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From beasts we scorn as soulless,
in forest, field and den,

the cry goes up to witness
the soullessness of men.
- M. Frida Hartley
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T

he air over the Conference was thick with

anger and grief. Plaintive whale songs, anguished
wolf howls, the anxious chittering of ants and

the belligerent buzz of bees ebbed and flowed with

the cries of millions of the planet’s first citizens as they
logged in, connected through networks as ancient
as Mother Nature herself.
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“Enough is enough” thundered the Mamma Polar Bear,
her ferocious growl at tragic odds with her emaciated
appearance. “What are we waiting for? My people die
as we speak. We walk hundreds of miles in the hope

of finding food for our families. The Snowlands we have
called home for millennia turn to water and we swim

ourselves to starvation. Oh, the indignity inflicted upon

my once mighty people, foraging in the Human’s trash to
feed ourselves? Enough is enough!”
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“Do not be deceived by the two-faced Humans” counseled
the wise elder, representing the Superorder Selachimorpha.
“For decades now, they have offered hope with their
impassioned speeches, oh-so-beautiful films and fruitless
plans to save us. But only last year, the Human killed
hundreds of millions of my brother and sister Sharks –
over 11,000 every hour – in the most horrific way. Plucked
out of our home, hauled onto a ship, our fins cut with a single
slash of the knife and the bleeding limbless body dropped
back into the water to die an unimaginably slow and painful
death. All for what? So they could have a bowl of soup!!!”
The gathered animals felt their anger furiously boil over
as they tried to fathom, in their pure and untainted souls,
the barbaric cruelty inflicted on the hapless sharks.
“Enough is enough!” they roared in unison.

4

A

hush descended over the gathering as the last

surviving Orangutans spoke. “What animal

do we know, brothers and sisters, that willfully burns

down another’s home, torches it to the ground no less,
so they can continue to live in mindless pleasure?”

one of them said. “To call the Human a fellow animal

is the unkindest slur on us. “We have to accept”, another
Orangutan wearily continued, “that he will never learn.

Only when there are none of us left might he realize the

incredible cruelty and folly of his ways. We are powerless
faced with this evil. We are doomed to perish.”
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T

he lapping of the waves and the rush of the wind were

the only sounds that could be heard as every animal on the

planet contemplated the end. So enraged, grief-stricken and
yet ultimately hapless were they that even ever-stoic Mother
Nature was moved to tears.

Amidst this silence, the eerily prescient hum of a world

bereft of its inhabitants, arose the charismatic, revolutionary,
beret-wearing leader of the Bats to say “It will require many
of my fellows to pay the ultimate price, but I have an idea”.

THE END

