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Twin Time! 

Our first month at the field station has been one of ups 

and downs.  In this edition of the PrimatesPeru 

Newsletter you will get to meet the primates, see some 

of the beauty of the rainforest close-up, and also learn 

how politics can affect your work even in the jungle!  
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SPRING 2012 THE LOREM IPSUMS Rhea’s Writing from the field! 

I am enjoying my time with Primates Peru and having so much fun crashing 
through the jungle with Mini and Gideon. It has been nothing short of an 
adventure, from the start.   
 
My first day out in the field included an exciting pursuit of our radio 
collared saddle back group, followed by an intense and fruitful trapping! It 
ended with a release of the monkeys, so they could go to their sleeping 
site. Shortly after, I returned, exhausted, to my sleeping site.  
 
CICRA is incredible! From all the cool bugs, to the beautiful scenery, and 
the awesome people! Everyday has been as exciting as the first! Our daily 
schedule changes as fast as the weather. We never know where the 
monkeys are going to take us, and whether it will be sunny or raining!  
 
Some days, I am disheartened to find no signs of visitors at our feeding 
platforms. But my despair vanishes when I see our FC group of saddlebacks 
with their new twins! I can’t help but feel an overwhelming sense of joy 
and excitement as we watch these new twins and their first experiences in 

the world. The day we discovered the 
twins was one of the most exciting! 
There was a feeling of indescribable 
joy and total confusion. When were 
the twins born? How did we not notice 
them before? Who are the parents?? 
Who the parents are is the ongoing 
golden question.  As the days have 
progressed, the tamarins have allowed 
us to get closer as we fall of them. As 
the distance between us decreases, my 
fascination and awe of them increases. 
I am eager to see how the project 
progresses and can’t wait until we 
have collars on more groups to follow! 
Although, I have a feeling I will 
always have a soft spot for our FC 
group. 
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PrimatesPeru Health-list 
Here’s the tally for the month, not including 

mosquitoes. Rhea’s squished 11 mosquitoes! 

You’ve heard about them, 

read about them and 

maybe even seen them 
around.  Now, we think it’s 

time for you to meet them. 

 
Welcome to the F.C. – the 

place to be in the Amazon, 

Fuscicollis County. 

 
Read on to meet the big players in this community. Stay 

tuned for further updates! 

The Amazon’s 
hottest new soap! 

Welcome 
To 

The 
F. C. 

 

 

Mini 

25 Chigger bites 

0 Bott flies 

0 Bullet Ant Bites 

1 Wasp Sting 

1 machete close-

call 

  

 

 

Rhea 

135 Chigger bites 

1 Fire Ant Sting 

0 Bullet Ant Bites 

1 Caterpillar 

Sting  

 

 

 

 

Gideon 

45 Chigger bites 

0 Bott flies 

2 Bullet Ant Bites 

7 Wasp Stings  
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SPRING 2012 THE LOREM IPSUMS Meet the Fuscis! 

Group F.C.  Evie RC 
The clear leader in the group, this 
adult female is the first one awake 
every morning.  She weighs in at 
about 470g, which is the largest 
weight we have seen and she clearly 
knows her way around the forest. 
 
She has a radio collar on so we 
know where the group is by tracking 
her. 
 
The queen of her kingdom, she’s 
almost always the one getting 
groomed and never has to bother 
with grooming anyone else! 
 

 

Tarushi GPG 
 
The newest mother, she has the 
tough job of raising her latest pair 
of twins in a group in which 
everyone wants the babies. 
 
She is worn out from the birth of 
her sizeable twins and these days, 
lets others carry them around so 
that she only needs to be with 
them to nurse them. 
 
However, when the little ones 
begin fighting, only she can calm 
them down! 
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Group F.C.  Barnaby NC 
 
This smart fella is about 2 years old and a 
really hard animal to trap. He refused to 
enter a single trap and has evaded capture 
to this day. A conveniently placed fecal 
sample has provided us with some of his 
DNA but even that he produced rather 
grudgingly. 
 
He’s good with the twins but unlikely to 
be the father since he doesn’t carry them 
quite as some of the other males in the 
group. 

Tarun GBR 
 
This male definitely has first dibs 
on the twins. You can find him 
cuddled up with GPG, carrying 
the twins across difficult terrain 
and receiving almost nothing 
back in return – a true parent! 
 
Even if the kids turn out not to be 
his, he seems to think they are 
and the group agrees with him! 



 

 

6 

SPRING 2012 THE LOREM IPSUMS Meet the Fuscis! 

Group F.C.  

GBY 
The odd one out, we at 

first got the impression that this 
male might be the father of the 
twins. 

A day or two ago, 
however, in a little temper 
tantrum he swiped at the 
mother when she tried to take 
the babies from him. He even 
dropped a twin the other day.. 
Some fathers are that 
protective, so we’ll have to wait 
for the genetics to really see 
what’s going on here. 

And the moment you’ve 
all been waiting for… 

the twins- Mina and 
Lydia! 
 
Born on the 21st of this 
month, they are now 
about a week old, their 
eyes have opened and 
they have already 
squabbled! 
 
Stay tuned for more 
updates as they grow! 
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Entrapment 

 
When I awoke with a start at 3:30am a few days ago to the sound of thunder, I was 
greeted with a sight one doesn’t usually see during a storm – the active participation 
of one’s housing in the craziness outdoors. Usually, in places where it storms a lot, 
like India during the monsoon season for example, people tend to build the kind of 
structure that atleast gives the illusion of safety. Not so the dormitories at CICRA. 
Built out of wood and cement, with thatched roofs patched over with plastic over 
the years and light mesh over the windows, a storm practically tumbles into your 
dwelling, encouraging you to jump out of bed and join in the ruckus. 
 
My childhood in India has lent me a certain confidence about storms – I can easily 
sleep through them, for one, and was venturing to do so with this storm. I drowsily 
reached out for a blanket to cuddle with and 
had every intention of going right back to 
bed, my brain still lethargic and not fully 
registering the impact of this particular 
storm on my surroundings. 

Not so, Gideon. He leapt out of bed and 
started a running commentary on the state of 
the room – how many holes in the roof were 
leaking, where the water was creating 
puddles and exactly how many spots on the bed were getting drenched. Warm in 
my little corner of the bed, I begged him to come back and let me catch my last few 
hours of shut-eye. I ought to have known better. Gideon is a fixer of things and it is 
unimaginable to him to just sleep through a storm that insists on being intimate with 
his surroundings. 
 
Consequently he created enough noise to have me up as well. We used all three of 
our towels and a bunch of clothespins to tack them to various parts of the mosquito 
net that were receiving the full force of a leak from above. Desperately, I climbed 
back in bed to catch my last 30 mins of sleep but the storm was intent on giving us 
the performance of a lifetime. Somewhere in the distance we heard a branch crash to 
the ground. Lightening lit up the room as if it were midday in some eerie twilight-
filled planet. 
 
We later realized that we were both thinking about the tarantula. 

 
Continued at www.primatesperu.com/blog 

 

November 6, 2009 
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SPRING 2012 THE LOREM IPSUMS The Tamarin Chase 

There’s something about a chase that grips me every time. It hardly 
matters how tired I am, or frustrated at spending a whole day unsuccessfully trying 
to bait the tamarins, for when I see them and can keep on their tail, everything is 
better. My GPS is chugging along, recording a point every 30 seconds. Every ten 
minutes we take a scan sample. We mark all the trees they rest in or feed in. we tag 
the feeding trees so someone can help us identify them later. We try to photograph 
each individual in a group and take recordings of their behaviours. Sometimes we 
see exciting things like mating, which means there will be babies soon. Other times 
they curl up in a tree and fall asleep in the middle of the day for hours and we settle 
down on ponchos and try to stay quiet and awake. 

Of course, this is when we find them.There are the days on which we walk for miles 
and…. Nothing. 

After a few long and unsuccessful episodes 
such as these, we decided that we needed to 
change our strategy. We spent an afternoon at 
camp, making a whole series of minor trapping 
platforms, just a couple of sheets of wire mesh, 
tied between four trees, about eye level. We set 
up these traps all over the home ranges of two 
groups, and put some of our official 6-
compartment traps out too. Then, we baited 
them, every single morning at 5am. 

Now, instead of waiting each day in front of a 
baited trap, we could continue to find more 
groups and just check the traps at the end of the 
day. Perhaps we’d get lucky… 

After much poring over maps we delineated 
five circuits that we hoped to walk, both forwards and backwards, in the morning 
and afternoon each day. Within a week, we’d have completed all the circuits, with a 
couple mornings off for breaks or maybe just data entry. 

The key thing, however, was to find the groups, not complete the circuits. 

Continued at www.primatesperu.com/blog 
 

November 23, 2009 
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The day that we got hounded by wasps seemed like one of those days 
that could only get better, but we were quite mistaken. 

Things took a turn for the serious when our director gathered us that evening to tell 
us about a potential safety situation that had developed along our river. Recently, 
the Peruvian Ministry of the Environment had announced that they intended to 
remove mining from 80% of the entire department of Madre de Dios. About 60% of 
this department consists of protected areas and reserves, so this would be a boon to 
the wildlife in the area. 
Gold mining can have 
some pretty serious 
effects on the 
environment and the 
miners, a little known 
fact it appears, amongst 
those who buy it. 

On a simple level, 
where gold mining 
exists, the evils of 
poaching and 
deforestation will soon 
follow.  The miners must survive and they either have to hunt choose to do so in 
lieu of bringing in food from the nearest markets, which can be hours away. 
However, the real disadvantage lies not just in the presence of the miners, but in the 
specific technique they use to get the gold out of the land. First, large amounts of 
riverbed and shore are dug up and poured onto a rough blanket on a belt. Larger 
mining operations will use bulldozers to do so while the single family digs by hand. 
Then, river water is pumped up and the sediment is washed down the blanket. The 
sediment with the gold precipitates in the blanket and is then recovered. Then, 
mercury is added to the mixture where it binds to the gold and can be burned off to 
reveal the gold in pure form.  This is then transferred through several hands before 
it reaches a hungry market, desperate to keep aesthetic and economic traditions 
alive, and completely ignorant of how this precious metal reaches them. 
 

Continued at www.primatesperu.com/blog 
 

November 23, 2009 

 

Gold Digger 
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Upon reaching Puerto Maldonado, 
after our rapid exodus from CICRA en 

masse, we were directed to a rather charming family-run hotel called 
Perú Amazónica.  There we met with other researchers who were also held up in 
Puerto to wait out the strike. It was the 13th of November, a Friday. Yes, great 
timing.  

We all greeted each other like long lost friends but there was of course, no great 
reason to be reuniting in Puerto.  A sense of defeat permeated everything.  To top it 
all off, Puerto remained absolutely unchanged. No matter whom we asked – the 
taxi drivers, shop keepers, waitresses – 
we got the same answer: “Strike? What 
strike? Sure, we’ll be open on Monday!” 

This feeling of being a little unhinged 
from reality continued until we were 
granted an audience with the director of 
ACCA.  This guy runs five research 
stations and is pretty much the one that 
makes the call to evacuate if we should. 
He spoke about threats he’d received, the 
intelligence on the street, the 4g of gold 
each miner was contributing to make this strike possible and the fact that, even 
though the town thought the strike was not going to happen, truckloads of miners 
were due to arrive in town on Sunday.  I don’t have fond memories of that 
meal.  Everyone was really tense and I got the feeling that nothing anyone said was 
going to make a difference.  Research in science was the last thing on anyone’s 
mind.  Politics, on the other hand, seemed to govern everything. Politics and fear. 

We resigned ourselves to staying in Puerto until Tuesday or until everything looked 
calm. There are worse things, that’s for sure. Puerto is chock full of little restaurants 
that keep opening and folding so every visit is a bunch of little surprises. There’s 
Vaca Loca or the Mad Cow Restaurant (this wouldn’t fly in England) with its 
delicious selection of Pisco sours with various local fruit juices thrown in the 
mix.  There is also a terrific portrait of a mad cow, rolling about with laughter 
hanging from the roof of the restaurant.  Burgos is a little out of the way and has a 
great stuffed avocado entrée.  Gustitos has the best ice cream, hands down. 
Maracuya, lucomar, guanabana…the names just roll off your tongue and the flavours 
create, as Gid likes to put it, a party in your mouth! 

Continued at www.primatesperu.com/blog 
 

November 26, 2009 

 
Field Work in the City 
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 Primates Peru Reading List 

Sorry, been working too hard. Haven’t read a thing this 
past month! 


