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Unusually for a monkey he wore spectacles. George was cool and 
cheeky. He was not the typical monkey you'd find swinging around 
the Amazon Rainforest. Munching on dragon fruit, instead of the 
traditional bananas, and playing in the trees with the Toucans, 
George’s mum could never keep hold of him.

“Geeooooorge! Geooooorge! Cheeky George!” cried Mum, for what 
felt like the twentieth time that morning. George was too busy having 
a lie in to care about Mum’s calls. “George! Ge..orge…! Mum’s voice 
trailed off. Suddenly, there was a crunch of twigs and leaves. George 
held his breath, he could hear the sound of humans talking. “Mum..” 
George whispered. There was no answer back from Mum. Before he 
could go to investigate, two men, dressed in green and brown 
clothes, appeared from behind a tree. Climbing higher up the tree to 
get away, George began to lose his sight because of the mid-morning 
sunlight shining down on the tree-tops on his glasses. All of a sudden, 
an instant rush of weightlessness made its way through George’s 
body. 

Hardly able to open his eyes, George winced through his dusty 
lenses. He blinked, hoping this would help his vision. He caught the 
sight of a bird. A bird very similar to his good friend Jackie the 
Toucan. Jackie never looked that sad though. Looking around, 
George realised he was somewhere he had never been before. 
There were heavy, steel bars in front of his eyes, with a thick layer of 
dust. In the corner of the concrete patch of land, a straw bed looked 
uncomfortable and itchy. A small bowl of water, with algae stuck to the 
edges, lay on the floor next to a bunch of browning bananas. Looking 
through the metal bars, he caught sight of many other animals 
seeming miserable. 

All of a sudden, to his right was a purring noise. George had heard 



this noise before. Mum had told him never to move quickly or jerk. It 
was likely to be a tiger. George slowly turned his head and before his 
eyes was just that. With pointed rusty ears, and deep, brown eyes, 
this new neighbour had beautiful black and white stripes, around his 
twitching nose. Beneath his lengthly whiskers was a mouthful of 
brilliant white teeth, as sharp as daggers. “We need to get out of here 
quick, Buddy!” This new friend whispered. George was confused, 
what did he mean? “All the animals here are mistreated and all the 
owner cares about is the money that he makes.”
Tom and George made a plan for escape. That night the guard with 
the keys to the cages was making her normal rounds. Suddenly Tom 
let out a tremendous roar as she passed. The guard shrieked in terror 
and dropped the keys. She ran away. Quickly George leant out of his 
cage and picked up the keys. He unlocked his cage and then the 
others cage. Suddenly the guard came back. George wondered what 
would happen now? 


