
Singing about Extinction – A Sad Tale Indeed 

I recently read Mister Monkey by Francine Prose. I liked it a lot. 

 

Having only read one other of Ms. Prose's novels I am unable to say 

if this is a departure for her, but the two I know are very different 

and only indicate her widely varied capabilities. Mister Monkey is 

lively and delightful and shows a writer with a high level of insight 

in people...even those dressed as apes. 

 

It concerns a truly dismal musical production of a novel even the 

author wants to forget, but can't because it's still paying royalties as 

a show for kids. That's right - the writer of the novel originally 

intended his book to be a warning about the devastation of species, 

and a producer got hold of it and turned it into a musical, complete 

with gems like "The Monkey Tango" and similar romps.  

 

Sure, the novelist could have said no. But all that money! And you know what they say about 

people who sell out. They sell. 

 

Thirty years later, however, he's horrified that the thing is still going on and on and on, in worse 

and worse productions only little kids drag their grandparents to. Mister Monkey concerns itself 

with the various people involved in one such production, the stars, the backstage crew, and even 

the gymnastic boy who is required, afternoon after afternoon, to dress in the monkey costume he 

has grown to hate. 

 

But the best part of this novel is that Francine Prose never sinks to any mean spirited jeering at 

her characters in the name of satire. She cares about them and feels for them in this pretty sad 

situation, and makes us feel for them, too. She lets us see inside the spirits of the people in the 

show and shows us a lot of pain...but also quite a lot that is a lot more cheerful and noble, too. 

 

I judge a book according to whether I will read it again in the future. I'll read Mister Monkey 

again. 

 

   Lee Thompson 
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