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A powerful memoir from someone who has with great courage done nearly everything that can be done in African safari.

Giles Foden – Author of the bestselling ‘The Last King of Scotland’ (the historical fiction story of Ugandan President, Idi Amin).

***
[image: ]


Steve Foreman is a rare individual, and his book is well worth reading, not only because it is entertaining, but also it explains more about the real Africa and real people than many a scholarly written work. And all is written against the background of a deep love for the continent and its people.

Dr. Rolf D. Baldus – Economist and conservationist. Former President of the International Council for Game and Wildlife Conservation - Tropical Game Commission. Author of “The Wild Heart of Africa”.
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Authentic Africa as few visitors ever see it. The heady scent of the open savannah rises from every page. Gripping, evocative, sometimes raw, Steve Foreman's account of his life in the bush will grip you by the throat like Africa herself. 

Brian Jackman FRGS - Award-winning travel writer. Author of: “The Big Cat Diary: A year in the Masai Mara” (BBC Documentary series).
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From the East End to East Africa by Steven Foreman is a remarkable memoir that traces the extraordinary journey of a man who defied the odds to pursue his dream of working in African wildlife conservation. Born into the hardship of London’s East End, Foreman’s story is one of resilience, adventure, and an unrelenting passion for nature.

His first-hand accounts of encounters with rhinos, lions, and even a life-threatening hyena attack are gripping, while his deep relationships with the Maasai people adds a rich layers to his narrative. Foreman’s humour, humility, and self-reflection make this memoir more than just a travelogue - it’s an inspiring testament to the power of determination. Whether you dream of exploring Africa or simply love a story of perseverance and transformation, From the East End to East Africa is an unforgettable journey worth taking.

Sarah Woods FRGS - Award-winning travel writer. Author of: “On a Wing and a Prayer: One Woman's Adventure into the Heart of the Rainforest” 
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Steve Foreman is a natural storyteller with an eye for detail, capturing his adventures in Africa with unvarnished enthusiasm, as if seeing it all for the first time.  A vivid memoir of a truly remarkable life.

Dr. Thor Hanson - Award-winning author and biologist, a Guggenheim Fellow and a Switzer Environmental Fellow. Author of: “The Impenetrable Forest: My Gorilla Years in Uganda”.
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Outwardly at least, most people, on reaching 40, just keep calm and carry on. Not Steve Foreman, who got on a plane to Tanzania with nothing more than a rucksack and a passion for the Nat Geo channel, intent on finding a new life. His success can be gauged by his entertaining memoir of the thirty subsequent years. There are memorable ups and some spectacular downs, but on the whole, Foreman clearly still concurs with Ernest Hemingway’s famous line, ‘I never knew a morning when I woke in Africa and was not happy.’ 

Andrew Roberts - Author of “Uganda Safari” and co-author of the “Bradt Travel Guide to Uganda”.

***
[image: ]


An authentic, insightful and often hilarious tale of one man’s 30-year adventure, working in African conservation and tourism. Truly inspirational.

Lesley Harris - Managing Director of Venture Uganda
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Steve Foreman is a risk taker with a big heart. From the East End to East Africa is not only extremely entertaining and easy to read as he immersed himself into the magic of the wilderness, but also full of tips to survive on safari in Africa and beyond. An intrepid tour guide with a passion for all things wild, it is a delight to see how he contributes to conservation and supports the local communities he comes across. It is a must read for people wanting to make a difference while visiting and working in Africa. He also had the opportunity to meet famous conservationists, adding an additional flavour to this captivating memoir.  

Dr. Gladys Kalema-Zikusoka – Conservationist, wildlife veterinarian and Author of “Walking With Gorillas: the journey of an African Wildlife Vet”
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​​​​So enthralled was I by my arrival in Africa and the subsequent years spent on the continent, from day one I kept a journal and notes scribbled on whatever scraps of paper were handy, which I used as references to compile letters to be sent home, to write essays, and, later, submit articles to magazines. I retained all of these, in various forms, eventually transcribing them from hard copies to soft copies archived on a hard disc. These have been extraordinarily valuable as an aide-mémoire for writing this book.  

The descriptions of places, towns, buildings, wildernesses, environments and living conditions must be taken in the context of the period in which I was there. Many have changed considerably, some for the better. Many of the people mentioned are no longer in the positions they held or are, sadly, no longer with us at all.

This book is a memoir, not an autobiography. Readers may discern gaps in the chronology of events. These gaps can be accounted for in essays on my website​​​​, where there are also over 400 photographs relating to East Africa in several galleries: https://bushleader.com/

​​​​The photos in this particular gallery: https://bushleader.com/gallery-1/ relate specifically and chronologically to the contents of this book, give an honest depiction of the event or location described and add an enhanced dimension to the story. It is wholly recommended to access the website as you read the book to give you an immersive reading experience and visualisation.

Steve Foreman.

​

DEDICATION

Dedicated to the late Dr. Markus Borner,

of the Frankfurt Zoological Society.

He opened the door to my dreams.

FOREWORD

It's not every day that a book captures the spirit of adventure, the resilience of the human heart and the wild beauty of a continent all in one breath. FROM THE EAST END TO EAST AFRICA by Steven James Foreman is a thrilling journey that connects you to the rawness of real life.

Steve Foreman takes us from the gritty streets of London's East End to the vast, soul-stirring landscapes of East Africa with storytelling that is raw, honest and beautifully human. As you turn each page, you're not just reading, you're traveling. 

You'll feel the golden dust of the Serengeti beneath your feet, lose yourself in the mysterious forests of Rubondo Island and look up in awe at the tree-climbing lions of Lake Manyara.

This book isn't just a memoir; it's a migration of the spirit. It speaks to anyone who's ever dreamed of breaking free, discovering purpose and finding unexpected peace in the wild.

Steven James Foreman has given us more than a story. He's given us an invitation to explore, to reflect and to rediscover the world through fresh eyes.

If you've ever longed for a life less ordinary, FROM THE EAST END TO EAST AFRICA is your map. Don't just read it, LIVE IT.

Musa N. K. Juma, Conservation Commissioner,

Tanzania National Parks (2025)
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​EAST ENDERS
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Life is a tapestry of moments, woven together with threads of joy and sorrow, love and loss. Treasure each stitch, for they are what make us whole.

“Farewell to the East End” - Jennifer Worth.
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[image: ]


For many, mention of the East End of London conjures up images of Whitechapel’s squalor and poverty, the shadowy figure of Jack the Ripper, fog-wreathed alleyways, and bustling market stalls. They think of pie and mash shops, barrow boys hawking goods, and the notorious gangsters, Ronnie and Reggie Kray, Cockney geezers and ‘The Big Smoke’​[1]- these are the sensory and enduring images the East End, even as many have faded into history. Within earshot of the Bow Bells​[2] – the audible catchment area for being born a ‘Cockney’ - stood the East End Maternity Hospital, its brick façade worn by time and soot. Within its grim walls, on the 29th of July 1952, my mother, Joan Foreman, gave birth to me. A crow’s flight to the rear of the hospital, the River Thames, once a waterway leading to the ends of the earth, slithered like some great venomous serpent between its foul-smelling mudbanks, carrying on its oily surface the detritus and flotsam of London, gliding in long slow curves, under moored cargo ships and open barges, and past heaving docks and stinking gas works, to vomit its filth into the English Channel.

At the time, my family were typical working-class East Enders. My grandad worked at the vast, filthy sprawl of the Beckton Gas Works​[3] in East Ham, driving an open-cabbed steam locomotive. 

Day in and day out, for over five decades—pausing for three years to fight in the bloody trenches of World War One —as the locomotives’ wheels clattered over points and trundled, squealing and screeching along the network of tracks, he endured the heat of the firebox, the smoke and steam of the engine and the toxic stench of sulphur from the ever-burning coke furnaces, as he hauled truckloads of coal to feed their hungry maws, turning solids into gas.

My nan, in contrast, led a quieter life as a dinner lady at Hunter’s Hall School in Dagenham. Dressed in her ever-present headscarf and apron, she spent her days among the noisy chatter of hungry schoolchildren, serving up steaming plates of food and keeping order in the dining hall.

Mum worked as a sewing machinist at the famous Ford Motor Car company in Dagenham. Stitching together seat covers for brand-new cars, she spent all day among rows of fellow machinists, all shouting and gossiping above the humming of motors, the incessant clicking of needles, and the rattling whirr of unwinding bobbins. 

My dad, Jim, meanwhile, toiled in the dim, sweaty heat of Barton’s Bakery on Kemp Road. Each night, as the city slept, he mixed and kneaded, his arms dusted in flour, his hands slick with dough. The coke-fired ovens glowed red-hot, and by dawn, golden loaves lined the bakery shelves, still warm, their crusts crackling in the early morning air.

When my parents first married, they lived with my grandparents, but after I was born, Barton’s Bakery provided them with a small garret flat above one of their shops on Romford Road.

To reach our flat, you had to squeeze down a narrow alley between high brick walls, cross a scruffy backyard, and climb a cast-iron stairway—more like a fire escape than a proper entrance—bolted to the soot-blackened bricks.

Dad worked permanent night shifts, but before he left for work each evening, he always sang me a lullaby. I still remember the words:

“I love to go a-wandering along the mountain track,

And as I go, I love to sing, my knapsack on my back...

Falderee, falderaa... falderee... falderaa-ha-ha-ha ha-ha-ha-haa!”

Little did I know how prophetic those lyrics would be.

From our flat’s front window, I would watch the endless stream of people flowing along Romford Road, piling up at crossings like logs in a river before darting between red buses, black cabs, and rattling delivery trucks.

In the distance, I could see the tall chimneys of the Bryant & May match factory in Bow, belching out thick, acrid smoke. The smell—a sickly mix of burning chemicals and glue—seeped into everything. Years later, I would learn that the stench came from the white phosphorus used in match-making, a toxic substance that gave factory workers the dreaded “phossy jaw.”​[4]

We lived in that garret until I was about six. My earliest memories—vivid, fragmented snapshots of childhood—were later confirmed by my mum when I tested her recollections against mine.

As my dad slowly but expertly worked his way up in the world of baking bread, he found a new job, at the Sunblest Bakery in Crawley, in the county of Sussex, and with that, as I reached my eighth birthday, we bid farewell to the East End.
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​​STREAMS AND STICKLEBACKS

[image: ]





If adventure has a final and all-embracing motive, it is surely this: we go out because it is our nature to go out, to climb mountains, and to paddle rivers, to fly to the planets and plunge into the depths of the oceans... 

Wilfrid Noyce
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Behind our house a large open field of common ground stretched away to a fenced-off railway embankment with the tracks running along the top. The railway formed a boundary between this open expanse of scrubby grassland and the woodlands that lie beyond. Of course, the fence formed no barrier to kids.  A huge concrete culvert tunnelled under the embankment, allowing a small stream to pass from one side of the Rubicon to the other. On the far side, the waterway returned to its natural course and meandered off into the woodland that rubbed shoulders with the railway. I learned, decades later, that this waterway is named the Gatwick Stream.

My parents bought me the Ladybird Book of British Wildflowers, the first of what would become a small collection (e.g. ... of British Birds, .... of Pond and River Life ... of Butterflies, Moths and Insects, and so on).

With these books I identified and learned about the wildlife I encountered on the grassy embankment. I spent hours on this miniature nature reserve, watching the butterflies and bees and trying unsuccessfully to catch, amongst the wildflowers and grasses, beetles, lizards and long, slithering slow worms and the occasional, rarely seen grass snake.

But it was the stream that hooked me and which dragged me slowly, a little further each visit, into, as far as I was concerned, the ancient and unexplored woods. Like some intrepid explorer of the African bush, with nets held high and the old jam-jar bouncing against my thigh on its string handle, I pushed my way deeper into my secret wood, passing between oaks, beeches and other trees, struggling through undergrowth so thick it was impossible to pass without snagging my fishing net on some clutching bramble and leaving my legs covered in scratches and tiny beads of blood, until I came to my secret pool, where I would catch tadpoles and sticklebacks. To take home to show my mum.

Did I really believe I might see a hoopoe, a crested newt, or a golden eagle, which I read about in my Ladybird books? Were Camberwell Beauties and green lizards really within my grasp? 

In that part of England? Probably not. However, to me as a child, all were there, hiding; having just taken flight, dived into a pond, or crawled under the bark of a fallen tree just seconds before I arrived on the scene. Even the russet flanks of the red deer were imagined, being just errant rays of sunlight falling upon brown leaves, and glimpsed, fleetingly, through a gap in the tangled undergrowth.

I was happy in my little dreamworld the warm embrace of ignorance. 

Yet it was not all a dream: the world was real, and I was content with my tadpoles, cabbage whites, and hedge sparrows... for now.

​
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BOOKS AND BIRDWATCHING​
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Earth and sky, woods and fields, lakes and rivers, the mountain and the sea, are excellent schoolmasters, and teach some of us more than we can ever learn from books.

John Lubbock  

***
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The arrival of our first television set opened a portal to another world... a world of wilderness and wonder, far beyond the woodlands of my childhood.

I became glued to those early nature programs—watching, absorbing, imagining myself inside them.

There was Survival Anglia, narrated by Aubrey Buxton, his voice guiding me through the tangled rainforests of Borneo, the endless golden savannah of the Serengeti, the icy hunting grounds of Arctic wolves.

Then there was Zoo Quest, the first series to introduce a young, fresh-faced David Attenborough—a man whose wildlife films, even as I write this in 2025, continue to inspire the world.

Dr. Desmond Morris’s Zoo Time and Mutual of Omaha’s Wild Kingdom. Each show was a doorway—a glimpse into a life of adventure and discovery, filled with roaring lions, prowling leopards, and men who seemed fearless in their pursuit of knowledge and exploration.

But the greatest inspiration came from Armand and Michaela Denis. Their films didn’t just show wildlife. They showed Africa.

The BBC and ITV aired their safari documentaries throughout the 1950s and 60s—long before Africa became a household tourist destination. Their adventures in the deep jungles of the Congo, the dusty plains of Kenya, the great lakes of Tanzania—these were not scripted expeditions. They were raw, unpredictable, and utterly intoxicating to a boy sitting in a living room, thousands of miles away.

By the 1960s, a young Hugo van Lawick, a person I would later encounter firsthand, was working with them as a photographer. The seed of fascination for the outdoors had been planted.

Not far from our home in Wigmore, there stood Rainham library. The moment I stepped inside, the world outside faded away. At eleven years old, armed with my very own library card, I began to devour books at an insatiable pace.

I would wander between the rows of books, drawn not to school texts or dull histories, but to stories of adventure and far-off lands.

Tarzan. The Jungle Book. Robinson Crusoe. Treasure Island. Kes. The Hobbit. Each story lit a fire in me, fuelling my hunger for the wild, the unknown, the thrill of exploration.

Then came real-life adventure stories—the abridged versions at first, but later, the full, unfiltered accounts: Clive of India, leading conquests in the jungles of Bengal, Scott of the Antarctic, battling through ice and death in search of the South Pole, Stirling’s Commandos, Lawrence of Arabia, and the Kon-Tiki Expedition—Thor Heyerdahl’s legendary journey across the Pacific on a wooden raft. I read the biography of Lord Baden-Powell, and, before long, I joined the local Boy Scout troop in Wigmore. 

But I believe I learned more valuable lessons in this library than I did in either the Boy Scouts or my school!

At my secondary school, Miss Smith, my English teacher, was a member of the Maidstone Museum Ornithological Society.

One day, she invited me along on a bird-watching expedition.

The first place she took me was the Medway Estuary. A bleak, windswept landscape, stretching out in tones of grey and brown, the river churning with silt, the air filled with the sharp cries of wading birds skimming the water’s surface. Then came Sheerness on the Isle of Sheppey, the wetlands of Romney Marsh, and Dungeness. 

The Medway Flats, the North Kent ‘meshes’ of Charles Dickens, they always felt foreboding—as if the ghost of Magwitch might rise from the mist at any moment. I remember them always in winter, always monochrome, as though my memories of them had been captured in black-and-white film.

In my small notebook, I scribbled sightings of birds, feeling, for the first time, like a true observer of the wild. And yet, even then, I knew that England—with its gentle landscapes, damp marshes, and hedgerows filled with sparrows—was not enough.

Another family move (another rung on dad’s career ladder) brought me within cycling distance of the North Downs, a land of chalk hills, beech woodlands, and hidden hollows, a backdrop to one of Britain’s oldest paths: The Pilgrims’ Way. I rode my bike for miles, following the ancient trails, watching foxes dart into the brush, catching glimpses of rabbits nibbling dandelions leaves before disappearing into a maze of warrens. Each journey took me further from the familiar, and closer to the realization that one day, I would have to go much further than the North Downs. 

Then came the slow, crushing weight of reality.

At sixteen, I left school and took a job as a trainee motor mechanic—about as far removed from my true interests as humanly possible.

Merely by looking around the noisy, dingy workshop at my colleagues in their greasy overalls and their daily grind, with no real ambitions, and no highs or lows, pausing for a tea break or a smoke break, leaving greasy prints on chipped mugs and hand-rolled cigarettes, marrying a local girl from town, having kids, clocking in and clocking out, both at work and at home, I realised that was not the life for me. 

I needed to change. I wanted to be different, to live a different life, to experience the extraordinary, enter the unknown, and discover lost tribes and hidden treasures in the darkest heart of the African jungle. My love of the outdoors was now deeply embedded. I continued to self-study nature and began reading more ‘grown-up’ books about exploration and adventure, such as the biographies of famous explorers of Africa, such as my hero and real-life Professor Challenger, Richard Francis Burton​[5], who together with John Hanning Speke discovered Lake Victoria, Lake Tanganyika and the source of the Nile in Uganda, Henry Morton Stanely, one of the greatest explorers of the continent, Dr David Livingstone (I presume!), and the phenomenal Samuel White Baker and his wife Frances. My thoughts turned constantly from spanners, clutch plates and oil filters to those of high adventure and exploration and taking long safaris through the wilderness.

To quote Kuki Gallmann, “I dreamed of Africa”.

And as Goethe once said, “Life belongs to the living, and he who lives must be prepared for change.”

So, I changed.... I joined the British Army.​
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​AFRICA AWAITS
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There exists an order of minds so sceptical that they deny the possibility of any act as soon as it diverges from the commonplace. It is not for them I write.

Andre Gidé.    

***
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1992. Twenty years had slipped through my fingers since joining the Army.​[6] In the interim, military service, marriage, fatherhood, a messy divorce and other changes unlooked for— simply life itself—had got in the way and smothered the fire that once burned fiercely within me, reducing it to a faintly glowing ember.

But now, two decades on, and working as a residential security manager for a high-net-worth couple, Endre Balasz and Janet Denlinger, at their villa in St. Tropez in the South of France, I found myself unshackled and free from the typical conventions of life in the UK. 

My son, Zak, the child of my failed marriage, now living with my parents at their holiday resort business in nearby Port Grimaud, was about to go off to college in England, so I also felt free from the responsibilities of parenthood, in terms of proximity, at least.

My mind freed itself, allowing the embers of my dreams to reignite, bursting once more into life. My long-neglected passion rose, phoenix-like, from the flames.

A shop in town catering to British ex-pats, sold, among other imported niceties, English-language newspapers and magazines. I grabbed every issue I could of BBC Wildlife, Nature, National Geographic, and other similar publications. 

Each story of rampant poaching and the relentless slaughter of rhinos in Africa, driving them to near-extinction merely for their keratin horns enraged me. Images of these mutilated beasts, their bellies torn open by hyenas, their horns absent, with even the roots hacked out, filled me with fury. I felt the sharp stab of a poacher’s spear in my own heart, urging me to act. Photographs of rotting elephant carcasses, their sagging skin streaked white with vulture droppings, their tusks savagely removed, reached out from the pages and grabbed me by the lapels. They shook me, demanding I do something.

Obsession took hold. My passion flared, consuming my thoughts. Every waking hour, I strategized ways to put my skills to work in wildlife conservation. How could I immerse myself in the worlds of David Attenborough, Jane Goodall, Iain Douglas-Hamilton, and Richard Leakey? How could I follow in the giant footsteps of Hans Kruuk, George Schaller, Myles Turner, Dian Fossey and Bernhard Gzrimek and the like? How could I, with no PhD or academic background in zoology—barely even a decent secondary education—enter into their world?

My passion, extensive outdoor skills and military experience would work in my favour, but how could I meet the likes of these people—these titans of conservation—and convince them I was the man for the job?

In 1992, an early version of the Internet existed, but I had neither the means nor the hardware to access it. And in any case, Google, Facebook, and YouTube were still years away.

As I wrestled with this dilemma, fate intervened.

By sheer coincidence—almost eerily so—the French TV station Canal Plus aired a documentary on the College of African Wildlife Management in Mweka, near Moshi, Tanzania.

My heart pounded as I watched students—mostly African, but some white—studying ecology and animal behaviour in classrooms. I saw them training in anti-poaching operations, collecting and cataloguing snares, conducting wildlife censuses, and performing biological research. They would graduate to careers in wildlife conservation and management.

As the program ended, I switched off the TV and stared at the blank screen. Imagination took over. The TV screen became a window into the future. There I walked, beneath a burning sun, dressed in khaki, patrolling the bush, protecting its wildlife. The vision was so vivid, so intense, it felt real. Could this be the gateway to my dreams?

Obsession drowned out any logical thought. I refused to hesitate any further. I immediately put up for sale my beautiful Harley-Davidson motorcycle - for too cheaply, but for a quick return - and handed in my notice to Endre and Janet. 

My French girlfriend, Sylvie, would remain working at the villa in her role of housekeeper. and look after my two dogs (Cafall and Harley) pending whatever my trip resulted in.

After settling my finances, booking a flight to Nairobi and buying from Cogolin market some surplus French Army gear to use as bush clothing, I was left with $2,800 in cash.

On December 20, 1992, I stood in the departures hall of Côte d'Azur Airport in Nice. My dad and Zak had come to see me off.

As I waited to board my flight to Nairobi, I felt it—happiness, yes, but also something deeper. A nervous, electric anticipation.

As Richard Francis Burton once wrote, “Of the gladdest moments in human life, methinks, is the departure upon a distant journey into unknown lands.”
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It was late at night when the plane touched down at Jomo Kenyatta International Airport in Nairobi. As soon as I walked down the steps and onto to the apron, the tarmac still emanating residual heat at this time of night, a thrill passed through me. 

I had met three German guys on the plane, and discovering that we were all heading for Arusha, we agreed to share a taxi the following day, and stayed at the cheap and scruffy Dolat Hotel.

***
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The following morning, we set off for Tanzania. After surviving the chaotic exit and entry formalities at the Namanga border crossing, we took another taxi to Arusha. Memories of that premier journey through the Tanzanian bush will stay with me forever. The heat, the red dust, the Maasai, tall, stern old men leaning on long walking sticks, and young morans (warriors), resplendent in their red robes and red ochre, with their womenfolk, bedecked and dripping in wonderful beads and jewellery, beautiful and somehow elegant, despite the heat and dust. Now, this was Africa!

Tracing our route on my map as we motored on, I identified on our left the towering broken tooth of Mount Longido and to the south, appearing out of the haze, Mount Meru, dark and brooding in the sun-shadow, with its craggy horseshoe summit. 

To the east, as our taxi sped waveringly along the tarmac road through the endless expanse of acacia trees, I made out through the heat haze the vague silhouette of Mount Kilimanjaro, its bulk appearing, suddenly, like an amorphous brown watermark imprinted on the blue parchment of the sky, while the clearly-seen snow-clad summit floated, detached, at an impossible and mesmerizing altitude above the clouds. 

On either side of our speeding car lay endless flat expanses of acacia bush, stretching away to a grey-green haze. Then, suddenly, as its camouflage gradually morphed from bush into beast, something emerged from between the trees. “Look!” I cried, “a giraffe!”

My first African wild animal! Then, moments later, standing on its hind legs to reach some acacia leaves, I spotted a gerenuk! Seeing wildlife on day one of my journey was, to me, quite astonishing.

To the southwest, poking their bare heads out of the haze, appeared a breathtaking array of tall hills, the chain of extinct volcanoes of the Great Rift Valley, appearing as if draped with a verdant baize cloth.

I never imagined at that moment how much these people and this landscape would become a part of my future life.

When we arrived in Arusha, I booked into the YMCA hostel on India Street.

***
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Eager to pursue my new career as a park warden—or whatever role I could find—I had rushed to Africa armed with nothing more than minimal information, most of it gleaned from a forty-minute documentary in French, which, at the time, I spoke and understood only slightly better than Ancient Greek.

So, I shouldn’t have been surprised to discover, when arriving at the College of African Wildlife Management the following day and introducing myself and my purpose to the Deputy Principal, Mr. Foya, that I had seriously misinformed myself. 

“First of all, the college runs on a term-to-term basis,” Mr Foya tapped a wall planner, as he moved behind his desk. “Even if we accepted you, Steve, it would mean waiting four months before you could start at the beginning of next term.” 

He sat down opposite me. “Secondly, on the TV documentary we mentioned several courses, varying in length from three months to three years, but we only gave as an example the fees of one course: the two-year diploma costing approximately two thousand dollars. The one which attracted you, as you explained, was Law Enforcement. It runs for six months and costs one thousand two hundred dollars and not the proportionate fee of five hundred that you assumed it would be.”

I had naively calculated that if a two-year course cost $2,000, a six-month course should be around $500. I had got that completely wrong!

But my biggest mistake —clouded by excitement and naivety—was assuming that completing the course would guarantee me a job. I couldn’t have been more wrong.

Mr. Foya, a sympathetic and accommodating man, took the time to explain. 

“Nearly all students attending the college—both black and white—are African nationals. The white students are typically from South Africa or Zimbabwe. Most have already secured employment with wildlife organizations and were sent to Mweka to gain additional qualifications,” he said, standing up and beckoning me to follow him outside. “Others are sponsored from universities, NGOs, or employers as part of their preparation for research projects or conservation work. Once they complete their courses, they will return to their respective countries and organizations to resume work.”

As we walked along a pathway between manicured flower beds, he went on the explain that a handful of students, not coming from the African continent, attended from time to time, usually sponsored by wildlife conservation organizations to gain field experience in a specific subject. Most of them, however, were already pursuing a PhD or a similar academic qualification at a university.

“Maybe a Certificate of Attendance from the college will add value to your credentials,” he said, as we turned down a sunlit footpath, “but I doubt you will find employment with any East African National Park services. The push for local empowerment has shifted hiring policies toward employing nationals almost exclusively.”

He stopped walking and turned to face me. “As I see it, Steve, you have two alternatives,” he said. “One, return to Europe, work for several months to save the extra money for the full course fee, and, in the meantime, try to find a sponsor or employer . Or two, stay in Africa and find work in the private sector, where you might earn enough to enrol in a course later—or even land the kind of job you're looking for straight away.”

He walked me to the front gates. I thanked him for his time and advice, then made my lonely way back to the YMCA in Moshi, torn between a faint glimmer of hope and crushing disappointment.

The future I had envisioned in wildlife conservation had once appeared vivid and undeniable, like a sunlit stained-glass window depicting me as the saviour of endangered species. Now, that vision lay shattered around me, its jagged shards scattered—some glinting in the light, others buried in the shadows—as I scrambled in vain to salvage even a fragment of my dream.

Despite spending a relatively quiet but socially pleasant Christmas Eve at the hostel, I couldn't shake my misery. I half-heartedly acknowledged the cheap, homemade Christmas decorations, the plastic holly, and the warm beer, but my mind remained fixated on a more agonizing concern—what tomorrow, and my return to Arusha, might bring.

Disheartened and exhausted, I turned in early, drowning in disappointment.

Oh, Humbug!
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When I decided to seek out some official to speak to at the Tanzania National Parks (TANAPA) offices in Arusha, I expected a long wait, a dismissive response, a brush-off at best, but the secretary, Aziza, showed me directly into the office of a Mr Ben Kanza, without an appointment, and immediately offered me a cup of tea (from the ubiquitous ‘Tanzanian Teapot’ – a Thermos flask!).

“Karibu,” Ben said, gesturing to the chair across from him. “Welcome.”

And just like that, I was inside.

I explained my hopes, my background, my desire to work in conservation and my disappointing visit to Mweka.

Ben listened carefully, nodding as I spoke, his fingers tapping thoughtfully on the desk.

Finally, he leaned forward and said, “Steve, I admire your enthusiasm. But you should know... opportunities in this field are not as straightforward as you might think.”

He went on to explain that, aside from Tanzania National Parks, few wildlife conservation organizations actually operated out of Arusha.

Most were based in Dar es Salaam, while the biggest names in conservation had their headquarters in Nairobi.

“Work in the private sector might be easier to find, as Mr Foya suggested,” Mr Kanza said, “such as in private game reserves or sanctuaries that require security/anti-poaching personnel, but these are almost non-existent in Tanzania. You might have more luck in Kenya.”

I nodded, hiding my frustration. I was too embarrassed to admit to him that I couldn’t even afford to get to Dar es Salaam... never mind touring around the wilds of Kenya in suicidal buses!

***
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The following morning found me sitting on the balcony outside my room at the YMCA, looking down into scruffy India Street, and pondering over my situation. Here I am, already here in Africa, having made a big sacrifice to get here (as any Harley-Davidson owner will tell you), with little money and nothing job-wise to go back to in France... and I’d fallen in love with Arusha; this old, typically East African town, with its rows of old-fashioned shops, its mosques and Asian influences, its noisy and colourful markets, its dusty streets – full of battered Land Rovers and broken rubber flip-flops – its clamour, its smells and, looming over it all, its towering master, Mount Meru. I loved the place; I wanted to be here.

Right, I said to myself, if I’m unable to get a job in wildlife conservation, I will at least try to work as close to wildlife as possible. My experiences in outdoor and adventurous activities, my wilderness driving, camping, climbing, and hiking–coupled with my love and general knowledge of wildlife, must, I believed and hoped, lend themselves well to safari work.

Therefore, without further delay, I began knocking on the doors of safari companies and tour operators.

Within a week, I had managed to sit down with the managing directors of all the larger, well-known safari companies that might consider employing a white expatriate. Not just dismissive rejections from receptionists—but actual face-to-face meetings.

Yet, one after another, the answer remained the same:

“Sorry, no positions available at the moment.”

By the time I walked into the office of Mr. Abbas Moledina, director of Ranger Safaris, I was running out of options.

If this meeting led nowhere, my time in Tanzania was rapidly approaching its end.

Abbas was a neatly dressed man, his office reflecting the efficiency of a well-run business. He listened intently as I introduced myself, leaning back in his chair with the calm confidence of a man who had heard many job pleas before.

When I finished, he tapped his desk thoughtfully and said,

“It’s quite a coincidence you came in today. We’re currently looking to fill a vacancy for a Camping Manager.”

My heart rate spiked.

He continued, “It’s an operations role, managing logistics for our luxury mobile camping safaris. You’d be responsible for ensuring that all equipment and supplies are assembled and sent out with the camp crew. Is that something you’d be interested in?”

I hesitated for half a second.

I needed a job—but as a storekeeper?

“Yes,” I said, choosing my words carefully. “But... would I get the chance to go out on the trips?”

Abbas gave a small, knowing smile. “Occasionally, yes. When we have large groups of clients, the Camping Manager accompanies the crew to oversee setup and make sure everything runs smoothly. As you gain experience, you might transition into a tour leader role—working alongside our driver-guides. Do you have any skills that would lend themselves to that?”

“Yes,” I said, keeping my voice even. “From self-study, I know a fair bit about African wildlife, and I have a strong background in outdoor leadership.”

Abbas gestured for me to continue.

“I have a copy of my CV here,” I said, retrieving it from my bag, “but in summary, after serving in the Army between 1971 and 1979, I was the Activities Coordinator for the Avon Adventure Sports Club in Bristol. I completed a Mountain Leadership Course, where I trained in map reading, contour interpretation, leadership skills, fieldcraft, and survival techniques. Plus, I can teach Level 1 First Aid.”

I removed from my folder my Grade 6 Mountain Leadership Certificate from the County of Avon Outdoor Pursuits program and showed it to Abbas.

“I’ve climbed all the high peaks in Wales, including two ascents of Mount Snowdon.”

Abbas nodded, flipping through my CV.

“The group leadership skills could be valuable,” he admitted, “and we do offer mountain climbs as part of our portfolio. That could be a useful resource.”

I seized the moment. “I also took part in an Army overland expedition,” I added. “We climbed Mount Sabalan in Azerbaijan, northern Iran and in my share of the driving, I drove a Land Rover more than 7,000 kilometres from Berlin to Teheran and back, including across the Anatolian Plateau and other very remote areas and rough terrain.”

That seemed to catch his interest.

“Impressive,” he said, setting the CV down.

For the first time, I felt like I had a real chance.

Then Abbas leaned back in his chair, hands folded and gave me a measured look.

“Steve,” he said, “I like your background, and you’d probably be a good fit. But I have a formal interview next week with someone who applied for this job in response to the official advertisement. He’s flying in from Kenya just for the interview.”

My stomach dropped.

This was probably a seasoned candidate, someone who had likely already worked in the industry in Kenya.

Abbas must have noticed the flicker of disappointment on my face because he added,

“In all fairness, as he has already applied, I need to see that person first, before making a final decision.”

I forced myself to smile and nod.

“Of course,” I said. “I understand.”

“Good,” Abbas stood, extending his hand. “Come back Friday at nine o’clock for a formal interview.”

I shook his hand firmly.

“Thank you,” I said.

As I stepped out of his office, the excitement battled with uncertainty. All my other lines of enquiry had, in the meantime, dried up, and I realised that, depending on Mr Moledina, this could well be my last week in Tanzania. That being the case, it was unthinkable to return to Europe without going on a safari, so, I made up my mind to search for a short, affordable trip, at least to see the fabled Ngorongoro Crater and a take in a part of the vast Serengeti... in real life, not just on TV!
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Leaving the YMCA the following morning, I began my search for cheap tour operators. The sun, already high and burning, beat down upon me. A small local bar advertised ice cold, freshly squeezed juice, so I popped in far a glass.

“The Barracuda” - a roofless courtyard with an open-fronted thatched bar - was empty at that early hour, apart from a girl sitting in the shade of a potted palm reading a newspaper. The barman, an amiable and talkative young guy, introduced himself as Peter and as he poured my drink asked from where I came, what I was doing in Tanzania, and how I enjoyed Arusha, and so on. 

When I mentioned I was after a cheap safari, Peter said, “the brother of that chick reading the newspaper is a manager of a safari company.” He beckoned the girl to come over. When she stepped out of the shade and into the sunlight, wearing flat sandals and a short sleeveless summer dress that showed off her long legs, slender arms and smooth chocolate skin, I choked on my mango juice. She was stunning! With her open and friendly face, silky skin and a dazzling smile, all thoughts of a safari were driven momentarily from my head

“Hi, I’m Pascalina,” she smiled, and I immediately fell in love with her. 

“I’m Steve. Nice to meet you,” (understatement of the year!). “Peter told me your brother manages a safari company. But what do you do here?”

“I’m studying computer programming at a commercial school here in town, and, to help pay for the course, I give massages.”

I asked her if she had time to give me a massage straight away, as I was feeling rather stiff in places. 

Pascalina’s ‘massage parlour’ proved to be a cheap nearby guesthouse, where she asked me to slip a few shillings into the gatekeeper’s pocket to rent a room for an hour. I soon learned what this implied. Deflated in heart but not in other parts, on a rickety bed under a water-stained ceiling, I entered the real world of Pascalina. It is a world of sadness and ecstasy that I stepped into many times hence, and with bright sunlight streaming through the windows, casting shadows of the burglar bars on the bed, I have awoken to the sight of a variety of rusty ceiling fans and grey and patched mosquito nets, always wondering where I was, how I got there and why I was really there. 

The allure of these beautiful young African girls can be overwhelming, especially for a single young man. But it is a sad fact that many girls, especially back then during the peak of the epidemic, got infected with HIV.​[7] Very rarely was it contracted from western tourists or visitors, but more than likely from truck drivers, transiting between Rwanda and Zaire, and to Uganda, Tanzania and Kenya, where the overnight truck stops are a noisy, dirty chaos full of ramshackle bars and cheap hookers.

So, even with Pascalina, my beautiful, clean and healthy computer programmer, I made sure I protected my hardware with an anti-virus!

Tanzania then – and probably now – is one of the poorest countries in Africa. Many of the girls have no income and are always looking for money or escape. The former is relatively easy – the latter not so; unless they are one of the lucky ones to find someone who wants to marry them and take them out of poverty, but many of these marriages end in disaster. 

It is hard to label this struggle to survive as ‘prostitution’. 

Of course, in the big cities in Africa there are ‘red light districts’ where professional street-walkers or hookers ply their trade, and there are infamous, well-known bars and night clubs frequented by prostitutes, but the girls I met in Arusha and the other casual encounters with girls in my many travels, were, like Pascalina, ordinary young African women taking advantage of the advances of a guy willing to give them a nice time and give them some money. I never thought of them as “sex workers”. 
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Hoping my donation to her computer course assisted her, I finally escaped the slippery embrace of Pascalina and, leaving her parlour, she escorted me down the street to meet her brother, George, who turned out not to be a manager at all, but a street tout, hanging around the corner of India Street and Makongoro Road, and working on commission for some of the cheapest companies in Arusha. 

After saying goodbye to Pascalina, George led me to the small but busy office of Amango Tours in the AICC, sat me down in a chair before a desk littered with paperwork, and introduced me to Mr Prem, the company’s owner, saying, “This is Mr Steve. He wants a three-day, four-night trip.”

“We have a safari departing tomorrow morning,” said Mr Prem, “returning to Arusha on Thursday.” 

This was convenient, as it would get me back in time for my interview with Mr. Moledina.

“This is ideal,” I said. 

While discussing the details and concluding the transaction, as we chatted, I casually mentioned to Mr Prem my real reason for being in Arusha.

“I was originally looking for work in conservation, but it seems impossible, so I changed direction to see if I can get into safari work.”

“Well, we are a small, local company and do not employ ex-pats,” Mr Prem looked up from the paperwork, “but why don’t you go and see Doctor Markus Borner? I hear he is in town at present.” 

I admitted that I didn’t know the name.

“Doctor Borner​[8]is the head of the Frankfurt Zoological Society,” said Mr Prem. “He lives somewhere in the middle of the Serengeti, but I hear he is attending some meetings with the national parks.” 

My heart skipped a beat. This is my chance! 

Thanking Prem and grabbing my receipt and joining instructions for the safari, I flew out the door, sprinted along the corridor, clattered upstairs to TANAPA and burst into the outer office.

Aziza, the lovely secretary, who knew me from my previous two visits, glanced up in surprise and my hasty entrance. 

“Hi Aziza, sorry to barge in. I want to see Dr. Borner.”

“Take a seat,” she reached for the Tanzanian Teapot, “he’ll be here in about half an hour.”

Barely unable to drink my tea, my hands shook with anticipatory nerves. I sat working out what to say to Dr Borner, how to approach him, and his possible responses, etc. As I waited and fretted, I conjured up an idea of the doctor’s appearance; a tall, stern-faced, immaculately dressed German professor, continually glancing at his Rolex watch, while I tried to convince him, in the one minute that he had granted, to employ me... and then his terse response, rejecting my proposal off-hand, as I didn’t have an alphabet soup after my name. 

Little did I realize that the most significant and pivotal point in my entire life was fast approaching. While enduring all this mental anguish, the door opened and in walked Ben Kanza, “Hello, Steve. Did you want to see me?”

“Not today, sir, I am waiting to speak to Dr Borner,” I stood up to shake his hand.

“OK, just hang on. He is behind me,” Ben turned and entered the inner office. 

Two or three other Tanzanians and a European followed shortly, whom I ignored as they walked straight past me and through the door into the inner sanctum.

Aziza stared at me with wide eyes, “That was Dr Borner! I thought you knew him,”
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