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A little brown mouse lived with her family and friends in a rich mielie (corn) field next to a rural village. Like all mice she was always busy, keeping her nose close to the ground as she scurried here and there, looking for things to eat and holes to explore.

One morning, as she came out of her nest in the ground, she heard a strange sound. She stopped to listen, raising her head and twitching her whiskers.

She heard a rumbling, tumbling noise which sounded as if it was coming from far away. So far away, in fact, that she had to concentrate in order to hear it. But once she heard it, it seemed to grow louder until it resounded inside her head. “What is that noise?” she asked one of her brothers.

“What noise? I don’t hear anything.” Her brother hurried away, continuing his search for food.

The little brown mouse spent the rest of that day asking all the mice she knew whether they could hear the noise. But no one could hear it. The truth was that they didn’t stop long enough to listen. It made the little brown mouse uneasy. Was she the only one who could hear the sound?

She decided to ask the Wise Old Tortoise who lived at the bottom of the field. After listening carefully the tortoise put his head to one side and said slowly, “It’s the call of destiny.” Wise Old Tortoise spoke so slowly that you could finish eating half a mielie between each word.

“Destiny? What’s that?”

“It’s where to go and what to do with your life.”

The little brown mouse thought about what the tortoise had said. “But why am I the only one to hear it?”

“You can’t hear it if you always have your nose to the ground. Also, only you can hear it because each one can only ever hear the sound of their own destiny.”

The Wise Old Tortoise collapsed after this long speech, his tongue sticking out of the side of his mouth.

“Thank you, wise one,” the mouse said.

“Call me Wot for short.” Tortoise laughed at his own joke, “Hee-hee-hee.” It sounded like he was coughing in slow motion. Embarrassed, the little brown mouse scurried away.

The mouse was curious, so the next day she went to the edge of the mielie field and stood there listening to the sound. She had to know what it was.

She ran a small distance away from the field. Her little heart pounded fearfully as she looked around at the unfamiliar open veld.

Her courage deserted her. She turned back and crashed into something that must have been following her. She squeaked with fright.

“Don’t be afraid,” she heard someone say. It was Minnie the Meerkat. Minnie was standing upright on her hind legs, looking around. “What are you doing here anyway?”

“I... wanted to... find out where the noise comes from,” the
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