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refused to come out. After she had cleaned the place, she got a long stick
from the garden and went in search of the dog. She found him quivering in
his kennel.

"Snoopy, did you hear me call you?" She hit him with all her might. "I
guess you are eating too much so maybe | should reduce your food, eh? You
can't be giving me extra work! Do you think | have nothing to do?!" she
shouted at him. Snoopy cried out in pain but she continued hitting him until
she heard the car horn. "You are lucky... Just you wait...!"

Efua left to open the gate. Snoopy was hurt and sad. He licked himself
where Efua had hit him and it hurt terribly. He tried to get up but could not.
That evening Efua did not give him food, nor on the next day. On the third
day Snoopy could finally get up, but he was weak and hungry. He mustered
up enough strength to go to the gate and hide under a bush. He had to find
some food!

Snoopy waited for Efua to open the gate and, as soon as she did, he
slipped out of the compound quietly, and went down the road as fast as his
sore, tired legs could carry him. He slowed down when he got to the rubbish
dump, and started to sniff around for leftover food. In between plastic bags
and tins were some old chicken bones and chips. Snoopy ate as much as he
could, then went into an abandoned building nearby and slept for many
hours.

Meanwhile, Kofi's parents had come home from work and were looking
everywhere for their dog. "Please, Madam, Snoopy is not in the house."

"What are you saying?"

"I have looked everywhere for him. He is nowhere to be seen.”

"You didn't see him go out this morning?" Mr Mensah asked.

"No Sir," she replied with a guilty face.

"Have you been feeding him well?" Mrs Mensah inquired.

"Yes madam, and yesterday he ate everything that | gave him," Efua
said, looking down at the ground.

"Let's wait. Maybe he will come back before nightfall."

"Yes Sir," Efua smiled secretly.

"If Snoopy is lost, Kofi will be so upset.”

Snoopy woke up in the abandoned building. It was so dark. He found
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his way outside but it was exactly the same. He could not remember where
he was, so he ran and kept on running till he could not run any more. Then
he took a turn which led him into a house at the end of a dead end. All was
quiet there, so Snoopy crawled up onto the porch, curled himself up in a
corner and slept.

The following morning Snoopy was woken up by the scream of a little
girl. Her father came running. "Judy," he cried, "why are you screaming?"

“Look! There is a dog in that corner over there." She pointed to Snoopy,
who looked at her and wagged his tail.

"He is saying he will not harm you."

"Dad | want him to be my friend."

"Then go into the kitchen and politely ask mum to give you some of the
leftover rice on the gas cooker to give the visitor."

"Okay!" Joyously, Judy ran and got food for the dog. After snoopy had
eaten, he was so happy that he began running around the compound, his tail
wagging constantly. The new family smiled at one another. Snoopy ran up to
Judy and gave her a big lick on her face. She smiled and looked up at her
father.

"Ok, we can keep him," her father said as if he had heard her thoughts.
"But, Judy, he is your responsibility and you must take good care of him."

"I will, Daddy," Judy promised.

"He looks quite thin and sickly right now," her father added. "We should
take him to the vet right away."

Judy jumped up, hugged her father and then looked at Snoopy. "C'mon
little guy, let me show you around.” She ran off and Snoopy followed her.
Suddenly she stopped and turned around. "But what will we call him?" she
asked her parents. Snoopy barked in response to her question.

"Well, | guess he knows the answer to that!" laughed her father. "Woof!
can be his name!"

And from that day on, Snoopy was known as "Woof". He took to his
new name almost instantly and followed Judy everywhere she went.

Kofi returned from school a few weeks later. He was hardly through the
gate when he started to look around for his dog. "Where's Snoopy?" he
asked, alarmed.
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Nobody answered.

Kofi started calling out for Snoopy. His father went over to him and told
him that Snoopy had disappeared a few weeks after Kofi had left for school.
Kofi could not believe them and went running off in search of Snoopy. When
he realised his best friend was nowhere to be found, he cried and cried. A
few days later, he ran to Snoopy's kennel, ripped it apart and planted a
mango tree there, as a constant reminder of his Snoopy.

l“\
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There was a hot, dusty haze hanging over Dar es Salaam the day | fell.
The air was completely still -- as if the world around me was holding its
breath, waiting to see if | would rise again.

For several months | had been trying to survive on the streets. Initially, |
was driven crazy by hunger and feverishly tried to find enough scraps in the
rubbish, or on the side of the road, to stay alive. Later, as my body
weakened, | felt myself becoming very tired. The need to rest was greater
than the need for food. | started to stagger and when | finally fell that day, |
found that I could not get up again.

I am a big, brown dog and my name is Boris. Four years ago | was born
on the compound of a manager of a large company in Dar es Salaam. My
parents were two Alsatians and | have wonderful memories of playing with
many brothers and sisters and curling up next to my mother at night. Life was
safe and happy then.

When | was 8 weeks old, | was bought by a young German man. He was
single and his work often took him away from home for weeks on end and
so he wanted a guard dog for his property. As a young dog, | became bored
easily and often dug holes in the garden and once chewed up a pair of
sneakers that had been left outside. He was very angry with me and beat me
that day. | wanted to be his friend but | slowly learnt that he seemed to like it
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when | barked at everyone on the street outside the compound and the more
noise | made, the more attention he paid to me. | was lonely sometimes but
| had plenty to eat and a big garden where | could run around and | was
generally content with my life there. | lived there for more than three years
and grew into a big, strong dog that could appear very fierce.

I never knew why he suddenly had to leave or why he gave me away.
One day a stranger came to our property and they pushed me into the back
of a vehicle. We drove some way and it was dark when we arrived at the
place which was to be my prison for the next six months. | was pushed into
a cage at the back of the property and stayed there for a whole day and night
before anyone came to check on me. | didn't even get any water to drink and
thought | was going to die!

The next day a routine started that was to remain unchanged for all of
my time there. | was pushed into the cage every morning and given food and
sometimes water. My only escape was that | would be released into the
garden in the evenings. But during the day, | was locked in that cage. The
heat of the sun beat down on me almost unbearably, as the cage had no roof
to give me any shade to lie in. Even worse was the boredom and the effect
of confinement in that cage. | became very angry at everyone on that
compound. | never understood what | had done wrong and why | was being
punished like this. | fought against that cage with everything in me. It was
the gardener's task to force me back in the cage everyday and | came to hate
that cage so much, that even if he beat me, | would not go in willingly. | hated
being so alone. | hated having to go to the toilet in the same place where |
slept. | hated everything about my life in that cage.

Before, my previous master had liked it when | made a lot of noise. | was
so sad that all | could do now was howl. | thought that if | howled enough,
maybe they would pay attention to me or at least know that | was sad.
Howling seemed to make them very angry and resulted in many more
beatings for me but | could not help myself. Eventually my new master
decided to get rid of me and offered me to his gardener.

One evening, when he came to release me from the cage, the gardener
tied a piece of rope around my neck and started to drag me along the road,
away from the compound. We walked for many miles, on dusty roads and
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between little houses, until finally we came to his home. This man lived in a
small house near the road, and on the very edge of the road he kept a small
shop. He tied me to one of the poles of the shop building each evening and
| was supposed to guard the shop. In the morning, | would be tied to a metal
catch against the door of his house and given a few scraps. Maybe this man
did not know how much it hurts me to be tied by a rope for hours and hours.
| can't relieve myself, and in some ways it is worse than a cage.

Moreover, he never gave me enough food. Maybe he did not care or
maybe he simply had very little food to give to me but the few scraps that |
received from him were never enough. | was always hungry and started to
lose weight. Fleas attacked me all over my body and | began to scratch like
crazy. My coat had always been thick and strong and healthy and now it
started to get thin and you could see all the way through to the skin in some
places.

One night, when he had tied me up outside the shop, | noticed that he
was walking awkwardly and had a strange smell on his breath. That night, he
did not take his usual care to ensure that the rope was securely tied and as
the evening wore on, | heard a lot of noise from a house nearby and the smell
of cooking meat. | was hungry, as always, and as the breeze carried the smell
of all this food towards me, | started chewing and pulling at the rope. | had
tried this before and every time until now, it had held firm. That particular
night the rope pulled loose, and for the first time in months, | was free!

| was so happy to have my freedom that I leapt down the road as fast as
| could go, enjoying the feeling of being able to stretch my legs and run again.
Freedom had never felt so good. Finally, after running for miles, | realized that
I had to find something to eat and drink. My nose led me to a trickle of water
running along one of the drains next to the road. The water tasted bad but |
was free and happy, and drank my fill.

It was several more hours before | became aware of the emptiness in my
stomach. What had started as a bid for freedom now turned into a battle for
survival. | had never been on my own before and all my life, there had always
been an owner who provided food for me, even if it was not very much. |
didn't know where to find food - | would follow the smells of food coming
from houses but when | approached, the people there would throw stones at
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me and chase me away. Every now and again | would find a tiny scrap of
something | could eat in the rubbish but it was never enough for a big dog
like me. Other dogs would fight me away if | came too close to where they
were fed and | would be forced to move along. | cannot remember the
number of times | was nearly run over by cars as | crossed the road and as |
lost more weight and became desperate; the voice from my empty stomach
became the only voice that | could hear.

Days became weeks, weeks became months, and | started to lose
strength in my fight for life. | was so thin and had lost so much hair, that no
one who had known me before would ever recognize me now. On that last
day on the streets, even the need for food and water had finally faded. | fell
and when | could not find the strength to stand again, | closed my eyes and
started to slip away...

Yet the world smiled down on me that day when a kind lady driving past
that intersection caught sight of me and stopped. She was quite a small lady
but by now | was so thin and weighed so very little that she was able to load
me into her vehicle with ease. | don't remember much of that day or the next
one but by the time | could stand again, | realized | was in a new kennel. |
was still very weak and the next few days were spent eating, drinking and
then sleeping again. After a few days, | was taken out of the kennel and a
man there sprayed my body with a chemical. The chemical had a bad smell
but very soon afterwards, | noticed that | was not itching as much from the
fleas and soon my hair started to grow again.

After four weeks there | was starting to feel and look much better than |
had before. A friendly lady appeared outside my kennel one day and soon |
was loaded onto her car and we went to her home. | didn't know at the time
that | had been at a shelter for abused and abandoned animals. This person
is my new owner now and she chose me from all the other dogs that were
there. She feeds me enough good food and | am free to run around her little
garden. Sometimes she even takes me for walks in the open fields near her
home. The best part is that she never beats me and always speaks to me in
a kind voice.

Once again, | am a big, strong dog. | regained all the weight that | lost
and my coat is healthy and shines in the sun. | have become truly devoted to
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my new owner. She is my family now and | would do anything to protect her.
| still sometimes dream about my frightening days on the street and then |

whimper in my sleep. Yet when | wake and she strokes me behind the ears,
| remember that everything is right again in my world.

I“\
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COMPANION
ANIMALS
ACTIVITIES

A. WHY DO WE KEEP PETS?

1. Some uses for pets

Look at these
pictures to help you
list the reasons that

people keep pets.
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2. Pets in History

Read the following passage about the history of pets and fill in the missing words
from the word box at the bottom. Use each word only ONCE.
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THE FI RST PETS

DOd you knovthet the first dogs vere wild? About twel ve
years ago early nan lived in caves and hunted with
spears and clubs. My wid aninals |ived near them including

Hinters of ten threw bones and scraps of

tothem Fomthat tine on the wol ves st ayed near the hunters’ canps and
whenever w ld ani nal s approached. This was probably how
nan and wol f becane friends. A tines they nay have picked up cute wol f

and t aken themto their caves as playnates for their children

These puppi es grew up t ane and peopl e gradual |y found t hem good

Qr respect for aninals has | ed nany soci eties to worship themtoo! The

anci ent worshiped the cat as a god. It was one of their nost

aninal s. Wen a pet cat died, the owers shaved of f ther

as a sign of nourning. They even nade their cat sirto

However, as we see inthe story Giro G, nany dogs and cat s dl ower
the world are badly treated and soneti nes by their owners.
Stray dogs and cat s are unable to feed and care for thensel ves i n nodern
whi ch are terrifying and dangerous pl aces for them There
and no rabbits to catch for food

Wen we taned them we renoved themfromthe i n whi ch

are no rivers fromwhich to

they can survive wthout us. Therefore, it is our to feed them
and to care for themto the best of our adlity.

cubs meat eyebrows companions
howled cities cats Egyptians
responsibility ~ wolves thousand drink

sacred abandoned mummies environment
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B. TAKING CARE OF OUR ANIMALS
3. Cruelty

Imagine you are the Advice Columnist, Alice Advice, and you have received this
letter in the mail. How would you respond to it?

Dear Alice Advice,

I live in a neighbourhood where each family has
a house with a yard. My problem is that our next-door
neighbour is treating his dog so badly, that | don't
know what to do.

First of all, he keeps her tied up on a rope all day
long in the hot sun. She has no shade, and the
neighbour hardly ever gives her enough water to drink.
The rope is too short, so that the dog even has to relieve
herself right there where she has to sit! Well, the poor
dog cries and moans the whole day.

I feel for that dog so much, because I have to see
her suffering day after day, and hear her crying. She
never even gets a chance to run around freely. 1 want to
help her so much, but the problem is that 1 don't want
to make any trouble with the neighbour, who is an
angry man and could cause problems to my family
since we are neighbours. What can | do to help this poor
dog?

Phidellia.

Now, discuss, in groups, how you would deal with this situation. Try to come up as
a group with an answer that will work for Phidellia's problem.
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4. Discussion

Even animals who are part of the family and are beloved pets are often mistreated.
Think about the stories you have read in this section. List the ways the different
animals in the stories are mistreated.

Why do you think the house help in Shoopy was always beating him?
Do you think Snoopy had done anything to harm her or was she just being mean?
Do you think she was like this to people as well?

b. Why do you think the owners in My Life were so cruel to Ringo? Do
you think they realized how much he suffered? Are there any circumstances when a
person or an animal should be locked up all day?

C. Do you know anyone that threw a stone at an animal or hurt an animal
in any other way? How do you think the animal felt?

5. Mistreatment

Think about the story about Boris, the dog. Fill in the chart below with eight
different ways that Boris is not treated well in the story. Then fill in the column
explaining the harm to him. Then, can you think of ways in which these harms can
be prevented in the future?

How could this have
been prevented?

How this harms him

Ways that Boris is not

treated well
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C. STRAY ANIMALS: WHOSE PROBLEM?

"1 y L -1“ 6. Where do stray animals come from?
‘.;g,ﬁ: é—;ﬁa{-gf In many towns and cities, stray animals wander the
i, streets, trying to survive with no home. Where do
~ you think they came from? Make a list of all the

ways in which a dog or cat could have become a street wanderer.

CEEE GERE

Alice has been given two cats: a male and a female. After some months they have
a litter of six kittens, three of each sex. Before the end of the year the females will
have six more kittens each. How many cats will Alice have
altogether?

List the problems Alice will now face. %
Imagine she comes to you for X ﬂ £
E advice. -

What would you advise her to do?
In pairs improvise the conversation.

7. Multiplication Problem

Work out the following problem:

A Way to Prevent the Problem
What could we do to prevent this problem and to save money in the long run?

Look at what the veterinarian advises.

It
Sterilisation i . |sI a .
is the answer e SIFr)T;[iJntleezg
bl i —
s t%gi\;/”;%ttso AT What operation,
L ) is sterilisation? performed on
i | animals to
| | prevent them
W 3 A’., t H from having
wim (P Ha ) $~ unwanted
of {'r"‘i{‘ R =1 litters.
— ] !
i i 'l -\-\_:._
v 1 v \
T I.I | T
i Al |
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9. Sterilisation

Dogs and cats can be sterilised from the age of six months. In females the
operation is called spaying and in males it is know as neutering. Below are 8
good reasons why you should have your dog sterilised and 5 that are not good
reasons. Check the 8 good reasons.

[] sterilisation makes pets better companions.

[] sterilisation is a waste of money.

Clitis really difficult to take pets to the vets.

L] Spaying female pets eliminates sexual cycles, so males will not be attracted.

(] The operation may hurt my pet so it's better not to do it.

L] Neutering male pets makes them less likely to roam the neighbourhood and get
into fights.

L] Neutering decreases aggressive behaviour including dog bites.

(] it's better to have an aggressive guard dog and so it's better not to get it
sterilised.

L] Neutering reduces or eliminates the risk of spraying (cat) or marking
(dog) of territory.

L] Spaying reduces or eliminates the risk of many kinds of cancer.

[ ] unwanted puppies can be disposed of. You don't need to sterilise the dog.

L] Sterilising your dog or cat is beneficial to their health and helps them live
longer and healthier lives.

[] sterilisation is unnatural and should not be done.

10. Design a Leaflet

Use everything you have learned, as well as your own ideas, to produce a leaflet
that should be given out to people who are thinking about getting a pet.
The title of your leaflet should be 'How to look after your pet.'
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The
Bat

Watcher

Aluizah Amasaba Abdul-Yakeen
and Karen Menczer

When | was a kid, | lived in the Village of Accra. There is no more Accra
Village. Now, there are many, many villages, all surrounding the big City of
Accra. MaxMart, the biggest supermarket in Accra, stands at the center of
what used to be Accra Village. Now, there are robots (what some may know
as traffic lights), where there once was only dirt. Those robots are kept very
busy because, now, there are so many vehicles where we once only footed it.
There's even a Nandos and a Chicken Lickin' at the center of what used to
be my Village. There is very little to remind me of the way my Village once
was.

One thing has remained constant, however: the fruit bats. Even today,
above the traffic, above the trotro fumes, above the trees, you can see the
fruit bats circling. They fly at all times of the day, sometimes so thick that they
block the sky. They fly around in loops, seemingly with no goal. But | know
better because when | was a kid in my Village, my grandmother taught me to
watch the bats. She helped me to understand them, and by quietly watching,
season after season, | figured out their purpose and | grew to understand their
movements and to appreciate their goals. But not everyone in my Village felt
about the bats as | did.

My people come from the Brong Ahafo region of Ghana. As children,
we are told the story of our ancestors from Nkronza. While migrating from
the Ashanti Region, they encountered enemies. My ancestors took refuge in
a cave. From nowhere, a large number of bats appeared and sealed the
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entrance of the cave, leading the assailants to believe the cave was full of bats
but no people. My ancestors escaped their persecutors, unharmed. The bat
has since been my tribe's totem, and is deeply respected.

My grandmother told me that story and many others. She was very wise,
and because of her wisdom she was well-respected and became a leader in
our community. She explained why we should not cut down certain trees,
and no one would cut them down. No one would even take their branches.
They became sacred trees to us. She explained why we should not Kill certain
animals-back then we had more than just goats, sheep, and chickens roaming
through our community-and people refrained from killing them. She showed
us which snakes were dangerous and how to avoid being bitten. She showed
us which snakes were harmless, and we didn't hurt them.

Emmanuel, my school chum, lived in a nearby community. His people
had no one like my grandmother and they had no trees and no animals-
except for goats, sheep, and chickens. Mostly, they had dirt. Bare dirt
surrounded their homes, swept clean to keep the snakes at bay.

We had lush fruit trees, weighed down heavily with mangos, avocados,
and papaya. We had shade in the hot season, and protection from the heavy
rains in the wet season. Emmanuel's community had only muddy gullies, and
hot sun to dry their fish and bake their clothes. Emmanuel's community was
safe from snakes, the poison kind and the harmless kind.

My community had dozens of leafy trees full of fruit bats. | watched the
bats as they slept and as they flew and as they ate. | learned that they could
see and were not blind. | watched them move from tree to tree, giving
sufficient rest for the tree to recover from its bat visitors. | never saw a bat get
tangled in anyone's hair. | never saw a bat attack another being. | learned that
they slept upside down in the trees, ate the fruit, but never destroyed their
homes. | learned that the small seeds of their fruit fall to the ground in their
guano, and these seeds grow into bushes and trees. | saw the bats eat mangos
and drop the mango seed away from the parent tree, to germinate on its own
in full sun. | saw how their guano fertilized our vegetable gardens and fruit
trees. Whenever | eat a dripping, ripe mango, | thank the bats who pollinate
the flowers and drop fruit seeds along their path. It was bats that supplied that
mango to me.

The story goes, according to my grandmother, that the fruit bats settled
at the 37 Military Hospital in my Village. They had accompanied an ailing
Akyeme Chief who was sent for medical attention from his native village in
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the Eastern Region of Ghana. According to this account the chief didn't
survive his sickness; alas he visited the ancestral world. Many generations
afterwards the bats are said to still be waiting for their chief so they can return
to their native village together.

When | was 14, my grandmother died. When she died, so much of what
she knew died with her. No one from my community had her wisdom.
There was no one who could read the natural world like she could.

As Accra was growing up around us and we were being engulfed by city,
our Village ways were being tossed aside. Now with my grandmother gone,
there was no one who could speak for the trees and the animals. My
neighbors started complaining about the fruit bats. Instead of appreciating
the bats for everything they did for us, they only saw how the bats left their
guano all over the vegetable gardens; dropped their guano on our stools
when we stood up; even dropped guano on our clothes when they were put
out to dry. They complained about the noise the bats made, how it woke
them in the morning, even before the roosters called. My neighbors began
to scream at the bats, wave sticks at them, throw stones at them. The Village
eventually was up in arms over them. They saw the bats as encroachers
squatting on their land. They found their behavior appalling.

People in my Village were so furious, they pleaded with the Ghanaian
army soldiers to rid us of the bats. A systematic defense was launched.
Determined to carry out their duty, the soldiers donned full military gear to
reclaim the territory from the harmless bats! Radios announced a warning to
the public: stay off the street during certain hours while the Ghanaian army
engaged in battle with the bats! From all directions we could hear the sound
of the Kalashnikov. We could see the bats take off from their roost in fright,
trying to avoid the marauding soldiers.

When the guns were quiet, after two or three hours, the bats would
resettle in their homes. This cruel military operation to dislodge the bats went
on and on, month after month. The soldiers would shoot, the bats would
disperse, and after a few hours, the bats would settle back down. The
soldiers were being outwitted by the bats. This prompted the soldiers to
invent another plan. They began to prune the branches of our beautiful leafy
trees, in an attempt to deprive the bats of their roosting place.

Just as | had watched the bats going about their business without a care
about the humans below, | now watched them as they were being harassed
by the soldiers. Bats had once helped my ancestors, and now | had to help
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the bats. | had an idea. To stop this cruel battle, | would have to show my
neighbors what life would be like if the soldiers were successful-if they
actually rid the Village of bats, the pollinators of our flowers, nurturers of our
fruit trees. | would take them to Emmanuel's village to show them life in a
village of bare ground, with no shade, and no fruit trees.

At Emmanuel's village, my neighbors saw the mud gullies, the hot baked
soil, where nothing grew. They felt the dry, parched air. The only noise they
heard was traffic, not the musical whistling of bats. Life in Emmanuel's village
was hot, gritty, and brown. Life in our Village was green, lush, tropical, and
cool.

My neighbors left Emmanuel's village convinced that the bats had their
place on this earth, and we had to save them from the soldiers' onslaught.
We pleaded with the soldiers to stop the harassment, and the soldiers were
glad to comply. This was an easy way out of the mess. The soldiers could
save face in what had become a battle of wits; a battle which the army was
losing.

Now, the bats still create a spectacle, as they move in billowy columns,
covering the airspace, whistling over the traffic. When I go back to what used
to be my Village, | still watch the bat antics. Today, in densely-populated
Accra, where there is little left of the natural world, the bats have become a
tourist attraction. Today you can see foreigners and Ghanaians strolling
along the avenue, standing at the robots, looking up to the sky, with
binoculars and camera in hand, taking away their memories of Accra's bats.

Y
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Pygmy
Hunted!

Dipesh Pabari

Habi sat on the floor of the dirty prison cell sweating. The room was full
of people speaking in different languages, smoking and laughing. The stench
of urine occupied more space than the people. He didn't dare look up. Was
everyone laughing at him? He couldn't understand what they were saying but
he imagined that they were laughing among themselves thus: "Why have
they locked up a monkey-man in here? Never should have picked up the
gun, eh?" He cringed. His head rang with his father's words: "Don't do it,
don't follow these people. You are Baka, not Bantu." If only he had listened
to his father. If only he had followed his people and gone deeper into the
forest. But it was too late. Habi clutched himself tightly, closed his eyes and
tried to focus hard on anything else but here.

Sweet memories came flooding back. It was just before the clan was
about to move to the hunting grounds. They had made the most of what this
part of the forest had to offer, having feasted on the endless supplies of
honey. How sweet it was and there was so much of it! They could barely
move for hours afterwards. Habi and his brother lay under the forest canopy
smiling and listening to the sounds of the forest: the birds and the monkeys
laughed at them with their swollen bellies. How kind the bees were to provide
them with such sweetness. How kind the forest was to fulfil their needs. When
the clan had recovered and their few belongings were packed up, they moved

89



(@9» DIPESH PABARI

on to the hunting camp.

This was an exciting moment for Habi; his father would take him
hunting. As they moved on, his heart accelerated. He walked faster in
anticipation of what was to come. What would they hunt? Habi drifted with
his thoughts. He had already killed small birds and even shot a monkey. That
day his father looked up at him and said, "You have the eye of a bird, Habi.
You will make a fine hunter one day." But his father also warned him:
"Never forget that we are the caretakers of the forest. The spirits have put us
in charge so we must care for what they give us. Never kill more than you
and your family need."

He smiled and looked up at the forest canopy, forgetting to pay attention
to where his feet were taking him. Bang!

"Habi! Get up, you dreamer! Focus on where you are! You are always so
deep in your thoughts. You could walk straight into a gorilla and wouldn't
know it until he ripped your hands off!" That woke him up. Silly Habi, Habi
the dreamer. Except, of course, when he prowled in the forest for food. His
father knew this, and was more sympathetic with him than with his other
brothers and sisters. His father knew that, when the time came, Habi would
not let them down.

Bang! "Heh, dirty pygmy. You got any gorilla to eat?" Habi was startled.
He looked up and realised where he was. Towering above him were the faces
of strangers hardened by a life of crime. He was in prison. | deserve this, Habi
thought. | deserve to be punished. The forest had the right to take after giving
so freely. But what choice did | have? The people here looked just like the
scoundrels from the logging camp that pushed Habi and his family off their
ancestral land.

Habi's mind drifted back in time again to a much darker period. He
remembered how they came with giant trucks and chainsaws. They were
given 24 hours to move on. He remembered the cruel words that were
spouted at him and his people: "If any of you forest savages can convince me
you can hunt, there might be a job for you. Now get out before we bulldoze
you out!" The leader disappeared in a plume of smoke.

Habi's clan knew this was going to happen. The loggers had been getting
closer and closer and the forest was full of hunters with big guns. There were
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few animals left. These people shot everything that moved. And now there
were other pygmies hunting in their area. The laws of the forest were no
longer upheld. His people were hungry. Many had drifted off to the logging
camps in search of work. Habi's father said he would rather die than work for
these butchers. But what would they do to survive? Habi knew that if he had
the chance to hunt for these people, he could bring home meat for his family,
and pay for the gun. That's the way it worked with them. They gave you a
gun and a handful of bullets and you got to keep a portion of whatever you
hunted. They favoured ape meat. Every part of it: the hands, the skulls and
even baby gorillas and chimps! "This can't be right,” Habi worried, "No
pygmy would kill a female!" To kill a mother was taboo.

But life changed so quickly. Habi's friends thought the clan was old-
fashioned. If they didn't hunt with guns somebody else would. "If you can't
beat them join them!" shouted one of his age-mates. Habi watched as the
monstrous trucks dissected the dense and beautiful green forest that was his
home. But he smiled as he remembered the first time his father took him to
hunt a gorilla...

It was dark when they left for their hunt. Habi was so excited that he
hadn't slept. The night before, the men sat around the fire preparing the
poison-tipped arrows, sharpening their knives, smoking, and talking about
previous hunts. They were so relaxed. They laughed and teased each other.
Habi listened from behind a bush. At one point he was sure he heard them
mention his name. Would he be allowed to sit with the men after tomorrow?

After hours of quiet tracking, Silpen--the lead tracker-- let out a call. It
was a bird call that signalled a gorilla troop ahead. Habi froze. The group
spread out in a circle around the signal. Three men positioned themselves to
shoot with their bows and arrows while the rest held sticks ready to frighten
the troop. Everyone was in position. Habi had been given strict instructions
to keep his distance and watch. He had his bow and arrow pulled tightly next
to him, just in case. Suddenly, one of the hunters let out a shout. Others took
up the chorus, and there were shouts from all directions. Habi could barely
see the gorilla family. A silverback was on his hind legs beating his chest
furiously as he ran to and fro, breaking branches and ripping at the ground.
The hunters closed in still screaming as they released their arrows. The three
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hunters aimed for the solitary male, hitting him from different sides.

Bang! Bang! What was that? Habi had never heard anything as loud as
that. Was it the forest spirits? Bang! Bang! He couldn't see where the noise
came from, but he saw the silverback fall to the ground. The whole troop of
gorillas roared and whooped in rage. Bang! Then he heard a scream. It was
the voice of his uncle Jeanne. Habi jumped from the tree and ran to him.
Jeanne lay motionless on the ground. He was covered in blood. What
happened? Had a gorilla hurt him? Loud noises swirled around him. He
could hear the other hunters shouting and running towards them. At that
moment, a strange man with a large stick appeared from nowhere. He
pointed it in the direction of the gorilla troop. Bang! Habi's ears sounded like
they had a swarm of flies in them. He couldn't hear anything else. Suddenly,
Habi's father appeared. He fell onto his brother's limp body and cried out.
"No, you have killed him!" The man with the giant noisy stick turned, stared
mercilessly at them and moved off toward the gorillas.

"Hey, pygmy, get up!" Habi was startled and couldn't remember where
he was. He shook his head and realised that he was in prison for his own
crime. It was so long ago when his uncle had been killed, and he swore he
would never use a gun. But years later, after his clan had suffered so much,
Habi could no longer hold back and accepted the logger's offer. He could not
even count how many gorillas, chimps and other animals he had killed with
a gun since then.

"Come on! You have some explaining to do." Habi rose amongst the
strange tall men. There was silence. Nobody dared utter a word in front of
the police captain. Habi got up and went to the cell door. This was the reality
Habi had been forced into for picking up a gun to hunt. Everyone was as
guilty as he was of some crime or another. But Habi knew that he would
have to pay for hurting the forest.

@
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Little Riziki lives in a fishing village called Kipini on the Kenyan coast. It's
a beautiful village sitting at the meeting point of the Indian Ocean and the
Tana River Delta. The Tana is Kenya's longest river. So you can only just
imagine what an exciting part of the world Riziki lives in! On one side she
has the Indian Ocean to look out to and on the other side she watches the
brown threads of the Tana's delta flow into the mighty ocean. Riziki loves the
water and the white beaches. She loves the forests, full of mangroves and
doum palms.

One very early morning Riziki woke up and looked out of the window.
The sun had not yet risen but it was beginning to get light. If she raced across
the village to stand on the highest sand dune, she might just catch the sun
coming out of the water. So, jumping up from her sleeping mat, the little girl
let herself out of the house and raced across the sandy path to the edge of
the village where the sand dunes rose. She had made it just in time.

For sure, as she reached the highest dune, a golden orange sun began
to peep out of the water and started to drift higher into the sky. For a few
moments, it sat on the water, a perfect gold ball, and then rose higher. Riziki
stretched and took a deep breath of the sea breeze.

Just then, Riziki saw some people walking on the beach. One of them
was her older sister, Hawa. Hawa belonged to a conservation group called
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the Kipini Kasa group. Kasa is the Swahili word for turtle. All the members
wore T-shirts with a huge sea turtle printed on them. Only members were
allowed to wear the T- shirts and Riziki wanted to be one of them.

Hawa had crept out during the night to join the other Kasa members to
patrol the beach, especially now that there was a full moon. During times of
full moon, people would try to kill the turtles. The meat was tasty and the
turtle shell was used to make jewellery and other things. Even the eggs were
said to be delicious and so some turtle poachers were stealing eggs from the
turtle nests on the beach.

"Riziki, why are you here so early?" asked Hawa. She wasn't very happy
to see her younger sister.

"Because | wanted to see the sunrise,” replied Riziki. "Why are you
here?"

"We've been patrolling the beach,” replied Hawa. They started to walk
back to the village, crossing over the sand dunes. Riziki followed.

"Did you find anything exciting?" the little girl asked excitedly, skipping
around Hawa and her friends.

"Yes. A turtle came up last night to lay her eggs on the beach," replied
Safari. Safari was their cousin. He was tall and all grown up. He had made
himself his own canoe by carving out the trunk of a mango tree. The canoe
was long and very narrow and Safari sat right at the end tip of it to row it.
He spent a lot of time fishing, mostly in the river. All the Pokomo men in the
village were fishermen and farmers.

"So we spent most of the night watching her," explained Hawa. "Now
I'm really tired, so if you don't mind | would like to go home and sleep."”

"Wow, a real turtle!" cried Riziki. "How | wish | could see one too!" They
didn't come very often to the beach and Riziki had only seen one, years ago
when she and her friends were playing on the dunes. It had been an
enormous turtle who had also laid her eggs in the night. These days, Hawa
was always talking to her friends about counting the sea turtles. Listening to
them, Riziki realized that there weren't a lot of sea turtles left in the world.

A few days later, Riziki and her friends were playing outside the big
square, in front of the mosque and the madrasa. The madrasa was the
village school. There were some small shops on one side where the shop

95



Q@ RUPI MANGAT

RIZIKI SAVES A TURTLE Q)

keepers sold sweets, cloth, soaps, lanterns and anything else they could lay
their hands on.

"What's Hawa doing with her friends?" asked Aisha, one of Riziki's
school friends. They could see the Kasa group sticking posters on the walls.

"I don't know. Let's go and see," said Riziki and the group of children
ran to where Hawa and her friends were putting up a poster. The poster
showed different sorts of turtles. There was one of a turtle laying eggs. It
had a large X on it, just like the one with a turtle in a fishing net. "I guess it
means you must not collect turtle eggs or catch them in the fishing nets," said
Riziki.

"But my uncle catches them," said Aisha. "Every time he comes to the
village from fishing at sea, he always collects some turtle eggs. His dhow is
at the beach even now."

Aisha was a Bajuni girl. All the men in her family spent days at the sea
when there was a full moon. The Bajuni fishermen were masters of the sea
and sailed deep into the ocean to catch their fish.

"Oh no!" said Riziki to Aisha, shocked. "Don't you know you are not
supposed to steal turtle eggs. Look! it shows on the poster!"

"What?! We have always eaten turtle eggs. They are delicious, tastier
than chicken's eggs," boasted Aisha. "You should try them sometime."

Riziki was upset that Aisha's uncle collected turtle eggs. She would have
to report this to the Kasa group. Maybe then she would be allowed to a
meeting.

"Safari, Safari," Riziki called, running after her cousin. "I have to tell you
something important!"

"Calm down. What's the matter?" asked Safari.

"When you were sticking the turtle posters in the village this afternoon,
Aisha told me that her uncle collects turtle eggs. Moreover, he's looking for
some now, because it's easier during the full moon," she reported to her
cousin.

"Thanks Riziki. Now, don't look so worried. There are turtle scouts
guarding the turtle nests all the time on the beach and we will watch out for
them."

"Can | come with you to guard the nests?" asked Riziki hopefully.
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"When you're older," replied Safari. Riziki felt frustrated. She was the
fastest runner in her class, she knew all her animals and yet Hawa and her
friends wouldn't allow her to come and guard the turtle nests. It just wasn't
fair.

That night, the full moon shone like a lantern in the sky. On nights like
these the villagers stayed up till late, sitting outside their houses, on the
barazas or their mats. As the night wore on, they talked in low voices. Then
one by one the lanterns were put out as the villagers went to sleep.

Riziki pretended to be fast asleep on her mat. Hawa was waiting for
Safari to pass by and then the two would walk to the dunes to meet up with
the rest of the group. She heard Safari call to Hawa.

Hawa quietly got up and tied her leso around her waist like a long skirt.
With the other one, she covered her head like most of the Muslim women in
the village.

Riziki waited for a few minutes and then crept out, following Hawa and
Safari to the dunes. She could hear the waves crashing on the beach. The
high tide was coming in with all its force and the wind was blowing hard.
Hawa and Safari were talking about how few turtles were left in the world.

"Safari, we have to make the people in our village understand why it's
important to look after the turtles,” said Hawa. "Did you hear Mzee Becha
say that years ago he saw turtles all the time, swimming or coming ashore to
lay their eggs?"

"Yes, and now we're lucky to see even one!" agreed Safari. "And yet
these ancient animals have been on earth longer than the dinosaurs!"

By now, they had reached the dunes. The wind was strong. It blew the
tall coconut trees like straws in the air. The other members of the Kasa group
were waiting. All the members knew what they had to do. There were five
nests on the beach at this time, and some would guard these nests. The
furthest turtle nest on the beach was five kilometres away and so that meant
a lot of walking. Others would walk up and down the beach just in case any
new turtle came to shore. "We have to be extra careful because of the Bajuni
fisherman from Faza who are anchored here," warned Safari.

Riziki heard Swabhili music coming from the beach. She strained her
eyes to where the music was coming from. In the moonlight, there was a
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huge dhow anchored by the side of the river. It was the dhow belonging to
the Bajuni fishermen. Sometimes they spent days in the village only to
disappear the following day.

As the Kasa group members dispersed to their various stations, Riziki sat
down quietly near a sand dune. Time passed, and nothing seemed to be
happening. As the night wore on, she became more and more
uncomfortable and the mosquitoes were bothering her. She didn't like being
alone.

Just as she was about to give up, something caught her attention. Riziki
froze. The sound came from the dunes. She looked around, but in the dim
moonlight there was little she could see in the shadows of the towering hills
of sand. Riziki was really scared now - what if it was a python or a crocodile
or even a hippo from the river? Riziki really wanted to cry now.

Then she saw what it was. In the soft moonlight, she saw the dark shape
of a sea turtle that had just swum out of the sea. It was huge. "Oh my
goodness! A sea turtle!" she whispered to herself.

Riziki watched the creature slowly moving up from the sea, and
completely forgot her fear. The turtle started to dig her nest on a soft part of
the beach where the water wouldn't reach it. This way her eggs would be safe
from getting wet or being washed away. The nest had to be above the high
tide mark and deep enough for the eggs to be safe - not only from the water,
but also from other wild animals like the birds, crocodiles, monitor lizards and
the stray dogs and cats who might chance upon them.

Swish, swash! went the sand softly as the turtle mother flicked the soil
back with her flippers and the nest became deeper and deeper. Nothing else
seemed to matter to the mother turtle as she scooped out the sand to prepare
the nest to lay her eggs in.

Riziki sat quietly, transfixed.

In the light of the full moon, Riziki could see sparkles where the mother
turtle had huge tears rolling out of her eyes. These were salt tears. Finally,
the turtle stopped moving her flippers and with a soft plop, she began to lay
her eggs. It took ages for the mother turtle to finish laying her eggs. Then
when she was finished, she covered the nest with the sand, using her flippers.

"Wow, wait till | show Hawa and the Kasa scouts!" thought Riziki.
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"Do you know that turtles always return to the same beach they were
born on?" Hawa had told them once when she had come to their school to
give a talk on turtles.

"Wow," the children had exclaimed. "How do they find it again?"

"Many scientists think that they are born with the information."

"But what if somebody has built a hotel on that beach?" a boy asked.

"Then the turtle will have to find a new spot, and if she doesn't, then she
will lose all her eggs in the water,” Hawa had replied. "There are very few
turtle hatchlings which become adults. Most of them die before they have a
chance to grow up. Many are killed by the sea birds and the animals on the
beach and, once they are in water, they get caught in fishing nets and drown,
because they can't get air to breathe. Also big fish come to eat them. And
even when they are big, people want to catch them for their meat, oil and
shells!"

Now it was almost light. Riziki could see the sea turtle moving slowly
back to the sea. She used her flippers to pull herself along the beach.

At the same time, the men from the dhow were getting up and making
ready to sail away. Then they saw the mother turtle, too. Quickly, they
pulled out their machetes and silently started to move towards the turtle.
Now Riziki was really frightened. It was obvious that they wanted to kill the
mother turtle. Why hadn't Hawa and her turtle group thought of coming
here to check for turtle nests?

Riziki thought for a moment. If she screamed, the men would hear her
and Hawa would not hear her because the wind was so loud. If she ran to
Hawa, the men would run after her, or kill the turtle.

But if she didn't do something right away, the mother turtle would be
dead. She decided to run. She shot out of the sand dunes and raced down
the beach towards her sister.

"Oh my goodness, it's Riziki," cried Hawa. "What is she doing here?"

"Kasa! kasa! poachers! .......... " screamed Riziki.

Hawa and the turtle scouts raced after Riziki towards the turtle. The
three men had surrounded the turtle, raising their machetes to kill her.

"Stop!" they shouted.

The men looked up to see the scouts. There was nothing they could do
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now. If they killed the turtle, they would get into a lot of trouble. It was better
to try and escape. But as they started to run, Safari and the other scouts were
faster and caught up with them.

Hawa came and gave her little sister a hug. "Are you alright?" she
asked.

"Yes, I'm fine," answered Riziki even though she was shaking and quite
frightened by what could have happened.

The turtle was almost near the water now and the Kasa group watched
silently as she quietly slipped into the water and swam away, safe. . . for now.

Riziki was glad that the turtle and her eggs were safe. The turtle scouts
took the three men to the police station and they were put into a cell. Little
Riziki, for her part, was made a junior Turtle Scout. She now even had her
own Kasa T-shirt, and wore it proudly.

"You can come with us on the beach to look for turtles, but not alone,"
said Hawa. "You have seen how dangerous it can be at night."

"Yes," agreed Riziki. "l won't go alone," she promised, as she proudly
held up her brand new turtle T-shirt, the best prize she had ever won, because
it showed that now she was a Turtle Scout.

@
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Retrieval

Stephen Derwent Partington

His burgundy suitcase, tied tightly with a bright red strap, eases slowly

and swirlingly along the airport's luggage retrieval belt. It is, he thinks - as he
waits and jitters and shuffles his feet - like a small, python-swallowed goat as
it oozes rhythmically down a snake's immense length. He remembers being
told, back home in Central Africa, how scientists disagree on whether
pythons' victims are alive and conscious as they inch down the darkness of
the gullet. He shivers, and his shoulders judder. Not just because of the
thought of being snatched and swallowed alive, but because of the cold, the
body-shocking cold of a winter's night in London. Even then, not just because
of that...
He glances again at both his stolen watch and at his suitcase as it gradually
slithers toward him. Slowly. That strap, that bright red strap! It reminds him.
And, as his suitcase rolls toward him, his memory rolls back. Back to his
country. Back to the forest. Back to the heart of the forest where he and
another man stand, silent under a broad canopy of trees, their four eyes
staring up, up at the rustling that trickles down from the topmost leaves.

Shh, you idiot, he whispers to his partner. You'll scare them away. We
need to make them feel relaxed
Four eyes again look up, and wait. Wait patiently, as patiently as a man at an
airport might wait for his suitcase. Through the darkness and the greens of
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the early morning canopy, a length of what looks like a snake appears and
hangs down for about half a metre through the leaves. And then another.
Then a third, and finally a fourth. Four unravelled snakes, hanging from the
forest's roof. Four eyes squint and adjust themselves. Not snakes, no, but tails.
Four slim black tails that bloom elegantly white at the tips, like a set of
paintbrushes, swishing and swashing with spirited life.

"Colobus!

Four colobus monkeys.

Four prey. Four black and white commaodities.

It is a waste of money to shoot good and expensive bullets at monkeys. Not
only that, but also the fact that the noise of a gun might startle the other
monkeys, sending them screeching and clumsying through the trees. Forest
rangers might also be alerted. And so, the man's chosen weapon is the
blowpipe. Both he and his partner possess one, and now, loading them with
darts - neither of them tipped with very strong poison, for who would want
to eat poisoned meat? - they aim them with the accuracy taught to them by
those who hunt for better reasons.

"One, two..., he whispers through the sides of his mouth, which is poised

around the pipe, then... THREE!
Two potion-smeared darts, two poisonous bad intentions, shoot from the
pipes. But no noise for a moment. For a second, no noise. For an instant.
And then, the fireworks, the earthquake: harsh sound and motion in a fury
as the two large monkeys targeted erupt into screeching and the other two
take off. The two men aim again, and blow. One hit, one missed. That fourth
one off, to freedom.

Which is worse: the sound of screaming feedback through an airport
speaker, or the screeching of a colobus that's fallen from a canopy, from
metres up, its limbs at angles, broken, and its eyes ablaze with terror?

One quick motion of a knife blade, and the first throat's cut, the second, and
another. Like a bright red strap.

For goodness' sake, when will that bloody bag arrive?

It pulls toward him, pulling like a knife between the rich fur of a colobus, and
warm red flesh. His partner takes the skin for sale. And he, he takes the rest.
It is a service, he assures himself: his countrymen abroad want bushmeat -
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fine, he'll give them bushmeat, make a profit in the process. Quite a killing.
Screech!, the long conveyor screeches and the bright red strap comes closer,
closer, past a man who takes his rucsac, past a child whose satchel falls, and
past the sign that reads 'Declare all Items - Customs'. Look: he chuckles: who
has ever once declared a suitcase full of monkey flesh?
It inches closer, closer like an open palm that offers up its cash, and such a
heap of cash he hopes for... Inches closer, like a rapist to his victim, like a
poacher to his prey... Or else... a hand that, like a python's mouth, snatches
and enclamps its toothy fingers round his shoulder so his shoulder ceases
juddering...

“This way, sir, please”
And what he turns to notice is the colouring of colobus, the black/white of
their uniform, the one that holds his shoulder and the other that removes her
cap and drags his stinking suitcase from the luggage belt. Her truncheon
swishes, swashes, like a thing alive.

Y
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Irene Ekpeh &
Kingsley Aigbona

| always thought | had a passionate love for animals, although we never
had animals at home because we had lived in such a small apartment in the
city. | was always upset to see dogs that were underfed or cows and goats
rummaging around in the rubbish chewing on bits of plastic. Sometimes, |
would try to approach a 'stray' dog but it would be terrified of me because it
was so used to being abused.

| remember a school trip to the zoo when we were very young. | was so
excited about it that I could not sleep all night. But my dream soon turned
into a nightmare when we walked around these old cages with such
miserable animals inside. It was worse than walking around a prison. The
animals all looked like they were on the verge of death. The cages had little
room for them to move and nothing for them to entertain themselves with.
What a sight. And yet all my classmates were so thrilled and thought it was
funny to poke at the animals with sticks and throw stones at them. Why were
people so cruel to these creatures? What had these poor animals done to
deserve such a life?

But there was an exception: the Owl. | never liked that bird. When | look
back, | realise how foolish it was of me to hate what | had never seen. | know
a lot of it came from how we were brought up. Most people say the bird is
evil, that it brings bad luck, even that it is used as a tool of destruction by
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witches and wizards. Even my mother used to say, "If you don't behave, the
owl will come and claw your eyes out when you are fast asleep.” Even though
| rarely misbehaved, some nights | used to stay up all night on guard just in
case the owl came. But that was soon all to change.

On the first day of February, something happened at the place where |
stay at Ekosodin. Although the place is fairly developed, it still has some areas
covered with bush and trees. The majority of the population are students, as
we are very close to the university campus. That morning my friend Aren
brought a tiny wounded bird into the house. He had found it in the
compound. Aren was always up to something or other with animals. Most
people thought he was very strange as he was forever bringing in stray cats
and dogs, feeding them and finding homes for them. But | admired him for
what he did and even more so for the fact that he didn't care what people
thought. Moreover, he did not stop at finding homes for these animals. He
would often visit the houses where he had given the animals to see if they
were ok and if he thought they were not being cared for properly, he would
get very angry and tell the new owners off. Sometimes he would even take
the animals away. This was the first time, however, that Aren had brought in
a wild animal and | was really curious to know what he wanted to do with it.

When | came back later that day, | saw the bird. Initially, 1 was a bit
frightened but | was able to touch and carry the little bird for a reason | did
not know. Then | asked Aren what kind of bird it was. He told me that it was
an owl. | immediately recalled all | have heard about owls. Then | looked at
the bird again and yet, liked it at once. It was white and it was very soft to
touch. I fell in love with the poor orphaned bird.

That night at about eight Aren took the little bird out to the spot where
he found it, so that its mum could come for it. But its mum never came that
night. So in the morning we prepared a basket for it to stay in. As soon as
we put the little orphan into the basket, it fell asleep.

That evening | bought smoked fish for the little owl. | noticed that it
couldn't pick up the fish. | smashed it into bits and began to feed it. | was so
amazed at the rate at which it ate. But that was the last day | fed it because
Aren brought me an article about owls which stated that they should not be
fed so that they don't get so used to humans and not go back to the wild.
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After the feeding, we took it outside again for the mother to come and find
it. But she didn't come. In the morning we put it back in the basket and it
went off to sleep.

On the evening of the third day, the little owlet began to make a
screeching sound which was almost chilling. | could understand why people
thought that the bird could be the devil and for a minute | was once again
convinced that it could just be. But then | remembered what Aren had once
said to me: "Just because something does not sound or look right to you,
doesn't mean it is unnatural. How do you think a goat must feel when it sees
you laughing?" When he added that question, | almost laughed myself, and
felt reassured once again.

I noticed that the little bird did not make that sound during the day. After
classes, | rushed back to see if everything was ok. The owlet was fast asleep.
Aren was right. They are nocturnal. Not a move during the day but as soon
as it is dark, off they go in search of food. This is probably another reason
why people have had such negative beliefs about them.

Late that evening, | took it outside and hoped that the mother would
come for it. We all stood by the window to watch. In less than an hour | saw
a bird fly past twice. But before then, | heard the sound of a bird while the
little owl was still making that noise. Then the bird | saw came down with
another bird. They both came and one of them put something into the mouth
of the little owl and left. That night it came several times to feed the baby owl.
But they never carried it away. In the morning | put it back into its basket and
it slept almost throughout the day.

From then on, the baby owl was being fed every night by these two
birds. We guessed that they must be the little owlet's parents. It was so
exciting to see the parents feeding it every night. One night | brought it out. |
sat there for a while watching this little creature. Everything about it was
perfect. How could anyone think negatively of it? That night | could hardly
sleep wondering how the owlet was doing. At about 2.00am, it began to rain.
| went outside to look for it and could not find it. | became scared because it
did not have wings to fly yet. And there were no feathers to protect it from
the rain. | went in and woke up Aren. Then we found it very close to a
plantain tree outside the house soaked with water. It looked so small! When
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we put it into the basket it went right to sleep.

In the early hours of the morning, | saw the owlet outside its basket. At
this time, its body had already dried. Then | began to wonder, because | had
left it in the basket. | guessed that the mum must have come at night to cover
it. | also found two dead mice close to the basket.

Soon, the owl started to develop feathers and wings. By this time, Aren
and the other neighbours had started calling the owl "lIrene" - my own name!
At first | protested, but soon | accepted it.

The challenge was that there was always a dead mouse on the balcony
and the neighbours were beginning to lose their patience. They also started
complaining about the screeching sound.

At last, after about three weeks, the owl left with its mother and never
came back. We were so thrilled and proud that we had saved its life. This owl
was particularly lucky to have been found by someone who doesn't believe
in superstitions and has devoted his life to caring for animals. If not, it would
have been killed and burnt. So many owls die like this almost every week in
Edo State. And to think that | was equally as guilty for having the same empty
beliefs. But that was a long time ago. Now whenever someone says anything
about these innocent birds, | quickly shout, "Owls are not witches but
wonderful creatures created by God Himself!"

)
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"Let's take it home, it's so cold out here!" Musa told his younger brother
Rashid.

"Do you think Mom will like the idea?" Rashid asked his brother
doubtingly.

“I'll convince her. | am sure she'll agree to let us keep it, if we promise to
take care of it," Musa replied.

The two brothers had just found an abandoned baby chimpanzee in the
forest, near the foot of a big hill. The lonely baby chimp lay under a big tree.
It was yawning hungrily, and looked tired and sleepy. Its mother was nowhere
to be found. Poachers must have killed her for her skin and meat. There were
spots of blood all over and the ghastly sight made the boys recoil an inch!

"Oh! It looks like it's starving!" said Musa, picking up the little baby chimp
in his arms. "Come on, we have to find her something to eat." Musa lovingly
held the baby chimp close to his chest. The animal went into a sound sleep
and Musa could feel its heart slowly thumping away. He patted the sleeping
chimp lovingly. Its fur looked dirty, but Musa didn't mind.

As Musa led the way, carrying the little chimpanzee, the two boys talked
about their new-found "baby."

"We should give it a name," said Rashid.
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"Yes," agreed Musa.

"Do you think it's a boy or a girl?"

"Let's see," replied Musa, and examined the little animal. They saw that
the chimp was a baby female. "We need to find a good name for a girl," he
said.

"Can we name it Isabella, in memory of Grandma?" asked Rashid.

"Hey, that's a great idea!" agreed Musa. The boys had lost their
grandmother earlier that year and were still missing her. And so they began
to call their new little friend "Isabella" in memory of their grandmother.

The sun was now moving slowly towards the western horizon. A gentle
wind blew and Rashid started taking off his sweater.

"What are you doing?" Musa asked curiously.

"To cover Isabella, to keep her warm," replied Rashid. "It's getting cold."
He began to cover the baby chimp with his sweater, and Musa tucked it
tightly around her small body.

A huge blanket of darkness began to cover the sky. It was getting late.
"We should hurry up before it gets too dark," said Musa. The boys picked up
their pace, and it was not long after that they reached their home.

"Everybody will be surprised, won't they?" said Rashid, as he knocked
on the door of their big house.

"Mother, we have a surprise for you!" cried Rashid, as soon as his mother
opened the door.

Their mother looked at the bundle in Musa's arms. "You found a baby?"
she asked curiously.

"She's not a baby..." said Rashid. Musa uncovered the little chimp to
show their mother.

"Oh, no!" she cried in dismay. "Where did you find this animal?"

The two brothers explained how they found the abandoned baby chimp,
and how they decided to rescue her from predators and poachers.

"Mother, she needs a home and a family!" begged Rashid.

"We promise to take care of her,” added Musa. The baby chimp had
now woken up. She was silently staring at the strangers and around at the
unfamiliar environment.

"She must be starving," said Mother.
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"Yes, Mum," replied Musa. "Can you find her something to eat?
Please?"

Their mother thought for a moment. "Let's see if she'll eat some of the
baby's food," she replied, and went into the kitchen. Musa and Rashid were
very happy; at least their mother had not thrown Isabella out the door.

Soon Mother came out with some of baby Joan's mashed food.

"Mother, let me help you feed her,” Rashid urged his mother. He held
Isabella on his lap and fed her in the same way he helped feed his little sister,
Joan. The food was delicious and the baby chimp ate hungrily. The boys'
mother had put some milk in a sterilized feeding bottle and Isabella drank
that up, too.

After Isabella was done, she looked relaxed and happy. With her little
hands, she started patting Rashid's head lovingly and her eyes shone with
gratitude.

"We named her Isabella,” said Musa, "in memory of Grandma."

"What a good thought, boys," said Mother. "And now," she continued,
"don't you think you should give Isabella a bath to get all that grime off her
fur?"

The boys agreed, and washed the baby chimp. After the bath, Rashid
combed her fur gently as Musa held her. Her coat was now shining brightly,
and the little chimp admired her new look in front of a small mirror that
Rashid held for her.

When the baby, little Joan, woke up from her nap, she was enchanted
by the new arrival in the family. She cooed and gurgled and held out her
hands to the little chimpanzee. The boys told her that her name was Isabella,
and little Joan did her best to pronounce her name. "Bedda, Bedda!" she
exclaimed, reaching out for her new friend. Isabella seemed to know her
name, and nodded happily whenever Little Joan called her. Soon the two
babies were seated together on the carpet of the living room playing with
some of Joan's toys. They were getting along so well; they even seemed to
understand each other's language!

That was the situation when the boys' father came home later that
evening.

"And what do we have here?!" exclaimed Father, as he surveyed the
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scene before his eyes. The boys quickly explained how they found the baby
chimp abandoned in the forest, and decided to help her.

"Well, that was kind of you, sons," said their father, Mr. Hekima. Then,
as he was settling down in his favorite chair, he turned towards Musa and
Rashid. "Now, boys, what do you plan to do with this animal?"

"We promise to take good care of her, Daddy," said Rashid. "I already
fed her some of the baby's food."

"Yes," added Musa, "and we gave her a bath. We will take care of her,"
promised Musa.

"Well, we'll see, my sons," replied their father.

The next day, Mr. Hekima and his two sons took Isabella to visit a
veterinary doctor. The veterinarian gave lIsabella a general check-up, de-
wormed her and gave her a shot of vitamins.

“It will be wise to take her to the primate sanctuary,” advised the doctor.
"In fact, did you know that it is even against the law to keep wild animals at
home?"

"No!" exclaimed Musa in surprise.

"Yes. They need to be in their own natural habitat and amongst their
own species. Besides, chimpanzees can become dangerous when they grow
up. Imagine if you were stuck with a bunch of apes for the rest of your life.
That is exactly how Isabella will feel when she grows up. She will need to be
amongst her own kind. They are very social animals, like us humans.”

"That is good to know," Mr. Hekima replied, and thanked the doctor. He
looked at his sons. They were clearly very sad, but they understood that this
would be the best thing for Isabella.

Isabella was well-received at the sanctuary. The keepers thanked Mr.
Hekima and his family for rescuing her and taking care of her temporarily.
The manager of the sanctuary came to meet them, and praised Musa and
Rashid for their heroic deed of rescuing her.

Isabella was put into a spacious cage which would be her home for a
three month period before she would be released to mix with the other
chimps in the large open enclosure. This quarantine period was necessary to
make sure little Isabella was not carrying any harmful infections that might
spread to the others. She felt sad to be separated from her human family.
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And they were going to miss her so much.

"She'll adjust to her new life here very fast,” promised the manager.
"And, since she is still so young, we will appoint a member of staff to be her
surrogate mother for the time being."

"A what?" asked Rashid.

"A surrogate mother. That is someone who will pay special attention to
her, just like a real mother would, so that Isabella can develop normally into
a healthy chimp."

"Can we still visit her?" Musa asked.

"Yes, boys," the manager replied. "You and your family are free to visit
Isabella whenever you like. It will be good for her to see you, as she has
grown attached to you."

"We will!" cried both boys in unison.

It was not long before the news of the Isabella's rescue reached the local
media houses. Newsmen and T.V crew from one popular media house came
to interview the two brothers. They took pictures of the boys with Isabella,
and a reporter wrote up a feature story about them. That night, they
appeared in the local TV news and the following day their story appeared in
the newspapers.

There was great excitement at Rashid and Musa's school, Busara
Primary. The pupils were all thrilled to have celebrities in their midst. "Let's
go and visit Isabella!" they cried.

The following Saturday, teachers from Busara Primary School took their
pupils to the sanctuary. The children talked to Isabella and watched her play.
Isabella, for her part, was excitedly running up and down showing off to the
children. The children then visited several other chimps. Each chimpanzee
seemed to have its own physical characteristics and personality. Some were
sitting on tree branches chewing on leaves while others were lying on the
ground grooming each other. The young ones were constantly up to some
sort of mischief and once in a while a mature chimp could be seen screaming
at the younger ones as if telling them to stop misbehaving. They seemed just
like human people!

After the tour of the enclosures with the guide, the students were taken
to the educational center where they watched a video documentary about
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the destruction of forests where chimpanzees and other primates live. The
children also learned that people killed chimps for their meat.

"Oh, no!" cried some of the children. "How could anyone possibly eat
these creatures?" They sat there in horror and silence.

The education officer had seen this happen many times, and after the
video, he got up to talk to the children. "It is people like all of you children
who will make a change one day," he said. "It is you who will be able to stop
these terrible things from happening. In fact, today is a very special day for
all of us. Amongst us we have two very special people who are already
making a positive change..." All eyes turned to Rashid and Musa. They
smiled modestly. "We have a special certificate of congratulations for your
heroic deed. Well done to Rashid and Musa!"

In his speech, the education officer encouraged the pupils to establish a
wildlife club in their school. "You can even start a magazine in the club,” he
added. "You could take turns writing stories about animals. This way, you
will pass on your knowledge to others, and so help stop these terrible things
from happening." The students made a pledge amongst themselves to
always care for animals and to spread the word to others.

At the end of the day, Isabella was the real hero. She had taught them a
very special lesson.

Y
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WILDLIFE

ANIMALS
ACTIVITIES

A. MYTHS AND SACRED SYMBOLS

1. In some of the stories that we have read in this section, what misconceptions do
people have about the following animals?. Do you know of any other animals
that people have similar negative perceptions about. Add them to your list.

Look at the pictures below.
Share your views with others in the class.
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2. Anthropomorphism

All around the world, people have different perceptions of
animals. In some places, certain animals are thought to be evil,
while in other places, the same animal is believed to be a sign
of fortune or luck.

We have seen that in some countries, owls are considered
creatures of ill omen and are associated with death. Yet, in
other societies like in Europe and America, owls are believed

to symbolise wisdom, knowledge and education!

On the other hand, people in Ghana revered the bat as a
sacred symbol or "totem," while in European countries, bats are feared as
evil omens.

When animals are given symbolic meanings and human
attributes, we call it anthropomorphism. These human or
abstract concepts do not have anthing to do with the animal in
reality.

Think of a creative way of remembering the spelling of this
difficult word. It might help to know that this word comes from two "
Greek words, anthropos, meaning "human being," and morph, ' )
meaning "shape."

3. Complete the following sentences with your own ideas.

Throughout history ani nal s have been gi ven syniol i ¢ neani ngs and hunan attributes. In
the stary, The Batwat cher, thebet s were val ued traditional |y because

In ny own conmunity have been val ued traditional |y because
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Inthe stay, The OM, ows were feared and seen negativel y because

In ny own community are seen negatively because

Sone ways in which | coul d persuade people to ook at these aninals in a nore positive
vay are

4. Challenging Misconceptions

Many of the narrators in their stories begin to realise that the views that they have
held about certain animals are wrong and they begin to change them. Use your
ideas to make a poster, challenging people in your own community to question their
misconceptions about certain animals.

5. What would you do?

Imagine that you and your friend found a baby hyena all by itself in the wild. What
would you do? In pairs act out the situation and the decisions you would make.

« What danger would the baby hyena be in?

« What danger may you be in?

« How would you feel if you were the baby hyena?
« What would you do for the little animal?

Write a letter to another friend about this situation. Explain your decisions and the
reasons behind the actions you took.
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B. ENDANGERED ANIMALS

Many kinds of animals on earth are endangered. That means that there is the risk
that they will all die out, like the dinosaurs did millions of years ago. Already in the
last 100 years many kinds of animals have become extinct: there are no more of
them on earth.

6. Turtle Hatchlings

Look at these pictures to help you list the dangers facing turtle hatchlings. Before
you look at these pictures you need to know that turtle hatchlings will always head
for the brightest area. Before we had electricity, it was always the ocean, which
reflected moonlight.
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7. Sea Turtles are Endangered

Sea turtles are one of the oldest creatures on the earth. They also play a very
important role in maintaining ecosystems. Moreover, turtles deserve the Five
Freedoms just like any other animall

The following article is about wild sea turtles. Turn back to the story, Riziki Saves a
Turtle, to help you fill in all the blank spaces.
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Sea Turtles

isthe Srahili word for sea turtle. Sea turtles are huge aninal s

However, they are a so dependent on

she finds her vay to

who swmacross the world's

the land. Wen a nother turtle is ready to lay her
the sane beach on whi ch she was I She swns up fromthe ocean, and
uses her to push herself al ong the sandy beach. Then she chooses a
pl ace to nake her She nakes the nest by digging in the

wth her flippers. The nest has to be deep so that the eggs will be safe
fromother wid aninals, like birds, and lizards. WMen she is laying her
eggs, sat rol out of her eyes. The not her the eggs wth
sad Then she | eaves the baby turtles to hatch on their oamn, and nakes her way back into
the sea

Sea turtles are aninals. Inthe past, people on the coasts coud
see nany turtles swnming and coming ashore to lay their eggs, but today, very feware
seen  This is a shane because sea turtles have been on earth even | onger than the

!

Wy are sea turtles endangered today? Muny turtle are eaten by
sea birds and other aninals on the beach. Qe they are in the water, they sonetines get
caught in and droamn. Qhers are eaten by big fish.

Mst of all, sea turtles are endangered today because vant to
kill themto eat ther and to nake things fromtheir shells. Sit is very

inport at for ustojoin gowps like the Kasa scout s to them
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C. BUSHMEAT
People kill wild animals for food. This is often called Bushmeat.
5. Why do people eat wild animals?

In each of the stories, Pygmy Hunted! and Baggage Retrieval, the main
character got into trouble for killing a wild ape for bushmeat. Which of these two
characters do you have the most sympathy for? Why?

Discuss the following statements with your group. Which ones does everyone
agree on? For any controversial ones, spell out the reasons why one might agree
with it, and the reasons why one might disagree with it.

Terry says:
“It’s never okay to kill
wild animals for
food.”

Beatrice says:
“It is worse to eat
wild animals than

farm animals.”
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6. Who's Guilty?

In Pygmy Hunted! we hear the tale of a man who was arrested because he has
killed gorillas for commercial purposes. Enact the court scene that is held after the
pygmy's arrest to find who is really responsible. Working in groups of five each of
you should take on different roles:

the judge

manager of the logging camp

the pygmy who has been arrested
the customer buying the gorilla meat
the prosecutor

At the end of your enquiry explain to the class who you feel is most at fault.

|
think that the
pygmy should have
been arrested. After all,
he was killing
wild animals.

What
about the guy who
messed up the pygmy'’s
home and forced him
into the bushmeat
No, business?
the person who

- m!ul. bought the meat is the ey
B ,.‘!_ %l guilty one. o h
\ - 35 T

o/ | \ P
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7. News Story
In Baggage Retrieval, the main character is arrested by the police at the airport.

Pretend that you are a reporter from the local newspaper. You are at the police
station at the time that the guy is brought in by the police and you have to write up
this story for your newspaper. Include the details about what happened, what will
happen and why what the person did is bad. Don't forget to give your news story a
headline.
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8. Solving Problems as a Community

In groups, imagine that you are a committee in charge of the wildlife service. Below
are some problems to solve concerning the problems of poaching and bush meat:

What will your committee do about these problems?
Which of these problems do you think are the most urgent? Which would your
committee tackle first?

Arrange the problems into order of priority, with the most pressing problem
numbered 1 and the least important problem numbered 6.

Then, think about what to do about each problem. What is your committee’s
suggested solutions for each one?

Priority Problem Solution

Better roads make it easier to
transport the meat to large
urban markets.

It is easy to obtain guns and
other weapons

In some parts of Africa, bushmeat is
much cheaper than beef, pork or

poultry.

Thousands of hunters earn their living
from bush meat, and poverty in urban
areas is forcing more townspeople to
get involved in the trade.

Bush meat is considered a delicacy
in some countries outside of Africa.
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Here are some ideas that people often have about these issues. Does your
committee think they are good ideas? Perhaps some of them can help you make
your decisions for your plan of action.

We need to halt illegal
logging. Make laws to protect
diminishing forests.

We should offer other
income generating activities
like eco tourism, bee-
keeping, seed collection

We P
must find alternative food =3 =
L. sources through better | e L
| farming methods =,
& WA
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need wildlife

management and ) We can reduce the
protection schemes. i ) ! demand for bushmeat through
b g education.
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9. Being responsible for the future of wildlife

Imagine that you are the Head of the Wildlife service.

You want to make a difference this year. However, suppose that there is only
enough money to accomplish one of these tasks. Which would you choose?

And why?

Plan a speech you must make to the country to explain your decision. You should
clearly explain your reasons and asking people to support and trust you in sorting
out this problem.

10. Create a Club

Together in groups, plan a wildlife club for the protection of a particular animal.

« What animal would the club be dedicated to protect?
« Give your club a good name.

« What would its motto be?

« What would the club's goals be?

« List some of the activities your club would do.
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Stanley Gazemba, The Unlikely Burden (Kenya)

Stanley Gazemba is the author of the award winning novel, Stone Hills of
Maragoli. He has written several children's books including Shaka Zulu: Great
Warrior King. He lives in Nairobi and continues writing.

Patrick Ngugi, Douglas, David and the Donkey Doctor (Kenya)

Ngugi started writing in high school. He is a journalist by profession and
training, but has also published several works of fiction for adults and children.
Seeing that all creatures are interdependent, he believes that we shall face
destruction if we do not take care of our neighbours, be they humans, animals
or the environment.

Obiero Ojwang’, The Three Goats (Kenya)

Obiero Ojwang lives and works in Western Kenya. Obi's main passion is
theatre, and he has been producing, directing and acting over the last 10 years.
He is a relentless poet. This is Obi's first short story to be published.

Ng'ang'a Mbugua, She was Born on Christmas Day (Kenya)

Ng'ang'a Mbugua is a Nairobi-based journalist and a writer of children's stories.
He graduated from Egerton University with a degree in Literature, Philosophy
and English and also studied editing in Germany. Among his books is Mwai
Kibaki: Economist for Kenya.

Louise Van De Merwe, Amber's Story (South Africa)

Louise van der Merwe was born in Zimbabwe and now lives near Cape Town,
South Africa. A journalist by profession, she hopes that her writing will help
hasten a new way of thinking in the world, which acknowledges that all
animals are sentient creatures with a right to enjoy life's basic gifts.
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Sandy Cochrane, Boris (Tanzania)

Sandy Cochrane has been a Veterinary Nurse in South Africa and Tanzania.
She founded a WSPA Member Saociety, Dar Animal Haven, based in Dar es
Salaam, which she continues to lead. She also writes in local publications.

Ken Walibora, Bobby the Dog (Kenya)

Former news anchor for radio and television, Walibora is currently a novelist
and lecturer in literature. He has published several novels in Swahili, including
Siku Njema. His first English publication was Innocence Long Lost. His
children's book, Ndoto ya Amerika, won the 2003 Jomo Kenyatta Prize for
Literature.

Amina Abaza, My Life (Egypt)

Amina Abaza runs a shelter for animals in Cairo. She currently houses

107 dogs 35 cats and 16 donkeys. An additional 22 dogs and 3 cats share her
house with her family. Amina has devoted her life to improving the lives of our
voiceless companions.

Awushie Dartey, Snoopy (Ghana)
Awushie Dartey is a teacher by profession, has studied creative writing and has
published a number of short stories.

Dawn James, Cairo Cat (Egypt)
Dawn James was inspired to write Cairo Cat after staying with friends who had
cats similar to the ones in the story.
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Aluizah Abdul-Yakeen and Karen Menczer, The Batwatcher (Ghana)
Aluizah Abdul-Yakeen works with the Ghana Society for the Protection of
animals. He is a man of nature in the broadest sense. He has a passion for
helping animals, and is devoted also to the entire earth and all creatures living
on it.

Karen Menczer is an ecologist who has also been involved in animal welfare all
over the world. She currently lives in Accra, Ghana.
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Dipesh Pabari, Pygmy Hunted! (Kenya)

Dipesh works for the World Society for the Protection of Animals. He also
regularly writes and publishes poetry, stories and articles for various journals
and magazines.

Ruth Wairimu, Isabella Finds a Home (Kenya)

Ruth Wairimu Karani is a freelance writer living in Nairobi and has published
numerous children's stories in English and Swahili, including Field Marshall
Muthoni: Mau Mau Heroine. She won the 2005 Jomo Kenyatta Prize for
Literature for her Swahili story Kofia ya Kadogo (Kadogo's Hat).

Irene Ekpeh and Kingsley Aigbona, The Owl (Nigeria)

Ekpeh Agbodesi Irene comes from Edo State, Nigeria. Her training is in
International Studies and Diplomacy. She is an animal lover and is proud to
say they have nine sheep, three cats and a dog.

Kingsley Aigbona is a passionate writer from Edo State, Nigeria. He is the
Founder and the President of SWAP (Society for World Animal Protection) and
editor of Triumph Magazine in Nigeria.

Rupi Mangat, Riziki Saves a Turtle (Kenya)

Rupi Mangat is a travel and nature writer in Nairobi. Currently she is the
editor of Komba, a children’s magazine on wildlife and environment
conservation in Kenya. Rupi is always involved in projects to make the world
a healthier and safer place for everyone to live on and loves to tell stories to
children to create an awareness about the wild world.

Stephen Derwent Partington, Baggage Retrieval (Kenya)
Stephen Derwent Partington is a published poet. His recent book of poems is

entitled SMS and Face to Face, published in Nairobi. Currently, he is the head
of curriculum at Lukenya Academy in Nairobi.
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Alsatian: a large powerful dog belonging to a short-haired breed with erect
ears, a face rather like a wolf's, and a brown and black coat. Alsatians are often
used as police or guard dogs. Also called German shepherd.

Anthrax: a highly infectious fatal bacterial disease of mammals, especially
cattle and sheep, that causes skin ulcers and is transmittable to humans by
inhalation and through faeces and infected meat.

Arid: used to describe a region in which annual rainfall is less than
25 cm/10 in.

Bar Graph: a graph consisting of a series of vertical or horizontal bars
representing statistical data.

Battery Farm: An informal reference to any intensive commercial form of
agriculture that employs extreme growing techniques to produce the greatest
output in the least space, usually with heavy use of agrichemicals and
veterinary drugs. It originated with and most often refers to large-scale,
industrialized, intensive rearing of livestock, poultry and fish.

Brood: the young of an animal, especially young birds, that are born and
reared together.

Carbolic Acid: Acid from coal-tar used as a disinfectant.
Collate: to bring together pieces of information and compare them in detail.

Distress: mental suffering, for example that caused by grief, anxiety, or
unhappiness.

Domesticate: to accustom an animal to living with or near people, usually as
a farm animal or pet.
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Dowry: an amount of money or property given in some societies by a bride's
family to her bridegroom or his family when she matrries.

Enclosure: an area of land surrounded by a fence, wall, or other boundary.

Exploit: to take selfish or unfair advantage of a person or situation, usually for
personal gain.

False Economy: something that is against normal economy and decreases
productivity and progress.

Fertiliser: a substance usually added to or spread onto soil to increase its
ability to support plant growth. Fertilizers include organic materials, for
example manure, and synthetic chemicals, for example nitrates.

Foal: an unweaned horse, donkey or related animal.

Foreign Exchange: the conversion of one currency into another or the
buying and selling of different currencies.

Graze: to eat grass and other green plants in fields, or eat the grass and plants
of a particular field or fields.

Guano: accumulated droppings of birds, bats, and seals, occurring where large
established colonies of these animals are situated.

Gully: a channel or small valley, especially one carved out by persistent heavy
rainfall.

Harness: a set of straps fixed together and fitted to an animal such as a horse
so that it can be attached to a cart or carriage for pulling.

Hindquarters: the hind legs and adjoining parts of a four-legged animal

Humane: showing the better aspects of the human character, especially
kindness and compassion.

Infection: to get a disease from, the communication of a disease through the
air or water.
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Investigation: an examination or enquiry into something, especially a
detailed one that is undertaken officially.

Lifespan: the period during which a person, animal, machine, etc lives or is
active.

Litter: to give birth to young (refers to animals).
Napier Grass: A large grass cultivated specifically to feed livestock.

Observation: the result or record of observing something such as a natural
phenomenon and noting developments.

Plough: to break up the soil, land for the purpose of planting.
Quarantine: enforced isolation of people or animals that may have been
exposed to a contagious or infectious disease, for example when entering a

country.

Sustainable: exploiting natural resources without destroying the ecological
balance of a particular area.

Tether: a rope or chain attached to an animal and attached to something at
the other end, thus restricting the animal's movement.

Tom Cat: A male cat.

Udder: a bag-shaped structure containing two or more milk-secreting glands,
each with its own teat, found in mammals such as cows, sheep, and goats.

Vegetarian: somebody who does not eat meat or fish but instead eats
vegetables, fruits, grains, seeds, and sometimes eggs and dairy products.

Wattles: a loose, often highly coloured fold of bare skin hanging from the
throat or cheek of birds and lizards. It is used in courtship and other displays.
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