale. It seems to have been very good 
and well organised, though some of the talks were apparently 
beyond G's understanding and very professional. But he was very 
glad to have gone there, and to have seen for himself how vets look 
at the problems of disease transmission and injury in wild animals, 
and between animals and humans.  
 
Janette and I and Geresomu discussed for some time how we might 
be able to improve the vet situation at Budongo. The need to do 
this had been brought to a head just recently by UWA's failure to 
mobilise a vet to come and do an autopsy on Andy. This problem 
remains unsolved. 
 
Janette and I returned to camp to see if we could help Fred get 
things organised for the Conference.  At 2.30 p.m. Ofen and Pascal 
arrived to meet me and we had a talk. They resumed collecting 
snares in August and they had now collected the following 
numbers of snares since they began: 
Jan 226, Feb 144, Mar 110 
 
From April 7 the snare removal stopped until the end of July. 
 
Aug 254, Sep (to date) 15. 
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               Fred and Janette in the Banda, September 2000 
 
Most of the snares were made of wire, mostly multi-strand though 
some single strand, and the remainder were made of nylon.  
Records are kept in a notebook. The men seemed cheerful enough 
and they told me that they work unimpeded these days, resistance 
to their efforts seems to have declined for the moment anyway. 
 
Thursday Sept 7 and Friday Sept 8 
These two days were entirely taken up by the Second Budongo 
Conference. Janette attended to take notes but I also made my own, 
and Fred had drawn up a nice programme. This meeting was a 
more local one than last year's, with emphasis on problems at the 
local level, income generation by local crafts, vermin control, tree 
planting and all the things that concern the local community.  
 
It was a highly successful meeting, and discussions covered 
tourism, income generation through local crafts, population 
pressure, the aims of the Budongo Forest Project (my talk), 
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collaborative forest management (CFM), research as a tool for 
conservation (Fred's talk), the need for a District Wildlife 
Management Unit, BUCODO (the Budongo Community 
Development Organisation, a new and highly successful local 
group), the Way Forward by FORI, and finally a long discussion in 
which a lot of issues were raised including what to do about the 
Sugarworks. The final session was a planning session related to 
how we could best organise the coming Training Course. Very 
exciting and everyone had a lot to say. 
 
After the Friday meeting I decided to try out the new mobile 
phone. Fred drove me and Janette up to the Fire Tower above the 
College atop Nyabyeya Hill. I called home at 5.30 local time and 
got through - Frankie wasn't at home yet from work so I left a 
message saying I'd phone again same time next day. After that, 
Janette phoned her mother in the USA. Neither of us had a 
problem, reception was just fine. This is excellent and a huge leap 
forward in our communications abilities. Sad in some ways to lose 
our isolation to this extent, but excellent to be able to get in touch 
with the outside world, a huge boost to our sense of security. We 
sometimes forget the risks of isolation in this part of the world, 
with rebels from the Interahamwe so close across the border to the 
west in Congo, ADF rebels to the south in the Ruwenzori 
mountains, and Kony's forces to the north in Gulu and the 
surrounding area. 
 
We had an excellent attendance at the conference and good content 
throughout. The emphasis on local people really worked. After the 
two days we had ended with a set of broad areas for the training 
course. 
 
The food was good and the company also. Frank Turyatunga 
attended and talked to us about the possibility of funding our 
chimp corridor from Kasokwa to Budongo out of a GEF or UNDP 
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fund he expected to receive - he invited Fred and me to come and 
see him next Thursday about this. 
 
There was a gap of a couple of hours before the evening's 
entertainments and so we decided to drive home. On the way I 
stopped the vehicle on the road above the College where Fred said 
you could contact the UK by phone, and tried Frankie's number. I 
got through straight away! It was truly amazing to be standing by 
the roadside and talking to Frankie at Plum Tree Cottage. 5.30 p.m. 
my time, 3.30 p.m. hers. Very clear. So it works from this spot at 
the College as well as from the Fire Tower. But not from Sonso 
camp alas.  
 
The Conference ended with a final Cocktail after the dinner but 
this was rather a subdued affair (unlike last year's) because it 
rained and we all had to squash inside the Guest House which 
wasn't as good as being outside on the patio. However the worst 
problem was a shortage of beer. So after a while I left with the 
Sonso mob and we drove back to our nice little camp for a well 
earned rest.  
 

       
         Jenny Greenham with students and field assistants  
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Saturday Sept 16 2000 
Budongo Forest Project would come of age this day and I in 
particular, but also some of the others, knew how far we had come. 
A pity neither Andy nor Chris could be here, they were so 
involved. But we would celebrate with whoever was around, and 
this time there would be no beer shortage - plans had been laid to 
go beyond the two-bottle frontier and a third bottle had been 
bought for each person. The beer was stacked in the store room 
and a fine sight it was. There were also three goats led into camp 
and plans laid to slaughter them at the forest edge, so there'd be 
plenty of meat for all. This was to be the party to end all parties. 
 
We did in fact go into the forest first thing, for an hour, and found 
Kwera and Kwezi feeding on Cordia fruits. But we were soon back 
in camp to help with the preparations. Richard went once again to 
Masindi with the vehicle to buy more food and pick up the waragi 
and the staff from Nyabyeya. 
 
Officially the party started at 4 p.m. 4 p.m. came and went, not a 
hint of the party. I had long since come to realise that such times, 
when it comes to parties, are pure fiction. Richard was still in 
Masindi and no-one had shown up as yet. The normal volley ball 
match started at 5.30, and Richard came back with the vehicle at 6 
p.m. The game went on till 7 p.m. with all the men out to play and 
all the women busy with the food preparation - chapattis, Irish, 
sweet potatoes, matoke, goat meat being boiled and some of it 
fried and put on sticks as kebabs. The smell was getting really nice. 
Chairs and tables were put out in front of House 1. The beer bucket 
made its appearance. All the children were emerging from their 
houses in their very finest clothes. Joy and Francis and Dissan and 
Priscilla, also finely dressed, had arrived with Richard and I talked 
to them. Darkness fell. Janette and Jenny and Lori and Kim and 
Jeff and I made up the muzungu contingent. No visitors had been 
invited so it was just us and there were plenty of us! The music 
started. The party got under way. 
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           Award from the American Society of Primatologists 
 
First Fred introduced Janette who made a speech after which she 
presented me with a fine plaque mounted on a square of American 
oak - the President's Award from the American Society of 
Primatologists. She had brought it with her from the States and it 
was a wonderful moment when I finally saw it. I replied with a 
little speech. I was indeed very honoured and it was a touching 
occasion.  
 
Then it was Fred's turn to speak, he made a small speech 
celebrating the project's achievements and thanking all the staff, 
after which he gave each one of them the presents he had prepared 
- wall clocks and other items for them to put in their homes and 
remember this occasion. There were two special gifts: one for the 
hardest worker, which he presented to Oliver Lomuru the firewood 
and water man, and the other for excellence which he presented to 
Geresomu. So well deserved. 
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After all these gifts had been handed out, with all the staff sitting 
around patiently watching and waiting and drinking and eating, 
and the children running about and interrupting everything, all in 
the glow of a battery driven electric lamp that had appeared from 
somewhere, there was something else, a complete surprise for me. 
A second plaque, this time from the Steering Committee of the 
Budongo Forest Project, was presented to me by Fred - a fine one, 
mounted on a mahogany shield. As before I was very touched.  
 
Now it was my turn to speak and I made what turned out to be a 
longish speech in English and Swahili. I'd had a few beers and a 
couple of whiskies by now so it came fairly naturally. I welcomed 
our visitors from afar. I looked back over the project and recalled 
the hard work put in by Chris Bakuneeta, Andy Plumptre, and later 
by Jake, Lucy, Jeremy, Mark, and Hugh. I drew attention to the 
new and important link with MUFFNC, and Fred's key role in this. 
I thanked our funding agencies past and present: DFID, Norad, 
NGS, CI, JGI, Cleveland Zoo, IFAW - all have made our various 
activities possible, as well as the students who pay their fees all the 
time. I praised the staff for their achievements and I meant every 
word of it - they are here day by day in this far corner of the world, 
they do everything, I come twice a year and find camp running 
smoothly and everybody happy. I stressed that unlike some 
projects ours is very open and transparent, we discuss our 
problems and differences openly and try to thrash out a solution. I 
remembered those staff who have moved on to pastures new: 
especially Dissan and Nabert, Francis and Joy and Priscilla, and I 
lamented the passing away of our friends and fellow staff Tinka 
John and Orach. Sebbi was now retired and on a pension - thanks 
to BFP. 
 
I recalled some of the highs and lows of the project's first decade. 
Highs included the building of the staff accommodation and I 
recalled Jake's role here, the acquisition of the first project vehicle, 
the old Land Rover, the staff development programme we now 
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have, the steady pay received each month by staff, the volley ball 
matches, the good feel of the project.  Lows: the day they felled a 
tree on the newly built houses, the time that ODA funds were 
coming to an end and as yet Norad hadn't come in to take over, the 
problems we had with James Okiria-Ateker. I spoke of the things I 
loved here in Uganda: working with the staff and enjoying their 
characters - James and Sebbi and Gideon and Operasio. The great 
parties and dances we had. Trying to learn the identities of the 
chimps, going into the forest in the mornings. I drew a contrast 
between my (and their) life out here and life in the UK. I spoke of 
the gratitude of so many students who had passed through BFP, 
they disappear from Uganda but their memory of BFP stays fresh 
in their minds, and our memory of them likewise.  I told them that 
all my family wanted to return here with me some time and I 
hoped that would happen, so Frankie, Janie and Jake could return 
to this place they all loved. It was and always is a great delight to 
be at Sonso. 
 
And so to the future: the new staff development programme just 
getting under way, the involvement with the communities around 
us, with conferences and training and support for the school and 
for village wells and boreholes, the continued work on our chimps 
- the jewel in our crown, and the continuing war against the traps 
and snares from which they suffer so cruelly. Can we live up to the 
hopes people have of us and of our project? That we will bring 
improvements and prosperity to Budongo? We just have to try. 
 
There was a long round of applause at the end, perhaps because at 
last I'd made a really long speech, and that's what they all wanted 
on such an important occasion. 
 
After which the music broke out and the party started in earnest. 
The moon was shining and it was a great scene. Everyone, and 
there were a lot of us, was from the Project or connected with the 
Project in some form or other. I don't remember the details, does 
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one ever? All I noted in my notebook next day was: What an 
evening! The greatest yet. Ended for me at midnight when I took 
the Kinyara folk home. The party went on until 3.30 a.m.  
 
BFP was a decade old. Somehow that marked a milestone, 
somehow it gave us a feeling of solidity, a permanence we have all 
striven for and hoped for all these years. Long may it last! 
 
 
 

THE END 
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