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CICRA, a unique tamarin habitat 
February has blown by with serious winds and heavy 

rains but they’ve not stopped PrimatesPeru.  CICRA is 

a patch of forest that boasts a trail system covering an 

area of approximately 900 acres.  Our team has visited 

about 75% of this area and already confirmed the 

existence of 82 saddlebacks!  Compared to current 

literature, these preliminary finding suggest CICRA is 

an unusually rich habitat for tamarin species. 

February 
20th 

Erin K. breaks 

saddleback’s fall 

from canopy 

with shoulder 

February 

25th 

82 saddlebacks 

counted at 

CICRA, so far! 

 

March 
16th 

PrimatesPeru 

welcomes 

Tanner Harvey 

to team 
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This month’s special creature is the Saki Monkey, or, as it is more fondly 

known in these parts, the huapo. 
 

Sakis are one of the strangest primates in the rainforest for a variety of reasons.  
First, their appearance itself is incongruous with warm climates, sporting as 
they do a thick and luscious coat of hair. They are large monkeys and we know 
that they are because they don’t diminish in size when wet, so it’s not just the 
hair! 
 
They have dentition that supports nut eating and are almost exclusively nut-
specialists.  However, we’ve seen them down on the forest ground-eating ants 
before! 

 
A surprising and little-known 
saki fact: they roam with 
saddlebacks on occasion and 
these little monkeys, barely a 
tenth of the size of a saki, are 
largely unconcerned by their 
giant neighbors.  
 

Sakis also go to bed at about 3pm, making them a 
delight to follow! 

Featured Creature 
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In the final weeks of February, staff and researchers at the station noticed that one 

of our tagged monkeys was routinely resting on the wooden walkways that line all 

of CICRA’s facilities.  Right away we new something was wrong, because 

tarmarins seldom remain on ground level for longer than a few seconds to snatch 

an insect.   As it turns out, this monkey was BBO, a lone saddleback we trapped 

and released in December.  At the time of his initial examination we could tell that 

he was very old by his worn dentition and that he was in below average physical 

condition, even possessing a tumor under his belly.  Rediscovering him in this 

surrendered way (asleep on our wooden walkways) we took him in on one cold, 

rainy evening and gave him a warm sleeping place and lots of food.  By noon the 

following day he was moving around in the small enclosure and appeared ready 

to leave.  We brought him to a nice corner of walkway near a large fruiting Anona 

tree and opened the door.  Unlike his previous releasing, BBO did not flee the 

scene and instead jumped out onto the deck and settled in for a nice nap.  He 

would periodically move away from our small cage but would return moments 

later.  After some hours, he made his way across the grass to the Anona tree and 

slowly upwards until he found a nice perch.  At this point, we all decided to get 

back to work and check on him before dark, but that 

was the last we saw of BBO.  Before we returned, BBO 

had left the tree and has not been seen since.  Given his 

prolonged absence from our walkways we think BBO 

has left us for good, but not without receiving one final 

night in comfort and company. 
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There comes a time in any project when what is most necessary is a change.  You have 
discussed it at length, pondered it for hours and finally, it is time to act.  But, as usual, that 

is easier said than done. 

“Let’s be realistic,” said Gideon to me one morning as we bent over our laundry, 
“We’ve been baiting the traps for months, and they never eat at them consistently! At this 

rate we’ll barely trap twenty!” 

In my heart I knew he was right. Admitting it, however, is another thing altogether.  
“It’s not like we’ve not tried other things that work,” I retorted, valiantly scrubbing a 

pair of socks that were once white.  “We’ve got the calls.” 

It was true; the calls were our biggest breakthrough. We had some beautiful 
recordings of the twins protesting and the adults rendering their long calls with operatic 

aplomb that, when played in what looked like an empty jungle, produced spectacular 

results.  Tamarins practically crawled out of the woodwork going “ Did someone say 

baby?” 

“The trouble with the damn calls is that they are too effective,” responded Gideon, 

gloomily rinsing another pair of trousers. “These groups are too busy searching for the 

source of the calls to pay any attention to the traps.” 
That was true too.  Although they charged over to check out the speakers, they spent 

a lot of time looking for an infant on the ground than they did looking for anything in the 

traps.  In fact, we’d even tried placing a small tamarin like figure in the cage tied on a 

string so that it could be moved at intervals and the tamarins were not fooled in the least. 
Taking me by the shoulders, Gideon firmly but gently looked me in the eye.  

“There’s no way around this you know.  We have to try.” 

You see, the one option we were left with was to use a calling animal, something 
that rolls easily off the tongue but is a thorny issue no matter how you think about it. 

Trapping callitrichids is a difficult thing, made much easier they say, by the presence of a 

calling animal in one of the compartments of the trap that one puts out for the wild group.  
However, obtaining such an animal is no simple task.   

We decided that we would not partake in the commercial pet trade in tamarins that, 

of course, we expected to be flourishing in Puerto Maldonado.  We decided to approach 
rehabilitation centres to ask to borrow an animal for a small period of time.  We would 

give it all our attention, both medical and of the heart, and ensure that it had a comfortable 

and safe life with us. Our work would only take up a couple hours each day and would not 
put the animal in harm’s way.  Consequently it would be returned to the centre for 

reintroduction into the wild. However, things are never that black and white. 

If we were approached by somebody with a pet that they wanted to sell for the same 
price that they bought it, is that participating in the pet trade? Or is it only when you 

express an interest in an animal that someone else then goes to the jungle to procure? 

What if the animal was found by a family and raised out of pity and with a lot of love, 
then is borrowing it really a terrible thing?... 
Continued at www.PrimatesPeru.com/blog 
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Our newest allies are, rather unexpectedly, a local ecological reserve – “La Reserva 

Ecológica Taricaya”.  Our relationship with them has sprung from an unlikely request 

that they have eagerly been able to fulfill. 

 
For the last few weeks we have been eagerly awaiting the arrival of a very special guest 

from Taricaya.  As you know from our latest blog post, we’ve been looking for a young 

saddleback tamarin NOT involved with the pet trade to use for a few months as a 
caller monkey.  We would work in conjunction with the little monkey to attract 

unhabituated groups at CICRA, of which we have 12 now, and draw them to our 

traps.  From there on, we let the bananas do their magic. Hopefully, this will speed up 
the rate at which they begin to visit the traps so that we can shoot once more for DNA 

samples from these groups. 

 

Taricaya has such a pichicos and is amenable to lending it to us for a few months. 

Consequently they will take the animal back and rehabilitate it into the Taricaya 

Ecological Reserve.  

 
This team of dedicated conservationists led by Briton Stuart Timson runs a state-of-the 

art research and volunteer station about an hour up the Tambopata River. They have a 

successful, if somewhat expensive, volunteer program that accepts people from all over 
the world to work on their projects.  They are currently monitoring turtle densities by 

counting, measuring, and protecting eggs laid on their new beach, and then marking 

the newly born turtles and releasing them into the river.  Next year, the first of the 
marked turtles from three years ago will hopefully return to the beach to nest. Together 

with their volunteers they released some 1800 little turtles this season! 

 
Other projects include the mahogany monitoring program that is using the recent 

discovery that wood from young (5-10 year old) mahogany trees has good marketable 

value to provide locals with saplings from their greenhouse to encourage them to grow 
their own trees rather than selectively log mahogany from the surrounding forest. They 

are also working with the local population on better farming techniques since most of 

the people living in the Puerto Maldonado area are recent immigrants from the Andes 
and other parts of Peru and as such, are unfamiliar with farming strategies that 

conserve the delicate topsoil in the rainforest.  Finally, they have a fabulous animal 

rehabilitation centre that is currently housing our little pichicos amongst other exotic 

wildlife like short-eared dogs, spider monkeys and even jaguars! 
 

We hope to have a very successful exchange with Taricaya and will be processing 

paperwork on the animal over the next few weeks! We will keep you posted on the 
excitement! 

Partnership With Taricaya 
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Our team consists of a varied group 

of individuals, mostly women in true 

primatology tradition, with different 

backgrounds, training, experience and 
skills.  There is one thing, however, that 

we all do, each in our own way.  The 

events of February 5th, as illustrated by the 
three pieces of writing below, highlight this 

shared capability.  What do I mean? Read 

on! 
 
February 5th, 2010 

 
Mini and Gideon 

 

Turning over and punching his 
pillow in, Gideon couldn’t but help feel 

excited about the morning to come. For 

the first time in a long while we had 
discovered a brand new group, followed it 

successfully till the end of the day, and 

tucked it in to bed in a sleeping site that 
was both accessible as well as incredibly 

cool.  The group, known as Aerodromo 6, 

named after the trail they were first seen 
on, consisted of 6 individuals including 5 

adults and one juvenile.  The juvenile was 

a little female with a rambunctious streak 
that drove her to incessantly seek out 

playmates amongst the adults in her group, 

inevitably irritating each one.  Only one 
adult seemed to be interested in her needs, 

and he was one hell of a pichico. He was, 

quite simply, the largest saddleback we 

had ever seen.  It was quite a treat then to 

watch these two carry on, silently 
wrestling each other and licking their faces 

in playfulness.  A whole afternoon of this 

silliness culminated in the group sleeping 
in the stump of a tree that had fallen down, 

about 20m high. 

The excitement of having a group so 
easily locatable that would result in a 

completely new track for the group, hardly 

allowed us a good night’s sleep.  The next 
morning we were up at 4am and out the 

door in 30 minutes, ready for a full day’s 

follow. 
We walked briskly down 

Aerodromo, one of the clearest trails, 

spanning over 800 metres.  At the end of it 
we stopped to turn on the GPS, which 

would help us find the tree stump again 

before 5:30am, which is the usual wake-up 
hour of tamarin groups in these parts.  

Above our heads four sleepy night monkeys 

leapt across the trail, cooing softly to 
themselves. It felt strange to be just 

welcoming the morning, while watching 

these guys call it quits and go to bed. 
The GPS finally located a good 

signal and the map glowed to life.  We 

quickly set about tracking the old sleeping 
site and dove east into the undergrowth.  It 

was still dark out and we had barely ten 

minutes to find the tree stump. Luckily for 
us, a bright moon lit up the jungle and we 

were able to navigate quite easily to the 

stump. Stopping at a convenient viewing 
point to catch our breath I noticed vaguely 

a little movement in the trees behind the 

tree stump.  I pushed the thought out of my 
mind and settled down on my bag to watch 

the stump. Craning my neck high I swatted 

absentmindedly at the swarms of 
mosquitoes active even at this hour. I 

noticed a little movement behind the stump 

again. 
“Did you see that?” I questioned 

Gideon, believing that my eyes were 

probably deceiving me. 
“That movement?” he asked, “yeah, I did!” 
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“I’ll go check it out” I replied, “you 

know, just in case.” 

Of course, they were on the move. 

I’ve never known a time when I’ve been 
outwitted more spectacularly or more 

often by a 200g primate. 

“Run!” I yelled, hearing Gideon 
crash through the brush behind me.  

Craning our necks we were able to 

just about keep the monkeys in sight. They 

rushed out to a pacai tree on the trail that I 

tried to photograph in the dark in vain but 

had to settle for keeping the pods instead 

as a record.  Soon the sun would come up 
and we’d have a moment to think. 

The group made it’s way slowly and 

methodically down to the intersection 
between Aerodromo and Perro, the latter a 

challenging trail with many ravines to 

cross.  Inwardly hoping they would stay on 
Aerodromo I hurried down the trail behind 

them.  The sun rose and with the increased 

visibility we were able to record their 
behaviours better. They puttered around 

for another hour or so and then, with no 

warning at all, turned down Perro. 
“I think they’re on the move!” 

warned Gideon as we launched ourselves 

down the trail after them.  
Remarkably the group hugged the 

trail closely, deviating only slightly but 

allowing us to watch them from the 
comfort of the path.  I should have been 

happy at this turn of events, for Perro off-

trail is a formidable experience, but a 
gnawing pain in my stomach was making 

itself increasingly hard to ignore.  

“Gid, I think I’ve got cramps!” I 
moaned, cursing my inconvenient 

femininity as I have on countless other 

occasions. “I don’t know if I can make it!” 
 

“Yes! You can! You’re going 
to..we’ve waited a long while for this.. look 

at them go! We’ve got to speed up and keep 

pace!” 
“Okay, okay, I’m right behind you” I 

replied, allowing the adrenaline rush to 

numb my pain.   
We proceeded to run down the trail, 

following the six animals tripping along, 

weaving their way through the trees.  Soon 
we approached the first ravine. Gideon slid 

down slowly, as the animals proceeded to 

take the trail down with him. At the bottom 
of the ravine lay a spectacular tree fall that 

someone had tried to clear in order for us to 

cross it.  Even with the help one needed to 
climb up one log and then duck down 

under another to get across. Carefully 

lowering himself over the logs, Gideon 
concentrated on getting to the other side 

and ahead of the group while I watched 

from the top of the hill as the group crossed 
the ravine, one by one, at times just a metre 

away from him. They each took the exact 

same route around the tree fall. 
The first four were now abreast of 

Gideon while the last two were with me.  

Keeping pace with these animals I made 
my way down the trail. 

“This would make a terrific trapping 

point!” I exclaimed, trying to keep my 
footing on the slippery slope. 

“Take a GPS point!” yelled Gideon, 

heaving himself over the last log and 
beginning to scramble up the equally 

slippery slope on the other side of the 

ravine. At this point, the first four animals 
were already at the top. 

I could see that we would have to hurry 

and intimated as much to Gideon. He 
plowed ahead with renewed vigour as 
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I took a moment at the bottom to take a 
GPS point. 

“Come on” I muttered, watching the 

machine slowly average the location, the 
accuracy increasing with each point it 

took. 

When it reached +/- 6m, I quickly 
hit the ‘save’ button and looked up the hill 

at Gideon.  The last two animals had 

crossed and were over his head. 
“Are you okay?” he yelled, looking 

back at me. 

“I’m fine! Just go!” I responded, 
heaving myself over the logs. 

I panted my way to the top to find 

Gideon still on the trail, looking 
concernedly at me.  

“Where are they?” I gasped, 

struggling to take a deep breath. 
“Just in here a moment ago” he 

replied, diving into the undergrowth once 

more. 
We spent the next 25 minutes 

clambering independently all over the 

surrounding jungle but they were GONE. 
It was like they just plain vanished.  

Staring up and straining to hear 

them my gut told me that they had to be 
near, that sixe animals couldn’t have just 

disappeared like that.  A familiar feeling 

was beginning to come over me- a mixture 
of awe at the incredible vanishing abilities 

of tamarins mixed with the frustration of 

being limited to bipedality.  
“Argh!” cursed Gideon, who tends 

to take these things worse than I do, 

perhaps because he so rarely loses a group. 
“I’m going to find them!” he spat out, 

disgusted at our inefficiency. Before I had 

the time to respond two things happened – 
he took off determinedly into the jungle 

and a sharp twinge in my abdomen  

reminded me of my cramps who were clearly 

upset at having been ignored this long.  

Gritting my teeth as I have done countless 

times in the past, I headed off after his rapidly 
receding figure. Leaving the tracking up to 

him, I concentrated on ignoring my pain and 

staying upright, which is a lot to think about at 
one time.  

Twenty minutes later I realized that this 

morning was just not going to improve.  
Gideon was now furious and dejected at 

having lost our golden opportunity and I had 

what appeared to be a large thorn stuck in my 
boot that was poking my foot through 2 inches 

of rubber.  To make matters worse, I tripped 

over a vine and fell over, using my hands to 
brace myself only to place one palm squarely 

on a fallen tree trunk that was covered with 

tiny black thorns.  As only rainforest plants 
can, with their persons coated with a wide 

variety of secondary compounds and toxins, I 

was feeling the after-effects of my fall rather 
acutely. My finger was throbbing and waves of 

pain radiated down my arm, in sync with my 

heartbeat.  
“ I. Have. To. Go. Home” I grunted, 

stalking off in the general direction of camp, as 

soon as we reached the trail again. 
“What the…?” replied a bewildered 

Gideon, rushing after my limping figure. 

Relating my sorry story to him along the 
way back to camp he reconciled himself to our 

worst day in the jungle yet.  Upon reaching 

camp we spent a good while trying to get the 
thorns out of my finger and it would take us 

two days to fully complete the task.  In the 

meanwhile I retreated to my bed to nurse my 
various bits, and took a long break from work.  

“At least we have others out there,” I 

thought to myself as a I drifted off to bed, 

“we’ll get some data out of this wretched day!” 

Little did I know! 
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 Emma Baiting Traps 

 

I am the sort of person who has to 

run up the stairs at home at night so the 
‘monsters’ don’t get me. Now picture me 

wandering around in the Amazon, baiting 

traps, all alone. At the very time that the 
logical part of my brain would be 

incredibly useful, to stop my imagination 

running riot, it has decided to go on 
holiday. I can see it now; lying on a beach 

in the Caribbean, drinking a cocktail from 

a coconut shell. As you would now expect, 
my imagination has gone into overdrive so 

that every sound I hear (including those 

I’m making myself) are magically 
transformed into a jaguar stalking me or a 

herd of peccaries charging towards me. As 

a result of this I have spent the past few 
days in a state of heightened anxiety.  

Yesterday I saw a rather large, black 

snake slither away from me. If the logical 
part of my brain hadn’t been topping up its 

tan I would have reasoned with myself 

that the snake was moving AWAY from 
me so any other snakes in the area would 

also probably do the same thing. However, 

that wasn’t what was going through my 
mind. I think it was something along the 

lines of, “AAAAAAARGH! SNAKE!!! 

AAAAAAAAAAAARGH!!!!!!”. Shortly 
after this, I saw a huge bullet ant crawling 

on my shoulder. I tried to flick it off me 

but couldn’t tell if it had actually just 
crawled further round towards my back. 

As I was completely alone I did the 

‘looking-over-your-shoulder-while-
spinning-around’ dance for a minute or so. 

I was very nearly tempted to take off my 

shirt just to make sure it wasn’t on me but 
that urge passed quickly.  

Today I was going to bait some traps 
that I have never visited before. To get to the 

traps we use a system of pink flagging tape. 

The idea is that you follow the path marked by 
the trees with pink tape. The trees are usually 

only a few metres away from each other but in 

dense jungle it can sometimes be very difficult 
to see the next pink tag. This morning I was 

trying to find a particular trap (PR 15) but only 

got as far as the 20th pink tag before I couldn’t 
find anymore. I decided to whip out the GPS I 

was carrying with me for such events. 

Typically, the canopy was too thick for the 
device to acquire satellite coverage so it was 

effectively useless. I then tried wandering 

around for a bit, desperately searching for 
anything pink (thank goodness we don’t use 

brown tape!). After 15 minutes or so of 

searching and getting progressively more 
stressed I gave up looking and, deflatedly, 

walked back towards the track. On the way 

back I heard something rustling in the bushes 
very close-by. “Oh no, it’s a peccary. Where is 

the nearest tree I can climb?”. Then I saw the 

thing moving. Deep intake of breath. It started 
moving again but thankfully I could now see 

that it was in fact, a small bird! What went 

through my mind right then is not appropriate 
for this blog. 

A little while later, after having restored 

my heart rate to a sensible rhythm, the wind 
began to pick up. Mini once told me that of all 

the things in the jungle that can potentially 

hurt/kill you, indigenous people are most 
afraid of the wind. As I was cleaning out trap 

PR 0 a gust of wind blew down a large branch 

that landed on the forest floor about 10 ft away 
from me. That was the last straw! I still had 

three more platforms to visit but I decided that 

for the state of my own mental health to go 
back to camp to calm down a bit before 

attempting them. 
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Erin and Karina, by K. Klonoski 

So, as it turns out, one of the most 
terrifying things in the rainforest happens 

to be your imagination.  In combination 

with my slightly elevated levels of 
paranoia, I have managed to have several 

unwarranted panic attacks, embarrassingly 

in the presence of others but much to their 
amusement.  There was that time that we 

were out baiting traps and I became 

convinced there was a jaguar in our 
presence and proceeded to pull out my 

Swiss army knife as a legitimate means of 

defense (turns out the noise was howler 
monkeys).  And that time that I heard 

some large animal moving outside the 

cabin at night (which actually could have 
been a jaguar) and woke up my cabin mate 

to let her know something was prowling 

about outside.  Basically any time I hear a 
noise that I’m unfamiliar with I assume it’s 

a jaguar and act accordingly; it’s better to 

err on the side of caution, I believe. 
 At any rate, every slightly scary 

incident contributes to your paranoia 

reservoir, until it inevitably reaches that 

tipping point when everything comes 
gushing out the top with no way to stem 

the flow.  Hence the following story.  

Now, one night before Erin and I went out 
to follow our tagged group of tamarins, I 

experienced a sequence of events that 

managed to shake me up a little.  First, I 
had gone out at night to look for frogs with 

Lucy, a filmmaker currently residing at the 

station.  For some inexplicable reason, 
Lucy decided that this would be a good 

time to mention the foraging habits of the 

aggressive and terrifying bushmaster 
snake, which comes out at night.  Despite 

this, Lucy was pretty content to splash 

merrily into the swamps (including the one 
with the caiman) while I was significantly  

less venturesome and stayed back a bit closer 

to the trail.  As she was searching for the frogs, 

I heard a growl in the distance.  I tried to block 

it out and told myself it was nothing, creeping 
up a little closer to distract myself with the 

amphibians.  However, a few minutes later I 

heard a growling noise that sounded extremely 
close, extremely threatening, and extremely 

long.  Obviously, I automatically diagnosed 

the mystery growler as a…jaguar…and 
proceeded to grab Lucy and march steadfastly 

back to camp, talking as loudly as possible to 

scare off the animal.  Though we returned 
unharmed, both of us were pretty uneasy about 

the situation and never determined the source 

of the noise.  Interesting note:  jaguars don’t 
actually growl and don’t make much noise 

being stealth predators, so if you’re going to be 

killed by one, you at least won’t have time to 
process that fact. 

 Shortly after the whole frogging debacle, 

I headed back to the cabin with my roommate 
Emma.  I have to give Emma credit for dealing 

with my random bouts of extreme fear (Yes, I 

did wake her up one night when it was raining 
super hard because I was freaked out, don’t 

judge me please).  As she was leading the way 

up to our porch steps, I heard a loud thump 
squarely behind us and frantically began 

screaming “Go! Go! Go!”  Emma, in a frenzy, 

began to sprint up the stairs, only to spring 
back screaming as if she had hit a wall.  Turns 

out a huge black hairy spider had built a web 

directly in front of our door and, as a result of 
my screams, she had run straight into it!  Much 

to her displeasure, I obviously found this 

hysterical and proceeded to laugh for a good 
five minutes while she wiped the web off of her 

body.   

Finally, as we were getting into bed, we 
heard something tinging against the screen of 

our cabin and both froze.  We had both been 

startled by the spider incident and thus were 
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 a little peeved to find a mouse scurrying 

around our cabin, but quickly got over it 
once we were safely confined in our 

mosquito nets.  In the jungle, the mosquito 

net is a beacon of light, the only truly safe 
haven in which you feel comfortable 

letting your guard down.  The day I find 

something inside my net will be an 
unpleasant one indeed. 

 Well, as you might imagine, all these 

little events had managed to transform 
themselves into a healthy dose of unease 

and fear by the next morning.  As Erin and 

I set out around 5am to happily follow our 
tagged group of tamarins (FC!), I was a 

little on edge but eager to get a good day’s 

worth of data.  And the day did start out 
well, as we managed to follow them for 

roughly three hours, getting good 

observations and focal recordings.  Around 
8am, though, things took a turn for the 

worse when the little buggers decided to 

start climbing up and down deep ravines 
on trails with which we were unfamiliar.  

Now, when you’re following the tamarins, 

you’re basically not paying any attention 
to where you are, as you’re constantly 

looking up to try to keep the little guys in 

sight, even when they’re really high up in 
the canopy and are just silhouettes against 

the bright sunlight.  Thus, they can lead 

you to some pretty crazy places and really 
destroy your already meager sense of 

direction so that you are hopelessly 

confused.  Which is what they decided to 
do this morning.  Erin and I kept our eyes 

affixed to the sky as we bushwhacked 

through any brush lying in our path, 
climbed up and down steep embankments 

and haphazardly pushed aside thorns and 

cobwebs.  Despite this, we managed to 
lose the group relatively quickly on one 

such incline.   
 

Normally, in such a situation you simply 

use the tracker to find the group again and 

orient yourself according to the nearest trails.  

It was only after we pulled out the GPS that 
we realized that we had no clue where the 

heck we were and that maybe following them 

up and down embankments in unfamiliar 
terrain hadn’t been the greatest idea.  This was 

compounded by the fact that the GPS we have 

is semi-useless when you are actually lost.  
That is, the compass on the GPS doesn’t work 

and it can be more than 20 m off when it 

directs you to any point.  Of course, we had 
forgotten to bring the legitimate compass that 

actually helps you determine direction.  So 

here we were with no idea where we were 
actually located and no means of figuring it out 

except a trail map enclosed in a ziplock bag to 

protect it from the rain.  Logically, we decided 
to sit down and eat our lunches and then deal 

with the situation at hand.  As we were starting 

to feel replenished after a tiring morning, I 
heard an unknown noise and, as 

aforementioned, this clearly equates to jaguar 

in my mind.  Erin handled my anxiety attack 
pretty well, but once she said that she thought 

she saw some terrestrial animal moving 

nearby, I was done.  Even food couldn’t 
placate me by that point.  I sprung up and 

became insistent upon getting off that dratted 

incline, though I had absolutely no idea where 
to go. 

In the midst of all this, I heard a 

pounding noise in the distance and began 
pointing in that general direction and 

screaming, “Hammer! Hammer!”  My thought 

was that such a noise could only be coming 
from CICRA, so Erin and I, not knowing what 

else to do, decided to follow the pounding. We 

began climbing up the incline, which turned 
into an embankment of sorts, and just decided 

to suck it up.  We pulled ourselves blindly up 

the slope, getting our front sides entirely 
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covered in mud, as we frantically moved in 

the direction of the no longer existent 
hammering noise.  Just as I was beginning 

to question whether this was a mirage-type 

situation and we had imagined the 
pounding, we spotted smoke in the 

distance.  “Fire! Fire!” I screamed 

excitedly and we continued up in that 
direction.  Finally, we spotted some 

CICRA cabins just as it was starting to 

rain and happily trekked the remaining 
distance to the field station.   

Arriving safely, we took the 

afternoon to regain our bearings and reflect 
upon the situation.  After close 

examination of the map, we realized that 

we had not been in even remotely 
uncharted territory.  Rather, we had 

managed to not only lose the tamarin 

group but ourselves as well in a region 
between two well-established trails 

relatively close to camp.  Quite a blow to 

our self-esteem, but after some chocolate 
we began to feel significantly better.  And 

we vowed to learn a critical lesson:  always 

carry a compass with you (never mind the 
fact that we have forgotten to take one out 

with us every day since).  We can always 

follow the smoke and hammers back to 
camp! 

Hope all is well, more to come about 

camp life next time, hopefully!  And also, 
starting next time, I swear I’m going to try 

writing shorter blog 

posts more 
often…sorry this is 

so long and thanks 

to the two people 
who actually read 

it! 
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  Next Issue March 2010 

PrimatesPeru Health-list 

Mini 

103 Chiggers 

2 Bott flies 

1 Wasp 

4 Head spikes 

1 Tick 
Emma 

5 Chiggers 

10 Fire Ants 

0 Bullet Ants 

0 Wasps 

 

Erin 

21 Chiggers 

15 Fire Ants 

Karina 

17 Chiggers 

1 Wasp 

1 Spider 

10 Fire ants 

Here’s the tally for the month, not 

including mosquito bites… 

Gideon 

72 Chiggers 

0 Bott flies 

1 Caterpillar 


