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Chapter 1 
 
 
 
As the ground rumbled to the deep bass of thunder that 

emanated from the forest, the enormous bull elephant burst 
through the shadows of the trees into the open. The people 
of the village scattered in chaos, grabbed small children and 
belongings as several more of the large pachyderms 
stormed from the brush and trampled over the primitive 
huts in the small South African village. Cries of panic and 
fear mingled together into indistinguishable voices.  

A young villager around twenty years old grabbed 
another man of similar age trying to flee. He yelled at him 
in his native tongue and pointed to a nearby hut. The 
fleeing man tried to get away as pieces of the dwellings 
flew through the air tossed around by the rampaging 
animals. As the brown dust cloud kicked up by the beasts 
crawled over the area, the young man took hold of his 
fellow villager by the arm and pulled him over to the hut 
through a stream of screaming people who fled from the 
elephants. The fleeing man struggled and fought back 
dragging his heels as he tried to get away. 

Inside the hut, a frail old man sat on the dirt floor in the 
corner seemingly unconcerned about the chaos beyond his 
delicate dwelling. He stared at the adjacent wall as if in a 
meditation type trance. Grabbed by the arms, the two 
young men hurriedly helped him to his feet and escorted 
him to the door. He continued to appear unfazed by the 
emergency at hand. 

Outside of the hut, the herd of beasts had destroyed the 
majority of the buildings and now trampled only the rubble. 
Most of the villagers had vacated and hid in the shadows of 
the jungle fauna. The two young men escorted the elder 
through the door into the light and helped him sit on a log 
in the clearing of the village center. The dust cloud made it 
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difficult to see farther than the rim of the open space and 
turned the sun into an orange ball in the sky. 

With the back of his hand, the old man motioned to the 
near bushes and spoke in the same native language. 
Hesitant at first, one of the young men ran over to the 
shrubs, pulled off a long stick and hurried it back. 

The animals continued the destruction almost as if they 
had a specific agenda looking for a key piece of evidence. 
From the edge of the trees, the herd bull turned and charged 
directly at the old man on the log who remained steadfast. 
Two other bulls joined him and chased along on either side. 
With a swipe of his hand, the old man pulled the leaves off 
the tip of the stick providing a bare pointed end. The two 
younger men ran off in the opposite direction from the 
charging beasts which left their elder to fend for himself. 

 As the elephants closed-in about to squash the older 
villager, he quickly scribbled three long wavy lines in the 
dirt in front of his feet. The herd bull came to a quick and 
sudden stop as did the other two males. Lifting his head the 
dominant male let out a loud deep groan that vibrated in the 
chest of the old man. All the other pachyderms in the herd 
stopped their rampage of destruction as if awaiting their 
next orders. With the chaos at a rest, the dust slowly settled 
back to the ground exposing the leveled village to the sun 
light. 

Breathing heavy, the massive elephant which towered 
over the old man and stood only a few feet away, gently 
touched the ground near the wavy marks. Using soft 
swinging motions and the very tip of his trunk, the bull 
made the same three wavy lines in the dirt in front of the 
old man. 

* * * 
The large classroom remained rather quiet except for 

the occasional cough and throat clearing. An elderly 
gentleman with shoulder length gray hair and a deep scar 
etched down the side of his face hobbled across the front of 
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the room and sat in the tall chair next to a desk that held a 
pitcher of water and an empty glass. A black slate 
chalkboard filled the entire wall behind him. As he used his 
cane to lower himself down on the stool, the younger 
professor poured water into the glass and set it next to the 
visitor. 

After clearing his throat, the gray haired man called out 
to the lecture hall style classroom, “Who can give me the 
important details of The Last Great War?” 

A student toward the front of the class raised his hand. 
The old man pointed to him. “Let’s hear it.” 

“Ten years after Canada divided into two countries, 
Western Canada made a motion to become a territory of the 
United States. Eastern Canada put up a blockade to stop all 
commerce to the West in an attempt to stop the motion. 
After the United States invaded the east, a three way war 
broke out. Eventually, Briton, Germany, the Russian 
Republic, and Eastern China joined in the effort. The war 
lasted two years and ended with a peace agreement that 
made Manitoba through the Yukon Territories new states of 
the union.” 

The old man shook his head in disgust. “What about the 
elephants?” 

The students gazed back at him with looks of 
confusion. With a bit more volume he asked, “What role 
did the elephants play in the war?” 

Again the audience of students only offered expressions 
of disarray. He tapped his cane on the floor. “Have none of 
you heard of the Elephant Trials of South Africa? Has this 
monumental event ceased to exist in the minds of the 
young? If you don't tell the tale to the next generation it 
will become lost forever.” 

A student from the back of the room where the light 
failed to reach raised her hand and spoke out. “Do you 
mean when the South African parliament passed the bill 
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that established the sovereignty of the elephant wildlife 
preserve. This event took place a decade after the war.” 

Turning red in the face with anger, the old man took a 
deep breath to try and calm down. “No, before that ever 
happened.” He leaned his cane against the desk. “At the 
time, it was overshadowed in the news by the sounds of 
war and now it seems time has forgotten one of the most 
important events to happen to the human race.” 

The old man grabbed a black computer glove from the 
desk and pulled it onto his hand. He brought up a 
holographic image of a computer screen that floated in the 
air in front of him. A picture of an elephant appeared and 
he tried to point to it. As he moved his hand the image 
changed to a video of an Apollo rocket launch. He moved 
his fingers and the image changed to a projection of himself 
trying to use the screen. 

With ire, he ripped the glove off and threw it to the 
ground and the screen quickly faded away. He took a sip of 
water, swallowed and cleared his throat. “I guess I will 
have to tell this story the old fashioned way.” 

* * * 
 The blonde doctor in her early thirties flickered the 

flashlight beam across the right eye of small man from the 
African village. She watched his pupils expand and 
contract. “I see the bacterium in your brain has not affected 
your vision.” Placing the flashlight on the rickety table next 
to her, she scanned over his chart once again in the dim 
light offered by the primitive hut. “It’s not responding to 
any of the antibiotics or nanoblasts that we’ve tried.” She 
gazed up from her chart at the man. “Too bad you have no 
idea what I’m saying.” 

The small man smiled and shook his head. A deep 
rumble caught his attention and the smile faded. One of her 
assistants burst through the opening of the hut and yelled in 
broken English. “Doctor Kack, big elephants run through 
village!” 
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She dashed to the nearest window and saw five bull 
elephants trampling the other village buildings. With her 
eyes fixed on the riot, she called out orders to her assistant. 
“Grab the vial cases and microvarium. Get them 
somewhere safe. Those are the most important non-
replaceable items. I’ll get the refrigerated-“ Dr. Cake turned 
to see her assistant run out the back door. “That's just 
great.” 

She quickly ran after him outside the hut and grabbed 
his arm before he could jump in the back of a small pickup 
truck that carried others away from the village. As he 
struggled to free himself from her grip, he said over the 
noise of the rampage, “Please Dr. Kack, I must go. The 
elephants will make dead.” 

The doctor grabbed both of the man’s arms. “I need you 
to help me get my equipment out of here. You also need to 
take Bandi to safety.” A mangled car door flew through the 
air and smashed on the ground next to their feet which 
caused Dr. Cake to let go of her assistant. He immediately 
turned and ran off as fast as he could. Dr. Cake hurried 
back into the hut with all of her equipment. 

Inside, a few shelves had fallen over and the dust cloud 
stirred up by elephants lofted in through the door and 
windows. The small man had vacated the hut. 

“Bandi, where are you?” 
She ran out the front door into the heart of the chaos 

where she saw the small man walk toward the giant beasts. 
The doctor stopped and yelled, “Bandi, get back here.” In a 
panic she tried to recall from the limited number of words 
she knew in his language that would make him turn around. 
“Naught! Bandi, Naught!” 

Bandi continued to walk away from her. When he 
reached the center of the clearing, the rampaging elephants 
stopped their savage destruction. With puzzled expressions 
on their gray weathered faces, the elephants calmly walked 
toward the small man. Dr. Cake felt she should save him 
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but the unusual behavior of the giant creatures held her in 
place so she could only watch.  

The massive elephants stood in a tight circle around 
Bandi and touched his arms and legs with their trunks as if 
they carried on a silent conversation. 
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Chapter 2 
 
 
 
A lone Cape Vulture lofted in a circle overhead as the 

conversation heated up. The two border guards in olive 
green uniforms clutched their rifles tighter as Steve waived 
his hands up and down to try and calm the situation under 
the intense African sun. At six feet, the thirty something 
scientist stood taller than most of his colleagues. The pale 
skinned scientist next to him with the zinc covered nose 
tapped his finger on his passport. “Tell them we have visa 
stamps.” 

Steve translated the message to the guards in Swahili. 
Without turning away from the two pale scientists, one of 
the guards replied in a firm tone. 

“He said you have the wrong visa and you’re not 
entering his country.” 

A Range Rover pulled up a few feet away from the 
scientists. As the red dust settled, a tall dark haired man in a 
tailored dark suit exited and removed his sunglasses. 
Squinting in the bright sun, he focused on Steve as he 
walked over to him.  

“Excuse me, Dr. Pollock?” 
“Call me Steve and you are?” 
“I am representing the Collins Institute that has 

awarded you your grant.” 
“Yes, we are trying to get across the border and 

rendezvous with-“ 
The man in the suit raised his hand to interrupt. “The 

objective has changed. You are needed here in South 
Africa. It’s urgent that you come with me now.” 

Angered, the scientist with the zinc covered nose 
stepped up and asked, “What about us? We have not been 
notified of any changes to the project.” 
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As the suit man took Steve by the arm and placed his 
sunglass back over his nose, he replied, “I suggest you find 
a ride home. You’ve been cut off.” 

While Steve slid into the Range Rover, he called back 
to his colleagues, “Head back to Springbok tell Samantha 
and I’ll meet up with you there.” 

* * * 
The Bell 429 helicopter landed in the open field of tall 

grass. Steve jumped out with his canvas bags and ran 
hunched over to get away from the prop-wash. He 
straightened up and found himself in front of Dr. Cake who 
held a large brimmed hat on her head which shaded her 
face from the sun. Her shoulder length dark hair held red 
dust from the surrounding area. She asked, “Dr. Pollock?” 

He threw the straps of his bags over his shoulder. “I’m 
not into titles out in the field. It’s Steve. You must be Dr. 
Cake.” 

She picked up one of his small bags and carried it for 
him as they walked toward a small white pickup. “Please 
call me Julie but the villagers won’t know who you are 
talking about unless you refer to me as Dr. Kack.” 

They tossed his bags into the back of the truck. Steve 
asked, “Why Kack?” 

Julie touched his shoulder and pointed as she led him 
away from the truck and toward the village. “That’s partly 
why you’re here. It’s a language barrier issue.” 

As the two scientists passed between some huts, Steve 
glanced quickly at the primitive construction of the 
thatched roof then back at Julie. “The minimum amount of 
briefing I received on my ride over here, they said you’ve 
been in-field for two years.” 

“Yes, but only in this village for three months.” She 
motioned her hand for him to walk through the hut that 
acted as her lab.  

“Still you should’ve picked up an extensive vocabulary 
by now.” 
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She stopped next to a shelf full of specimen bottles and 
turned back to him. “I speak isiZulu, Setswanna, Fanaglo 
and Sesotho but I can’t even make out a single root word of 
their language which is why you have been brought on 
board. Rumor has it you might be the only Westerner to 
have any kind of grasp on the mechanics of their speech. 
There is not a single person in this village that speaks 
anything but Xitoga.” 

“I’m a scientist just like you, not a translator.” 
“The Collins Institute just extended your grant for 

another five years. If they say you’re a translator today, 
you’d be wise to placate them.” 

Steve threw his hands in the air out of frustration, 
circled his head around the room and shrugged his 
shoulders. “Because I currently have no idea where we are, 
can you tell me what we’re looking at?” 

“It’s Xitoga. They are the only people left in the world 
that speak this language. It has no roots in any other 
language in all of Africa. Are you familiar with it?”  

He slowly nodded his head. “I learned it years ago on a 
Tiger shark study. Our cook on the boat was Xitoga. If I 
wanted to get rid of the daily heartburn, I had to pick up 
enough vocabulary to tell him the food was too spicy.” 

“This is why I needed you. Normally, it doesn’t get in 
the way. Most of our communication is done through a 
series of pointing and charades.” She tapped her finger on a 
clipboard with a chart. “This one patient, his name is 
Bandi,” Julie pointed to a colored graph pinned to the wall, 
“he has a serious cerebral infection that has dramatically 
altered his body chemistry but even more important is…. 
Well I’ll just let him try and tell you.” 

She brought him out into the village center. Steve held 
his hand up to shade his eyes from the bright sun. In the 
open area rimmed by villagers his witnessed the small man 
named Bandi surrounded by three large bull elephants who 
stared at him in calm manner as he stared back. The 
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creatures flapped their large ears and gently ran the tips of 
their trucks over his shoulders and down his arms. 

With unbelief running through his mind at the scene 
before him, he took two steps closer toward Bandi wanting 
to get a better understanding of the situation. Immediately, 
the huge beasts moved into an aggressive stance, with ears 
flared out wide, and deep vocalized grunts as a clear 
warning to him that he is not to come closer. Bandi raised 
his hand to the elephants and warned the visitor not to 
come closer. 

Steve had to dig deep into his mental files to process 
the words because it had been so long since he had heard 
spoken Xitoga. Once he made out the base of the statement, 
he put together a simple reply. 

“What you doing with elephants?” 
Appearing surprised that a westerner could speak his 

language, Bandi answered, “Talking to them.” 
“How talking to them?” 
“They make sounds that I can hear.” 
Dr. Cake interjected, “What is he saying?” 
Steve held up his finger asking her to pause while he 

continued the conversation. “How you talk back?” 
“My mind is making sounds that they can hear.” 
Steve took a breath, stepped back and focused his 

attention on Julie. “I don’t know if it’s my poor translation 
or his current mental state.” 

“What did he say?” 
“He said the elephants are making sounds his brain can 

hear and that his brain is making sounds they can hear.” 
Keeping her eye on the elephants, she explained 

Bandi’s condition. “He has a severe cerebral infection that 
I’ve been treating since I arrived. The symptoms are 
occasional headaches, temporary blindness, and the best I 
could understand is he hears sounds that are not there.”  

Steve glanced at Bandi surrounded by the male 
elephants as if they tried to protect him and turned back to 
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Dr. Cake. “Based on the physical evidence in front of me, I 
would conclude that the sounds he hears just took physical 
form. Three bull elephants this big" Steve quickly jerked 
his left arm up to illustrate the size of the elephants which 
startled the beasts. The closest elephant lowered its head, 
took two steps forward, swung its trunk around and 
knocked Steve to the ground. Taking another step, it raised 
its right front leg about to stomp him into the dirt when 
Bandi ran to the front of the beast, waived his hands 
frantically and told the animal to stop. The bull elephant 
halted its massive leg inches from Steve’s chest, pulled it 
back and placed it on the red dirt. 

With his heart pounding through his ribcage, Steve 
quickly rolled from beneath the tree trunk sized foot, 
jumped up and stepped back until he hit the exterior wall of 
the hut. Dr. Cake asked, “What just happened?”  

Steve swallowed and tried to get his fear and nerves 
under control. “This man, who I’m guessing is Bandi, just 
yelled not to crush me and the elephant appears to have 
understood.” 

Bandi motioned his arms back and forth to move the 
three elephants back to the center of the clearing. As the 
beasts took steps backwards, they kept a watch on Steve. 
With the pachyderms directly behind him, Bandi asked, 
“Dr. Kack,” and continued in his language. 

Julie turned to her fellow scientist for a translation. “He 
wants to know who I am and why I’m here.” 

Dr. Cake replied, “There’s no need to translate, you can 
tell him directly.” 

While standing near the hut in the little shade offered  
by the overhang of the roof, Steve explained the best he 
could in Bandi’s language. “I Steve and here to turn your 
words into our words.” 

Shaking his head to indicate he understood, Bandi held 
his hand up to the elephants wanting them to stay in the 
center of the clearing while he talked to Steve. He walked 
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back over to the hut, raised his hand to waive hello and 
tried to pronounce Steve’s name. “Seeve.”  

Julie asked, “Ask him how long has he been able to talk 
to elephants?”  

Steve translated the question and Bandi gave his reply. 
“He said when they showed up.” 

“Ask him if the sounds he has been hearing are from 
the elephants?” 

After the translation and response, Steve said, “I think 
he said that the elephant’s voices are only some of the 
sounds he has been hearing. There are many more sounds 
that come from the bushes all the time.” 

Julie pointed to the three elephants and asked, “Where 
are they going?” 

Steve glanced up to see the animals turn and casually 
walk out of the village center and back into the trees and 
bushes. He thought it to be so amazing that such large 
animals could so quickly disappear in a small amount of 
vegetation.  

Steve asked in Xitoga, “Why did they leave?” 
As Bandi gave his answer, Julie nudged Steve in the 

side with her elbow wanting a translation. 
“He’s saying the elephants are done here and will be 

back with their Dunda.” 
“What’s a Dunda?” 
“From the context that he used, I think a Dunda is the 

chief of the elephants.” 
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Chapter 3 
 
 
 
A network of wires attached to Bandi’s head flowed 

into the bank of electronic equipment set up on the nearby 
table. The sounds of distant voices of the villagers trickled 
through the thin thatch and mud walls while a cool breeze 
swept through the room giving a slight relief to the stagnant 
heat.  

Inside the hut that Dr. Cake had transformed into a lab, 
Steve ran a gauntlet of tests on the small man from the 
village. He held the long paper readout across his hands as 
it streamed off the printer. “Nothing here Dr. Cake, his 
hearing responds to all the normal wave lengths. It appears 
he has proper sound reflexes across the full band.” 

“We're in a hut made of straw thousands of miles from 
closest air conditioning and latte machine. You told me you 
don’t like titles when you're in the field, please call me 
Julie.” She glanced up from her laptop and over the edge of 
her reading glasses at the equipment. Small beads of sweat 
built up on her forehead as she swatted at flies around her 
ear. “Re-calibrate and try a different scan. Set the spectrum 
to a lower range than what the human ear can discern.” 

Steve typed the new data into his laptop and set some 
dials on the oscilloscope while swatting his other hand at 
flies darting around his face. As the green jagged line 
bounced across the screen, he replied, “That’s strange. I 
must have set the spectrum incorrectly.” 

Julie set her glasses down, stepped over to the table 
filled with equipment and grabbed the paper readout as it 
printed. “I suspected something like this. He seemed so 
insistent that he heard sounds in his head.” She ran her 
finger across the line on the hardcopy. “He’s detecting 
sounds as low as eleven far below twenty the base 
frequency for humans.” She stared out the window at the 
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distant trees. “There’s an elephant herd grazing this time of 
year nearby and they communicate at 14 hertz. I wonder if 
that’s what he’s picking up.” She set the print out down and 
read the results directly from the screen. “I’ve made some 
recordings of their communications out in the savanna. 
Their low level calls sound very similar to whales just 
deeper in tone.” 

Opening a hard-shell case with more devices inside, 
Steve said, “But, we can hear them make sounds well 
above 20 hertz.” 

Dr. Cake took Bandi’s pulse. “They make those sounds 
for the benefit of other animals that operate in higher 
wavelengths. They use the lower frequencies for internal 
and long distance communications. The vocalizations that 
we hear only affect the surrounding area.” 

“As opposed to what other area? Biology is my 
specialty not physics.” He took a hand held oscilloscope 
out of the case. “I would think that with their small 
tympanic membrane they would have a hard time picking 
up such low frequencies. How can they hear these low 
sounds from great distances?” 

“Sound can travel through solid, liquid and gases, really 
anything but a void.” She wrote down Bandi’s pulse on his 
chart and brought her attention back to Steve. “These low 
vocalizations they phonate and can travel through the 
ground for great distances, greater than the high 
frequencies. Pachyderms gather these sound waves through 
their feet not their ears. I’ve read studies that have 
concluded they can stay in communication with herds up to 
twenty miles away.” 

“I don’t get it, their feet?” 
“Yes, one quarter of our hearing comes from sound 

vibrations that travel through our heads and vibrate off of 
our skulls. The resonations bypass the tympanic membrane 
and are picked up directly by the cochlea.” 
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Steve held the small device inches from Bandi’s head. 
He set a few of the knobs and watched the results scroll 
across the LCD screen. “This is just as strange.” 

Julie took the device from him and read the screen. She 
held it next to Bandi’s head a second time and measured it 
against a reading next to Steve’s temple. “It’s reading 
correctly.” 

Steve took the oscilloscope back from Dr. Cake and 
checked the screen. “That means one of his organs is 
transmitting sounds at this same low frequency. You said 
he has a severe cerebral bacterial infection. If you tried 
injecting nanoblasts as part of a comprehensive treatment, 
they could be working overtime battling the bacteria and 
creating vibrations in the process. All sound is created from 
a vibration so I’m going to conclude his brain is emanating 
these frequencies.” 

“If the vibrations are in synchronization with his 
thoughts and feelings which are electrical impulses through 
his synapses, it would explain how he could communicate 
with the elephants.” 

Steve placed the handheld meter back in the case. “But 
it doesn’t explain how he can speak their language.” 

Julie shrugged her shoulders as she watched the readout 
on the larger oscilloscope. “Maybe elephants speak 
Xitoga.” 

Steve spoke in Bandi’s language. “Even though you can 
hear the elephants talk, how do you understand what they 
are saying? How do they understand what you are saying if 
you are not actually speaking?” 

Bandi responded speaking quickly with lots of hand 
gestures.  

“What did he say?” Julie asked. 
“It has something to do with feelings. Like he can hear 

their feelings and they can hear his.” 
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“But feelings would not be as specific as he claims to 
be communicating.” She turned to her patient. “How can he 
be so precise?” 

Steve asked the question and Bandi responded with a 
single word. “Bau.”  

Julie looked to her fellow scientist for the translation. 
Steve slightly shook his head. “He said feelings.” 

Bandi rolled his eyes to the top of the hut and said a 
few more sentences to Steve. Julie asked, “What else did he 
say?” 

“He said they have returned.” 
“Who’s returned?” 
Another villager ran into the hut in a panic. His shirt 

cover with sweat and dirt had been torn in the center. He 
grabbed Julie’s arm and pulled her toward the door. 
“Doctor Kack, come now elephants now back.” 

As they stepped out into the scorching heat and bright 
sunlight in the open area of the village center, Steve saw 
three male elephants stand shoulder to shoulder. Two 
White-backed Vultures landed in the high branches of the 
trees on the edge of the clearing. The center bull stood 
significantly taller than the other two with a posture that 
gave him a sense of authority. His glistening white tusks 
stretched out for seven feet and curved together at the 
points.  

Steve asked Julie, “How did they get here so quietly? I 
would have thought we would have felt the ground rumble 
and they approached.” 

Julie shaded her eyes from the sun. “Actually, elephants 
are quite stealth when they travel. Their large feet muffle 
the sounds of their steps.” 

Bandi walked past the two doctors to greet the beasts. 
As he came within a few feet of them, they reached out and 
gently caressed his arms and shoulders with the tips of their 
trunks. He turned his head back and told Steve, “This is 
their Dunda.” 



 17 

After the translation, Julie asked, “What’s a Dunda?” 
“Judging by the hard accent he placed on the word, I 

think it is their chief.” 
The large elephant in the center took a step forward as 

Bandi spoke. “This is Gur. He would like to speak to our 
chief.” 

Kanna, the elder chief of the village stepped out from 
crowd of people who gathered to see the elephants. The 
small weathered man used a large stick as a cane to help 
him keep his balance. He stopped a few feet from Bandi 
and the elephants. 

With the tip of his trunk, Gur made three wavy lines in 
the dirt between him and the village leader. Bandi 
explained, “This is the symbol Dundas make when they are 
to talk.”  

Kanna used the tip of his cane to make the same wavy 
lines in the dirt. He stood firm as the sun beat down on his 
dark skin as Bandi translated between him and Gur.  

Julie asked Steve, “What are they saying?” 
“Something about stating their full names.” 
Kanna stared at Gur and said, “Kanna-han Oromotu 

Kwale.”  
Bandi responded with Gur’s full name. “Wantu Gur 

Ballow Tuk.” He followed with several more sentences.  
Steve translated for Julie. “The elephant chief named 

Gur said something about his lineage going back to a chief 
named Tuk. I didn’t quite get the section about the long 
hairs and the last days.” 

Julie shook her head with amazement. “This is just 
surreal. I mean we can’t really be talking directly to an 
elephant.” 

Combing his fingers through his hair and taking in a 
deep breath, Steve replied, “I would say that given the 
scene taking place before us, we are witnessing the next 
greatest scientific discovery.” 
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Bandi continued to speak for Gur. Steve translated. 
“Gur has met with the chiefs of the Great Ones and it has 
been determined this group of hollow bushes giving shelter 
to the two legs is on their path to the bright ball in the sky 
feeding grounds.” 

Julie replied, “Let’s see, the hollow bushes giving 
shelter must be these huts in the village.” She glanced up at 
the cloudless sky. “This time of year the elephants migrate 
south. So, the bright ball in the sky must be the Harvest 
Moon that travels across the southern sky at night.” 

“That’s really interesting.” Steve gazed at Gur with a 
new respect. “They are navigating by celestial markers just 
like sailors, that is if we really are talking to an elephant 
right now.” 

Dr. Cake nudged him with her elbow. “What’s Chief 
Kanna saying?” 

“He’s explaining that the government made his village 
move to this location to make room for a new road. They 
have no other place they are allowed to build their homes.  
I think Gur wants to speak to the government.” 

Bandi turned to Steve and asked, “How do I explain the 
government?”  

Steve took a few steps out of the crowd but kept his 
distance from the pachyderms. “They are the Chiefs who 
rule this land.” 

As Bandi translated, one of the small bulls raised his 
trunk and trumpeted while Gur and the other elephant 
bobbed their heads up and down side to side and stomped 
their front feet as if annoyed. Before Steve could translate 
the response Julie interjected, “Let me guess, the elephants 
feel they rule this land.” 

“They are demanding that…” Steve waited for more 
translation from Bandi. “They want the government of the 
two legs to stand before the meeting of their Chiefs to 
determine who rules this land.” 
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“You got to be kidding me.” Julie stepped up next to 
Steve. “They have their own system of justice and want to 
sue the humans in elephant court.”  

Kanna explained that the government would not take 
the time to stand before the elephant chiefs as they did not 
come when they ordered the village to move. While Bandi 
translated, Gur stomped his front foot and replied, “The 
two legs will stand before the chiefs of the Great Ones.” 

Julie said, “I’m going to calculate that the elephants 
refer to themselves as the Great Ones.” 

When Kanna finished explaining the government would 
not come to the elephants system of judgment, Gur and the 
other two bulls touched the top of Bandi’s head with the 
end of their trunk, turned and quietly walked back into the 
brush and trees. 

 
 

 


