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Latest News 

 
PrimatesPeru has two newly 
tagged groups: Perro 6 and 

Aerodromo 6 
 

917 hours of behavioral 
observation achieved 

 
Welcome to new field 

assistant Deirdre Halloran 
 
 
 

 

May 5th 
10 new 
saddleback 
tamarins tagged 
and ID’d! 

May 7th 
2 new 
saddleback 
tamarins tagged 
and ID’d! 

 

May 31st 
New field 
assistant Deirdre 
Halloran joins 
the team 

It’s Raining Tamarins 
The month of May smiled upon project PrimatesPeru 
by sending us 2 new groups of saddleback tamarins or 
12 monkeys total, depending how you look at it.  We 
now have 4 tagged groups in the area, and all of their 
territories overlap!  We are sure that this will make for 
an extremely interesting gene flow analysis later on.   
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SPRING 2012 THE LOREM IPSUMS 

The Things We Step On 
Instead of featuring one creature this week, we want to spotlight all the 
fascinating fauna that we unknowingly step on during the day. 

Featured Creatures 

Cephalotes atratus (Glider Ant) 

Parasitic Cordyseps Fungus Caterpillar 

Dung Beetle 

Philomedusa (Frog) 

Morpho marcus 
(Morpho Butterfly) 

Frog 

Lichen Mimic 
Katydid 
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SPRING 2012 THE LOREM IPSUMS Featured Creatures continued… 

Fungus 
Lanterna fulgara (Lantern Insect) 

Caterpillar 

Amieva amieva (Lizard) 

Phyllidae - Leaf Insect Insect Larva 

Mating Crickets Ants attracted to urine 



 

 
4 

SPRING 2012 THE LOREM IPSUMS The Sixers: Perro and Aerodromo 
We must have told you by now that trapping tamarins is not easy.  They are too small to 
safely dart like the bigger primates.  They are feeding generalists, which means that they 
forage on a large variety of delicious rainforest flora and fauna.  They live in trees!! And, 
they are exceedingly quick and comparatively strong for their body size.  Add all these 
traits together and it is no wonder that tamarins are only trapped on their own terms; when 
they want and how they want. 
 
This is why we jumped for joy when two unmarked groups started visiting and entering the 
same trap on a daily basis.  We’ve even witnessed the two groups fighting over who gets to 
enter the trap first.  On more rare days, we would have 2 groups of saddlebacks, 1 group of 
emperors, an agouti, and a tayra all waiting in line for the trap. 
 
Over the course of 3 days starting on May 5th we trapped all 12 of the saddlebacks; 5 the 
first day, 5 the second day, and 2 the third day.  Trapping and releasing this many tamarins 
in the field is tough work.  Rain or shine, we spend hours in a cramped mosquito net 
working with the monkeys at a feverishly fast pace so that they can be released as soon as 
possible.  Often times we skip breakfast in the mornings to prepare for their arrival and 
then work all through the day, missing lunch so that we can follow the group and ensure 
everyone is okay.  In then end, we are grimy, exhausted, starving, and did I say exhausted!  
But the sight of a beautiful group of tagged tamarins running around and chirping as happy 
as can be is all the reward we need.  Enjoy a few pictures from our efforts 

Perro 6 
• 2 adult 

females (1 
immature) 

• 2 adult males 
• 2 males 

infants (4-5 

Aerodromo 6 
• 3 adult 

females (1 
immature) 

• 3 adult males 
(1 very old) 

• 0 infants 

Group 
Composition Before 
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SPRING 2012 THE LOREM IPSUMS 

After 

The 6es: Perro and Aerodromo 
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SPRING 2012 THE LOREM IPSUMS From the Blog 
Anticipating the Unexpected by Mini Watsa 
 It all begins with the packed lunches.  The cooks make an extra portion of dinner for 
the PrimatesPeru team and refrigerate it over night.  It’s usually rice with a gravy dish, 
thickened with some corn flour, bland and gooey. By the morning lunch is nothing more 
than little tiny white stones with slightly souring goop - unappetising at the start but 
increasingly tempting as the morning wears on. By about 10am, we are literally begging the 
monkeys to slow down so we can eat the stones and goop. Nothing is more attractive than 
the stones and goop, mainly because the s and g is all we’ve got. We wolf it down and 
return and lately, it’s been having some devastating effects on our collective digestions. 
 First, I got sick. Then, one by one we fell, like matchsticks precariously lined up 
against each other. All except Gideon, who isn’t a matchstick at all but some kind of weird 
candle we all hold a light to, or at least, we bow down before his superior digestive 
abilities. 
 So these days, we 
try to avoid the packed 
lunches. Much to my 
dismay, this has lead to a 
decrease in the number of 
hours we get each day, 
but it really means a lot of 
happy tummies. Just 
listen to our voice 
recordings, the rumblings 
sound like they are 
smiling, and what you 
hear is joyful digestion. 
 At about noon the 
rumblings peak and then 
our bodies begin to give 
up on lunch, settling 
down into a slow and 
steady gnawing ache. By 
2pm, we are done, 7 hours of behaviour duly recorded and we head back, a large spring in 
our step the closer to the kitchen we get. 
 It was with exactly this joie de vivre that Erin and I returned to the station, three days 
ago.  We were zoning in on the kitchen, our nostrils quivering in excitement at the warm, 
and unspoilt lunch that awaited us. We stopped briefly to drop off our equipment in lab 
and were stopped short by Gideon, seated at his computer, typing furiously with a grim 
look in his eye. Lunch was not to be. 
 Gideon’s mother had just been admitted into the hospital, after experiencing two 
seizures.  The medical details remain fuzzy to this day, but at the time, were even less 
clear. As I settled down next to him, he was able to connect with his brother via Skype.  
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SPRING 2012 THE LOREM IPSUMS From the Blog 
The window popped open on our screen, a rare occurrence that can only be experienced on 
warm days in the afternoons, with no one else at camp, due to our dependence on solar 
energy. We were just that lucky. On the screen was Gid’s mother, resting in a hospital bed, 
grinning back at us like it was just another adventure. We chatted for a while, relieved that 
she was doing so well. We directed the computer towards Chiky, squealing in his cage for 
bugs, as he is wont to do in the late afternoon. They were formally introduced and he even 
stayed still and let himself be groomed for a bit on screen. 
 We knew that it was time to face that unwanted decision – do we leave or stay? Only 
time would tell, and today I’m writing to you from the Lima airport, so leave we did. The 
twelve hours after our conversation with her revealed that her condition worsened.  We 
even managed to skype with her again at the hospital. It is a conversation with Jane that I 
will never forget, which is really saying something because conversing with her over the 
last five years has resulted in several intensely memorable moments.  We don’t always 
agree but we love to try! 
 This time, my heart broke. This was harder than anything I’d imagined, harder than 
not trapping more than 12 monkeys in 4 months, harder than all those grant rejections, and 
definitely harder than any physical exertion I’ve undergone in all these months.  Jane was 
beautiful and calm, quiet and wrapped up in a world that we couldn’t reach.  A few 
minutes into our conversation she leaned forward and began to stroke our faces with the 
computer mouse on her screen. First she petted Gideon and then I was honoured with her 
touch.  Suddenly, a brilliant smile broke across her face, lighting her up like a child with a 
new toy, only we didn’t see the toy. She was happy inside but breaking our hearts without 
even trying. 
 There was never a doubt from that point onwards - we were going home.  I struggled 
to keep tears back, worrying that she would see them on the screen but when the 
conversation ended, Gideon and I held each other for a long while. As I clung to him, I 
realised that I might not be a part of his family, technically speaking, but they were 
irrevocably a part of mine.  
 The next few hours involved a flurry of emails and calls and websites and flight 
information.  We crunched numbers, worked out that our budget could just about handle 
the costs and began to make some bookings. In a few hours we were expecting a new field 
assistant, Holly, to arrive and leaving her behind was going to be just one of the many hard 
consequences of this decision. Erin, our only remaining field assistant at this time, I never 
doubted would be willing to carry on alone.  I felt incredibly guilty about Holly, however, 
and putting myself in her shoes made me wince every time. 
 Finally, the boat arrived and we went down to meet everyone at the dock.  Upon 
breaking the news to the other researchers, Erin, Holly and the staff, we realised that we 
really weren’t in this alone.  A flurry of offers to help with little aspects soon followed and 
we worked steadily into the night, preparing to leave the project in Erin’s capable hands. 
At about 11pm, we were packed and ready to go. For the last time, we turned in at our 
beautiful cabin overlooking the embankment. When we return, we will have a back cabin, 
with an entirely different kind of charm…read more at www.primatesperu.com/blog 



 

 
8 

SPRING 2012 THE LOREM IPSUMS   Next Issue June 2010 

PrimatesPeru Health-list 

Mini 
450,000 Chiggers 
1 Plant Burn 
1 Neck Ache 
1 Ant Hill Attack 

Holly 
60 Chiggers 
2 Fire Ants 
1 Bullet Ants 
2 unknown ant 
1 tamarin scratch 

Here’s the tally for the month, not 
including mosquito bites… 

Gideon 
84 Chiggers 
1 Bee 
1 Tamarin Bite 
1 Plant Burn 
1 Unknown ant 


