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To she who must be obeyed — and thus must be
perpetually disappointed. “How are ya now?”
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Not Profound

The elephant decided it was time to have a talk with God. He had been troubled for weeks, and he wasn’t feeling any more assured, even at the new watering hole. He walked away from the rest of the herd and went through the jungle for half a day until he came to a large clearing filled with tall grass. He ate for an hour, then raised his head and trumpeted. Nothing happened, so he trumpeted again.

“I heard you,” said the voice from the sky.

“Sorry.”

“That’s all right. I was with another elephant.”

A cloud hovered more closely over his head. “What seems to be wrong?”

The elephant took his time and recited all his questions and problems fully.

“It’s all in the Bible,” said God.

“I can’t read,” answered the elephant.

“That’s not up to me,” said God, and the cloud started moving away.

“That’s it?” asked the elephant. “It’s not up to you.”

“Sorry,” said God.

“That’s not very profound!” shouted the elephant at the disappearing cloud.

“You’re only an elephant,” answered God.


A Woman from China
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The elephant was happy.

He moved his ears and sprayed water behind them. He grabbed trunkfuls of mud and threw them along his body. He closed his eyes and stuck his head under the river’s surface, then slowly flopped over and settled on his side, stirring up currents which raced to the other shore. He blew bubbles and opened his eyes to see them break against his toenails. He wiggled his tail and scared a fish.

“Give me a squirt, will you?”

The voice alarmed the elephant, and he inhaled when he should not have. He struggled to his feet, coughing.

“You’re too easily startled,” the voice came nearer. “Here, I’ll help.” The elephant felt a light touch on his back, and the coughing stopped.

“Thanks.” The elephant looked around. “Where are you?”

“I’m everywhere,” said God.

“I wasn’t expecting you,” said the elephant.

“Nobody does,” answered the voice.

“I’m sorry. I’ve forgotten what you wanted,” the elephant continued to peer around him.

“I’m over here.”

The elephant looked to his left and saw a huge boulder.

“And what I wanted was to get sprayed with water.”

The elephant lumbered over to the boulder, took a large drink of water, and soaked the grey stone thoroughly.

“Thanks,” said the boulder.

“You could have called up a hurricane,” said the elephant.

“It means more coming from you.”

“I liked you better as a cloud.”

“I’m everything,” answered God. “Being repetitive is a waste.”

“Can you explain that to me?” The elephant sat down by the boulder. “I mean, being everything and everywhere.”

“Not really. It’s a lot like being able to think. Your body can be in the jungle, yet you can imagine a waterhole or the grasslands — many things at once. That’s what I am.”

“Have you ever been understood?” asked the elephant.

“Yes … once. About seven hundred years ago. A woman in Shansi Province in China actually figured it all out.”

“What happened?”

“Nothing. She wisely kept it to herself.”

The elephant hesitated, then settled more comfortably against the boulder. He felt very content gazing at the blue sky and enjoying the coolness of the water.

“God?”

“Yes.”

“Thanks for mud.”


Questions & Answers

The elephant grunted, yet the world slept on. The stars kept their steady gaze upon the slumbering herd, and the darkened jungle murmured with its night sounds. The elephant gave a dissatisfied twitch of his trunk and finally rose to his feet. Taking care not to nudge any of his slumbering neighbours, he walked to the river and took a deep drink of water. When he raised his head and shook some final drops from his trunk, he noticed a fluorescent nimbus floating over to the rushing current.

“How did you know?” asked the elephant.

“I was taking a quiet turn with an angel,” the cloud pulsated, “as Katherine Mansfield would say.”

“I can’t sleep,” said the elephant.

“It will come with time; it always does.”

“You made so many questions,” complained the elephant.

“And as many answers,” said God.


Oh, to Follow

The elephant was a curious pachyderm and followed his persistent quest with a guileless intensity.

“More lucky than smart,” said some of the other elephants as he blundered his way toward another piece of knowledge. They nodded their heads in his direction with the heavy weight of caution and warned their small ones that too much thought would make them strange.

“An elephant wades in water,” they would sagely say, “only if the mudhole is wide enough.”

And the little ones would watch him, as they stood between the legs of their parents, and wish that they could follow.
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