[image: Cover: The Forest Fights Back By Jonathan James Thomson]


The Forest Fights Back

Jonathan James Thomson

Austin Macauley Publishers

2026-06-19



Table of Contents

	Cover

	Title Page

	About the Author
	Dedication
	Copyright Information ©
	Acknowledgement
	Prologue
	Chapter 1
	Chapter 2
	Chapter 3
	Chapter 4
	Chapter 5
	Chapter 6
	Chapter 7
	Chapter 8
	Chapter 9
	Chapter 10
	Chapter 11
	Chapter 12
	Chapter 13
	Chapter 14
	Chapter 15
	Epilogue


Guide
	Cover
	Title Page
	About the Author
	Dedication
	Copyright Information ©
	Acknowledgment
	Prologue
	Start of Contents
	Epilogue

List of Pages
	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19
	Page 20
	Page 21
	Page 22
	Page 23
	Page 24
	Page 25
	Page 26
	Page 27
	Page 28
	Page 29
	Page 30
	Page 31
	Page 32
	Page 33
	Page 34
	Page 35
	Page 36
	Page 37
	Page 38
	Page 39
	Page 40
	Page 41
	Page 42
	Page 43
	Page 44
	Page 45
	Page 46
	Page 47
	Page 48
	Page 49
	Page 50
	Page 51
	Page 52
	Page 53
	Page 54
	Page 55
	Page 56
	Page 57
	Page 58
	Page 59
	Page 60
	Page 61
	Page 62
	Page 63
	Page 64
	Page 65
	Page 66
	Page 67
	Page 68
	Page 69
	Page 70
	Page 71





About the Author

The author spent three years living in and around the jungles of Southeast Asia. There, he first encountered the unique tropical rainforests and witnessed their destruction at the hands of the logging industry. Despite working in other areas of the world, he remained haunted by the destruction he had seen. His decision to write about this experience led to The Forest Fights Back.





Dedication

Dedicated to my wife, Lizzie, who shared this journey with me, encouraging me on every step of the way.





Copyright Information©

Jonathan James Thomson 2026

The right of Jonathan James Thomson to be identified as author of this work has been asserted by the author in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publishers.

Any person who commits any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library.

ISBN 9781037124242 (Paperback)

ISBN 9781037124259 (Hardback)

ISBN 9781037124266 (e-pub e-book)

www.austinmacauley.com

First Published 2026

Austin Macauley Publishers Ltd®

1 Canada Square

Canary Wharf

London

E14 5AA





Acknowledgement

With acknowledgement to Jamie who provided much early advice.






Prologue

Joe sat on his grandad’s knee, asking millions of questions as usual. Tonight, he was thinking about the future of the world, because little boys do that sort of thing sometimes.

“Why are the forests of the world so important, Grandad?” he asked, hoping for a very long explanation that would mean he could stay up much later than usual.

“Because they are our lungs. They allow the world to breathe,” the old man replied, thinking that would be enough of an explanation to keep the little lad quiet, but he was mistaken, as usual.

“So why do we chop them down all the time?” Joe went on, determined to get a real answer this time, “if they are that important to us?”

“Because we need the wood, although there are other reasons such as greed and money and in certain places a need for more land for the people,” replied his grandad.

There was a bit of a silence while Joe thought about this, but after a while he said, “If the forest is so important, why don’t the animals that live there make us go away? Surely, they must be much more powerful than we are. Why don’t they just, … just … fight us or something?”

“Because they aren’t strong enough. We have guns, planes and explosives so we will always win if it comes to a fight and anyway, animals are not intelligent enough to fight a war or even work together,” said the old man.

But then he paused and looked far into the distance as if searching his memory. “Except once, when they did fight, but that is a very long story.”

“Go on,” Joe egged him on, knowing that this was the way to get a very good story going. “Please tell me.”

“Well,” replied his grandad finally. “It involved a man, a boy and a monkey, and it was like this …”





Chapter 1

The creatures were threatened by a catastrophe, and they all knew it.

They lived in a forest that stretched as far as the eye could see. It had tall trees that reached forever upwards, swamps, rivers, mangroves, clearings in which all plant life fought for a place in the sun and streams that meandered back and forth. It had hills and valleys, plains and bowls and some tracks and ridges; in fact every possible natural feature. It had endless rains that soaked forever and days of hot sun that made it steam like a sauna. It was home to a huge variety of plants, insects and animals living a dangerous but balanced existence.

It was a tropical rainforest.

It was threatened by man; not by the men of the forest, because they were a part of it. They farmed it for survival and not for profit, so they took no more than they needed and no more than could be replaced naturally. Their waste itself provided food for the forest, so they were part of the natural balance. The real danger and cause of catastrophe was urban man who knew only profit and greed − thought of today but not tomorrow and could not think in terms of thousands of years but only of thousands of dollars. This man saw the rainforest as a source of money, and one that would last for ever. He was the ultimate threat.

At times of real danger, the creatures of the forest worked together to survive. They had done so in the past when faced by great natural disaster, when they had met and agreed a common way. Such meetings were extremely rare and had not occurred within living memory, but one was called now in a clearing filled by all sorts of creatures which would normally have been hunting or killing or eating each other.

When as many as possible had gathered under the midday sun − for that was the invitation − the Leader spoke. He was as old as the spirits of the forest, his coat shone like silver in the sun and his face was grizzled and crinkly. He sat high up between the ears of the great elephant, and he was listened to in total silence.

“We face danger,” he said in a sombre voice that carried to all corners of the clearing, “possibly the greatest danger of all time because we now face man and his machines, and they will shortly come to the forest and tear it to bits. When they have finished, they will start a great burn after which our forest will be no more and we, and our lives, will have gone for ever.”

There was a stunned silence throughout the clearing and no-one moved. “So, what do we do?” growled on old and shabby tiger, a large brown moth perched on his back, twitching gently.

“We shall fight,” said the Leader, simply. “We shall fight them with all our means until they give up and go away.”

“But we can’t fight them,” the great elephant rumbled. He was tall, grand and imposing and by far the biggest animal present. “They have guns and fire and large machines. If we attack them, they’ll just kill us and then take the trees.”

“They will try, you are right,” replied the Leader. “But there are other ways of using our strength. Remember that we are strong where they are weak, but they won’t realise that. They will not expect us to attack, so we will have surprise on our side. They won’t expect us to act together and that will be part of their undoing. Don’t forget that we are everywhere: in the air, on the ground, in the water and even in their houses. Many of us are hard to see, either because of our size, like the smallest gnat or mosquito, or because man is so used to seeing us, like the birds in the sky or the butterflies in the clearings, that he won’t notice us.

“We will use all our guile to learn their most secret secrets and then we will attack them at their weakest points.” He went on, “We will never attack them with our whole army at the same time because they would use their strength and weapons to gain a great victory. Instead, we will strike quickly and then melt away. The only way they can defeat us will be to burn the whole
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