
The One and Only Ivan 

By Katherine Applegate 

 

hello 

I am Ivan.  I am a gorilla. 

It’s not as easy as it looks. 

People call me the Freeway Gorilla.  The Ape at Exit 8.  The One and Only Ivan.  

Mighty Silverback. 

The names are mine, but they’re not me.  I am Ivan, just Ivan, only Ivan. 

Humans waste words.  They toss them like banana peels and leave them to rot.   

Everyone knows the peels are the best part. 

I suppose you think gorillas can’t understand you.  Of course, you also probably 

think we can’t walk upright. 

Try knuckle walking for an hour.  You tell me: Which way is more fun? 

how I look 

I used to be a wild gorilla, and I still look the part. 

I have a gorilla’s shy gaze, a gorilla’s sly smile.  I wear a snowy saddle of fur, the 

uniform of a silverback.  When the sun warms my back, I cast a gorilla’s majestic 

shadow. 

In my size humans see a test of themselves.  They hear fighting words on the 

wind, when all I’m thinking is how the late-day sun reminds me of a ripe 

nectarine. 

I’m mightier than any human, four hundred pounds of pure power.  My body 

looks made for battle.  My arms, outstretched, span taller than the tallest human. 

My family tree spreads wide as well.  I am a great ape, and you are a great ape, 

and so are chimpanzees and orangutans and bonobos, all of us distant and 

distrustful cousins. 



I know this is troubling. 

I too find it hard to believe there is a connection across time and space, linking me 

to a race of ill-mannered clowns. 

Chimps.  There’s no excuse for them. 

 


