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Monkeys Don't Wear Diapers





I dedicate this book to the beautiful souls:

monkeys who call OPRhome, those yet to be rescued, and the

compassionate humans whose continued love and support

moke OPRa successful, safe and happy ploce.
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Foreword

This book is about a special group of monkeys. some came from misinformed
owrers, who tried to give them a good home, but were overwhelmed by the
needs of a monkey. Others were horribly mistreated by abusive owners, who
faced criminal charges for their actions. Still others were retired from research
institutions, after they were no longer needed for experiments.

The legal and illegal trade in monkeys is staggering. An Internet search using
the phrase, "baby monkey for sale," reveals thousands of ads for virtually every
known species of monkey. For a few hundred dollars, a person can purchase a
monley.

It is o terrible decision.

These monkeys are almost always condemned to a horrible life; kept in
completely unsuitable, often unima$nably gpim conditions.

I have learned a tremendous amount from monkeys over nearly 20 years of
providing sanctuary for them. Each monkey is an individual who has specific need.s,

desires, and aspirations; not so different from people. They require a tremendous
amount of work, love, patience, and attention, which I wil1ingly give them. In
return, they accept me into their world and I come out a much richer person.

I don't know how I can find words strong enough to thank those who have helped
make this dream a reality, and who have helped make OpR Coastai primate

Sanctuary (OPR) a safe and happy place for so many monkeys. In our growing
and hurried world, flnding compassion for other people can often be a difflcult
task. Providing the same compassion to animals can be even more difflcult. yet,

when it would be easy to look the other way, so many people have reached out,
helped us, and continue to make a difference.
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You are angels and will always be heroes to the animals and the people who care

for them.

There are so many of you who have made a difference. It would take an entire

book were I to thank ali of you, individually. Know that your contributions have

had a tremendous impact on our ability to continue providing sanctuary to these

needy monkeys.

A special thank you to ali of our volunteers who have spent countless hours at

OPR maintaining, cleaning, and building habitats... and just carin$.

And thankyou:

Cathy Liss, Dave Tilford, Ava Rinehart, Alexandra Alber$, and the staff of the

Animal Welfare lnstitute for making the creation of this book possible. Kenneth

Litwak, my co-author, foryour compassion, expertise, and dedication. Viktor

Reinhardt and all of the T AREF members for many years of encouragement,

valuable advice, and support. Drs. Fay Rankln, Robert \4acArthur, Nlark

Stoenner, lvlargaret Wissman, Robin Lane, and all of your veterinary staff, for

the years of expertise, support, and advice, as you cared for all of the monkeys at

OPR. Don, Arlene and Jonah Lee for believing in me and for gfraciously donatin$

the breathtaking land and buildings for our sanctuary and for your continued

love and support. George and Evelyn Chalustowski foryour love, compassion

and years of support. Damon, Daylee and Kiersten Shaw, Kelly Gutierrez, and the

Douglas and Gloria Rumberger Foundation for caring and for helpin$us make

such a positive difference. Robert Reichers and Jann Dryer, whose generous act

of kindness to the OPR mission willbe honored and remembered through the

success of every primate's life in which we are able to alieviate suffering. Jean

Barr, Jody Gurin, Love INC, Home Depot, Unchained Brotherhood, and so many

more!All are heroes to OPR.

And a special thank you to everyone who loves monkeys, has thought of owning

one, and decides, after reading this book, to let them remain wild and free.
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Polly
ANIMALS have always been part of my life. There has hardly ever been a

time when I didn't feel a deep love and connection with them. My fondest

memories as a child are of times when r helped animals or shared some

experience with them.

My parents would laugh as they retold stories of my escapades with

animals. when I was barely 3 years old, after praying in the backyard all

morning, Icame into the house clutching [uofuzzy caterpillars in my

tiny hands. I put them on the living room floor and watched intently

as they crawled around. After naming them and playing with them for
over an hour, I decided they needed to have a place to sleep. At this

point, my mother stepped in and gently told me that my new ,,pets,, had

families who probably missed them. lt would be best to return them to
the yard, so they could rejoin those families. This set off another round

of conversations between me and the caterpillars, as only a 3-year-old

can have. lgently picked them up, one in each hand, and headed for
the back door, only to be stymied when I realized I no longer had a hand

available to open the door. Not to be dissuaded, I carefully put one of the



caterpillars in my mouth, freeing my hand to open the door and allowing

me to get the caterpillars back to their families.

one of my earliest memories is from a visit to the zoo with my parents.

When we reached the monkeys, I stood fascinated, watching them with

rapt attention, seemingly for hours. The baby monkeys really captivated

me, as they clung so tightly to their mothers' bellies. The affection lavished

by the mothers upon their infants, as they nursed and cuddled them, was

so tender and loving. I remember thinking that the monkeys were treating

their babies the same way I had seen human mothers treat their babies.

We lived only a couple of blocks from a veterinary clinic. when I was'1 1,

I would go there every day after school to make myself available, just in

case they needed my "help." After months of offering this help, I must

have finally worn them down and they started letting me clean cages

and pick up doughnuts in the morning from the store next door. I was

so proud of my job. Even if I wasn't making any money, I got to work

with animals.

My'Job" at the clinic soon came in very handy, after I found three baby

birds who had fallen from a nest in the nearby strawberry field. I had put

them in a small box, lined with fresh grass, but didn't quite know what to

do with them. The veterinarian was so kind as he explained what I would

need to do to care for them, how often they would need to be fed (very

often), and what food they needed. For the next two weeks, my fingernails

were perpetually covered in dirt, from digging up worms and beetles. Yet,
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Polly

my little brood grew quickly and a couple of weeks later I started giving

them "flying lessons," running around the yard flapping my arms like crazy.

I felt such a tremendous sense of accomplishment. ln my mind, I was

actually teaching them to fly. Then, when they finally flew away, my heart

swelled with pride, as I relived every moment of our short time together;

the first of many rescues and rehabilitations.

When I married and was blessed with my children, Michelle and Dustin, I

took a brief break from the paid workforce to devote my time to parenting

I loved my children so much and I wanted them to be able to share the joy

that animals had always brought to my life. I raised my children to show

care and respect for all animals, to understand that animals had feelings

and that they were to be treated with kindness. This meant that animals

were always to be a large part of their lives as they grew up.

One day, with my children in tory we went to a city park to feed and watch

the ducks. When we arrived, we noticed a mallard duck resting near a

picnic table. We walked closer, but he just stayed there, making no effort

to get away; not normal behavior. When we got even close; we quickly

realized the reason. One leg was very swollen. From the position of the

leg, I knew it was broken. I couldn't leave him there; so our visit to the park

ended before it began, as we wrapped him in a jacket and drove him over

to a veterinary clinic.l was thrilled when I found out that the leg could be

fixed, but then realized that I was going to have to care for "DaffiT" while

he had a cast on his leg and until he could safely walk and his leg had fully

healed. For the next two months, until his release, Daffu lived in our back
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Polly

yard, quacking furiously whenever he was hungry and, after the cast came

off swimming joyfully in the little wading poolwe set up for him. Our

accidental backyard wildlife rehabilitation center had officially opened.

Daffi7 was the first. Word spread quickly of my inability to say 
,,no,, to

animals in need. Soon, there was a steady stream of injured raccoons

and squirrels, orphaned fawns, and more baby birds than I could count.

Thankfully, the veterinarian who repaired Daf!'s leg continued to help me

and soon became one of my dearest friends. His generosity with his time

and efforts knew no bounds. we often spoke of the many wild animars he

had worked with in the pasl including my favorites, monkeys. lt was one

of those conversations when he told me the story of a Barbary macaque

named Amy, who he had saved after she had drunk from a bottle of
Drano. Little did I know at the time that this same macaque would end up

at my sanctuary 20 years laterl

With my children now in school, I started working as a veterinary

technician, a job that provided both income and a source of information

and supplies for my ever-growing wildlife rehabilitation center. wildlife
rehabilitation had become my real passion and I decided to take

advanced wildlife rehabilitation courses, offered through the Oregon

lnstitute of Technology.Ihecourses were difficult, but I devoured the

information they gave me and was constantly going to the |brary to find

more about each species I was likely to see. I learned how to properly care

for the animals, so they would have the best opportunity to be released.

I knew I had found my calling. After successfully compreting the courses,

I passed the exams given by the US Fish and Wildlife Service and was
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presented with a state license to care for wild birds, and a federal license

to care for fur-bearing mammals.

With every rescue, lgained more experience and was able to successfully

rehabilitate and release a greater variety of wildlife. I gave each animal

as much care and support as they needed. ln return, some would

provide me joy long after their release. Goober the crow, who fell from

his nest, injuring his wing, would never stray far from me, even after he

was released. For years, he would fly over from blocks away and begin

cawing to get my attention for a treat. Others were happy to be healed

and released, such as the coyote I rescued from a steel-jaw trap and

nursed through a broken leg. Any time I went near him, he tried to bite

me. Fortunately, I was never bitten and six weeks after arriving, I released

him. A quick look back at me and then he vanished into the undergrowth.

Soon, I had one of the highest release rates in the state of Oregon and was

asked by the local humane society to teach a class for others wanting to

become involved in wildlife rehabilitation, gaining many new recruits to

help with the animals in my care.

Over the course of 13years, mywildlife center grew into a successful

facility, with a strong board of directors and a flotilla of well-trained

rehabilitators. lt was at this point that I made the difficult decision to step

away from overseeing the wildlife center. I was confident that it was in

good hands and I was always available to help, but I thought it was time

for me to pursue a career with a steady income. This led me to pharmacy

school and a brief career as a pharmacy technician. The income and
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benefits were good, yetmy heart longed to work with the animals. During

my breaks at the pharmacy,l would scan the newspapers, looking at the

pets for sale. I didn't want to buy a pet, but from my experiences with the

humane society I knew these ads were often a cry for help. people rarely

sold their pets to make money. They sold their pets because they could no

longer care for them and provide them with a good home. I felt like they

were calling for me to help them.

And so it was one day, seven years after leaving my wildlife center, I read

the newspoper...
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Ernie
I COULDN'T believe it. I must have read and re-read the newspaper ad

20 times and I still couldn't believe it. Why would anyone be offering a

baby monkey for sale? There had to be a mlstake. Monkeys aren't pets.

They're wild animals.

I was shocked and concerned, yet intrigued, as I thought to myself 'What

a bad idea. What a very very bad idea." A thousand reasons for turning

the page raced throu gh my head, but I knew that if I didn't answer the

ad someone else was going to take that baby monkey. Someone who

wouldn't carefor him theway I knew lwould.

I didn't have children living at home, so I could devote my full attentions to

him. I owned my home in the country, so I had the space. I was experienced

in the care and rehabilitation of wild animals and had raised nearly every

kind of animal. How different could it be to raise ababy monkey? I had

nurtured a fascination for monkeys since I was a little child. ljust knew I could

do it. I was already imagining how I would carefor this helpless infant, what

I would feed him, where I would keep him, and how I would play with him.



It was too simple. Within minutes of reading the ad, I had picked up the

telephone and called the phone number. By later that day, this "very bad

idea" was being shipped to me and I was frantically trying to figure out

how to raise a baby monkey.

I often look back to that moment and wonder if I had known then what I

know now, would I have still made the telephone call? Even if I knew that

he would weigh only B ounces when he arrived at the house? Even if I

knew that he would be so young that his umbilical cord was still attached?

Even if I knew that he had a neurological disorder that would result in life-

long seizures? Even if I knew that as a result of thoughtless inbreeding, his

heart was 41/ztimes larger than normal, his lungs were underdeveloped,

and he had liver problems? Even if I knew that he would be the first of so

many monkey rescues that would keep me so busy I wouldn't be able to

take a vacation for the next two decades?

The answer is always "Yes."

Then he arrived. When I picked him up at the airport I couldn't help

wondering what kind of person would ship such a tiny, helpless baby

monkey in a container, all by himself. He was practically newborn. lt was

remarkable that he had even survived the plane flight. The person who

had arranged for his delivery told me that he came from a dealer who

was inbreeding monkeys to create designer, "pocket-sized" monkeys. Her

only advice was to treat the baby monkey the same as a human infant-in

retrospec! both the best and worst possible advice to raise ababy monkey.
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Ernie

I looked at this fragile, infant monkey and he looked at me with the
biggest and most soulful eyes. My heart melted. euickly, I gave him the
warm bottle of formula, which I had brought to the airport, and burped

him, as I had done for my own children. As we drove home, he snuggled

into my arms and drifted off to sleep. As I looked down at him, I watched
his little eyes dance under his closed eyelids. He was dreaming.

What was he dreaming about? Was he dreaming of his mother? She

should have been holding him, nursing him, and comforting him. Did she

fight and scream when he was taken from her? was she grieving for the
loss of her baby? As I held him and thought of these many questions, I felt
overwhelming guilt for taking him from his mother, even as I knew in my
heart that he had been taken from his mother before I ever called about
him. At that moment, I resolved to make sure he was loved, well cared

for, and happy for the rest of his life. I wondered about the other baby

monkeys taken from their mothers, and knew that I had to help them, too.

At that time, I had no idea of the scale and effects of the trade in monkeys

as pets. ljust knew I had to do something.

His tiny hand-so incredibly human-like-found its way into his mouth and

he was soon sucking his thumb as he slept. I courdn't stop looking at his

ha nds or traci ng my finger a rou nd his amazingr ittle fi n gerna i ls. He was so

similar to a baby human. He had almost no body hair; except for a thick tuft
of shiny, black hair on the top of his head. lt was no wonder that people were

so enthralled with baby monkeys that they were willing to take them from

their mothers, in their misguided attempts to turn them into household pets.
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From the moment he arrived, little Ernie had constant health problems,

none of which I knew about when he first came to us. When he was only

a month old, Ernie started having seizures. lt was so frightening to watch.

We were constant visitors to our veterinarian. lt was during those visits

that, in addition to his neurologic problems, we found that Ernie had an

enlarged heart and a compromised liver. Even facing such long odds, we

knew we would continue to do everything possible to give him a good life,

untilwe couldn't.

By the time Ernie was 3 months old, he was having up to 30 grand mal

seizures daily, as well as many petit mal seizures in between. We had

been trying multiple medications, in hopes of finding one that worked. lt

was with some reluctance that our veterinarian gave us phenobarbital;

knowing that it would probably stop his seizures, but would also

eventually damage his liver even more. With nothing left to try, we started

the drug and the results were astounding. lnstead of near-constant

seizure activity, the frequency decreased to twice weekly, then once

monthly, eventually settllng to once every few months as he got older. lt

was the lesser of two evils, but at least we were able to give him a better

quality of life now.

By the time he was 6 months old, Ernie had already outlived the

predictions of his health-care team of veterinarians, neurologists, and

cardiologists. lt was a grueling and exhausting time for me. Every day,

there were So many medications to give and we had to keep track of his

every move. The severity of his medical conditions left me with a constant
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Ernie

dread. Losing Ernie would have been devastating to me. Even thinking

about it tore a little hole in my heart. Many times, I felt like he spent more

time in the car, going to medical appointments, than he did running

around our house.

lndeed, it was those times when he ran around, bouncing from one chair

to the next, that I could relax a little and maybe even laugh at his many

antics. Often, when Ernie was perched on my head, he would grab onto

my hair and we would take a quick run through the house. lnvariably,

he would slip and end up dangling from my ear or mouth. Fortunately,

he weighed less than a pound, so it wasn't uncomfortable; although, I

quickly learned not to wear any jewelry since it would get torn off by a

hanging monkey.

He loved to steal things from my pockets, chattering hysterically as I

chased him. He would hide his treasures, repeatedly moving them if I

got close to finding them. He had a true knack for taking the one item

I truly needed, like my car keys. lt may have been inconvenient, but I

could never resist his antics. As he raced from room to room, leading me

on a merry treasure hunt, I always ended up laughing.

One of his favorite games was to play "trampoline" on my bed. He could

seemingly bounce up and down for hours, screaming with delight the

entire time. lt was a perfect bedtime activity for him, as he wore himself

out and would fall asleep soon after.
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And so it happened one night:After an hour of bouncing on the bed, he

snuggled under my chin, clutching his favorite teddy bear, and went to

sleep. Looking down at this precious little monkey, I smiled and another

exhausting day drifted away. Soon after, I drifted oft to sleep, too.

Suddenly, I was awake. Had it been minutes or hours that I slept? I wasn't

quite sure. I looked at the clock. lt was 4 a.m.; I could still get a little more

sleep. I reached down to comfort Ernie and cradle him in my hand,

but something was very wrong. He was ice cold and wasn't moving. I

screamed, waking my husband and my daughter, who was visiting us

for the weekend. Ernie was limp and lifeless. He wasn't breathing and I

couldn't feel a heartbeat. I lifted his eyelids. They were fixed and dilated. I

couldn't seem to move fast enough as I began CPR.

I could barely control my sobbing long enough to deliver the chest

compressions and mouth-to-nose breathing.Time slowed to a crawl as

1 minute, 2 minutes, and then 5 minutes passed. I couldn't give up. My

husband and daughter were watching me with tears in their eyes, not

wanting me to stop, but beginning to face the horrible reality I couldn't

believe.

"He's gone honey," my husband quietly sald, reaching his hand out to

comfort me. Then, as I was about to give uq Ernie stirred and gasped.

Once. Twice. Then he stopped breathing again. Again, I began CPR. I knew

I could brlng him back and I wasn't giving up. Two minutes later, he started

breathing again and opened his eyes, just a little-as if to say, "Have I
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Ernie

missed something?" I looked at him, with tears of joy streaming down my
face. His little face looked back at me and to my horror I saw that half of it
was drooping-a sure sign of a stroke.

Hardly 1 5 minutes after waking up to a nightmarish scene, we were

bundling Ernie into the car, having called our veterinarian and arranged to

meet him at his office. There, we were able to confirm that he had suffered

both a stroke and a heart attack. The emotions came rushing into me like

a torrent. I had to sit down, as I was shaking and cryinguncontrollably.

somehow, this fragile little monkey had beaten back tremendous odds

and, through a miracle, had survived.

Yet, even with his manyt many health problems, Ernie began to grow and

thrive. we had devoted an entire room to him, with lots of swings, perches,

teddy bears, puzzle feeders, and numerous other toys. We even built a

tree house for him, right inside our house. when the weather warmed up,

we constructed a huge outdoor enclosure, which he could reach through

a little trap door in his room. He loved spending summer days outdoors,

letting the sun warm his fur and watching the world go by. Ernie had so

much space to roam and stretch. Then, every night he would come inside,

wait for me to open the enclosure door, and attach himself to me for the

night. lt was a wonderful routine that brought me such joy.

And then Ernie started to grow up. When he was about 3 yearsold, he

began having issues sharing his toys. I was the only person allowed to
touch any of his belongings. At first it was funny and reminded me of my

15



children when they wouldn't share. My husband, Skip, and I would make

jokes about his sharlng issues and we thought it was hilarious. Those

funny moments were fleeting.

One night, as I lay in bed, with Ernie attached to me as he had always

been, Skip rolled over to kiss me on the cheek, as he always did before we

went to sleep. Suddenly, Ernie, who had been almost asleep, jumped up

and began a verbal assault at Skip, chattering at the top of his little lungs.

As he finished this barrage, he reached out and slapped Skip across the

face. While the slap didn't hurt and we thought the incident was highly

amusing, it signaled a change in our llttle family dynamic.

Ernie was getting bigger and more aggressive. Our sweet little infant was

beginning to mature and exhibit the behaviors common to every male

macaque. He was trying to exert his new-found strength and maturity to

rule the troop (in this case, Skip and me).

Ernie began to make rules; rules with consequences if broken:

1. Nobody touches Polly in front of Ernie.

2. Nobody eats in front of Ernie unless they intend to share the food

with Ernie.

3. Nobody eats food that Ernie doesn't like to eat.

4. Nobody touches Ernie's toys unless he first gives permission.

5. Ernie decides what objects are toys.

6. Objects of value to a human are valuable to Ernie, therefore are now

Ernie's toys.
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lgove On warm, sunny days, Ernie loved to be

autside and feel the wind in his hair or to sit in
his hammock ftockground).



ABovE Even with all the climbing equipment and toys

in his outdoor enclosure, Ernie wanted his human

caretokers to come in and play with him.
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Breaking any of these rules resulted in a verbal barrage of screams and

hoots, often followed by a slap across the cheek.

lf I told other people of these rules, most would tell me it was ridiculous

to put up with these "bad" behaviors. They'd say, "you need to discipline

him and put him in his place." This well-meaning advice was so mispraced.

Macaques are not dogs, who will tolerate gentle rebuke. They are not
people, who can understand the explanation of why their behavior is

unacceptable. Macaques are social monkeys with a social hierarchy. Both

male and female macaques have to establish their place in the hierarchy.

once established, they almost always look to improve or maintain their

social rank. Especially for males, that means they must challenge any

other males-often quite fiercely. ln the wild, this arrangement works well

and promotes troop dynamics. As a pet, this behavior is almost always

disastrous for the monkey (especially if the particular monkey-like
Ernie-is not one to back down without a confrontation) and results in

them being locked in a cage or promotes the horrible abuses lve rescued

monkeys from over the years.

I knew the time had come. Ernie could no longer have the run of the house

or sleep with us. we carefully designed a special monkey bed for him and

attached it to the wall in his room. The bed had surrounding rails, so that

if he had seizures in the middle of the night, he wouldn't fail out. His room

was directly across from our bedroom, so that he was able to see us. More

importantly, I was able to see him. lf he had a seizure, I could quickly go

into his room to hold him and make sure he didn't bite his tongue. As I
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held him in my arms, he would stare at me, his eyes wide with fright. Soon

the seizure would be over and he would snuggle deeply into my arms, not

wanting to leave their safety for hours afterwards.

Still, even with everything we provided for Ernie, he was alone. From the

dozens of books and articles I had read about macaques, I knew they were

social monkeys. Ernie needed a monkey companion. I was not about to

get another one from the newspaper. I simply couldn't bring myself to

support such a terrible pet trade, even if it was to give these monkeys a

better life.

Just when I was beginning to despair about how to get a friend for Ernie, I

received a phone call from a person who needed to find a home for their

pet macaque. To this day, I have no idea how they found me, but I was so

grateful they did.

Justin was only 6 months old, but had already been in three different

homes. ln each case, I was told, he had become aggressive and the owners

gave him away. At the time, I knew nothing of the dynamics of pairing

monkeys, but I did know that Ernie needed a companion and I felt certain

that a 6-month-old macaque couldn't be aggressive. Without further ado,

I arranged for Justin to be flown to Oregon, and soon I was at the airport

looking into a crate at a little monkey as he "fear grimaced" back at me.

When we gotJustln home, we slowly opened the crate door while

speaking gently to him, aware of the reports of his aggressive nature. Sure
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enough, as soon as we opened that door, Justin came flying from the back

of the crate and tried to bite my hand. Without even thinking I opened

my mouth slightly and scolded him a bit verbally (macaque style) as Ernie

would do to me when I broke his rules. The effect was immediate, as Justin

went from a little terror to a little angel, lip-smacking and cuddling against

me, as if to apologize for his actions. I almost dropped him, I was laughing

so hysterically.

It didn't take long for Ernie and Justin to become best friends. They played

together constantly, chasing each other indoors and out, catching bugs,

dipping their toes in the wading pool, and hooting at me whenever they

had the chance. Everything was almost perfect, except for one very

significant problem. Justin was terrified when Ernie had a seizure. The

sight of Ernie quivering through a seizure would send Justin running as far

away from hlm as possible, screaming at the top of his lungs. lt became so

upsetting to Justin that I had to separate them at night, when Ernie had

most of his seizures.

As perfect as their friendship was, I knew I could no longer keep Justin

and Ernie together. Thus began my monkey sanctuary like my wildlife

rehabilitation center-a fortunate accident that resulted in so many saved

animals. Because Justin and Ernle were no longer compatible, I had to

take the next steps, putting out calls to humane societies and rescue

leagues to let me know of unwanted monkeys. My troop was expanding.
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\tVhy N4acaques?
l'M OFTEN asked, "Why macaques?" The simple answer is, 

,,Because the
first monkey I ever brought in was a macaque.,, ln reality,the answer is

much more complex.

To begin with, macaques are fascinating monkeys. The22species

of macaques are distributed across southern and southeastern Asia

into Japan, with one species (the Barbary macaque) in North Africa

and the southern tip of the lberian peninsula. As such, they are the

second most widespread primate genus besides humans. They are

almost all highly social monkeys, with some species living in troops of
up to several hundred individuals. Each troop has an intricate social

hierarchy. Maintaining the hierarchy is the job of the dominant male, who

accomplishes this task with a look, threats, vocalization, or as a last resort,

violence. Female macaques also have ahierarchy within the troop, which

depends on their familial relationships. Daughters of high-ranking females

tend to be high-ranking, while daughters of low-ranking femares tend to

be low-ranking.



The dynamics of their social hierarchy has led to macaques engaging in

more overt aggression-far more so than their NewWorld counterparts

(e.g., squirrel monkeys, capuchins, and spider monkeys). As a result, few

macaques are kept in zoos and very few sanctuaries will take them in.

They also share many anatomical, physiological, and even psychological

traits with humans (as well as 93 percent of our genes), which has led to

their extensive use for laboratory research. Many people forget that rhesus

macaques gave their name to the Rh faclor, in reference to a protein

on the surface of red blood cells that was described with blood from

rhesus monkeys. At the same time, they can harbor diseases that, on rare

occasions, have been transmitted to humans through bltes and scratches.

Macaques range in size from the petite 4- to 6-pound toque macaque to

the 4O-plus-pound Tibetan macaque. Some species have very long tails,

such as the long-tailed and lion-tailed macaques, while others, such as the

stump-tailed and Tibetan macaques, have virtually no tail. All macaque

species are arboreal, although they can be equally at home on the ground.

Unlike many other primates, macaques love to swim.

Macaques are highly intelligent omnivores. ln the wild, they spend much

of their time foraging for seeds, fruits, insects, and lizards, storing food

in their very large cheek pouches. However, they have also adapted to

living around people. Many cities in Asia have large resident macaque

populations, living off scraps and handouts. This has resulted in these

urban macaques being viewed as tame pets, instead of wild animals who
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have adapted to city life. ln some cities, the population of macaques has

grown so large that they are viewed as urban pests.

ln the United States, macaques are among the most commonly sold

monkeys for the pet trade. Every year, thousands of baby macaques

are sold to people who are ill-equipped to give them the care and life

that they need. Many of these babies come from disreputable breeders

who try to produce as many babies as possible, while tinkering with ill-

conceived breeding schemes to create "designer" monkeys.

I knew none of this when I first purchased Ernie. I just knew that selling a

baby monkey seemed like a bad idea and that I wanted to give him the

best quality of life. lt was only later that I discovered the vast scope of the

legal and illegal pet monkey trade.

Even then I didn't start out with the idea to build a sanctuary dedicated to

macaques. When I needed to find Ernie a companion, it was a fortunate

coincldence that I was able to take in Justin, who was the same species.

Then, in the same manner as I had created an accidental backyard wildlife

rehabilitation center, two macaques became many.

By 1998, it had become apparent to me that I needed to do more. I had

spent a lot of time researching other monkey sanctuaries and talking to

the people who had devoted their lives to providing for the monkeys. I had

found thatvirtually no facilities were dedicated to macaques. Between

the thousands of macaques being sold as pets every year and the lack
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Why Alacoques?

of facilities that would take in macaques, there was an enormous need.

I started the Oregon Primate Rescue on my farm in Dallas, Oregon. lt

started very small, with the capacity for just a few monkeys; only what we

were able to afford. Unlike wildlife rescues, these monkeys could never be

released and would need care for the remainder of their lives (potentially

over 30 years).

Word of mouth is a powerful tool and soon people all over the country

were calling, hoping we would take their monkey. lnitially, we focused on

unwanted pet monkeys, since there were so many of them who needed

help. Some came from well-intentioned people, who realized they couldn't

provide the proper care for the monkey. Others came from horrific

conditions, having been confiscated by local or federal authorities. lf we

had the room, we took the monkey, no questions asked. Later, we started

receiving inquiries from research facilities that wanted to retire their

monkeys. This opened a whole new segment of the monkey population,

which we are only just beginning to explore.

So, when asked that question, "Why macaques?" my response is still

"Because the first monkey I ever brought in was a macaque." Now, I also

add, "Because there are so few options for them and I want to provide

them with the best possible life for the remainder of their days."
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Summer
WHEN you raise a child, you are nurturing and shaping their

development. Decisions you make can last for years into the future,

affecting how your child fits into human society. When monkeys are raised

by their mothers, the same principles hold true. Lessons taught by their

mothers help baby monkeys become a part of monkey society. Problems

inevitably arise when monkey babies are raised by humans and forced

to try to fit a human standard. As I had learned with Ernie, when raising

a monkey it is best to continually remind oneself that you're raising a

monkey, who will want to fit into a monkey society.

Like Ernie, Summer was taken from her mother when she was only a few

days old. Yet, from such a similar start, their paths diverged markedly. I got

Ernie as an infant and spent hours every day playing with him, provided

him with an entire room to live in, and was constantly reading or talking to

people about the best ways to raise a baby monkey. Summer's upbringing

couldn't have been more different.

For over 17 years, Summer suffered at the hands of ignorant and misguided

owners. For at least part of that time, she was kept in a tiny wire crate on



top of a dresse4 only coming out on rare occasions to be shown off to

friends and family. The rest of her time was spent rocking neurotically

under a blanket, in a scene frighteningly similar to news stories I had seen

of neglected orphans in Eastern Europe. Worse, her lack of adequate room

to stretch caused Summer's leg muscles to atrophy, making it almost

impossible for her to fully extend her legs and move normally.

For her entire life, Summer had been forced to wear a diaper. As a baby,

it was easy to change her regularly. As an adult, diaper changes became

a struggle, with a predictable outcome; she was rarely changed, often

going days between changes, and the diapers were always full of urine

and feces. Being kept in soiled diapers much of the time caused a chronic

diaper rash, permanently destroying the hair follicles under the diaper.

Even worse, in an ill-conceived attempt to make diaper changing less

traumatic, every one of her teeth had been pulled out.

Since she had no teeth, Summer was being fed a "special diet" by

her owner, consistlng of partially cooked bacon, fruit rollups, cake or

doughnuts, pancakes with syrup, and baked potatoes; not a healthy

diet for a monkey or a person. This was in stark contrast to what would

have been her natural diet of fruit, vegetables, nuts, wild grains, and the

occasional insect; or even a reasonable diet in captivity of nutritionally

complete biscuits, which could have been softened with liquids. When I

first met Summer, she was sitting on the floor in the owner's living room,

regurgitating her food. I was told that she had done this on a daily basis for

most of her life, and that "all monkeys regurgitate."
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aeove Summer wos dressed in children's clothing on
the day she wos releosed to OPR. Her tail was kept
folded into the clothinEl. It was hard not to cry when I
saw her like this.



The owner had contacted me and said she had recently moved to a state

where it was illegal to keep monkeys as pets. She had been looking for

someone to take Summer and had stumbled across our website. Further,

she was now living with her son, who was apparently abusing Summer.

She wanted to know if I could take her as soon as possible. We had the

space, so I immediately agreed.

As I was talking with the owne[ learning more about Summer's history

she climbed up on the sofa. "Get down!" her owner yelled violently.

Summer quickly ran off the couch, ducking and putting her hands over

her head, as if to ward off blows. She then started slapping and hitting

herself in the face so intensely that she left bruises, all while grimacing

in fear. Her owner paid almost no attention to this, casually mentioning

that this was "normal" behavior for macaques. ln her mind, Summer was

playing a game. She went on to describe that the fear grimacing was

actually Summer smlling as she played her "game." I sat quietly, stunned

by the owner's total misinterpretation of basic macaque behavior; afraid

that if I said anything she would not turn Summer over to me. Then, just

when I didn't think I could be more surprised, I almost fell to the floor as

she practically cried about how difficult it would be to give up the monkey

she considered to be her daughter.

When the time came to give us custody of Summer, her owner put her

into the travel crate, fully clothed. As we were walking out the door, she

apologized for a small amount of hair on Summer's face, stating that she

hadn't had a chance this week to shave her.
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Shave her?

As if I wasn't shocked enough, as we were pulling out of the driveway,

the owner came running after us, gesturing wildly that we had forgotten

summer's shoes (a likely reason for the blisters we had seen on her toes).

we took summer directly to our veterinarian. lt was clear that she had

health issues, but we didn't yet know what they were and I wanted

to make sure she did not have any obvious communicable diseases.

We arrived at the veterinary clinic and sedated her so she could be

examined. lt was with much trepidation that we began to peel away

her clothes and the verytvery dirty diaper. I almost cried when I saw

the razor burns on her back and tummy from being shaved. lt only got

worse. There were painful, seeping blisters from the constantly soiled

diaper. The owner had kept a collar around her waist even though she

spent most of her time in a tiny cage. The collar was too tight and the

buckle had to be pried out of her skin. Her pelvic bones were protruding

from malnutrition and her tail was permanently disfigured from being

tucked tightly inside of a diaper. Even though she did not appear to have

any communicable diseases, it was clear that Summer would have a

long, arduous recovery ahead of her.

Upon getting her to OPR, our first goal was to transform her junk food

diet into a healthy, macaque diet. We started with monkey biscuits

softened in apple juice, which she readily ate. To make her vegetables

and fruits easier to eat, we steamed them. we slowly started adding new
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Summer

proteins, including hard-boiled eggs, cooked beans with brown rice, and

mealworms. Macaques love nuts, but with no teeth, Summer couldn't eat

them. lnstead, we gave her a little natural peanut butter. She would spend

an entire afternoon dipping her fingers into a bowl of peanut butter and

licking it off. Before long, her physical condition started to improve. Within

a few weeks, the sheen in her fur returned and the blisters and scars

slowly faded away.

Now came the much more difficult task: addressing Summer's mental

health issues. Any time we tried to interact with Summer, she would start

screaming and biting or hitting herself. lt was heartbreaking to watch and

gave me nightmares. We started by providing her with adequate space,

extra enrichment, toys, stuffed animals, puzzle feeders, and access to

TV. None of these seemed to help. I would sit for hours, watching he;

lryingto figure out how to undo the 17 years of horrendous treatment.

Something had to be done to eliminate, or at least reduce, the frequency

and intensity of her debilitating, self-injurious behaviors.

Typically, pairing with another monkey resolves most emotional and

behavioral issues, but I couldn't safely pair her with another monkey.

Any time Summer engaged in abnormal behaviors, it would cause great

distress among the monkeys who could see her. Summer would start

slapping her face and the other monkeys would scream and howl in

distress. Further, since she had been raised in isolation for so long, she had

no social skills. Just as humans must know how to interact with others-

knowing when to play, when to talk, when to touch, and how to share,



monkeys must be taught the same sort of social skills. Summer lacked

these skills, and I was very concerned that she would be injured, or even

killed, if I tried to pair her with another monkey.

Then, a breakthrough; after weeks of observation, I noticed that she spent

a lot of time grooming her teddy bears and cooing at them. I thought that
perhaps we could find a realistic macaque monkey doll, with lifelike skin

and fur, for her to play with and groom. Did something like that even exist?

I started searching the lnternet and, to my surprise, found a doll that fit my

idea exactly. lt was supposed to be an orangutan doll, but looked much

more like a monkey. My plan was to use this doll to start teaching Summer

how to interact with me and with other monkeys. Due to her background,

Summer did not like to be touched and was reticent to reach out to

anyone. lf there was any hope of addressing her emotional and behavioral

issues, I had to convince her it was okay to be social.

Over many years of working with monkeys, I have learned that the initial

step in developing a trusting relationship with a macaque is to spend a lot

of time near them, observing yet remaining aloof. The more aloof I appear,

the more they become interested in me. They are fascinated by this human

who is neither afraid of them nor seems to show any signs of aggression.

Yet somehow the monkeys can sense if I am afraid or merely pretending

to be indifferent just by subtle changes in my body language. lnstead of

approaching me with curiosity, they will either run away in fear or become

aggressive. lt is almost as if we are playing some sort of dating game.

I entered Summer's enclosure with the doll in my arms and sat on the
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floor; not making any eye contact with her. For the next 30 minutes, I sat

on the floo; focused on grooming the doll, but aware that Summer was

intently watching me from the highest ledge. I then quietly got up and left

her enclosure.

The next morning after feeding the other macaques and doing morning

chores, I returned to her enclosure, again with the doll in my arms, and

repeated my doll-grooming session. This time, after about 1 5 minutes,

Summer quietly came down from her ledge and crawled up onto my

shoulder to watch me. Through my excitement, I somehow managed to

remain aloof and continued to groom the doll. This was the first time that

she had willingly come down to me. Even more importantly, while she was

watching me, she was not tryingto harm herself. I felt an exciting sense of
accomplishment in a small breakthrough to gaining her trust. After a few

minutes of watching me groom the doll, she started to groom herself-

another first.

As I watched her from the corner of my eye, I cou ld see that she had

never had anyone show her how to properly groom herself. This was

something her mother would have taught her. Summer had been taken

from her mother at such an early age and grown up in such a poor

environment. She knew nothing about how to take care of herself how

to interact with others, how to be a monkey. My excitement at her ability

to learn was momentarily tempered by the sadness of what she had

gone through to get here. That moment only increased my resolve to

reha bi litate th is mon key.
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On the third day, Summer immediately approached me. lnstead of

sitting on my shoulder, she sat on my knee and we started grooming the

doll together. I almost jumped up and down in excitement, but tried to

remain calm and outwardly unaffected by the moment. For the next 30

minutes, she switched between grooming herself and the doll's arms,

while I worked on the doll's head. I watched closely as Summer became

more adept at grooming herself and the doll. After so many years of

rehabilitating monkeys, I remain amazed at how quickly these intelligent

beings learn new skills. As in the prevlous days, when she returned to her

highest ledge, it was a signal that it was time for me to leave. I quietly left

the enclosure, thrilled by another breakthrough.

When I returned to Summer the next day, she was waiting patiently for me.

I sat down on the floor and she immediately began to groom the doll with

me. As we sat there, grooming the doll and quietly talking to it I was again

surprised when Summer's tiny fingers started grooming the hair on my arm.

I continued to groom the doll, notwanting to disturb this special moment.

Then, after a few minutes, I cautiously reached out and started to groom

Summer. I could feel her stiffen a little with uncertainty. Over the next hour,

I felt her become increasingly relaxed as I groomed her. My fingers hurt and

my muscles were stiff from sitting on the floor; but as long as she groomed

me, I was determined to groom her. A vital part of the rehabilitation was to

allow Summer to choose when to start and stop our sessions.

Our grooming sessions quickly became a favorite part of my day. Summer

would watch me finish my morning chores and be waiting for me to come
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into her enclosure. While she still occasionally hit and bit herselfl every

day brought fewer of these episodes and more normal behaviors. lnstead

of rocking under a blanket, she was spending time exploring the outdoor

enclosure and playing with the many toys in it. lnstead of ignoring the

other macaques, she was showing intense interest in them and beginning

to communicate with them, making happy hooting and cooing noises

in response to their calls. Every day, I could see a few more cracks in her

shell, as she cautiously became a part of the world around her.

As her behavior improved, we still groomed the monkey doll every

day, but only a few moments instead of an hour. There were so many

other things that Summer wanted to do with her days. She clearly liked

the doll, but given her self-destructive behaviors, I still took it with me

whenever I left her enclosure. Now, after weeks of grooming sessions

where Summer would groom me more than the doll, I decided it was

okay to leave the doll with her. Although she had never held the doll, her

actions around it were always gentle and I was certain it would help relax

her when I wasn't around.

I carefully placed the doll on Summer's favorite ledge and watched as she

quickly jumped up to it. Then, as I started to leave the enclosure I noticed

that Summer was on the ledge, frantically screaming at the doll. This was

the first time she had actually seen the entire doll, as it had always been

carefully held in my arms. At first, I thought she was going to tear it apart,

and then realized that she was focusin gher rage on the doll's tiny cloth

diaper. As she screamed, I rushed back to her. Summer was trying to rip
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the diaper off the doll. I pitched in to help and withln seconds we had

removed the diaper from the doll, throwing it violently to the floo; kicking

it around the enclosure, and then stomping on it. Calm returned to the

enclosure as I finished killing the diaper and threw it in the trash.

With some trepidation, once again, I placed the doll on the ledge and

slowly left the enclosure, reassuring Summer the entire time. I was shaking

from seeing such a violent reactlon. Then, as I closed the door, I looked

back and saw Summer gently cradling and cooing to the doll while

touching and examining the doll's bare bottom. Her response now made

sense; she was comforting and reassuring the doll. After spending those

many years in a dirty diape4 Summer associated a diaper with the pain

and suffering she had endured. Summer could not allow another being

(even a doll) to suffer as she had.

Summer had finally exorcised her demons and could now begin a full

recovery. Her resilience was amazing. Even as Summer's past slowly faded

into her own deep memories, they always remained fresh for me. I could

only think of the thousands of other monkeys like her, who were torn from

their mothers. Who was going to save them so that they could recover as

miraculously as my grooming partner; Summer?
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BELow Summer's monkey doll helped heal her
emotional wounds. After watching me groom the

doll for twa days, Summer overcame her suspicions

and began grooming the do))with me-the first step

in her emotional recovery.
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Amy
f'M NEVER quite sure how people find me. OPR keeps afaily low profile

and doesn't actively advertise to rescue monkeys. We have always taken

a measured approach, only taking in monkeys when we had space and

only adding enclosures when we had the funding to ensure the long-term

care of the new monkeys. Yet, hardly a week goes by without someone

contacting me about their monkey.

I had just finished all of the morning chores, when I received a phone

call from a woman. She frantically explained to me that her pet Barbary

macaque, Amy, was acting like she had broken her leg. While she didn't

have a regular veterinarian, she told me that she had called several in the

area and none were willing or able to treat Amy. She pleaded with me to

help. Since she was local and I didn't want Amy to suffe; I offered to call

my veterinarian, schedule an appointment, and call her back.

As soon as I hung up with the lady, I called my primary veterinarian. He was

totally booked and couldn't see me until that evening. I was really worried,

so I called my back-up veterinarian and explained the situation. He was



willing to see the monkey, but only if I was there to help him handle and

restrain her. With no hesitation, I agreed and was soon calling the woman

back to let her know of Amy's appointment for later that afternoon.

Surprisingly, rather than relief at finding a veterinarian to see Amy, she

added a new twis! she started cryingand said she didn't think she could

get Amy into a crate by herself. Apparently, Amy was avery sweet monkey,

but the owner had never put her in a crate before. Before long, I found

myself agreeing to drive out to the owner's home to help hef while at the

same time wondering how I always get caught up in these dramas.

The woman had provided a visually beautiful outdoor enclosure for Amy.

It was spacious and about 12feel tall. At the very top she had an igloo dog

house mounted to the side, where Amy slept. There were even natural

tree branches and logs leading from the ground up to the igloo. The cage

appeared to be clean when I went to help her put Amy in the crate. Unlike

so many other pet monkey circumstances, this one didn't look neglectful.

Within avery short time after I arrived, Amy was in the crate. All it had

taken was a bit of gentle coaxing by her owner. I didn't even get into the

enclosure, preferring to give advice from a distance, to avoid potentially

scaring Amy (as a stranger). I couldn't get a good look at her legs, although I

did notice a little limp and she was quite overweight. Without further ado, I

helped the owner put Amy into her car and led her to the veterinary clinic.

Shortly after arriving at the clinic, Amy was sedated and the veterinarian

was able to examine her. He first looked at her leg, remarking that it
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didn't look broken. Then he turned her over on her back and everyone

(including the owner) gasped with horror. Her entire torso was covered

with maggots, crawling in and out of the dead skin, with alarge ball of

maggots under each armpit! The putrid smell of gangrenous tissue filled

the exam room and nearly knocked us over. I glanced at the veterinarian,

who was clearly concerned and quite irate at Amy's condition. When

he asked how long she had been this way and her owner responded,

"lt couldn't have been more than three months," he was momentarily

speechless. The woman assured him that this wasn't deliberate neglect,

and then told her story.

She was now working three jobs, so could only feed Amy very early in the

morning or very late at night. Thus, it was always dark when she went out

to the enclosure. She hadn't actually physically seen Amy in three months,

relying on sounds of her chattering in the dark and eating her food as

indications that she was "alive and well." She reluctantly admitted that

she had not cleaned the enclosure much in the past three months and

had just done a quick cleanup before I had come to her house. As she was

saying this, I was contemplating how many times each day I see every one

of the monkeys at OPR and how much time I spend cleaning enclosures. I

was almost in shock.

It was during the long and laborious cleansing and debridement of Amy's

wounds that I received a return phone call from my primary veterinarian,

making sure that I had gotten Amy to another veterinarian. I thanked him

for checking in and started telling him about Amy. As I described her age,
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species, and name, he suddenly interrupted me: "l've seen this monkey

before." Time stood still as he quietly recounted our conversation from so

long ago about a little monkey drinking Drano. With those few words, my

initlal good thoughts about Amy's life vanished. And yet this was not my

last surprise of the day.

Finally, Amy's wounds were cleaned and the dead tissue removed. She

was bathed, topical medications were put on the wounds, and multiple

antibiotic injections were administered. As the veterinarian was preparing

the oral and topical antibiotics for her continued treatment, he carefully

explained that Amy would need to be given a medicated bath daily for

the next week and that she would need to be given the oral and topical

antibiotics three times a day for the next three weeks.

Without blinking an eye, the woman looked at the veterinarian and

told him that she was not capable of bathing Amy or giving her any

medications. Then, to my shock and great surprise, she said that she was

surrendering Amy to me, effective immediately.

You could have knocked me over with a feather. This topic had never once

come up in our phone conversation orwhen I helped hergetAmy into the

crate. She wanted to put Amy into my car and walk away from her. I was

incredulous, as my jaw hung low. She had provided Amy with a wonderful

enclosure and apparently cared for her for over 20 years, yet as soon as

Amy required anything more than food and water, she walked away.

Then the other shoe dropped. She also had a very old capuchin monkey,
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Boo Boo, who had lived with Amy for many years. She wanted me to come

and get her, too; preferably that day.

How could I say "no"? How could I say "yes"?

How was it that every time I decided that we simply couldn't bring in more

monkeys to OPR, another one (or two, in this case) showed up?

Fortunately, we did have one open enclosure. Typically, we would never

house a macaque and a capuchin together. Macaques are so much

larger and can be much more aggressive than a capuchin. However, this

"odd couple" had apparently been together for years and with that kind

of bond, I wouldn't dream of separating them. Thus it came to be; after

a perfectly normal morning of chores, I was now driving home with two

unexpected, new residents to OPR. Now I had to figure out how to explain

this to my husband, Skip.

Soon, Amy and Boo Boo were safely ensconced in their new home.

After living with their previous owner for many years, they would be very

stressed by their new surroundings, so I went to collect some old toys and

other knick-knacks from their old home. Of course, I knew that I would

have to get that igloo. After all, it was Amy's favorite place to sleep.

As I clambered up a ladder to the igloo, I marveled at the two very

different sides of Amy's care. Unlike so many other rescues, Amy and Boo

Boo had an amazingenclosure, so clearly the owner cared for some of
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their needs. At the same time, when her own life became difficult, Amy

and Boo Boo were relegated to the edges, only to be fed at night, never

observed, and forced to live in squalid conditions. As with every monkey

rescue, it can be hard not to judge people, so I try to focus instead on

providing a good home for the monkeys. Most of these people aren't

malicious; rather, they are horribly misinformed or in way over their heads.

Their ignorance concerning monkey needs and what effort it takes to

meet those needs results in the monkeys'suffering.

I got to the top of the ladder, stuck my head into the igloo to see the

inside, and was almost blown to the ground by the overpowering smell of

urine and feces. The floor of the igloo was caked with nearly 4 inches of

waste. Not only had Amy's previous owner not seen her in three months,

but she hadn't cleaned out the sleeping quarters either. lt was disgustlng

and as I fought back my own nausea, I wondered how Amy could have

slept in such horrific conditions; even as I knew that she had no other

options. Either she slept on a bed of feces or outside, exposed to the

elements. Neither was a good choice, but I now knew that Amy had a real

attachment to the igloo. I would bring her favorite sleeping place-after

a long and thorough cleansing and sanitation. At least this explained how

Amy's torso got so infected.

I needed to do something else about Amy's favorite bed. She was

using the igloo as a toilet. I needed to find a way to keep her bed clean.

As in her previous home, we bolted the igloo high up on a wall of her

enclosure. For the first few days, every morning I clambered up a ladder
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Amy

to clean the mess from the previous night;definitely a short-term fix.

Fortunately, I soon noticed that she only relieved herself in the back of

the igloo and always in the same spot, That was my "Eureka" moment.

We cut a small opening in the back, small enough to prevent a head,

arm, or leg from getting stuck, but large enough to allow the waste to

fall to the ground. From that day forward, Amy's sleeping quarters were

never soiled again, although we still had to climb up and give it a normal

cleaning regularly.

Amy and Boo Boo quickly settled into their new life at OPR. They spent

their days exploring their new environment and making new friends with

the other residents. They particularly loved to go up and down the tunnels

leading to the outdoor access. Amy was such a gentle and calm monkey,

despite her great size (almost 40 pounds). Nothing ihtimidated her. Boo

Boo, already a small monkey, looked even tinier and frailer when next to

Amy. She always looked to Amy for guidance and protection and Amy was

always there to help her.

Their relationship was perfectly illustrated one day when they were in the

outdoor enclosure, quietly soaking up the warmth of the sun. Suddenly,

the peace was shattered by Boo Boo screaming frantically, as loud as

she could. Even from several buildings over, I knew something was very

wrong, so I dropped everything and ran, not knowing what could possibly

elicit such screams. Panting heavily, I reached the enclosure and saw

Boo Boo clinging to the highest possible point, screaming at the top of

her little lungs. A small snake had slithered into the enclosure. Boo Boo
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was terrified. Amy was her protector and had already dispatched the

unwelcome trespasser by the time I had arrived.

It took another 1 5 minutes for Boo Boo to gain enough courage to

slowly come down from her high perch. Then, in a rush of cooing and lip

smacking, she ran over to Amy, who was lying on the floor, relaxin gafter

her morning battle. For the next hour, Amy lay there as Boo Boo lovingly

groomed her soft fur. With the snake encounter safely past them, they

snuggled together for a well-deserved nap in the sun.

Amy was always so protective of little Boo Boo. lf any other macaque

made a threat face or unwanted gesture toward Boo Boo, Amy would

rush over, scolding the monkey loudly and shaking the side of the

enclosure. lt didn't matter lf the offender was in the enclosure next door

or at the other end of the building. Her large size combined with the

very loud outburst quickly cowed any other macaque, reducing them

to submissive lip-smacking and gentle cooing. After a few minutes,

everyone understood thelr position and life at OPR would once again

be orderly.

That's how it was with Amy. One second she was so sweet. She would sit

on the side of the pool in the outdoor enclosure, carefully dipping each

toe into the water (unlike almost every other macaque, who would dive

right in). Or, she would squeal with delight when I brought her breakfast

in the morning. Then, seemingly without warning, Amy would explode,

suddenly deciding that an OPR staff member, after spending months in

to
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close contact wlth her, was no longer welcome in the cage. When Amy

made a decrsion, it was best to look out.

And yet, Boo Boo was increasingly showtng her age, becom ng more and

more lnfrrm. Amy was so gentle wrth Boo Boo, bringing her b ts of fru l

Every day for months, I would come into the buildrng, wondering it Boo

Boo had made rt through the night. Somehow the ancient Boo Boo would

be there, waiting for breakfast. Untrl one day, Amy's squeals of deL ght at

gettrng breakfast didn't greet me. Without even ooktng, knew that Boo

Boo had dred.

'I

5:l



Amy

For weeks afterwards, Amy was a much quieter monkey. The loss of her

life-long companion had clearly affected her. tnstead of squeals of delight

at breakfast, I was greeted with a short grunt. lnstead of berating her

neighbors for misbehaving, she just turned her back on them. She would

lie in the sunbeams for hours, staring at something I could only guess at.

Whenever I could, I would go into her enclosure and groom her. lt seemed

to give her some comfort and it certainly made me feel better.

Amy's loneliness and grieving affected everyone at OPR, casting a long

shadow over the grounds. Just when we were beginning to consider which

macaque we could pair Amy with, Rambo came into our lives. Rambo was

another elderly capuchin, who had been given to us after his owner could

no longer carefor him. While OPR specializes in macaques, I always find

it difficult to say "no" to any monkey rescue. The opportunity to improve

their life is just too important to me.

Another frail, old capuchin; the symmetry of the moment was too special

Without further ado, we started the pairing process.

After years of pairing monkeys, I can comfortably say that the process is

part skill, part voodoo, and a lot of patience. Some monkeys can be paired

terr Even thougfi she was very old and frail, Amy's
companion, Boo Boo, )oved to explore every nook ond
cranny in her enclosure.
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in a matter of days. Others can take weeks. Monkeys who should be

compatible can fight for no apparent reason, while total "odd couples" get

along famously.

Our first step was to put Amy and Ram bo into adjacent enclosu res. This

allowed them to get to know each other, without risking any aggression. We

watch interactions very closely during this period. lf they ignore each other;

we know they probably aren't a good match. lf they spend a lot of time near

each other, in their respective enclosureq we are a little more confident

they can be a good pair. During the initial introductions, we spend a lot of

time watching and listening. We watch how they respond to each other. We

watch how they respond to strangers. We listen to how they communicate

with each other. Will they use threat gestures or coo gently? fu we watch

and listen, we begin to learn about a pair's eventual compatibllity.

From the momentAmy and Rambo laid eyes on each other, we knew it

would be a good match. Rambq who was about one-tenth Amy's size,

was clearly smltten with her. Even between enclosures, he chattered and

cooed at her incessantly, while trying to hand her fruit snacks. Amy gently

chattered back at him, showing more enery than at any point since Boo

Boo died.

After a few days, we allowed them to get close enough to touch each

other; still separated by abarrier, for safety. This was standard protocol

and we didn't want to rush this seemingly ideal pair. Both seemed so

happy merely to be close to each other. And so, hardly a week after
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Amy

first introducing them, we slowly removed the barrier between their

enclosures-hopeful that the pairing would work, but holding onto our

nets in case it turned sour.

A couple of quick sniffs and Rambo promptly went to work, grooming

Amy in all of her favorite spots.

I couldn't help smiling and shedding a few tears. Both monkeys needed a

friend and nowthey both had one.

Even though they were best friends, they were still individuars. Rambo, due

to his advanced age, spent much of his time sleeping and resting in the

sunbeams. Amy, though also past her prime, still loved to sit on a ledge

at the top of her enclosure; the better to survey all of the other monkeys

in the building. The ledge also provided a perfect vantage point to watch

movies on the flat-screen television we had installed.

Amy loved to watch TV, something Rambo never seemed interested in

doing. she was very particular about what she liked to watch. cartoons or

any animated movies did not interest her (or any of the macaques). l,m

not sure why they all disliked the cartoons. Perhaps it had something to do

with the colors or animation. Movies with real characters, especially if they

included children, could hold their attention for hours.

Of course, because the monkeys are all individuals, they each have

favorite TV programs or movies. lt is always easy to tell who likes a



program.lf they watch for a few minutes, then go off to play or go outside,

I know it isn't a favorite. lf they watch the entire show, chittering and

hooting at the characters, I know they like it.

Over the years and hundreds of movies and TV programs, there are only

two movies that have engaged every monkey, no matter how many times

I showed them: lJncle Buck, with John Candy, and Elf, with Will Ferrell.

They all seem to adore these two actors. lt is always a greattime when

we pop up buckets of popcorn for all the monkeys (and ourselves) and

put in one of those movies. Of course, between the impressive sounds

of a roomful of monkeys crunching popcorn (they are not polite eaters)

and commenting on the action in the movies, I rarely hear the dialogue.

Sometimes, their responses are very intense. When John Candy was

tormenting the disrespectful boy dating his niece, Amy would rush to the

front of her enclosure and shake the wire violently, in apparent support

of his actions. Any time the cameras zoomed in on his face, she would lip

smack wildly. lt was incredibly endearing and entertaining.

Sharing these happy times with the monkeys keeps me going through

all of the hard work and energy it takes to run OPR and carefor all of the

residents.

We had watched lJncle Buck the night before. As always, the monkeys

had been loud and raucous, Amy being the loudest of the bunch. I woke

up the next morning to an alarming sound coming from the intercom

system in the monkeys'building.lnstead of the usualgreetings, hoots, and
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Amy

chitterings, all I could hear were the sounds of monkeys cooing. lt wasn,t

even a gentle cooing. lt sounded so pitiful and sad. something was very

wrong.

We quickly pulled on some clothes and ran to the building. I opened

the door and saw virtually every monkey hanging on the front of their
enclosures. I started doing a quick visual inspection of the enclosures,

and then I saw her. Amy was on her favorite sleeping ledge with Rambo

right next to her. "Arn\," I called. There was no response. Rambo was gently

rubbing her back and occasionally pushing on her; trying to wake her,

cooing pitifully the entire time. I almost fell over; crying;the entire scene

was forever seared into my mind.

Amy had died in her sleep. The suddenness of her death shocked me.

While she was old, she was not infirm and hadn,t shown any signs of
slowing down. Even the night before, she had been so full of life. perhaps

Amy had made one final decision. Through my tears, I couldn,t help but
smile. lwould have expected nothing less.
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ADay at OPR
WHENEVER I tell people that I run a monkey sanctuary, their first

response usually includes "You must have so much fun playing with the

monkeys." That is absolutely true. I love working with the monkeys. They

enrich my life in so many ways. Not a day goes by where I don't learn

something about them or myself. At the same tlme, there is a tremendous

amount of work that has to happen every single day and it usually starts

very,very early:

4:00a.ru.

I know it is 4 a.m. because just like he does every day, Cosmo, a baby

long-tailed macaque who just came to OPR, is sticking his finger in my ear,

while "gorilla" bouncing on my pillow. With Cosmo around, I never have to

set an alarm.

4:3Oe.ur.

Cosmo hitches a ride on my hip as I (still in my pajamas) take him to an

enclosure where he can spend the day watching the "big kid" monkeys,

one of whom I hope to pair him with soon... very soon!



4:4On.u.

As l'm about to leave his enclosure, Cosmo grabs onto my finger. He

wants me to stay and play with him. I guess chores will have to wait a few

minutes as I try to reassure him that l'll be back soon.

5:004.u.

Cosmo finally lets go of my finger. Very young monkeys, like Cosmo,

usually take a few minutes before they feel comfortable enough to leave,

even if its for a day of play. Now I can start working through the ever-

growing list of chores.

5:L5 a.u.

l'm heading up to the "special needs" barn to let Summer fix my hair. The

special needs barn is home for all of the rescues with extra medical or

physical needs. Summer can't try out her hairdressing skills on the other

macaques, so I have to fill in. lf she doesn't groom me every day, she'll

get frustrated and start biting herself so this is an important part of my

schedule. Before I get in her enclosure, I mix up her medication with some

prune puree, to hide the taste. She loves licking the spoon.

5:30a.u.

Summer's in a really good mood this morning. lnstead of throwing food at

the barn cat, she's cooing at her. The rest of the macaques in the barn are

stretching awake and looking around with sleepy eyes, wondering when l'll

fetch their breakfast. lfs a rare quiet moment.
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A Day at OPR

6:0Oe.u.

l'd better fetch their breakfast. I go back to the house and head downstairs

to make breakfastforthe macaques. Myvolunteer,Kayla,is helping me

this mornin g.Kayla is washing produce and I am making gluten-free

blueberry pancakes for Summer, who has a gluten intolerance.

6:30a.u.

The trays of food are prepared and placed in a Iarge tub. Kayra carries

them upstairs for me. I smell coffee brewing! I grab a cup, take a sip, and

set my cup in the food tub, so I can use both hands to take the tub to the
AW we use to drive to the macaque areas.

OJ



6:45 a.u.

Oops... Kayla pornts out that I am still In my paiamas. Back to the house

for a quick change into some clothes that I won't mind getting bleach

stained. Now we can deliver breakfast.

7:00 a.na.

The macaques are greeting me with curious "hmmmmms" and frrendly

grunts. Thrs rs no surprise. I have their breakfast. Skip, my husband, rs

helping me delrver food trays and wondering, aloud, if l' I make him some

brea kfast.
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A Doy at OPR

7:30a.u.

Everyone gets a visual inspection as we deliver breakfast. Why is Corney

hanging upside down like a bat? Everyone else looks fine this morning.

8:00 n.u.

l'm doing medications this morning. Keiki is on heart medication and he

gets his first. I crush his pill in a spoon and mix it with strawberry/banana

yogurt. He licks it from the spoon. Next comes Jala's steroids. I have to mix

hers with a half-teaspoon of my coffee, flavored with CoffeeMate fat-free

vanilla creamer. Nothing else works and it has to be that specific creamer.

George has an infected toe requiring antibiotics. These are new antibiotics,

so I have to figure out the best way to disguise them. Keiki's yogurt isn't

working for George. He won't even look at the spoon. Neither is Jala's

coffee and creamer. Orange juice doesn't work. Maybe crushed bananas?

B:304.u.

Still trying to get George to take his flipping medicine. This is worse than

when I had to give medicine to my kids. He thinks it's all a grand game.

This game has gone on long enough and l'm running out of antibiotics

before I even start using them, so I act like l'm leaving the barn. That

seems to work. George starts screaming and waving his arms toward me.

Guess who likes crushed bananas now? Of course, I have to chatter with

him as he's eating the bananas.

9:00 n.ru.

George is tired of hearing me talk now and l'm summarily dismissed. Next
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stop is the quarantine area, adjacent to the hospital. lts time to clean the

enclosures for our two new research retirees, Patrice and Franco. They're

just the cutest little goblins. Patrice stands up, showing me his belly; a

sign he wants a treat. Franco thinks that he should get a treat, too. How

can I resist?

9:30rru.
Time to clean Cosmo's enclosure. Fortunately, he is usually a very tidy

monkey, particularly for such a mischievous baby, so it doesn't take too

long. As always, he sits on my shoulder and inspects my work. The end

of our routine is always the same; I kiss his sweet little toes before I leave.

Skip is watching and reminds me that isn't very sanitary. I assure him that I

always wash my lips before kissing any monkey toes.

10:00 a.ru.

Back to the special needs barn to clean Tyler's enclosure. Tyler gets very

angry and belligerent if anyone but me cleans his space. Kayla and Skip go

to the in-ground pool that we have for the macaques. Yesterday, I noticed

a little algae forming around the edge, so it needs to be emptied and

scrubbed, a long and laborious job.

10:30 rtu.
Since Skip and Kayla are stlll working on the pool and l'm finished cleaning

Tyler's enclosure, I start cleaning the other enclosures in the special needs

barn. They'll be cleaning the pool and surrounding area for at least a

couple of hours, so l'm on my own.
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11:00 a.u.

I put a load of sheets, towels, and other "monkey" laundry into the

washer. The washer is almost continuously running from the multiple

loads of laundry the monkeys generate every day. Every time I pass the

wash room, I put another load in the washer or dryer and fold the clean

laundry.While l'm here, I scrub out the barn toilet, sink, and shower-not
a daily chore, but I do it several times every week to keep everything as

clean as possible.

11:30.q..nl.

I make Kong toys for the special needs monkeys. Summer doesn't have

any teeth so I smear peanut butter inside of a PVC tube that I "torched" to

make it look like bamboo.

12:00 p.wt.

Finally, a brief respite. Kayla, Skip, and I go back to the house, grab a

sandwich, and I drink my cold coffee and creamer, at least what's left after

I sacrificed it for monkey meds this morning. I run out and spend a little

time playing with Cosmo and his favorite teddy bear, while Skip and Kayla

are still eating.

12:30 p.u.

The three of us go to the macaque barn to clean the first five indoor

enclosures. We'll do the other five after we run into town to get more

produce. I gather the shop vac, ladders, scrapel pitchfork, RV brush,

cleaning rags, and dryingtowels while Kayla puts hot water and cleaning
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solution into the mop bucket. While we're working on the indoor

enclosures, Skip starts cleaning the attached outdoor areas. We pick up

the toys, which are strewn from one end of the enclosures to the other,

and put them in the bleach soak, remove the shavings from the flool

scrape and scrub the ledges, and scrub the cage furniture, walls, and

chain link. Two of us can usually thoroughly clean an enclosure in about

30 minutes, if we really hustle. Today it will take a little longer. Pearly Su is

showing me her toes, so I end up spending a few minutes tickling them.

How can I resist those cute toes?

t00 p u.
Still cleaning. Eve keeps sticking her arm through the chain link and is

getting really annoyed that we're not grooming her. She's slapping her wall

to get my attention. I guess l'll take a 1O-minute break and indulge her.

t30 p.u.

Still cleaning. I take the wheelbarrow of dirty shavings to the field, where

we compost them. On my way back, I make a quick pit stop at the special

needs barn to check on Summer, who's been under the weather lately.

I was going to play with her, but she's sitting in the sun with her doll, so I

won't dlsturb her.

2:OO p.tn.

Still cleaning. We just started on Jack and Pearly Su's enclosure. Pearly

Su has been menstruating, so there are blood spatters everywhere. Jack

loved the fresh plums we gave hlm yesterday, but they gave him loose
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stools, adding (significantly) to the overall mess. Times like these are

when I really appreciate having interns. "Kayla: lts time for your periodic

evaluation. I want to make sure you've learned everything you need to

know, so you'll be doing this enclosure on your own. I want to make sure

you don't need any additional training."

2:30 p.u.

We j ust fi n ished clean i ng Jack a nd Pearly Su's enclosu re. (Kayla d id n't buy

into the "periodic evaluation" comment, so we ended up doing it together)

Now ifs time to run into town to get a load of produce. Before we leave,

I put on a movie for the monkeys to watch. lfs one of their favorites: a

series of videos I recorded of them running around their enclosures and

having a grand time. Whenever I show this movie, they are enthralled and

can hardly tear themselves away from watching the screen.

3:00 p.tr,t.

We're in the produce aisle of WinCo with two shopping carG. l've gotten

really good at this and can fill both carts to the top in less than 30 minutes.

We get stopped often and asked by other shoppers if we have a big family

and how can we eal20 bunches of bananas? Since l'm always rushing,

I usually agree that we do have a large family that loves bananas. I just

"forge( to tell them my family is a troop of macaques.

4:00 p.ru.

We're back at OPR, unloading the food and putting everything away. lt

always looks so colorful in the monkeys' kitchen on produce-shopping day.
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A Day at OPR

4:30 p.rvr.

Now that all of the produce is put away, it's time to start making everyone

their dinner. l'm boiling rice noodles for Summer to go with her steamed

vegetables and fresh fruit. Everyone gets a tamarind tonight-one of their

favorite treats. They love to peel away the outer pod and chew the fruit

right off the seeds.

4:45 p.ru.

I feed Cosmo and the boys in the quarantine area. I love the low,

grumbling, happy noises they always make at feeding time. The crunching

sound of monkeys chewing carrots is music to my ears.

5:00 p.u.

Summer gets her meds and then we feed everyone in the special needs

barn. I also feed the barn cats. Summer and Tyler throw fits, screaming and

banging around their enclosures, when I reach down to pet our orange cat,

Spaz. lfs been a long day and I forgot that both of these monkeys get very

upset if I touch anyone else (animal or person) in front of them.

5:30 p.tr,t.

Feeding time in the main barn. Even though l'm hungry and tired, this

usually takes only 30 minutes. Everyone comes to greet me except Jack.

This is highly unusual, as he and Pearly Su are always together, so I go into

their enclosure to check on him. Oh no!!! Jack has his finger stuck in the

water dispenser. He's very upset about this, so we will have to be careful to

avoid getting bitten or scratched or damaging his finger.
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5:45 p.tr,t.

Still trying to free Jacks finger. This is the first time any monkey at OPR

has ever gotten their finger stuck in a water dispenser and it's distresslng

to all of us. Just when I thought that I had accounted for all of the ways

the monkeys could get themselves in a jam, Jack finds a new way. Each

macaque is a unique individual and has unique talents, interests, and

abilities to get into trouble.

5:50 p.u.

lfs apparent that we won't be able to easily extricate Jack's finger from

the water dispenser without injuring it. So, we lock Pearly Su outside and

sedate Jack.

6:00 p.ru.

Now that Jack is sedated, we're able to lubricate his finger with a little

Vaseline and remove it from the water dispenser. Thankfully, it appears

intact and uninjured. Hopefully, he won't try to stick his finger in there

again. Of course, we'll have to figure out how to modifl7 the dispenser to

prevent any recu rrence.

6:05 p.wt.

We put Jack into a pet carrier on the floor of the enclosure. Typically, the

effects of the light sedative wear off in about 30 minutes. Until then, Jack

will be a bit wobbly and we don't want him to climb to a ledge and risk

falling. l'll hang out in the barn and wait for him to wake up.
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6:10 p.u.

Lunch was a long time ago and l'm starving. As I wait for Jack to wake up,

I eat some peanuts from the monkeys'trail mix and spend a little time

playing with Holly.

6:15 p.ru.

I check on Jack, who should be starting to wake up. I get a big surprise,

when I see Jack staring at me from the front of the enclosure. Apparently,

he had decided it was time to leave the pet crate and let himself out. The

pet carrier is in pieces. As I look around and gather up the parts, I can

see that he must have pushed the top of the carrier apart just enough to

allow him to lever the door open. From there, he quickly dismantled the

entire carrier.l'm trying to put it back together and realize that l'm missing

a spring. Jack is still a bit groggy, but is watching me closely. I look at him

and realize that he's holding the spring in his hand. He's not in a giving

mood, so I have to trade him a slice of fresh pineapple for the spring.

6:30 p.u.

Now that Jack has woken up a bit more, I open the guillotine door and

let Pearly Su back inside. She immediately runs over to Jack, hugging and

grooming him as they chitter back and forth.

7:00 p.u.

I turn on some lndian flute music at a low volume and say "good night" to

my friends. The music will automatically turn off in about an hour.
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'/:Ib P.M.

A quick stop in the quarantine area, on my way back to the house. I feed

Cosmo and the boys a light after-dinner meal. Cosmo made a royal mess

today. There are bits of his (formerly favorite) teddy bear strewn across the

enclosure. Fortunately, that can wait for the morning.

7:30 p.u.

We were going to go out for dinner, but it's been an exhausting day and no

one has any energy.l guess it's soup and sandwiches.

B:00 p.u.

I fetch Cosmo from his playground enclosure and let him swim in the

bathtu b.
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A Day at OPR

8:30 p.lt.

The royal mess followed Cosmo into the bathtub. l'm now dryingthe walls,

ceiling, and floor of the bathroom. Somehow the bar of soap ended up

in the toilet. Cosmo is so proud of himself but he's played hard all day

and is really sleepy. After I finish drying the bathroom, I towel him off. He

promptly latches onto my neck and snuggles in.

*00 p.rvr.

Its bedtime. Cosmo is attached to my neck and mumbling in his sleep. fu
my head hits the pillow, I can't stop thinking aboutJack getting his finger

stuck. He has access to nearly 20 water dispensers. Am I going to have to

modi! every one of them? What about Summer? Will she be feeling better

tomorrow? Will Cosmo let me sleep a little longer... maybe until 4:30?
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George
NOT ALL baby monkeys come from breeders and dealers. There is a

far darker and more appalling black markettrade in wild-caught baby

monkeys. When monkeys are taken from their natural homes, they almost

always leave behind dead families. The trauma experienced by these

infants is terrible. The conditions they must endure as they are smuggled

into the country are unimaginable. The infants are often permanently

scarred, physically and emotionally. I often wonder if the people who buy

these tormented infants know, or care, how the monkey got to them.

Would they be so quick to buy a wild animal? Would they condemn them

to a solitary life in a cage? George's rescue was a miracle, but was only the

first step in a very long recovery.

It was a chilly December day in 2OO7. Like most winter days in the

Northwest, a blanket of gray mist covered the landscape. Sometimes, the

mist is comforting, keeping everything tucked in and safe. Other times, it

can be dark and ominous. As I looked at the mist from my kitchen window,

the telephone rang. A federal wildlife agent, who knew of my sanctuary,

wanted to know if I had room to shelter an infant rhesus macaque who



had been smuggled into the United States from Thailand. As the mist

became increaslngly dark, I listened to George's heartbreakin gsaga.

George was abducted from his birthplace in northern Thailand when he

was only a few days old. We have no idea what happened to his mother

or the rest of his troop. As macaques are fiercely protective of troop

members, it is likely that the entire troop was killed so a single baby could

be taken. I could scarcely imagine the terrifuing scene that George must

have witnessed. This is the sad fact of the illegal wildlife trade.

Having just wrenched him from his family, the traffickers had to figure

out how to smuggle him from Thalland and into the United States. Over

the next few weeks, they repeatedly drugged him to determine the right

combination of anesthetics necessary to keep him asleep for the grueling

20 hours it would take to get from Thailand to Los Angeles and then

through customs. Finally, on the day he was to be brought out of Thailand,

the drugs were adminlstered and George was stuffed in a pouch strapped

to the waist of one of the smugglers-who wore a maternity blouse to

complete the disguise. The masquerade worked exactly as planned, as

the traffickers passed through Thailand customs and boarded the plane

undetected.

Somewhere over the Pacific Ocean, George began to stir. Rather than

risk having him wake up, the smuggler ran to the bathroom and injected

George with another dose of drugs. lt is amazing that he didn't die from

a drug overdose, or suffocation, or starvation. I can only wonder how the
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other passengers would have responded, had they known the terrible

events that were occurring right next to them.

After the airplane landed in Los Angeles, there was another missed

opportunity to find George, as the smuggler's luggagewas randomly

selected for a more thorough search. Unfortunately, the customs officials

never suspected that there was ababy monkey hidden under the

maternity blouse, and soon George was in a rented car for the 1,200 mile

trip to the smugglers' home in Spokane, Washlngton. Again, I marvel that

he survived this third, grueling trek.

And then, just when they believed they were safe, the traffickers made

the error that led to George's rescue and thelr incarceration; they took

this helpless baby monkey out in public and bragged about how they

"acquired" him. Thankfully, a concerned store clerk who heard their story

followed them into the parking lot, wrote down their license plate numbe;

and called the police. Soon, these callous smugglers were arrested and

George was rescued by federal Fish and Wildlife personnel.' Thus began

another jou rney for George, eventually leading him to me.

With George's rescue, the federal agents faced a serious problem. What

were they going to do with a helpless, 4-week-old monkey who was

smuggled into the country? George's first stop, after being rescued, was to

l The smugglers were tried ond convicted of smuggling ond conspirocy. www.fi,vs.govlnews/ShowNews.
cfm?l D= EF38 B7 98-FE9C-3 4D7 -FA63 5FBC6DE29EE 1
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be put in strict quarantine at a nearby research facility, as he could have

been carrying a number of communicable diseases (both for monkeys

and humans). For the next three months, he was lsolated in this facility,

so he could be observed and undergo the extensive testing necessary to

ensure he was in good health and free of risk to others.

Thus was the cruel twist of fate for George. He had been rescued from

the clutches of the smugglers, but was not yet free. At his age, George

should have still been cuddling in his mother's arms, suckling, and

being groomed. He would have been just old enough to start playing

with the other babies in his troop, running through the forest, and

learning social skills. lnstead, he was alone in a sterile cage, in abarren

environment, with no other monkeys to comfort him when he was

lonely or scared.

I cannot remember how long I was on the telephone with the agent as

he told me George's sad story. Finally, he hesitantly asked if I would be

willing to take George once he was released from quarantine, while the

case against the smugglers worked its way through the legal system. He

told me the case could take several years and that because George had

been illegally brought into the country the court might eventually order

that he be euthanized. As I struggled with this harsh reality, I was told

that I needed to keep everything about the monkey strictly confidential.

Absolutely no details about him could be made public or the case against

the smugglers could be lost and they would receive no punishment for

their horrible crime.
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It was a terrible choice, but I knew that I had to take him in. I would bottle

feed, nurture, and love him. I would develop a deep connection with this little

monkey. I would try to help him recover from the trauma of his first months

of life. Then, I would hope that the court would show mercy for this tiny

victim of senseless cruelty-and mercy to me, because I knew that if the

court ordered his death (which, I was told, was about a 90 percent likelihood),

I would be completely crushed. How could I possibly put myself in such a

painful position? I hadn't even seen a photograph of George, yet my heart was

akeady aching as I thought about what might possibly happen in the future.

"George?"

That wasn't even his "real" name. Up until that very moment he was

actually called "Apoo." Yes, I had already changed his identity in my mind!

His name would be "George" as in "George of the Jungle." With that

decision, final arrangements were made for him to be transferred to the

OPR facility immediately following a three-month quarantine.

Then, on an early spring day as the sun peeked through the mist, George

arrived. There he was, so tiny and curious as he peered out of his transport

crate. Knowing that he had not been handled for the duration of his

quarantine, I put on a pai of leather gloves as protection in case he tried

to bite me, out of fear.

My precautions were totally unnecessary. The moment I opened the

crate, a tiny bundle of joy peered out at me. We looked at each other for
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only a moment and then George jumped into my arms and clutched at

my blouse, cooing and snuggling in for a nap. Somehow, in that single

Instant when we first looked at each other; George knew he could trust me

and accepted me into his life. Even after 10 years of rescuing monkeys,

nothing could compare to the emotion of that single moment. I cried.

Okay, I thought this was going to be really hard-knowing that my heart

had already melted into a heap over this innocent baby and he had been

here less than 10 minutes.

As I took off the gloves (never to use them again with this monkey) the

sun was bright and I began the incredible task of raising George. My

mind raced as I began planning his life at the sanctuary. He would have

a heated, in-ground pool to splash in, trees to climb on, a place to chase

butterflies and frogs. He would be introduced to other macaques and

build the friendships he had been denied by the heartless smugglers. I

was breathless with anticipation, even as I tried to forget about what might

happen in court.

ln the beginning, we had to keep George away from the other macaques.

Even though he had been through one quarantine period, we decided

that given the circumstances of his life to this point, it would be best to

isolate him for another three months. While not ideal, we would use this

period to begin nurturing him and developing his socialskills.

ln addition to the social skills that George needed to be taught, he also

had a very significant physical malady. Due to the drugs used when he
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was abducted, George's tiny hands shook almost uncontrollably, making
it very difficult for him to grasp onto anything or even feed himself.

Although we hoped that he would outgrow the trembling, we knew that
while he was so helpless George would have to live with us. we wourd

be his surrogate parents.

Since George couldn'tyet be introduced to other monkeys, my husband

and I took on the task of teaching him everything we could about being a

monkey. During the days, we played outdoors with George, teaching him

to swim and climb trees. we would laugh hysterically as he chased bugs

in the grass. We allowed him to see other monkeys, although only at a

distance. We still had to keep him quarantined from the others.

Nighttime was the most difficult for George and us. Baby monkeys have a

need to maintain physical contact with other warm-bodied members of
their family. George had been ripped from his family in Thairand and had

been deprived of this contact for the past four months. lnitially, George

stayed in a little bed in our house, with a little doll to hug. After several

sleepless nights, listening to George cry in his sleep, as he reached for a

mother who was not there, we brought George in to sleep in our bed with

us-not ideal for him or us, but we didn't have many options.

The change in George was almost immediate. He slept on a pillow

between Skip and me. lnstead of being kept awake by night terrors, we

were treated to the gentle sound of George cooing as he dreamed. some

nights, he would wake up and quietly go over to me or Skip and with his
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tiny fingers gently pry our eyelids apart, as if to make sure we were still

there. One night, as I lay in bed, I rolled over to see Skip smiling in his

sleep. As I glanced up at George, I almost burst out laughing; he had the

same smile as he slept. Not wanting to let this magical moment pass

unrecorded, I carefully reached for my camera. As the flash went offl both

stirred and then quickly went back to their pleasant dream. As I nodded

off to sleep, my heart was filled with happiness that George had been

rescued and was becoming an integral part of our life.

Spring turned into summer and then to fall. Soon we were being greeted

by our seasonal blanket of mist. George was growing rapidly and

becoming a self-assured juvenile. As I looked out over the sanctua ry and

into the fields beyond, the mist was a cozy blanket over the landscape. I

was interrupted by the sound of the telephone.

It had been months, but I instantly recognized the voice of the federal

agent who had brought George into our lives. As soon as I heard his voice

I experienced an intense panic like I have never experienced before.This

was the call we had been dreading for such a long time. Were they going

to take George? So many terrible thoughts raced throu gh my mind and

LEFr rop George and Skip relax and toke in a

movie at the end of a long day.

LEFr BorroM Fast asleep, apparently sharing the

same happy dream.
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then I heard the words I had not dared to expect: "He's yours." The agent

(who I am sure had a hand in the courfs decision) was almost as elated

as me as he told me that we had been ordered full, unconditional, and

permanent custody of George!

I don't think I have ever been so relieved about anything in my life. lt felt

like a huge black cloud had been lifted from over my head and I could

feel the sun shining even on this misty dayl lt was truly a day to celebrate.

George's life had been touched by the best and worst of humanity.

Now I was free to introduce him to the other macaques. My emotions

swirled as I planned out his future at the sanctuary. George had suffered

tremendously at the hands of the wildlife traffickers. He could never

be returned to the wild where he was born. lnstead, we would provide

him with the best possible opportunities to llve a normal life among his

captive peers.
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Annie
!T lS A common theme with baby monkeys. People buy them because

they are incredibly cute and entertaining. They rarely consider the fact

that an infant monkey requires nearly constant care and nurturing. ln their

natural habitat, baby macaques will stay with their mothers for at least a

year; learning social skills, practicing climbing, playing with other babies,

and being carried around when they're tired. Too often, as I had found

with Ernie and Summer, the scenario is very different for infant monkeys

in the pet trade. They are taken from their mothers very soon after birth;

certainly a terrifyingexperience for both mother and baby. They are often

deprived of the care and nurturing they need. ln the end, these babies

rarely develop into normal monkeys.

From the moment she was born, Annie had a difficult life. Much like

Ernie, Annie was the outcome of a senseless inbreeding scheme

to create "pocket Javas"-miniature long-tailed macaques. Annie's

mother died while giving birth to her. Not expecting to have to care

for an infant monkey, her owner contacted me and asked if I would be

able to take her.



I immediately answered, "Of course."

To which she respondad,"... when I find the time to ship her."

For the next four months, I waited every day for the phone call telling me

that Annie was on her way. As I waited, Annie lived a very lonely life, devoid

of the attention, nurturing, and nutrition that every infant monkey needs.

Rather than being comforted as she ate, Annie had to figure out how to

drink from a bottle propped on the top of her cage. Even though her cage

was large enough and she had clean blankets and toys, she was deprived

of any nurturing, causing her to develop horrifying behaviors, including

self-mutilating her fingers or toes and tearing apart her stuffed dolls. We

were told that she vomited constantly.

Finally, after four months of waiting, Annre came to OPR. She was pitifully

tiny and underdeveloped. I immediately lavished her with the constant

attention that she so desperately needed. I held her during every feeding,

and then burped her with gentle rubbing and pats on her back. I allowed

her to fall asleep in my arms after her feedings and then, not wanting to

disturb the peaceful way she was sleeping, I made a small baby sling out

of soft fleece material so she could snuggle down with her teddy bear. She

was so comfortable and secure there. Then, as her natural mother would

have done, I kept her with me throughout the day. Occasionally she would

come out of her pouch and crawl all over my body,like I was a moving

tree. I was the mother she never had; feeding, nurturing, and protecting

her as she grew.
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As she grew olderi she started creating games. She would hide in her

pouch, then leap straight up to my face and try to grab onto my chin;

all while making the happiest chattering noises. playing along with her

game,l would act su rprised a nd gently wrestle with her; just as another

young macaque would. Her squeals of joy always brought me to tears of
laughter.

Another favorite was playing catch. I would sit on one end of the sofa,

while Annie was on the other. I would gently toss a ball to her. Annie would

grab it out of the air and sling it back at me as hard as she could throw.

This would go on until I missed the catch, instead receiving a ball to the

head. Her chittering and bouncing up and down convinced me that she

thought this was hilarious.

We also created a variation of catch, with cranberries. Annie would

sit on the edge of the couch and implore me to toss her a cranberry.

She was amazingly agile. No matter where I lobbed the cranberry,

she would catch it, quickly storing it in her cheek pouch and waiting

for another. lf I didn't throw one soon enough, she would slap the

floori demanding my attention. Then, one day after playin g"cranberry

catch," I turned my attention away from Annie for a minute. Suddenly,

a cranberry hit me in the head and Annie was chittering with delight.

Chuckling, I tossed it back to her, only to have it thrown back to me.

Back and forth we went. From then on, "cranberry calch" was our

favorite interactive game and I was forever chasing cranberries on the

living room floor.
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After she was weaned, I repeatedly tried to pair her with other juvenile

monkeys. Annie needed social skills that could only be learned by being

with other monkeys. Unfortunately, every time I tried, Annie would fly into

a rage, both at me and the other monkey. lt rapidly became clear to me

that pairlng her with another monkey was not going to be possible and

would only result in serious injury to her or the other monkey.

Yet, Annie needed a companion. ln the past, we had used other animal

species as companions when we didn't have a compatible match for a

monkey. Ourfirstattemptwaswith Spaz,a beautiful little kltten we had

recently adopted. The initial pairing went well. Annie was completely

fascinated. She approached and then backed away from Spaz from every

possible angle, trying to figure out this little ball of fluff. Finally gathering

up all of her courage, she cautiously stuck out her hand, only to have it

playfully batted away.

Such a blatant attack! Annie couldn't get far enough away, climbing as

high as she could, all while screaming her disdain at her prospective

playmate. Since we were closely monitoring the attempted pairing, we

were already in the enclosure as Annle started screaming, and quickly

scooped up the kitten and got her away from Annie, who calmed down

as soon as her "attacker" had left the enclosure. Like most cats, Spaz

was completely unimpressed with the experience. Her days would now

be devoted to chasing leaves and lying in the sun. After the failed kitten

trial, we tried a puppy The puppy was from a close neighbo1 who agreed

to take him back if he wasn't a good match. He wasn't. Then, we tried
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two different rabbits. They were quickly dismissed and spent the rest

of their lives being loved and cared for by my granddaughter. ln each

case, Annie was initially curious, but ultimately was too aggressive or

u n interested.

Thus it came to be that Annie was my constant companion-my sidekick

and my buddy. Much of her time was spent on my shouldeq tagging along

during chores. When I poured my first cup of coffee in the morning, Annie

was always there watching. As I added the creame6 her little face would

sidle up against the carton, watching closely as the creamer cascaded into

the coffee. Every time I stopped pouring, she would reach out a little finger

to the carton and tip just a little more in. She then watched me intently,

waiting for me to take that first sip. As soon as I did, she would reach up

and try to pry my lips apart, as if to see where the coffee had gone.

It wasn't just the coffee. lf I took a bite of food, she wanted to watch me

chew. Chewing with my mouth closed was never an option with Annie

around. As I chewed my food, she would imitate me, chewing on real or

imaginary pieces of food. There were many days when the routine nearly

brought me to hysterics. lt was everything I could do not to burst out

laughing, knowing that it would frighten her.

Annie's fascination with my mouth didn't end after I left the table. Every

morning, she sat on the bathroom counter and watched me brush my

teeth. As with the coffee and food, her face would be mere inches from

mine, intently scrutinizing my motions. When I opened my mouth to
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brush, she opened hers, imitatingmy facial expressions and studying

each movement. With a little practice, she learned how to turn the knob.

After a few months, Annie knew exactly when I was about to turn on the

water; and would beat me to it. Soon, it became her job-not mine. lf I

even motioned to turn the knob, I would be "scolded" verbally or have

my hand slapped. With monkeys, when they take ownership of an object

or a task, it belongs to them. (lf they want it, it belongs to them. lf you

want it, it belongs to them. lf you did it and they wanted to do it, you'll get

"corrected.") And so, for the rest of our life together, Annie was my devoted

"knob turner."

Annie observed my every move in the bathroom mirror. She watched

me wash my face, floss my teeth, apply my makeup, and fix my hair.

Whenever I stood with my face close to the mirror, while applying

mascara, or checking my teeth, she would put her face very close to

the mirror and continue watching both me and my mirror image. She

would help me examine my teeth and then examine her own, using

the mirror as a tool to help her find any defects or particles of food. She

would use the index finger only on each hand, one pulling her top lip

up and the other pulling the bottom lip down so she could get a really

close and thorough view of her mouth and teeth. lf she saw particles of

food between or on her teeth, she would use the mirror to guide her tiny

finger to remove the partlcles.

What Annie lacked in size she more than made up with In her ability to

apply what she had observed. One day as I sat watchingTV, with Annie
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rcove Annie deliglrted in copying my

actions ot the bathroom sink.If I looked at
my teeth, she looked at hers. If I moved

close to the mirror. so did she.
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perched on the sofa behind my head, she nonchalantly reached down and

pulled out several strands of my hair. I pivoted around. Why had she pulled

my hat?

I soon had my answer. After months of watching me floss my teeth, Annie

was now using strands of my hair to floss hers. She ran them back and

forth between her teeth and then examined the hair for food particles.

From then on, Annie had meticulously clean teeth and my head had thin

patches of hair. Occasionally, she would use a thread of bark from the

branches in her enclosure (and even regular dental floss), but my hair was

definitely her preferred floss.

When Annie was about 3years old, a neighborhood boy brought me

a guinea pig he could no longer keep. He knew we operated a primate

sanctuary and thought we might accept his sweet guinea pig. I agreed to

take the guinea pig, planning to let my granddaughter keep him. Then the

most surprising thing happened. Annie showed intense curiosity toward

him. lt had been years since we had last tried to give Annie a companion,

but her interest was so great that we decided to arrange an introduction.

Itwas an immediate success. Annie was incredibly gentle with the little

guinea pig;we promptly named him (with no great imagination)'Annie's

Piggy." Over the next few weeks, the pair were inseparable. Piggy would

wander the floor of Annie's enclosure, looking for bits of fruits and

vegetables. Annie would watch him eat with the same rapt attention that

she had reserved for my teeth brushing, putting her head on the ground as
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Piggy chewed. After eating, Piggy would sit still as Annie groomed his coarse

fur, whistling and chirping with delight. lt was such an endearing scene.

Then, just as I allowed myself to think about how much Annie's social skills

had improved, crisis struck. I woke up one morning, went in to feed Annie,

and found myself staring at her jaw There was an enormous swelling

along the jaw line, which was starting to wrap around her neck. I hurriedly

called our veterinarian and within minutes we were on our way. From the

time I first saw Annie until we arrived at the veterinarian's office couldn't

have been more than 30 minutes, but the swelling was growing rapidly

and Annie was having difficulty breathing.

We rushed in;Annie was gasping for breath as she gave me a pleading

look to help her. lwas in tears as the veterinarian and technicians hurriedly

gave her oxygen. Slowly, her gasping stopped. We all breathed a sigh of

relief as Annie received antihistamines and steroids to treat a near-fatal

allergic reaction. Her life had been saved and I began crying, again.

Within avery short time, Annie had fully recovered and the swelling

around her neck disappeared. What had caused such a severe

reaction? We were instructed to remove everything new to her diet and

environment. As we wracked our brains, trying to figure out what was new,

we kept coming back to the one new addition, her beloved piggy.

Could Piggy have been the cause of this near-death experience? We

had successfully introduced so many monkeys to rabbits and never

experienced any kind of allergic reaction. With a heavy heart, we removed
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Piggy from the enclosure and carefully washed down the floor to remove

any trace of guinea pig.

Over the next week, we watched Annie closely, hoping that something else

had caused her allergic reaction, but she was perfectly normal. Then, in

a carefully monitored meeting, with the veterinarian present, we allowed

Annie and Piggy back together. Annie was joyful as she playfully groomed

Piggy and then watched him chew a carrot. We couldn't help smiling. But

our smiles quickly faded as Annie began to get red splotches on her hands

and face. We hurriedly gaveAnnie antihistamines and removed Piggy.

As I watched her splotches fade, my hopes of finding an animal friend

for Annie also faded. I realized that Annie's companionship was going to

have to come from me. Piggy soon ended up livlng at my granddaughter's

house, forever chasing the rabbits around their pen.

Allergies as severe as Annie's arevery rare in monkeys. ln Annie's case, she

had the misfortune to have been highly inbred and denied the benefit

of her mother's milk. Annie suffered because of someone's greed and

ignorance. None of this was necessary. Annie suffered lifelong physical

problems from the effects of inbreeding. She suffered lifelong emotional

problems because her original owner wouldn't properly care for her.

Thankfully, we were now able to provide her the care and attention that

she deserved, although we would be constantly on guard for the next

allergic reaction.
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Ivan
WHEN I started oPR, my goal was to provide a lifelong sanctuary to the
many, many pet monkeys who had suffered at the hands of misguided or
heartless owners. There was such a greatneed to carefor these monkeys, I

was never able to focus on the fact that there was another segment of the

captive monkey populatlon that also needed a sanctuary: monkeys who

had been in research studies.

My initial conversation with someone from the research facility where lvan

was kept was typical of those inquiries. one day, the telephone rang and a

tentative voice asked, "would you be interested in taking in an olde4 male

rhesus macaque, who was no longer being used for research?,,

My first response was an emphatic YES!" Then came the questions.

"What research had he been used for?"

'We con'ttellyou."

"ls he healthy?"

"He is in good heolth for a 2O-year-old rhesus mocoque.,,



"Can I say where he came from?"

"We'd prefer you didn't.'

"What can I say about him?"

"Well... this is new to us, too. We've never retired o monkey before,

but lvan is o real charocter ond we don't wont to euthanize him iust

becouse he is no longer needed. lt would probobly be best to soy thot

he hos been retired from reseorch ond leave it at thot."

"That sounds reasonable to me. My goal is to provide him with a good

quality of llfe for the rest of his days."

Thus began an excruciatingly long, paperwork-filled process to bring lvan

to OPR. First, the attending veterinarian from the research facllity visited

OPR to carefully inspect our facilities and be assured that lvan would have

a ppropriate accom modations. Then ca me the nond isclosu re agreementS,

contractua I a greements, hea lth certifi cates, a nd seem i ngly never-end i n g

procession of paperwork. lvan also needed physicalexamlnations and

multiple laboratory tests to confirm his health status and assure us that

he was not a risk to the other macaques at OPR.

Finally, the day came.l had spent most of the morning on the phone with

the technician who had cared for lvan for over 17 years.l could hear his

anticipation, concern, and yet great hope that lvan, a veteran of research

and a favorite in the lab where he had lived his entire life, would thrive in his

newfound freedom. We were both excited for his retirement, yet concerned

at the same time. lvan didn't even know the outdoors existed, what the
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sky looked like, what a bird looked like, or what the warm sunshine and

summer breezes might feel like caressing the fur on his back.

As I drove to the airport to pick up lvan, I was absolutely thrilled and

hopeful that he would enjoy his new life and thrive in the environment we
had prepared for him at the sanctuary. The indoor enclosures alone at opR
were enormously larger than the cages where lvan had lived his entire life.

ln research, monkeys of lvan's size are kept in cages with at least 6 square

feet of floor space and enough cage height to allow them to stand up to
full height (about 21/zto 3 feet), although many facilities will use somewhat
larger cages. At oPR, the standard indoor enclosure has144 square feet of
floor space and is B feet high. Adding to that, the outdoor enclosures, which
are accessed by tunnels from the indoor enclosures, are about the same

size as the indoor ones. Then, just in case the monkeys get bored, we have

two play areas that measure 900 and 2,40o squarefee! respectively. All of
the enclosures and play areas are filled with myriad ledges, perches, swings,

and climbing branches. lnstead of an unchanging view from his laboratory

cage, lvan's new enclosure featured opportunities to see a revolving

landscape of horses in the meadows, deer and rabbits grazingon the edge
of the forest, birds flying overhead, clouds, sun, and rain.

Cou ld he adjust to such a drastic change after 20 years? I had no idea

what to expect.

Transportation of animals is always stressful for them, and it must have

been even more so for lvan, after a rifetime in the laboratory. I could only
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imagine the emotions he felt while being put into a crate and loaded into

the cargo hold of an airplane, separated from everything and everyone

he knew. Working with macaques for so many years, I knew that the

relationships they developed with one another were no different than the

friendships humans develop with other humans. Yet, through my concern

over the stress of his travels and the loss of his friends, I knew that lvan

would get to see and experience things that would have been beyond his

wildest dreams uP to that Point.

My goal was to get lvan ofi the plane, into ou r transport van, and to the

sanctuary in the shortest tlme possible, so we arrived long before the

plane was scheduled to arrive. we parked in an area where we could

see aircraft as they approached and landed, as I wanted to document

lvan's arrival with a camera and a video recorder. When I saw lvan's plane

approaching, I quickly ran over to and climbed onto the chain-link fence

surrounding the airport. I had a perfect view of the runway and began

shootlng video.

ln the excitement of the moment, I completely missed the large sign

stating, "Restricted Area." I Was So focused on making sure the plane never

left my viewfinder, I did not even hear the vehicle come Screaming up to me.

Suddenly, my focus was interrupted as I heard a loud, booming voice

shout, "Step away from the fence! Step away from the fence!" I turned to

see two security officers running toward me. I climbed down and quickly

produced identification, while trying to explain what I was doing. The

airport security did not share my excitement. I had to move that instant
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or I would be arrested. At least they didn't confiscate my camera,so I was

able to obtain great video footage of lvan,s arrival.

when lvan's crate entered the pickup area, I could see his little eyes

peering through the wire mesh, intently observing all the commotion
around him. I was overcome with relief. He was on the ground and he was

safe! we soon had his crate loaded and secured in our van. I sat with him

on the trip back to oPR, talking softly and feeding him a few peanuts.

Even though he took the peanuts, it was very clear that he was nervous.

He never made a sound the entire trip as his gaze shifted from one spot to
the next at the slightest bump, or noise, or light.

ln the research setting, people who work with monkeys are often

completely covered with protective garments. This experience showed,

as lvan was careful not to touch my fingers and did not allow mine to
touch his. Yet, his willingness to carefully take the peanuts from me

demonstrated that he had been treated kindry in his past and he was

going to adapt very well to sanctuary life.

Then we arrived. Everyone was so excited to see lvan. As we opened the
door of his crate, we were really opening the door to lvan,s new life. At first,

lvan just stared, overwhelmed by the new sights and sounds. wonderful
ledges, swings, and perches donned his enclosure, yet he remained on

the floor. I wondered at the time if he had a neurological or other problem

affecting his mobility. only much later did it dawn on me that lvan had

never had the opportunity to climb up so high-he didn'trealize he could!
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As I watched him tentatively make his way up each level of his cage, I was

like a proud parentwatching a baby's first steps. I found myself quietly

cheering him on with each steP uP.

Fortunately, we had designed lvan's enclosure so he could gradually

become exposed to the many new experiences. I could see his anxiety

with the large windows to the outside world, so we quickly covered them

with sheets. He calmed down almost immediately. lt was weeks before

we could begin gradually lowering the sheets on his windows, so that he

could view horses and deer romping through the pastures, and rabbits

passing by. Each new sight brought on fresh anxiety; even the beam of

sunlight startled him. Little by little we were able to expose him to the new

and exciting views from his window.

several months had passed since lvan's arrival. Every day, his unease at

the sights and sounds around him decreased, yet he continued to be very

apirehensive around people. He would wait until after I left before taking

the treats I had put on a ledge of his enclosure. Still, I could tell that he

was becoming more famlliar wlth me. lnstead of hiding at the top of his

enclosure, he began to come down lower. He stayed out of reach, but I

knew that he was no longer fearful.

Then, one day, to my complete surprise, as I was putting the treats on

the ledge, he reached out and gently held my hand. As the hair on

the back of my neck stood on end, I remained still and began quietly

talking with him. He then began grooming my hand and lip smacking,
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his friendly invitation to groom. My heart just meltedl Finally, lvan was
coming out of his shell.

our friendship continued to grow over the next few weeks and I began
to understand lvan's moods, behaviors, likes, and dislikes. Even though
I spent many hours interacting with lvan through the safety of the
enclosu re bars that separated us, it wasn't enough. Macaques are social

monkeys and lvan needed someone to share his life with; a warm body to
snuggle with at night and keep him company throughout the day, but we
didn't have another macaque compatible with him. ln the past, we have
paired rabbits with macaques, as temporary companions. with no other
options, I decided to try this pairing technique with lvan until we could
pair him with another macaque. This brought "Maynard Rabbito,, into our
sanctuary. I felt certain that Maynard-a large rabbit with a very relaxed

disposition-would be a perfect match for lvan.

our introduction process with rabbivmonkey pairings is rather
lengthy, as safety of the rabbits is equally important as the safety of
our monkeys. At first, the rabbit is left in a carrier near the enclosure.
we monitor via remote cameras to determine the monkey,s level of
curiosity and the dynamics of the initial interactions. The rabbit stays
out of reach. lf the monkey shows curiosity, the next step is to sit next to
the enclosure with the rabbit on my lap. lf the monkey comes over and

begins to gently groom the rabbit, that's a good sign. lf the rabbit doesn,t
mind being groomed or having the monkey playingwith their ears, that,s
a great sign.
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The next important step is to see how the monkey and rabbit will react

during feeding times. Monkeys have a fairly rigid set of rules when eating

together. The dominant monkey always eats first. lf a subordinate eats

out of turn, there are usually vocal remonstrations, possibly followed

by slaps. Rabbits have no such rules, so we have to be certain how

the monkey will react when the rabbit nudges them out of the way to

get some vegetables. To get an idea of how a macaque might react

to a rabbit at feeding time, I again sit next to the monkey's enclosure

holding the rabbit, only this time I have the monkey's favorite treats in

my pockets. I ignore the monkey and start hand-feeding the rabbit. As

the monkey draws near with curiosity and begs for a treat, I hand them

one and then one to the rabbit. This continues for a few minutes and

if there are no adverse behaviors, then l'll put the food bowl down just

outside the enclosure, so they both can reach it. lf the rabbit eats while

the monkey pilfers food from the bowl, that's a good omen and we will

have a supervised introduction. lf that goes well, then we gradually start

leaving them together for longer and longer periods until they are full-

time companions. We never push the process, preferring to let each

monkey "tell" us when to move on to the next step. ln lvan and Maynard's

case it took nearly two weeks to determine compatibility before the two

were successfully and safely paired.

It was amazing how incredibly gentle lvan was with his rabbit friend. He

would give Maynard produce from his food bowl and then crouch on the

ground next to him. With his face close to the ground and only inches

from Maynard's face, lvan would watch him chew his food. As Maynard

109



finished each piece of food, lvan would place another piece of carrot

or broccoli in front of him and start the watching process all over again.

This would go on for as long as Maynard ate. lt was hysterical and always

made me laugh.

Over the years, we've paired macaques and rabbits many times. Even

though no two situations were altke, they were remarkably consistent in

one way. Each macaque treated their companion rabbit very diflerently

than they would another macaque. They allowed the rabbits to do

things they would never tolerate from a monkey. Sometimes, while the

macaques were on the ground eating from their food bowls, the rabbits

would nibble food right from the macaques' hands or from their bowls.

Sometimes the rabbits would even push their companions away from

the bowl. Where a similar action would result in an all-out brawl between

macaques, the rabbits were allowed to do this without a correction.

As much as lvan loved his companion, I knew Maynard could not fully

substitute for another macaque. lvan needed a macaque companion to

groom him and join him in climbing up the perches and hooting at the

horses and deer in the meadow

Then another research retiree arrived at the sanctuary. We knew Winslow

would be a great candidate for pairing with lvan, as his disposition, age and

size were all perfect matches. With the arrival of Winslow, Maynard was

retired to my granddaughter's house, to spend the remainder of his life

hopping with the other rabbits she kept.
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As it was when we introduced Maynard to lvan, the introductions between

lvan and winslow took quite some time. yet, in the end we achieved a

happy, successful pairing. Now, as I watch lvan and winslow chasing frogs

and butterflies, dipping their toes in the swimming pool, or just lounging

in the sun and grooming each other, I can't help but smile. Nothing in

the world can warm my heart like watching a monkey enjoy life in a way I

know they could never have imagined.

agove lyan and Winslow enjoying a

sunny doy by the pool.
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Pearly Su
KEENLY observant, empathetic, able to learn new skills; these terms

could be used to describe a top-notch corporate recruit. They also could

be used to describe Pearly Su.

Like lvan, Pearly Su came to OPR from a research facility. Unlike lvan,

who was born In the United States, she was born at a facility in China,

dedicated to providing monkeys for research. When she was about 1 year

old, she was shipped to the United States to be used for research. Then,

when she was only 3 years old, still very much a juvenile, she was retired

from research. While most research monkeys are used in multiple projects

over many years-as lvan was-Pearly Su was exposed to a single study.

Just like children, monkeys learn by observation and then trial and error.

Pearly Su is no different, except she learns faster than any monkey I have

ever known. Her abilities are nothing short of amazingand constantly

keep us on our toes. Almost from the moment she arrived at OPR, Pearly

Su took a keen Interest in the locks on her enclosure. She watched me

intently as I locked and unlocked the enclosure padlocks many times a



day. Her interest was so strong that we began to joke about what would

happen if Pearly Su got hold of the keys.

And then it happened. One day, as I went to unlock the padlock to her

enclosure, I dropped the key. Before I could blink, Pearly Su's chubby little

arm shot through chain link and grabbed the key off the floor. As I waited

for my assistant to bring the extra key, Pearly Su sat in her hammock with

the key making play faces and seemin gly very pleased with now having

her very own key. I planned on going into her enclosure and retrieving the

key, but Pearly Su had other ideas. She went straight for the padlock with

the key in one hand, determination in her expressive eyes and a free foot

grabbingthe padlock. To my amazement, she successfully inserted the

key into the slot, and I heard the tell-tale click of the lock opening. She had

opened it faster than I would have done so myself!

I was dumbstruck. No monkey at OPR had ever shown this level of

learning. Fortunately, reality came back to me and I quickly moved to

hold the enclosure door shut. lt was good that I moved when I did. As

soon as she opened the lock, Pearly Su was trying to open the door. l'm

certain that had I not been there, she would have soon succeeded. After

a few minutes, Pearly Su became tired of her game and, much to my

surprise, handed me the key (just as the spare key arrived). Most monkeys

will not share when they get a new object. Perhaps she realized that the

key belonged to me and wanted to return it to its rightful owner. Still, the

adventure with the lock and key gave me an idea.
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Realizing that Pearly Su had such an interest in opening locks, I attached a

padlock to the chain-link wall of her enclosure. I gave her the key and then

watched. Quickly, Pearly Su took the key and went up to the lock. Holding

the padlock in her foot, she intently studied it and the key. Within a few

moments, she inserted the key into the padlock. After watching me open

locks many times every day, it took her no time to figure out how to turn

the key after it had been inserted. Less than a minute after I had given

her the key, she had successfully used it to open the padlock. Thls soon

became a game for us. I would attach a padlock to her enclosure, give

her the key, and she would open it. The sounds that came from her upon

opening a lock could only be described as "hoots of satisfaction."

But it was more than just padlocks that Pearly Su figured out. ln her

enclosure hung a mesh hammock, attached to the ceiling via carabiners

on chalns. The monkeys love these hammocks and spend many hours in

them, watching the world from up high. At the same time, they make a

terrible mess of them, so each day ltake down the soiled hammocks and

replace them with clean ones. As with everything else I did with Pearly Su,

she watched my every move intently, sitting on my shoulder and carefully

studylng as I detached the dirty hammock and replaced it with the clean

one. lf my shoulder wasn't close enough to the action, I would soon have

Pearly Su sitting on my head. Even if it was a little annoying, the intensity of

her observation was such that I couldn't possibly disrupt her.

Then, one day after I had taken down the soiled hammock, but just before

I hung the clean one, I got called out of her enclosure. Anticipating that I
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would quickly return, I left the clean hammock on the ground, ready to be

hung when I got back.

An hour lateq I returned and stopped, astonished, as Pearly Su looked

down at me from the hanging hammock. Again, her "hoots of satisfaction"

and play faces greeted me. She had figured out how to work the

carabiners, hauled the hammock up, and managed to attach it to them. lt

wasn't perfect, but Pearly Su's ability to learn from observation had once

again stunned me. To this day, no other monkey at OPR has ever figured

out how to hang a hammock.

Pearly Su's skills aren't limited to inanimate objects. Her powers of

observation have extended to the monkeys around her, particularly Ernie.

It had been quite some time since we had tried to pair him with another

monkey, as they were so unsettled by his seizure disorder. Even though

they had witnessed these seizures many times, I could always tell when he

was in the midst of one from the amount of distressful screaming coming

from the nearby enclosures. Still, we were always hopeful thatwe could

find a match for him.

Then, soon after Pearly Su arrived at OPR, Ernie had a seizure. As we ran

to his enclosure to comfort him and make sure he didn't injure himself

all of the other monkeys were screaming in distress-except Pearly Su.

Her concern was evident as she lip-smacked and cooed at Ernie. Once

again, she had confounded our expectations. Right then, we decided to try

pairing Pearly Su and Ernie.
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It worked, and was an amazing match that lasted for over 12years. Pearly

Su was the comforting companion that Ernie had so desperately needed.

She could sense when Ernie was about to have a seizure and would hug

and hold onto him until he recovered, preventing him from falling or

otherwise hurting himself. Between seizures, Pearly Su and Ernie lived a

rich and event-filled life. Whether it was participating in the many activities

available to them, such as hunting for bugs or swimming in the pool,

they were always together. Or they would just sit in the hammock or on a

ledge, grooming each other for hours. At the end of the day, they would

snuggle close and sleep together for the night. They were always kind and

affectlonate to each other. ln those 1 2years,l never once witnessed a fight

between them.

Then, after taking medication for his heart and seizure conditions for

nearly his entire life, Ernie's health began to decline rapidly. Seemingly

overnight, Ernie stopped eating, stopped playing, stopped hunting for

bugs, stopped grooming. He could barely climb to the sleeping ledge to

snuggle with Pearly Su. We called our veterinarian, who examined him,

and gave us the sad news. Ernie was in liver failure. The very medications

that had kept him alive for the past 13 years had gradually taken a toll on

his liver. There was nothing we could do.

Pearly Su knew that her longtime friend was not well. She stayed with

him constantly, even sleeping with him on the bed we had put on the

floor of the enclosure. She groomed him so gently, cooing quietly as he

lay on the bed. She would only leave him for the briefest moments to
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go to the bathroom or grab a quick bite to eat, then would rush back to

his side.

Only a day after receiving the heartbreaking news about Ernie's liver; we

received another sign that his health was failing. He had experienced

a brief burst of energy and had climbed onto a ledge a few feet off the

ground, when he suffered a cluster of grand mal seizures. Pearly Su

grabbed onto him, comforting him as she always did, but couldn't hold on.

He fell to the ground, scraping his head and legs.

We knew that it was time. lt was an extremely distressing moment for

everyone involved, especially Pearly Su. We had to pry Ernie from her

arms so that he could be put to sleep. Everyone was crying, even our

veterinarian. lt was an overwhelmingly emotional moment that I shall

never forget. And then it was over.

Afterwards, we showed Ernie's lifeless body to Pearly Su. Even then, her

empathy for him remained. She tried to pull him back into the enclosure,

cooing and lip smacking the entire time. As we left, her distress cries

followed, forever haunting me.

Following Ernie's death, Pearly Su experienced a deep sadness. She

refused to eat for several days; she would not play and would barely

acknowledge my presence. After spending l2yearswith Ernie, Pearly Su

was mourning. The other monkeys must have sensed her sadness, as they

would lip smack and coo whenever she was in their sight.
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It wasn't until a year later, when a young macaque named Jack came into

her life that Pearly Su healed. Jack had come to us after being discarded

at an animal control agency by his previous owne[ who had thrown him

against a wall, breaking his tiny arm. His experiences had left him unsure

of everything and distrustful of all people. Once again, Pearly Su saw a

damaged soul and took on the role of the nurturing healer.

Within a few short weeks we were able to successfully pair Pearly Su and

Jack. I began to see glimpses of playfulness from Pearly Su and it made

me smile. Then, a couple of days after we paired them, they were sitting in

the tunnel leading to their outdoor playground. As I neared them, Pearly

Su stuck her feet out for me to play our game, "Where are Pearly's toes?"

She had loved it when I would tickle her feet and play with her toes. She

hadn't done this since Ernie's death. As I played with her toes, suddenly

Jack's much smaller toes were beside Pearly Su's, waiting to be tickled. I

cried a little at that moment, realizingthat monkeys have to go through

healing processes just like people. I knew that Pearly Su's heart had

mended and Jack was on the way to regaining his trust in people. Now my

heart too, was healed.

tel'r After Ernie died, Peorly Su would spend hours curled
up in a bdl, looking out into space. After 12 years together,

she tru)y mourned the deoth of her friend.
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Epilogue
PROVIDING sanctuary for captive monkeys is completely different from

rescuing wildlife. When in.lured raccoons or birds were brought to me, the

goal was to nurse the animals to health as quickly as possible, and then

release them back into the wild. That is not an option for these monkeys.

A monkey who comes to OPR requires a lifetime of care, which can be

over 30 years.

Whether the monkeys are retired from research or abandoned as pets,

their history, personalities, physical conditions, and health needs are

tremendously varied. The time, effort, and patience required to bring them

back to a semblance of normalcy can be daunting. Yet, when one of these

broken souls begins to become a monkey again,l feel such a sense of

hope. Then, to watch them become a part of the larger monkey society at

OPR provides me with an even greater sense of relief. lt never ceases to

amaze me how monkeys from such varied backgrounds and species can

create their own social structure and rules. lt is fascinating to watch and a

privilege to be a part of their society.



The tales told in these chapters represent only a fraction of the individual

monkeys'stories I have witnessed. And even for the personalities and

circumstances described here, the long lives of the monkeys allow for

many, many other stories to unfold, some deeply emotional, others

incredibly uplifting, every one unique to that individual.

Summer

Three years have passed since Summer came to OPR. lt takes constant

work and vigilance, but she has shown remarkable improvement. She is

no longer injuring herself although some of her less destructive neurotic

behaviors (slapping herself) will likely remain for the rest of her life.

After getting the worst of her self-injurious behaviors under control, we

began to contemplate pairing her with another monkey. As social animals,

it is vitally important that they have friends to play with, chatter to, and

snuggle with at night. Unfortunately, with her behaviors, it has been quite

difficult to identi! the right monkey for Summer. Most monkeys getvery

upset when she begins to slap herself or display other odd behaviors.

Then, there ls the issue of her chronic vomiting and diarrhea.

Between Ernie's heart, liver; and neurologic conditions and Summer's

neurologic and gastro-intestinal conditions, it often felt like I lived at my

veterinarian's office. At first, we believed Summer's diarrhea and vomiting

to be due to stress. She had come from such a dreadful environment.

We were hopeful that the OPR environs and an appropriate diet would
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aeove After a long rehabilitation-both mental and
physicol-and a critical modification to her diet,

Summer is now a confident and active monkey. She

enjoys feeling the warm breeze against her fur and
soaking up the heoling sunshine.

provide the cure. While it certainly helped, she continued to go through

phases of vomiting and/or severe diarrhea,and started losingweight.

So we went back to the veterinarian for more tests, more diagnoses,

and more hopefultherapies. Summer had radiographs, ultrasounds,

colonoscopies, and seemingly dozens more tests. She was always taking

some medication. we were beginning to wonder if her health issues were
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like her behavioral issues, a product of her deprived upbringing. Then,

after yet another exhaustive battery of tests, we finally determined her

digestlve system could not tolerate gluten.

With some trepidation, we removed gluten from Summer's diet and the

results have been amazing.While on rare occasions she may still vomit or

have a bout of diarrhea, the incidents have dropped to almost zero. Finally,

Summer has started to galn her weight back.

With her health finally under control, we can now pay attention to the

budding friendship between Summer and Tyleri who lives in the enclosure

across from her. We have seen them holding hands through the safety

mesh of the tunnels between their enclosures. Even though they are

different species (Summer is a rhesus macaque and Tyler is a long-tailed

macaque), they seem to get along very well and we are hopeful that they

will be compatible and Summer will finally have that companion she so

desperately needs.

Annie

It was a warm summ er day and all of the macaques were outdoors

exploring, playing in the pool, and chasing bugs, or just basking in the

glorious sunbeams. Their happy grumbles and chitterings filled the air.

Unfortunately, Annie was rarely allowed outside. She was so allergic to so

many things. The previous spring, we had let her outside only to have the

pollen in the air trigger a severe allergic reaction. After one frantic trip to
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the veterinarian, we decided it was best to allow her outside only when

there was no wind and the pollen count was very low-a scenario that

happened rarely.

There she was, sitting at her favorite windory watching the others play. I

knew she wanted to join them, even if only for a little while. lt was a bit early

in the season, but it had been cloudy for so long, and beautiful summer

days tend to be rare in the Northwest. I decided to let her go outside;

although I would watch her closely to make sure she didn't start wheezing.

I brought Annie to the long wire tunnels that led from the indoor areas to

the outdoor playgrounds, being careful to make sure that the doors to the

playgrounds were locked. I couldn't let Annie into those areas, as the wood

shavings would provoke an allergic reaction. lt wasn't ideal, but I knew that

she would still enjoy the feel of the air; the warmth of the sun, and the

smells of the world around her.

It was a magical day for Annie, as she ran up and down the length of the

tunnels (over 100 feet), chattering at the other monkeys, shaking the wire,

and being the lively little monkey I knew.

It was with a little sadness that, as the sun started to set, I went to retrieve

Annie from the tunnels to bring her inside for the night. I called her over to

the access door. As she waited patiently while I removed the padlock, a wasp

flew into the tunnel and circled her head. Without a momenfs hesitation,

Annie snared the wasp out of midair and popped it in her mouth.
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I couldn't move fast enough and yet it was as if I was moving in slow

motion. I just knew that with so many allergies, a wasp sting was going to

provoke a reaction. With panic in my head and heart I quickly pulled her

from the tunnel and took off running for the house. Annie was clinging

tightly to my arms, sensin gmy fear and looking at me with concerned eyes.

It seemed like hours, but it was only seconds. I was breathing so heavily,

I could barely operate the telephone to call the veterinarian. Between

gasps, I explained what had happened and that I would be leaving for his

office immediately.

Then I looked down.

Annie was in trouble. Her breathing was getting raspy and forced. Her eyes

were staring at me, wide with fear. I was screaming and crying, begging the

veterinarian to help me, even as I knew there was nothing he could do. Her

eyes slowly closed, as her little body began convulsing from the effects of

the sting. I could barely see through all the tears. Annie, my companion

and friend, went limp and dled in my arms.

For a long time, I was wracked with grief and guilt. lf I had only kept her

indoors she would still be alive. Yet I also knew that protecting her from

every possible problem would have diminished her life. I consoled myself

knowing that her last day was so happy and enrlched. I thought of the many

years we had spent together, her incredible observational skills, and her

devotion to me. I knew that I would think of her every time I drank coffee.

Who would help me pour the creamer? I would think of her whenever I
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flossed my teeth. Who would pull my hair out to floss her own teeth? Annie

will always be a part of me, kept safely inside my heart.

George

George is now nearly 7 years old. He is no longer the fragile infant sharing

our bed. I share avery strong bond with him, but our relationship is

changing.

He is a bit of a prima donna. Throughout OPR, we have hung many

stainless steel mirrors in the enclosures. George loves to sit in front of a

mirror and make faces at himself. There is no doubt that he knows the

image in the mirror is his own, as he practices each expression in slow

motion many times before showing it to another monkey. Sometimes,

he'll turn his face one way, then the other; as he examines the expression

from many different angles.

When we first moved George into the indoor habitats, it took many

months for him to gain confidence. We were always there to help him-
from the first day when he grabbed onto my arm so tightly he left bruises,

until the first night that he slept in the habitat. George's mother would

have been the one to teach him about monkey etiquette and social skills,

but she almost certainly had been killed when George was brutally taken

from his home in Thailand. lnstead, we were his parents and teachers,

doing the best we could to carefully and thoughtfully integrate George

into our ever-growing troop of rescues and retirees.
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ABovE 1n the main housing area, Georple loves

ta eat popcorn while he watches his favorite

movies. EIf ond Uncle Buck.
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Fortunately, George was a quick learner. He watched us interact with the

other monkeys and quickly began to behave in a way that was socially

acceptable for a growing male macaque.

Not long after beginning to live full-time with the other monkeys, George

found a friend in Holly, a long-tailed macaque. On warmer days George

and Holly spend time in the swimming pool, paddling around or chasing

the frogs frequenting the area. Sometimes, we take a hose and put it in

the pool enclosure. Just as children can spend hours playing with a hose,

so will George and Holly. George has even learned how to put his fingers

over the end of the hose and finds great delight in squirting any monkey

or person who comes within range.

On cold or rainy days, George and Holly prefer to stay indoors and play with

various toys or swing on the floating platforms or trapeze swings. They will sit

next to each other for hours, hugging and grooming. George especially loves

watching movies. He gets so excited when I begin to pop the corn, running

around his enclosure and chattering loudly as the aroma fills the air.

As a young adult, George now commands respect. There was a time

when I could enter George's habitat atany time and safely interact with

him. Then, when he was about 6years old, we were playing just as we

always had, when he suddenly threatened me. I was a bit surprised, as

he screamed and bounced at me. Not wanting to risk a confrontation, I

quickly adopted avery passive stance, lryingto redirect his intentions into

a friendly game.
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Most macaques at OPR view me as the alpha member of the group and

George wanted to challenge that dominance. I understood that. To love

George and his cousins is to respect them by embracing who they are, and

by not asking them to be anything else. At the same time it was important

that I not show him that I was frightened in any way. Macaques remember

these interactions and, with the rest of the monkeys in the building

looking on, I did not want to lose my standing with them. The tiny monkey,

who had been torn from his mother and endured so much, was grown. He

commanded and deserved respect. Soon, in fact, he would become the

dominant monkey at OPR.

As I left his enclosure, all the other macaques were staring at us. I was

concerned. Would they also begin to challenge me? How was this

exchange going to affect the dynamics of the macaque barn? After nearly

20years of providing sanctuary to monkeys, I still have so much to learn
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about them. Perhaps that is why I enjoy the new and exciting challenges

that mark every day at OpR.

It is hard to believe how far l've come in nearly 20 years. From that fateful
day, when I first decided to bring Ernie into my home, to the decision to
devote my efforts to providing sanctuary to abandoned and neglected pet
monkeys, to accepting retired research monkeys;from the first home of
oPR at our farm in oregon, to our current 2}-acrefacility in southwestern
Washington, I am constantly amazed.

There are many days where I look out over ou r property. I can look to the
monkey buildings and hear the monkeys hooting and chattering to each

other. I can look out over the fields, as deer wander through the lifting fog.

ln these rare moments of peace, I contemprate why I work so hard for
these monkeys. why would I continue to rescue pet monkeys from such
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tragic situations, knowing that they have years of recovery ahead of them?

Why would I continue to bring in monkeys, retired from research facilities,

who have never seen the sun? why would I do this, knowing that all of

these monkeys will require a lifetime of care?

The answer is simple.These monkeys need me. Untilthe time comes

when monkeys are no longer kept as pets or used in research, there will

be a need for sanctuaries like oPR to carefor them and provide them

with the life that they so greatly deserve. I have chosen a difficult path, but

the rewards are tremendous. Watching George ascend to primacy of the

monkeys at oPR or seeing summer begln to form a friendship are such

wonderful moments, they make all the effort worthwhlle. Still, as I look out

across the expanse of OPR, I dream of a day when there will no longer be

a need for primate sanctuaries.
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After reoding these stories, you moy ask yourself ,,Whot con I do?,,

oPR Coostol Primote Sonctuory is a USDA-ticensed sanctuory, registered

as o 501 (c)(3) nonprofit. A lifetime of providing for the core ond welfore

of these beoutiful souls is extremely expensive. we rely on donotions
to continue our mission to provide core in a humone ond enriching

environment for unwanted, orphaned, or crippled monkeys who originote

from privote owners, os well as those retired from o life in reseorch. pleose

visit our website, www.oregonprimaterescue.com, to leorn more obout

OPR, the work thot we do, ond what you con do to help.

Outside of supporting sonctuaries such os OpR,

help is needed for legislative efforts to end the sare ond possession of
monkeys as pets ocross the country. currently, in o majority of stotes,

monkeys ore ollowed to be kept as pets with tittle or no regulotory

oversight. For every Summer or Annie who find their way to opR or
other sanctuaries, there are so mony others who continue to suffer in

unsuitoble conditions. Pleose contoct your stote legislotors to voice your
support for o bon on monkey ownership. For further informotion on this

issue and how to get in touch with your legislotors, pleose contoct the

An i m o I We I fo re I n sti tu te at www.awion I i ne.org

we must speak for the monkeys, os they connot speak for themselves.





POLLY scHULTz'fascination with monkeys dates back to her early childhood.
Her love for and ability to understand and befriend all animals has always been
a driving force in her life. Polly's unwavering dedicalion to helping animals in
need led to the creation of oPR coastal primate sanctuary (originally as oregon
Primate Rescue, in Dailas, oregon) in 1998. currently located in Longview,
washington, Polly spends her days caring for the monkeys and working hard to
give them the best posslbie life. she lives onsite at opR with her husband, skip.
operating a sanctuary for special needs monkeys is labor intensive and requires
constant supervision. Pol1y has not taken a vacation in nearly 20 years.

KENNETH LITWAK, DV\4, PhD, is rhe laboratory animal advisor at the
Animal welfare Institute. He has authored or co-authored over 40 published
scientific articles. This is his first book.







MONKEYS ARE NOT PETS. Monkeys sold as pets are almost always condemned to a

terrible life-kept in completely unsuitable, socially impoverished, often unimaginably

grim conditions. Yet, these monkeys do have hope.

ln Monkeys Don't Weor Diopers: Heartwarming ond Heortbreoking Stories from a Monkey

Sonctuory, Polly Schultz tells the stories of a special group of monkeys who have come

to OPR Coastal Primate Sanctuary, which Polly founded in 1998 and continues to direct.

Some of the monkeys at OPR came from misinformed people who meant no harm, but

had no idea how to care for a monkey. Others were horribly mistreated by abusive owners,

who reacted with anger or abandonment when the bewildered animal failed to become

a tame and docile pet. One was rescued from the smugglers who stole him from his wild

family. Still others were brought in as retirees from research institutions. All have unique

and amazingstories of recovery in Polly's care.

'As someone who has dedicated much time and effort in Congress to defending animal

protection and welfare, I highly recommend lulonkeys Don't Wear Diopers for anyone

who has a passion for animals. This book makes the compelling case for why legislation is

needed to prohibit the keeping of monkeys as pets."

REP. JIM MORAN,co-chairmanof theCongressional Animal ProtectionCaucus(retired)

"Polly's stories about the monkeys she has teach us about their unique personalities as

fellow animal beings. It is a book made up of stories of abuse, compassion and caring."

ROGER FOUTS, co-founderof Friendsof Washoeandauthorof Nextof Kin

"Polly Schultz is among the world's leading experts on how to care for and love monkeys

in need. In her landmark book, she offers compelling stories of the awesome beings with

whom she and her co-workers have tirelessly and selflesslyworked at OPR Coastal Primate

Sanctuary. Iulonkeys Don't Wear Diapers is a game changer and deserves a global audience."

MARC BEKOFF, author of The Emotional Lives of Animals and RewildingOur Heorts


