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Unanda focused,  sending mental signals  to Prince Libion’s ships. Mandaya rushed to his side. 

“What’s happening?” he demanded. 

“NEGATIVE TRANSMISSIONS,” Unanda gasped.

“Too many minds - violent, chaotic - they’re flooding me.”

Mandaya’s jaw tightened. “Zoom in on Libion.”

Unanda obeyed, trembling. His chest hammered. “Dad... he’s gone. His thoughts are pure rage.”

Mandaya’s silence was heavy. The air crackled with psychic tension. The war had already begun.
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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination. Or, if real, used fictitiously.

Text, copyright 2021 By Israel Bennett

Illustration, copyright 2021 By Israel Bennett

All rights reserved. You may reproduce no part of this book. Transmitted, or stored in an information retrieval system. In any form or by any means. Graphic, electronic or mechanical. Including photocopying, taping. And recording, without prior written permission from Israel Bennett.
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They protected this work. Under the copyright laws of the United States of America. They prohibited it. Any reproduction or unauthorized use of the material. Or artwork contained without the express written permission of Israel Bennett. 

BOOK AVAILABLE IN EBOOK, PAPERBACK and HARDCOVER.

Images by Google Gemini and guided by Israel Bennett. Copyright by Israel Bennett

Summary: War has come to the Factions. Their day of joy and celebration is now unspeakable terror. Death and destruction are waiting. Spaceships descended and surrounded them with weapons set to kill.

{1.  Survival-Fiction. 2 Courage-Fiction. 3 Family-Fiction—(Fantasy and Science Fiction) Title.
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This story was a piece of me, forged in shadows with cultural experiences and imagination.

I would be deeply grateful if you share your thoughts with a  review. Any site would be awesome.

Your feedback is priceless. Thanks, with eternal gratitude!
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​The guardians AND THE GRUDGE
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The Guardians of the Indigo Peaks, in shadows long and deep. Six crowns of power watch the seas and land while all the islands sleep. For ages they have held the line through thunder and the gale. The Sentinels of the Blue Mountains, and the Islands, whose courage never fails. The Yips took flight as dragons with blood and venom in their breath. The Marleytarians stood as one, the power of the elements in their hands. The Coolies’s elephants crush the steel of foes into the sand. The Red Clouds walked the spirit path with Flying Eagles and Giant Bears. The Zaroons’s fire and boiling tar caught the wicked unaware. The Lioneers from distant stars, with shape shifting ancient pride. Keep the Caribbean safe from where the mountain shadows hide. Deep within the Dark Underworld, at the Blue Mountain’s gate. High Priest Ziggy starts to bawl-a cry of bitter hate. He’s done with less, he’s finished with his sting. Now he rises from the dark to claim his everything. 

—Elder Rass

The Mighty Jamaicans Quadralogy
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​CIVIL WAR  
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HIGH UP ON THE Blue Mountains, Unanda Judah’s mind erupted. Torrents of azure lightning tore through fifteen charging Zaroons, their blades gleaming, their spears raised to kill. 

“YUH A ONE DEAD ALIEN BWOY!” they bellowed,  the Jamaican Patois sharp as steel. Unanda  focused his fury, unleashing a blinding surge of energy that shattered their bodies and scorched the earth. Their screams - high, human, and haunting - fed his rage.

Memunda lay still. Her silence was his storm. Vengeance was all that remained.

The storm quieted, but Unanda’s fury did not. Smoke curled from the scorched earth, twisting into the mist that clung to the Blue Mountains.

He knelt beside Memunda’s body, her skin bloodless against the blackened soil. The world was silent - except for faint echoes of her breath in his mind.

“They will pay,” he whispered. The words were a vow, heavy as thunder.

Above him, the clouds gathered again, answering his rage.

The sky roared in sympathy. Thunder rolled through the valleys, shaking the bones of the mountains.

Lightning flared, twisting into serpents of blue fire that dance around Unanda’s body.

The earth trembled beneath him, as if the world itself feared what he had become.

He rose slowly, his eyes burning with the same storm that churned above.

“Memunda,” he whispered, and the clouds broke open - a torrent unleashed by grief and vengeance.

Three bodies liquefied like candles, oozing  across the ground before hardening into grotesque forms.

Unanda’s bone-crushing club-tail, extended from his spine, demolishing the bones of three more. Venom surged through their veins, bursting from ears, noses and mouths.

They writhed on the red earth, grunts and howls tearing from their throats.  Then silence -  their bodies stiffened, foam mingling with blood as life fled. 

The storm above mirrored the carnage below. Lightning cracked, echoing his rage. 

Nine others tried to  repel the surge, but Unanda absorbed it, his body glowing with the storm’s power. He raised his arms, summoning another wave - vengeance incarnate.

With them dead, silence enveloped him. The air was thick, heavy with the scent of scorched earth and ozone. Unanda’s mind trembled - echoes of racing thoughts and anguish rippled through the void.

From the thick bushes nearby came whispers, not of voices but of minds - fractured, terrified, hiding.

He turned slowly, eyes narrowing. The storm above had quieted, but inside him, it raged still.

They think they can escape, he thought. They think the shadows will save them.

The bushes shuddered. A flicker of movement - then the faint pulse of fear. Unanda raised his hand, lightning coiling around his fingers like vipers waiting to strike. 

[image: ]UNANDA

The air was thick with the scent of the damp earth and the stench of fear. 

Twenty half- naked figures crouched in the mud, their bodies painted with symbols of red, white and black. Bones pressed against thin skin as they fell to their knees. 

Four men stood among them - tall, pale, olive-skinned - their blonde and brown hair matted with grime.

Their mewls broke the silence, teenage frames convulsing like leaves in a gale. A collective rasp escaped their lips; knees struck rocks with cracks.

Terror rippled through them, raw and mindless.

Ten were plump and short, swaying beneath black head wraps. Their youthful female faces -  the color of ravens - glistened with sweat and fear.

They clutched each other, trembling, their eyes darting toward Unanda as if he were both god and executioner.

The symbols painted on their skin shimmered in the dim light, red bleeding into white, white into black - a living mosaic of terror.

One whispered a prayer, voice crackling like dry leaves. Another sobbed, her tears carving pale streaks through the paint.

The air pulsed with dread; even the earth seemed to recoil beneath them. 

Unanda stood unmoving, his shadow stretching long across the trembling crowd. He could feel their thoughts - pleading, fragmented, desperate. Lightning flickered across his face, illuminating eyes that burned with grief and wrath.

The storm above rumbled again, echoing their fear. He raised his hand and the lightning answered. The silence shattered. 

The other six were males, hunched and stout, their bodies low to the ground. Faces like withered leather bore the scars of age, crosshatched and cracked. Their skin was the color of coal and dry clay.

They were bald, their heads gleaming in the dim light. A low moan escaped them - not of pain, but of surrender. Then the shrieks came, tearing through the silence.

Their bodies convulsed, trembling as if the earth itself rejected them. Dust rose from their skin; cracks widened; their forms began to crumble. 

In moments, they were gone - reduced to ash and memory. 

The wind carried their remains into the storm, scattering vengeance across the mountains. Unanda stood alone, the air humming with the echo of their hysteria.
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A chill permeates the humid air of the Blue Mountains, a place where whispered legends become stark reality.

The mist thickened, curling around Unanda like ghostly hands. The storm had quieted, but its echo lingered - a low hum beneath the earth, a pulse that matched his own.

He stood amid the ruin, the scent of ash and ozone heavy in his lungs. The silence was not peace; it was memory.

Every shadow seemed to watch him, every gust of wind carried the voices of the fallen. He felt the mountains breathe - ancient, alive, and aware of what he had done.

Somewhere deep within, a whisper stirred: Power demands a price. Unanda’s eyes lifted to the horizon, where the clouds parted just enough to reveal a sliver of light. 

For the first time, he wondered if vengeance had made him the very legend he feared.

Here in the moon- drenched shadows, men possessed - hollow vessels overflowing with darkness - moved toward Unanda. Their faces were a chilling canvas of blood red, bone white, and midnight black.

The colors mirrored the ancient pacts of their faith - not mere symbols, but the marks of those who had sold their souls to the White Obeah.

They were the worshipers who had hunted Memunda, fearing the rise of her power, the prophecy that would crown her High Ruler of the Zaroons.

Unanda’s pulse thundered. He could still hear her voice in his mind - faint, trembling, calling him through the veil of death.

“Come,” she had whispered, “before they finish me.”

The memory burned through him like lightning. He saw their eyes now - empty, gleaming with borrowed malice.

They were no longer men but vessels of the Rolling Calf King, the god of the underworld whose chains rattled in the hearts of the damned. 

Unanda raised his hand, and the storm answered. The air split open, and vengeance took form.
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The men moved with an impossible,  jerking speed, their strength amplified to monstrous levels,  shattering all resistance.

Unanda’s breath caught - the air thick with metallic tang and death. Behind him, Memunda lay still, her body anemic beneath the moonlight, her white braids spread like a halo on the scorched ground.

He could feel her mind even now - faint, flickering, calling him through the veil.

“Don’t stop,” her voice whispered inside him, fragile but fierce.

The possessed men lunged, their movements unnatural, their eyes glowing with the white fire of Obeah.

Unanda turned, wrath igniting his veins. Lightning burst from his hands, striking the first wave.

The ground shook; the air screamed. He fought not for victory, but for her - for the promise she carried, for the power they feared. And as the storm rose again, the Blue Mountains themselves seemed to mourn, their mist cloaking and cradling Memunda’s still form like a shroud.

They shrieked and recoiled as if burned by sunlight. Unanda’s blows rattle the dark spirits within them, sending their bodies  skidding across the wet ground. 

Each strike cracked the air - thunder answering his frenzy. The shocks from his force lightning crippled them, draining their energy until they lay shuddering in the mud.

Their wails rose, hollow and desperate, echoing through the valley like the cries of the damned. 

Unanda’s rage deepened. He saw not men, but vessels of the White Obeah - the same darkness that had stolen Memunda’s breath.  “You will not touch her again,” he whispered, voice trembling with grief.

Lightning flared, blinding and pure. The possessed staggered, their shadows twisting into smoke.

The storm roared in sympathy, tearing through the trees and scattering ash across the ground. 

Unanda stood amid the chaos, his chest heaving, eyes locked on Memunda’s hollowed form. His mind burned, judgment lost to rage.

The possessed staggered, shrieking as his lightning tore through them. Their bodies convulsed, limbs twisting at impossible angles. He struck again - each blow fueled by grief, each flash a cry for her. 

And still, the air trembled with fear of her death.

When he first saw her, he was speechless. His body quaked. His heart was beating out of control. Pain sprinted in his chest. Cold sweat bathed him.

The volume of uproar, hate, revenge and blood feud rose in him. He knew that resistance to the feelings were futile. 

The men’s desperation was a frantic, choking thing. They gasped, attempting to stammer a defense, but all that escaped was a sickening, humid sound. Finally, the words were ripped from them, ragged and forced. “WE A BEG YUH MERCY! MERCY! MERCY! GI WI LIKKLE MERCY PLEASE!” Then it was “NO MAN! NO MAN! DO! DO! PLEASE! PLEASE! GI WI S0ME  MERCY!” they wailed, dissolving into a distressing, high-pitched squeal as their last shred of control shattered.

Unanda’s mind, a crucible of madness, twisted their spinning bodies into monstrous new forms. As they spun, he stayed in his deranged and corrupted mind set, and refused them the mercy they sought.

Their world swam. The last thing they saw was the grim line of his mouth, the ice in his eyes, and they knew. The spinning had stopped, but the dance was over. Death was waiting.
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The corner of Unanda’s eye caught a terrifying sight. Ten men, their faces a mask of hatred, advanced toward him. They were a mob of fury, armed with whatever they had at hand.

Machetes with glinting, wide blades were held high, ready to swing. Others clutched axes with crudely sharpened stones lashed to long wooden handles, a primal and deadly tool. The rest gripped pitchforks; their thick, curved steel, prongs a menacing threat on the end of long wooden handles. Each man moved with a single, brutal purpose.  

They charged; barking and snarling, like a pack of rabid dogs, and yelling, "YUH DEAD NOW,  BWOY!” one spat. Another growled, “YUH A GO DEAD!" He watched them come, his mind a still lake, yet powerful enough to destroy them. He centered his gaze on their lower bodies.

In a flash, their legs were no longer attached- separated cleanly from their torsos. The limbs sailed through the air as if driven by an unseen force towards their ghastly destination: a giant cotton tree, standing tall in the distance. 

Unanda listened to the brittle music of their disintegrating bones. The torsos slammed down, thundering echoes that shook the ground. Blood rained down from the sky; as his humorless laughter, loud and soaring, tore through the air. 

When it finally ceased; a single, cold sneer punctuated the silence, a final, ominous statement of his intent. The message was clear in the snicker that followed. Blood, death, torment, and destruction would be the final price. 

They opened a Pandora’s box of terror within him. They would wake up in the underworld of hell. He was sending them there.

Unanda was maddened, driven and filled with darkness. The job was finished. He thought every last man was destroyed. A monstrous bellow proved him fatally wrong.

He spun to face three monsters, rolling calves who stood on two legs, a hideous mockery of a man. Searing light exploded from them, setting Unanda ablaze. They hurl his burning body, a screaming, fiery basketball, back and forth among them.

As death threatened to close in, his strong, ferocious guardian, his shadow self, tore itself free from his burning form. It came alive, a creature of pure darkness and rage, and lunged into the fight to save him. 

The three monsters, enraged by the sudden appearance of the enormous white male lion, staggered to their feet. They formed a tight circle, their grotesque human-calves faces contorted, and simultaneously unleashed a quadruple torrent of searing flame.

The shadow lion didn’t flinch. Instead of burning, the wall of fire vanished as it struck the lion’s inky coat. The flames were not extinguished; they were devoured. The form of the lion grew momentarily denser, its muscles rippling with borrowed energy. 

With a deep, silent snarl that shook the ground but made no noise, the lion charged. It met the first monster head-on, its massive paw swinging an arc of concentrated shadow. 

The blow was purely conceptual: it did not crush, it simply erased.  The monster’s flaming body collapsed instantly into a pile of cold, white ash before its bellow of pain could even begin. The life force was gone, extinguished like a snuffed candle.

The second monster tried to pivot and unleash a close-range burst of fire, but the lion was too fast. It slammed its weight into the creature's chest, driving it back. As the monster gasped, the lion clamped its jaws, not on the flesh, but on the source of the light within. The monster went dark, its internal flame dying in a sickly, gray plume, and it crumbled like dry clay. 

The remaining monster panicked, spraying fire wildly. The lion launched itself sideways, leaping through a curtain of flame that curled and died against its pelt. Its claws raked across the creature’s throat. 

The monster turned to flee. The shadow lion gave a final, earth-shaking roar. The monster froze in mid-stride.

Before it could move, the lion covered the distance, its shadowy form merging with the monster’s. A flash of blackness, a final, choked human-calf cry, and the last fire-blower was gone, leaving nothing behind but the scent of ozone and cooling air. 

The lion, Unanda shadow lion lowers its head to Unanda’s smoking, charred body. Instead of heat, an intense, soul-deep cold emanates from its inky mane. The lion licks the worst of the burns. Where its shadowy tongue passes, the blackened, sloughing flesh instantly cools, hardens, and then peels away to reveal raw, new fur skin beneath. 

The lion then settles over him, its white form acting like a cooling shroud that draws the residual heat and pain out of Unanda’s body. The wounds didn’t scar; they simply faded into pale, new skin as the darkness seals the wounds.
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​AN  HOUR  LATER
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Unanda was well again, saved by his shadow self, who ventured back into the shadow. But he was forever changed by his suffering. With it came an apoplectic spell on him. He was livid. He didn’t care about his blessings.

The Valley of Life granted its power to those who showed goodness and mercy. Yet, as he stared at the carnage, the need for preservation burned away. He would not be merciful. He would offer no clemency. No, not to these monsters, these brutes who butchered young ladies.

Unanda had no empathy left. He was all out of pity and understanding. His soul was filled with a hollow ache. He would give them the storm that raged inside him.

It was an unholy torrent fueled by his rage, his grief, his power. They would receive his wrath; he now wielded, in its purest form: torture, affliction, and destruction.
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​SWEET SORROW

​TWO HOURS EARLIER         
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UNANDA WAS AS HAPPY as a lark. He dashed through the woods on a perfect moonlit night. His heart pumped. His entire body filled with delight.

Living on earth for the past two years, it had nurtured him and brought contentment. It was a beautiful place. He wanted to be nowhere else.

The planet had given him respect. He had gotten well-being and joy. People had overlooked the fact that he was a Lioneer boy, A Pantheran.

A male from outer space, he and his people were descendants of the mighty lion. Nothing else in his brief existence had allowed him more euphoria.

The greatest part of his pleasure. It was knowing a beautiful Zaroon High Priestess. He had fallen in lust, but didn’t mean to. Unanda wasn’t even sure how it happened. The more time he spent with her. The more he felt bewitched. 

She was fun. Memunda was interesting. She was bright and energized. A perfect partner for him. She had everything that he wanted and hoped for in a lifetime mate.

Memunda was his power source, the one who made his blood rush and his heart beat. This beautiful full moon, a silent accomplice,  would aid her in her quest tonight. This was the night of her promotion to a higher position in her faction. All the wonderful things, ordained for her, were set to begin.

With all the amazing things promised, only elation filled him. Unanda never could have predicted this, midnight of great Covenant and Reverence, would be a contradiction. He didn’t see it coming: this positive moment would deliver fire, bloodstorms, and horrible deaths.
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Darkness was raining down on the Blue Mountains, a range that cuts through the island of Jamaica in the West Indies. For a moment, the clouds completely covered the sky, casting the landscape into shadow.  

It shielded the moon, a silent reminder to Unanda of its power. Then, like a parent satisfied with a child’s obedience, the clouds relented, revealing his reward: the moon. Its magic brightened the night, making it as luminous as civil twilight.

The darkness and the light collided, a chaotic dance that woke the lion within his soul. Unanda could feel his senses sharpen, his awareness expanding beyond the ordinary. Tonight, he was losing the fight. He had to keep the predator contained.

Unanda needed to stay a lioneer, A pantheran bound to his upright form. But whenever his resolve broke, he was no longer a lioneer. The change began; and an immense white lion, streaked with black stripes, on its back and face, took his place.

Unanda was working to calm his lion down. He was trying to feel normal, when a statement brought his focus back to his surroundings. 

“Good night Unanda! Wey yuh a guh?” The suspicious voice drifted out from behind large white puffs of smoke. A plume of pungent ganja smoke, thick and heavy like dark cirrus clouds, drifted over the Blue Mountains forest. As the wind picked up, the fog-like haze thinned but never fully dissipated, clinging to the forest.

Unanda recognized the style, the voice had a perfect Jamaican Twang. It was the Rastafarian leader, from the Marleytarian Faction. He was sitting on a tree stump, while his long brown dreadlocks whipped through the air.  

“Good night! Count Tafari,” he said. His accent with thick annoyance, as he spoke with the same Jamaican Twang. 

“Yuh frighten mi, man!” It surprised the Count to hear the indignant tone. He was expecting an empathetic voice that he usually received.

“Count Tafari! wah yuh a do out ere, dis time a night?” Unanda's speech was now apologetic.

“Sarry man Unanda, mi never mean fe disturb you. I man a meditate. I man a give Jah Selassie, the almighty and the merciful, thanks and praise.”

Count Tafari stood up. His tall well-built body was magnificent, underneath his red robe. The green cape attached, brought out his gray-blue eyes. It softened his cheerful face.

He decorated his face with a long white plaited beard, thick mustache and bushy eyebrows. It gave him the look of a Shaolin Monk. The Count’s light brown skin was as smooth as a seashell.

The Count’s perfect face housed a gorgeous mouth. His mouth when opened, showed buck front white teeth. A resounding tone poured out of his mouth.

The voice shouted out praises. “Jah Selassie, the omnipotent! It's all about my God. His majesty, the divine. Jah Selassie, the supreme!” The Count was silent for a moment as he took a long pull of his spliff. His eyes locked with Unanda, his expression unreadable.

“A holy time dis, right now,” he said, his voice dropping to a gravelly whisper. “Di Blue Mountains deh inna a sacred quiet. See di mist? It clings like a glorious veil,  blessing di Blue Mountains. It connects mi soul wid Jah, charging mi spirit till it overflows wid di power of Selassie I.”

“Big up mi Idren, and respect to your God,” Unanda said with the quiet obeisance of one who stood on holy ground.

“Tanks man!” The count replied, his eyes luminous. “When mi filled with Jah’s  power, mi spirit reach out fi reason wid di Most High. Di air fresh, yes-but it carries di whispers and di thunder of  praises to Selassie. Deh so di strength born.” 

Count Tafari remained silent for a moment, pulling deeply from his spliff. When he exhaled, the thick, herbal smoke didn’t just dissipate- it lingered, coiling around them until they were encased in a private, ghostly sanctuary. 

“Jah walks dese hills wid reverence,” the Count continued,  his voice resonating through the haze, “and His eyes see everyting.”

Unanda nodded, the gravity of the words settling on him. “Cool, Count Tafari. No problem, man. Mi a guh see Memunda at Marleyridge,” 

The Count extended the massive spliff toward him. Unanda took it, drawing back a few powerful chest filling hits of the sacred herb. As Unanda leaned back, gasping and coughing out plumes of the thick white smoke, the Count watched him with a lazy, knowing smile. His teeth gleamed like polished ivory against the shadows of the mountain, the expression of a man who was already halfway between this world and the next.  

“Seen my youth, Unanda, mek we talk. Mi ave someting fe ask yuh.” The Count’s voice took on a serious note.

“What is it, Count Tafari?” Unanda asked, biting his lips and tapping his feet. 

“I saw someone like yuh stripped naked one night. Den a huge white lion, with black stripes on its back and face appeared. At first, I tink it was a tiger. It shocked de I, when it came back. Den, I man saw it was yuh, when it changed back.” 

Unanda was looking at the Count, and nodding with respect. “I had to hit mi self twice. I wondered if de Ganja was playing tricks on me, yes man,” said the Count.

“No, Count Tafari, it wasn’t the ganja. Yuh saw me as a lion, just as yuh a look pon me now. I was out for a run.

“Me sarry you found out like dat. I am not ashamed of who I am.” Unanda said, beaming with pride. "But I try not to broadcast too much about my race. Many people can't handle it."

“I knew dat unnu a Lion Species. I man never knew dat unnu could change into lions.” Said the Count, amazement in his voice. 

“Only some of my people can mutate into Lions. Most changed into other Pantheran breeds, and others not at all. I am blessed to be a Shifter.” Unanda replied. 

“What is dat?” asked the Count. 

“It is when a Lioneer can change into a specific creature. It happened when the shadow selves inside of Lioneers come out and take on physical bodies.

“My shadow self is a lion. The shadows that haunt the corners of our vision-the silhouettes cast by moonlight and firelight. They are more than just an absence of light with Pantherans. They are the Umbras, unique and distinct species with physical bodies.” Unanda ended.

“Mi confused” said de Count.

“Wha yuh mean?” asked Unanda. 

“Are you two species? Asked the Count.

“My Umbra is a lion; an anomaly among his kind with the instincts of a beast, and the cruel intellect of a Pantheran. I can also stay as a Pantheran, or merge with the Umbra.” Unanda stated.

“Wicked man!” the Count said.

“I am also blessed with the power of the mind.” Unanda said, his eyes soft with gratitude.

“Rawtid,” said the Count, releasing a bark of laughter. “So, explain the power of the mind.”

“I have telekinesis power. The world is putty in my hands. I am an unseen master in a puppet show,” Unanda explained.

“My psychokinesis is the cold hand that pulls the strings, a silent, deadly force that can snap a person’s neck with a thought.”

“Yuh deadly man, Unanda! Yuh meck mi fraid a yuh” laughed Count Tafari.

“My tail is nuh just one likkle ting, yuh hear? It sharp like a razor-mi weapon fi real.  Mi command it wid di same brain power mi use to crush an enemy’s skull.” 

“Wow, yuh a superstar man, Unanda,” the Count boasted. Unanda smiled, then continued.

“The minds of others are an open book, but it is a book filled with the darkest desires and unspoken fears. I don’t just hear their thoughts- I feel their shame, sorrow and joy.”

“WOW, that is deep.  Crazy deep,” said the Count, his eyes narrowing.

“Yea man, it is powerful. A blessing and a curse,” Unanda replied, shaking his head.

“My communion with them is a violation. The visions I conjure from a great distance are not mere images-tThey are vivid, terrifying memories of others’ lives, playing out in my mind’s eye like a ghastly dream.”

The Count leaned back, his face filled with wonder. “So you bear the weight of every creature’s soul?”

“Every one,” Unanda whispered. “And sometimes, their darkness becomes mine.”

“So you can understand the languages of all the living things in the Blue Mountains Forest?” asked the Count. 

“Yes, I am one with them. I am an Animal Telepath. I understand basic instincts and emotions; to more complex thoughts, if the animal is intelligent.  All life forms are safe with me. I do not believe in hurting them, except in unavoidable situations.” Unanda ended
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