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The plan: March 26 – April 9, Uganda, 2000 km. The Nile, mountains, parks with 

gorillas and other beasts – will we manage everything? 

 

Gorilla’s Touch 

We reach Bwindi Park, dripping wet from the rain (anyway, those who are on the 

bike;) and warm up a little bit, wandering along the clayey mountain paths. 

Towards evening, we discuss the itinerary for tomorrow’s hike with the park 

guards and guides and go to look for lodging in a local village. This time, Indulis 

comes up big by making a deal with the owner of quite a classy lodge on the 

mountain slopes that for the price of the cheapest rooms we can get DeLuxe 

rooms in chalets on the slopes with a fantastic view over the jungle-covered 

mountains and valleys. Since this is a low, rainy season with not so many 

tourists, the owner is compliant and instructs the staff to prepare us a delicious 

dinner and a breakfast box to take away tomorrow for the early hike. It seems 

that half of the village have gathered at the hotel for work this evening. As we 

are the only guests tonight, it looks like there are more employees than 

customers. We do receive good service here, that’s for sure...;) 

Early in the morning, as agreed, we show up at the headquarters of the park, 

where we go through a thorough registration procedure, with all our identity data 

being recorded. After all, if one of the guys takes a liking to a lady gorilla and 

decides to marry her right here, a copy of the passport will come in handy. Dāvis 

managed to leave his passport at the hotel, but his father, who has quite a 

similar face, somehow uses his passport for the registration procedure twice and 

now we can officially start our hike along these forest trails leading into the 

forest. Mārtiņš is wary of the warnings about snotty people who can be 

prohibited access to the gorillas, because after getting soaking wet last night he 

now has a badly running nose, but somehow he manages to keep quiet during 

the briefing, and so we are all given hiking sticks and head for the jungle. 

Our small group is accompanied by three guides/guards with machetes, and two 

of them have Kalashnikovs over their shoulders. Moreover, as far as we 

understand, there are also a couple of scouts who have already gone into the 

forest and found the place where a gorilla family is hanging out today. Using the 

walkie-talkies they report to our guards where we should be taken. We walk the 

first several kilometres along the jungle trails that lead us away from any 
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civilization and, here we are, face to face with the jungle. There are steep ups 

and downs at places, and this is a pretty slippery walk in general: the soil is very 

clayey here and pretty wet after the heavy rain last night. It seems the scouts 

have found what they were looking for and report on the exact place which we 

are supposed to reach, so we sometimes turn off the trails and forge through the 

trees, bushes and lianas up some hill. 

And then we suddenly reach the destination. The guides barely manage to give 

us a sign to be careful, when the first gorilla guy emerges from the brushwood. 

Gorillas are generally not carnivorous animals, so we’re not coveted prey to 

them. Here in the park they are quite accustomed to human presence and take 

no notice of us. We follow this first gorilla for a while, and at some point it sits 

down on the roadside and we have to squeeze past this creature, half a metre 

away, along a gorilla path. It naughtily grabs one or two of us by the sleeve, 

then pushes aside and walks his own way. And here we get to see the rest of the 

family led by hefty males, weighing around 200 kg. These leaders are known as 

silverbacks due to the characteristic silver hair on their backs. Although the 

roaring of the males at times sounds quite menacing and resonant, there is 

nothing for us to be afraid of, as far as we know. The traditional chest beating is 

not a war dance in honour of our visit. It’s just a conversation within their clan. 

The family we’ve met has about 10 gorillas – larger and smaller, guys and girls, 

and our guides know all their names and some other details. Although we see 

that the two hefty males are watching everything what is going on here, only one 

of them dominates the family. The second one may leave voluntarily at some 

point or will be expelled and will establish his own family. It may also happen 

that this second male or another newcomer will claim the position of the 

dominant male and take over leadership of the family. While other members of 

the clan are hanging out on the ground and the trees around us and enjoying 

their morning meal, the dominant silverback is taking a nap in the bushes, 

snorting and farting from time to time, and the younger male is keeping a look-

out. Who knows, maybe he learns the whole system really well and will try to 

take the lead one day. He is sufficiently grown up and just as hefty as the 

current head of the family. 

In total, we have one hour to watch the gorillas since they are located. Time flies 

pretty fast, as we throw our heads back watching what these beasts are doing in 

the trees. To the best of our understanding, during this season they are 

searching for food on rather high tree tops where they can find new shoots and 

various berries. At times we wonder how the fine branches on top of the trees 



are able to hold up, especially when a 200 kg heavy male climbs up the 

uppermost branches. But despite their weight, gorillas are pretty deft in climbing 

trees and none of them has fallen down from the height before our eyes. We are 

lucky to have met the gorillas on the ground first and seen them so very close. 

As we understand it, during this time of the year, when there is not a lot of food 

on the ground, other groups of tourists happen to spend the entire hour watching 

the gorillas’ pranks on tree tops from quite a long distance. 

Being diligent tourists, we take photos and shoot videos until our cameras are 

full and, lost in admiration of the gorillas which we have seen so close, we say 

goodbye to this friendly family and walk down the mountains and out of the 

jungle. We say thank you to our guides for the truly well-organized hiking and 

leave Bwindi Park, wishing them all good luck here and in other places where 

people have managed to preserve the environment and conditions for gorillas 

and other animals so that they can survive in today’s world overcrowded by 

people. This has undoubtedly been the most emotional adventure of our journey, 

and we set off on the road to Kampala with plenty of positive emotions and 

beautiful memories. 

 

Back to Reality of the Biking Expedition 

The ride from Bwindi Park to the town of Mbarara happens to be pretty harsh for 

Mārtiņš, because it is raining heavily the whole day. While going the first 

kilometres along the muddy and slippery mountain trail, the bike reaches a turn 

and ends up down on the ground with both riders, including Agnese. It is 

therefore decided that Agnese must squeeze in the rear of the jeep as the fourth 

passenger, at least until the asphalt starts. Although this fall wasn’t too 

dangerous or painful, it is easier for Mārtiņš to handle these slippery serpentine 

trails on his own. When we reach the asphalt and the rain gains in strength, we 

continue the remaining 200 km to the agreed hotel without any swaps. Upon 

arrival, Mārtiņš is dripping wet and trembling with cold, so his only rescue is a 

glass of hard liquor and immediate dive in the sauna, which is miraculously 

available here. So much for Africa. Today’s journey with freezing and then 

warming up at the sauna is certainly associated more with the northern cape in 

Scandinavia... 

The next evening we all arrive at Entebbe Airport, as the farewell moment has 

come. A week together with our girls and friends has been very nice and life-

giving to us, but now it is time to get down to the expedition plans again. Kisses, 



hugs, handshakes and wishes to meet soon back home, and our friends are 

gone... 

Meanwhile, we have received news from Sabrina that people from the EU 

Delegation have arranged Ethiopian business visas for us, as it would be mission 

impossible to get regular tourist visas either here or in Kenya. That landlocked 

African country has extremely strict entry and security rules which will play a 

very painful trick on us a little later on our journey. Their viewpoint is 

understandable, because various conflicts and extremism manifestations are 

happening around this relatively stable country with its population of 90 million – 

Somalian issues, militant partition of Sudan, brutal activities of Islamic State and 

Boko Haram around the country, etc. When we receive our business visa, it’s just 

a piece of paper printed from the e-mail and it instructs us that we should take it 

to the border and everything will be finalized there – they will make a normal 

visa for the passport and we will be allowed to enter Ethiopia. Well, this issue 

seems to be settled and we try to keep our mind off it, although some suspicion 

still remains – this “business visa” is just a piece of paper, which looks too 

simple... 

 

Peace out, Uganda 

We spend a few days at Sabrina and Arthur’s place and celebrate Easter, making 

sure to buy eggs and boil them together with onion skins. Besides, we pay a visit 

to Ibra again for some minor repairs of the bikes, perform some tasks given to 

us by the Latvian schoolchildren in this city, meet for a beer with other members 

of Arthur’s club one evening and say goodbye to Kampala with its giant traffic 

jams. We have suspicions that we will come back here in the foreseeable future 

and maybe have some of our new friends over in Latvia – we have received a 

genuinely warm and friendly welcome in this city. 

On April 8, a few days later than originally planned, we get out of the bustle of 

the city and head for our next country, Kenya. We have decided that instead of 

going all the way through the boring and crowded main road connecting Kampala 

with Nairobi, we will go round Mount Elgon located at the border from the north. 

There is a border crossing point on a small mountain track, and we hope that it 

will be possible to settle the necessary visas there. When we reach the foothill of 

Mount Elgon 300 km away and turn onto the needed road, the initial segment is 

covered with quite good asphalt. This evening we reach Sipi village 

recommended by Arthur where we are greeted by magnificent views of the 

waterfalls cascade. The largest of the three is more than 100 metres high. We 



arrange with a small local guesthouse that we will put up our tents, but then we 

settle down for the night under a thatched shelter together with our bikes, and 

there is no need to take out the tents. We hire a few local kids to take us to the 

foot of the waterfall along quite small and slippery trails in the twilight, and 

although there is not much rainfall and not much water in this area at the 

moment, the waterfall seems extremely impressive to us. We are hiding our 

cameras deep beneath our shirts because the mist caused by the waterfall makes 

us thoroughly wet. After this quite a bit of walking at a height of 200 metres and 

back, the traditional local dinner consisting of Matoke or mashed bananas, which 

is served at the guesthouse, tastes particularly delicious, and soon afterwards we 

enjoy sweet dreams in the open air under the shelter... 

The next morning we hit the road as early as possible, hoping to avoid rain 

during the 70 km to the border, because we know how this clayey trail looks like 

in heavy downpour thanks to photos shown by Arthur in Kampala, and we really 

don’t want to experience something like that. But even without rain, this section 

of the road is rather wet and it turns into yet another off-road adventure, taking 

us almost 4 hours to cover this relatively short segment. We are wondering 

whether it would be possible at all for us and our giant bikes to get up or down 

the steep clayey and stony slopes if the rain were actually pouring down. Luckily, 

we reach the border town, where we finally treat ourselves to hearty breakfast in 

the Ugandan style. The border procedures don’t take much time, and after a 

short while we are in the eleventh country within our African adventure. It seems 

to us at the border point that we are the only ones who come up to the 

immigration and customs officials to show some kind of papers – the other 

people, probably locals, are walking, cycling, biking or even driving big trucks to 

cross the border back and forth, without even slowing down. We wish we could 

do the same everywhere...;) 

During the Ugandan leg of our trip, we have spent two weeks full of excitement 

and packed with emotions, met our loved ones and friends, and managed to 

recover strength for the subsequent journey. The highlights include, of course, 

the visit from our friends and spending some time with them. Besides, we will 

certainly not forget the horrors of the Kampala traffic, the taste of the Nile water 

and the touch by Mr. Gorilla!!! 
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