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HS: Primal Battle to Be Top Banana 
 
Scientists would have to be the world’s most accomplished spin-

doctors. They’ve been at it for years. Every time scientists make a 
discovery it will, they claim, bring great benefits to all mankind. They 
have delivered on some fronts. But I can remember when they put men 
on the moon. We were told one day we’d all be holidaying on the moon 
and chipping golf balls into craters. The only benefits of space research 
I can immediately recall are freeze-dried ice cream and edible 
toothpaste. And no one can tell which is which.  

Computers were going to deliver us a gizmo-run life of leisure like 
The Jetsons cartoon family. A machine would pop us out of bed in the 
morning, feed us, dress us and nudge us out the door towards a typical 
5-minute working day pushing one button. But what’s happened? At 
anyone time, half the population is chained to computers working for 
endless hours. Meanwhile, the other half of the population is stuck 
holding phones being told over and over by a computer ‘We really value 
your call.’   

Now scientists claim DNA mapping is going to cure a multitude of 
diseases. Of course, corporations can patent faulty genes so, these 
days, you can’t even own your own disease. But now there is more to 
worry about. For there are signs that all this fiddling with genes has 
turned against us. 

Scientists at the National Institute of Mental Health, Maryland 
have, they say, discovered the ‘lazy’ gene and they can switch it off. 
These scientists took some procrastinating, lay-about chimps, trained to 
perform simple computer tasks for small rewards, and turned them into 
workaholic monkeys. By turning off one particular gene the monkeys 
suddenly developed a Presbyterian work ethic. 

And you can see it – Can’t you? – the life ahead for workaholic 
chimps programmed to grind-away for that extra banana. First they’ll 
get anxious. Stressed. There’ll be more teeth baring and excrement 
throwing in the work place. As soon as the workaholic monkeys get 
back to their home lab they’ll rip the cigarettes out of the mouths of the 
guineapigs on the lung cancer program. And they’ll get stuck into any 
bottles of anything lying around the lab.  



Their blood pressure will go up. But that’s OK. The workaholic 
monkeys can be given a pill. Of course, their sex lives will be shot. But 
a workaholic monkey is too exhausted to remember what a member of 
the opposite sex looks. Wait a minute. They can remember. They look 
like that film star. Jack Nicholson. No. King Kong. 

 Then one day the boss decides that two monkeys can do the 
work of three. The monkey workers worry that they’ll get the chop. 
Maybe they’ll be transferred to sterilization research. Then they would 
be knackered. It was only the boys in the Viagra program that were 
happy. A lot of hooping and hollering came from that monkey lab. And it 
went on for hours. 

So the pressure is on. The workaholic chimps keep hammering 
away at their computers for extra bananas. They watch their co-workers 
like hawks. Who gets what banana pay? And those girls on the front 
desk are always jabbering and nit-picking and not pulling their weight. 
And that monkey on computer three is the favoured chimp. He’s always 
sucking up to the boss. Literally. He sucks the boss’s elbow. And licks 
his boots. And that suck elbow wangles extra bananas. It’s not fair! 

 Then what happens? The computers go down. That means no 
bananas today. Monkeys start pulling out their hair in frustration. 
Chimps thump desks. Apes walk around the office throwing their hands 
in the air. But it doesn’t help. They all have to wait for some geek from 
IT to fix the problem.  

Then one day a young orang-utan arrives on the scene trained up 
to use some new fangled computer. And they don’t just give him 
bananas. He gets his own office. And that whiz-kid orang-utan would 
make anyone sick. He wears a little T-shirt with a red bow tie. And he’s 
always strutting his stuff and beating his chest. So the workaholic 
monkeys work even harder so they don’t get the chop. Poor buggers. 

 Take note. If scientists can identify and fiddle with the ‘lazy’ gene, 
we’re all in trouble. Forget holidays on the moon. Forget that Jetson-
style life of leisure. The future of mankind looks grim. We’re all doomed 
to become workaholic monkeys grinding away for what? A few bonus 
bananas.  
 


