On My Respect for Monkeys

I am a great lover of monkeys. That sounds wrong. I have great appreciation of the species known as Monkey. Many people have asked why I like monkeys so much and I must tell them it was not always that way. I was brought up a Baptist, born and raised on Creationism. It was not until college that I even heard of the theory of evolution. When I first learned about evolution from my biology professor, I had trouble grasping some of the key principles. But two things were clear: only the strongest survived and man evolved from apes. It didn’t take a super-genius to piece the puzzle together. Apes, the second most intelligent animals, were our strongest competitors. It seemed only a matter of time until they made their move.

As soon as I realized this I started hating apes and treated them with the same disrespect and suspicion many people gave the Russians in the first forty-five years following the Second World War. My hate for apes was so strong that I would go to the local zoo and from a safe distance behind the bars, screamed things at them like: “Look at you stupid monkey-ape. Who’s laughing now you stupid ugly smelly stupid ape!!”


One day I visited an open-range zoo in which large fields were reserved for the monkeys. There were several hundred monkeys, of all types, from spider-monkeys to lemurs. Humans were allowed to wander freely among the monkeys inside the several acre confine. You might wonder why I went to a park where I would be surrounded by creatures I loathed. The answer is simple: the park provided me with face-to-face, man-to-monkey taunting. I wanted the apes to know that the humans were #1, and that apes would always be a very distant #2.

I went with this intention, but once there, something changed my relationship with the apes forever. When I first walked into the park I saw hundreds of humans, many of whom were children, already taunting the apes. They were chasing them, pulling their tails, teasing them with food they never intended to give away. Why did this not please me? For the first time I understood the importance of our symbiotic relationship. Without these monkeys, we humans would not be able to look down on the lower animals and say: “Whew! That was close but we came out ahead.” I realized a race cannot be won unless there are those who lose. I now realize monkeys are not to be hated; rather they are a reminder that I am smarter than all other forms of life.


I walked up to a small brown monkey who was resting on a tree limb. He reached out his hand and seemed to smile at me. I reached my hand out towards his, and he dropped a present into my palm. It was a terd.
