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Quotes:

 


The reason I dedicate
myself to helping animals so much is because there are already so
many people dedicated to hurting them. ~♥~ EDS

 


“Some people talk to
animals. Not many listen though. That’s the problem.” -
#WinnieThePooh

 


Everybody has a dream, and
this is important, but the dreams that come true in your lifetime
always find you. EDS

 


People will never
understand the full intelligence of animals if we don’t take the
time to learn about them…and respect them. :)
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Chapter 1

 A New
Life

 


It was midnight in the forest. The light of
the full moon peeked out through the clouds from the horizon, and
the smell of the monsoon rain was in the air. Tonight was a special
night. Serenity, an African pygmy forest elephant, was going to be
a mother for the first time. All the animals in the area had
gathered around to witness the birth. The elephant herd formed a
protection circle around Serenity, and the male elephant’s ears
flapped in excitement. The elders of the herd filled the air with
low echo sounds to show their approval. It was time!

A new life was always cause for celebration
and the animals were all curious by nature.

Monkeys snuck glances from the tree branches
above. Frogs hopped closer, their feet suctioned to large elephant
ear-shaped leaves that swayed gently in the wind. Even with such a
dark night upon them, the animals awaited the newborn calf.

Thunder clapped loud above them, followed by
a large streak of light that lit up the sky. The clouds were
illuminated in a brilliant flash as they rolled and churned faster
with the wind. A steady stream of rain began to fall, and the group
of elephants surrounding Serenity tightened their circle to protect
her from the heavy flow of water. Boom! The sky lit up again
as another loud crack of thunder rang out. At that very moment, the
baby elephant emerged from the safety of its mother’s belly and
splashed into the water beneath him. His mother nudged him closer
to the edge of the pond.

“That’s right,” Serenity said gently. “Come
out you.” She smiled as she helped him stand on solid land.

Suddenly, the elephant herd began to rumble
their feet against the soggy ground. Serenity puffed her chest out
with pride as the herd, in unison, lifted their trunks to loudly
trumpet their jubilation. A few of the males dipped their trunks
into the pond to shower the new arrival and his mother. This was a
time for celebration. They all had been blessed with a new
life.

Serenity wrapped her trunk around the calf’s
waist to steady him on his feet. “That’s it,” she said gently.
“Almost there.” As he stood up, the ground beneath his feet started
to tremble and a hush fell over the crowd of animals, before
excited murmurs traveled through them. One of the female elephants
addressed Serenity, “You should call him Thunder.”

“Thunder?” Serenity ran her trunk over his
head and her smile grew. “I like it. What do you think,
Thunder?”

The baby elephant looked up at his mother
adoringly and gave a small trumpet from his trunk and moved his
unsteady feet again. When the ground shook again, the herd of
elephants cheered. Serenity moved closer to Thunder and he snuggled
up against her.
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In a few short years, Thunder grew into a
fine young elephant, and Serenity was very proud of her son.

In the early morning light, the sun peeked
through the clouds. A rainbow brushed its colors against the sky
landing into the recess of the Central African Rainforest, where
the world was buzzing with life. An African grey parrot named
Penelope soared high above the forest canopy as she surveyed the
world around her.

A green tree frog jumped onto a bamboo
branch and settled in for a bite. His long tongue zapped an insect
from the shoot and gulped it down noisily. When his hungry belly
was satisfied, he bounced away onto his next adventure.

The leaves rustled and branches swayed from
the squawking birds that were perched at different intervals.
Penelope zoomed over them, her wings almost brushing their heads in
the process. She disappeared into the trees.

The rainforest was once a wondrous place
filled with life forms unimaginable to most. The crushing reality
was that life was no longer what it used to be. The lush
rainforest, once a thriving, peaceful kingdom of creatures, great
and small, had shrunk in size as civilization encroached its
boundaries. Thousands of species lost, and the lungs of our great
planet gasped for air.

Balance between the animals and those that
they called Uprights was no more. In the beginning, the land had an
agreement with the Uprights, that man and animal would find a way
to live in harmony. But the humans got greedy and lost their way.
Now, there were only a few places left where the natural world
remained pure and where its inhabitants still enjoyed the lives
they were meant to have.

Today was like any other day. An elephant
herd came lumbering out of the thick canopy. Four female adults
were followed by four calves that were chatting away to each other
about the water hole they had just come from. The grown-ups shook
their heads at the playful children and smiled to each other.

The green tree frog jumped over Thunder’s
head and he turned to look at him. “Did you see that, Mama?”

“Yes, Thunder,” answered Serenity. She had
not really seen the frog, but Serenity had already answered that
exact same question a dozen times on their trek back from the pond.
By now, the young elephant really did not need an answer, just an
acknowledgement of the curious way his mind worked. The elephants
continued to walk as the youngsters bantered back and forth.

They did not see the two silverback gorillas
sitting on the hill that overlooked the jungle. Harold and Neville
both watched the elephants in awe as the young ones played near the
watering hole.

Even the gorillas respected the tall
treasures that the elephants were. These pachyderms that now
searched for safety and space to roam in a receding landscape were
innocent, smart, and joyful creatures. Nature had given them long
lives and close bonds—when left alone that is.

Even a curious little calf like Thunder was
one of only a few, if not the last, generation of gentle giants who
had much to teach the uprights.
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Chapter 2


School is in Session

 


The pond was filled with sounds of joyful
laughter as the elephant calves raced into the water. Playful
splashes were followed by deliberate water attacks, as the small
tykes shot cold spray from their trunks.

The adults were content to watch the calves
play, until the calves turned their attention to their elders. Then
all kinds of chaos broke loose as the adults joined in the fun.
Soon, it was hard to find where one spray started and the other
began. The sounds of trumpeting filled the air, as the elephant
herd continued their morning frolic in the water.

When playtime was no more, Thunder followed
Serenity out of the water. His legs, once clumsy and loud, were now
easily controlled. The ground still trembled when he walked, but he
could control the depth of the rumbles by applying different
pressures as he moved.

“Aah. Aaahhh. We’ve arrived.” His contented
words were easy to understand, having been well washed and
entertained. Now he was ready to coat himself, as was his custom
after getting fully bathed. He threw small tree limbs over his
shoulder with his trunk. A cloud of dust settled over him as he
covered himself. Flapping his ears, Thunder giggled
uncontrollably.

The first time Thunder had covered himself
with mud and dirt after his bath, Serenity had forced him back into
the water, but when he had continued to repeat the same process
each time, Serenity had learned there were other battles to fight
with her offspring. Now, it was simply his pattern.

Serenity smiled at his antics and continued
to munch on a branch below her. She casually perused the scene
around her. Some elephants were still bathing and drinking from the
pond. Others were frolicking in the mud. Their lives were carefree
when they were sheltered under the peaceful forest.

A large midnight
blue butterfly floated by the herd. Her name was Jennetta Blue and
she was attracted to the tiny calf who made the ground tremble like
thunder. Flitting closer to him, she passed over his head and
floated here and there, until Thunder looked up at her.

Thunder was mesmerized by the beautiful
creature. He turned his trunk up to reach her, but she fluttered
away before he could make contact. Jennetta Blue disappeared into
the trees bordering the watering hole and Thunder stood there,
disappointed that the butterfly had not stayed long enough for him
to meet her.

Nearby, Serenity called out to the
youngsters, “Okay, little ones. Gather around!”

“Coming, Mom.” Thunder prodded his large
feet onto the ground before him and the dirt shook beneath him. The
other calves followed suit, until they were all racing to reach
Serenity first.

“This is your next lesson in communication.
Everyone in line now.”

The young elephants bumped into each other,
each one clamoring to be the first in line. One calf pulled
another’s tail. Another nudged Thunder out of the way with a little
too much zeal, but he returned the favor by stomping his feet,
which made the calf move away from his spot. The calves could be
competitive from time to time. Their clumsy movements continued to
make quite a stir until they finally managed to gather themselves
together in a passable line side by side in front of Serenity.

Thoroughly amused, Serenity shook her head
and tried to hide her smile at the young ones before continuing.
“Wait here.”

The elephant moved away from her students
and made sure they were paying attention to her before she
continued. She emitted a low rumble with her feet. “Okay, kids, can
you feel the earth move?”

The young elephants leaned forward on their
tiptoes, straining to listen for a sound none of them could hear.
Serenity repeated her rumble and Thunder’s ears perked up. “I can!
I can!”

The calf next to Thunder sneezed absently.
He had not heard a thing. His ears flapped slowly in the breeze,
and his attention began to waver.

The one to his right stomped the ground in
excitement. “I can feel a herd coming.”

A male calf further down the line giggled
when Serenity rumbled again. “It tickles!”

Serenity smiled at her students. “This is
how we send messages. We’re the only ones who can do this. When you
rumble, other elephants can hear you. The ground vibrates. Like
this.”

Serenity rumbled again and waited to see how
the calves responded. They were starting to get it. “You must
listen with your feet.”

One of the female calves responded to
Serenity in excitement. “I felt it! I felt it! You said,
hello!”

Serenity nodded at the calf. “Right! So,
let’s tell the other herd where we are!”

The calves rumbled together in a soft
chorus. The ground began to hum in a gentle vibration. They
continued to move until a louder rumble moved through the Earth. In
the pond near them, the lily plants began to shake on the surface.
Tiny ripples formed in rings around a lily pad, where a green tree
frog was resting. He grabbed the closest leaf next to him and slid
it over his head to hide under it like a blanket. He let one of his
eyes peek out from under the green hideaway as he surveyed his
surroundings. When he could not detect the source of the tiny waves
in the water, he kept his feet planted firmly on the lily pad
beneath him and continued to hide in its camouflaged safety.

Thunder was excited to try it out too. He
thought about what he would say for a moment. Then Thunder stomped
his feet exuberantly to send his message. He waited anxiously to
see if Serenity would understand his communications.

“Bravo, Students! Bravo! Easy, Thunder.
They’ll hear you just fine without stomping so loud.” Serenity
smiled at her son.

Thunder bowed his head and a small blush
filled his cheeks. “Sorry, Mom.”

Serenity’s ears perked up. She leaned
forward and shuffled her feet slowly. Her feet began to vibrate
gently and she looked up to the calves. “They’re coming!”

The calves stopped what they were doing and
looked up. They trumpeted loudly into the air and waited to greet
the herd that was traveling toward them. Five female elephants from
another clan trotted out from the rainforest. The children erupted
into delightful squeals, as their lesson had brought new friends
for them to meet. Another small herd of male elephants joined them.
In the next moment the view of the forest was filled with elephants
who were entwining their trunks together as they rubbed gently
against one another.

Serenity called to Thunder, “C’mon, Thunder.
Let’s go greet the guests!”

Thunder was about to respond to his mom’s
request, but Jennetta Blue fluttered near his face. She hovered
briefly before him. Thunder smiled at the tiny butterfly. “Hello?
What’s your name?”

His questions went unanswered for Jennetta
Blue flitted away from him toward the forest cove. Thunder’s
curiosity took over and he moved swiftly after his silent
friend.

Serenity called for him, “Thunder!”

Thunder grumbled under his breath. He turned
away from his chase and answered, “I’ll be right there, Mom.”

Two female elephants ran over to Serenity.
They each trumpeted their greeting. Their heads rose and their
large velvet ears flapped gently. Serenity accepted the embracing
trunks that were offered to her. She was happy to see them, and
they shared her sentiment. She turned her eyes back to where her
calf was trying to chase after a mischievous butterfly. “Thunder!
Don’t go far!”

Thunder continued his search for Jennetta
Blue. He turned to answer his mother, “Okay, Mom.”

Thunder entered the forest and came
face-to-face with a giant elephant ear plant. His eyes grew wide as
he examined the large plant. “Wow! I wonder if my ears will be this
big one day.” He giggled to himself as he thought about how large
his ears would be. “That would be something!” When he ran his trunk
over the smooth leaf, he remembered the butterfly and raised head
and looked around.

Meanwhile, Jennetta Blue had now completely
disappeared from his sight. “Okay, where are you, little butterfly?
I know you’re here somewhere.” Thunder continued to search, hoping
to find her. The rest of his day was spent tracking down the
midnight blue friend who had playfully
evaded him in a game of hide-n-seek that never seemed to get
old.
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Chapter 3


Danger

 


A dust cloud chased the truck down a small
dirt road away from the rainforest. Drago, an African male in his
thirties, sat behind the wheel of his shiny, new pickup. Everything
about the vehicle was over the top. The cab was supersized and the
truck bed could carry far more than any man really needed. Loud rap
music thumped inside the cab of the truck with the bass so loud the
windows rattled as he drove down the deserted road.

Turning off the radio, Drago pulled the
truck to the side of the road and let it idle quietly in park and
got out of the truck. As he gazed at the horizon, his eyes caught
something that filled him with delight. He grabbed the binoculars
from the small console next to him, and walked to the front of the
truck. Putting them up to his eyes, he zoomed in on his quarry.
Smiling in satisfaction, he was filled with glee, for now all he
saw were dollar signs. What he saw was going to make him so rich!
He looked around him, making sure no one else was in sight. It
wouldn’t do if someone were around to spoil his fun. When he looked
back through the lenses, he saw the small elephant herd standing at
a watering hole near the edge of the rainforest. He threw the
binoculars back inside the truck, then rubbed his hands together in
anticipation. An evil grin spread from ear to ear. This was it!
That ivory would make him a fortune. Pay day!

Leaping back into the cab, he quickly jammed
the gears into drive and made a loud squealing U-turn on the road.
Dirt spit from under the tires as they gained traction. Drago
stomped his foot on the gas and sped back to the village.

Drago made good time back. Pulling off from
the road, he found a parking spot next to the stalls of a rundown
outdoor marketplace. He quickly shut off his engine and exited the
truck. After locking the doors, he twirled the keys around his
finger before shoving them into his pocket. He stopped and made
sure he was alone before he smiled, then ducked into the derelict
building. He knew his luck was about to change with the information
he was about to provide the inhabitants inside.

Seconds later, he emerged from his meeting
with an envelope filled so full of cash that crisp hundred dollar
bills were sticking out of it. He counted the cash as he unlocked
his truck. “Easy pickings,” he said to himself and giggled as he
counted the money again. He could do this every day, he thought as
he settled into the seat.

Drago backed out of his spot, and his truck
zipped down the road. Dirt clouded the area around the truck, and a
skeleton trinket made of ivory tusk swayed from the rearview
mirror. It did not matter what havoc was wreaked. Drago was
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