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Sachamanda, the mail from the rainforest, appears once or twice a year and
is published by the Selva Viva rainforest conservation project in Ecuadorian
Amazonia.
The Selva Viva RAINFOREST PROJECT consists of the following parts:
• Selva Viva" cooperative for the protection of the rainforest.
The co-operative buys rainforest threatened by deforestation and places it
under protection. The sustainable use of the rainforest, especially in
collaboration with the indigenous community of Ahuano, is one of the aims of
the cooperative.
• Animal rescue centre "amaZOOnico".
It offers wild animals that have been confiscated from the illegal pet trade or
have become obsolete as pets a new home at the centre or in the forests of
Selva Viva.
• Liana Lodge.
The 28-bed hotel is located on the edge of the protected forest and is
intended to contribute to the long-term financing of the rainforest protection
project, as well as providing jobs for the indigenous community.
• The Sacha Yachana Huasi Christina school.
Founded and managed by Christine von Steiger, it aims to provide 35 children
with an optimal education.
• Runa Huasi ecotourism project
run jointly by the indigenous community of Ahuano and ourselves. It is a
small, simple lodge with three small houses, which creates jobs for the
indigenous community.
• Solidaridad: A small fund for emergencies in the indigenous
community, financed by donations and monthly contributions from Silvia and
Kurt Morgan from Lucerne and Regina Bretz from Germany.

Sachamanda sees itself as a link between the members of the rainforest
protection association, the Padrinos del amaZOOnico, the sponsors of the
school children, the former volunteers and interns and us here in Ahuano,
Ecuador. It is intended as a discussion forum and should bridge the otherwise
classic gap between us here "on the front line" and those who support us in
Europe.
We are particularly pleased to receive letters from readers, comments on
Sachamanda and critical questions about the project.



TABLE OF CONTENTS

News from the project management.................................................................5

Plant portrait: The cannonball tree.............................................................. 12

The barren paradise 10: A jungle is so close.............................................. 13

News from amaZOOnico................................................................................ 16

Animal portrait: The dwarf anteater.............................................................24

News from the.................................................................................................27

News from Solidaridad - People around Selva Viva....................................... 31

News from the.................................................................................................31

News from Runa Huasi...................................................................................33

Local colour.................................................................................................... 34

The dangers of travelling to Europe............................................................ 34

Our escaped zebra......................................................................................35

Mobile phones.............................................................................................36

Delusions of persecution.............................................................................37

The catch of a lifetime................................................................................. 38

Floods..........................................................................................................39

Thank you - Merci - Gracias - Thank you - Pagarachu...................................40



NEWS FROM S THE PROJECT MANAGEMENT
January - November 2008
Olivia Conrads and Douwe Bakker are leaving Selva Viva in January 2009
after 7 years of dedicated service.
Officially, they were in charge of amaZOOnico over the last few years, but we
actually worked together on almost everything for the project as a whole. To
say that we will miss them is an understatement. But we understand that they
want to see something else in life. They came for six months,
then decided to stay for two years, which turned into seven, for which we are
very grateful. Responsible as they are, they also told us ten months in
advance so that we could look for suitable successors who could also be
trained by Douwe and Olivia. Joelle Kappeller and Michael Wüst have been
working at Zurich Zoo until now and are expected to manage amaZOOnico
for three years, together with an Ecuadorian biologist who has been here for
six months: Isabelle Haro.
We wish Olivia, Douwe and, of course, Kayla all the best for the future and
hope that their homesickness for their monkeys and their home on the Rio
Arajuno will bring them back one day.

Michael, Joelle, Isabele, Douwe, Olivia, Kayla, Jan, Silvia, Angelika, Remigio



The Gymasium Marie Curie in Dresden organised another sponsored run in
April 2008 and raised around €14,500! These dedicated pupils and teachers
have been supporting the Selva Viva project for years now. Thank you very
much!
This time, the money will be split between the amaZOOnico, where the
school supports the reintroduction of woolly monkeys, and the protection
forest. Since 2007, the Marie Curie Gymnasium has paid the salary and
insurance of forest ranger Ruben Shihuango and the rest of the money is
invested in forest purchases.

The students at the race in Dresden
The rainforest project of class 5D of the "Marie Curie" specialised secondary
school for social work in Merano in Italy is also continuing with undiminished
energy.
The school's second sponsored run took place in Merano in June, and just
like last year, it was a complete success!
15,000 was raised and transferred to the GSR for the purchase of forest. The
great thing is that the "rainforest students" will probably be travelling to
Ecuador on their Abitur trip to experience the practical side of rainforest
protection. Hopefully it will work out, we are really looking forward to the visit!
Our heartfelt thanks to both schools, they have enabled us to take a big step
forward and have had a major influence on the design of our project!



The airport afen
It continues with "It's being built!" and "No, it's not being built".
President Correa was here at the construction site on 4 July 2008 and signed
the contract with the Brazilian construction company Odebrecht.
At the beginning of September, the government paid the landowners
compensation for the land on which the airport is to be built. But all of this was
shortly before the elections in September and rumours were circulating that
the airport would not be built despite everything, that it was all just an election
campaign.
In September-October, President Correa also expelled the company
O-debrecht from the country due to deficiencies in its last major construction
project in Ecuador, the San Franciso hydropower plant near Baños. However,
as O-debrecht still has a few other large contracts in Ecuador, it is quite
possible that an agreement will be reached.
At the time of going to press, a small team of workers was putting up a fence
around the airport site, which definitely makes sense, as this land has
belonged to the government since it was purchased and could otherwise be
invaded again. Now we are told that the actual construction work will begin in
January. We don't get excited any more (at least Remigio does, I try). This
could go on for years. Nobody still knows what this airport will be used for and
how big it will or won't be in the end. We have done what we could do.

Telecommunications
I was assured by some sympathetic guests from Europe that this is not an
"Amazonian" problem, but hopefully the problem is easier to solve elsewhere!
Since the end of June, we have no longer been able to receive emails here in
the project, and you can imagine how much more complicated our lives have
become as a result. We now have to go to Tena with our computer every 2-3
days. And that's because of the progress...
Our old telephone base worked with a technology that is no longer permitted
because it is outdated. But you could use it to send faxes and e-mails. You
could still do all this with a CDMA base, but these are also obsolete and you
can no longer buy one, although there are telephone aerials that transmit
using CDMA technology. Nowadays you have GSM. The only difference is
that with GSM from Mo- vistar, our telephone company, it is no longer
possible to send faxes or e-mails, you can only make phone calls.



I have learnt a lot since June, I could write pages about the price I have paid
for this (time, nerves and money). I can only confess that we now have four
different contracts for Internet and that none of them were working at the time
of going to press. But when I travel to the city with my computer, where there
is CDMA or even 3G, I can email , but nothing works here in the forest. And
this despite the fact that, see
"Mobile phone" in the local colour chapter, we now have mobile phone
reception here in Selva Viva. Long live progress, if it really is progress...

New visa regulations
(or a stricter interpretation of existing laws?)
Until recently, tourists could stay in Ecuador for up to six months without a
visa: After three months, the visa could easily be extended for another three
months in Quito free of charge. This meant that most volunteers were able to
work in Selva Viva without a special visa. A volunteer visa costs around $200
and is quite expensive to obtain.
What's more, you can't just do it in Ecuador. For a few months now, it has
unfortunately no longer been possible to extend the three-month tourist visa,
which has caused problems for some of our volunteers. As always, Simone
Rutishauser from the Padrinos del amaZOOnico, our volunteer officer in
Europe, is on hand to help and advise future Selva Viva employees.

Comunidad Selva Viva
The people here who do not live in the city are organised into communities, or
"comunidad" in Spanish. Only if you are organised in this way can you claim
benefits from the municipality, the city or the province. The indigenous
community of Ahuano, for example, is called "27 de febrero" and comprises
52 families. We were very surprised when we recently received a letter from
the "Comunidad Selva Viva" and its president Remigio Canelos asking us
what our community needs from the government. Who belongs to this
community that was never legally established? The two forest guardian
families, the volunteers, the leaders of the ama ZOOnico and finally us.
Everyone else who works with us lives on the island of Anaconda. But as you
should never turn down an offer of help, we drew up a small list, knowing full
well that nothing would happen. Since then, our never-elected president has
been invited to meetings and we give our opinion on topics such as health,
environmental protection and education. Our comunidad even has a football
team!



NEW FROM THE SELVA VIVA PROTECTION FOREST

January - November 2008

At last!
It was a relief when the Ministry of the Environment accepted the
management plan for our protection forest after years of back and forth. A
plan like this has to be drawn up every five years, otherwise the protection
forest is not
"legal" and you cannot hope for help, for example, if you have a problem with
illegal loggers.
This plan, which above all has to be very thick, contains what exactly we
plan to do every month for the next five years (no, you can't just write: "We
want to protect the forest"). The protected forest and its surroundings must
be described in detail (climate data, plant and animal lists, economic and
social aspects).
It took four attempts before the thing was approved. Each time something
different was criticised. First it wasn't thick enough, then the print quality
wasn't good enough, then the future plans weren't detailed enough, and then
suddenly the expert from the Ministry of the Environment wasn't satisfied
because my plant inventory was from 1997. And everyone knows that climate
change is altering the composition of plant communities. Firstly, we
(fortunately) haven't noticed any climate change here yet, and secondly, it
probably takes a few more years to have an effect on the species composition
of a forest. Why couldn't they have claimed everything at once? We would
have saved ourselves a lot of printing costs and nerves.
But now we have peace of mind until 2013!

Land purchase and papers
Thanks to the sponsored runs of the two schools, we were able to acquire a
new piece of land last year and finalise the cost-intensive paperwork for Finca
Garcia. A third piece of land had just been acquired at the time of going to
press.
The new finca belonged to Doña Gloria, who has lived in Quito for years. It is
opposite Finca Garcia, where forest ranger Ruben lives, on the road. We
were able to acquire the beautiful piece of forest without any major problems
and have it entered in the land register. Only the missing husband suddenly
turned up and wanted his share; he had forgotten that he had given his wife a
power of attorney to sell the finca years ago. The finca is 28.35 hectares in
size and cost the GSR $9,438. We were able to purchase it thanks to
donations from the schools in Europe.



Years ago, we had already acquired two pieces of land from Don Garcia, in
the so-called second line on the Rio Rodriguez. One piece of land borders on
the road and the forest ranger Ruben now lives there; all the papers were
available for this piece of land and we were able to register it in the land
register in the normal way. The situation with the other piece of land was
much more complicated: it belonged to the father Garcia, who had died years
ago, and the papers were in the name of the deceased. The heirs were
scattered all over the world, some of them in Spain. Don Garcia didn't know
their addresses and probably didn't want to share with them. As required by
law, we advertised the case in various national newspapers, had the required
six months cancelled and took possession of the land. To be on the safe side,
we settled a forest ranger there, because suddenly Don Garcia's wife could
no longer remember that she had signed the contract to hand over the
position and wanted the land back, even though we had paid the agreed sum.
Well, the usual chaos here. Now, after four years, our position has been
legally consolidated and we are drawing up the definitive papers in the name
of Selva Viva.

Miscellaneous
In October-November, we once again had the boundaries of Selva Viva
opened with a machete so that everyone can see where the protected forest
begins.
We have a neighbour in the fourth line who is generally referred to as "El
solitario" because he lives four kilometres from the road without a wife, dog or
even chickens. He is an unpleasant person who worries the family of forest
ranger Ruben from time to time. In September 2008, he shot a black jaguar
for no reason, as he has no pets and did not eat the animal. He proudly told
Ruben that he had shot "this predator". Jaguars are threatened with extinction
and are on CITES List I, which means it is absolutely forbidden to kill them.
Although the animal was killed outside Selva Viva, it is somehow also "our"
jaguar, as these animals need very large territories to hunt and our 1700
hectares are not enough. We informed the Ministry of the Environment and
started a paper war.



Bird inventar
In autumn, we had a visit from three ornithologists from the German
Development Cooperation (Pro Benefit, from the Federal Office for Education
and Research). Within two days, they used nets to compile an inventory of
the birds in Selva Viva. Of course, two days is very little time, and nets on the
ground only catch low-flying birds, but the results are nevertheless
impressive: A whole 100 bird species were recorded. And as part of a new
programme to monitor biodiversity in the Sumaco Biosphere Reserve, to
which we belong, this list is expected to be completed.

Dr Heike Brieschke and Dr Cornelia Paulsch measuring a hummingbird's
beak.



Plant portrait: The cannonball tree
Latin: Couroupita guianensis
Family: Lecythidaceae
Quichua: Lustinda
Spanish: Bala de cañon
Even the German name of the Lecythidaceae family promises exciting
things: Pot cover plants. And our Couroupita is the tree with the largest fruits
in the family: they can easily be 20 cm in diameter. The hard shell, round like
a pot with a lid, protects a multitude of small, flattened seeds embedded in
pink, fragrant flesh. Fruits this heavy could not grow on the branches: here
again we are dealing with cauliflory, with stem flowering. The flowers and
fruits spring directly from the trunk, as can be seen in the photo below. What
looks like a tangle of fine branches are the stems of the fleshy buds, and the
aerial roots hanging across the picture belong to epiphytes.
Buds and fruits of the cannonball tree

This primary forest tree prefers to grow on fertile alluvial soil. However, there
is hardly any primary forest left on alluvial soil in our region, as there is little
alluvial soil and the forest is being cleared to plant maize, banana or manioc.
This is another reason why this tree species is threatened with extinction.



Selva Viva consists only of red clay soil and has no alluvial land. That is why
we privately bought a large piece of alluvial land near the village of Ahuano
seven years ago. Among other things, there is a wonderful, huge cannonball
tree on this land. We thought that because we now own this land, the tree
would be protected. It is the very last fruit-bearing tree in the Ahuano area
and is an important medicinal plant. The pulp, for example, is mixed into the
chicken feed and is supposed to keep away the dreaded chicken plague,
which sometimes destroys the chicken flocks of entire villages here. That
alone would not be a problem, but the bark also has medicinal properties: it is
useful against colds and inflammations. A tree whose bark is regularly
removed will die. "Our" tree is lucky in that it is surrounded by a strangler fig,
which can sometimes be a problem, but the bark cannot be cut away from
under the strangler fig, so the tree has at least survived to this day. It is clear
to everyone here that you don't cut down a "foreign" tree, but it is customary
to allow neighbours to harvest medicinal plants. After all, a sick person is
more important than a tree.
On the cover picture you can see this beautiful tree, below the cut bark,
the strangler fig embracing the tree like a snake, and above the tangle of
inflorescences, epiphytes and branches.
With a heavy heart we had to come to terms with the fact that this beautiful,
huge tree near the village will probably die, but we have now grown seedlings
from the seeds, which we will raise under protection on our island land.

The barren paradise 10: A jungle is so close
By Martin Pünter.
The barren paradise is designed as an educational column, it is always about
explaining something. Unlike textbooks, the barren paradise does not have a
particularly logical structure. I just write whatever I feel like writing. And so,
until this tenth text, I have refrained from writing any definitions for forests,
although there are a whole series of terms that are repeatedly used
incorrectly. Today I'm making up for this, otherwise the text is intended more
as a travel tip. The aim of Selva Viva is to protect primary tropical rainforest.
There is a lot in this expression! Firstly, it is about primary forest, i.e. virgin
forest. This is the term used to describe all forests that have never been
utilised by humans. In primeval forests, the tree and plant population is
natural and not influenced by humans, so biodiversity is very high and the
forest has a typical stand structure. Due to the dense crowns, the ground of a
primary forest is usually



dark for dense plant growth. Secondary forests are much more densely
overgrown. Especially after clear-cutting, dense, impenetrable undergrowth
grows up. Such impenetrable forests are also known as jungles, but this is not
a precise term. However, as jungle sounds particularly adventurous, the term
is mostly used by people who want to emphasise their special heroism and
intrepidity by using an adventurous term and hide their lack of knowledge
about it, or the fact that peoples have been living in this very jungle for
thousands of years without the technical equipment of Western people. So
let's leave the term jungle for the adventurers...
It is conceivable that primary rainforests can also be found in Switzerland -
not tropical rainforests, of course, but rainforests and primeval forests
nonetheless. As we have written elsewhere, a rainforest requires at least
2000 mm of annual precipitation; in certain places in the foothills of the Alps
and in Ticino, such amounts of precipitation occur, even if they are not
emphasised;
"Visit Switzerland's sun lounge" sounds better than "Welcome to the Swiss
rainforests". Finding primeval forests, on the other hand, is much more
difficult - everywhere in Switzerland, indeed almost all over Europe, people
have been using the forests for thousands of years and have remodelled
them accordingly. In the lowlands of the Swiss Plateau, Norway spruce is a
typical example of secondary forests: It would naturally only occur in the
mountains, in the subalpine level, but as it provides fast-growing, valuable
wood, it has been planted everywhere in the lowlands.
A Swiss primary forest lies on the Pragel Pass, between the Muota and
Klöntal valleys in central Switzerland. It would also be a rainforest, but if you
walk through the Bödmerenwald, you won't notice much of it: The ground
consists of easily soluble limestone, through which the water seeps away
quickly, making the soil and the entire forest appear rather dried out. But this
explains why the Bödmeren forest was and is not utilised by humans:
Because of the subsoil, soil development has made little progress and the soil
is very poor in nutrients. Just as in the tropical primeval forest, it was
therefore not worth clearing and utilising for agricultural purposes. The fact
that the Bödmeren forest was not utilised due to the poor soil can be seen
right next to it: On the clayier, moister, more developed soils, the forest was
cleared and used as alpine pasture.
Not only the low fertility of the soil, but also many other characteristics make
the Bödmerenwald a typical primeval forest: the average age of the mountain
spruces is very high at 183 years, with a good age mix. The oldest trees are
over 500 years old and the entire forest has probably existed for around 7000
years. Its high biodiversity is reflected in over 300 different species of fungi
and many lichen species. This Swiss primary forest has many similarities with
primeval forests



in the tropics - In one aspect, however, the difference is huge: Due to the cool
mountain climate, the dead wood decomposes very slowly, the dead wood
content is around 24% - In the tropics, this wood decomposes much faster
and the nutrients released are reabsorbed into the cycle.
The Bödmeren forest

Although this forest is only around 50 kilometres from Zurich, it is not easily
accessible by public transport. Fortunately! Would
If, for example, the Pragelpass road were open all the time and travelled by
bus, hundreds of tourists would probably hike through the forest every
weekend, endangering this beautiful natural paradise - obviously this Swiss
primeval forest also needs protection. However, a visit to the Bödmerenwald
is definitely worthwhile for hiking enthusiasts, as it can be reached on foot
from Muotathal in just a few hours. In addition, the water seeping into the
Bödmerenwald has created the largest cave system in Europe: the Hölloch.
Of all the caves in Switzerland that are not open to the public, it is
unfortunately the only one that can only be visited on commercially guided
tours.



NEW FROM AMAZOONICO

January-November 2008

Farewell words from Olivia, Douwe and Kayla:
We would like to take this opportunity to thank everyone who worked with us
on site and also those who helped to develop this project. We were able to
learn and develop a great deal here.
It will be difficult for us to leave all the animals and people we have grown
fond of over these seven years.
We would like to thank all the volunteers we have got to know over the years,
who have helped with great dedication, supported us and from whom we
have learnt a great deal in many areas.
We also learnt so much about life here from the Kichwas, especially from the
people we worked closely with, and they always made us feel very welcome.
In particular, we would like to thank Remigio and Angelika, who have always
supported our ideas and our work. We would also like to thank Silvia and Jan,
who we watched grow up and who often came in and out of our house, for all
the good, funny and instructive moments.
We greatly admire the passion and talent with which the Canelos family
manages this project and we will always carry them in our hearts.
It was a wonderful and intensive time here at amaZOOnico, and we will miss
everyone here very much.

Animals born in amaZOOnico:
One spider monkey, five agoutis, one capuchin monkey, seven squirrel
monkeys, one paka, one capybara or capybara, six collared peccaries and an
estimated 12 of the young coatis survived.
Animals photographed at amaZOOnico:
1 pygmy marmoset that died immediately. 5
capuchin monkeys that now live in Machin Alpa.
2 brown-backed tamarin monkeys, now living free at amaZOOnico.
3 black tamarin monkeys all died, one by accident, two by the notorious
parasite P. Elegans.



13 Totenkop monkeys, of which 6 are in Barizo Alpa, 3 were integrated into
amaZOOnico and 4 live in Machin Alpa, as they were not sustainable in
Barizo Alpa.
4 woolly monkeys, 3 of which were integrated into the group for release into
the wild, one is still too small and remains at amaZOOnico. According to the
previous owner, one of the adult female woolly monkeys was an "alcoholic",
but we didn't notice anything.
1 coati that was killed by a lance viper. 1 paca that is
still in quarantine.
1 swamp jumping monkey killed by a lance viper through the fence. 1
blue-headed parrot.

New enclosures
Douwe has made a beautiful enclosure for the anaconda. The swimming
pond has a window at the front so that the snake and interesting fish can be
observed. And the anaconda can sunbathe in the lianas above the pond.
Right next to the new enclosure is our old snake enclosure, which hasn't had
a snake in it for two years. We had put tame pygmy marmosets in there.
Suddenly there was a snake with a big belly in the enclosure and a pygmy
marmoset was missing. The snake couldn't get out because of the ball in its
belly! As the enclosure was no longer very nice, Douwe and Edison built a
new one in the same place, with a pond and beautiful plants. It is now used to
acclimatise tamarin monkeys.
Our oldest enclosure, the one for the ocelots, needs to be rebuilt. The
After all, the "rustproof" wire mesh has survived 15 years of extreme humidity.
The new enclosure will simply be built around the old one, which will then be
demolished. This will allow the animals to remain in their original territory.

News from Machin Alpa, our capuchin monkey reintroduction centre
Things went well in Machin Alpa for seven years, the monkeys knew exactly
where the amaZOOnico was, but had also realised that they were not
welcome there. The group fed themselves and slept in Machin Alpa. In March
of this year, however, Lojanita and co. decided to stay at amaZOOnico. The
alpha female Lojanita in particular caused problems, as she is not at all shy of
humans and bit our volunteers. The rest of the group was rather shy and it
would have been a shame if they had lost this shyness. Various attempts to
bring the group into Machin



Alpa were unsuccessful. As the group had shown that they could manage in
the forest without human help, we decided to release them far back in Selva
Viva. They were offered food for a few days at the new location, but they
didn't touch it. It was a difficult decision, especially for Olivia, whose heart is
very attached to the capuchins, but she thinks that with a bit of luck "her"
monkeys will all survive, as they are, after all, capuchins: intelligent, flexible
and cheeky.
Another group of capuchin monkeys was never able to get together with
those from Machin Alpa . Many visitors and volunteers will remember Baldo,
the male capuchin monkey who was tied to a chain for years because he
could not orientate himself in the wild. We took him for a walk on the chain
every day, he knew all the other monkeys and finally, after years, he was able
to go outside and integrate into a group. We had almost lost hope with him,
and he is the best example of how you should never give up. He even
became a father in May! So a group of two males and four females was
formed, they were brought to a new place in Selva Viva ("Baldo Alpa") and
spent a few weeks in a release enclosure. Then they were released and
accompanied by a student for two months. We didn't hear much more about
them, but the wife of forest ranger Jaime saw the two males again a month
after the end of the observations.
So we have space again in Machin Alpa to set up a new group, and that's a
good thing, because capuchin monkeys are one of the species we get the
most of and they are not so easy to get used to.

News from Maquisapa Alpa, our spider monkey reintroduction centre
Immaculate Conception in Maquisapa Alla!
We have not had a sexually mature male in our free-living spider monkey
group for 2 years now. We thought this was a great pity, as the female Gima
had not yet been fertilised by the deceased Dei. Well, we thought, we will
probably have to wait 3-4 years until Moi and Nanto are sexually mature.
When trainee Annina came running into amaZOOnico in January, drenched in
sweat and overjoyed, with the news that Gima had given birth, we were more
than stunned. Who was the father? It must almost have been O- mayeve, our
old spider monkey who lived with the neighbour's cows for years and has
been missing since summer 2007. So, like Dei, he too became a father, at
least posthumously, to a little female called Jawari.



Problematic expansion of the territory
In the first year of reintroduction, 2006, the spider monkeys were content with
a territory of 26 hectares, as the study by Alexander Mahr showed. The
following year, they became more adventurous and crossed (in the treetop)
the road through Selva Viva. The first time they stayed on a fruit tree above
the Mirador, after one and a half years, we started to feel uneasy: this is only
500 metres away from the amaZOO- nico!
Half a year ago, two years after their release into the wild, the time had come:
the whole gang of spider monkeys and their offspring, which we had so
lavishly released into the wild, visited the amaZOOnico. We successfully
drove them away with fireworks and shouting. Only after a few months did
they make a flying visit again. The amaZOOnico was now part of their
enlarged territory. Slowly they also stopped sleeping in Maquisapa Alpa every
night. As even wild spider monkeys don't have fixed sleeping places, this was
welcome in itself. No humans have been living in Maquispa Alpa for six
months, which was part of our gradual acclimatisation to "normal" forest life.
But it also seems that this has made Maquisapa Alpa less attractive to the
spider monkeys.
In mid-October, the whole group turned up at amaZOOnico again and this
time they stayed, despite the deployment of Jan's entire firework reserve.
At the time, we had all the woolly monkeys locked up in amaZOOnico
because we wanted to build up a group for release into the wild. Perhaps this
made the amaZOOnico more attractive for the spider monkeys? Because
they don't get any food at amaZOOnico. Although this is a huge amount of
work, we fed them in such a way that the spider monkeys had no chance of
getting food, all the leftovers were cleared away immediately. But for a
monkey raised by humans, a place where humans live is incredibly attractive.
At the end of October, we captured the spider monkeys in amaZOOnico and
transported them back to Maquisapa Alpa. Now someone will be living there
again for a while, which may make the place more interesting again. Although
we fear that they may still return to the amaZOOnico once they have been
released from there.
We are now considering using this place for the woolly monkeys if the spider
monkeys leave Maquisapa Alpa. With the woolly monkeys, it is particularly
important for us to have a place that has a lower parasite density than the
amaZOOnico and where there are no visitors. This is not only so that the
monkeys behave more naturally, but above all because the male, sexually
mature woolly monkeys can pose a danger to humans. Unfortunately, not only
for the visitors, but also for the carers. So far, we have kept the males in
enclosures with a front cage and on an island.



At the moment we don't know for sure what will happen with these big
monkeys, but we will find a solution. In any case, it remains exciting.

Maquisapa alpa- visiting the spider monkeys by Annina Bürgi
Coffee and bananas for breakfast
I wake up shortly before six o'clock. The Maquisapa cicada cricket house
orchestra is playing a good morning sonata in fortissimo. It is still dark and I
light a candle, do a short cucaracha salom along the corridor and make my
way to the lower floor of our two-storey work and living space. The fresh
jungle air slowly mixes with the smell of coffee. My colleague Anna, with
whom I have been living and working here for three months, is still asleep.
But soon she will wake up too, because our flatmates, the nine spider
monkeys, are already stirring on the loungers hanging on the wall under the
eaves. The noise from the kitchen, the smell of my morning coffee - no doubt
the approaching dusk is slowly getting them active. It is the smallest members
of the group who start to move around in the sleeping monkey ball and I hear:
we won't run out of work today either. One of the first things to be done in the
monkey's everyday life is - as
Anna and I quickly learn -
bowel evacuation, and that's
exactly what we'll be doing a
little later in the day. The
second act - and in this
respect spider monkeys are
not so different from humans -
is breakfast. Anna and I are
already a well-rehearsed team,
so while one of us toasts
home-baked bread or
prepares home-roasted muesli
with powdered milk, the other
one makes a sandwich.
one takes care of the animals. In the
bodega,

Monkey breakfast

The monkey breakfast hangs freshly harvested, golden-yellow, small orito
bananas from our own plantation on the wall right next to our lounge. Each
animal gets about five to eight of them. Feeding is a ritual to which the
animals have become as accustomed as we have.



It takes place in the clearing next to the release enclosure, which is no longer
needed. A place that is familiar to the animals and is not within sight of our home.
The oritos are laid out on wire grids in two guava trees at human head height.
The monkeys spread out over the two breakfast buffets and eat their morning
meal in a cosy and often playful manner.
We volunteers watch them for a while - are they all there? Are they all eating
normally? Is there anything else conspicuous or remarkable? The monkey
breakfast flows smoothly from meal to play, usually a very quiet and peaceful
activity that you could watch for hours, but often my own hunger drove me
back to the house.

Co(s)t samples
After breakfast, we get down to the
daily chores: a quick clean in and
around the house, as well as termite
hunting in the bodega, and last but by
no means least: our collectibles are
lying close to the house wall, fresh
and deposited by our nine hairy
heroes in their early morning thirst for
action.
We collect and analyse around ten of
the piles, which are often artfully
arranged in a variety of forms.

Beautifully draped co(s)tprobe

We are interested in the animals' diet. We therefore record the number and
type of different plant seeds and kernels contained in their co(s)t samples.
This type of feeding protocol has been carried out in Maquisapa for three
years and is therefore a scientific rarity. There is no other project in the world
that has such a long period of data on the diet of spider monkeys as exists for
Maquisapa Alpa. Maquisapa Alpa is certainly not the only place where spider
monkeys are being studied, but in Central America, for example, these
projects have all been completed in much shorter periods of time - between
three and six months. As has been shown, the feeding schedule of our funny
fellows is very variable and depends heavily on the seasonal supply. The
number of seeds and kernels found in the faecal samples is still increasing
slightly even after three years of observation. Of course, there are no longer
as many new discoveries as in the first year, but we still find an unknown
surprise every now and then. This fact shows, on the one hand, how
important a sufficiently long study period is for projects of this nature and, on
the other hand, that the animals



They also like to try something new and that they have not eaten through their
food supply in just three months.

Growing independence
After the work in and around the house is done, we pack our daypack with
water, lunch, observation book, map and compass and head to the feeding
area. Normally, the spider monkeys are still there and playing - but who is
talking about normally because the animals don't work according to norms
any more than we do, but according to habits. So let's say 'usually' they are
still there. It is one of the most beautiful and peaceful moments in our day. We
sit at a distance from the action and have time to watch the group and
individuals playing and clowning around. Many things amaze us every day.
Nacu and Cononaco, the two youngest members of the group - not yet a year
old - are developing into independent young monkeys in these three months.
At the beginning, they barely cling to mum's warm back, but with each
passing day they become a little bolder and braver. The feeding area seems
to be a good place for them to take their first steps towards independence.
When we arrive at Maquisapa, both are still suckling and soon their interest in
solid food is awakened. Cautiously and very shyly, they break free from the
chicken pack and try to get hold of a breakfast orito. However, this
independence is not always to the mothers' liking at first, so they often put
their offspring back where they think it belongs: on their backs in the
piggyback. A mutual process of detachment that both mum and child have to
get used to... When we leave the place after three months, the two little ones
are no longer eating with a good appetite and only rarely suckle.
The mums also seem to enjoy running through the treetops without their
children's rucksacks.

On the road in the undergrowth
After extensive climbing and gymnastics around the feeding area, the group
often moves off unannounced in one direction and we in the other. While we
fight our way through the undergrowth, the animals often swing elegantly and
sometimes - from our point of view even somewhat recklessly - through the
tree canopy at a monkey's pace. There are usually five main routes that the
animals choose for their foraging and migration, and all of them end in a
large, wide canopy and an extensive siesta with playtime. They eat mainly on
the way there and back, according to supply and desire, it seems, and very
individually, as we can conclude from the faecal samples. In our notebook we
keep



We try to keep a record of which direction they have travelled, where and for
how long they are staying and try to mark all the important points on the map.
We return in the evening, following the returning spider monkeys and finding
our way back to our little house. A short walk to the plantation, cutting oritos
and hanging them in the bodega - and then a well-deserved evening swim in
the crystal-clear waters of the Rio Rodriguez. In the evening we fall into our
beds, completely satisfied and dead tired from all the impressions, and often
the rain falling on the tin roof gently lulls us to sleep. By this time, the animals
have also been asleep for a while, and as soon as it dawns there is not much
more to be heard from them apart from a few quiet moos as the whole
monkey ball shifts around and then drifts off to sleep again.
The three months in Maquisapa Alpa are truly an unforgettable experience
and a dream come true in my life as a biologist! Thank you to everyone who
made it possible!

MAMA pile



Animal portrait: The dwarf anteater

Family: Myrmecophagidae
Latin name: Cyclopes didactylus Spanish name:
Flor de balsa (balsa tree flower) Quichua name:
Tapia Pillan

The most exciting animal we have had in recent years is certainly Wol- ly, the
dwarf anteater.
We got these bizarre little creatures from time to time, always fully grown, shy
and apparently healthy, and then released them straight away. Wolly,
however, was tiny and weighed a puny 65 grams instead of the 150-250
grams that the literature says is usual for an adult animal. We don't know how
old he was. The birth weight could not be found in the literature or on the
internet. There are hardly any studies on these strange little animals, so we
had to find out for ourselves! He wasn't interested in ants or termites, so he
seemed to be at the age when he gets milk from his mother. But what kind of
milk? You can kill a young animal like that if the milk doesn't have the right
composition. There is information for the large anteater and the medium-sized
tamandua. They are raised on a mixture of dog's milk and egg yolk, enriched
with cream. But nowhere did it say in what proportion. So we gave it a try. At
first, just dog's milk as a precaution, as the little chap hadn't had anything for
at least 48 hours: a chauffeur had bought him on the way to Casa del Suizo.
The receptionist had talked him out of the animal and sent it to us in a
cardboard box papered with lettuce leaves, thinking it was a sloth. Wolly soon
took the milk without complaint and also seemed to appreciate the hot water
bottle on offer. But he did not gain weight. The milk was gradually enriched,
he still didn't want to gain weight, but seemed to be in good spirits. In the end,
the mixture could no longer be called milk: 2 spoons of cream and half a
spoon of egg yolk were added to 1 spoon of milk! I doggedly tried not to get
my heart set on the fluffy little chap with the protruding lower jaw and the
black cool eyes. Until then, no one had managed to artificially raise such a
creature, there was no reason why we should be the first.
But the weeks went by and Wolly was still alive! After a month, his weight
finally rose from 65 to 80 grams, and after two months he passed the 100
gram mark. We soon tried termites and ants. The only study we could find on
the Internet stated that



Dwarf anteaters are fed pre-digested termites and ants by their parents. Well!
I couldn't do much with that! Pre-digested means first of all dead, crushed,
maybe even cooked, that's the closest thing to it. I could already see myself
reducing termites in the blender... For the sake of simplicity, I tried it with
termites crushed by hand, and lo and behold, it worked! Wolly ate them when
they were presented neatly in front of his nose, one by one. If a not quite
dead, pre-witted termite dared to climb onto his nose, that was the end of the
meal. He then desperately wriggled his large front claw on his nose to get rid
of the intruder and could not continue eating. After two months, he was so
hungry that he forked up live termites with his incredibly long, sticky tongue.
At first it was 10 insects a day, then around 30 per feeding, and then I would
say 1 ccm per feeding.
Once we travelled to Puyo for the weekend. Douwe and Olivia were on
holiday and there was no one with enough experience for such an unusual

and complicated animal. And after putting so much work and heart and soul
into the animal, I wanted to be the one to blame if he died. So Wolly had to
come with me for the weekend! I myself needed very little for two days, but
Wolly's things filled a suitcase: a break-proof box, powdered milk, eggs,
several packets of uperised cream, several bottles and, above all, a
medium-sized colony of termites, packed in a large Tupperware box. Edgar
from Hotel El Jardin would certainly not appreciate it if Wolly's food escaped
from his beautiful new wooden hotel! Wolly himself survived the two



hours of shaking in Silvia's hair, but the termites were more sensitive than I
would have expected from such rabid wood-eaters: when we opened the tin,
none of them moved. However, they were only stunned or unconscious,
because late in the evening their spirits revived to such an extent that they
escaped and I had quite a lot to do the next morning to round them up again.
It is difficult to say what such a primitive little animal thinks or feels or how
much it understands about its surroundings. The strange thing for us is that
he never makes a single sound. Not when he was hungry, not when he was
cold and not when he was looking for us. But he clearly appreciated our
company and actively searched for us when he didn't have physical contact
with us. Once we lost him in the wild confusion of Silvia's room, but after 24
hours we found him again, or rather, he found Silvia's mop of hair in the night!
When he's hungry, he doesn't say anything, but he nips to the quick! He has
two intertwined claws on his front feet, which he uses to pinch violently. This
is probably intended to break open termite burrows and has always left me
with dark red spotted forearms. He always reached his goal of being fed very
quickly. He only nips near your hands, because that's where the food comes
from. He loves to be cuddled on his tummy, you can even imagine that he is
playing, but objectively it is not quite clear. Our whole family loved him dearly,
which I wanted to avoid at all costs at the beginning.
It was six months of intensive rearing work: getting termites and ants and
keeping them reasonably safe from escape (the termite nest in the Christmas
cot will never be forgotten), feeding him every two hours and later looking
after him while he ate termites in a favourable position, filling his hot water
bottle three times a day, letting the ungrateful, wonderful, incredibly sweet
creature pinch him. In February I wanted to release him bit by bit and had
already started walking him through the forest for hours every evening when
he suddenly didn't want to eat termites any more, only the milk interested him.
Somehow he could no longer get his usually long tongue out of his mouth. We
consulted with all the vets we could reach. I knew that Dortmund Zoo had a
lot of experience with larger anteaters and found the telephone numbers on
the Internet. The head keeper Hans-Joachim Sill had never had a dwarf
anteater under his care before, but his extensive practical experience with
other anteaters was very useful. The vet, Dr Osman, also provided us with
advice in the following weeks, as did the Zurich zoo vet, Dr Jean-Michel Hatt.
Unfortunately, there is no one in Ecuador with experience in this field. It was
an agonising few weeks. Wolly was steadily losing weight and his mucous
membranes were swelling. But he had, as they say here in Quichua, "a desire
to live", he was running.



through the vegetation as before, but without showing any interest in insects.
Weighing her every morning became a mourning event, we tried everything
but no treatment worked. After two months of slowly wasting away, Wolly
died. No, it had not been possible not to set our hearts on him, as
unreasonable as it was. The children and I were in tears. Douwe did the
autopsy and we would have loved to have found the solution to the mystery,
but there was nothing as far as we could tell, apart from what we had already
seen from the outside, the inflamed mucous membranes. Was it a virus?

NEWS FROM THE

Two pupils from Sacha Yachana Huasi Christina School spent three months
in Switzerland in the spring at the invitation of their Swiss sponsors and
Christine von Steigers. We all flew there and back together.
Even the preparations for the trip were adventurous, as the girls had no
papers. Everything had to be organised first: identity cards, passports, visas,
flight tickets, exit permits and insurance. Christine organised the visas and
insurances from Switzerland and had some amazing experiences. Even the
blood pressure of the 11- and 13-year-old girls had to be given.
Here is an interview with the two of them, four months after their eventful stay
in Switzerland with Christine and Siegfried von Steiger.

What was your feeling when it was time to go to Switzerland?
Yessenia and Michaela: We were scared of the flight! We thought the thing
would crash for sure.



And when you were on the plane, I had the feeling you were doing well,
didn't I?
Y: It wasn't nice, so cramped, so many people, I thought I was suffocating in
there, and when I tried to open the window, it wouldn't open.
What was the best thing about Switzerland?
M: Take the train!
Y: Playing in the snow!
(Christine went sledging with the two of them and our children, an
unforgettable experience for everyone)

Yesseña, Jan and Micaela spend an unforgettable day in the snow

What wasn't so great in Switzerland?
Y: I was always tired because everything is so different. It's light for a long
time in the evening, so you do a lot until it gets dark, but then it's already very
late when you finally go to bed, and we had to go to school the next morning.



What was the school like?
M: Great! Especially the sewing machine. It was electric, with pedals, you just
had to put your foot on it once and it started whirring, even if there was no
thread in it.
Y: I especially liked the sport. It was like the circus.
M: But what was funny was that the girls weren't interested in football at all,
only the boys played football, and they played separately during the break,
not together like we all did.
Y: The nice thing was that the school wasn't that difficult. It was just a shame
that it was so difficult for our friends there to talk to us. They can't speak High
German very well, only "Bäärntüüütsch" and we don't understand that very
well. But it was no problem with the teachers and Christine.
And how was the food in Switzerland?
Y: Especially the many salads were great, and the sausages!
M: So no, the salads, that was nothing. But what was that stuff made from
potatoes called again? Rösti? That was great.
Y: Yes really, the food was fine and plenty, there was really nothing we didn't
like, I was just looking forward to real, whole fish and soup when we got
home.
M: Yes, and I'll have a country chicken with rice.
Did you feel comfortable in Switzerland?
Y: Yes, very much. Only once did we get terribly scared. Our aunt and uncle
put us on the train in Zurich and we got off in Bern, and there was nobody
there because our aunt had told Christine too late when we were arriving.
M: And there were so many people, otherwise Christine was always waiting
for us on the platform. We just waited until we suddenly heard on the
loudspeaker that Michaela and Yessenia shouldn't worry, they were about to
be picked up. That was a relief!
(Christine, who was travelling as quickly as possible from Kirchdorf to Bern,
which is not easy with the city traffic, was very worried).
What do you think of life in Switzerland?
Y: It's very nice, but strange because of the problem with the washing
machine.
M: Yes, that was a real shame about the washing.
Y: You know, you can't wash by hand, you just put the laundry in a machine
and you have nothing to do. I felt so useless. We just didn't have a job after
school.



(I was speechless! The two of them have had to wash the laundry for their
family of seven by the river every day since they were little. Every day, in all
weathers, they scrub on the stones while their little brothers and sisters play.
How often I felt sorry for them, and I was glad that they were allowed to be
"just" children for a few months. You can see how wrongly you can judge a
situation, even if you've lived in this culture for years)
Were you looking forward to coming home again after the three wonderful
months?
Y: Yes, very much. Especially seeing the family again and having someone
who says "daughter" to you.
M: And to visit the cousins, and talk the way you talk with friends here, and
play football.
Would you like to go to Switzerland again if you get the chance?
M: With pleasure! It's funny, when I was in Switzerland I thought about home
so often, and then back home I thought about Switzerland again.
Y: Especially the riding, that was great. The horses are either huge or tiny. But
I don't want to live in Switzerland. Family is not so important there, they don't
celebrate much with the family. They work all the time.
Has your stay in Switzerland changed you in any way?
(Both smile and think.)
Y: I don't know, but maybe I do, because now I know more about what I want.
I want to be a teacher, I don't want to get married too early, and if I want
children, then not so early. And I don't want to drink like the others.
M: Nah, I'm still the same.
This shows that the fears of some Europeans that the children would be
dazzled by the great life in Switzerland and then be unhappy at home have
not materialised. The children got to know a different culture, were able to use
their German, experienced an enormous amount and returned to their culture
happily, without having suffered any damage.



NEW FROM SOLIDARIDAD - PEOPLE AROUND SELVA VIVA

January-November 2008

The mother of Pablito
Mercedes, the mother of Pablito, who died last year, was able to train as an
auxiliary nurse for eight months thanks to a scholarship from Mrs Bretz and
our solidarity fund.
Mercedes had been forced to learn a lot about dealing with doctors and how
the healthcare system works during her one-and-a-half-year odyssey through
the hospitals with her child Pablito. We also used Mercedes as a patient
companion to distract her from the death of her son. Because you can't just
send a normal Quichuaindio to a hospital on their own. Until now, someone
from Selva Viva had always accompanied the more complicated cases to the
mission hospital in Shell, but this meant that Remigio sometimes had to make
the daily journey to Shell every 10 days. Mercedes was able to fill in well: She
knew which doctor was the best, where to enrol, how to take a urine sample,
etc. She enjoyed the work and eventually applied to train as an auxiliary
nurse at the University of Tena. She was accepted, even though she doesn't
have A-levels, and successfully completed the course in September, of
course with the usual big party to celebrate the end of primary school. Now
she is even catching up on her A-levels through distance learning. Her
husband Edison, who works at amaZOOnico, supports his wife in her
education and is very proud of his "studied" wife!

NEWS FROM THE

The new bar and the viewing platform
Next to the restaurant, connected by a footbridge, we have built a new, round,
palm leaf-covered bar with a view of the river. And from the bar, a footbridge
leads directly into the crown of the Yutzos trees above the Rio Arajuno. There
you can read comfortably in the hammocks and drink your aperitif.



The new bar seen from the restaurant

Children from school as translators
This summer and at weekends, four children from Sacha Yachana Huasi
School have been working as translators and interpreters at Liana Lodge.
First of all, of course, Jan, who has been interpreting competently from
Spanish to German since the age of 10, and now also Christian Canelos, Ma-
ria Vargas and Jan's little sister Silvia. The children earn $20 a day, which is
more than a normal guide who "only" speaks Spanish and Quichua earns,
and they really enjoy their work.



The footbridge from the bar in the trees above the river

Conversions
As we moved from the house at amaZOOnico to our new house at Liana
Lodge in June, the Liana Lodge office, including secretary Olga and
telephone, was also relocated. The amaZOOnico now has a new telephone
number: 00593 94143395. The Liana Lodge retains the old number 00593 99
800463.

NEWS FROM RUNA HUASI

A lot has been invested in Runa Huasi this year too. A new house by the river
was built, new mattresses bought, crockery, bed linen, radio, cooker and
much more. The year is not yet over, but I think that a small profit will be
made despite the many investments.
Guests were very happy with the service, it's a cheaper alternative to Liana
Lodge if you want to visit the Selva Viva project. The only thing missing is a
decent bar, but we have yet to find a barman who can resist the constant
temptation presented by a supply of alcohol.



LOCAL LORIT

The dangers of travelling to Europe
Travelling to the Amazon region as a European used to be considered a
dangerous, unreasonable adventure. Head-shrinking Indians, caimans and
piranhas were the subject of complaints from worried relatives. My Swiss
father's life insurance policy, taken out in the 1940s, explicitly did not cover
trips to the Arctic regions or the Amazon jungle. I am convinced that even
back then, travelling in big cities like Bombay was more dangerous than a trip
through the rainforest ever was. Dangers are often very subjective.
What is exciting is that these fears are just as great and just as unfounded
among the Amazon Indians who are supposed to be travelling to Europe!
When my husband Remigio wanted to visit me in Switzerland 18 years ago,
he was strongly advised against such a dangerous journey by the indigenous
community here. But the dangers that really exist in Europe, such as car
traffic, xenophobia or incorrect customs officials, were not mentioned.
Did you know, dear readers, that people in Europe are fattened up and turned
into tinned meat?
In the 60s and 70s, aid organisations from Europe and the USA sent "corned
beef", these square tins of beef, to the Ama- zonas region, where they were
distributed to schools and hospitals. And were mostly not eaten, as the
quichuas of the time assure me. Because almost everyone believed it was
human meat! It also looked different to fresh meat and was pink, fibrous and
fatty. This belief or fear is still deeply rooted in the people here today. All my
assurances that people in Europe have never eaten or sausaged humans
cannot wipe away the remaining scepticism. Just a few years ago, I was told
that it was obvious that Europeans were being fattened up, otherwise why
were they so fat? Even "economic" or "agro- nomic" explanations that it is
absolutely unprofitable to fatten and eat an omnivore like humans, that cattle
are much more profitable as grazers, are of little use. In addition, it was
argued to me that there had recently been this "mad cow disease" (BSE),
where we saw again that Europeans were even feeding meat (meal) to their
cows.
Nevertheless, several Quichuas from our community of Ahuano have now
returned healthy from Switzerland, although they had all clearly gained weight
in Europe...



Our escaped zebra
Because of my disc problems, I should run and swim as often as possible. I
usually run in the forest, of course, which is nice and always interesting. But
once I found myself walking along the motorway. People here don't
understand that you can walk voluntarily when you have a car and I was
stopped by a few people who asked me if our car was broken. The dirt road
had just been levelled again with a roller and the roller driver whistled at me. I
was about to get angry when he got off his machine and asked me if I wasn't
Señora Angelika. "Why?" I wanted to know. He just wanted to tell me that my
zebra had escaped. Now I was a bit taken aback! But politeness demanded
that I ask carefully: "Where is the zebra?" He replied: "On the beach in
Colonia el Carmen, just downstream from Selva Viva." "I see," I continued:
"What does it look like?" He looked at me as if I wasn't quite right: "Well, what
a zebra looks like, striped!" And besides, we were the only ones who kept
animals like that.
There is not a single zebra in the whole of Ecuador, neither in a zoo nor in a
circus and even less in the wild. So people only know these animals from
books or television. So it is sometimes difficult to correctly assess their size. I
enquired further as to who had seen our zebra. It was two colono boys
around eight years old. They had even tried to catch the animal with a lasso!
That was getting more and more adventurous and, above all, more unlikely.
Little boys don't run around here with a lasso, wild animals are too shy to let
anyone get within lassoing distance. I thought further, what is striped in the
forest, no matter how big, and could therefore be mistaken for a zebra? There
are a number of young animals, for example the tapir, which is beautifully
striped for the first 4-5 months, in brown and beige, but with a bit of
imagination perhaps...and if the animal is only half shy, perhaps a young
animal without a mother, then we should intervene. So we travelled to Colonia
Bolivar in search of our "zebra". We were able to ask the two cubs separately,
and that's when things got more complicated. One boy's zebra was no longer
striped, the other's was no longer on the beach but on the other side of the
Rio Napo (which is a good 500 metres wide!) and there was no more talk of a
lasso. We came to the conclusion that it was the birth of an overactive
imagination. And so we drove home without a zebra.



Mobile phones
The first day of au gust 2008 was a historic date here in Ahuano. No, it had
nothing to do with the Swiss National Day, it was the day that had been
rumoured to be coming soon for more than two years: The memorable day
when there would be a Han- dy reception in the Ahuano municipal area!
Not that you think we're so backward here that we didn't have mobile phones!
Practically everyone under 40 had one of these little devices, because it was
just the thing to do! You could use it to play games, listen to music and take
photos if it was expensive enough (i.e. if you had invested half a month's
salary or more). Only I had such a miserable mobile phone for $20 with which
you can "only" make phone calls, but I needed it to make phone calls.
Two years ago, the telephone company Porta had already built a large tower
on the border with Selva Viva - the aerial! Only that nothing changed with this
antenna, we still don't know what this monu- ment is for. So when two such
red and white striped metal towers were built on a hill near Misahualli, 20
kilometres from Selva Viva, I didn't have much hope. But when large signs
were erected saying "Porta reception in Misahualli", I called the company in
the hope of being able to sign an internet contract with Porta reception. The
answer was no, they hadn't built or planned an antenna in Misahualli. I was
baffled! Three days later, however, the time had come: there was both Porta
and Movistar reception! Our former volunteer Sonia, who was visiting from
Switzerland as she does every year, observed what was happening in
Ahuano: half the population was standing in the street and making slow
movements through the air with their mobile phones, their eyes always on the
reception bars, and they were excitedly discussing where there was
reception. In our hotel, the staff also favoured the "good" spots. Fortunately,
the reception in the kitchen is not bad, so at least the kitchen staff are usually
at work. Now they are busy sending text messages, the dishwasher to the
assistant cook two metres away, etc. It's good that we've had solar energy in
the hotel since the end of July, but we hadn't planned on having to constantly
charge the 15 or so staff mobile phones!
As mobile phones are something new for us here, there is no "courtesy code"
yet. At a baptism in the church at the end of August, it was still perfectly
acceptable to receive calls during the mass. Of course, you have to speak a
little louder, because the priest just carries on preaching and you can't
understand what he's saying on your mobile phone!



Delusions of persecution
After a year without interruption in Selva Viva, I'm always happy to take a few
weeks away from the project, to see no monkeys (and no mud, no
cockroaches, no banana sellers...). Don't worry, after about three weeks we're
back on track and we even make a pilgrimage to the various European zoos
to see what the monkeys look like there.
But in spring 2008, I had a very busy and stressful time behind me, especially
at amaZOOnico, and definitely needed a monkey-free time. I was looking
forward to a clichéd contrasting programme in Switzerland with the Alps, a
wrestling festival, crocuses, countless types of cheese, bike tours, simply
everything that had nothing to do with the rainforest and its inhabitants. We
wanted to go on a mountain hike in the Säntis region with Martin Pünter at
Whitsun, and he persuaded me to walk through the famous Afropfingst
festival in Winterthur beforehand. Although I am less and less of a hero when
it comes to crowds, I have positive associations with Africa from my
childhood: the sound of drums, buxom women wrapped in colourful scarves
and exciting food. In short, it was very nice and we enjoyed it. In the middle of
all the stalls, I suddenly spotted the stand of an organisation that protects the
rainforest and its inhabitants in Asia, i.e. does similar work to ours in the
Amazon region. Determined, I turned left at a safe distance so as not to come
into contact with "work". In the far corner of my eye, I noticed a large plush
orangutan, which was probably advertising the protection of its fellow species.
And suddenly it seemed to me that this pseudo-monkey was following me! It
could only be my imagination or a delusion of persecution. There were
hundreds of people, I didn't look any different from the others, I didn't know
anyone in this town, why the heck would this creature be after me? I ran
faster and faster, turned round again, but the giant stuffed animal pushed its
way closer and closer through the crowds! Suddenly it called out: "Angelica,
wait!". For better or worse, I stopped, bewildered. "It's me, Miriam!" shouted
the orangutan. The costume belonged to a former volunteer at amaZOOnico
who, I was relieved to realise, was now working to protect the orangutans.
Somehow you can't even get rid of the monkeys in Switzerland!



The catch of a lifetime
My husband Remigio is a keen fisherman. When the river is "right", i.e. just
the right turbidity, the right height, etc., nothing can stop him. He fishes with a
cast net, long net or fishing hook. I have been watching him use his "optimist
fishing hook" for 18 years now. The thing is 10 cm long and 5 cm wide, and
the line that goes with it could be used to hang a hammock. I would NEVER
have thought that he would be successful with this oversized thing. On 23.
August 2008 was the day. The catfish weighed 55kg and was as big as
Remigio himself.



High water water
The rivers here are of course not straightened or canalised, the water level
fluctuates constantly and flooding practically every year is normal. Those who
live on the island simply expect their fields to be flooded every few years. The
houses are on stilts, the chickens have to be caught, as it only takes a few
hours for the river to recede. The floods are not the same every year and the
rivers normally swell in June. This year, however, everything was different. It
rained for two days straight in mid-September, not only here but also in the
mountains and near Puyo. The rivers rose rapidly. Our new house is on the
Rio Arajuno, but not like in the ama ZOOnico, where we were about 20
metres above the river. Here we live just six metres above the river. That's
quite nice, because you can get into the water quickly to swim or fish. Of
course, we reckon that once every ten years we'll have to raise the books on
the shelves during the big floods. But we didn't expect it to happen just two
months after we moved in! The river rose and rose. At first I thought it was
quite funny that every half hour one more step disappeared from the stairs
leading up from the river. But when the penultimate step was reached, I had
to put the garden tools away and the chickens clucked more and more
excitedly, I started to feel uncomfortable.
Where to put the piano and the freezer? No problem, said my flood-tested
husband, we'll just carry them up the hill behind the house. It didn't come to
that after all, the river stopped 20 cm below our floor. It was a very strange
feeling.

The swing at Liana Lodge was completely under water at its peak!



THANK YOU - MERCI - GRACIAS - THANK YOU - PAGARACHU
Our work in amaZOOnico, Selva Viva, Sacha Yachana Huasi Christina,
Solidaridad and the publication of Sachamanda are only possible thanks to
the generous support of our patrons.

We would like to thank all those who have supported the Selva
Viva protection forest:
The Reichelshof nature and environmental garden in Schweinfurt and the
Imgrund family
Wedding party Horster family
Ines SchliebeKatrin Rada
Marianne Gasser RestaurantBäumli, Apppenzell
Mark Maasen and Stichting Wildlife from Holland
Mühlethaler Urs JakobTschumi H.
Wagner Jobst, Rehau AG Steffen-Nebel Monika
Steffen Marlis, Küng Erika,
Mühlethaler Urs Jakob, Wirz Dominique
Rota Ernst AldoGessner Urs
Clementi Andrea MariaBurri Pascal
Oberson AstridMühlemann Sonja
Meier ThomasSpescha-Jenzer Rosmarie
Falter Jean-PierreSchaffner Esther
Braun ChristaUster Marlene
Schaffhauser MarioEbneter Ronnie
Zürcher Tobias Sommer-Grieder M.+A.,
Keimer Bruno BergenLisa
FOS Meran, class 4 C, school year 2007/08,
Barth MargrithFurler-Handschin H.+D
Orlic StojaMorger Edgar
Steiner RolandErika Schönherr
Frank HoenesEvelyn Moeller
Rolf Blecken Konradand Elisabeth Mayer-Soergel
We would like to thank KAGA Kies AG, Bern, for funding forest ranger
Jaime Tapuy
And the Marie-Curie Gymnasium in Dresden for funding forest ranger Ruben
Shihuango.
We would like to thank Mrs Gasser for the generous donation for environmental
education



New share certificates in the forest protection co-operative have
been acquired:
The Marie Curie Grammar School in Dresden
The Marie-Curie University of Applied Sciences for Social Work in
Merano Class 5D: Faccioli Claudia / Karin Geiser / Gluderer Johanna /
Hofer Stephanie / Klammer Daniela / Obergasteiger Julia /
Santer Barbara / Unterholzner Birgit / Verdorfer Barbara /
Weiss Claudia / Julia Lochmann / Forte Thomas / Heinz Stefan / Kofler Han-
nes / Perkmann Fabian/ Sarah Mitterhofer / Lisa Thaler / Daniela Weger.

Supported the amaZOOnico:
The approximately 100 members of the Padrinos del amaZOOnico
The Fiegl family from Austria in memory of our volunteer Iris Fiegl The Hug
siblings in memory of Johanna Hug
Marie Curie Grammar School in Dresden
Mark Maasen and Stichting Wildlife from Holland
Furler-Handschin H.-R. and D. Menhofer
family
Pünter MartinBodmer Reiner & Heidi
Bergen LisaConrad Reto
Braun ChristaEggenberger-Risch Ueli and Silvia
Kaga Kies AGVon Aesch Elisabeth
Flutsch NikolausHelbling-Mächler Daniel
Schulthess MeretSteffen Marlis
Steffen-Nebel MonikaGrüebler-Bachmann Elsbeth
Lindenberger JudithHauser Heini and Käthi
Scheuring MarkusProbst Nützi Bernadette
Planzer Ruth Elisabeth StraumannEva Nina;
Jungbluth Niels Donation on behalf of Patricia Kehrli.
Ch. and Magda HöslLisa Loeffler
Willi and Anita JausEva Hartmann
Gila RöderDoris Kelle
Erika SchönherrMenhofer family
Ernst MensingerRalf Metzner
Gunter Stoermer MagdaHoesl
Sabine Loeffler

We would like to thank the following experts for their support:
Dr Ossman, Dr Krawinkel, Hans-Joachim Sill from Dortmund Zoo Dr Robert
Zingg and Prof. Dr Jean-Michel Hatt from Zurich Zoo



We would especially like to thank the two permanent employees
at amaZOOnico who make our lives easier:
Olivia Conrads and Douwe Bakker with Kayla
and their successors: Joelle Kappeller and Michael Wüst, as well as Zurich
Zoo, which continues to support them.

We would like to thank the school's generous donors
Dori FischerElsa Lazecki
Ernst BernhardFamily Annaheim

Rieckmann familyHanspeter Dietrich
Hedy and Karl HofstetterHeidi Müller
Helen KollyHildegard Weisskopf
Janine DasenKäthi and Kurt Durand
Kathrin BärtschiKäthy Durand
Kim RohrbachManfred Winkler
Marlene ScherschlichtNicole Müller
Peter JostReto Speerli
Ruth MollSiegfried and Christine von Steiger
Sonja HumblSusanna Morf
Susi and Christian HeusserTanja Bischofberger

We would like to thank the sponsors of the schoolchildren:
Peter + M. JostFamily Annaheim
Dori FischerElsa Lazecki
Hedy and Karl HofstetterReto Speerli
Katharina and Kurt DurandHelen Kolly
Ruth MollSusanna Morf
Katharina DurandNicole Mueller
Heidi Müller-LindauerSiegfried von Steiger
Kathrin BärtschiErnst Bernhard
Tanja Bischofberger Janine DasenSusan
and Christian Heusser HildegardWeisskopf
Kim RohrbachMarlene Scherschlicht
Sonja HumplManfred Winkler
Hanspeter DietrichRieckmann family

We thank the teachers and assistants of the school 2008/2009
Felicia Overhagen, Natasha Dolny, Claudia Zysset, Beni Hug.



We would like to thank our two translators:
Sheillina Ladak and Kathrin MacInnes
Donate regularly to Solidaridad:
Regina Bretz

We would like to thank the interns at Liana Lodge
Eliane Amsted, Joanna Kiss, Anne Munkelt, Svenja Weiss, Monika, Udo Kell-
ner, Stephani Ecknig.

A big thank you to our volunteers, interns and diploma
students at amaZOOnico from January to November 2008:
Benjamin Ruf, Sarah Gaulis, Nora van Genugten, Laura Moller Schmidt, Loui-
se Janning Petersen, Fleur Kats, Dane Ivanovski, Rona Diem, Livia Sauter,
Daniela Meyer, Carolin Schulz, Philipp Joerg, Miriam Rast, Katharina Kuen-
zel, Kathleen Hartung, Lisa Raeburn, Sam Peppe, Michaela Krethe, Melissa
Solothurnmann, Donna Simmons, Anni Illing, Lena Nunn, Rianne Douma,
Rachel Kavanagh, Rosie Brown, George Cathro, Karin Klinger, Prisca Feusi,
Marion Chongo, Kristin Mudra, Miguel Suarez, Anne Franzke, Tanja Brosh,
Ben Feibleman, Eva van Andel, Nico v. d. Benken, Sabrina Heilemann, Sven-
ja Weiss, Isabel Haro, Kathryn Fischer, Seraina Bonorand, Menduri Gross,
Floriane Brenet, Olivier Hennebil, Alison Gasparetto, David Peiro, Diana Her-
rera, Sara and Chris Mogle, Nadine Rovira, Cristian Fierro, Priska Walther,
Patricia Pennin, Nydia Dik, Fenja Blaauw, Raphaela Miltrop, Tina Risch,
Gemma Price, Rob Eagles and Theres Zigerlig, Annina Bürgi, Anne Thiel,
Jacquline Loos, Stefanie Büssler.

AND
And thanks to the board of the Padrinos del amaZOOnico for all their work
And special thanks to Frank Ziegler for looking after the homepage! And
thanks to our patient vets in Quito: Ellen van Nierop and German Fierro!
And to our friends Paula and Alois Speck-Schmid in Quito, who help out in all
emergency situations.


