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Jane Goodall was born in 1934 in London. In 1960 she set out on a pioneer field study of the wild chimpanzees in the Gombe National Park, Tanzania, which has since become the longest continuous field project on record. In 1965 she earned a doctorate in ethology from Cambridge University, and in the following years became famous through the many publications and television documentaries by the National Geographic Society, an early supporter of her work at Gombe. Currently, she focuses much of her energy on the dual goals of promoting conservation of wild chimpanzees and improving conditions for those in captivity; the Jane Goodall Institute for Wildlife Research, Education and Conservation has branches in Tanzania, the United States, Canada, Germany, and Great Britain. Her many honorary degrees and awards include the Order of the Golden Ark of the Netherlands, the J. Paul Getty Wildlife Conservation Prize from the World Wildlife Fund, the Kyoto Prize in the basic science category, and the National Geographic Hubbard Award. Jane Goodall’s books about chimpanzees include Through a Window and the highly praised professional volume Chimpanzees of Gombe: Patterns of Behaviour. Jane Goodall, who has one son and lives in Tanzania, has also written three books for children. She was awarded the CBE in 1995 for her work with chimpanzees and in conservation education.
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To Vanne, Louis, Hugo –
 And in memory of David Graybeard






INTRODUCTION TO THE
 REVISED EDITION



Stephen Jay Gould


Jane Goodall’s work has already passed into the legends of our culture, but a false stereotype about the nature of science has often prevented its proper recognition as one of the great achievements of twentieth-century scholarship.


We think of science as manipulation, experiment, and quantification done by men dressed in white coats, twirling buttons and watching dials in laboratories. When we read about a woman who gives funny names to chimpanzees and then follows them into the bush, meticulously recording their every grunt and groom, we are reluctant to admit such activity into the big leagues. We may admire Goodall’s courage, fortitude, and patience but wonder if she represents forefront science or a dying gasp from the old world of romantic exploration. Let me try, in this short introduction, to explain why the conventional stereotype is so wrong, and why Jane Goodall’s work with chimpanzees represents one of the Western world’s great scientific achievements.


The sciences of history – geology, evolutionary biology, cosmology, archaeology, and many others, including history itself – take as their objects of study the unique, inordinately complex, multifaceted, unrepeatable events that have unfolded during the life of our universe. The laboratory technique of stripping away uniqueness and finding quantifiable least common denominators cannot capture the richness of real history.


Nature is context and interaction – organisms in their natural environment. The individuality of chimps matters, and ultimately sets the events of their history as a species. Hence, each animal needs a distinctive name. You can’t manipulate (especially in the artificial context of a laboratory) without disrupting the social and ecological context that defines a chimpanzee’s life. You must observe in nature. You cannot take a few random looks now and then. You must follow hour after hour, at all times and places, lest you miss those odd, distinctive (and often short) events that set a pattern and history for entire societies.


Thus, we learn that an alpha male is not always the biggest or strongest, but may win his rank by peculiar cleverness (Mike, who bluffed his way to the top by banging empty kerosene cans together) or by subtle alliances (Goblin, the present incumbent, who, although smaller than average, knows how to play that oldest game of imperialism – ‘divide and conquer’). Or we discover that the main outlines of the history of the Gombe chimps during twenty-five years are not set by general principles of chimpness, but by particular historical events and individual peculiarities. Three such events have stamped Gombe’s history. One is the polio epidemic described in this book. The other two happenings occurred subsequent to its original publication in 1971: the split of the community into two, with subsequent murder of males in the smaller subgroup by those of the larger; and the cannibalism of newborns by one female (oddly named Passion), leading to only one survival during a four-year period.


Meticulous and unobtrusive observation must be our method if we hope to grasp the complexities of true history. Goodall’s work does not match the white-coated laboratory stereotype; but it represents great and forefront research in the science of history.


We don’t follow all species with such loving care. Not one of a half million species of beetles has ever won such close attention. We properly focus on chimpanzees for an obvious reason based on a defensible parochialism – our own interest in ourselves. Evolution is a science based on comparison among related organisms. All organisms are tied by geneaology in various degrees of closeness. Since this historical connectedness defines the nature of evolutionary relationship, we pay special (and appropriate) attention to those creatures that share most common ancestry with us.


Many people do not realize how chimpanzees stand out as preciously and uniquely important in this respect. Our best biochemical data suggest a time of six to eight million years (a geological yesterday) for the split from common ancestry of the human and chimp lineages (only gorillas approach this degree of evolutionary closeness with us, but latest evidence now indicates that, contrary to long-held assumptions, chimps are actually closer to humans than to gorillas in terms of genealogical descent). Overall genetic similarity of human and chimp measures substantially more than ninety-five percent, but a world of fascinating difference, including the biological essence of humanity, lies in the few percent that separate our two species.


Science gains enormous power in replication of observations, but Homo sapiens is a single species and we can never know, by studying ourselves alone, whether important aspects of our behaviors and mental capacities reflect an ancestral evolutionary heritage (transmogrified through our uniquely evolved intelligence and its social correlates), or new features evolved or socially acquired only by our lineage. Chimpanzees are the best natural experiment we will ever have for exploring this central question, for chimps are our closest genealogical cousins and therefore hold more of our common evolutionary heritage than any other species can. Chimpanzees are not so much the shadow of man as our mirror, only slightly blurred by the mists of time. I need hardly add that if we wipe out this species, or if we even destroy its natural habitat and relegate all survivors to zoos and manicured wildlife parks, we will permanently lose all possibility of pursuing the best and only natural experiment available for the biological ground of human ancestry.


Nearly twenty years have passed since Jane Goodall wrote the first edition of this book. Much has changed since then, both in her interpretation, and in the life of the Gombe chimps. Her earlier view was more sanguine, depicting chimps primarily as caring and devoted, holders of virtues we prize in ourselves. Subsequent observations have added more somber tones (see my earlier comments on genocide and cannibalism), and Goodall’s latest works talk about the analogues of warfare, and a life closer to Hobbes’s famous characterization of our own estate – nasty, brutish, and short. But it would be very wrong to conclude, as some irresponsible journalism has, that we now understand the essential and ineluctable darkness of human nature, and that light can provide only a temporary way station in a world of woe. Quite the contrary. Goodall has enlarged her view beyond an originally restricted hope that chimps might have avoided our own frailties. She now sees the full and rich panoply of chimpness – and this can only emphasize the far vaster range of capacities (for both good and evil) that humans possess. Moreover, she has freed herself from the hortatory hope that chimps might indicate a path that we should emulate, or seek to recover. Chimps simply are – and they deserve our inalienable respect for their simple evolutionary existence, as well as our primal sympathy for unsurpassed kinship.





FOREWORD



David A. Hamburg, M.D.
 Stanford University School of Medicine


Once in a generation, there occurs a piece of research that changes man’s view of himself. The reader of this book has the privilege of sharing such an experience.


Of all the vast array of creatures on earth, none so closely resembles man as the chimpanzee. Indeed, recent biological research has shown that these resemblances are even more profound than we had anticipated. Whether one examines the nature of immune responses, the structure of blood proteins, or even the structure of the hereditary material itself (DNA), the chimp is closer to man than is any other species. Moreover, the circuitry of the brain is remarkably similar to man’s. And the laboratory investigations of such pioneers as Yerkes and Köhler suggested that chimps have remarkable behavioral capacities. So students of human behavior have long been interested in learning what chimps could do in their natural habitat, unencumbered by constraints of a laboratory or a zoo. As one decade followed another without reliable information on this subject, it became increasingly doubtful whether the mystery of chimp behavior in nature could be solved before the chimps themselves became extinct under man’s relentless pressure – a pressure that has eliminated so many species all over the earth.


The difficulties of solving the mystery were formidable – many experts thought insurmountable. Chimps live in dense forests, difficult of access and dangerous in many ways. There was no reason to believe they would permit close-range observation. There was much reason to doubt that a human observer could see enough behavior to make dependable observations; and some reason to doubt whether the observer could survive the effort over a long period of time. So, those of us who have had a persistent interest in this subject were inclined to despair that it could ever be clarified.


Then, in the early 1960s, reports began trickling back from Tanganyika that a young woman named Goodall was making a sustained and courageous effort; but the chimps were not cooperative. They stayed away from her, kept her at a great distance – often about five hundred yards – and threatened her if she took them by surprise. She suffered from malaria and a variety of hardships. Two years passed with only a scattering of close-range observations, and four years passed before truly abundant observations were possible. Yet she persisted – in itself one of the remarkable stories of our time. And at last the mystery of man’s closest relative in nature began to yield to scientific scrutiny.


Today the study is in its eleventh year, with an excellent staff pursuing systematically many facets of chimp behavior. This study is unique in the history of research on animal behavior – partly because of the special place of the chimp in nature, but also because individual animals have been recognized and studied in all their individuality, because rich, close-range observations are accurately recorded, because there is a superb photographic record made by Hugo van Lawick, because changes in the life cycle have been carefully followed for a decade, because the individual animals have been studied in the context of their own community, because their habitat has not been disrupted, and because the study has in all respects been conducted with great care and integrity.


The picture of chimpanzee life that emerges is fascinating. Here is a highly intelligent, intensely social creature capable of close and enduring attachments, yet nothing that looks quite like human love, capable of rich communication through gestures, postures, facial expressions, and sounds, yet nothing quite like human language. This is a creature who not only uses tools effectively but also makes tools with considerable foresight; a creature who does a little sharing of food, though much less than man; a creature gifted in the arts of bluff and intimidation, highly excitable and aggressive, capable of using weapons, yet engaging in no activity comparable to human warfare; a creature who frequently hunts and kills small animals of other species in an organized, cooperative way, and seems to have some zest for the process of hunting, killing, and eating the prey; a creature whose repertoire of acts in aggression, deference, reassurance, and greeting bear uncanny similarities to human acts in similar situations.


Clearly, the chimpanzee bears extraordinary interest for man; and this study far exceeds any other in clarifying the chimpanzee’s place in nature.


For me the reading of this beautifully written book helps to put man in a new perspective – significantly closer to other living organisms, sharing a common heritage of behavioral tendencies, yet also distinctive in crucial ways. More than any book of this generation, it helps one to see down the very long road we have traveled to our present predicaments, and to see – with modesty and yet with heightened appreciation – man’s place in nature.
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BEGINNINGS



Since dawn I had climbed up and down the steep mountain slopes and pushed my way through the dense valley forests. Again and again I had stopped to listen, or to gaze through binoculars at the surrounding countryside. Yet I had neither heard nor seen a single chimpanzee, and now it was already five o’clock. In two hours darkness would fall over the rugged terrain of the Gombe Stream Chimpanzee Reserve. I settled down at my favorite vantage point, the Peak, hoping that at least I might see a chimpanzee make his nest for the night before I had to stop work for the day.


I was watching a troop of monkeys in the forested valley below when suddenly I heard the screaming of a young chimpanzee. Quickly I scanned the trees with my binoculars, but the sound had died away before I could locate the exact place, and it took several minutes of searching before I saw four chimpanzees. The slight squabble was over and they were all feeding peacefully on some yellow plumlike fruits.


The distance between us was too great for me to make detailed observations, so I decided to try to get closer. I surveyed the trees close to the group: if I could manage to get to that large fig without frightening the chimpanzees, I thought, I would get an excellent view. It took me about ten minutes to make the journey. As I moved cautiously around the thick gnarled trunk of the fig I realized that the chimpanzees had gone; the branches of the fruit tree were empty. The same old feeling of depression clawed at me. Once again the chimpanzees had seen me and silently fled. Then all at once my heart missed several beats.


Less than twenty yards away from me two male chimpanzees were sitting on the ground staring at me intently. Scarcely breathing, I waited for the sudden panic-stricken flight that normally followed a surprise encounter between myself and the chimpanzees at close quarters. But nothing of the sort happened. The two large chimps simply continued to gaze at me. Very slowly I sat down, and after a few more moments, the two calmly began to groom one another.


As I watched, still scarcely believing it was true, I saw two more chimpanzee heads peering at me over the grass from the other side of a small forest glade: a female and a youngster. They bobbed down as I turned my head toward them, but soon reappeared, one after the other, in the lower branches of a tree about forty yards away. There they sat, almost motionless, watching me.


For over half a year I had been trying to overcome the chimpanzees’ inherent fear of me, the fear that made them vanish into the undergrowth whenever I approached. At first they had fled even when I was as far away as five hundred yards and on the other side of a ravine. Now two males were sitting so close that I could almost hear them breathing.


Without any doubt whatsoever, this was the proudest moment I had known. I had been accepted by the two magnificent creatures grooming each other in front of me. I knew them both – David Graybeard, who had always been the least afraid of me, was one and the other was Goliath, not the giant his name implies but of superb physique and the highest-ranking of all the males. Their coats gleamed vivid black in the softening light of the evening.


For more than ten minutes David Graybeard and Goliath sat grooming each other, and then, just before the sun vanished over the horizon behind me, David got up and stood staring at me. And it so happened that my elongated evening shadow fell across him. The moment is etched deep into my memory: the excitement of the first close contact with a wild chimpanzee and the freakish chance that cast my shadow over David even as he seemed to gaze into my eyes. Later it acquired an almost allegorical significance, for of all living creatures today only man, with his superior brain, his superior intellect, overshadows the chimpanzee. Only man casts his shadow of doom over the freedom of the chimpanzee in the forests with his guns and his spreading settlements and cultivation. At that moment, however, I did not think of this. I only marveled in David and Goliath themselves.


The depression and despair that had so often visited me during the preceding months were as nothing compared to the exultation I felt when the group had finally moved away and I was hastening down the darkening mountainside to my tent on the shores of Lake Tanganyika.


It had all begun three years before when I had met Dr L. S. B. Leakey, the well-known anthropologist and paleontologist, in Nairobi. Or perhaps it had begun in my earliest childhood. When I was just over one year old my mother gave me a toy chimpanzee, a large hairy model celebrating the birth of the first chimpanzee infant ever born in the London zoo. Most of my mother’s friends were horrified and predicted that the ghastly creature would give a small child nightmares; but Jubilee (as the celebrated infant itself was named) was my most loved possession and accompanied me on all my childhood travels. I still have the worn old toy.


Quite apart from Jubilee, I had been fascinated by live animals from the time when I first learned to crawl. One of my earliest recollections is of the day that I hid in a small stuffy henhouse in order to see how a hen laid an egg. I emerged after about five hours. The whole household had apparently been searching for me for hours, and my mother had even rung the police to report me missing.


It was about four years later, when I was eight, that I first decided I would go to Africa and live with wild animals when I grew up. Although when I left school at eighteen I took a secretarial course and then two different jobs, the longing for Africa was still very much with me. So much so that when I received an invitation to go and stay with a school friend at her parents’ farm in Kenya I handed in my resignation the same day and left a fascinating job at a documentary film studio in order to earn my fare to Africa by working as a waitress during the summer season in Bournemouth, my home town; it was impossible to save money in London.


‘If you are interested in animals,’ someone said to me about a month after my arrival in Africa, ‘then you should meet Dr Leakey.’ I had already started on a somewhat dreary office job, since I had not wanted to overstay my welcome at my friend’s farm. I went to see Louis Leakey at what is now the National Museum of natural history in Nairobi, where at that same time he was Curator. Somehow he must have sensed that my interest in animals was not just a passing phase, but was rooted deep, for on the spot he gave me a job as an assistant secretary.


I learned much while working at the museum. The staff all were keen naturalists full of enthusiasm and were happy to share some of their boundless knowledge with me. Best of all, I was offered the chance, with one other girl, of accompanying Dr Leakey and his wife Mary on one of their annual paleontological expeditions to Olduvai Gorge on the Serengeti plains. In those days, before the opening up of the Serengeti to tourists, before the discoveries of Zinjanthropus (Nutcracker man) and Homo habilis at Olduvai, the area was completely secluded: the roads and tourist buses and light aircraft that pass there today were then undreamed of.


The digging itself was fascinating. For hours, as I picked away at the ancient clay or rock of the Olduvai fault to extract the remains of creatures that had lived millions of years ago, the task would be purely routine, but from time to time, and without warning, I would be filled with awe by the sight or the feel of some bone I held in my hand. This – this very bone – had once been part of a living, breathing animal that had walked and slept and propagated its species. What had it really looked like? What color was its hair; what was the odor of its body?


It was the evenings, however, that gave those few months their special enchantment for me. When the hard work of the day was finished at about six o’clock, then Gillian, my fellow assistant, and I were free to return to camp across the sun-parched arid plains above the gorge where we had sweated all day. Olduvai in the dry season becomes almost a desert, but as we walked past the low thornbushes we often glimpsed dik-diks, those graceful miniature antelopes scarcely larger than a hare. Sometimes there would be a small herd of gazelles or giraffes, and on a few memorable occasions we saw a black rhinoceros plodding along the gorge below. Once we came face to face with a young male lion: he was no more than forty feet away when we heard his soft growl and peered around to see him on the other side of a small bush. We were down in the bottom of the gorge where the vegetation is comparatively thick in parts; slowly we backed away while he watched, his tail twitching. Then, out of curiosity I suppose, he followed us as we walked deliberately across the gorge toward the open, treeless plains on the other side. As we began to climb upward he vanished into the vegetation and we did not see him again.


Toward the end of our time at Olduvai Louis Leakey began to talk to me about a group of chimpanzees living on the shores of Lake Tanganyika. The chimpanzee is found only in Africa, where it ranges across the equatorial forest belt from the west coast to a point just east of Lake Tanganyika. The group Louis was referring to comprised chimpanzees of the Eastern or Long-haired variety, Pan troglodytes schweinfurthi, as they are labeled by taxonomists. Louis described their habitat as mountainous, rugged, and completely cut off from civilization. He spoke for a while of the dedication and patience that would be required of any person who tried to study them.


Only one man, Louis told me, had attempted to make a serious study of chimpanzee behavior in the wild, and Professor Henry W. Nissen, who had done this pioneering work, had only been able to spend two and a half months in the field – in French Guinea. Louis said that no one could expect to accomplish much in such a short time; two years would scarcely be long enough. Much more Louis told me during that first talk. He was, he said, particularly interested in the behavior of a group of chimpanzees living on the shores of a lake – for the remains of prehistoric man were often found on a lakeshore and it was possible that an understanding of chimpanzee behavior today might shed light on the behavior of our stone age ancestors.


I could hardly believe that he spoke seriously when, after a pause, he asked me if I would be willing to tackle the job. Although it was the sort of thing I most wanted to do, I was not qualified to undertake a scientific study of animal behavior. Louis, however, knew exactly what he was doing. Not only did he feel that a university training was unnecessary, but even that in some ways it might have been disadvantageous. He wanted someone with a mind uncluttered and unbiased by theory who would make the study for no other reason than a real desire for knowledge; and, in addition, someone with a sympathetic understanding of animals.


Once I had agreed wholeheartedly and enthusiastically to undertake the work, Louis embarked on the difficult task of raising the necessary funds. He had to convince someone of the need for the study itself, and also that a young and unqualified girl was the right person to attempt it. Eventually the Wilkie Foundation in Des Plaines, Illinois, agreed to contribute a sum sufficient to cover the necessary capital expenses – a small boat, a tent, and air fares – and an initial six months in the field. I shall always be immensely grateful to Mr. Leighton Wilkie, who, trusting Louis’s judgment, gave me the chance to prove myself.


By this time I was back in England, but as soon as I heard the news I made arrangements to return to Africa. The government officials in Kigoma, in whose area I would be working, had agreed to my proposed study, but they were adamant on one score: they would not hear of a young English girl living in the bush alone without a European companion. And so my mother, Vanne Goodall, who had already been out to Africa for a few months, volunteered to accompany me on my new venture.


When we reached Nairobi in 1960 everything at first went well. The Gombe Stream Chimpanzee Reserve (now the Gombe National Park), the home of my chimpanzee group, fell under the jurisdiction of the Tanganyika Game Department, and the Chief Game Warden was most helpful in sending the necessary permits for me to work in the reserve. He also sent much useful information about the conditions there – the altitude and temperature, type of terrain and vegetation, the animals I might expect to encounter. Word had come through that the small aluminum boat Louis had bought had arrived safely in Kigoma. And Dr Bernard Verdcourt, Director of the East African Herbarium, volunteered to drive Vanne and me to Kigoma; he would be able to collect plant specimens on the way, and also in the botanically little-known Kigoma area.


Just as we were ready to leave came the first setback. The District Commissioner of the Kigoma region sent word that there was trouble among the African fishermen on the beaches of the chimpanzee reserve. The Game Ranger for the area had gone there to try to sort things out, but in the meantime it would not be possible for me to begin my work.


Fortunately Louis immediately put forward the suggestion that I should make a short trial study of the vervet monkeys on an island in Lake Victoria. Within a week Vanne and I were on his motor launch chugging lazily over the shallow muddy water of the lake to uninhabited Lolui Island. With us were Hassan, captain of the little launch, and his assistant, both Africans of the Kakamega tribe. Hassan, who later joined me at the chimpanzee reserve, is a wonderful person. Always calm and rather stately, he is wonderful in an emergency, and with his sense of humor and intelligence makes a fine companion. At that time he had worked for Louis for nearly thirty years.


It was three weeks before we received a radio message recalling us to Nairobi, and those three weeks were full of enchantment. At night we slept on the boat anchored just off the island and were lulled by the gentle rocking swell of the lake. Every morning just before sunrise Hassan rowed me ashore in the dinghy and I remained on the island watching the monkeys until dusk – or even later on those evenings when the moon was bright. Then I met Hassan on the lakeshore and he rowed me back to the boat. Over our meager supper, usually consisting of baked beans, eggs, or tinned sausages, Vanne and I exchanged our news of the day.


The short study of the troop of monkeys taught me a good deal about such things as note-taking in the field, the sort of clothes to wear, the movements a wild monkey will tolerate in a human observer and those it will not. Although the chimpanzees reacted quite differently in many ways, the things I learned at Lolui were very helpful when I started work at the Gombe Stream.


I was sorry, in a way, when the expected message came one evening, for it meant leaving the vervets just as I was beginning to learn about their behavior, just as I had become familiar with the different individuals of the troop. It is never easy to leave a job unfinished. Once we reached Nairobi, however, I could think of nothing save the excitement of the eight-hundred-mile journey to Kigoma – and the chimpanzees. Nearly everything had been ready before we left for Lolui, so it was only a few days before we were able to set off with Bernard Verdcourt for Kigoma.


The journey itself was fairly uneventful, although we had three minor breakdowns and the Land-Rover was so badly overloaded with all our equipment that it swayed dangerously if we went too fast. When we reached Kigoma, however, after a dusty three days on the road, we found the whole town in a state of chaos. Since we had left Nairobi violence and bloodshed had erupted in the Congo, which lay only some twenty-five miles to the west of Kigoma, on the other side of Lake Tanganyika. Kigoma was overrun by boatloads of Belgian refugees. It was Sunday when we drove for the first time down the avenue of mango trees that shade Kigoma’s one main street. Everything was closed, and we could find no official to help us.


Eventually we ran the District Commissioner to earth, and he explained, regretfully but firmly, that there was no chance at all of my proceeding to the chimpanzee reserve. First it was necessary to wait and find out how the local Kigoma district Africans would react to the tales of rioting and disorder in the Congo. It was a blow, but there was little time for moping.


We booked ourselves a room each at one of the two hotels. This luxury did not last long, because another boatload of refugees arrived that evening and every available inch of space was needed. Vanne and I doubled up, squeezing ourselves into the small amount of room left over after we had crammed in all our equipment from the Land-Rover. Bernard shared his room with two homeless Belgians, and we even got out our three camp beds and lent them to the harassed hotel owner. Every room was crammed, but these refugees were in paradise compared to those temporarily housed in the huge warehouse, normally used for storing cargo on its way across the lake to or from the Congo. There everyone slept in long rows on mattresses or merely blankets on the cement floor, and queued up in their hundreds for the scant meals that Kigoma was able to provide for them.


Very soon Vanne, Bernard, and I had made the acquaintance of a number of Kigoma’s residents. We offered to help with the catering and this offer was eagerly accepted. On our second evening in Kigoma we three and a few others made two thousand Spam sandwiches. These were finally stacked neatly in wet cloths in large tin trunks that were carted off to the warehouse. Later we helped to hand them out to the refugees, together with soup, some fruit, chocolate, cigarettes, and drinks. I have never been able to face tinned Spam since.


Two evenings later most of the refugees had gone, carried off by a series of extra trains to Tanganyika’s capital, Dar es Salaam. The hustle of activity was over, but still we were not allowed to leave for the chimpanzee reserve. We all became somewhat depressed. My funds did not permit Vanne and me to stay on at the hotel, so we decided to put up a temporary camp somewhere. When we inquired where we could do this, we were directed to the grounds of the Kigoma prison. This was not as bad as it sounds, since the grounds, which are beautifully kept, overlook the lake and at that time of year the citrus trees all around were groaning under the weight of sweet-smelling oranges and tangerines. The mosquitoes in the evening were terrible, though.


During our period of enforced inactivity we came to know the tiny town of Kigoma quite well – it is more like a village by European or American standards. The hub of activity was down by the lakeshore, where the natural harbor offers anchorage to the boats plying up and down the lake to Burundi, Zambia, Malawi, and across to the Congo in the west. Near the lake, too, are the government administrative offices, the police station, the railway station, and the post office.


One of the most fascinating aspects of any small town in Africa is the colorful fruit and vegetable market, where the merchandise is offered for sale in small piles, each of which has been accurately counted and priced. In Kigoma market we found that the more prosperous traders operated from under a lofty stone awning; the others sat on the red earth of the main market square, their wares neatly set out on sacking or on the ground itself. Bananas, green and yellow oranges, and dark purple, wrinkled passion fruits were displayed in profusion, and there were bottles and jars of glowing red cooking oil made from the fruit of oil nut palms.


Kigoma boasts one main street, which slopes upward from the administrative center and runs through the main part of Kigoma. On either side it is flanked by tall shady mango trees and countless tiny stores, or dukas, as they are called throughout East Africa. It amazed us, as we walked through Kigoma, that so many stores could survive when they all appeared to sell similar goods. Again and again we saw piles of kettles and crockery, sneakers and shirts, torches and alarm clocks. Most stores were brightened by great squares of brilliantly colored material sold in pairs to the African women and known as kangas. One square is wrapped around under the arms and hangs down just below the knees; the other becomes a headdress. Outside some of the dukas a tailor worked at his foot-operated sewing machine, and an old Indian sat in the dust outside the tiny shoe shop using his feet like extra hands to hold the leather as he sewed and tacked and glued shoes together. He was so skillful that it was a delight to watch him.


We became better acquainted with several Kigoma residents during these days; they were mostly government officials and their wives, and we found them very friendly and hospitable. One evening Vanne, not wanting to rebuff any of our new-found friends, accepted two offers of a hot bath. Bernard, who was convinced that we were both slightly mad anyway, drove her stoically from house to house to keep her appointments without giving her away.


When we had been in Kigoma just over a week David Anstey, the Game Ranger who had been sorting out the troubles between the fishermen at the Gombe Stream Reserve, returned to Kigoma. He and the District Commissioner had a long conference, the outcome of which was that I was given official permission to proceed to the Gombe Stream. By this time I had almost given up hope of ever seeing a chimpanzee; I had convinced myself that at any minute we would be ordered back to Nairobi. When I found myself on the government launch that had been lent to us for transporting all our equipment, including our twelve-foot dinghy, the expedition had taken on a dreamlike quality. As the engine sprang to life and the anchor was drawn, we waved goodbye to Bernard and were soon steaming out of Kigoma harbor and turning northward along the eastern shores of the lake. I can remember looking down into the incredibly clear water and thinking to myself, I expect the boat will sink, or I shall fall overboard and be eaten by a crocodile. But good luck was with us.
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EARLY DAYS



I retained the strange feeling that I was living in a dream world throughout the twelve-mile journey from Kigoma to our camping place in the Gombe Stream Chimpanzee Reserve. It was the middle of the dry season, and the shoreline of the Congo, though it was only some twenty-five miles distant, was not even faintly discernible to the west of long, narrow Lake Tanganyika. The fresh breeze and the deep blue of the water, choppy with small waves and flecked with white foam, combined to make us feel that we were at sea.


I gazed at the eastern shoreline. Between Kigoma and the start of the chimpanzee sanctuary the steep slopes of the rift escarpment, which rise twenty-five hundred feet above the lake, are in many places bare and eroded from years of tree felling. In between, small pockets of forest cling to the narrow valleys where fast-flowing mountain streams rush down to the lake. The coastline is broken into a series of elongated bays often separated by rocky headlands that jut out into the lake. We steered a straight course, proceeding from headland to headland and noticing that the little canoes of the fishermen hugged the shoreline. David Anstey, who was traveling with us to introduce us to the local African inhabitants of the area, explained that sometimes the lake becomes suddenly rough, with fierce winds sweeping down the valleys and churning the water into a welter of spray and waves.


All along the shoreline fishing villages clung to the mountain slopes or nestled in the mouths of the valleys. The dwellings were mostly simple mud and grass huts, although even in those days there were a few larger buildings roofed with shiny corrugated iron – that curse, for those who love natural beauty, of the modern African landscape.


When we had traveled about seven miles, David pointed out the large rocky outcrop marking the southern limits of the chimpanzee reserve. Once past the boundary we noticed that the country changed suddenly and dramatically: here the mountains were thickly wooded and intersected by valleys supporting dense tropical forests. Even here we noticed a number of fishermen’s huts dotted at intervals along the white beaches: David explained that these were temporary structures. The Africans had permits to fish during the dry season and to dry their catch on the beaches of the reserve itself. When the rains began, the fishermen returned to their home villages outside the chimpanzee reserve. It was among these men that the recent trouble had broken out – some argument between the fishermen of two different villages as to which of them had the right to a certain stretch of beach.


Since that day I have often wondered exactly what it was I felt as I stared at the wild country that so soon I should be roaming. Vanne admitted afterward to have been secretly horrified by the steepness of the slopes and the impenetrable appearance of the valley forests. And David Anstey told me several months later that he had guessed I would be packed up and gone within six weeks. I remember feeling neither excitement nor trepidation but only a curious sense of detachment. What had I, the girl standing on the government launch in her jeans, to do with the girl who in a few days would be searching those very mountains for wild chimpanzees? Yet by the time I went to sleep that night the transformation had taken place.


After a two-hour journey the launch dropped anchor at Kasekela, where the two government Game Scouts had their headquarters. David Anstey had suggested that, at least until we were familiar with the area, we should camp somewhere near their huts. As our dinghy approached the white sandy beach we saw that quite a crowd had gathered to watch our arrival: the two scouts, the few Africans who had permission to live permanently at the reserve so that the scouts should not be completely isolated, and some of the fishermen from nearby huts. We stepped ashore, splashing into the sparkling wavelets, and were greeted first by the scouts and then, with great ceremony, by the honorary headman of Kasekela village, old Iddi Matata. He was a colorful figure with his red turban, red European-style coat over flowing white robes, wooden shoes, and white beard. He made a long speech of welcome to us in Swahili, of which I understood only fragments, and we presented him with a small gift that David had advised us to buy for him.


The formalities over, Vanne and I followed David for about thirty yards along a narrow track leading from the beach through thick vegetation to a small natural clearing. With the help of David and the African scouts the large tent Vanne and I would share was soon up. Behind the tent flowed a small gurgling stream, and the clearing was shaded by tall oil nut palms. It was a perfect campsite. Fifty yards or so distant, under some trees on the beach, we set up another small tent for Dominic, the cook we had employed before leaving Kigoma.


When our camp was organized I slipped away to explore. The tall grass of the lower mountain slopes had been burned off by a recent bush fire, and the charcoal-encrusted ground was slippery. It was about four o’clock, but still the sun burned down fiercely and I was hot and sweating by the time I had climbed high enough to look down over the flat lake and the broad valley, lush and green in contrast to the blackened mountainside on which I stood.


I sat on a big flat rock, hot from the sun. Soon a troop of about sixty baboons passed by, searching the newly burned ground for the remains of baked insects. Some of them climbed trees when they saw me and shook the branches with jerky, threatening movements, and two of the big males started their loud alarm bark. But on the whole the troop was not very worried by my presence, and soon moved slowly on, busy with its own affairs. I also saw a bushbuck, a graceful chestnut animal slightly larger than a goat, with sturdy spiraling horns. He stared at me, motionless, and then suddenly turned and bounded away, barking like a dog and flashing the white underside of his tail.


I only stayed out on the mountain about three-quarters of an hour, but when I returned, almost as black as the slopes on which I had been scrambling, I no longer felt an intruder. That night I pulled my camp bed into the open and slept with the stars above me twinkling down through the rustling fronds of a palm tree.


The next morning, though I was eager to go out looking for chimpanzees, I soon found that to start with, anyway, I was not to be my own master. David Anstey had arranged for a number of the local Africans to come and meet Vanne and me. He explained that they were all worried and resentful; they could not believe a young girl would come all the way from England just to look at apes, and so the rumor had spread that I was a government spy. Naturally I was very grateful to David for sorting things out for me right at the start, but my heart sank when I heard the plans he had made for me.


First it was agreed that the son of the chief of Mwamgongo, a large fishing village to the north of the chimpanzee reserve, should accompany me. He would make sure that when I saw one chimpanzee I did not write down in my book that I had seen ten or twenty. Later I realized that the Africans were still hoping to reclaim the thirty square miles of the reserve for themselves: if I stated that there were more chimpanzees than in fact there were, the Africans felt the government could then make a better case for keeping the area a protected reserve. Second, David felt that for the sake of my prestige I should employ an African to carry my haversack.
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