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FIRST OBSERVATIONS

bout three months after our arrival, Vanne and I fell
ill at the same time. It was undoubtedly some sort of ma

laria, but since we had been told by no lesser person than the
doctor in Kigoma that there was no malaria in the area we had no
drugs with us. How he came to believe such a strange fallacy I
cannot imagine. We were too naive to question him at that time.
For nearly two weeks we lay side by side on our low camp beds in
our hot, stuffy tent sweating out the fever. Occasionally we mus
tered the strength to take our temperatures; neither of us felt like
reading so there was nothing else to do to pass the time. Vanne
had a temperature of 105 degrees almost constantly for five days,
and it dropped slightly only during the coolness of the nights.
Afterward we were told that she had been lucky to pull through
at all. To make everything worse, the whole camp was pervaded,
throughout our illness, by the most terrible smell —rather like
bad cabbage water. It was the flower of some tree—I forget its
name now —I always think of as the "fever flower tree."

Dominic, our cook, was wonderful during those days. He
begged us to go into Kigoma to see a doctor, and when we
pleaded that we felt much too ill to face the three-hour journey
in our little boat, he made up for our lack of medical attention
by constantly fussing over us. One night Vanne wandered out of
the tent in a delirium and fell, unconscious, by one of the palm

trees. I never knew she had left the tent. It was Dominic who
found her at about three in the morning and assisted her back to
bed. Later he told us that he came along several times each night
to make sure his "Memsahibs" were all right.

As soon as the fever left me I was impatient to start work
again. Nearly three months had sped away, and I felt that I had
learned nothing. I was frantic—in a couple of months my funds
would run out. I could not bear the thought of any of my Afri
can companions seeing me in my weak state and so, risking of
ficial displeasure, I set off alone one morning for the mountain I
had climbed on my first afternoon — the mountain that rose di
rectly above our camp. I left at my usual time, when it was still
cool, in the first glimmerings of dawn. After ten minutes or so
my heart began to hammer wildly, I could feel the blood pound
ing in my head, and I had to stop to catch my breath. Eventually
I reached an open peak about one thousand feet above the lake.
It offered a superb view over the home valley, so 1 decided to sit
there for a while and search for signs of chimpanzees through
my binoculars.

I had been there some fifteen minutes when a slight movement
on the bare burned slope just beyond a narrow ravine caught my
eye. I looked around and saw three chimps standing there star
ing at me. I expected them to flee, for they were no farther than
eighty yards away, but after a moment they moved on again,
quite calmly, and were soon lost to sight in some thicker vege
tation. Had I been correct, after all, in my assumption that they
would be less afraid of one person completely alone? For even
when I had left my African companions behind and approached a
group on my own, the chimps had undoubtedly been fully aware
of what was going on.

I remained on my peak, and later on in the morning a group
of chimps, with much screaming and barking and pant-hooting,
careered down the opposite mountain slope and began feeding in
some fig trees that grew thickly along the streambanks in the val-














