
Wendy’s Adventure. 

Planning a Send a Cow trip to Uganda, Wendy and Jackie, a fellow ambassador decided to do “a bit extra”  i .e. 

6 days of travel, sightseeing, safari and goril la trekking.  All  sorted and booked, the 5 days before the trip 

disaster struck!  Jackie had damaged her knee, couldn’t walk, couldn’t go.  Oh dear, now what?  As Hinckley 

Ramblers all  know, Wendy would never want to be seen as a wimp so  - - - she would do it alone!  She and 

Trevor held a “speakerphone” conversation with the travel company, who were very reassuring, promising 

that Wendy would be kept safe. 

A wonderful 10 days with Send a Cow, meeting Ugandan staff and visiting groups of beneficiaries to see what a 

difference the charity had made to their l ives, with training  in farmi ng skills and livestock. A day off mid trip, in 

the Murchison Falls National Park, where they saw giraffes, hippos, Ugandan kob and hartebeest.  Reluctantly 

leaving her colleagues, Wendy set off on her solo adventure, meeting Joseph, her driver, with his immaculate 

FWD  safari vehicle.  Young , polite, father of 2 young children, he was good company, and very knowledgeable 

about plants and wildlife.  Crossing the Equator, they headed south east, on good roads initially, eventually 

becoming the bumpy red dirt roads that Wendy was familiar with.  Progress slowed as the roads were shared 

with goats, cattle, donkeys, bicycles and people carrying huge loads on their heads.  Wendy was delighted to 

see a large herd of ankole cattle, with their huge horns, drinking a t a lake by the roadside.  Arriving at Bush 

Lodge in the dark, Wendy was escorted to her tented cabin by a man with a torch.  He told her that hippos and 

buffalo graze in the camp at night, so be sure to shine her torch when she came to dinner.  If an animal 

appeared, stand stil l  and keep shining the torch on it until  it retreated.  Famous last words.  She made it to the 

bar without incident, and sat in the large open fronted tent with a large camp fire outside, enjoying a beer.  A 

tap on the shoulder, and a voice said “Excuse me, but I’m sure I know you.  Are you Mrs. Martin, who used to 

be head of St. Luke’s in Thurnby?”  Unbelievable!  The young lady, a former pupil, was travelling the opposite 

way to Wendy.  Introducing her friends, they spent a very pleasant evening, then Wendy made it back safely 

through the darkness to her cabin.  Terrific thunder and lightning during the night, she woke up to a gentle 

spray fall ing on her face.  The tent was leaking.  Oh well, at least it was warm. 

Heading south early next day, through Queen Elizabeth National Park,they saw lions, Ugandan Kob, a type of 

antelope, chimpanzees, baboons and elephants.  Heading to the Kazinga Channel, a narrow body of water 

l inking Lake George and Lake Albert ,  Wendy enjoyed a boat trip with hippos and buffalo wallowing in the 

mud and huge flocks of birds, marabou storks, pelican, egrets, herons and pied kingfishers.  She had never 

seen so many birds together.  A large monitor l izard meandered along the bank, past several crocodiles 

basking with open mouths.  Continuing through the Ishasha plains, they watched out for the famous tree 

climbing lions, but no luck today. Right by the road, Joseph spotted a leopard, sprawled along a branch, lazily 

surveying the landscape.   Just outside the camp, they spent a magical half hour outside a hyenas den, 

watching a mother feed her three young pups, while four older siblings frolicked with dad in the long grass .  

The Ishasha Wilderness Camp is right on the river, with a viewing platform on the bank where Wendy and the 

other guests enjoyed after dinner drinks in front of a large camp fire.  Next morning, she was called to 

breakfast, but just as she was about to leave the room, there was a frantic whispering round the back of her 

tent.  “Wendy, Wendy don’t come out.  There is an elephant just outside your door!”  Sure enough, there he 

was, a huge bull, peacefully grazing .  Eventually, he waded into the river, and across to the other bank, so 

Wendy enjoyed watching him while she ate breakfast.  An early ga me drive, with plenty of game, but stil l  no 

tree climbing lions. Late afternoon, they tried again, with Benjamin, a young friend of Joseph’s helping in the 

search.  Stil l  no luck, so they stopped near the hyena’s den for sundowners.  No sign of l ife, though Joseph said 

the pups would be in there.  Making suitable “hyena noises” Joseph and Benjamin tried to lure them out, but 

failed miserably, so they moved away, and set up the picnic table.  Enjoying a beer in the bush at dusk is a 

lovely experience.  Benjamin saw the male hyena returning, the vehicle was  in his way, so he skirted round it, 

then the female returned, making the same detour.  Packing the glasses and bottles away, they drove back to 

the den, and there were the pups, all  playing out in the open.  Staying until  it was quite dark, they reluctantly 



left to return to camp.   Next day, heading south again, the vehicle suddenly stopped abruptly.  Joseph had 

seen something.  Reaching for the binoculars, he got out, and stood on a rock.  Sue enough he h ad found the 

lions, a female sprawled in a spreading fig tree, whil e her two sons were in another tree nearby.  Ignoring the 

signs saying “”Do not drive offroad “ Joseph took the vehicle through bumpy, swampy terrain until  they were 

right underneath their trees.  Bril l iant – Wendy got some great photos.  Returning towards the road, the 

vehicle came to a grinding halt. It had grounded, with the front wheels up in the air.  Oh dear, now what?  

Keeping a wary eye on the lions, Joseph jacked up the back, attempting to lower the front wheels, while 

Wendy collected stones from the road, watched by a troop of baboons, to pack under them.  Not terribly 

successful!  Fortunately, after about 30 minutes of unsuccessful manoeuvres, a lorry driver came along, and 

towed them out. Laughing about their adventure, they continued south along rough roads to the Bwindi 

Impenetrable Forest, a true rainforest spread over valleys and ridges up to around 3000metres.   

On the border with Rwanda and the Democratic Republic of Congo, this was once a dangerous place, but is 

now a protected area, where three families of goril las, around 40 animals , have been “habituated “ which 

means they accept humans in their territory.  Carefully managed tourism provides funds for their protection 

from poaching, and an income for people l iving in the rainforest.  An early start, a briefing from the rangers, 

then Wendy set off with a group of 7 people, Dutch, Swiss and Americans.  An armed policeman went ahead, 

then a ranger, then Wendy (by far the oldes t member of the party) followed by porters, the rest of the group, 

and another ranger bringing up the rear.  Local trackers had been out from first l ight, finding where the 

animals had nested overnight, then following them through the hot, steamy rainfores t.  Trudging steeply 

uphill, the pace was slow, with lots of stops for water.  The animals were stil l  moving as the group reached the 

ridge, but as they started to descend the other side, the radio crackled to l ife.  Good news, they had stopped, 

and were now feeding about 45 minutes away.  Leaving the rough path, with the guides hacking their way 

through the undergrowth with machetes, the trekkers followed, splashing through mud and uneven ground. 

Eventually, there were the trackers, right ahead.  Another briefing, in whispers this time, everything except 

cameras left with the porters, the group continued, and suddenly, there they were, a huge silverback, three 

females,  two babies, and three young males. Without warning, another female emerged from the bush, 

brushing past Wendy’s leg.  A magical hour, which passed all too quickly. 

A visit to a school, one more night, then Joseph was waving Wendy off at the tiny airstrip, as she took an 

internal fl ight to Entebbe in a small twin engined plane, to begin the long journey home after a truly bril l iant 

African experience. 

 

 


