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FOREWORD 
Diverse efforts at inculcating interest in Science and innovation have long come from Science-based disciplines. However, with 

technological advancements permeating every aspect of our lives and lifestyles, the trend has shifted to more human-centred 

approaches, which take into account diverse disciplines, including the Arts. Hence, STEM has extended to include STEAM. Many successes 

have often been reported in various parts of the world with regards to STEAM, but less in Malaysia.  

The Malaysian Invention and Design Society (MINDS) views STEAM as a viable means for promoting STEM and Art, hence, the Art and 

Creativity (ACE) exhibition. ACE’s aims are two-pronged: to improve English proficiency and to further develop creativity. MINDS views 

English as a medium for communicating and expressing creativity, similar to how models and prototypes communicate and express 

Science concepts.  

In this second year of ACE, we held workshops for school teachers to encourage them and their students to explore creative possibilities in multiple ways. We are 

proud that these workshops were successful, with greater participation and improved quality of stories and illustrations from schools at the primary, secondary and 

tertiary levels.  

Parallel to ACE, the Malaysian Toray Foundation encourages and awards creative teaching of STEM every year. It is hoped that each community, Science and Arts, will 

contribute towards the development of creativity, its own discipline and STEM.  

As we celebrate Malaysia’s 59th Independence day and Malaysia Day, we ponder, what will the future hold for our younger generation? Will these initiatives help our 

students to become more creative scientists and innovators, more aware of diverse factors? We hope that parents, teachers and students themselves will see the 

difference. We have sown the seed for further growth in partnership with diverse stakeholders, i.e., teachers, students and industry sponsors.  We thank them for 

their partnership and look towards greater heights and broader horizons. 

Thank you. 

Chairman of ACE2016 
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Writer: Tham YuanYi 
Artist: Yvette Y E Lim 
SJK (c) KUEN CHENG 2 
Supervised by Chia Suan Neo 

 

BRAVERY  

    
 

  

   “What brings you here, little one?” a shrill voice asked. It made 

Khairul feel extremely uncomfortable. “W-who are you?” he 

stammered, afraid of the strange voice. The atmosphere thickened 

and felt very uneasy. He saw a dog-like creature coming from his 

right, and a few more surrounding him. As he got a closer look at 

them, he realized that they were dholes, a type of animal that 

resembles a wolf. They were known to be very strategic animals and 

hunt in large groups. 

“It looks like we found lunch!” one shouted. The rest of the pack 

cheered and cackled. Khairul started shaking in fear and tried to run, 

but his attempts failed as the dholes blocked his escape route. 

The leader of the pack walked up to Khairul’s whimpering body and 

taunted, “Is the little tiger cub afraid? Is he just waiting for his mother 

and father to save him?” 

Khairul was angered by this. He felt agitated at the dhole’s words. 

Although it was true, he could not just let him do what he pleased. 

But before he could react, a dhole charged at him and intended to 

bite his neck. Fortunately, Khairul dodged its sudden attack. He 

growled and gritted his teeth before attacking the same dhole. He 

scratched its body, making it wince in pain. 

Following their natural instinct, the rest of the pack prepared to fight 

the small Khairul. He noticed this but did not back off. He decided 

that if he was going to die, he would die fighting. He got into an 

offensive position and was prepared for the worst. But before he 

could start, a loud roar was heard from behind him.  

Two aggressive tigers were running to the scene as fast as lightning. 

The pack of dholes was intimidated by their presence. “It’s Hezrin, 

everyone! Let’s run!” one of them suggested. Most of the pack agreed 

and ended up running for their lives. 

Mawar sighed in relief. They were just in time to save Khairul from 

certain death. “What were you doing, running away like that? You 

could have gotten killed!” she yelled. Khairul lowered his head in 

shame and muttered, “I’m sorry.” Hezrin chimed in and said, “It’s all 

right. In fact, you did well. You stood up for yourself and tried to 

protect yourself. You showed bravery. For that, I’m proud of you, 

son.” 

Upon hearing his words, Khairul gazed at his father wide-eyed, only 

to find a genuine smile plastered on his face. 

 

It was a fantastic day in the jungles of Malaysia. The sky was a 

brilliant blue and the sun shone brightly on the seemingly endless 

trees. Many animals were out and about, searching for food and 

water. Some were famished while others felt well. But even so, 

they did not lower their guard, even for a few seconds. Among 

these animals was a streak of tigers. It consisted of a male tiger, 

a tigress and a cub. The male tiger went by the name Hezrin; the 

tigress was Mawar andthe tiger cub, Khairul. 

 “Look, Mother! Look, Father! I caught a rabbit!” Khairul shouted 

happily. He lifted the limp corpse up with his mouth as proof. 

“That’s great!” Mawar praised. Although it was not much food to 

support the three of them, she still believed that Khairul had 

helped. Hezrin, on the other hand, only nodded in 

acknowledgement. But, this little gesture was enough to make 

Khairul grin. Making his father proud would mean the world to 

him, and he felt like he was one step closer to accomplishing that. 

As Hezrin and Mawar hunted a deer that was grazing on the 

green grass not too far away, something caught Khairul’s 

attention. He noticed a beautiful butterfly landing on a flower. The 

young and curious tiger cub crept towards the butterfly slowly, 

trying to be as quiet as possible. Suddenly, Khairul stepped on a 

twig, making a loud snap. The startled butterfly quickly spread its 

wings and flew away. “Hey!” Khairul exclaimed. “Come back 

here!” 

He chased after the lovely insect. He ran further and further away 

from his parents. What he did not know was that the two older 

tigers were already very worried. 

Mawar was pacing around in different directions, shouting her 

son’s name. “Khairul!” she shouted repeatedly. “Khairul, where 

are you?” Hezrin was also frustrated. How dare his own son run 

off without his consent? He turned to Mawar and said, “Let’s 

search further. He shouldn’t have gone far.” 

   They could only hope that was true. 

It had almost been an hour since Khairul left. He was tired from 

all the chasing. He wandered around the jungle, now regretting 

his decision to chase a puny butterfly. He tried to recall his 

footsteps but to no avail. 

1st  



 

8 

    
 

  

Writer: Isabelle Li Ming Monteiro 
Artist: Yvette Y E Lim 
SJK (C) KUEN CHENG 2  
Supervised by Chia SUAN Neo 

 

The Bird, The Monkey & The Malayan Tiger 

Once upon a time, deep in the tropical rainforests of 

Malaysia, there lived a ferocious tiger named Sang 

Harimau. Sang Harimau was feared throughout the 

forest. The other animals would run in fear at the sight 

of him. 

One day, Sang Harimau was walking through the 

forest when he spotted a large tapir grazing nearby. 

The tapir’s back was facing Sang Harimau. 

Silently, Sang Harimau crept towards the tapir. 

However, before he could pounce, a shrill voice cried 

out: “Tapir, my dear friend, run away quickly, for Sang 

Harimau is behind you!” With a start, the tapir quickly 

ran away. Snarling, Sang Harimau turned around. 

There, on a high branch of a tree, sat a bird.  “Sang 

Harimau, it is a pleasure to meet you.” The bird said.  

“The pleasure is mine, bird.” San Harimau growled. 

“What did you do that for? You made me lose my 

lunch!” Sang Harimau said angrily. 

“You know, you should stop eating animals and 

resolve to eating candy instead.” The bird said, 

thinking about the peace and quiet without Sang 

Harimau eating animals. 

“And what benefit will that give me?” Sang Harimau 

asked doubtfully and curiously. 

“You will be stronger and your teeth will be healthier as 

well,” the bird said slyly. 

“Very well then,” Sang Harimau said decidedly. “ I shall 

eat candy from now on.” 

From that day on, Sang Harimau never ate meat again. 

Instead, he ate candy.  

One day, when Sang Harimau was walking in the 

forest, he suddenly felt a sharp pain in his mouth. 

Wincing, he quickly sat down and began to eat more 

candy, for he remebered the bird’s advice. To his 

dismay, the pain did not go away. Instead, it only 

increased.  Groaning, Sang Harimau hobbled to a 

large rock and lay down. 

“Monkey! I  

“I won’t, I promise!” Sang Harimau cried, for the pain 

was unbearable now. 

The monkey looked doubtful. Nonetheless, he told 

Sang Harimau to open his mouth. The monkey slowly 

peeked in. To his utter delight and disgust, the tiger’s 

mouth was full of cavities! Chuckling, the monkey told 

Sang Harimau the problem. In utter rage, Sang Harimau 

gave a mighty roar but stopped halfway, wincing in pain.  

“That cursed bird led me on! Oh monkey, is there 

something you can do?” Sang Harimau cried 

desperately.  

“Well, I can pull your teeth out.” The monkey offered. 

 “Are you crazy? How then am I supposed to eat?” Sang 

Harimau huffed, before doubling over in pain. 

“It’s your choice,” the monkey said before walking away. 

“Alright! Do it! I cannot stand it anymore!” Sang Harimau 

screamed. So in a fit of agony, Sang Harimau had all 

his teeth pulled out. The next day, he met the bird who 

had tricked him. Snarling angrily, Sang Harimau faced 

the bird. 

“Little bird, how wonderful to see you,” Sang Harimau 

said sarcastically. “You knew this would happen. Why 

would you trick me like that?” Sang Harimau asked. 

“You were a nuisance, Sang Harimau. You had to be 

stopped,” the bird sneered. “At least there will be some 

peace now,” the bird said, ruffling his feathers. 

“Because of you, I cannot eat anymore. In a few days, I 

might be dead!”  Sang Harimau said angrily. And with 

this sentence, the two departed, destined never to see 

each other again. 

Over the next few weeks, Sang Harimau felt himself 

growing weaker and weaker. Finally, on his last day on 

earth, he lay himself down in his cave and breathed his 

last. Whether or not the bird felt guilty of causing Sang 

Harimau’s death, or whether the monkey felt saddened 

by this, one thing’s for sure. Sang Harimau’s legacy will 

never be forgotten, for the animals still run in fright 

whenever they hear his name. And the many Malayan 

tigers out there still bear his hatred for birds and 

monkeys. 
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Writer: Nur Ain Binti Mohni 
Artist:  Nur Anis Batrisyia Binti  

Mohd Zubir 
Sekolah Kebangsaan Bukit Jalil 
Supervised by AMIZURA Bt. ABDULLAH 

 

The Harmed Mangrove Trees 

  The next day, the old man came again. “I shall give you a 

warning. If you don’t stop cutting down the trees in three days, 

something bad will happen to this village,” said the old man. 

“Why should I stop? Who are you to give me such advice? I 

know what I am doing,” said Fahrin boastfully. All the workers 

looked at Fahrin. “I think Mr. Fahrin is crazy,” said one of the 

workers. Three days passed and that stubborn person, 

Fahrin, was still cutting mangrove trees. During his break, he 

was having a cup of coffee in his house. It was raining cats 

and dogs out there. He could also hear thunder. All of a 

sudden, the heavy rain got worse. The water rose up and 

slowly flooded his one floor house. 

All the villagers were instructed to go to the city hall. Fahrin 

thought about what the old man said, but he believed that it 

was just a normal natural disaster. After several hours, the 

water had receded. But, the same thing happened and 

continued again for one week. The weird thing was, the water 

did not flood the other villages. After one week, there was no 

more flood and everything went back to normal. 

Meanwhile, the workers were having a serious conversation. 

They were sitting under a small hut. “Maybe we should quit 

our jobs. Mr. Fahrin hasn’t paid us for two months already. I 

heard that another company needs workers. Let’s work there 

instead. Moreover, Mr. Fahrin always talks to himself,” said a 

worker. So, they quit their jobs and applied for new ones at 

the other company. Fahrin was devastated because his 

workers quit their jobs. “I don’t need them. I can do this by 

myself,” said Fahrin by himself while he was cutting down 

mangrove trees. But, he thought that it was a good thing 

because all of the money he earned could be saved for his 

own. While working, he met the old man again. “Stop cutting 

down mangrove trees illegally or you will get the worst 

revenge!” shouted the old man. ‘Poof!’ Suddenly the old man 

disappeared. Fahrin felt a bit scared, but nothing could stop 

him. The next day, Fahrin stubbornly still went to cut down 

mangrove trees. While cutting the trees, he heard the sound 

of a wave. He looked to the ocean that was near the swamp 

he was in. A huge wave came towards him. Actually, it was a 

tsunami! “No! There is no tsunami in this country and there 

will never be,” Fahrin thought it was just a dream. He tried to 

run, but he couldn’t move! 

“Please help me!” shouted Fahrin for help. The old man stood 

beside him with a calm face. “I told you, didn’t I?” said the old 

man. Fahrin begged him for help, “Please help me! I beg you.” 

The old man said, “I’ll save you but under one condition. 

Promise me that you will never cut down mangrove trees 

illegally. Don’t try to destroy the world’s flora, including fauna.” 

He thought about it for a while. He would not earn any money if 

he stopped, but he agreed as the wave was getting closer to 

him. Suddenly, everything was black as he was closing his 

eyes, but he couldn’t. Fahrin could hear the old man’s guttural’s 

voice, “Keep your promise, I’ll be watching you. Don’t ever 

mess with me.” 

When Fahrin woke up, everything was fine. Fahrin saw the 

place was surrounded by police. He saw his ex-workers taken 

by the police. He was handcuffed and had no idea why. “Mr. 

Fahrin, you are under arrest for cutting down mangrove trees 

illegally and owning a company without a valid license. You will 

have to follow us to the police station,” said a policeman to him.  

He was confirmed guilty and sentenced to prison. Before he 

was put in prison, he asked his workers if they ever saw an old 

man with a white beard. None of them ever saw him but they 

saw Fahrin talking to himself. After that, he realized that he was 

talking by himself all the time. No one could see the old man 

except him. If he could turn back time, he would never have 

done such things. 

We must not harm the endangered species in this world. 

Mangrove trees are important because they help to reduce the 

pressure waves of the ocean, for example, the tsunami in 2004. 

It is also the coastal marine habitat. So, we must appreciate 

mangrove trees as they help protect the world other than just 

beautifying nature. 

 

“Get back to your work!” shouted Fahrin to his workers. 

Fahrin was a greedy man who lived in a village and he 

owned a company called ‘Mangrove Trees Product’ 

which made furniture, boats, tannins for dyeing, leather 

and other products out of mangrove trees. The products 

that his company made gave him a lot of money. Every 

day, he and his workers went to the swamp near the 

village to cut mangrove trees. Fahrin was so selfish that 

he didn’t care about the extinction of mangrove trees. “As 

soon as I get a lot of money, I shall move to the city and 

live richly,”thought Fahrin. One fine day, he and his 

workers went to cut mangrove trees. An old man with a 

white, long beard came to him. He asked with a stern 

tone, “Why are you destroying Malaysia’s flora illegally?” 

Fahrin just walked away and acted as if he didn’t hear 

anything. Suddenly, the old man disappeared in the blink 

of an eye. 
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Writer: Adam Ilyas B. Admi &  
Zainal Azrainshaha B. Zainal 
Artist: Adam Ilyas B. Admi  
Sekolah Kebangsaan Bukit Jalil 
Supervised by Nurziana Izaty Bt Abdul Aziz 

The Beauty Of Flora And Fauna 

  The next morning, the two explorers headed north towards the 

deep rainforest. While trekking the rainforest, they found  the 

rare hornbill. Adam scanned the hornbill and learnt lots of new 

information about that unique bird. The bird he scanned was 

a helmeted hornbill. Hornbills, such as the bushy-crested and 

rhinoceros hornbills, are important seed dispersers of many 

fig trees. Hunting and habitat loss are causing their 

populations to decline, a problem that is made worse by the 

birds’ slow breeding rate. They felt excited but sad at the same 

time because they knew these beautiful birds may go extinct 

in the near future. They continued their journey through the 

jungle. After a long time, they saw a beautiful snake. Zainal 

scanned the snake and knew that it was a Kopstein 

Bronzeback. This uncommon species differs from all other 

Dendrelaphis species. It has a bright orange, almost flame-

like, neck colouration that gradually fuses into an iridescent 

and vivid blue and green pattern extending the entire length 

of the snake. The top of the head is deep bronze, a 

characteristic of all bronzeback snakes, and a dark strip 

extends from the snout, across the eye, to the start of the 

neck. They were so lucky to see one of the rarest snakes   in   

Sabah   for the first time. He was mesmerized by the beautiful 

colours running along the back of the snake. After seeing the 

snake, the explorers wanted to continue their journey but 

realized that their GPS was missing. They had no idea where 

to go. They decided to go north by using a compass. After 

walking along a river, they saw a very small elephant. Adam 

scanned the elephant from afar. The Borneo elephant is also 

called "pygmy elephant." This elephant, inhabiting tropical 

rainforest in north Borneo (east Sabah and extreme north 

Kalimantan), was long thought to be identical to the Asian 

elephant and descended from a captive population. The 

explorers were so glad to see the elephant up close because 

the surviving numbers have continued to decline. They 

continued their journey by following the mountains. While on 

their journey, they smelt a horrible stench. They followed the 

smell and found the famous but rare Rafflesia, a parasitic 

plant, that produces the largest flower in the world (up to one 

metre across). The plant also produces a characteristic 

fragrance similar to the smell of a decomposing corpse. As 

the sun set, they set up a campfire and makeshift shelter from 

banana leaves and stems. While sleeping, they heard sounds 

from the tree tops. Both the explorers woke up and went to 

investigate and found a little baby orang-utan and its mother. 

The two explorers felt sympathy for the orang-utans and 

decided to bring them along on their adventure. The two 

orang-utans looked very happy when Adam agreed to 

bring them along. The orang-utans stayed outside the 

shelter while the explorers stayed in the shelter. The next 

day, the orang-utans were still with the two explorers. The 

explorers had decided to bring the orang-utans with them. 

The orang-utans started to guide them. The explorers 

followed the orang-utans to a nearby abandoned village. 

The village was beside a pristine river. The river was filled 

with unique fishes, such as the Bornean Walking Catfish. 

This peculiar group includes the forest walking catfishes, 

as some species are capable of travelling short distances 

on land as they can survive out of water for extended 

periods. Other fishes, such as the glass catfishes, also 

known as ghost catfishes or phantom catfishes, are 

almost transparent, revealing their skeleton and internal 

organs. After resting in the village, they heard a loud 

sound from the skies. The explorers went to the highest 

point of the village and saw a twin rotor helicopter with an 

IFFA logo. The explorers brought the orang-utans to the 

helicopter and all of them went on the helicopter. As they 

arrived in Fort Severn, the explorers met with Professor 

Kamarul to give their information. The orang-utans, 

however, didn’t want to part with the explorers. Thus, the 

explorers decided to keep them. Professor Kamarul also 

rewarded the explorers for their journey and 

achievements with medals. The two explorers felt 

honoured to be part of the research. Professor Kamarul 

explained that flora and fauna are really important and 

that there are a lot of ways to keep our wildlife safe, such 

as to support responsible forest management, use 

sustainable palm oil, build sanctuaries, stop buying 

animal products, and much more. The world is always 

better with plants and animals. Plants supply us clean air 

and food, while animals supply us food. Flora and Fauna 

are truly the jewels of our beautiful world. 

 

It was early morning in the International Flora & Fauna Alliance (IFFA) 

Headquarters in Fort Severn, Canada. A professor named Kamarul was 

researching wildlife in the region of Sabah and Sarawak. He ran into some 

difficulty because there was insufficient information on the wildlife in the two 

place. As a result, he asked two explorers, Adam & Zainal, to explore the flora 

& fauna in Sabah and Sarawak. 

The next day, Adam & Zainal were preparing to go on the adventure to Sabah 

and Sarawak. They were given two special gadgets from IFFA, that is, a 

special Global Positioning System (GPS) & a Wildlife Scanner. After packing 

their backpacks, they immediately went on a gigantic plane. 

As the plane flew above north Sarawak, the explorers parachuted off and 

landed in an unexplored part of Sarawak, that is south Kubaan. When they 

landed, it was already dusk and the sun was setting. They set up a small tent 

to sleep the night. In the middle of the night, Zainal heard noises. Thus, he 

woke up and was shocked to see a colony of fruit bats native to a cave. All 

the bats were flying in search of food in the trees. 
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ALGREN KYLE TAN   
LABUAN INTERNATIONAL SCHOOL,  
Supervised by Peter Teo Chen Pong 

 

A Beauty of Nature  

  Nature is a beautiful thing. It is full of beautiful creatures. Life 

that is so beautiful and most of it unique only to Malaysia. Let 

me illustrate to you some of the rarest beauties found in our 

country, Malaysia.  

First of all, we have the hornbill. However, it is not just any 

hornbill, it is The Great Hornbill. This splendour of nature has 

a horn, which is very eye-catching and extraordinary. It can 

be characterized by its long, down-curved bill, hence, the 

name hornbill. The hornbill is the pride of the state of Sarawak. 

The symbol of hornbill can be seen throughout to signify its 

majesty.  

Next, there is the Mmngrove tree. Its massive root is very 

distinctive and the mesh-like shapes provide us protection 

from natural disaster and are also habitats to species to fish 

and crustaceans. Mangrove has a lifespan of almost one 

hundred and fifty years. The tree sustains many species as it 

plays an important role in our ecosystem. All living things are 

inter-related and dependant on each other.   

Rafflesia is only found in the state of Kota Kinabalu. Do you 

know it is a parasitic flowering plant? This plant has no stem, 

leaf nor true root. Rafflesia is the world’s largest flower. It 

blooms at night and will start to decompose after two to three 

days. It is foul smelling (of rotting flesh) which is to attract prey, 

thus its common name, “corpse flower”.  

We have the endangered Malayan Tiger. This big cat can only 

be found in our rainforests. The threat faced by this tiger is 

loss of its natural habitat due to agriculture and development 

projects. According to surveys done in 2013, less than 250 

tigers are alive. I am afraid that the future generations will not 

have the opportunity to experience this magnificent creature, 

even in captivity.   

  Finally, saving the best for last. The rarest beauty of all and 

a personal favourite of mine is the turtle. The turtle is so 

impressive and remarkable. I admire its quiet strength and 

perseverance, the strong sense of survival and the strength to 

push forward even though the odds always seem not in its 

favour. With the greed of men poaching for its shell and eggs, 

turtles too are facing extinction. These gentle giants are very 

friendly and a wonder to be observed. I was fortunate enough 

to have the chance to release leatherback turtle hatchings into 

the ocean when I visited a turtle sanctuary in Kemaman.  

 

That was one of my fondest memories.  

All of the beauties of nature that I have mentioned are 

becoming increasingly hard to find because they are either 

facing extinction or have been classified as endangered by 

WWF. We should each do our part, no matter how small, to 

protect the creatures so that the future generations may get to 

experience these beauties of nature. 



 

12 

Writer & Artist:Jewel Chieng Shao Li 
Labuan International School 

Supervised by Peter Teo Chen Fong 

The Warmth of a mother 

  

The Harmed Mangrove Trees 

 “Get back to your work!” shouted Fahrin to his workers. Fahrin was a 

greedy man who lived in a village and he owned a company called 

‘Mangrove Trees Product’ which made furniture, boats, tannins for dyeing, 

leather and other products out of mangrove trees. The products that his 

company made gave him a lot of money. 

Every day, he and his workers went to the swamp near the village to cut 

some mangrove trees. Fahrin was so selfish that he didn’t care about the 

extinction of mangrove trees. “As soon as I get a lot of money, I shall move 

to the city and live richly,” thought Fahrin. 

One fine day, he and his workers went to cut some 

mangrove trees. An old man with a white, long beard came 

to him. He asked with a stern tone, “Why are you destroying 

Malaysian’s flora illegally?” Fahrin just walked away and 

acted as if he didn’t hear anything. Suddenly, the old man 

disappeared in a blink of an eye. 

The next day, the old man came again. “I shall give you a 

warning. If you don’t stop cutting down the trees in three 

days, something bad will happen to this village,” said the old 

man. “Why should I stop? Who are you to give me such 

advice? I know what I am doing,” said Fahrin boastfully. All 

the workers looked at Fahrin. “I think Mr. Fahrin is crazy,” 

said one of the workers. 

Three days passed and that stubborn person, Fahrin, was 

still cutting mangrove trees. During his break, he was 

having a cup of coffee in his house. It was raining cats and 

dogs out there. He could also hear thunder. All of a sudden, 

the heavy rain got worse. The water rose up and slowly 

flooded his one floor house. 

All the villagers were instructed to go to the city hall. Fahrin 

thought about what the old man said, but he believed that it 

was just a normal natural disaster. After several hours, the 

water had receded. But, the same thing happened and 

continued again for one week. The weird thing was, the 

water did not flood the other villages. After one week, there 

was no more flood and everything went back to normal. 

Meanwhile, the workers were having a serious 

conversation. They were sitting under a small hut. “Maybe 

we should quit our job. Mr. Fahrin hasn’t paid us for two 

months already. I heard that the other company needs 

workers. Let’s work there instead. Moreover, Mr. Fahrin 

always talks to himself,” said a worker. So, they quit their 

jobs and applied for new ones at the other company. 

Fahrin was devastated because his workers quit their jobs. 

“I don’t need them. I can do this by myself,” said Fahrin to 

himself while he was cutting down more mangrove trees. 

But, he thought that it was a good thing because all of the 

money he earned could be saved for his own. 

While working, he met the old man again. “Stop cutting 

down the mangrove trees illegally or you will get the worst 

revenge!” shouted the old man. ‘Poof!’ Suddenly the old 

man disappeared. Fahrin felt a bit scared, but nothing could 

stop him. 

On the next day, Fahrin stubbornly still went to cut the 

mangrove trees. While cutting the trees, he heard the 

sound of a wave. He looked at the ocean that was near 

the swamp he was in. A huge wave came towards him. 

Actually, it was a tsunami! “No! There is no tsunami in 

this country and there will never be,” Fahrin thought it 

was just a dream. He tried to run, but he couldn’t move! 

“Please help me!” shouted Fahrin. The old man stood 

beside him with a calm face. “I told you, didn’t I?” said 

the old man. Fahrin begged him for help, “Please help 

me! I beg you.” The old man said, “I’ll save you but under 

one condition. Promise me that you will never cut down 

the mangrove trees illegally. Don’t try to destroy the 

world’s flora, including fauna.” 

He thought about it for a while. He would not earn any 

money if he stopped, but he had to agree as the wave 

was getting closer to him. Suddenly, everything was 

black as he was closing his eyes. Fahrin could hear the 

old man’s guttural voice, “Keep your promise, I’ll be 

watching you. Don’t ever mess with me.” 

When Fahrin woke up, everything was fine. Fahrin saw 

the place was surrounded by police. He saw his ex-

workers taken by the police. He was handcuffed and had 

no idea why. “Mr. Fahrin, you are under arrest for cutting 

down mangrove trees illegally and owning a company 

without a valid license. You will have to follow us to the 

police station,” said a policeman to him.  

He was found guilty and sentenced to prison. Before he 

was put in the prison, he asked his workers if they ever 

saw an old man with a white beard. None of them ever 

saw him but they saw Fahrin talking by himself. After 

that, he realized he was talking with himself all the time. 

No one could see the old man except him. If he could 

turn back time, he would never have done such things. 

We must not harm the endangered species in this world. 

Mangrove trees are important because they help to 

reduce the pressure waves of the ocean, for example, 

the tsunami in 2004. It is also the coastal habitat. So, we 

must appreciate mangrove trees as they protect the 

world other than beautifying nature. 
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Survival of the fetus  

  “Thu-thump. Thu-thump.” The steady throbbing reverberated 
through the inky darkness that enveloped me, akin to soft velvet 
rippling over me in undulating waves. What WAS it? “Thu-thump. 
Thu-thump!” It was sightless, and I knew not whether my eyes were 
open. Suspended in warm liquid, and judging from the cushion of 
curving pressure accompanied by swaying motion, I was in an 
oblong enclosure. “Thu-thump, thu-thump, thu-thump!” …Mother? 
Then, I must have been her…egg.  

The ebb and flow of time was impossible to gauge, both transient 
and eternal, as I had no physical interaction with the world for which 
to base the passing of time on. I was only able to define reality 
based solely on Mother’s physical condition. At that very moment, 
Her heart rate sped up as a sprinter on his last leg would, and then, 
every cell in Her – including the liquid around me – was rejuvenated 
with oxygen. Soon after, a sensation of falling overcame me – She 
was diving after a breath of surface air. Agile, sharp movements 
alerted me to the fact that Mother was feeding on her favourite 
foods.  They migrated skyward at dusk. Jellyfish – they emerged 
among the glistening, golden waves as though bidding farewell to 
the sinking sun, their pearly gelatinous bodies like luminescent 
tears.  

Unbeknownst to me, Mother’s strong flippers had brought her to 
warmer territoy, where inconceivable threats lurked. She, a 
voluminous turtle laden with offspring, greedily gobbled up what 
registered to be no more than weird and perhaps undiscovered 
species of jellyfish – easy prey. They were translucent plastic bags, 
the result of thoughtless pollution, and gave only the illusion of 
sating hunger. 

Something was amiss. Mother no longer hunted as often, her 
physiological changes less frequent. However, my little developing 
mind was not too preoccupied with the curious quirk; I was 
becoming restless. Growing and growing, I was overwhelmed with 
anticipation. A Moment was near, and I was sure it would be the 
beginning of a momentous transition. I longed to break free from the 
encapsulated dark, despite being in relatively safe haven.  

Achromatic, watchful eyes bespeckled the obsidian canvas above, 
overseeing the penultimate stage to freedom. The seas were raging 
but the ethereal moon, benign, threw a veil of illumination on the 
crests, casting silky shadows. Mother fed on “jellyfish” one final time 
to boost Her endurance yet, conversely, She was beset by the 
continual sapping of strength. I could hear Her wheezing as She 
crawled onto a sandy beach with tremendous effort and 
determination – She had an appointment with Time, with Life. 
Unfortunately, She also had a deadline from Death, and likely, She 
had inherently known. 

Laboriously, with weakened limbs, She burrowed deep into the 
sand, instincts driving Her on despite the all-encompassing 
lethargy. At last, the nest was satisfactory. With the last vestiges of 
Her vitality, She released my siblings and I into the well-like hole, 
dutifully sealing it up. That was the last I knew of Her… 

Slinking in the dark, a band of camouflaged men smirked – they 
had struck gold. Snapping on their flashlights, they brandished 
shovels and nets, setting their sights on the patch of freshly 
disturbed sand. Behind them, yet more silhouettes moved… 

The moon’s steady beckoning guided the exhausted turtle back to 
the ocean’s embrace…until a series of rapid clicking sparked the 
blinding brightness of artificial light, misleading the turtle. The 
mysterious jellyfish – plastic bags – ingested earlier was now 
hopelessly lodged in her windpipe among backward-pointing 
spines. Contracting and inflating repeatedly along the drumming 
of her heart, the plastic refused to be expelled. Life was 
mercilessly choked out of her, and her feeble, futile attempts at 
survival eventually ceased as she watched her babies being 
pilfered with the last of her breath… 

A sudden draught gushed in my sandy shelter, cold as the claws 
of Menace. A rough shoving roused me momentarily before 
drowsiness one again settled over me, a delicious blanket of 
unknowing. I noted without thought that the snug space was 
ostensibly emptier.  

For a moment I thought that flames were licking at my egg, for 
pricks of heat stabbed painfully at me. Irked, I rose and strained 
against the heat. CRACK! The apex of the egg broke at my frantic 
shoving; seams raced across the shell like a web of veins. 
Emboldened, I drew myself up, upwards.  

Brisk air stung our faces as my fellow siblings and I popped onto 
the beach like crabs scuttling out of hiding to scavenge. Liberty! I 
gasped in jubilance…and then in trepidation. The squawk of a gull 
struck primitive fear into my heart. With a heavy thud, the seagull 
landed before me, beady eyes glinting with malice. Clumsily, I tried 
to scramble away from its swaggering steps, ever-nearing… 

“Shoo! Go away!” A tall animal with ill-fitting fur and strangely 
naked limbs chased away the bird, which took off with an indignant 
screech. She – for it sounded feminine, this human – gently placed 
me on the right course. I had deviated from the tell-tale glitter of 
the sea. I saw that there were a hundred other baby Leatherbacks 
waddling away. “A successful clutch, it seems,” rumbled a man. 
“Yes,” the female cooed and marvelled, “There now, little 
Leatherback, you’re safe. Brave ecologists like him handed those 
cruel men to the police! And see, even malnutrition did not hinder 
you hardy little creatures…”  

With a breeze caressing my back, without further urging, I left a 
resilient trail towards the waters, plunging into unchartered depths 
– a fathomless future. This is the Moment – into a world of freedom 
and danger, of luck and skill, I gambled for the survival of the 
fittest. 
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The Eye of the Tiger 

  I had painted mental pictures about what I assumed the outside 
world would be like. Of all the hundreds, if not thousands, of them, 
none measured up to the woods that I lived in. I mean, look around! 
Big, strong trees everywhere, perfect to sharpen my claws on. Tall 
mountains overlooking my home, with rivers that end in crystal clear 
lakes. The sky? Mesmerizing as ever. No one could deny the beauty 
of mother nature.  

The sky fell dark towards the evening which meant that it was time 
to look for a safe spot to get some shut eye. The night grew colder 
and quieter; it looked like I was all on my own.  

Serene occasions like this were exactly what I lived for.   

Out of the blue, I heard something in the bushes. My senses told 
me that danger lurked and immediately, I got into position, ready to 
make a choice: kill or be killed.   

In front of me, I saw a human, a real life human. I stood still in that 
wary position, not knowing how to react. He had a strong build and 
a demeaning exterior but his piercing glare was one of the most 
vivid memories I had of that night.  

When I woke, I found myself in a place similar to a picture I had 
painted in my head. Humans communicate in a different way and it 
took me a long time to comprehend my situation. They are a little 
different from the stories I’ve been told. They fed me regularly so I 
guess that meant they didn’t want me dead, though they surely 
acted like they did.   

The circus crew used whips and chains not only on me, but on the 
other animals here as well. They’d hit us each time we didn’t 
perform well.   

I was scared at the beginning of all this. Being a tiger, I was raised 
to always be brave and I was, but I never anticipated being taken 
out of the woods.   

I began to miss the freedom I had. I missed watching the sun 
disappear into the horizon and waking to the dewy grass beneath 
my paws. It suddenly felt so strange to be thinking of home in the 
midst of all this torture. I wanted to leave this place.  

I had to.  

During one of the shows, I took a chance and ran as fast as I could, 
keeping my eyes on the ring’s entrance, my exit. I could almost taste 
the freedom at the tip of my tongue.  

One little slip was all it took for me to fall flat on my face. I saw them 
running towards me with chains and weapons, whips and anger 
burning in their souls. I was left with no choice but to push them 
aside one by one, claws on skin until I could get back on all fours. I 
meant no harm but there was blood everywhere, more than I had 
ever seen before. I froze at the sight of it all. I didn’t know what it 
was that I felt. Remorse? Maybe. 

A dart caught me at my moment of weakness and I fell, paralysed.   

I didn’t get to return to my old cage after that stunt. I found myself 
in a vast metal box with a window or two. I had absolutely no idea 
what was going on around me or what was to become of me. I felt 
excruciating pain and only realised how badly injured I was when 
I looked down. There were scars from the ordeal, mostly on my 
abdomen which was much smaller than I remembered.  

Throughout the entire journey, I painted more mental pictures to 
keep myself distracted from the sound of my growling stomach. 
This time, it was the woods I was thinking of. You can call it 
hallucinating but the sounds of the gushing waterfall were as 
comforting as ever.   

My mother never liked how I loved to explore, she used the term  

‘stray’ instead. I could still remember how furious she got when I 
came home all covered in mud. Well, it wasn’t my fault that mud 
happened to be so much fun! I did, however get over-excited once 
and slipped down a muddy slope, straight into a pile of leaves.   

The sound of men on the other side of the door interrupted my 
daydream. I heard the latch of the door being loosened. I stood up 
and with what little energy I had left, prepared for the worst.  

The door flung open and to my surprise, I saw no one. The men I 
heard were out of sight and all I could see was the heavenly bliss 
I longed for. The woods were right there in front of me. This time, 
nothing was in my way. I ran out of the container as fast as I could, 
as deep into the woods as possible.  

When I looked back, no one came after me. They could have 
caught me if they wanted to. A scrawny and injured animal like me 
would easily be hunted down, yet here I am free from pursuit. 
Could they have found a sense of humanity in themselves to 
release me? Or was I merely being dumped when I was no longer 
needed? Either way, I was a prisoner free from sentence and I’m 
not going to complain about that.  

The week after was a celebration of my freedom. I went for a 
couple of swims and spent time in the open fields. By the looks of 
it, it was spring for all I saw around me were beautiful flowers and 
honeybees with stripes similar to mine. I chased after my prey 
during the day and later lay under the starry night, appreciating the 
fresh air that filled my lungs. Oh, how much I missed this lush life. 
All my senses came to life and that was when I realised that my 
home, my beautiful home is where I belong. 
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BEAUTY IN AN ALIEN WORLD 

  Cassandra started to become anxious as she realized that she 

had lost focus once again from their chaperone, Mrs. 

Formidulosus, who was giving them a briefing on a history of the 

museum. “It was built by the famous Malaysian explorer, 

Starling Mothfly, in the year 3062, exactly one hundred years 

ago!” 

As the bus pulled up into the private parking lot of the museum, 

its hover-wheels scraped across the paved road. It stopped 

abruptly and the rowdy teenagers’ volume increased rapidly. 

“Settle down!” hollered Mrs. Formidulosus. She meticulously 

took attendance and reminded them to stay with their assigned 

partners. “Blah, blah, blah!” mocked Curt. “Shush, Curt,” 

whispered Cassandra.” “Stop mothering me, Cassie!” “Curt 

Chlove! Pay attention!” reprimanded Mrs. Formidulosus.        

When the class entered the museum, he was still muttering 

under his breath about the injustice of human rights and 

Cassandra hastily pointed out a sports exhibit on a map of the 

building. His face lit up and then quickly faded as their 

chaperone told them which exhibits would not be visited. 

“The sports exhibit, for example, is a complete waste of energy!” 

she said. Cassandra noticed Curt duck under a poster and 

slinked off. “Oh no you dido not – Curt? Curt!” she wheezed as 

she scrambled through the crowd of humans and aliens alike. 

She found him in the sports exhibit (obviously) and started 

yelling at him. “Wait,” he whispered, in an odd tone. “I hear 

something.” “Of course you do! The wildlife exhibit is just behind 

this one! It comes with interactive soundboards, each with sixty 

alien life-form holograms!”  

Just as she pulled him towards the exit, she stumbled and fell 

through a cracked part of the floor. They found themselves in a 

metal container in the basement and the container immediately 

started rotating quickly. They screamed and in a flash, they were 

gone. 

They woke up on a soft, lush bed of a green substance. 

“I’ve heard of this before!” Cassandra yelled. “It’s called grass! 

It went extinct with all other organic life decades ago!” A small 

flow of water trickled through the clearing where they were 

standing in. Many thick brown trunks grew from the ground, 

branching upwards and exploding in a thicket of green. 

“And those are trees!” she exclaimed excitedly. “Do you know 

where and when we are? That machine must have taken us 

back in time,” Curt decided. 

 

“It seems that we’re still in Dystopia but it’s called Kree-Neiab-

La’o as the Venusians call it, or Kinabalu, in English at this 

time. I think this is the year 1562!” 

“Oh you poor dearssss,” murmured a soothing voice. “Our 

name isss Anguiss and you are lossst.” A massive four headed 

Pit Viper slid down from the nearest tree.  

“And you know what happenss to little lossst children,” she 

hissed. 

“Cassie, run,” Curt whispered. They darted behind a bush and 

crawled away as the serpent launched its body toward them. 

It tried to strike again at Curt but was killed when a boulder 

was pushed in its way. 

“Are you okay?” panted Cassie, exhausted from pushing the 

boulder.  

“I’m fine” Curt answered. “Come on, we should get looking for 

shelter.” They walked cautiously past the precipice of a 

cascading waterfall, past various birds that they identified as 

the Malayan Hornbill and further on, past many sparkling 

bejewelled salt caves. They finally found a big, dry burrow that 

they rested in while trying to light a fire and drying their 

Sneakboots out. After a short while, Curt decided to find food 

while Cassie scavenged for tools to fix the machine that 

brought them there. She relinquished her efforts though, after 

seeing and smelling a plant, later known as the rafflesia flower.  

“Revolting!” she spat. “Abhorrent, nauseating, vile, 

repugnant!” She stopped after not being able to think of any 

more synonyms for the word ‘disgusting’. 

Curt, however, was tracking an abnormally large Malayan 

Tapir and he knew it was close by. He nocked an arrow and 

drew the bowstring of his makeshift bow and tried to remember 

the steps in using it. He was shocked when the tapir turned 

around and said, “Hello, my dear.”  

“Another giant, talking animal! Seriously?” he yelped. 

“Curt, don’t you remember me? My name is Aper. You and 

your sister created me when you were little. I can take you 

home. Just wish for it.”  

Curt was speechless. He remembered how he and his sister 

loved thinking about what it would have been like in the jungles 

of the past. He closed his eyes and drifted off in thought... 

“Curt? Cassandra? Pay attention!” yelled Mrs. Formidulosus. 

The twins looked in each other’s eyes and finally understood 

– that they’dve experienced the beauty of the past of their alien 

world. 

 

In the industrial city of Dystopia, a class of thirteen-year-old 

students from Hembrooke International was filing into their school 

bus to go on their annual excursion to the National Museum of 

History and Sciences. Most of the thirty-two young minds were 

bored and wandering on the journey there, but one intrepid mind 

was buzzing with excitement about what it would discover there. 

That mind belonged to  the brunette, bespectacled Cassandra 

Colleen Chlove, the most brilliant student in Hembrooke. “You’re 

staring into space again,” said a voice. Cassandra immediately 

returned to reality. “No I’m not!” she rebuked. It was her “male 

doppelganger of demonic origins” as she called him. He was Curt 

Colin Chlove, her twin brother, and five-time winner of the 

International Sportsman Award.  
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THE JEWEL OF THE FOREST 

  
Despair lingered in my eye, forming a perfect combination with the 
melancholy etched across my crimson red face. A fleeting second 
later, a lone tear slipped from my eyes unguarded. I was at the brink 
of death - I was being shot with piercing glares from four rugged 
looking men. Under the glaring sun, I squinted my beady eyes to 
get a clearer view of the four similar looking men. Their piercing blue 
eyes were partially covered by their shaggy, unkempt, black hair. 
Their broad shoulders were slightly bare beneath buttoned-down 
shirts. Their torn jeans and muddy knee-high boots completed their 
strong jaws, full lips and razor-sharp cheek-bones. 

Long, skinny, nimble fingers instantaneously flew all over me 
caressing my petals while bubbling words of praises. “Amazing huh! 
Think of how rich we would be if we sell this raflessia.” One of the 
guys whispered to his friends. A cry escaped from my throat when 
my ears caught the last few words. A few minutes later, “Ugh, what 
a foul stench. This piece of crap just looks good, but she smells 
otherwise.” I felt insulted... 

This forest had been a home for me for the past three years. To be 
exact, a home for all of us. I had the perfect kind of life, the life every 
plant would want to have. Occasionally, the sun rays would fall on 
my petals, invigorating me. My buddies and I had lived here in the 
company of several wild animals and bizarre insects. It may sound 
weird but I did have a best friend here, Penelope, the pitcher plant. 
“Raftchel!!” She was never exhausted enunciating my name, 
beckoning me to have a game with her. Raftchel was indeed a 
combination of my long-gone mum’s and dad’s name. Raffy and 
Rachel. The panoramic view of this forest was simply just heavenly. 
Birds would fly gracefully while bees would often travel flirtatiously 
from sunflower to sunflower, sucking nectar. Our little friends, the 
multi-coloured butterflies would flit about here and there, flapping 
their fragile wings and ants would scurry in a single file. 

Penelope and I had an everlasting friendship. We were almost 
inseparable. She had always been the shoulder for me to cry on and 
we had been through thick and thin together all this while. Every 
night, we would watch the magnificent stars in the velvety inky pitch 
black sky while humming our favourite friendship poem. “Once a 
friend, always a friend, true to promise, right till the end. if our 
friendship is true, no knife can cut it into two...” We would often hold 
hands in a death grip when singing this poem, envisaging our lives 
without each other. Our friendship blossomed year by year and we 
became bosom friends. Back then, life was pure bliss. 

The pungent and obnoxious thick smell of cigarette smoke which 
was wafting through the air and suffocating my olfactory broke my 
bubble of thoughts and jolted me back to reality. My mind was 
slipping in and out of a reverie. I scanned my surroundings. Here I 
was again, gawking at the faces of the lunatics, plotting sinister 
murder on me. At the thought of it, a shiver ran down my spine. 
Grabbing at the golden opportunity knocking at my door. 

, I immediately hushed a silent prayer, wishing they would have at 
least a little bit of mercy for me and change their minds. 
Nonetheless, if my hopes were dampened, this would be the last 
human beings I would be fronting. I was aware that once I was out 
from my roots, I would be gone. 

Bittersweet moments with Penelope began flooding my mind at 
break-neck speed. The times where we had games and 
competitions with the ferns, creepers and bamboo trees were 
spooling back in my head and I almost burst out in tears. I tried my 
very best controlling my emotions and stifled back a few drops of 
tears. I breathed a sigh of relief at the sight of the four men still 
smoking cigarettes behind the rubber tree just a stone’s throw 
away from me while busy prattling about their success in finding 
me. Being one of the country’s most treasured pride was definitely 
not a piece of cake.  

‘Sh-shink...Sh-shink...Sh-shink’. The sound of the sharpening of a 
blade reverberated through the forest. Sweat trickled down my 
face and I could taste the salty perspiration sliding down my upper 
lip. “Were they sharpening it for me?” I questioned myself. I was 
blanched in trepidation and my fears were confirmed when one of 
the men spoke up. “I guess we should start our business now. I 
doubt we would have time later. By the way, the knife is now rather 
sharp.” I realised that it was the end of my life. For the first time 
since the men arrived, I glanced at Penelope but she had drifted 
into deep slumber.  

Lady Luck wasn’t siding me apparently. The man with the knife 
lurked behind the seemingly huge coconut tree. Then, to my 
horror, he raised the knife in the air and crackled a sinister 
laughter. Inch by inch the knife moved towards me. Just as the 
sharp edge scratched me, a fang sank into his skin. It was 
Penelope. She wouldn’t let go of his hands. I stood there, rooted 
to the spot. “Argh..!!” the other men slashed the knife onto 
Penelope. I stifled a scream. Her grip on the man loosened and 
they ran for their lives. Penelope’s eyes slowly closed. Before that, 
she whispered, “The knife has cut me in two. I love you Raftchel. 
Stay strong.” And that was when I realised that she was gone. 

The sun had baked the forest to a dreary brown. A rubber tapper 
came into view. After a hard day’s work, he rested under a tree, 
reading a newspaper. ‘FOUR MEN NABBED IN ATTEMPT TO 
SELL JEWEL OF THE FOREST: THE RAFFLESSIA ...’ the 
headlines read. 
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Clearer Vision of Malaysian Beauty 

  Malaysia is a country of respect, honour, humility, grace and 

also diversity. This is a country that supports differences in 

every aspect, including race, religion, gender and so many 

more. To be a Malaysian is a blessing, for the citizens do not 

have to fear difference, instead they embrace it.     

Malaysian Batik is a great representation of diversity in 

Malaysia. It is the textile art of Malaysia that is the most popular 

in East Malaysia. Its usual motifs are flowers and leaves that 

surround this beautiful land. The variety of designs of various 

flowers symbolises the diversity that attracts tourists to this 

amazing country. When people speak of Malaysia’s Specialty, 

their minds will go straight to cuisine, clothing and the most 

popular flower in Malaysia, which is the Rafflesia. In most 

Malaysian-related portraits, this flower is constantly displayed 

because of its contrast from the flowering family. The Rafflesia 

signifies ethnicity among the peoples and creatures in Malaysia. 

When I was young, my parents brought me to Kota Kinabalu 

National Park and as a young girl I found this trip quite 

interesting because I had the opportunity to see the Rafflesia 

with my own two eyes. It smelled pungent and had the horrible 

odour of decaying flesh which is why it has the nickname, 

“corpse flower”. Overall, the experience was satisfying, 

enjoyable and fascinating as a fellow Malaysian would be after 

seeing this flower in the flesh.     

One of the most well-known animals in this diverse country is 

the Borneon Hornbill. The bird is named after its special body 

part – its beak or casque. However, the Borneon Hornbill comes 

in many kinds - bushy-crested Hornbill, helmeted Hornbill and 

rhinoceros Hornbill. This bird species is enchanting, weird but 

at the same time, interesting. During a school trip two years ago, 

our supervisors brought us to a zoo in Lok Kawi where I saw a 

Borneon Hornbill. I bought seeds from a stall that sold food for 

birds and fed most of it to one of the Hornbills. Later on, those 

hornbills were involved in a show which exhibited their 

intelligence as birds. The Bornean Hornbill is a truly amazing 

and brilliant creature.    

Another breath-taking Malaysian specialty is Mount Kinabalu. 

As a Sabahan, I’m proud to have this mountain as a Malaysian 

specialty because it is honestly a sight for sore eyes. It may not 

be as high as Mount Everest but when you are up on the top of 

the mountain, the scenery is astonishing and you get the feeling 

of being free.   

 

 

The temperature is quite bearable with the right type of 

clothing. Its cold is not life-threatening nor health-risking 

which makes Mount Kinabalu a perfect spot for anyone.     

With all the facts that I’ve written about the flora and fauna 

displayed in the portrait, it all has a deep meaning to me and 

it all represents my beloved country. The disparate flowers 

and patterns were put as a background because that is what 

Malaysia is as a country - full of life, colour, opportunities and 

differences. The three main things that were put in the glass 

symbolise how I look at these amazing creatures. When it 

comes to flora and fauna, these creatures are what attract 

me the most. 
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Semenanjung the Elephant and 

Sabah’Sarawak 

  Once upon a time, there lived an elephant and a rhinoceros. 

The elephant’s name was Semenanjung and the rhinoceros’ 

was Sabah’Sarawak. These two were the best of friends and 

legend said that nothing could break these two apart. 

Semenanjung and Sabah’Sarawak lived in a place called 

Malaysia where there were much beautiful flora and fauna. Both 

of them would do everything together, from playing with the 

Rafflesia to hanging out with the orang-utans. Sabah’Sarawak 

liked to hang beautiful plants around herself, she really liked 

Rafflesia on her ears while Semenanjung would dive into the 

waters of the river and swim like there was no tomorrow. If they 

got bored of that they would stride into town and steal a few 

hats, suits, ties, and blazers and act as if they were professional 

businessmen seeking shops to work together with, they even 

once tricked an old blind lady into thinking that they were from 

the government and wanted to shut her shop down just because 

the old lady asked Semenanjung to pay double for the ice cream 

he bought. As they grew older the friendship started to fade 

slowly, week by week. They would fight sometimes, and the 

fights would end up with them not talking to each other for a few 

days sometimes. During one time they didn’t talk, Semenanjung 

met a girl which he fell in love with, thus causing their friendship 

to fade even faster. Little did they know that their friendship was 

the key to keeping Malaysia together. Based on a legend told 

by a wise man not too long ago, if their friendship ever broke, a 

huge sea would burst out of the ground splitting Malaysia into 

two and would prevent them from meeting and ever seeing each 

other again.  

Semenanjung’s attraction to the girl made Sabah’Sarawak 

really angry and jealous. Semenanjung ignored Sabah’Sarawak 

for long periods of time just to spend time with the girl. On one 

particular day, Sabah’Sarawak tried to split Semenanjung and 

the girl while they were on a date. Semenanjung was going to 

the beach with the girl and have a picnic there so 

Sabah’Sarawak decided to ruin their date by exchanging the 

food in Semenanjung’s picnic basket with solidified mud that he 

got from the base of Mount Kinabalu. Somehow, Semenanjung 

knew about Sabah’Sarawak’s plan to ruin his date and went to 

the mud fields at the base of Mount Kinabalu and met 

Sabah’Sarawak there.  

 

Sabah’Sarawak was gathering mud when Semenanjung met 

him; out of anger Semenanjung exploded at Sabah Sarawak 

with hateful words which Sabah’Sarawak then overheard and 

had the need to answer back and set things straight. 

Sabah’Sarawak shouted back at Semenanjung asking why did 

he leave he alone, asking what had happened between them 

and why did Semenanjung ditch their longtime friendship for a 

girl he had just met. What Sabah’Sarawak just said made 

Semenanjung rethink his decisions on what he did in the past. 

Semenanjung asked for forgiveness from Sabah’Sarawak and 

promised that he will balance out the time spent between 

Sabah’Sarawak and the girl. This put a huge smile on 

Sabah’Sarawak’s face and made her jump for joy as their 

friendship was finally starting to rejoice again.  

On the very next day after, Semenanjung broke up with the girl 

because he found out that she was cheating on him, he then 

immediately told Sabah’Sarawak about what had happened. 

Hearing this made Sabah’Sarawak really happy because 

there was a chance for her to confess her secretly long kept 

feelings for Semenanjung.  

Sabah’Sarawak immediately confessed,making  

Semenanjung seemed shocked at first but turned calm later 

on as he too had feelings for Sabah’Sarawak, to begin with.  

 One year later, Sabah’Sarawak and Semenanjung got 

married and reunited, they lived in Malaysia together. They 

became the keepers of the land and lived happily ever after. 
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The Legend’s Bloom 

  
I heard a tale of a beautiful woman who had a voice as gentle as 
the fluttering wings of a butterfly, rays of sunshine for her hair 
decorated with orchids and eyes as blue as the ocean. She was 
said to be a child of Nature itself, born deep within the heart of a 
mountain in the heart of a country called Malaysia. She is said to be 
the guardian of a magical plant that legend says will cure any 
sickness. Only one such plant exists in the world and over the 
centuries it was given the name “Rafflesia”. The greed of men, 
however, drove the guardian to cast a powerful spell over its special 
flower and the flower, once in full eternal bloom, was transformed 
into a decaying mold that gave a repugnant smell that would drive 
away even the strongest hearts. The casting of the spell sapped the 
beautiful guardian of all her energy and they say that she slumbered 
into an eternal sleep even to this day. Only once more the flower 
shall bloom. Such is the legend of the Rafflesia. 

Gideon listened to the tale of the fortune teller with eyes wide open 
and fingers anxiously clutching the edges of his seat. He had so 
many questions burning in his mouth but the gentle old woman was 
hard of hearing and he did not have much time. He decided to ask 
the most important one. “How do I identify this mold?” he asked. 
“Alas, I do not know. There is a golden pod in the middle of the 
flower that will cure your son of his ailment. All I can tell you is that 
you must journey to Malaysia,” replied the fortune teller. Gideon was 
disappointed but no matter, he would find out on his own. He 
thanked her and tried to give her coins in payment but she smiled 
and refused. “There is no need to pay me for I foresee a great future 
for our nation should you succeed in your quest.” Gideon’s mouth 
opened in surprise. Did that mean that his son held the key to the 
freedom of their corrupt country? 

Gideon’s son, Peter, had recently fallen ill and his health was rapidly 
deteriorating. The doctors could find no explanation for his sudden 
poor?? health and could prescribe no helpful medication either. In 
despair, he had turned to the?? fortune teller for advice. He was 
betting everything on her story and he hoped he would not regret it. 
The journey to Malaysia was uneventful. It was only when he 
reached the mountain that his hunter instincts took over. It was days 
of searching and surviving in the forest on his own. After many 
fruitless days, he began to despair. This forest was huge! How 
would he ever be able to find that mold of a flower, assuming it even 
existed! Even if he found the right mold, how would his mere human 
body make the magical flower bloom once more? The journey 
seemed even more hopeless as he had lost his sense of smell many 
years ago. Even the repugnant smell of the Rafflesia would not help 
him locate it. He walked until he tripped over and fell face flat on the 
forest floor. Exhausted and heavy hearted, Gideon slumped down 
to lean on a tree. He thought about Peter alone at home with the 
housekeeper. He was left a widower many years ago and he had 
raised Peter on his own.  

He had already lost his wife, he could not bear to lose yet another 
loved one. All the weariness and hopelessness finally got to Gideon 
and he began to cry tears of real anguish. As his tears fell, 
everything seemed to happen in slow motion. 

Suddenly the forest glowed with a soft burst of colours and to his 
disbelief, the mound of dirt he had tripped over earlier started to 
bloom before his very eyes. He could hardly believe it! He had found 
the legendary flower. The center of the flower glowed a bright golden 
yellow and, remembering what the fortune teller had told him, he 
cautiously probed around until his fingers closed around something 
cool and round. Sure enough, it was the golden pod that held the 
future of his son’s life. As soon as he removed the pod, the most 
beautiful woman Gideon had ever set eyes upon appeared to him 
as though she was nothing more substantial than an apparition. The 
flower dimmed in its magical aura and disintegrated. She had 
flowers in her hair and the markings of beautiful plants and animals 
on her skin. Her eyes were so blue that Gideon could not help 
thinking of sapphires. She was the very picture of nature itself. When 
she opened her mouth to speak, Gideon felt as if the wind itself were 
speaking to him. “At last, after so many centuries, one with a true 
heart has undone my spell. Hurry now, for I sense that your son has 
but a few days of life left in him.” Then she smiled, waved her hand 
and Gideon’s world dissolved into pure gold. 

Fifteen years later, Peter grew up to be a handsome young man, 
who led the rebellion against the corrupt king’s rule. His bravery and 
his noble heart moved the people to crown him as their King who 
would reign fair and just over many years. He never forgot the story 
of his miraculous healing and passed down the legend of the 
Rafflesia over many generations. As for the beautiful guardian, she 
lived on in her oasis, guarding the new Rafflesia that bloomed in 
place of the old, waiting for the next righteous man to claim the 
power of the Rafflesia’s healing pod. 
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Butterflies - The Little Fairies  

of the Nature Monash University 

  
Butterflies are one of the heavenly creatures on Earth. They have 
charming and mesmerizing distinctive prints on their wings, which 
make them so lovely and beautiful. They come in all sizes, from 
petite to big. They can be found almost everywhere and throughout 
the year in the lush greenery of Malaysia. Butterflies fly around in 
the meadow in the sunshine, and occur in almost every flowering 
and fruiting season. Some of them fly through the woods, some 
flutter through the air and some even love sun-basking.  

Butterfly watching takes great patience but it is a rewarding and 
enriching pastime. Anyone can be amazed by the patterns, designs 
and colors on their wings and body. Butterflies can be sensitive to 
sudden movement or even shadows, thus be gentle to them and 
move at snail’s pace to approach them for some photography.  

There are about 1,200 species of them in Malaysia. Although small, 
they do make picturesque and scenic views of Malaysia. It is 
uncommon to witness Malaysian butterflies in urban parks, open 
fields, gardens, mangroves, thick forests and forest fringes as these 
places are the habitats of butterflies. The rare species of Malaysian 
butterflies are protected in national rain-forest or forest reserves so 
their habitats are left undisturbed for continuity of their species.  

Butterflies have short lives in comparison to humans. The harsh 
reality is that the populations of butterfly species are dwindling 
despite their beauty. The threats have been identified as 
degradation of their natural habitats, drastic climatic change, lack of 
awareness and love for nature, disrupted ecological balance due to 
predators, pests and invasive diseases, human activities such as 
chemical misuse and deforestation.  

The threats to butterflies are known and what kicks in next is 
conservation to save the innocent lives of these tiny creatures and 
their natural habitats. Nature education is important to raise the 
awareness of butterfly conservation among all walks of life. The 
Penang Butterfly Farm (PBF) is an exemplary example in educating 
the public, especially the younger generation. Widespread signages 
are placed at PBF to educate both the young and adult visitors of 
the roles of butterflies in the ecosystem. Educational programs, 
such as “Be a Butterfly Breeder”, are organized in the Education 
Project Room to fuel the curiosity of the young minds.  The adults 
are educated about the misconceptions and their fear of insects via 
the Insect Museum that provides a high educational content. 
Training is also given to teachers to broaden their academic and 
scientific knowledge of butterflies. Butterfly conferences and talks to 
educational institutions are regular contributions of PBF to educate 
the public on the conservation of butterflies. All these educational 
efforts are motivation for the public to conserve and appreciate the 
roles of butterflies in the bionetwork.  

 

  

 

 

 

PBF started as a tourist attraction fwith public display of live 
butterflies supported by extensive breeding facilities to support its 
financial base. Currently, it has six breeding facilities that cater to 
about 3,000 to 4,000 butterflies from 100 indigenous species and 
300 tropical plants. The brainchild of PBF - Live Butterfly Exhibitor 
and Breeding Program – is to serve as a scientific breeding ground 
playing a vital role in butterfly conservation.  

Apart from that, PBF is the focal point for butterfly research. Some 
key research includes the macro-climatic conditions for butterfly 
breeding and use of captive-bred methods to understand the 
nature of butterfly habitats. As such, PBF has drawn the attention 
of many academic researchers locally and internationally. 
Documentaries by various television stations or film-makers on 
PBF have showcased its wonder and beauty behind closed gates.  
This has unlocked the world of wonder and mystery of butterflies 
to the public and also the scientific community. 

Governments should take the initiative to create more forest 
reserves and national parks for butterfly conservation. These 
butterfly houses can be popularized for nature awareness, 
educational tools and long-lasting sustainability of the 
environment for butterfly conservation. Also, the need for 
restoration of butterfly habitats should not be overlooked. 
Disturbed habitats should be restored and replenished by planting 
more host plants as breeding grounds for wild butterflies. Stringent 
rules should be imposed on those who launch activities that 
endanger the natural habitats of butterflies. These approaches are 
necessary  to save Malaysian butterflies in the long-run.  

Community efforts, such as multi-coloured murals or vibrant wall 
paintings of butterflies, should also be considered in the 
conservation of Malaysia butterflies. These little acts speak louder 
than just beautifying the town as they carry important messages 
of love and appreciation for butterflies.  

Butterflies are gentle creatures that make up living diversity with 
us and it is our duty to protect them from forever disappearing from 
Earth. Everyone should be vigilant and play their part to safeguard 
these “little fairies” of nature. Not only do they add exquisiteness 
and vivacity to Nature’s backdrop, but they also have parallel and 
significant roles in the well-being of the ecosystem and Nature’s 
food chain. We are the voice of nature and we give them voice so 
they can be heard. A thing of beauty is a joy forever, let us all 
conserve the beauty of nature so that they last forever.  
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Love is the Conquerer 

 

  

All the other animals were thankful that they fought for Mother 

Nature and for themselves. If it weren’t for them, the animals 

would’ve been living without oxygen at this time and it all came 

from love. It doesn’t have to be among humans, but it can be 

among the flora and fauna, or others in general. In the end, 

we’ve come to realize that love is the conqueror of almost every 

living thing in life. 

 Malaysia is wonderful country with beautiful flora and fauna. 

The land?? has its own beauty and that’s what makes it unique. 

As Mother Nature’s helpers, it is our responsibility to properly 

take care of our surroundings, especially our flora and fauna. 

The flora and fauna are intelligent creations by God for us. In a 

few years, Malaysian flora and fauna can possibly be 

endangered or even extinct if they aren’t well taken care off.  

Mother Nature has its own keeper, and in the Lowland Forest 

in East Borneo, the elephants are the keepers. All the elephants 

live in one big herd. They are very good keepers that care a lot 

for their friends that live in the same Lowland Forest. There was 

an elephant, an old elephant, that was rumoured to be cursed 

by a predator that tried to ruin their home. It was cursed to be 

attached to a golden snake, which was a former keeper of the 

forest. Until this day, they are both attached to each other. 

Sometimes they both found it hard to live like that, but as time 

passed and the clock ticked, they have gotten used to it.  

On a gloomy day, all the animals were resting together in the 

same location. The elephants asked them to rest together as 

they were scared that it might rain and their habitats get 

destroyed by the rain. Everything was fine, until they heard a 

loud, disturbing noise coming from the North of the forest. They 

were more than terrified when they saw a big, tree cutter 

machine attacking their home. The panicked animals ran away 

to find a shelter to live in, except for the herd of elephants. They 

had an idea to stop the predators from destroying the forest. 

The old elephant quietly stood in front of the machine and 

brainwashed them by using its mighty eyes into thinking that it 

was wrong to cut down the forest. The snake, on the other hand, 

was trying to stop the tree cutter machine using its long scaly 

body.  

When the two strong forces combined, the whole forest went 

silent. When the others opened their eyes, it was nothing else 

than a beautiful forest. It looked like it was before, maybe even 

a little better. The predators and their tree cutter machine were 

nowhere to be seen. They just vanished without a trace.  
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Mother Survivor 

 

  

Malaysia is such as wonderful place to live in. It is a small 

independent country with many tropical forests and animals, 

like the orangutan, tiger and snakes.  

Hello, my name is Nur Sayba Tawasil, and this is a drawing of 

a mother orangutan. She escaped from humans who were 

abusing her. She was locked in a cage without food or water. 

They were using her for entertaining crowds for money. She 

ran into the tropical forest where no one could find her. After 

the tragic abuse, she was happy and enjoying life in the forest.  

A few years later, she had a son who’s now 9 months old. She 

promised herself that she will protect herself and her son for 

as long as it takes. She has had a few close calls with 

dangerous animals, like the tiger, the boa-constrictor. Humans 

that have tried to kill her have failed numerous times because 

of her surprising agility despite carrying such a heavy burden, 

her son. Her son is very important to her because he is the 

only family member she has left. She feeds him fruits, cares 

for him with kindness and love and shows him new things in 

the tropical forest. He has grown and grown until he now 

knows how to climb trees. She is surprised and proud of her 

young climbing trees. One day, her son climbed to the top of 

a tree and saw something special, a beautiful sunset with 

beautiful flow colours. He called his mother up to look at the 

beautiful sunset. She didn't know that the sunset could be so 

beautiful. She realized that this place was the right spot for her 

and her son to stay and sleep for a week. She grabbed her 

son and climbed from one tree to another to see the very 

beautiful views. When the sunset was over, they came back 

to their place and rested for the next day to find fruits. As she 

woke up, the vines of the trees had grown around her arms. It 

meant that she is now friends with the trees.   

A few years later, she watered the trees to teach her son to 

protect them.  
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Painting of the Florest 

 

  

In Malaysia, we are mostly surrounded by tropical and diverse 

rainforest with hundreds of species of animals and plants. We have 

different types of living things around us, like Flora and Fauna.    

This painting represents many things in Malaysia. For example, the 

hibiscus and Rafflesia. The hibiscus is Malaysia’s national and 

traditional flower, called the Bunga Raya. Along with the Rafflesia, it 

is the biggest individual flower in the whole world.    

Then, the bees represent honey in the painting. They pollinate 

flowers and make honey in their hives.In the painting, they are 

peacefully buzzing around. The trees represent shelter and oxygen. 

They give us oxygen by the energy of sunlight and give shelter for us 

to rest and relax under them. The dawn represents the new day, in 

which to start and turn over a new leaf. It can give us light as sunshine 

so that we can see. The range of mountains is for protection. It is like 

a huge wall to keep away danger lurking in other places. The rocks 

and bushes give animals places to stay and live. You may wonder 

what kind of animals live in rocks, but they are crabs, worms and 

other species.    

There is also a ginormous snail in the painting carrying flowers on its 

shell. It seems that the snail is protecting the flowers as it is such a 

huge snail.    

As we know Flora and Fauna are beautiful things in the world, we 

should stop eliminating them and start to keep and take care of them 

so that animals may live longer lives. For example, we may do so by 

growing more trees and stopping logging.   

 

KEEP CALM 

AND SAVE 

FLORA AND FAUNA 

FROM 

EXTINCTION 
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Amazing Malaysian Fish – The Smart Archer Fish 

 

  

It was a rainy day, therefore my plan to play football in the playground was cancelled.  Hence, I 

decided to stay at home. While taking my seat near the window my sight was directed to a couple of 

archer fish in the aquarium. “Wow, they are beautiful,” my conscience triggered.  Recalling the event 

of bringing the fish to my house, we were at Johor visiting my uncle’s family during the 1st term school 

holidays. Ethan, my cousin brother, showed me his collection of numerous species of Malaysian 

fishes - different shapes with amazing colours. At that moment, I realized that Malaysia was endowed 

with such beautiful sea creatures. 

While glancing at the aquarium, I spotted the archer fish. Since Ethan is knowledgeable in Malaysian 

fauna, I asked him about the fish. Without hesitation, he explained in detail. It seems the species is 

categorized under fascinating fishes in Malaysia. Moreover, it is one of the unique fishes found in 

Malaysian coastal waters, especially in Johor. According to him, archer fish are highly resilient.  

Looking into my eyes, Ethan sensed the eagerness in me to have the fish. He immediately gave me 

a couple as a gift. Ethan advised me to keep them in a slightly bigger aquarium. Last but not least, 

he listed a few fish foods as proper diets, such as mealworms, brine shrimp and other frozen fish 

food. Happily, I took them back home.  

Oh, what a lovely incident! Again, I looked at the fish in my aquarium and to my surprise, I spotted 

some weird movement in them. My heartbeat increased dramatically as I observed the extraordinary 

action by the archer fish. First, one of the fish came to the aquarium glass where I stood and spit 

water as it looked at me and repeated this several times. It looked funny and amazing. I started to 

wonder the reason behind the reaction. Unfortunately, I could not explain anything.  

That night, while flipping through The Star newspaper of 27th June 2016, I came across an article on 

archer fish. I was extremely surprised and shocked to read the article. It was on research at University 

of Oxford where they found that the fish can recognize humans. Once the fish recognizes a person, 

it will spit water as a signal of recognition. Furthermore, it can recognize the person in a black and 

white picture with 86 percent accuracy. Oh, my God, I noticed that in my fish just now. “Great, my fish 

can recognize me. Malaysia’s fauna is truly amazing,” I screamed loudly. My parents rushed to me. 

They looked puzzled and asked, “Why did you scream?” I told them the story and showed them the 

newspaper article. They were surprised too.  

My father explained that our country has many beautiful and extraordinary flora and fauna yet to be 

discovered. He said that we need to read more and visit our national parks to learn and appreciate 

these flora and fauna.   

Now, I have started reading about Malaysia’s unique species, both flora and fauna. I refer to many 

sources, such as newspapers, magazines, journals and the internet. It gives me great knowledge and 

exposure. “Thank you, archer fish”, said my heart. The smart archer fish had proved that “A Thing of 

Beauty is a Joy Forever”. 
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A Day in The Forest  

 

  
In a village by the forest lived a boy named Phobos and his sister Delma. They lived with their parents. The children often 

went into the forest, where they played with the flora and fauna. 

One sunny and bright day, their parents gave them permission to walk in the forest. When they entered the forest, they 

could hear the peaceful sounds of the forest and the sounds of bird chirping, and they also saw different types of flora and 

fauna. They could also feel the wind blowing. Not only that, when the wind blew, it rustled the flora, and they both laughed 

at the dancing plants and felt very happy.Suddently, Phobos wanted to pick some flowers but Delmos stopped him.  She 

said, “The flowers are the   

Mother of Nature. We should respect them and flowflowers can bring appiness to us. After a while in the forest, they 

started to go home. They told their parentsparents abo about their trip in the forest. 
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The Jungle Saves The Day 

 

  

One very normal day, King Lion was informed about a very tragic 

thing that had taken place in the peaceful jungle by one of his 

loyal friends, Mr Tiger. “My king, come quick. There is something 

in the jungle for you to see,” said Mr Tiger frantically. “What is it, 

my friend?” said King Lion in his calm and peaceful voice. “Come 

quickly, My king,” said Mr Tiger once more. Without any delay, 

King Lion rushed to the scene with Mr Tiger and was shocked. 

King Lion could not believe his eyes at what he was seeing. “What 

is this?” asked King Lion as he stood at the sight of a plane that 

had crashed in the middle of the jungle. “There could be people 

in there,” said King Lion. The kind king ordered his faithful 

servants to open the plane door and once they did, all the animals 

including King Lion were stunned when they saw a group of 

children inside the plane. 

They children had passed out due to the crash. Since the children 

were out cold, King Lion felt sorry for them. He attempted to take 

them into the jungle and take care of them. However, King Lion 

wanted to hear the other animals’ opinions. So, King Lion ordered 

for a jungle meeting with all the other animals. Soon enough, all 

the other animals were at the place where the meeting was being 

held. King Lion told the other animals about his suggestion. 

“Everyone, I am making a suggestion. I suggest that we take the 

children on the plane into the jungle and take care of them”. Some 

animals disagreed with the king’s decision and some agreed. 

Some animals disagreed with King Lion because he was breaking 

the rules of the jungle, which were made by himself. Some 

animals even started disrespecting King Lion and started arguing. 

However, King Lion was patient. He reminded the animals about 

the other rule of the jungle. “Now, now… we must not fight,” said 

King Lion as he advised all the animals in his patient tone. 

King Lion’s patient voice was enough to convince all the animals. 

After that, King Lion started discussing about the children’s 

safety, shelter and food. Luckily, a family of brave tigers 

volunteered to take care of the children by providing them with 

food, shelter and protection. As soon as that was settled, the tiger 

family soon brought the children to a wide and spacious area by 

carrying them on their backs. The area was where the tigers 

dwelled. 

A long time ago, deep in a peaceful forest on the island of 

Tioman, there lived graceful animals such as deer, monkeys, 

giraffes, lions, tigers and many other animals with their kind 

and beloved king, King Lion, who was respected and loved 

by all his loyal animals. The animals were respected and 

treated fairly by their astounding king. Every animal in the 

jungle would always help one another, considering that they 

were all best friends. You know what they say, a friend in 

need is a friend indeed. 

They all lived in a very harmonious and peaceful jungle. 

King Lion was very proud to be the king of the magnificent 

jungle. He would always tell himself how lucky he was to be 

the king of this jungle at least for now. King Lion would 

always make sure the animals of the jungle were safe and 

sound. He would go the extra mile, take extra precautions or 

anything he could do to protect the animals. 

 

The next day, the children were awake and were also very 

surprised to find themselves in the middle of a wide area in the 

middle of the jungle “Hello, anyone there?” said the children 

frantically. Suddenly, a rustling noise came from some bushes 

nearby. A tiger came out of the bushes. It was Papa Tiger. In fear, 

all the children were screaming at the top of their lungs. “Get away 

from us,” yelled the children with their negative thoughts of the 

aggressive-looking tiger attempting to eat them. Once Papa Tiger 

approached them, he began to speak. “Have no fear children for 

I am not going to eat any of you,” said Papa Tiger. The children 

were shocked to see a talking tiger for the first time in their lives. 

Papa Tiger soon began to explain to the children what had 

happened. After that, the children were calm. Mama Tiger and the 

others had gone to look for food so Papa Tiger decided to stay 

behind and keep the children company and protect them. Soon, 

Mama Tiger and the others were home and they gave the children 

some edible berries and fruits they had found in the jungle. The 

children thanked the tigers for caring and looking after them. They 

really appreciated it. The children explained that they were 

supposed to be going on a trip on their own but that the plane had 

crashed due to fuel inconsistency. The children also introduced 

themselves. Their names were Chong, Ravi, Lee Cheng, Mary 

and Ruby. Since it was 3 days since the children had been 

stranded in the jungle. King Lion started to get concerned. He 

feared that the children would NEVER get home. He soon began 

to think. “What is going to happen to these poor children? Their 

parents would be worried sick about them,” said King Lion. 

All of a sudden, there was a moment of silence in the jungle…and 

then, a LOUD noise was coming from high up in the sky above 

the jungle. “Could it be?” King Lion asked himself. Indeed, the 

sound of rescue. The sound was coming from a helicopter above 

them. King Lion knew this was the only way to get the children 

home. He had to come up with a plan and fast, and he did. King 

Lion ordered a group of eagles to fly high up in the sky to get the 

helicopter’s attention and they did. The helicopter spotted the 

eagles and managed to land on the island safely with the eagles 

guiding them. The tigers brought the children to the helicopter. 

The children thanked the kind animals and King Lion for looking 

after them or else they would not have survived. 

The children kissed all the animals of the jungle goodbye. The 

children were very glad to go home. They boarded the helicopter 

and flew home safely and for the animals, they have become the 

children’s greatest heroes and the jungle remained as 

harmonious as ever.  
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The Malayan Tiger 

 

  

On that fine day of the opening ceremony of the games, Ravenna 

was looking around anxiously for the Indochinese tiger. She had 

brought all her gear and supplies for capturing it. Since she knew 

she was not capable of capturing it alone, she had brought a few 

of her henchmen to finish the job. When the tiger finally appeared 

in the ceremony, Ravenna quickly got hold of her gun, which was 

loaded with tranquilizer darts, responsible for making the tiger 

hibernate for a short period of time. She hurried to a more discreet 

corner of the stadium to cover her tracks, so she doesn’t get 

caught. She aimed at the tiger, took a breath and shot the tiger.  

The tiger fell to the ground and the whole stadium was silent and 

gasped in fear. Everybody was looking around for the person 

responsible for it. As soon as everybody started looking around, 

Ravenna took off her coat and hat that she wore and replaced it 

with a sun hat and a casual sweater. She threw her suitcase of 

darts and supplies in the garbage chute next to her and sounded 

the emergency alarm to make everyone panic and scramble out 

of the stadium, making the stadium messy and chaotic, hence 

making the chance of capturing the tiger bigger. The henchmen 

dressed as veterinarians ran down and carried the tiger to the van 

looking like they were bringing it to the vet. You see, Ravenna 

was a very smart woman. She went through the plan twice, 

making sure that the plan would go smoothly. She and her 

henchmen quickly hurried into the van along with the sleeping 

tiger to her private island. Little did she know that a fellow 

newscaster was recording the whole scene secretly. He was 

ordered to be in the stadium to observe the scene as the head of 

the news company suspected that Ravenna would be there 

because whenever an endangered feline appeared, Ravenna 

would always be there, but, unfortunately, the police had never 

caught her. So, the head of the news channel ordered the 

newscaster to spy on the event for more news and excitement. 

 Soon after the newscaster recorded the whole scene, he quickly 

sent it to the head of the news channel to report the scene. After 

a few days, when the head of the news channel finally had 

information and evidence of this case, he broadcasted it on 

television and caught the attention of the police. It also caught the 

attention of Ravenna, who screamed furiously out of anger and 

quickly packed her bags to London to place the tiger in her private 

land. But to her surprise, the police already knew her next move 

because one of her henchmen actually reported this news to the 

police, due to Ravenna’s cruelty to him. The police hurried to the 

airport to arrest her and free the tiger.  

 

When the police got hold of her, they quickly brought Ravenna to 

the nearest police station for further investigation.  

When they reached there, they brought the tiger to safety in the 

local zoo. The police pressed charges against Ravenna and she 

was sentenced 3 years in prison for breaking the laws in what she 

had done. The police decided that Ravenna should do some 

cleaning work in the zoo while in jail as punishment for what she 

had done to endangered animals. The police quickly found her 

private land where she kept the animals and returned each species 

to its own land. To their surprise, she had managed to capture more 

than 200 species of felines! 

From this story, we should learn to protect and appreciate the flora 

and fauna of Malaysia before they become extinct so that they will 

remain for future generations to come. We proud Malaysians will 

never forget the wonderful flora and fauna that God has given us! 

 

The Indochinese tiger is thetiger species of Indochina in 

Southeast Asia. It is also known as the Malayan tiger.  

In 2010, there was an annual Olympic Game in Stadium 

Merdeka, Malaysia. For the event, the organising committee 

adopted the Indochinese tiger as its mascot. It appeared in 

the opening ceremony of the games because it was the most 

iconic symbol of our country.  

Meanwhile, there was this British woman named Ravenna 

Moran who had heard the great news of the Indochinese 

tiger appearing in the games. She was not only a selfish and 

vain woman but also cruel and cold-hearted. She spent her 

enormous fortune in hunting endangered feline species for 

her own pleasure, keeping them in her own private land in 

London. She had broken many laws to keep these 

endangered animals. She was very excited about this news 

because she had been hunting the Indochinese tiger for 

umpteen years and failed to get one. Now, since she had the 

chance, she would not waste the opportunity.  
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The MIS Adventure 

 

  

Once upon a time, there lived 3 hunters, named Ahmad, Adnan and Kamil. 

They were best friends. They did almost everything together. They stayed 

in the jungle to hunt wild animals. 

One day, they saw a poster that said “Tiger for circus wanted”, and the 

reward was $5,000. They were surprised and planned to hunt a tiger the 

next morning. After much hard work, they managed to catch a tiger. They 

shot its leg so that the tiger lost its balance. They tied the tiger’s legs to a 

wooden pole and carried it on their shoulders. 

On the way to the circus, Kamil realized that they shouldn’t do this to the 

wild animals in the jungle. He felt bad and wanted to release the tiger, but 

Ahmad and Adnan refused and forced Kamil to keep walking. “We can 

make lots of money from this tiger”, said Ahmad and Adnan happily. 

 

Then after walking for a long time the sky turned dark and it 

started to rain. They ran and took shelter under a tree. Then 

they saw a small boy playing in the rain alone. He walked 

towards them and sat in front of them. 

Then, the boy started talking. He asked, “What are you 

going to do to the tiger?” Then Ahmad said, “Mind your own 

business!” The boy said, “There are six remaining sub-

species of tigers in the world. Protecting them is very 

important. We need to make sure that they can survive in 

the wild .” 

“Right now this tiger is listed in the top ten endangered 

animals, which isn’t a good sign for their future.” 

Then Ahmad got mad and told Adnan and Kamil, “Let’s just 

keep walking and leave the boy here.” Then, there was a 

sudden clap of thunder followed by lightning  and the rain 

got heavier. Kamil said, “Let’s just wait until the rain calms 

down.” 

The boy laughed and kept talking. “The Sumatran tiger is 

the smallest of all tiger sub-species. There are about 500 or 

less of them in the world. There are aggressive efforts to 

protect them and get their numbers back up. However, this 

effort has really only been since 2007.  

Then Ahmad said, ‘’We will send this tiger to the zoo, we 

promise’’.  

Then the boy replied, ‘’Even the best zoo cannot come 

close to the tiger’s natural home, the rich, wild forest.” 

 “If we continue to destroy the tiger’s home and only keep 

specimens in the zoo and expect the species to survive, we 

will be the losers. Protecting the tiger’s natural habitat is 

what saves the tiger, not locking it up in unnatural zoos. A 

tiger does not have any freedom in a zoo, often its cage is 

dull, cramped, unclean and it may not even have enough 

food to eat. Some zoos may create large forest-like areas 

with water pools for tigers, but it’s never the real thing! The 

tiger is put on display as if it were an object to look and laugh 

at or tease. We must tell our zookeepers that children do 

not like seeing animals suffering in zoos. Often, animals die 

because they are treated badly or not given adequate 

veterinary care. 13 tigers dying in one of the best managed 

zoos in India, the Nandankan zoo in Orissa, came as a 

shock to Indian authorities who started questioning whether 

it is really necessary to have zoos at all. 

 

Then, the boy asked again, ‘’What are you going to do 

to the tiger?’’ 

‘’We are going to sell this tiger to the circus,’’ said the 3 

hunters scaredly.??  

The boy smiled and said that it’s much the same thing 

with the circus. People used to go to circuses, even with 

their children, because they thought the big cat ‘shows’ 

were fun. But their trainers often starve them and use 

whips to get them to learn their ‘tricks’. Tigers can be 

suffocated when they are transported in small crates and 

cages as the circus travels. Besides whips, tight 

muzzles, iron rods and electric prods may be used. 

Luckily, now people have realized that it is cruel to use 

animals in the circus for our amusement and cruelty can 

never be amusing. We must promise to never, never go 

to a circus or zoo for an outing or a picnic. Let’s go on a 

nature trail instead and watch animals ‘live’! There’s so 

much that nature has to offer. 

 ‘’I think is better if you release the tiger in the jungle’’, 

said the boy 

The rain stopped and the boy disappeared 

 The 3 hunters keep walking. 

“Why are you walking in the circus direction?” asked 

Kamil. 

“We are going to sell this tiger to the circus. We are not 

going to waste our energy for nothing,” answered 

Ahmad. “But we promised the boy that we are going to 

release the tiger in the jungle,” answered kamil. 

Ahmad and Adnan ignored Kamil, and kept on walking. 

Then, when the hunters reached the circus, there was 

nothing. Not even a clown, it was just a wooden house. 

The hunters were shocked, and looked at the directions 

in the poster from the circus. It was just a blank piece of 

paper. The boy appeared, and said, “It was me that 

wrote the poster” with a big laugh. “The tiger is also fake. 

You deserve it as you never respect nature that is given 

by God,” said the boy and disappeared in the blink of an 

eye. 

“We walked 5 days to the circus to sell this tiger and it 

was all a waste!” said Adnan. 

“We deserve it, we never respected Nature” said Kamil. 

The 3 hunters really regretted, and stopped hurting 

nature from that day onwards. 
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The Golden Rose  

 

 

  

Once upon a time, there was a kingdom of flowers in the 

tropical forest. This tropical forest was filled with lovely and 

attractive flowering plants. The forest had a variety of flowers. 

The various flowers contributed to the beauty of the tropical 

forest. Some of the flowers that bloomed in this forest were 

daisies, sunflowers, hibiscus, morning glory and blossom. 

There were also other unique flowers, like the petunia, camellia 

and tulip. Amongst all these pretty flowers, there was also a 

type of plant that lived with pride and vanity. They were known 

as roses.  

The kingdom was ruled by a gorgeous queen. The queen was 

called Rafflesia. Queen Rafflesia was known as the largest of 

all flowers on this planet. Rafflesia was a queen who ruled her 

kingdom with love, humbleness, justice, and all the amazing 

values a good ruler would possess.  

In the tropical forest there also lived a golden rose plant. It 

bloomed once a day. The entire kingdom admired the golden 

rose. The petals of the golden rose were bright and shiny. The 

whole kingdom would shine and glitter with the beauty of the 

golden rose.  

Every year the forest celebrated a grand party involving all the 

plants. This year the plants decided to do something special 

for their dear queen. The queen’s birthday was just around the 

corner. So, they decided to have a surprise birthday party for 

the queen. Everyone was waiting eagerly for the queen’s 

assistant to announce the birthday party.  

As soon as the announcement was made, everyone 

volunteered to decorate the venue where the party was to be 

held. It was kept a secret to the queen. Everyone was in full 

swing to make the party grand. Everyone finished their work. It 

was a very grand preparation.  

The most awaited day finally arrived. It was the queen’s 

birthday. The plants dressed in their best. The queen’s 

assistant brought the queen to the party. As she walked into 

the room every plant cried out aloud, ‘SURPRISE!’ and sang 

the birthday song. The queen was overwhelmed with the grand 

party. She decided to grant wishes to the plants who attended 

the party. As soon as the plants heard the queen’s 

announcement, they were on cloud nine. Everyone cheered 

and thanked the queen for granting them a wish. 

The plants queued up to get their wishes. The plants received 

their wishes. Finally, it was the golden rose’s turn. The golden 

rose thought for a moment. It had an idea. It asked the queen 

to grant some magical dust to enhance its beauty. Without 

hesitation, the queen granted the golden rose the magical 

dust. Just before the party ended the queen reminded the 

plants that they could only enjoy their wishes as long as they 

were kind to others. 

 

The golden rose started to use the dust daily. It grew more 

attractive than before. Every plant in the kingdom was glorified 

with the beauty of the golden rose. One fine morning, all the 

rose plants came to meet the golden rose requesting to have 

some of her magical dust. The golden rose was surprised to 

see the other roses coming to visit. The golden rose did not 

realize that it had attracted the other plants.  

 

Although it was happy with its new appearance it was not 

pleased to share the magical dust with the other roses. It 

gradually started to be selfish. At first, it refused to share the 

magical dust for the reason it did not have enough for the 

week. Eventually it started to decline the requests. 

  

The golden rose had totally forgotten about the queen’s 

message that the wishes would only work as long as they were 

kind to everyone. All the other roses went back home feeling 

blue. Next morning the golden rose was afraid that other 

flowers would ask for the dust again. So the golden rose used 

all the magical dust for itself in a split second.  

 

The next day, the golden rose was excited to see how it looked. 

However, it was shocked to see its beautiful and shiny petals 

becoming dry and weak. The golden flower looked very ugly. 

Only then did the rose remember that the act of being selfish 

and greedy was the cause. From that day onwards the rose 

was kind to everyone. The golden rose regretted its act.  
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A Walk With Nature in Malaysia 

My Pride, My Love, My Sanctuary 

 

  

The wind was blowing, gently caressing everything in its path, while 

the gloriously scintillating sun was like a king towering majestically 

over the mountains all the way to the east.  That was Nature I 

witnessed in its purest form as I was walking through a forest. While 

walking through the forest – the Malaysian forest that I love so dearly, 

green and warm all year round- I could hear the sweetest of 

melodious sounds that chorused to my ears. I could also hear the 

crackling of small twigs and dry leaves as they responded to my 

steps.   The wildlife of the forest seemed to be aware of my presence, 

letting me know that with the myriad sounds of flora and fauna – 

buzzing of bees, warbling of birds, chattering of monkeys, rustling of 

leaves, even the faint sounds of the most minute life – that I have 

much to love about life, yes life. As I rambled on, I spotted a huge 

waterfall, its refreshing water cascading down the rocks, breaking 

into bubbles at every nook and cranny it passed.  With its surface 

shimmering like diamonds, I could see the bottom of the pool below 

the waterfall through the crystal-clear water.  Oh! What a lovely sight!    

I passed by many majestically tall ancient trees, somehow making 

their presence felt as the guardians of the habitants of the forest. 

They seemed to shelter me too like a grandfather as their branches 

formed a canopy, keeping out the sun to protect me. From afar, I 

could see some trees seemingly smiling and waving at me, 

welcoming me to their sanctuary. As a zephyr whispered through the 

trees, they seemed to sing in different tones and danced magically, 

intoxicatingly, under the sun. Bewitched, I gingerly touched a trunk, 

fearful of hurting it - it felt coarse, its bark crinkled like the wrinkles 

on an old man’s face. The old, the aged that allows the new and the 

young to emerge - the old leaves on the ground were the sign of 

decay, the new leaves were the new life. I could see some young 

roots sprouting up from the generous earth. Oh, the life of our 

Malaysian forest – ever growing and saving humans from dire 

consequences such as extinction.  What a heavenly place to have 

and to have a leisurely walk.  

I moved on, my rambling pleasantly accompanied by the sounds of 

flapping wings in the sky. I looked up, not knowing what birds I would 

have the fortune to see. What a gorgeous view!  Vibrantly colourful 

parrots and other birds were gliding and soaring, the sky a backdrop 

of heavenly puffy snow white clouds against a serene blue drifting 

enjoyably in the sky. I felt my head spinning with delight and my heart 

beating with happiness as well as gratefulness. 

I was enchantingly entertained by their birdsong - I would otherwise 

feel that I was trudging the quite rough terrain - the song lightened 

my mood and brought the gift that nature has bestowed on us.  The 

different patterns and colours of the parrots uncannily seemed to 

represent the multiracial people of this country – a country of 

harmony and unity.  Ironically, the swiftness and speed of the 

avians were a stark contrast to some tiny, slimy snails that I saw 

crawling by unhurriedly.  Some were motionless, inert, hiding inside 

their shells.  All the same, I became more appreciative of their 

tardiness – I too should slow down and enjoy all the flora and fauna 

so abundant in Malaysia.  I was really enjoying my peaceful walk.  

I ambled on - relaxed - and continued to enjoy my walk. On I 

saunterd and, Behold!  What an amazing, awesome sight!  I was 

completely entranced by a garden of vividly colourful flowers, 

swaying, dancing gracefully with the wind. Their fragrance scented 

the air with crispness and freshness.  Suddenly, a creature flew out 

from the flowers into the air. I moved closer - it was a butterfly, a 

most beautiful one with wings in a kaleidoscope of colours.  It 

seemed under remote control as it moved its wings up and down, 

so precisely, as if a tiny electrical current controlled its knobbed 

antennae and intricately-patterned wings.  I could not help wishing, 

although I knew it was only wishful thinking, that this lovely creature 

will live forever to intoxicate the earth with its beauty but, alas, the 

butterfly’s life is fragile and short. Yet a splendid creature, its 

loveliness always having the ability to bring joy and wonder to 

whoever has the fortune to set his eyes on it.  

My walk was never short of the wonders of the earth - I saw plants 

with deep pitcher-shaped pouches - pitcher plants. Deceptive 

plants, as they are actually carnivores, containing fluids that can 

attract insects, trapping them, devouring them.  Once when I was 

young, I saw a pitcher plant with insects on it. The lid of the pitcher 

closed tightly, giving the poor insects no chance to get out alive, 

ever.   It looked wicked to me, yet I knew that was life. I could not 

help though feeling goose bumps all over my arms.   

My rendezvous with the forest finally came to an end.   It was time 

to say goodbye.  As though sensing my emotions, the trees were 

waving to me, bidding me adieu.  I felt more connected to my 

Malaysia, my forest from that day. I really enjoyed myself that day. 

Why not?  It was very exhilarating for me, it was a time of discovery.  

I hope I will have another opportunity to explore the beauty of 

mother nature in Malaysia. 
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A Wonderful Journey 

 

  

The sun shone brightly. “Where am I?”. I woke up and wanted to 

escape from the Malayan Tapir, but I could not speak. I could see a 

group of Bornean Orangutans chasing us. 

“Rock, paper, scissors!” A short, slim body with an untidy shirt boy 

was playing with his brother. “Ha! Andy, you lose! Go and wash the 

clothes, you loser!” His brother pointed at the boy and laughed at 

him. Andy, a 15-year old playful boy. The scar on his face 

represented his characteristics. “Fine. Next time you will not be so 

lucky as today!” Andy was disdained and walked to the large washing 

machine at the corner of the kitchen. Andy watched the washing 

machine for a long time. He was thinking about how to use it. This 

was the first time he was using the washing machine to wash the 

clothes. Without thinking, he put all the clothes into the washing 

machine. He thought he was a genius that could do the washing by 

himself. Suddenly, he slipped over some water on the floor. “Boom!” 

He felled into the large washing machine. He requested someone for 

help, but he blacked out the next minute. 

The sun shone brightly in the sky. I opened my eyes. I could see 

many small, beady eyes with brown irises on both sides of faces. 

Their eyes were covered in a blue haze, which was corneal 

cloudiness thought to be caused by repetitive exposure to light. It 

was the Malayan Tapir. They were surrounding him. 

“Where am I?” A question popped out of my mind. I woke up and 

wanted to escape from the Malayan Tapir. But I could not wake and 

walk like a human. I was staring at my hands, legs and body. How 

could it be…? I could only see light-colored patches that extended 

from my shoulders to my rear end. The rest of my hair was black, 

except that the tips of my ears were rimmed with white. When I was 

about to open my mouth and asked them to answer my doubtful 

thoughts, they carried me and ran away in a hurry. 

I shouted at them to put me down, but my voice did not came out. I 

could not speak. When I was using my limbs and trunk to revolt it, I 

could see a group of Bornean Orangutans chasing me at the back. 

Their hands were holding purple mangosteens. The Bornean 

Orangutan is the third-heaviest living primate after two species of 

gorilla. We escaped from them with the help of a number of Lesser 

mouse deer, the smallest known hoofed mammal. It is threatened by 

the predation of feral dogs. They assembled to scare away the 

Bornean Orangutans. 

The Asian Elephant ears are small with dorsal borders folded 

laterally. Their feet are nail-like structures. Skin colour is grey. 

Malayan Pangolin, its skin is granular. It has thick and powerful 

claws to dig into soil in search of ants or to tear into termite 

mounds. Its body is covered by rows of scales and fibrous hair. 

Malayan Flying Femur. It glides as it leaps among trees but cannot 

fly. Gaur, a strong and massively built species with a high convex 

ridge on its forehead between the horns, which bend forward, 

causing a deep hollow in the profile of the upper part of the 

head. Malayan Peacock-pheasant, the shortest-tailed peacock-

pheasant. Bare facial skin surrounds its eyes with their bluish-

white iris. 

The sun was hiding somewhere. The sky was dark. I could smell 

something from somewhere nearby. The smell led me to the 

source. Big black smoke came out from our domain. This made me 

remember that the female Malayan Tapir, “my” mother, was telling 

me that tonight there would be a big war and she wanted me to 

stay here. But as I could not hide my curiousity, I joined them 

secretly. As I reached the destination, I could see many of them 

had died. The fire was burning strongly and many of the plants, 

such as the Bamboo orchid, were burnt. They used durians and 

mangosteens to attack us. When I decided to run away, my mother 

saw me and quickly ran to me and gave me a hug. I could see a 

durian was thrown to me, but it hit my mother. My tears flowed 

down. She died because of me. 

      Rafflesia, its flowers look and smell like rotting flesh and the 

foul odour attracts insects, such as flies. They covered all our 

enemies: Bornean Orangutan, Proboscis Monkey, Crab-eating 

Macaque and Siamang to eat them with the help of Nepenthes 

Macrophylla, a climbing plant bearing a series of highly developed 

ribs. They finally gave up. They realized that the docile animals 

could also beat them one day later. 

Uncontrollable emotion made me lose my marbles. I picked up the 

durian and wanted to throw it to the Malayan Tiger. They held me 

back. Malayan Tiger came and apologized. “Ah-Choo!” I sneeze 

and fainted again. 

“Andy! Wake up! Are you okay?” I could hear a clear voice calling 

me. I opened my eyes, and saw my brother. He saw me wake up, 

sighed and said “ I was worried about you. You fell into the washing 

machine two hours ago.” I smiled, and thought that I just returned 

from a wonderful journey. It gave me inspiration. I will value my 

family and will not bully others anymore. 
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Al and the Magical Orb 

 

  

Centuries ago, there existed a remote forest in the depths of 

Malaysia. There was a natural barrier powered by a magical orb 

situated in the centre of the forest. The barrier created a safe 

habitat for animals to grow and evolve. Through the miracles of 

natural selection came the tapir. They lived in large herds and lived 

prosperous lives. Al the tapir was one of them. But it did not last 

long. 

A few weeks after his birth, the barrier was breached. Hunters 

entered their territory. The tapirs’ brute aggression was no defence 

against the hunters’ rifles. Their actions were futile. They fled, but 

the hunters, filled with greed, pursued them. Al’s mother had to 

carry Al along with her as Al, a new-born, could not run as fast. The 

hunters closed in. Al’s mother knew there was not much time, and 

only one of them could survive. Then, Al’s mother hid him in the 

bushes and did the unthinkable. She rushed towards the hunters 

as though she was a suicidal maniac. A loud bang was heard, and 

his mother’s carcass was sold for money. 

The hunters left. Al, alone and hungry, started crying. The sound 

of his sobbing drew the attention of the nearby orang-utan clan. 

One of the orang-utans, out of curiosity, uncovered him among 

some bushes. He brought Al back to his clan. Out of sympathy, the 

orang-utans decided to raise him together. 

As Al grew up, he had a great time there; everyone treated him as 

if he was one of their kind. To repay their debt, Al decided to 

contribute to the clan by collecting wild berries for the orang-utans 

while the orang-utans went about their daily routine. However, one 

faithful day, it all changed. When he went back, to his dismay, all 

he could see were stumps sticking out of the ground. Where was 

everyone? In a distance, he saw a large yellow monster dumping 

chopped trees into a humongous beast. There was neither large 

yellow monster nor humongous beast, all it was were the machines 

the loggers came with, and on the machines were the orang-utans! 

Al tried chasing after them but the iron machines were too fast for 

him. He watched as his friends were taken away in metal cages. 

Al was left all alone, once again. Then there came another group 

of loggers. Al decided he shouldn’t be there for another second. 

He sobbed as he wandered the forest. All of a sudden, something 

fell out of the sky and landed right before him, nearly hitting him 

right on the head, a close call it sure was. It was uncle Bob, the 

hornbill. “Why did you fall out of the sky, Uncle Bob?” asked Al. “I 

was just flying in the air, until suddenly, I couldn’t breathe, I felt 

suffocated and consequently lost consciousness.” His voice 

sounded as rough as sand paper. 

Moments later, other birds fell down. He looked up and all he 

could see was a cloud of black smoke. “Maybe that is what was 

causing the birds to suffocate,” he thought. To prevent more birds 

from suffocating, he decided to find the origin of the black smoke. 

As he wandered, he came across a giant tree, big trees he had 

seen before but never the like of this. He then noticed that there 

was a large gaping hole in the tree trunk. Inside, was a green, 

glowing orb about the size of an apple. “Could it be?” thought the 

tapir. “I have only heard stories of it but never have I seen it 

before”. Indeed, Al had stumbled on the magic orb that had been 

protecting the jungle over a millennium. However, the orb did not 

seem as green as described. Something was wrong. “Ah, have 

you come to see the magic orb?” a mysterious voice said. The 

tapir jolted in surprise. “Who’s there?” as Al looked around him 

nervously. “I” said a tree. Al looked at him in awe. “You are lucky 

to have seen the orb before it is gone for good.” said the tree. 

“Gone for good?” replied Al. “Yes, the acts of humanity plague the 

ecosystem, causing the orb to lose its power. Once it loses its 

glow, this forest will cease to exist, including you and I.” “Can’t I 

do anything to save it?” said Al courageously. ”Yes, there is, but 

you must venture into the Far Lands, to retrieve a special red orb. 

You must hand it to me, in order to save our home.” Without any 

hesitation, Al began his journey. There wasn’t much he could do, 

as there were only tales of such mythical place. 

Along his journey, he met Jack the sun bear. He greeted Jack in 

a friendly manner and brought up the topic as they were chatting. 

Apparently, Jack had heard some tales about the far lands and 

shared them with Al. “It is said that the Far Lands are to the north, 

but to my knowledge, no one has ever found it.” That was all Al 

could get. But no matter how, he had to venture on. 

After a long arduous journey, he found a cave. At the far end of 

the cave was light. Could it be? Well there’s only one way to find 

out. Before he reached the end, he fell down a hole, a deep one, 

which led to what seemed to be a paradise. A jungle completely 

untouched by the acts of man. He asked the locals of the red orb 

and after some effort, eventually found it. He immediately 

returned to the tree.  

The tree grabbed the orb and put it next to the green orb. Sadly, 

after a while, nothing had happened. Disappointed, he left. Then, 

he heard the sound of human conversation. He took a closer look, 

and saw a group of people replanting the forest. Then he 

understood everything, he had not returned any miracle or magic, 

but instead environmental consciousness to the people. Finally, 

hope had returned… 
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BEAUTY IN A SHADOW 

 

  

Her tan skin, grey baju kurung, a headscarf wrapped 

comfortably around her head with her favourite colours, her 

hazel eyes so enchanting like a beautiful limestone cave, her 

high nose like a mountain that stands proudly through the 

grumbles of the earth, and her cupid lips always in a luscious 

red as if strawberries were growing from her lips. 

 “Where’s my homework? Hope that you’re done with it, or you 

know the consequences”, Britain spat out with a grim smile 

plastered on his face, voice laced with ego and a hint of venom. 

“Here...”, with that word leaving her trembling lips, she held out 

the stack of books with her shaky hands, as if the books could 

just drop to the floor in a split second at the rate she was going. 

“Well, I hope you did a great job on my essay. Since it is free 

titled I wouldn’t want it done half-heartedly. I’ll be back with my 

next batch of homework for you,” Britain swiftly grabbed the 

books from her grip and joyfully strutted to his first class, 

English. The classroom was empty as there were ten minutes 

till class officially started. With a sense of doubt, Britain pulled 

out a sheet of white piece of paper from his lilac folder as he sat 

at his place. Thus, in the vacant classroom, he read the title 

aloud: A Thing Of Beauty Is a Joy Forever, and his navy blue 

eyes proceeded to scan the neatly written essay. 

Devon, the Malayan tiger, lived in the deep jungle of Kota 

Kinabalu with his clan. Growing up as a tiger was something 

everyone wanted to do in the jungle. Fame before you were 

even born, well-earned reputation before you even existed, 

nothing to worry about as they were all natural-born leaders and 

hunters, but of course they had to have a conscience at the 

same time, knowing that the jungle was meant to be shared. 

Devon had a friend that he treasured oh-so dearly, Kancil, the 

introverted petite mouse deer. Growing up together made both 

their lives a splendid journey, the late night visits to the sparkling 

river just to grab a drink, attending the annual parties that 

Mr.Tapir held, and playing hide-and-seek with Ms. Ellie, the 

elephant. Then the major event of the year came -; election of 

the new king of the jungle. The nominees were Utan, the playful 

yet humble orang utan, Bill, the smart and ambitious hornbill and 

last, but not least, Devon. Everyone was sure that Devon would 

be the new king, and Devon could not wait to officially be known 

as the king too. Sadly, he caught a horrible cold which soon 

resulted to him being absent from the joyful event. Kancil was 

by his side at all times, attending to his needs since he was too 

weak to move his paws. 

His parents convinced him that his cold would get better soon 

but it grew worse in fact. Devon suffered odd symptoms such 

as swollen paws, blocked hearing and blurry vision. Woozi, the 

sun bear that is known as the doctor of the jungle, visited 

Devon. Throughout the entire check-up, both Devon and his 

parents were anxious, they feared for the worst. With a heavy 

sigh, Woozi began to speak quietly,” I’m afraid Devon will lose 

his hearing soon. It is my first time encountering such a case. 

I am so sorry.” With that being said, he left, leaving Devon and 

his parents at a loss for words. 

As the days passed, Bill became the new king due to Devon’s 

absence. Everyone thought that leaving the jungle in his hands 

would be no problem, but they were wrong. Bill changed the 

rules of the jungle, making every being into his servant. He 

played mind tricks on them, being the smartest among all. 

Kancil knew this could not go on, therefore she decided to 

sprint to Devon’s house, only to find him crouched in a corner 

in despair. Remembering Devon could not hear anymore, she 

tried her best to convey the message to him - the supposedly 

king of the jungle - be it through body action or paw movement. 

Devon was quick to understand what was happening, and he 

erupted in anger as he stormed through the tropical jungle. 

Then it struck him, mindlessly meeting the hornbill without a 

plan would be a waste of time. He looked at his surroundings, 

he found wastes such as plastic bags, a few wires and old 

broom handles. With Kancil’s help, the pair began putting the 

materials together. After a while, they formed a decent-looking 

scarecrow and proceeded to Bill’s “castle”. 

Unlike your typical castle, there were no guards greeting them 

at the entrance, which made Devon’s plan easier. Kancil and 

him laid the scarecrow on the ground of the hornbill’s territory, 

waiting for Bill’s appearance. Loud cackling could be heard a 

few feet away; it did not take long for the hornbill clan to arrive. 

The birds freaked out, letting out incoherent noises, flapping 

their wings hysterically in the midst of panic, resulting in them 

flying away, never returning to that land.  

The news of their departure spread like wildfire. The jungle 

was in pure bliss and was finally in peace once again. Devon 

was the new king. Despite him being disabled, he did 

something unexpected, and he never felt so special, until now. 

 “Alright class, please hand in your essays”, the lecturer 

beamed before he left. But Britain was stunned. “Oh yeah, 

Malaysia?”, “Yes?”, she worriedly replied. “Good job.”, and 

with that said, he left the room in a daze with his essay. 

 

 “Hey, nerd!”, Britain screamed across the hallway, Austria and 

England strutted behind him as he barged through the other 

students who were just peacefully minding their own business. 

“Yes?”, the reply was throaty and seemed startled on the blaring 

scream of her nickname through the hallway. Like a deer caught in 

the headlights, Malaysia froze in place, facing her half-opened 

locker that was somehow filled with insult notes more than her 

books. No one liked Malaysia, to them, she just didn’t seem to be 

worthy of entering this prestigious university, that is Vagalon 

University, also known as VAGUE. Subjects here were pretty 

common. Economics, Business, Debate, Tourism, Arts and many 

more. Despite all the petitions that were filed for her to leave this 

school and all the hate she garnered, she knew that she was 

special. 

 



 

34 

Writer & Artist: NITHYA LAKSHMI 

THEVAR A/P JEEVANANTHAN 
Sekolah Menengah Kebangsaan 

Supervised by Santhi.S & Nur Adilah 

Abdullah 

BELOW SEA LEVEL 

 

  

Seventeen and confused, I sat on my favourite rock by the ocean, 

my “thinking rock”. It was my place of solace since the age of nine 

when I was abandoned by my parents and left at an orphanage to 

fend for myself. At that fragile age everything was blurry to me and 

till today I don’t remember a thing that happened on that dreaded 

night. As the ocean breeze blew through my hair I contemplated all 

the arguments I had with my foster parents and the countless 

questions that kept ringing through my mind - is running away from 

them the fifth time in 4 months going to pay off, will they come 

looking for me or are they already just too sick of my endless 

shenanigans? As I was staring into the vast ocean enjoying the view 

of the sunset, I suddenly noticed the surface of the rippling water 

near my feet shimmering like glitter and I could see that there was 

a bright light that seemed to be surfacing from below.  

Curious, I put my foot in the water, waving it around to see where 

this light was coming from. All of a sudden I felt a strong tug, and 

suddenly I was pulled underwater. As much as I was petrified I was 

mesmerised too by the fact that a leatherback turtle, Dermochelys 

coriacea, had actually pulled me into the sea and was holding on to 

me with its flippers and guiding me to a large pink anemone nearby. 

As we approached the anemone I felt like a tiny dust beside it. Then, 

the leatherback turtle muttered a few words which sounded strange 

and this made the large pink anemone gently split in half and reveal 

the most beautiful sight I had ever seen in my life. 

To my surprise, the Leatherback turtle that was still holding on to 

me suddenly spoke, ‘My dear, Aieesya, it is now time for you to 

embrace your true self’. I was incredibly confused with what the 

turtle said. ‘My dear girl, do you realise that you can breathe under 

water for so long without gasping for breath?’ said the turtle. I was 

actually stunned. I’d never swam in my life and here I am breathing 

underwater with ease as if I were a fish. The turtle winked and 

introduced himself as Nevyn, Principal of the Mermaidian School 

for Magical Beings. At this point I was somehow convinced that I 

was dreaming and that I was going to wake up anytime now. I 

pinched myself but nothing changed. I must be in deep sleep I 

thought. It all felt so unreal. 

Principal Nevyn then led me into a huge majestic castle that looked 

exactly like Atlantis. Then I was brought to a room that had a sign 

which read ‘The Living’.  As I entered the room I was thrilled to see 

so many people who were almost my age. There were also the 

Seniors, I guess, as they were already seated and had mermaid 

tails. 

Principal Nevyn guided me to where the others like me were lining 

up. There he left me to mingle around with the rest. All of us 

newbies were confused but ecstatic at the same time. Suddenly, 

the whole dining hall fell silent. Principal Nevyn was swimming up 

to the podium to give his speech. After he welcomed the seniors 

back he then addressed the newbies, ‘Alright, now little ones, it’s 

time for you to get sorted into your houses’. Houses! What houses? 

Why did this seem all too familiar, like what I had read about, I 

muttered to myself. It then struck my mind that this whole thing 

reminded me of my Harry Potter books by J.K. Rowling. I was still 

in a state of utter shock. Am I actually going through this or had my 

depression developed into another level of hallucination, I thought. 

Suddenly I was asked by Principal Nevyn to come forward to be 

sorted. He made me sit on a clam pedestal and placed the ‘Sorting 

Star’ on my head. There were five houses, which were Blue 

Lagoon, Red Lava, Indigo Seaweed, Yellow Puffer Fish and Green 

Eel. Each house had its own magical powers. The starfish wiggled 

on my head as I waited for my fate patiently.  It stopped abruptly, 

and then Principal Nevyn proudly announced, ‘Blue Lagoon has 

claimed another!’ Just then, my legs began turning into the most 

beautiful shade of blue and there were stunning wave designs on 

them, and the whole house of Blue Lagoon gave me a standing 

ovation and welcomed me full heartedly. After all the newbies got 

sorted into their houses, there was a huge feast in honour of the 

new school year. There was an abundance of delicious delicacies 

that replenished themselves - it was magical. Everything was so 

unrealistic. After that, all the newbies were lead by their seniors to 

their respective dorms. Blue Lagoon’s tower was shiny blue and 

there was a huge Dugong guarding the entrance. The head boy 

taught us our secret code which allowed our admission into the 

tower.  I usually have difficulty sleeping at night but this night I had 

the most blissful sleep, topped with wonderful dreams. The next 

morning, I was so afraid to open my eyes, afraid that everything 

that had happened was just a dream until suddenly my roommate, 

Stephanie, threw a clam at me and yelled out, ‘You’re going to be 

late for your first class if you don’t hurry up’. I threw my sheets 

aside, got dressed and ran to class. Who knew my miserable life 

would take a 180 degree turn, from being someone that nobody 

wanted to a magical mermaid? It is amazing how life surprises you 

at the most unexpected moments. Sometimes I sit on my bed 

thinking that if it was not for Principal Nevyn, that majestic 

leatherback turtle, I would not be here, even more so, I would not 

b in existence. He is most definitely my fairy godfather. 
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BEWITCHING WISHING 

 

  

Alice pouted and tried to reach for the tiger. “Oh, please, brother 

dear, is it not pitiful how it is so far yet so near?” Daniel sighed. 

“Fine, as you wish, I’ll help it, only if you promise to stay put and 

sit.” 

  With effort Daniel went to save the tiger, placing it roughly onto 

the ground. Alice immediately went to check on the tiger; 

“You’re free now dear, you needn’t fear.” 

  The little tiger mewed and Alice giggled. Then it broke free and 

ran deeper into the forest with Alice chasing after it. “Alice, wait! 

Stay put and sit, I said.”  

  Unfortunately, Alice tripped and fell, and she now had a bruise 

on her knee. “Ouch! I want to go home and lie on a couch...” 

  Daniel managed to catch up with his sister, but now they were 

lost. “Alice, you broke your promise!” Alice hung her head. “I’m 

really sorry but it took me by surprise!” In the distance there was 

a flash of orange, headed in the direction south. 

  And so they wandered south, and came across a woodsman. 

“What are you children doing out here, where there is no one 

else but me near?” The children had no other choice but to trust 

the man. “We chased after a tiger, and now we are lost and 

driven with hunger.” 

  The woodsman raised an eyebrow. “A tiger you say? Why I 

have been looking for it all day! I set many traps, missed one or 

two perhaps. I’ll cook up a meal to feast on together, if only you 

grant my wish and lead me to the tiger.”  

  The children agreed and on they went south. Deeper and 

deeper, suddenly they heard a strange sound – the voice of a 

woman, singing a sorrowful song. 

  Locating the voice, they found themselves in what seemed to 

be the centre of the forest, in all directions teeming with life. 

There they found the little tiger cub, but it wasn’t alone. There 

was the mother tiger, and a beautiful witch by its side. The 

tigress exuded charisma and dominance, while her companion 

the witch had a serene aura. 

  The witch had stopped singing, and with a tranquil voice she 

spoke: “Greetings fellow mortals, I am the guardian of the forest. 

It seems that you are lost, why not stop by and rest?” 

  Mesmerized by her voice, naturally they all agreed. “Come 

here my guests, I prepared food in vast array. I’ll make sure your 

comfort is at its best, so please do enjoy your stay.” 

 

  The tigress eyed the woodsman suspiciously as they wolfed 

down their food ravenously. While eating, the woodsman saw 

Daniel lingering over a particular dish, but he shrugged it off. 

  The woodsman and Daniel had seconds while Alice went to 

play with the tiger cub. The witch noticed her bruises and 

treated them. Alice thanked the witch and learned a thing or 

two about herbs. 

  The witch was skilled in using herbs for healing, but she also 

knew how to make the deadliest poison; this was the reason 

she was called a “witch”. 

  By nightfall the witch led them to a cave with a fire in the 

centre to provide heat. They slept on straw mattresses that 

were surprisingly comfy and had soft bearskin blankets for 

warmth. 

  The pinkish gold light signalled dawn and the witch gave 

them some gold as a farewell gift. The children were satisfied 

but the woodsman had greed glinting in his eyes. After 

thanking the witch, the tigress and her cub led them out of 

the forest.  

  Alice cuddled both tigers one last time while Daniel petted 

the cub. “Bye, bye my furry friends, I’ll miss you until the end.” 

   After the children were gone, the woodsman was about to 

strike the tigress when he was caught in a fit of stomach 

cramps. He now realised what the boy could have done to 

his food. Out of nowhere, a hooded figure appeared. It was 

the witch. Her face was tainted with disgust. “Not only are you 

greedy, but ungrateful as well! I shall vanquish you for your 

sin, I bid you farewell.” 

  The gold she had gifted him turned to coal and the tigress 

ripped him to pieces. 

  Back in the heart of the forest, the tigers had insisted that 

the witch thank them for saving their lives. The witch agreed; 

tigers are an endangered species after all. The witch then left 

a box of special candy infused with herbs for lasting health 

and a tiger plush toy on the children’s doorstep. 

  When the children found the little gifts at their door, their 

faces lit up with joy. They stuffed their faces with the candy 

and Alice cuddled the tiger plush tightly. “See, brother? What 

good came from a wish to save the little tiger!”  

 

Legend says that deep in the woods is a creature which hands out 

judgement to the evil and good. With a witch by its side, you know 

you can never hide. The wishes of each soul, shall come around 

three-fold. Beware of greed, or you shall bleed. 

  The sun beamed brightly in the azure blue sky. The sunlight 

highlighted the leaves like a halo of gold. Two young siblings were 

playing in a forest near their village when suddenly they heard a 

soft cry. 

  They found it stuck in a deep hole, and “it” was a tiger cub. It had 

a pair of piercing emerald green eyes and a magnificent coat. “Look 

Daniel! It is as big as our spaniel! And what a pretty colour, just like 

a flame-coloured flower.” Daniel pulled his sister away; “Careful 

Alice, the hole is deeper than the sinful bottom of a witch’s chalice.” 
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D24 

 

  

In this contemporary world of chaos, there is only a glimmer of hope 

for humanity. Human greed and lust for power and money have 

blindfolded most of the world, and one small part that is not 

corrupted is the legendary mysterious island called “Malaysia”. The 

legend says that the island is covered with thick, virgin durian forest 

that makes it impossible for anyone to find the way to the core of 

the island where the king of durians, “D24”, resides. Few brave, 

ambitious and cunning people have found their way to Malaysia but 

have not returned, as if they had disappeared into thin air. “D24” 

has two functions, one is to give immortality to those who consume 

it and the other is to attain true peace that can save the world from 

poverty, war and conflict and fill the world with love and harmony if 

you take 5 seeds from “ D24“ and plant them in the ground. Those 

who had gone to look for it obviously had the intent to consume it, 

but no one had ever succeeded.   

Now, when almost all the strong-willed people who are suffering 

from the atrocious, inhumane deeds of others and suffering from 

asphyxiation from the ominous pang of lust leaking from every pore 

of those insane perpetuating to devour and enslave the weak just 

to satisfy their greed had almost given up, a heroine of the century 

who calls herself, Hope, appeared out of the blue and blurted 

vociferously, “ I will save all of you as the time has come for the 

world to be rebuilt, for the people to be reborn, for the evil to prevail!” 

in the highest building of the continent, Kuala Lumpur, at the top of 

her voice. Her turquoise eyes were burning with the flames of 

righteousness and justice to cure the wicked world. 

 At dawn, she sailed through a vast and clear sea with visiblity of at 

least 20 metres deep  in a sturdy boat made from alloy to withstand 

the merciless waves. She finally arrived at the place that she had 

thought Malaysia was after researching for some time, but there 

was naught but sea around her. Before she realised it, she was 

drawn by a strong unknown force to the blue sky and travelled 

through a void and reached the entrance to the legendary island. A 

vehement but warm voice resonated in her mind, saying, “You are 

the first woman to have travelled through the temporal spatial 

dimension and stand on this very land, such boldness...”. The voice 

echoed and came to a stop after a few seconds. 

As the rumour said, Hope encountered the durian forest in her trial 

to save the world. She passed the forest carefully as durians 

dropped to the ground at high frequency. 

 

The ground was filled with crushed bones and durians which made 

Hope trip and wound herself by coming in contact with numerous 

durian spikes. Her shoulder was grazed and blood was gushing out 

and her clothes were slightly ripped showing her voluptuous bosom 

which was already very gifted. She got up and applied some green 

leaves that had healing attributes that she had brought to stop the 

bleeding. After at least twelve hours of constant travelling, she had 

reached deeper and deeper into the forest, and the sun had set and 

the trees grew taller and every durian that fell created a loud thumping 

sound proving the lethality of each durian. Hope’s determination and 

resilience helped her to cross the forest and she rested by a river to 

replenish her energy, and to lessen her fatigue, she made tent with a 

fire to scare away wild animals. She ate some pungent smelling durian 

as that was her only opportunity to obtain energy, and found it rather 

scrumptious. She glanced through the translucent tent at the 

mesmerising aurora that propagated unceasingly as her 

consciousness slowly faded. “Whoop whoop…,” the sound kept 

getting stronger approximately 40 metres southeast from Hope’s tent. 

She realised something was not right and, in an instant, got up to wear 

her shirt lightning fast showing her amorous, slender and near 

flawless body. She ran with urgency towards the core of Malaysia 

while running away from the sound but was caught up by enormous 

monkeys. With all of her might, she ran as if the world was crumbling 

in a fraction of a second. She then entered another region of Malaysia 

as she felt the density of the surrounding was totally different from 

before. A strong durian smell engulfed the whole area causing the 

surrounding to have a strong durian fragrance. The monkeys seemed 

like they could not stand the smell as it was too pure and rich. She 

gasped for air to lower her pulse that was throbbing like her heart was 

exploding. She felt a source of boundless infinite energy gushing out 

as she walked towards that direction before stopping when a blinding 

pure light illuminated the world. As the light slowly dimmed, she 

blinked her eyes a few times to adjust her pupils to the sudden 

change. She saw a tall and huge tree like a giant with trunk as thick 

as 30 trees bundled together. She couldn’t find any durian fruit by the 

tree and as she puzzled, the voice that telepathically communicated 

with her was back, “Congratulations! You have found “D24”. The tree 

transformed into a durian fruit and Hope took 5 seeds from the fruit to 

plant in the ground.  love, peace, justice, honesty and kindness, all 5 

of them were restored one by one. From that day on, humanity was 

restored to its prior state. Everybody then lived a happy life and Hope 

became the heroine that gave them hope. 
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HOW I GOT MY NAME? 

 

  

A long time ago, legends spoke about many mythical creatures 

-creatures that possessed amazing, out-of-this-world 

capabilities and features. These creatures were often sought by 

humans who wanted to understand and prove their mere 

existence to the entire world. After years of continuous effort of 

searching, these myths still remained elusive to humankind. 

Little did we know, these mythical creatures actually exist. But, 

only a selected few know the truth and their locations. These 

selected few have sworn to secrecy that they will not reveal this 

secret to anyone else. In Malaysia, there is said to be a mythical 

tapir. This tapir had short, little horns on its head and its body 

was as white as snow. This magnificent creation of God is said 

to appear only at night so that the other creatures in the animal 

kingdom could see it clearly in its elegant form. The tapir was 

my ancestor. Looking back at him made me think that I did not 

inherit the correct genes. As you may have guessed, I am a 

Tapirus indicus but you can also refer to me as the ‘cipan’, 

‘tenuk’ or ‘badak tampung’. I have no horns whatsoever and my 

body is black and white in color. I have lived in the tropical 

lowlands of Malaysia for as long as I can remember and I only 

eat plants. I am a Malayan tapir and my name is Pir. You may 

have wondered how I got my name, so let me tell you the story 

about it.  

This is a story about an everlasting relationship between a 

young tapir and a human. One fine day in the jungle, the tapir 

was strolling by a river. It was midday and the sun was 

scorching hot. So, the tapir decided to go for a drink. Upon 

arriving at the riverside, he saw his own rippled reflection on the 

water surface. But to his surprise, the reflection transitioned to 

one that was not of him. It was a human. He was petrified at the 

sight; he had never come across such a creature and was 

clueless as to what he was to do next. Scared for his life, he ran 

back into the jungle as fast as his short, stubby legs could carry 

him. Having a feeling of being chased, he ran for some time and 

did not turn tail. At a point, he stumbled on a root of a tree, 

tripped over it and fell: ‘‘Ouch, my leg hurts.”  

With an injured leg, the tapir could hardly run any further. Then, 

there was some rustling in the nearby bushes and he saw a 

familiar figure emerging out of it. The distance between the 

figure and the tapir grew closer as the figure approached the 

tapir slowly and cautiously. The tapir was very afraid, so he 

started to limp away out of reflex.  

 

 

“Don’t be afraid. I mean you no harm. Are you hurt?’’ said the 

figure. The tapir stopped in his tracks upon hearing the 

declaration of peace by the man. He stood rooted at the 

position while the man came closer. ‘’Oh, you are hurt!’’ he 

exclaimed. Then the man tried to examine the tapir’s wound. 

Still skeptical of the man’s motive, the tapir had doubt in mind 

and was cautious the entire time. Judging from the man’s 

ranger hat and wildlife reserve badge, it turned out that the 

man was a wildlife researcher. 

The man reached into the backpack he was carrying and took 

out a medical kit. Trying his best not to hurt and scare the poor 

animal, he carefully applied the disinfectant and wrapped a 

dressing around the tapir’s leg. The tapir understood the man’s 

current helpful gesture and did not resist. After packing up, the 

man decided it was time for him to venture on to different parts 

of the jungle. The man then started heading in a different 

direction, leaving the tapir behind. Having a feeling of 

curiousity about the man and his other intentions, the tapir 

made up his mind and followed him. When the tapir caught up 

with the man, the man was surprised to see the tapir there but 

he did not stop him from following him.  

Since then, the man and the tapir bonded in a very special 

way. Dr. James visited the jungle on a regular basis just to visit 

the tapir. One day, He decided that it was time to give the tapir 

a name. He thought of a suitable name on the spot: ‘’Pir, I’m 

going to call you Pir. Do you like it?’’. Pir snuggled in his caring 

arms as a sign of agreement. Dr. James gently petted Pir on 

the tip of his nose as he left the jungle that day. That was the 

first and last time he did so. Soon after that day, Dr. James 

stopped coming to visit Pir. Pir waited and waited but no one 

turned up. He waited for Dr. James at their regular meeting 

spot every single day. Days turned into weeks and then into 

years, Pir still longed for the day his caring companion will 

return and reunite with him. 

He will never know the truth what had happened to Dr. James. 

It was a fact that Dr. James himself got wounded by a snake’s 

venom. It killed him in the end. Yet, Pir didn’t know about it. 

If you were to visit this particular jungle and come across a 

tapir sitting near a stream and looking as though it is waiting 

for something, try to call out his name. If that particular tapir 

reacts, oh, do trust me when I say this, that the tapir is still 

waiting for his return and gently pet Pir on the tip of his nose 

once again. 
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“Hey, how can you ask your pretty sister go out at this late 

night?”  said his sister, Jean. 

 “Just go and buy, before the shop closes, my clever son,” said 

mother, turning her head to stare at Jun. 

“Ok, Mum,” finally Jun agreed. 

He then pushed his bicycle out from the car park and got on the 

bicycle and was ready for his ride. 

 “Wait, Jun! Take this with you,” said his mother, holding an 

umbrella. “It’s alright Mum, I will be back soon,” said Jun.  He 

did not care about the umbrella, just straightaway rode his bike 

and left home. 

 “Ok, then. Be careful.”  

But, it really started raining when he was on his way back. 

Jun was so regretful that he did not listen to his mother. 

He should have brought the umbrella! When the rain became 

harder and harder, Jun had to cover the eggs with his clothes 

and tried to go faster before the rain turned even heavier. But 

he could hardly see his way as the moon was completely 

covered by the rain clouds and there were no lights aloung the 

road. Moreover, the rain had made the narrow road slippery, 

and this made it more challenging just to balance his movement. 

Suddenly, Jun tripped on a rock in front of him as he was trying 

to cross the river. “Ah!” shouted Jun. 

He then fell into the river! Struggling in the river, Jun felt it hard 

to breathe and started to panic. Although he could swim well, 

the rain had made the water turbulent, making it difficult to 

stabilize his body and control his breathing. After a while, he felt 

tired and his vision became very weak. Before losing 

consciousness, Jun felt like he had gripped something or maybe 

something had gripped him. Although he did not see what it 

was, he actually felt relieved. No reason, he just believed in it. 

It saved him, his life. 

It saved him, his life. 

When he woke the next day, Jun surprisingly found that he was 

lying on the ground covered with grass. 

Looking around, he realized that he was in the Tropicana forest 

on the other side of their village.  

Suddenly, something hairy touched him from behind. 

Jun was shocked and quickly turned his head back. 

A fluffy, big, brown animal stood behind him. 

An Orang Utan!  

He was totally shocked and stunned. Shocked, but Jun was not 

afraid of it. It did not look like it was going to hurt him. The Orang 

Utan looked kind, raising its hand to stroke his head. 

 

 

The Orang Utan then gave him some food, such as banana 

and papaya. Jun felt tired and hungry so he ate them quickly. 

After a while, when he finished eating, the Orang Utan touched 

him softly, held his hand and started to walk in the forest. 

Not far away, Jun saw his village andran straight to it, but there 

was a river blocking his way. The bridge that connected the 

village and the forest had been damaged by yesterday’s rain. 

“Oh no, how can I get there,” said Jun, feeling worried. 

The Orang Utan slowly followed him to the riverside and then 

looked at his face. Suddenly it held Jun in its arms and put him 

in its hug - just like how it saved him from the river and brought 

him to its forest. The Orang Utan held Jun carefully and 

stepped into the water and started to cross the river.  

 After crossing the river, the Orang Utan gently put him down 

and raised its hand to touch his head again.  

“Thank you.” Jun said. He then hugged it back. 

The Orang Utan shook its stomach and scratched its head with 

its finger. Seemed like it felt happy, and it made some noise, 

like saying something to Jun. Jun did not understand its 

language and continued his way back home, knowing his 

mother must be worrying about him. On the way, Orang Utan 

kept following behind and he was talking to it although it did 

not understand any of his words. After a while, Jun saw his 

house and quickly ran to it. When mother saw Jun, she hugged 

him tightly and started to cry. 

“Oh, my son, you’ve finally come back!” mother said, still 

crying. “Mum, the Orang Utan saved me from the river.” Jun 

said, and pointed to the door. 

“What Orang Utan?” asked mother. 

“Over there!”  Jun turned his head to the front door, but there 

was no one. The Orang Utan had gone. 

“How come?”  

Jun quickly ran out from his house, looking around but still 

could not see the Orang Utan. “Wait for me!” said Jun to his 

mother. Then straight away ran to the river. 

When Jun arrived at the riverside, the Orang Utan had already 

crossed the river with no bridge. 

“HEY!” shouted Jun. The Orang Utan turned back, shaking its 

stomach and its fluffy hair. It moved its mouth, like saying 

something. Jun could not hear it, but he knew. 

This was the relationship that existed between them. 

Turning its back, Orang Utan slowly walked into its forest.  

Turning his back, Jun walked back to his home. 

 

Do you believe in relationships between animals and humans?  

This is a story from the time when human beings and animals 

connected with each other in a special relationship. 

Once upon a time, there was a boy named Jun who lived in a small 

village. 

One rainy night, he was riding his bicycle, going home from the 

grocery shop on the other side of his village.  

A few minutes before, his mother had asked him to buy some eggs 

for tomorrow’s breakfast. 

“Jun, go buy some eggs from the grocery for me.”  said his mother, 

busy washing dishes. 

“Mum, why don’t you ask Jean to buy them,” Jun refused his 

mother’s request. 
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 “There they are! The last tribe of orangutans on Earth! Get 

them!” shouted a black man. The next second, they dashed 

towards us with guns and nets. Nets flew.  My brothers in the 

lake, perplexed, were captured. Mama groaned before a dart 

landed on her shoulder. I watched them fall, one by one. Then, 

another black man appeared in front of me with rounds of darts 

wrapped around his shoulder. He pointed his dart gun at me and 

rested his index finger on the trigger. 

 “Rooooar!” Papa lunged at him from the back and they rolled 

into a skirmish. “Run, son!” I darted into the shrubbery and did 

not look back. Earth, June 2099. 

“Hey, little fellow, are you alright?” A man cuddled me in his 

warm arms, jolting me to reality. His name was Jake, the man 

who found me shivering in the shrubbery in the freezing night 

two days ago. He was a kind conservationist, which is rare 

nowadays. I now stay furtively in a mini-forest in his biological 

research center. “Nightmares again,” Kate replied while holding 

his hands. She was an astronomy professor and the only 

partner of Jake in the research center, so young yet so 

intelligent. 

“It’s not safe here; the hunters will find us eventually.” Jake 

voiced out my fear. “Jake, the last piece of forest disappeared 

yesterday. It can’t live here forever,” Kate reminded. He 

drummed his fingers frustratingly on the table, contemplating 

the deep trouble I was in. 

. “That day you said you found a green habitable planet?” he 

asked Kate. “But it is 20 light years away......” “We are going 

there, they leave us no choice! By the way, we’ll get there in six 

months with our SC Hermes,” he insisted. 

I was stunned. “I’m not leaving without my family,” I thought, but 

how will they understand? Instinctively, I let go of Jake’s hug 

and grabbed a pencil on the desk. With my shaky hands, I 

started to draw. 

“Look!” All of us ended up staring at my jaw-dropping 

masterpiece. It was a simple drawing of Papa and Mama.  

“Sure, we’re not leaving without them,” he promised, but deep 

down in his look, I knew it was virtually impossible. “So now...”. 

Suddenly, the harmony of the night was crushed by the breaking 

of the wooden door. “Aha! See what I’ve found!” A brawny man 

shouted with his muscular leg in midair. Serenity turned into 

pandemonium when another five men broke in via the window. 

“The Coldstone Auction House wants it alive! Go get it!” The 

leader groaned. Immediately, the room became a warzone with 

rain of tranquilizer darts flying across. 

 

  

We ducked under the desk. “Hey, the main switch!” Jake 

ordered. This was our last chance. Desperately, I aimed at the 

metallic lever on the wall and lunged towards it. Darts brushed 

past my ear like buzzing bees when I finally landed on the wall, 

pulling it down. Immediately, darkness reigned. The enemies 

were stunned and blinded. “Come with me,” Jake said with his 

night-vision goggles on, holding our hands and led us racing 

through an underground chamber until we reached a silver 

door. A ray of blue laser scanned his eyes and the door 

opened slowly. An enormous spacecraft appeared in our field 

of vision. Built for speed, it had four powerful impulse engines 

across its orange wings, all designed aerodynamically. ”The 

Coldstone Auction House!” Jake and Kate said in unison. 

“There’s where your family is kept,” Urgently, we fastened our 

seatbelts in the cockpit. The hatch above us opened. Jake 

pulled the joystick and blue flames burst out of the propeller, 

launching SC Hermes into the moonless night like a comet.  

Swiftly, we landed on the helipad of a skyscraper with a 

signboard “The Coldstone Auction House”. Being a great 

climber, I slipped into the building stealthily, with Jake after 

me, panting, whereas Kate stayed in the spacecraft and 

waited for our return to take off. The moonlight painted the long 

corridor white. “Shh, listen!” Jake grasped my arm abruptly. 

“Arggh!” I heard a whipping sound followed by my brother’s 

agonizing yell. “They’re in the room, at the end of the corridor,” 

he pointed out. I cracked my knuckles, heaved a deep breath 

and charged at the icy door. “I am the Man of the Forest!” I 

emboldened myself. 

Chaos burst out as the door broke into smithereens. Every 

orangutan locked in cages gaped at me as if I were a 

superhero. Without hesitation, I rained violent punches on the 

face of the abominable man while Jake rushed in and fumbled 

for the keys. “Run! To the building top!” Jake and I led the way. 

Tens of orangutans swarmed the corridor, charging at humans 

who blocked their way to freedom. Sirens wailed.  

One by one, we hopped into Sc Hermes. My eyes glittered with 

tears when I saw my parents jump into the spacecraft at last. 

The door behind them closed, closing us forever from the 

inhumanity. All of our family cuddled in tears of freedom. “I 

knew you won’t leave us, son,” Papa and Mama sobbed. The 

whole spacecraft took off promptly, propelling us into the Milky 

Way. Unnamed planet, May 2100. 

I lay on the dewy field as a purple butterfly-like creature landed 

on my nose. But this time, I had my family with me. 

 

Crepuscular rays shone through the slits between the thick foliage 

and dappled the humid ground below. Under the morning ray, the 

thin layer of fog veiled the forest in a heavenly atmosphere. “Woo 

ha,” the silence amplified the laughter of my brothers in the 

waterfall. “Don’t go too deep!” Mama warned as she sat on the 

branch of a towering tree. Me? I liked being alone. I lay on the 

dewy grass behind a thicket as a purple butterfly landed on my 

nose. 

“Vroom vroom...” the roar of vehicles tore the peace of the 

morning. Everything changed when dozens of armed humans 

jumped off their vehicles. 
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MALAYA 

 

  

And so she embarked on a journey to find herself. For days on 

end, although she did not found anything, her determination 

didn’t falter. Instead, with every step she took, her will to find 

herself grew stronger.    “With grave determination,   

But no destination, with no location, but a strong intention, she 

walked and walked, her feet complaining,   

She walked and walked,  Hope never fading.”   Many days 

passed leaving her drained and aimless. Just Malaya’s luck, 

she was graced by the presence of a small, orange animal?? 

Malaya looked up to the orang-utan with a puzzled expression. 

Malaya thought to herself, “What is that?”  The creature slowly 

approached Malaya, with fascination evident in its eyes.   

“Hello, I’m orang-utan. I’ve never seen a creature quite like you 

around here before. May I say, you look exquisite!  

So what’s a face like yours doing in a place like this?” 

questioned orang-utan.  “I’m on a journey to discover who I 

really am. For days, I’ve wandered this unknown territory, with 

no gain in knowledge. I’m starting to lose hope here,” sighed 

Malaya. “Fear not, as I shall guide you on your journey,” 

exclaimed orang-utan.   “Didn’t plan for a friend, but I never want 

for this to end.”   Together, they continued their journey. Along 

their journey, Malaya and orang-utan stumbled upon tiger. 

“What are you two kinds doing here, wandering around my 

territory?” hissed tiger.   “They say every man needs protection,  

They say every man must fall,  Protection is earned and crafted,   

Though not everyone can own,  It is gifted specially for those,   

Who is destined to soar.”   Tiger saw sincerity, uncertainty, fear 

and courage in her eyes. In Tiger’s eyes, Malaya was strong 

and had more to discover about herself. Most importantly, she 

had proven to be worthy of the tiger’s mark, so tiger bestowed 

on her the collar of security that would protect her from harm. 

Malaya was thankful. She joyed.    

“For that I am thankful,  For the mark you have bestowed on 

me,  For that I am thankful,  For you have seen me as worthy.”    

Malaya and orang-utan carried on with their journey, with hope. 

They suddenly felt the ground sinking beneath them. They were 

standing on a big flower and next to it was a smaller and more 

delicate flower. The big flower was bringing them down, to the 

ground. Malaya was filled with despair.     

“Is this the end,  All my efforts wasted,   

Is this how I go,  Sinking into the ground,  Disappointed and 

defeated,   But just as the boat sinks,   

A little light blinks.”   “That is truly odd. Rafflesia never releases 

her victims. What’s so special about the both of you?” 

 

 

questioned the smaller flower. “Rafflesia,” Malaya thought to 

herself, “such a beautiful name for a beautiful specimen.”     

“I have released them because I see potential in the girl. 

Hibiscus, don’t you see it? The girl displays strength, grace 

and beauty. The same traits that I have. I shall give you the 

dress of my kind to show others that you have gained my trust 

and approval, as I am the Queen of all Flora in this region,” 

said Rafflesia with a loud voice. The dress was red and 

covered with white polka dots, much like Rafflesia herself. It 

contrasted against her ivory skin and made her look regal and 

strong.   “And, as her strength,  Failed her at length,   

There came the light,  That brought her to life. “    

And as a sign of respect, Hibiscus also offered Malaya another 

gift which was a mark on her cheek. The mark signified beauty 

and grace. “How could I help but admire her beauty,    

Standing on the line between desire and duty. Such an 

everlasting grace, Such a beatific face, Of education all the 

grace,  Which makes her both the heart and place.”    

She thanked both Rafflesia and Hibiscus, and continued on 

her quest. As she and Orang-utan walked though the forest 

pathway, they heard a swoosh sound coming from above.  

Orang-utan immediately looked up and smiled at the sight of 

his old friend, Hornbill.   Orangutan and Hornbill exchanged 

some pleasantries. Soon, Hornbill understood Orang-utan’s 

and Malaya’s situation, and guided them to the highest point 

in the region.   “This is breath taking,” Malaya gasped at the 

view in front of her. “ You see Malaya, I have been guarding 

you throughout your journey. You’ve always had all these 

qualities in you, you just never realised it. You’re as friendly 

and positive as Orang-utan, as kind and protective as Tiger, 

as strong and independent as Rafflesia, and as beautiful and 

graceful as Hibiscus.”  “But what do you and I have in 

common?”  “Well dear Malaya, throughout your journey not 

only have you matured as a wise individual, but you have also 

grown as a person.”   “Modest and pure,  Polite and refined,    

Well-bred and mature,  You’re one of a kind.”   “Why does 

distance make us wise,  You were the song all along,   

Just as the sun rises,  I take on the day headstrong. “      

 We are proud citizens, living in a place full of valuable 

heritage. We can see it in the sky, we can see it in the sea, 

even in the clouds that seem to shift and change.    

 “Our origin is our identity,   

And our surrounding is our serenity.”  

“From the colours in our eyes, To the clothes we’re wearing,   

We should be grateful, For the heritage we are bearing,   

From 57’, To 2 k 16, We stand strong,   

With what we believe in.”    

Once,    

There was a beautiful girl named Malaya, who was loved by all 

but not herself. With her long silky jet-black hair, her well defined 

facial features and smooth ivory skin, who wouldn’t? Although her 

beauty was enticing, alluring even, she remained oblivious to it. 

She didn’t see what everyone else did. She had yet to discover 

who she really was.     

“How often these have tempted me,   

The question of identity, Spiraling in my mind, Why can’t I find my 

kind.”    
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This proves that animals live here, this feather proves it. They 

were overjoyed to know that their search had not been fruitless. 

It was better than nothing at all.    

 And so the search continued, discovering more clues on 

animals along their way. They collected feathers of different 

birds, found a huge footprint which could only belong to an 

elephant and many more. Every time they discovered 

something, they were excited. Sure, Malaysia has its beautiful 

flora, such as the magnificent Rafflesia, the beautiful Hibiscus 

and the pitcher plant. But the  

Malaysians wanted fauna too. Flora isn’t complete without 

Fauna now is it? Flora and Fauna - that’s what the Malaysians 

wanted to see one day. The animals living amongst the plants 

in their jungle. It was a sight that everyone desired to see.     

One sunny day, some expeditionists were out in the jungle when 

they stumbled on a Rafflesia plant. Now, it was not unusual to 

see a Rafflesia plant. What caught their attention was that there 

were so many in the same place. They tried their best to 

manoeuvre their way across the Rafflesia plants without 

harming them, for they knew the Rafflesia was an extraordinary 

plant and it would be disrespectful if anyone found out about 

them harming it. The stench was horrid, absolutely horrible. 

When they made it through, they wove their way through a maze 

of bamboo as they got more and more excited. No one had ever 

discovered this part of the forest before! It was a remarkable 

discovery. When they made it through, they found themselves 

facing a beautiful pond with trees around it and with a view of 

an endless blue sky. It was truly a sight to behold. 

The expeditionists gasped out loud when they saw a little 

elephant make its way to the pond. It lowered its trunk into the 

pond and began to drink. They took out their cameras, making 

sure to be silent when taking the photos. Then, they stealthily 

crept out from what seemed to be a safe haven for the animals. 

They made their way to the city where they shared with 

everyone what they had discovered. Everyone was ecstatic and 

preparations were made for the next day. The next day, some 

people navigated their way past the Rafflesia plants and 

through the bamboo maze. They too, were shocked when they 

discovered the animals. They cooed at a beautiful looking 

hornbill as it snapped its head up and looked at them. They 

remained silent, as they stared at the hornbill. It flew towards 

them and the people started to back off, not wanting to frighten 

the hornbill away.    

 

The hornbill perched on a branch of a tree and looked at the 

peculiar group of people. It slowly flew down to them. It landed 

on the ground and slowly hopped towards them. It then flew 

up, and perched itself on a man’s shoulder. Its long, pointed 

beak kept pecking at the man’s cheek, as the man hesitantly 

brought his hand up to stroke it. The hornbill merely snuggled 

into the warmth of the man’s hand as the other people were 

busy taking pictures of this remarkable moment. After this 

incident, humans and animals had gotten very close. The  

Malaysians couldn’t express their joy at discovering these 

animals. After 200 years…a miracle! They discovered some 

animals were endangered so they set up wildlife centres to 

protect them.     

 3 years passed and the bond between animals and humans 

were as strong as ever. There were so many animals in 

Malaysia now! Rhinos, hornbills, orang utans….you name it! 

They were still hoping they could discover their national animal 

but they were in no rush. One fateful day, there was a storm 

going on as the people looked at the sky fearfully. A bolt of 

lightning flashed as something crashed on the ground. A loud 

BANG was heard and suddenly, the dark grey clouds 

disappeared! As if they were never there in the first place. A 

majestic tiger with black stripes across its body along with 

beautiful golden eyes, made its way to the people as it bowed 

its head at them. The people bowed back, feeling the need to 

show respect to the tiger. Then, it let out a mighty roar as the 

people watched, entranced. A child stepped out from the 

group of people and walked to the tiger who looked down at 

the child. The child stroked the tiger’s fur as it purred, enjoying 

the treatment. The child giggled as the Malaysians finally 

figured it out. This was their national animal. A beautiful, yet 

fierce tiger. The tiger stared at them as they cried with joy at 

their discovery. Finally, after all these years… it had finally 

appeared. They gave the tiger a name…. The Malayan  

Tiger!   

To Malaysians, animals are a mystery. While other countries have 

their own national animals and so forth, Malaysians have 

remained in the dark about their own national animal. The national 

animal is said to be powerful yet beautiful….a protector of the 

people. Malaysians were envious of other countries since they 

have their national animals whilst they did not. They were 

determined to find out. Legend has it that the national animal 

would appear only when all the people in the country had learnt 

to love all the animals that are present in that country. Unluckily 

for Malaysians, they have not seen an animal in more than 200 

years. They’ve scoured every inch of Malaysia for any sign of an 

animal ever living here but with no luck. Yet, the Malaysians never 

gave up. Even after 200 years had passed, 

They never lost hope that animals lived in Malaysia. They also 

had reason to believe it because one day, they found a feather. 

Not just any feather, a shimmering peacock feather! They stared 

at the feather in awe as their determination was renewed. 
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As the days went by, the swamp underwent a massive 

metamorphosis. It was strange, indeed, but our home was not 

the same as it was before. The water occasionally released a 

foul odor that was unbearable. The terrifying waves and 

ominous winds also ravaged our homes without warning, 

causing some of us to lose our loved ones or our little, cosy 

homes. One by one, lives were snatched away cruelly by the 

disasters and our lives were constantly shrouded by 

apprehension and immense fear. Perhaps all these 

occurrences were caused by a species called human? I wasn’t 

completely sure. Alas, we knew deep down inside that the thing 

we feared the most had become reality: The swamp was no 

longer a suitable habitat and something needed to be done 

immediately.  

The heads of the kingdom, the wise eagles, gathered everyone 

and gave a speech. With utmost confidence, they suggested 

that the pitas and hornbills scout the skies to find a certain plant 

for the swamp that will help bring back the bliss and prosperity 

to the kingdom. With that enthusiastic and rousing speech, 

everyone from the kingdom had absolute confidence that the 

kingdom would be saved. Without further ado, the hornbills and 

pitas flew off with a burning determination and will to find that 

certain flora.  

After days of meticulous searching, the pitas discovered that the 

mangrove would be suitable in the swamp. They also observed 

the countless characteristics and benefits of the mangrove that 

would be a gain for everyone in the kingdom. As the seed of the 

mangrove is viviparous, the pitas and hornbills had no problem 

bringing them back home. Reshaping of our kingdom began 

without delay, and with deft actions by the wonderful birds, the 

seeds of the mangrove were planted; just like our dreams had 

been planted with optimism and sanguinity.  Our dream of a 

perfect Arcadia had leapt  a giant step to reality.  

Not long after, the seeds from the mangrove began to germinate 

and produced young seedlings. As the seedlings were feeble 

and susceptible to bad weather, everyone in the animal 

kingdom cherished the seedlings with extra care. All of us took 

turn  protecting the mangrove from environmental harm. We 

cared for them as if they were our own offspring with love, 

devotion and warmth. After numerous months or maybe even 

years, our kingdom was brimming with the tranquility and 

vibrancy of the mangrove. The mangrove grew up to become 

strong and healthy. 

  

They, however, did not forget the unconditional love and care 

from everyone. In return, the mangrove supported and 

shielded us whenever we required assistance. For example, 

the roots of the mangrove wae a perfect place for fishes and 

prawns to lay their delicate eggs. Besides that, they protected 

us from the terrible weather we sometimes encountered with 

immense courage. The mangrove told everyone in the 

kingdom: “Do not worry. We, the mangrove, will protect all of 

you for many generations to come. Let us all live together in 

peace and harmony!” with a broad smile. Although the 

mangrove may have looked intimidating at first glance, they 

were actually very approachable and down-to-earth plants. 

The mangrove were very willing to befriend and maintain a 

positive relationship with everyone. Even the young prawns 

and fishes were good buddies with the mangrove. As time 

went by, the older generation taught the young ones to always 

respect and treasure the mangrove because they were our 

safeguard and protector.  

What surprised everyone was how the mangroves have the 

astonishing capability to live in the harshest conditions 

possible. Even muddy soil with little oxygen or extreme 

saltiness of water does not dampen the strength of the 

mangroves. Well, mangrove have the amazing ability to 

undergo respiration smoothly even in grim conditions, all 

thanks to their pneumatophores. Pneumatophores are 

breathing roots which contain pores that allow gaseous 

exchange to occur during low tide. The presence of mangrove 

also creates a barrier which provides coastal defence and 

prevents floods from occurring.  All of these characteristics are 

perfect for the harsh surroundings of the swamp.  

Finally, the kingdom was free from danger and harm. Life 

returned to normal and everyone was thrilled and satisfied with 

everything. The mangrove were certainly amazing and thanks 

to them, the kingdom was saved from further destruction. “Hey 

Sam, do you want to go play in the waters? The water is 

extremely pristine and the level of saltiness is just nice!” 

shouted some of the prawns and crabs. “Alright, give me a 

minute!” I told them with a sense of eagerness. As I clung to 

one of the roots of a mangrove, I thought: What would have 

happened to us if it was not for the mangrove? With a sigh of 

relief, I looked at the azure blue sky, then slowly lowered my 

gaze to the captivating and stunning horizon, where the 

sentinels of mangrove stood tall and strong.  

 

It was them who saved us from a catastrophe that no one from the 

kingdom could have predicted nor prevented. Without their immense 

and incredible support, what could we, the small animal kingdom 

ever have done to resolve this predicament? As I shielded my eyes 

from the mid-morning bright sun, I witnessed that everyone was 

elated with their new and pristine environment and immediately 

reminisced about that life-turning and fateful day that completely 

changed our lives.  The swamp was our habitat for hundreds of 

years since the times of our ancestors. Everyone lived happily and 

enjoyed the serenity of life in the swamp without any particular worry. 

Even though our animal kingdom consisted of myriad species, we 

lived together with a sense of pride, togetherness and happiness. 

We were like a big, complete family that supported each other at all 

times. For instance, I, from the crayfish family was always on good 

terms with the tilapia family.  
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My Purpose  

 

  

Anjing was my beloved pet dog. It held a special place in my 

heart. Despite his very uncreative name, I loved him. Anjing was 

like a friend to me, so it did not come as a big surprise that I was 

devastated when he died. My heart felt......empty. Like there 

was a void begging to be filled. I was still a young child so all I 

could do was cry about how unfair the world was. 

Tears streaming down my cheeks, I ran into the jungle outside 

my village where the other children normally played. But today 

there was no sound of laughter and delightful shrieks of the 

other village children. It was as if the world was mourning 

Anjing's death too. I ran deeper into the jungle, trying to run 

away from my anguish and sadness. 

Finally, I collapsed under a tree my father once told me was a 

Kempas tree. I cupped my hands over my face and cried. 

Suddenly, I heard a deep, old voice behind me. "Why do you 

weep, my child?" Startled, I turned around to see an old face 

squinting back at me. It took me a moment to realize that the 

face belonged to the tree. 

"Aunt Tree, my beloved dog has died and I know not what to 

do," I answered. "I weep because I love him so." The tree smiled 

kindly at me. That smile was like the comforting smell of Mama's 

cooking. "I'm old. Some might even say I'm ancient. I have seen 

much, heard much. Your friend has other places to go, whether 

you like it or not." I wiped away my tears and looked at the tree. 

"But I just lost my dearest friend," I answered. 

"So have I, my child," the tree said gently. "I'm a Kempas. We 

are much valued for our wood. For that, I have seen many of 

my kind, both friends and family, all massacred for their wood. 

Worst of all, it all happened right before my eyes." 

 I was stunned for a moment. I have never thought of a tree 

having feelings and emotions. "Oh, their cries of pain and the 

sound of them crashing down one after another were enough to 

almost drive a tree mad," the Kempas continued. "That has 

haunted me ever since." 

"But how did you survive, Aunt Tree?" I asked. "Fate," she 

replied. "Just before I was about to meet my end, the humans 

were dragged away by other humans. I do not know of your 

habits but I suppose they were……arrested, as you call it." The 

tree told me of how she watched as civilizations rose and fell, 

up till the establishment of our village.  "All those years, I was 

just as devastated as you were, probably even more. But then I 

finally opened my eyes to see the bright side of life, the beauty 

of nature." 

I stared in wonder as a giant hornbill poked its head through 

the foliage and squawked at me. "This young one was living in 

my hair when I finally decided to forget those painful 

memories." The Kempas chuckled. "It was then that I 

remembered I still had purpose in this world." 

"I provide shelter for the birds. My hair is their haven. My arms 

hold up the vines and the ferns. My roots hide the shy 

animals." I jumped back as a snake crawled out from a hole 

hidden by the roots. 

"I feed the birds of the air and the monkeys. I give shade for 

the children of your village,” the tree continued. “That is my 

purpose." The wisdom of her words mesmerized me. Indeed, 

life is unfair. We cannot change the past but we can shape our 

future. 

"What is my purpose in life?" I could not help but wonder. "Aunt 

Tree, I thank you for your wise words. Yes, I may have lost 

something dear to me, but I can choose to stop feeling sad 

and instead do something that can make a difference." I no 

longer felt sad over the death of Anjing. Instead, I made it a 

motivational force to help others. "I'm glad you understand, my 

child. Few others are as mature as you." The tree smiled. "Now 

run along, I think your mother would be worried about where 

you've been all this time." I cursed myself under my breath. I 

had completely lost track of time. "Yes, Aunt Tree, I'll get 

going. I hope I'll see you again one day and thanks." I shouted 

behind my shoulders as I ran back to the village. "Yes, you 

look after yourself too, young one." The Kempas answered as 

her face melted back into the bark. That was when I first 

noticed the clearing behind her littered with tree stumps. Her 

friends and family, I thought to myself. 

For that day on, I decided that I shall play my part to make a 

difference in this world. After hearing how much the tree 

suffered from deforestation, I decided that I will make sure our 

environment can be conserved. Now, as I lead people in forest 

conservation efforts, I hope that a certain tree in a certain 

forest will still be there standing, smiling... 
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The Rafflesias 

 

  

Well, there’s a story behind everything right? So here goes! 

Dew drops were starting to form, Rynad was under the Tree of 

Wisdom, staring into a puddle of water. Phythonas, Pantherna, 

Donovan and Alberta received an urgent call from Rynad to 

meet him at once at the Tree of Wisdom. 

 “Rynad, why did you call us?” questioned Donovan.  

There was a moment of silence before Rynad answered, “As 

we all know, Ruby, Sapphire and Amethyst are the most 

powerful stones in our world”. 

“Yes, but what does that have to do with us?” Alberta asked.  

“Patience, my dear Alberta. These stones can only be 

inherited?? by claiming three special Rafflesia flowers. These 

flowers only bloom once in three centuries. Those who claim 

these stones will rule the Land of Dwarewyth,” Rynad spoke.  

“What happened to the previous rulers? I mean if the flowers 

bloom every three centuries once, someone should’ve claimed 

them,” asked Pantherna, the brightest wizard amongst them. 

A smile crossed Rynad’s lips, “They sacrificed themselves 

saving the universe from Nydeiwyn”. Rynad’s face turned 

serious, “Nydeiwyn was the most powerful wicked wizard in the 

Land of Dwarewyth. The chosen ones fought day and night till 

one day, two out of the three had to sacrifice their lives for 

Nydeiwyn’s death. His ashes are locked in a faraway land”.  

“What happened to the third ruler?” Pantherna frowned. 

“He stands right here,” Rynad started to glow red. The 

Rafflesias started to bloom everywhere. They weren’t just 

Rafflesias, they were ruby Rafflesias. In front of Rynad bloomed 

the biggest Rafflesia. The four wizards looked around with their 

mouths hanging wide open. “This is wicked!” cheered 

Phythonas. As he reached for the flower, a powerful force threw 

him back. “Careful, Phythonas. Only the chosen one can touch 

or use the flower,” warned Rynad. 

Phythonas slithered his way back to everyone. “Now, my 

children! It’s your turn to head out and find the flowers. 

Remember there are only three flowers,” winked Rynad. 

All the three friends looked at each other with questions  

flooding their minds. One by one, they headed to their houses 

to get ready for the quest. The sun started to hide from the 

moon. They met by the river bank. For a moment they stood 

there in silence absorbing the surrounding serenity of the jungle. 

“So…where are we headed?” Alberta raised a question.   

“Mount Otun,” Pantherna said. Everyone knew Pantherna was 

the cleverest, but knowing the place they should be headed to? 

It’s just creepy. 

 

 

“What?” Pantherna asked when she realised the looks she 

was getting. “I read alright!”. “So, you’re sure we should head 

there? ‘Cause if that’s not the place, I don’t want to waste 

time”. Donovan said. “Mount Otun was named by Otun Fitch, 

the creator of the three Rafflesias. The flowers only bloom 

during the full moon of summer. The full moon is tomorrow so 

we have to get going”, Pantherna said. With that they took off. 

Donovan kept making fun of Pantherna for being such a nerd. 

But all the fun died when they reached the valley. It was filled 

with bones and ashes that were magically hanging in the air.  

“We have to cross the valley carefully and avoid hitting the 

pots!” warned Pantherna. “What if we hit them?” asked 

Phythonas.  “Let’s not get there” Pantherna replied. They 

crossed the valley one by one. Once you step in the valley, 

you will turn invisible. Pantherna, Donovan and Alberta made 

it through. As for Phythonas, he jumped in shock because of 

the bones and hit a pot filled with ashes. The ashes fell all over 

him. Since he was afraid to tell his friends, Phythonas 

pretended that nothing happened. Finally, they reached Mount 

Otun. The four wizards waited nervously as only  three of them 

would be the chosen ones. Soon, the Rafflesia flowers started 

to bloom and the mountain was lit by the colours of the stones. 

The four slowly approached the three glowing Rafflesias. 

Under the glint of the moonlight,  the flowers lit and shot up to 

the sky. The ruby chose Alberta, the sapphire chose 

Pantherna and the amethyst chose Donovan. The three were 

concealed by the powers of the stones. The lights faded and 

there stood a huge snake with blood shot eyes, “It is sad that 

I couldn’t claim the flowers before you guys got them. Oh, boy, 

I think I have to kill all of you,” “Wait! Who are you?” “Who am 

I? It is I, Nydeiwyn.” Nydeiwyn blasted his staff and before the 

force could hit the wizards, Rynad emerged and blocked the 

attack. “You’ll never get away with this!” roared Rynad. 

Rynad’s aura grew brighter, Pantherna took a step forward 

and blasted her powers. One by one, Donovan and Alberta 

joined in. Together Rynad, Pantherna, Donovan and Alberta 

brought Nydeiwyn down. The crippled snake laid helplessly on 

the ground. Alberta ran to Phythonas’ side. Phythonas hissed 

an apology. Alberta held him in her paws and wept. 

“Phythonas…If you told us that you hit the pot in the valley of 

bones, I could’ve saved you. Alas, it is too late. But I’ll do 

something to keep your story alive,” with that Rynad skimmed 

his hand over Phythonas’s body. His body faded and turned 

into shimmering lights that framed the night sky. 

 

 

Once upon a time, in a dimension we could never think of, there 

were animals that walked and talked like humans with wizardry 

powers in Dwarewyth, the land of wizards.  Rynad, the Orang Utan, 

was the most powerful wizard in Dwarewyth. He had four faithful 

followers. Well, not all were faithful. One was a sneaky, evil, 

mischievous snake named Phythonas. The others were Pantherna, 

the panther, Donovan, the bear, and Alberta, the tiger, all loving and 

faithful. 

Phythonas, Alberta, Donovan and Pantherna were friends since 

childhood and had been inseparable ever since. Most of their time 

was spent enhancing their wizardry skills with Rynad. However 

Phythonas betrayed Rynad. How did this happen? 
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Show Time 

 

  

The mayor, a wise owl of the rainforest held a huge music 

festival every three years and insisted everyone should have 

their own talents. Lex had always been cheeky and agile but 

when it came to his drum lessons, he would never miss a class 

and he would be absorbed in the rhythmic drumrolls. His 

talented pair of hands ran through his drum sets and enjoyed 

every beat he struck. He was certified as one of the best 

drummers for the decade. His mother was proud of him and 

everyone loved to hear him play. Days went by and tragedy 

happened. The music in the wilderness seemed to fade away. 

This happened when the mayor was in a trauma, his eyes that 

had been piercing stared listlessly, dull and lifeless. After less 

than three weeks, he was taken to heaven by God. Lexhas had 

always respected him a lot for he was the wisest animal in the 

rainforest. The mayor had faith and believed in him and his 

talented pair of hands to continue the music here and then. 

Unfortunately, the mayor’s death caused depression and 

sadness throughout the whole wilderness. Before the mayor’s 

death, he’d told Lex in his last words. “Lex, my boy, no matter 

what, don’t let the music die…,” the mayor spoke right through 

his ears with a soft and peaceful voice, these words never seem 

to stop humming in Lex’s head, and Lex found that the more 

depressed the animals were the less music they got. Lex was 

desperate to bring all the happiness and laughter back to life. 

He knew it in his veins that he had to do something to keep the 

balance and music of the wilderness before everything 

disappeared.  

He had a feeling that he needed to find more talented friends 

from far lands and rainforest to bring back the vitality of the 

whole neighborhood. Everyone had faith in him and he knew 

that he had the responsibility to achieve what they had 

expected. “Lexy, please be safe …I am always proud of you!” 

Lex’s mother was worried and prayed that he would be safe 

throughout the whole journey. He packed a bunch of bananas 

and headed towards the door.  

His mother swung from the tree behind and gave Lex a great 

big hug. “I’ll be fine, mom. Take care and I’ll be back as soon as 

possible!” Lex grabbed a vine beside him and begun his 

adventure by swinging from tree to tree. 

He had never gone far away from home but he was 

determined to save the wilderness and be a hero. He swung 

to the highest tree and stood up to take a good view. He looked 

around and he could feel the cool breeze blowing through his 

hair. He looked around and noticed that the view was amazing, 

he could see rivers and trees everywhere. But just then he 

heard wonderful humming below him. He quickly climbed 

down the tree and he saw a rabbit singing with a wonderful 

tone and Lex could not take his “ears” off her. He asked the 

rabbit if she would help her bring the musical rainforest back 

to life and she accepted immediately. They continued their 

journey into the deeper woods. A strumming sound was heard 

up in a dark cave lit with a dim light. Lex and the rabbit took a 

deep breath and went straight up to the cave without any 

hesitation. They enjoyed themselves on their way up with the 

strumming sound that accompanied them. When they reached 

their destination, they saw a black bear playing a guitar. Their 

mouths were wide open when they saw the bear, but the bear 

was not as scary as they thought. He was a kind black bear 

that loved music and sometimes even wrote his own songs. 

They stayed in the cave for the night and headed down to the 

river next morning. They decided to continue their journey until 

they got to find 10 musically talented friends across the forest. 

Through the whole journey, Lex found a singing rabbit, a guitar 

playing bear, a bass crocodile, a beat boxer zebra, a humming 

bird, a hippo that played the flute, a giraffe that played the 

trombone, a cricket and many more. They were all talented 

and passionate and perfect to bring back the music in the 

rainforest. He brought them back to his hometown. When they 

all reached their destination, it was too quiet and it gave them 

the freaks. Lex swung as quick as possible to his home and 

saw his mother staring out the window. He couldn’t wait to tell 

his mother the great news that he had found all the animals to 

bring the rainforest back to life. He started the band and every 

animal sang and played their instruments. Lex pulled out his 

drumsticks and struck every note. The birds started chirping, 

the animals that were once depressed and sad started to 

remember the rhythms and music. They ran out happily to 

celebrate their memories that were retrieved. And the musical 

festival was now back to life. The mayor looked down from the 

sky and was proud that Lex had saved the rainforest. Lex was 

then the hero of the whole rainforest. Every animal lived 

happily ever after. 

 

“Hello, Lexy…” said Thessa gently and softly through Lex’s ear. He 

was just a new born monkey that lived in the deep rainforest where 

scurrying squirrels searched for food under bristles of wispy moss; 

the ancient trees stretched away from the crinkly floor and the 

birds chirping merrily above the trees flying freely. The baby 

monkey had brought happiness to all the fellow animals that lived 

in the wilderness. Every morning, the birds would start chirping and 

humming as the other animals woke up one by one; they would 

start an orchestra in the rainforest and everyone seemed to have 

a connection between each other. 
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At the age of twelve, Khadijah learned that she had the ability to turn 
into animals. It all happened when she was watching an animal 
documentary on the television one day. One minute she was an 
average twelve-year-old girl, and then the next minute she was a 
four-legged mouse deer. Needless to say, nobody saw it coming.  

She used to consider it a curse, hiding in her bedroom out of fear of 
being exposed as a strange beast. It took a while, but eventually her 
parents coaxed her into coming out of her room. They sat her down 
and told her that her ability was not a curse, but a gift. They told her 
that she had been granted an unique power, and that she should 
embrace it.  

In hopes of getting their daughter to accept her powers, they moved 
to a small village in Borneo. There, she could freely roam the forest 
outside their house whenever she turned into an animal.   

Their plan worked for if she ever turned into a sun bear in the middle 
of the day, she could just sneak out the back door and spend the 
rest of her day wandering the jungle. She never wandered too far in 
case she turned back into a human while roaming the jungle.   

By the time she turned seventeen, Khadijah started to see why her 
parents called her ability a gift. With her powers, she was able to 
see life through the eyes of different animals. Each animal's 
experience was an unique and exhilarating one. Turning into an 
animal midday no longer became something she dreaded, but 
instead became the highlight of her day. Every time she turned into 
a different animal, she felt the mountains and the forest beckoning 
her and she had to answer the call.    

Through the eyes of an orangutan, she swung through the trees of 
the jungle without a care in the world. The forest sang her a lullaby 
that night. She fell asleep staring at the stars that shimmered and 
swirled like a pool of glitter above her.  

There was one time when Khadijah turned into a turtle. Things were 
a little complicated at first. Her parents had to quickly drive her to 
the nearest beach and put her into the ocean. It was her first time 
ever becoming anything besides a land animal. Breathing 
underwater was strange but she overcame that transition quickly 
enough. After that, all she could think of was the feel of the cool 
ocean water against her leathery skin. She felt like she was 
snorkelling, but without the restrictive gear.   

She basked in the ocean’s glory for four hours, swimming alongside 
schools of fish and doing underwater backflips in the strong 
currents.   

The ocean was like nature’s rollercoaster - wild, thrilling and 
terrifying all at once. The deep blue void of the ocean both scared 
and amazed her. Living underwater for those four hours was a 
grand experience she would never forget.  

 

 

Another time, she turned into an elephant. She towered over her 
whole village and almost trampled her neighbours. Luckily, she 
soon learned how to manoeuvre her newly enlarged form.   

Being a large creature was… different. It seemed that everything 
else moved faster than she did and her every move felt like a slow-
motion scene from a movie.   

Being larger than almost everything else did have its upsides 
though. She had a magnificent view of the forest, her village, and 
the mountain range that housed Mount Kinabalu in the far 
distance. As she admired her surroundings from her great height, 
she felt nature’s peace flow into her just as sunshine flowed 
through the canopy of the forest.   

In the body of a hornbill, she felt what it was like to be free. She 
soared through the air and rode the skies. The cold wind that blew 
against her black feathers did not faze her, but sent a rush of 
adrenaline through her spine. As she swooped through the clouds, 
she felt nothing short of joy. She did not want the sensation of flight 
and freedom to end.  

However, out of all her animal experiences, her favourite would be 
as a tiger. As her senses of smell and hearing heightened, she felt 
like she had just downed several cups of coffee.   

To rid herself of the restlessness plaguing her new form, she raced 
through the forest, her heart beating rapidly. All she could hear 
was the sound of her blood rushing in her ears and the strong 
winds that gushed past her. It was overwhelming and exciting.   

She felt ferocious and unstoppable like a storm. She ran and ran, 
not stopping until her paws felt like they could not take her any 
further. She rested atop a tall cliff that overlooked the forest and 
breathed deeply, her lungs inflating with the onrush of scenery and 
fresh air. Full of pride and vigour, a great roar escaped her throat, 
booming and echoing throughout the forest. Never before had she 
felt so alive.   

Seeing life through an animal’s eyes was immensely refreshing. 
Each experience opened her eyes to a new perspective in life.  

They reminded her of what joy felt like; to be free, to be one with 
the trees, rivers and mountains, to venture and be amazed by the 
world’s beauty, to see and feel, to bask in the earth’s glory - that 
is what joy is.     
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Rimau settled into his First Class seat, in the brand new Malaysia 
Airlines A380 Super Jumbo Jet, as the crew of MH 001 prepared 
the passengers for the flight home to Kuala Lumpur. Rimau was 
keen to go back home after spending almost a month in the United 
Kingdom. He was very proud to be selected to represent Malaysia 
at the Conference, organised by the London Zoological Society. It 
was a very interesting trip for Rimau as he got the chance to meet 
up with other distinguished species from all over the world. He 
thoroughly enjoyed the cool London weather but after a month 
Rimau was missing terribly the warmth of the Malaysian weather.  

Rimau was also pleased that Malaysia Airlines went the extra mile 
to make him comfortable during the flight to London because that 
was his first time on a plane. He was glad that he was being treated 
like a VIP during the flight home as well, because it seemed that he 
was the only passenger occupying First Class.  His grin became 
broader as he read his name on his ticket:  
Mr. Rimau, Malayan Tiger - Panthera Tigris Jacksoni  

He was so glad that they knew enough to distinguish him from the 
Indochinese Tiger: Panthera Tigris Corbetti. Most people still 
confuse the Malayan Tiger with the Indochinese Tiger, but then 
again it was only in 2004 that they discovered that the Malayan 
Tiger is unique only to Malaysia.  

As he settled down in his seat, sipping the warm milk that was 
served by the stewardess, Rimau noticed a strong peculiar smell. 
Some might think that it is a foul smell but to Rimau who grew up in 
the wonderful virgin jungles of Semenanjung Malaysia, the smell 
was a unique smell that could only be found in the lush jungle of 
Malaysia. It was because of the smell that he noticed a new 
passenger had joined him aboard. She was a beautiful red flower 
with white dots and she was blooming majestically as she took her 
seat across from Rimau.  

Rimau wondered who she was? Was she a visitor that is going to 
explore his beautiful Malaysia? Rimau smiled at the new guest and 
introduced himself in his most distinguished voice.  

“Hi, my name is Rimau, I am a Malayan Tiger. Are you going to 
Malaysia for a holiday?”  

The beautiful lady in red giggled and smiled at Rimau.  

“My name is Miss Rafflesia. You can call me Sia, like the pop star. 
Actually, I am on my way home to Malaysia too. Just like you Mr 
Rimau. I am also a Malaysian.”  

Rimau was truly surprised. He had thought Sia was a foreigner. 
Rimau never knew such a beautiful flower was a Malaysian too. 
When Sia explained that she was from Sabah, East Malaysia only 
then did Rimau realise that there was so much more beauty in 
Malaysia, and he hoped that he would be able to visit Sabah and 
Sarawak too. Surely there must be more fantastic flora and fauna of 
Malaysia that he still had not met or discovered.  

 

 

Sia was in London as a guest at the London Botanical Society 
representing Malaysia, similar to Rimau, and she was also 
beginning to miss her home after spending a duration of time in 
London. As the plane soared into the sky on its way home to 
Malaysia, Rimau and Sia began to share more information about 
each other. Both of them were equally surprised about the 
interesting facts that they did not know about their fellow 
Malaysian.  

Through the detailed explanation of Rimau, Sia found out that the 
tiger was the biggest species of the cat family and could reach a 
length of up to 3.3 metres (11 feet) and weigh as much as 300 
kilograms (660 pounds). Subspecies of the tiger include the 
Sumatran Tiger, Siberian Tiger, Bengal Tiger, South China Tiger, 
Malayan Tiger and Indochinese Tiger.  

Sia always thought that tigers, like cats, were afraid of water but 
she was so surprised to find out that tigers are good swimmers 
and can swim up to 6 kilometres.  She did not know that a group 
of tigers is known as an ‘ambush’ or ‘streak’. Most interestingly, 
though, was that tigers that breed with lions give birth to hybrids 
known as tigons and ligers.  

Rimau was really enjoying his conversation with Sia. He was so 
happy to learn so many interesting facts about his fellow 
Malaysian that he had just met. A plant with no leaves, no roots, 
no stem and has the biggest flower in the world, sounds like the 
stuff of comic books or science fiction. Rimau could only imagine 
the awe that Stamford Raffles felt when he discovered Rafflesia 
Arnoldi in 1818. Rimau was further amazed to know that Rafflesia 
holds the all-time record-breaking bloom of 106.7 centimetres (3 ft 
6 in) diameter and 11 kilograms (24 lb) weight, with petal-like lobes 
an inch thick. It is one of the rarest plants in the world.  

As if size and rarity weren't enough, Rimau also found out that 
Rafflesia is also one of the world's most distasteful plants, 
designed to imitate rotting meat or dung. The flower is basically a 
pot, flanked by five lurid red-brick and spotted cream 'petals,' 
advertising a warm welcome to carrion flies hungry for detritus. No 
wonder the smell was strong but for a jungle boy like Rimau it was 
a natural smell to him.  

The duration of the flight from London to Kuala Lumpur seemed to 
be a lot faster than usual for both Rimau and Sia, and they enjoyed 
discovering more interesting facts about Malaysian Flora and 
Fauna. No wonder millions of people visit Malaysia annually.   

As the plane touched down at KLIA, both Sia and Rimau headed 
home in different directions. Both of them were proud to be 
Malaysian and were very keen to understand and appreciate the 
unique attractions of the flora and fauna in Malaysia.  

 

 



 

48 

Writer & Artist: Tan Yee Ting  
TSUN Yin High School 

Supervised by Nafilah and Ju Aini 

The Life of Lute 

 

  

I gasped and opened my eyes, but instantly regretted it as the 
piercing light blinded my eyes. 

I squinted and shaded my eyes. I slowly became used to the 
brightness and suddenly felt a strong urge to find out where I was. 

I looked around as best as I could and found that I was lying on dirt 
in a clearing in a bamboo grove. I looked down my body and it 
seemed that I was a bamboo flute. 

All of a sudden I heard footsteps behind me. I turned and saw a man 
in black clothes who was wearing a black cape and top hat striding 
toward me. Somehow at that moment my instincts took over and I 
tried to escape, thoroughly terrified of the mysterious stranger. 
Adrenalin pumped through me as I ran at my maximum speed. 
Suddenly, I stopped and went to the stranger against my will, like I 
was being controlled. He told me that he was my master and I was 
to play him music or he would torture me and ordered me to play a 
piece of music. I was just on the verge of panicking when a tune 
floated into my head. I immediately took that option and tried to play 
it and, hey presto, a melodious tune soon filled the air. My master 
told me that I had done well today but there was a glint in his eye 
that hinted of hard days to come. 

As expected, there were hard days ahead alright. I had to play a 
different song every day and it had to be good or else my master 
would torture me. It was pure agony and I wished I could die. 

But one day, a miracle occurred. My master suddenly left. From 
then on I was left alone with loneliness as my constant companion. 
But that all changed when someone barged into my life. 

One day I was wandering around the grove when I felt that 
something was coming towards me. I thought that it was my master 
coming back and was about to panic when I had a brilliant idea. I 
went and lowered myself on the ground, closed my eyes and 
pretended to be a bamboo shoot. I felt tremors beneath me and its 
source came closer and closer still, occasionally stopping for a while 
and continuing. This went on for about half a minute when the 
tremors stopped abruptly.  

A gust of warm, moist wind blew into my face and I cracked open 
my eyelids a fraction. Lo and behold, there was a giant, gaping, pink 
abyss with slightly yellowish teeth sharp en 

I swore I saw my entire miserable life flash by in front of my very 
eyes when I registered, dully, that there was someone screaming 
loud and high-pitched enough to break eardrums. And that 
someone was me. I stopped screaming and saw that the creature, 
no, the panda had its paws over its ears. The panda immediately 
started apologizing profusely but I was too shaken and all I got was 
something about being sorry for almost eating me. When it finished 
apologizing, it introduced itself as Pan and asked me to introduce 
myself and I was stumped as my master had never given me an 
identity before.ough to break bamboo in front of me, just about to 
swallow me. 

. I explained that to Pan and he was shocked and outraged. He 
thought awhile and decided to call me Lute. When I asked him 
where he came from, he told me he was from the jungle in Thael. 
I was extremely surprised as I had thought that the world’s limits 
were merely the clearing. Pan, after hearing this, decided to bring 
me out into the world.  

So we walked. The bamboo grove seemed to stretch on endlessly 
but sometime later it gave way to a beautiful meadow, filled with 
wild flowers and tall trees. The sweet scent of honeysuckle filled 
the air and I turned in a full circle, taking in the scenery greedily. 
The sprawling meadow with its colourful flowers and its great trees 
were of the likes I had never seen before. A part of me wanted to 
stay but another part of me wanted to explore this new world. I 
thought awhile and finally asked Pan to bring me on a journey 
around the world. Pan agreed. 

On my journey, I saw many things that amazed me, all of which 
surpassed the limits of my imagination, and every day was a new 
adventure. I slowly grew to love this life and felt eternally grateful 
to Pan for introducing these wonders into my life. 

But one day, a terrible thing happened. 

We were settling down for the night near a lake surrounded by a 
forest when we heard a howl. Pan paled and we hid in the bushes. 
A pair of electric blue eyes appeared in the darkness soon after. It 
was a wolf, as we had expected. It sniffed the air and started 
prowling in our direction. Pan whispered for me to stay here no 
matter what happened and tackled the wolf. The fight was so 
intense I could only catch a few glimpses. The air was soon filled 
with the nauseating coppery smell of blood. I backed up slowly and 
accidentally slipped and fell into the lake. When I hit the freezing 
water seconds later, it was as though I had hit a sack of bricks and 
I went out cold.  

When I came to, I was lying on an unfamiliar shore and a dolphin 
that had apparently saved me was looking at me. After ensuring 
that I was fine, it swam away. 

And now I travel the world in hopes that I will find Pan again, that 
he is alive.  

The village children want me to tell them my story again, but I 
simply smile and continue on my endless journey and search into 
the unknown. 
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The Prize of a Never-Tell- a Tale 

Battle 

 

  

The sun rose higher and spread its radiance to the world, Eric woke 
up and straightened his wings, which feathers were brushed 
thoroughly.  His eyelashes curled and flickered like fireworks every 
time he blinked . His beak stood out from far like a bowl of paint with 
a range of colours . 

Eric fought terribly to survive.  It meant that he had lots of rivalry 
with nearly every single species of animal. His life was a battlefield. 
Especially in the rainforest of Malaysia, where He was almost alone. 
He found Monica, his future-to-be soul mate. 

He approached Monica not for the sake of taking her for granted, 
but to finally bond with someone of his own kind. In a whizz, an idea 
came up to his thought - he invited Monica for a productive trip 
around the forest. Like a gentleman, he led the way and the two 
birds flew streamlined like all those fish in the sea. The wind swept 
their faces away as they twisted and glided through the ginormous 
trees and blooming flowers. Hardly knowing where to go, they bet 
the ranch to just keep flying. Those 2 black beauties were gracefully 
dancing in the air. It didn’t take them long to stop and when they 
finally did, they set their eyes on some of the most breathtaking 
views they had ever witnessed - the sunset.  

As the two of them never had time to ever appreciate the beauty the 
world held, they never knew how beautifully mistaken they were 
about this land. The mix of red, pink and orange with a sprinkle of 
purple conquered the sky. It was surreal, just like how the artist 
paints on paper. Especially in places like Sarawak, the forest is still 
at top notch and fully cared for, it was sight they could never miss. 

Eric and Monica knew that they wouldn’t get this opportunity 
anymore and how it was a once-in-a-lifetime experience. A moment 
of silence appeared as they sat on a branch and stared off into 
space. Even though time is gold, the wasted time gave them 
memories. The other animals were there too, chilling and resting as 
the day ended. It was like a little community surrounded by colourful 
and eye-catching flowers. 

From that day on, their friendship grew and it went uphill. Eric and 
Monica would meet once in a while and spend time to talk while 
appreciating nature. They ticked every possible place to go in 
Sarawak together, learning and seeing things from different 
perspectives. It was no human love story for them but it was a fairy-
tale bedtime story that had a good ending. Sarawak was just a 
beginning for more compelling times of their lives. They both felt the 
joy of being who they were at places they wanted to be. Malaysia is 
no ordinary land, open your eyes to the glimpse of the outstanding 
nature that surrounds us. Malaysia is a land of uniqueness, a land 
of flora and fauna. 
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The Rise Of The Wildlife Champion 

 

  

The rainforests of Malaysia.  Home to countless species of flora and 
fauna, and offering one of the most extensive collections of what 
nature has to offer beneath the sky.  From the Malaysian tapir to the 
infamous Rafflesia, these rainforests are a haven to wildlife and 
biologists alike, boasting over 20% of the world's animal species. 

Therefore, it was with no surprise when the Customs officer let the 
The Biologist through after performing a customary check on his 
passport and visa, completely missing the smirk on his face as he 
walked through the airport unscathed. Hailing a taxi from the many 
taxi stands outside, The Biologist headed to Route 56 on the FETA 
highway and asked to be put down on the side of the road, before 
walking off into the dense rain forest next to the road, leaving a 
shocked taxi driver clutching the overpaid fare. 

Pushing away the overgrown leaves away from his face, The 
Biologist walked for about ten minutes, knowing exactly where he 
was going in nature's kingdom. Finally, he walked into a huge 
clearing with three small cabins and one huge cabin arranged into 
a makeshift circle in the middle of the jungle, with sweat dripping 
down his face and the sound of mosquitoes buzzing in his ears. The 
gathering of people in strange bodysuits walking around the camp 
paid him no mind and he walked into the large cabin without 
knocking. Ignoring the activity by the busy people, The Biologist 
strolled purposely into the small walled-up office at the end of the 
cabin. 

Looking up from the paperwork he was doing, The Boss asked The 
Biologist what he wanted. Smiling, The Biologist placed the bag he 
took from under the specially chosen taxi's seat onto the table and 
opened it. Taking photos of endangered Malaysian animal species 
out of the bag, The Biologist left the photos on the table and left 
immediately to the tents in another clearing near the cabin clearing. 
Sitting inside a green camouflaged "guest tent", The Biologist 
crossed his arms and waited expectantly.  After about ten minutes, 
a huge looking man poked his head into the tent and said that The 
Boss would see him now.  

Leaving the tent, The Biologist headed out and saw The Boss 
waiting for him on the side of the huge cabin and led him into one 
of the small cabins.  Standing next to the door was the same huge 
man from before and in front of him, a cacophony of noise. There 
were animals of all shapes and sizes, many of them only native to 
the Malaysian ecosystem, and all crying to be let out of their cages. 
There was even a Malayan Tapir and a Malayan Tiger in front of 
him, despite them both being endangered species, with the Malayan 
Tiger only having a population of roughly 250 to 450 left. 

The Biologist nodded slowly, confirming what he already thought 
when he heard about this place from a source, this place was an 
animal trafficking centre. Smiling slowly to himself, he turned around 
and whipped out his gun just as The Boss was instructing the huge 
man to remove what The Biologist ordered from its cage. 

 

Shocked, the huge man and The Boss both raised their hands in 
unison, leaving The Biologist free to pull out his cell phone and call 
for support from the forces already tipped off by Interpol to come 
in.  

Suddenly, a pungent and unbearable smell behind him distracted 
him, and something small and furry leaped on his neck, biting him 
incessantly. Giving a roar of pain, The Biologist pulled the skunk 
from his neck, but the momentary distraction was enough for the 
huge man to leap forward and grabbed him, pressing his gun to 
The Biologist's head. The Boss smiled cruelly and asked The 
Biologist who told him about this place. With a smile, the Biologist 
kicked his leg out, letting go the trained Malayan lemur called 
Rodger hidden inside his pants pocket to distract The Boss, and 
dodged as a bullet whizzed overhead.  

Pulling his non-lethal Rafflesia smell-filled and nausea-inducing 
gun, The Biologist let go of its load straight into the punk's face 
and raised the cell phone to his ear to call the forces in, only to 
find that his cell phone was broken. Groaning, he reached for his 
gun and shot out the locks of the cages, and, pulling the cabin door 
open, released the animals to provide a distraction. Running to the 
hidden path in the forest he dived and reached his secret 
backpack that he had left hidden in a tree trunk when he did 
reconnaissance before. Pulling out his emergency pager, he 
paged the reinforcements in. 

All of a sudden, shots whizzed towards him. Caught in  

slow-motion, The Biologist turned his head just in time to see a 
shot flying right towards his head, when the Malayan Tapir from 
before dived ahead of him and seemingly took the shot for him just 
as Rodger returned. Shocked at the tapir’s sacrifice and 
compassion, The Biologist could only head deeper into the forest 
to wait out the storm as helicopters above started dropping special 
troops down to neutralize the operation. 

 Walking away with tears running down his face at the tapir's 
sacrifice, he trekked through the jungle with the shouts of joy from 
the rescued orang-utans and Malayan sun bears filling his ears. 
At the end of the jungle, just before he returned to civilization, he 
turned his head to see a beautiful bamboo orchid native to 
Malaysia looking down at him. Taking it as a sign, The Biologist 
walked off into the sunlight, birthing a new legend of a protector 
who fought for nature and wildlife, the first ever wildlife champion, 
The Natural Warrior.  
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I was confused by where I was and I couldn’t even see my fingers. 
I was trembling with cold and felt so hopeless. I was told to wind my 
way through the narrow passage until I saw a massive wooden door 
and I would know what to do next. I thought it was a prank last night 
when the organisers of the programme informed me that I was 
selected as the winner of the contest, which was a free trip to outer 
space. I thought it was just a shenanigan and didn’t mind about it at 
all but something went strange this morning. I was taken by a limited 
edition Bugatti Veyron. It was 2am and, unsurprisingly, I was in my 
pyjamas. I had no idea where I was brought to. I wanted to shout for 
help but I was too exhausted as these people definitely chose the 
wrong time when half of the city was asleep. I asked a few questions 
but the people in the car were as silent as a grave. It was blatantly 
obvious that this trip was a big secret. Where would I be after an 
hour?  

After an hour, I was put in front of a colossal door painted in 50 
shades of purple. I opened it and there was another door behind it. 
“This will take forever,” I whispered to myself. I managed to open all 
the doors after spending a very long time, believing that I would be 
safe on the other side of the doors. It was a heart-attack for me 
when I stepped into the air, and, due to gravity, fell into a tunnel. I 
fell quickly. There was no time for me to see what was coming next. 
Down, down, down…feelings of anxiousness and terror grew 
stronger and stronger. Luckily, I fell onto a large bouncy cloud and 
realised there was no exit. I must think outside of the box to save 
myself. I then saw a small cookie on the table and ate it without 
thinking. I watched myself shrink into the size of a rabbit, I could 
pass through a miniature door now. On the other side of the door, I 
saw something I had never thought of.  

I saw creatures other than humans, and they were far different from 
what I had been told. An elephant in a hero costume was waving at 
me and flew to my side. Thanks to my history class, I knew what an 
elephant looked like. It vanished 100 years ago, no one can explain 
how it just came to an end. After a long conversation with the 
elephant, I found out that his name was Eric and he used to work in 
a circus. Elephants are enormous animals and many cultures hold 
them in high regard. He was in tears while telling me that his family 
was extinct because of the illicit killings taking place all the time as 
egocentric humans traded their tusks for a wad of money. They’re 
offered at a very high price and nobody was actually concerned 
about them. Forests were cut down, forcing them to leave their 
homes. People shot them down when they strayed in the city, 
wandering around as they were homeless. There was no place in 
this world for them. Eric was then brought to work for a circus. If he 
didn’t perform well, he would get assaulted and starved the whole 
day. But he smiled as everything was good now.  

 

“ I was once a little baby, 

Utterly innocent and happy, 

But one day Humans killed my family, 

I had no choice but to flee, 

Circus caught me and had me work for free, 

Gained nothing but injury, 

Wasn’t fed properly, 

Entertained people was what I did, 

Here I am, world of peace, 

Humans never saw us for centuries. ”  

I then spotted a couple of black shrews smooching sweetly while 
holding hands. How I hoped they could return to Earth again.  

Animals and plants cheer me up, they bring the joys of life to us. 
Why would humans back in the old days attempt to kill these 
loveable creatures? Flora and fauna, we can’t live without them. 
Flora produce oxygen that fauna and humans require in order to 
stay alive, while at the same time, fauna and us provide them with 
carbon dioxide. We used to get along with each other 
harmoniously. Now, we have to pay for oxygen supplies to survive. 
Mark, the tiger, told me that forests, which were their homes, were 
destroyed by humans as people cut down trees each year and 
many forests were cleared for farming.  

A timid mouse deer was hiding behind a pitcher plant, probably 
because they used to live in fear of humans. They became extinct 
aeons ago due to poaching and capture for the wild animal trade. 
I pondered over why humans never tried to rescue them. Then I 
saw an innocent and playful orang-utan swinging on the crescent 
moon with laughter. A purple Orchid was planted beside the 
monkey for Oxygen supply. These two best friends were relying 
on each other as their species were killed due to deforestation. 
Plants talked to us if we listened with our heart. If time could be 
rewound, I would sacrifice my life to rescue them. I’ve never 
thought that we were the biggest reason for why they disappeared. 
We always blamed it on nature.  

But if we stop and think carefully, wasn’t it us who made all these 
problems? If only we could live peacefully with them, without 
harming one another, life would be better than it is now. 
Rhinoceroses were never medicine, elephants weren’t trinklets, 
tigers not rugs. When they are gone, when every life is lost, how 
can we remember them? Extinction is forever.  
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 “I don’t think that is a good idea, your highness.” Flounder, Ariel’s 
wise, loyal Hawksbill Turtle companion, whispered into her ears. 

“Why? She only asked for jewelry, and I have more than enough to 
spare!”  

Refusing to listen to Flounder’s warning, she agreed. When she 
woke up, though, not only she had legs, but she was also still 
wearing her jewelry! She could still sing as beautifully as she did 
when in the sea. The first person she wanted to share the good 
news with was her old best friend. “Flounder!” Ariel shouted towards 
the sea. There was no reply. Ariel mimicked a turtle’s squeak. There 
was still no response. Ariel panicked. She knew she could not have 
Flounder hanging around her if she became a human, but then she 
also thought that they could still have a chat occasionally. 

Ariel waited. She did not have the mood to look for Eric the 
fisherman. Her best friend had disappeared. She felt helpless. 

It was not until when a night market started business when Ariel 
noticed something special. 

The sign by a simple stall read, “TURTLE SHELL BRACELETS.” 

It freaked Ariel out. Suddenly, she knew what the most precious 
possession she had was. Flounder was a turtle with a large shell. 
With her shell, dozens of bracelets could be made! 

She did not know what to do. She could only run. Without realizing, 
she made it to the harbor where Eric always hung out. He was sitting 
there, fishing. Ariel managed a sob, because she was so frightened 
but she did not want to disturb him. She decided to solve her own 
problems. “It is you!” However, a deep voice made her frozen. Eric 
had stood up.  

“I have seen you before! You are always swimming around here. 
Nice to meet you, like, finally.” For some reason, his face flushed as 
he spoke.  His words made Ariel burst into tears. She then told Eric 
everything. She knew she could trust him. 

Eric pondered. “I know about Ursula. She is a mysterious woman, 
but I didn’t know she gets her hands on the illegal stuff! I know just 
the person to help you.” 

With Eric’s little boat at top speed, the duo headed towards a 
mangrove forest. “I must slow down here,” Eric said when they 
came near. “This is the only place where we can find help.” 

Before Ariel could question, a melodious sound emerged. When she 
looked to the direction, she saw the weirdest scene.  

It was a crab playing a mini string instrument. And it was no normal 
crab. The size its right pincer was normal, but its left pincer was 
particularly small.  

 “Ariel, meet Sebastian, the Fiddler Crab. Sebastian, Princess Ariel.” 

Ariel curtsied when Sebastian bowed. “Your highness! It is a great 
pleasure!” 

 

 

 

Eric explained the situation to the crab quickly. 

“Ah, you have come the right one! As I, Sebastian, the Fiddler 
Crab, is the only one tiny enough to sneak into the witch’s garden 
where she is most likely to imprison the poor turtle, and strong 
enough to cut the ropes tying her at the same time. And you know 
what…?” 

“Of course, we know, Sebastian! Now, do you mind to start our 
rescue now? As the task will turn riskier…” 

“Absolutely, fisherman! It is my honor to…” 

Sebastian was chatty! With its companion, Ariel worried less. The 
trio began their journey to rescue Flounder. 

The shed where Ursula lived was dark and silent. A shed it was, 
but it was fenced with a large piece of land behind the building. 
They knew Flounder was trapped there. 

“Are you sure you are capable of this?” Eric frowned at Sebastian. 

Sebastian did not reply. He quickly crossed the sands and found 
a tiny hole at a corner of the fence. He squeezed through it without 
any difficulty. Within a few minutes, it had located Flounder. It cut 
the ropes with such agility, when Flounder was still unable to move 
itself normally. 

Then Sebastian quickly went back to his starting point. He cut the 
iron wires until the hole was large enough for Eric and Ariel to 
squeeze through to save Flounder. 

Suddenly, the lights inside the house were turned on. 

“Quick, both of you!” Sebastian instructed. “Grab the turtle and get 
out!”  

Working together, Eric and Ariel were strong and quick enough to 
carry Flounder and run away while Sebastian ran with his short 
legs. Just after they reached the beach, they heard Ursula curse, 
“You dishonest scumbag! You promised! You wait…” 

Ursula’s curses were harmless to them as the quartet had left her 
domain and reached the beach, where Flounder was put into the 
water gently and regained consciousness. Sebastian crawled into 
the sand to catch some sleep. 

“Now you know, your highness,” Flounder scolded. “That you are 
not wise enough to identify who you should trust! Come back to 
the sea, and think about your doings!” 

Ariel looked at Eric. “I’m sorry, Flounder. But I stick to my 
decision.” 

Flounder looked at the young couple and sighed, then slowly 
returned to the sea without looking back. 

Holding hands and without saying a word, Ariel rested her head 
on Eric’s shoulders, watching the sunrise.  

 

Ariel woke up with a start. She struggled to check her lower body.  

Please let it work! Ariel prayed silently. She had really grown a pair of 
legs! 

“Yes!” The mermaid princess cried out joyfully. She knew that she 
could help her. Even though Ursula was only an ordinary woman 
during the day, but as the night fell, as Aquata told her, she became a 
witch who helped miserable lovers. Therefore, Ariel came to her when 
she fell in love with a handsome fisherman. She knew that she must 
live on land if she wanted to marry him. Only magic could help her. 

Ursula agreed to help with a cost. “Promise me your most precious 
possessions, princess!” Ursula said greedily. “And you will have your 
wish granted!” 
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I turned on the light and saw the mirror. There he stood, a 19-year-
old university student taking a photography course somewhere in 
Australia. My black hair was messy and my eyes were dark as ever. 
Those were the traits that I really liked about my heritage. What I 
didn’t like was my pale skin.   

I sighed. Back home, we used to play outside and I’d always a tan. 
I loved it, it usually indicates one’s manliness. I laughed.   

“Aarren~!” I heard my friend calling me from afar but I ignored him 
as I was busy taking pictures of a majestic pigeon.    

“Fine, you asked for it!” He said again. Wait, don’t do it.      

“MUHAMMAD DARRYL AARREN BIN MUHAMMAD  

HAZ-”  “Colby!” I shouted. He skipped towards me, grinning. 
Somehow my friends find my name unique and enjoyed saying it 
out loud.    

“What is it?” I asked him.  “Look at this. It’s a photograph of an 
animal I’ve never seen before. It says this animal can be found in 
YOUR country! How cool is that?!” Colby pulled out a photograph 
from his bag.    

“For a second I thought it was the same species as the elephant! I 
liked its black and white body, like a panda!” His childish nature 
surfacing.  “You sound like a child, Colby,” I said.   

“Have you seen it, though?” He asked curiously.   

“Yeah, a few times, actually.” I replied nonchalantly.  “That is so 
cool! You need to bring me to see one of them when I visit your 
country,” He gleefully reminded me and I made a mental note to 
myself.   

“Sure thing,” I chuckled. It’s amazing how little things could 
exhilarate him. I felt a pang of guilt as I was reminded of how I had 
always taken things for granted.     

Then I missed home.   I’m not usually sentimental, but right now I 
wish I was back home, with my family. We could walk to the zoo, 
like we always used to.  

I stopped my train of thoughts. Why did we always visit the zoo and 
wildlife reserves? Did my parents love animals so much?   

Reminiscing, I suddenly remembered my 5-year-old self holding a 
drawing of a boy with animals around him, claiming it to be my 
ambition. My classmates laughed and I remembered crying. I was 
sure I drew them underwater and declared that it was located near 
Manukan Island.   I shook my head and followed after Colby.   

That night, I had a dream. I opened my eyes to a vast ocean 
spreading miles before me. Except, I was underwater. It was several 
beautiful shades of bluish green and a tint of teal. I knew this place, 
it was my home.    

  

 

 

 

I never had a lucid dream before. I was in my favourite azure 
hoodie and it felt like I had gills for lungs. I could still breathe 
normally and see clearly. Especially the figure creeping towards 
me. As it got closer, I realised it was a tapir. Its body plump and 
cuddly as ever, I held it and hugged it. It squirmed out of my grasp 
and I couldn’t help but laugh.  Soon enough, a leatherback turtle 
swam in front of me. I caressed its shiny shell. It smirked, proud of 
its hibiscus garland.  An elephant floated nearby, playing with a 
hibiscus flower. I giggled as it trumpeted to the rhythm of the 
scarlet flower.  Another figure came closer, and this one had 
difficulty swimming. It revealed itself to be a tiger, wearing a 
majestic crown of hibiscus.    

‘There’s your king of the jungle’, I chortled.    

I swam and found a perfect place for me to sit on. It was a throne 
made from bird’s nest fern, pinang tree and pitcher plants. I 
realised how much I loved animals and plants and took pride in my 
country’s. Wasn’t this my ambition?  Even if it was just a dream, 
the details were extremely astonishing; they left me speechless. 
Why haven’t my own people realise that they’re gifted with 
beautiful and irreplaceable treasures by mother nature?  

I woke up from the dream. It felt so real that I could still feel the 
tiger’s fur. I reached for my phone.   “Hello, Aarren! How’s 
everything, sweetie?”   

“Everything’s fine, mom. I just miss you, and dad.”  “We miss you 
too, Aarren. Is that the only reason why you called?”   

I giggled. She sounded almost sulky.   

“I just realised how much I miss those animals.”   

“Oh yeah, we used to visit them a lot, didn’t we? Your favourite 
was probably the tapir.”   

“Used to, but now every single one is my favourite.”   We laughed.   

“Mom, I wish the whole world can know and love those animals 
and the pretty flowers, too.”  “They’re beautiful, aren’t they? The 
whole world will surely love them.”    

Silence descended.  “I know, Aarren! Why don’t you include them 
in your final project or something?”   

“That’s a great idea! I’m currently working on taking photographs 
of nature.”   

“Surely you have a few days to spare? Come home, won’t you?”  
“Of course, mom. I’ll be there soon!”  “We’ll be waiting!” Mom hung 
up.   

I promise I’ll show them to the whole world someday. They’re what 
makes our country the most beautiful, after all. 

Mom said, ‘Be proud of who you are, and don’t lose sight of yourself.’    

Dad said, “The world is a reflection of your heart. If your heart is 
polluted, so is the world as you see it.”   

That was the last thing I remembered before my alarm went off, its 
blare interrupting my dream. I lifted my hand lazily and turned it off. 
The serenity returned.   

There was something going on in my mind before I woke up. Was it a 
dream? I couldn’t remember.    

The agony of squinting my eyes through the bright sunny day was 
tormenting. The curtain was open, even though I had warned my 
roommate not to. I groaned as I stretched out of my bed and made my 
way to the bathroom.   



 

54 

Writer: Tang Xin Ru  

Artist: Lim Xie Min 
Stella Maris Secondary School 

Supervised by Melalyn NG 

To the Rescue of Our Home Sweet 

Home - Tang Xin-RuA 

 

  

They followed the strange sound and arrived at a remote area. To 
their horror, there were about five men standing with some 
machinery who tried to cut down a tree. They just kept yelling at 
each other and were planning to cut down all the trees at this area. 
The Malayan tapir and the orangutan saw that the men had taken 
apart their homes by cutting down many trees. The Malayan tapir 
and the orangutan then looked in understanding at each other and 
left the place quietly. 

At midnight, the Malayan tapir and the orangutan woke up and 
quietly met each other by the river. United by their desire to rescue 
their home, they soon forgot about the disagreement between them 
and put their problems behind them.   

“We should protect our home and we can’t let the invaders destroy 
this park,” said orangutan. 

“You’re right! Let’s do it! Would you want to join me in fighting for 
our home?” Malayan tapir asked. 

“With all my heart.” 

And with that, they set out on planning for hours on how to protect 
their home. They stayed up the whole night, as they could not sleep 
well because they were excited. 

The next day, the Malayan tapir and orangutan started their plan. 
They went house to house telling the animals about what they had 
seen yesterday and asked the animals to join them in protecting the 
park. All of the animals agreed and were willing to participate.  

A few days later, all the animals gathered beside the river to discuss 
how best to protect the park. However, the animals were not very 
cooperative in their discussion. 

“I think we should attack them while they are resting under the tree,” 
the python said. 

“No. We should attract them to a place and set a trap for them,” said 
the bees. 

“No, I think we should be like that…...,” the animals kept saying. 

“I think...we can attract them to a place, just like this place, and set 
a trap for them. Just like what the bees suggested. And then, we 
can throw a huge rock on them or the bees can sting them.” said 
the oldest animal in the park, the Elongated Tortoise. 

The animals suddenly became as quiet as a mouse and no one 
continued talking on anything. 

“Great idea!” buzzed the bees. 

“I agree too,” said the Malayan tapir. 

 

  

 

 

 

The animals looked at each other and nodded, all saying that they 
too agreed to the plan.  

The next day, they started their original plan. As the people were 
cutting down the trees at a remote area, a flock of birds started to 
sing and chirp beside the river and the other animals also hid 
there. The sound got louder and louder until it drew the attention 
of the invaders. Out of curiousity, the invaders went closer to the 
chirpy sounds. 

The invaders began to walk along the river not suspecting 
anything when all of a sudden, they stepped on the trap… 

“Now!” shouted the orangutan.  

The Malayan tapir loosened the ropes, followed by the other 
animals who started to throw a lot of big rocks and branches at 
them. By the time the group of invaders came to realise what had 
happened, it was already too late. The swarm of bees also flew at 
them and stung them like a million prickly needles which led to the 
screaming sounds of the invaders. 

The animals were cheering for their victory and were proud of the 
outcome of their teamwork. The screaming sound of the invaders 
became weaker and weaker until there wasn’t any more. 

Many years later, on one cool evening, the Malayan tapir and the 
orangutan were looking at the beautiful scenery of sunset beside 
the river, and talking to each other. 

“Do you still remember what had happened here a few years ago?” 
asked the orangutan. 

“Of course. I would never forget about it as it was the 
greatest  mission I had ever accomplished in my life. I was so 
proud of myself because I joined forces with the other animals to 
protect our home. We drove out the invaders together,” reminisced 
the Malayan tapir. 

“Me too. This is our home - the place that I’d grown up in and lived 
all my life. I won’t let anyone destroy my home. Although I didn’t 
have ability to do it myself, I gathered everyone and we protected 
it together. If there is anyone who would come and harm our home, 
I believe that all of the animals will also cooperate to rescue it. 
Don’t you think so?” 

Malayan tapir thought deeply and in that moment of silence, he 
just looked at the beautiful scenery of the national park. He smiled 
and replied, “Yes, this is my house - the place that I met my 
beloved friends - and I built my family here too. This place gives 
me a sense of happiness without regret??. The scenery is so 
beautiful, like a picture, and I won’t let this paradise ever be 
polluted or destroyed by humans.” 

 

In Bako National Park of Sarawak, there was a big problem between 
the Malayan tapir and the orangutan. The shouting between them 
attracted a lot of animals. The problem started when the orangutan’s 
conversation with its family disturbed the Malayan tapir’s rest causing a 
great argument to spark between them. As a result, the Malayan tapir 
and orangutan didn‘t talk to each other for a few days. 

One blazing afternoon, the animals were feeling sleepy and some of 
them were just walking around the park with nothing to do. The Malayan 
tapir and orangutan accidentally bumped into each other by a narrow 
river while they were strolling around. They locked eyes and because 
they were still heated from their disagreement, they began to turn the 
other way. It was then that they heard an unfamiliar sound that came 
from far away. 
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They used to grow on this soil but now it can only be embedded as 
part of my memories…..   

There had been a moderate population of a type of plant existing 
since my grandparents’ generation. When I was a kid, grandpa used 
to take me to a green big field occupied by one specific family of 
flower. “The most beautiful flower is the one living in the most 
undisturbed nature with total freedom.” This was what he always 
told me when he was still around.   

Sadly, the population of the flower shrank over the years due to 
some detrimental factors. First of all, the unexpected and fast pace 
of development in the town caused a major geographical change to 
the surrounding. A huge number of trees were cut down at one point 
in time. As a result, the sudden increase in the surrounding 
temperature made the area unbearable for their survival. What’s 
more, the blazingly high temperature also greatly deceased the 
humidity, causing extreme water loss from them. Worst of all, the 
lackadaisical dwellers were never concerned about the state of the 
plants, especially right after researchers discovered that the flowers 
were effective in curing various diseases years ago.     

It turned out to be the deadliest reason for putting the plant on the 
brink of extinction. Most disappointingly, the green big field had lost 
its vibrancy as most flowers either wilted or suffered severe 
damage, leaving the small group of flowers nothing but a bleak 
enormous struggle. In short, the condition of the land was no longer 
suitable for them. Soon, a team of botanists came to our town and 
aimed to take the remaining flowers back to their centre. Before they 
could do so, they needed to study everything about the flower 
including biological features, condition, sensitivity, and so on. In 
other words, they would spend some time for their research. At that 
instant, I recalled grandpa’s quote. I must do something for the 
flowers before they were taken. Without hesitation, I decided to shift 
those struggling flowers which still managed to survive. I replanted 
them in a hill next town. The condition of the hill was considered as 
the most ideal and strategic. Ever since, the flowers have been 
living in complete tranquillity.   

Looking at the flowers, I smiled and whispered: ‘Grandpa, I guess I 
have made the right decision; Blue Peas are now living without any 
disruption.’     

The above story teaches us a lesson – appreciate the value of 
plants. Conservation means giving respect and causing no 
disruption. First, plants must not be taken for granted. To ensure the 
long-life survival of the plants, one must put effort in taking care of 
them. Showing appreciation simply means another form of 
conservation. When we appreciate the plants in addition, the true 
meaning of conservation is to allow the flora and fauna to live in 
their habitats with maximum comfort and safety. To abridge, let 
nature go on with its cycle and I think this is the most practical form 
of conservation we can maintain, without any cost or difficulty.      

 

  

 

 

 

Although the world is equipped with permissive access to the 
internet nowadays where we can easily catch a glimpse of the 
visual of a rare plant, it is never the same feeling as getting a 
chance to witness the real thing. It will be utterly meaningless if 
the real plants no longer exist in nature. Blue Pea is indeed a 
unique and beautiful plant. A beautiful flower can bring so much 
happiness to us in many ways. For instance, a flower means a 
possibility for pollination, a successful pollination means the arrival 
of new life, and eventually it passes down to the next generation. 
All in all, the wonder of nature is enormous. Beauty is to be 
preserved for eternity, for that, a vigilant mind and quick action 
should come together in order to conserve the everlasting beauty. 
In my opinion, both plants and animals do not want a contrived 
place to survive; rather, what they really need is the most authentic 
and natural habitat to live.  

In human definition, survive and live mean two different things and 
I believe it is the same when it comes to animals and plants. The 
purpose of conservation is to ensure their long life in the place 
where they belong. They are beautiful and priceless; most 
importantly, they are one part of joy and happiness in our lives.  

  

Conservation refers to the sense of conscience and responsibility 
for plants and animals, all of us can definitely begin with a small 
act to protect them. We need to learn from this quote. “If the 
weakest seedling can outgrow the others under the most difficult 
circumstances, eventually that will make it the strongest tree in the 
future.” Simply put, nothing is impossible. Together we build a 
safer and better habitat to make sure of the continuous existence 

of those precious species in our country， so that our next 

generation will still have a chance to witness all of them. Always 
bear in mind that a thing of beauty is a joy forever. Time and tide 
wait for no man. Henceforth, let us put our hands together and do 
our part in the conservation of plants and animals.     
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Flawless. That was the first thing that came into my mind when 
someone told me to describe the Malayan tiger. Truly, what is there 
not to admire when you come face to face with magnificence 
personified? These tigers have fur as soft as the richest silk and 
eyes as seductive as the night itself. Yet with all its beauty worthy 
of flowery poems and stories, they are undeniably hunters. They 
have claws that slash and teeth that break even the hardest of 
bones. They are armed with the natural artillery of a merciless 
predator, all wrapped up daintily in the form of elegant allurement. 
It would do you no good if you underestimate such a mighty beast, 
lest you’d be leaving with a scar or two. Like I did. Yes, I have come 
face to face with the Malayan tiger more often than not. Yes, they 
are as dangerous as they appear to be. On the other hand, you 
yourself cannot deny the irresistible attraction to these animals. It is 
a grand pity, indeed, that they are considered endangered animals. 
As a native to these forested lands myself, I shall show you how 
much of a priority these Malayan tigers are. 

The forest is their realm and their home. Those who walk with two 
legs are only welcome as guests. That was what my grandfather 
drilled into me whenever I ventured into the forest. I was 
accompanied by the consistent noises and songs of birds and 
cicadas, and occasionally the deep croaks of frogs broke the 
murmuring. I was taught since young to preserve the forest and all 
that dwelled in it, for the forest is not only my home but also the 
home to those who call it their habitat. As I sat observing a herd of 
sambar deer grazing in an open field of tall grass, I realized that I 
was not the only spectator of the scene. A large Malayan tiger lay 
a-crouching just mere few feet from me! The silent predator had its 
muscles bunched up like a coiled spring ready to burst, its sleek 
body moving stealthily across the plain. Before I knew it, I was 
witnessing a chase between a predator and its prey! The deer 
scattered and the tiger roared as it gave chase, piercing the 
afternoon sky with its frustrated cry. That was when I knew for 
certain: That this was its home, whilst I, a human, being capable of 
rational thought, was just a lowly outsider. Who, in their right mind, 
would destroy another’s home for the sake of personal gain? 

As I entered my tribe’s home, I had to expertly weave my way 
around the laughing children who were on their way to our elders’ 
houses. Overcome with curiosity, I followed them and greeted my 
elders with a bow and a kiss to their aged hands. The children sat 
down on woven mats with unconcealed impatience, yet held their 
tongues when the elders came to sit in front of the gathered young 
crowd. Ah, I thought, it was education time. 

 

  

 

 

 

The elders were given the responsibility to teach the younger 
generation about the importance of maintaining the forest. With 
their fluent voices, the elders showed the younglings how to gather 
materials from the forest: enough to use but not enough to 
endanger the delicate balance of nature. They taught the children 
to respect – not fear nor sneer at - all animals. Especially the 
Malayan tiger, king of the forest. It would do us more harm than 
good if we ever incurred its wrath. I touched my scar in evidence 
of the elders’ wise words, knowing full well that the younger 
generation should take heed of the old ones’ advice - if they want 
to save not only their own lives but that of the tigers’ too in the near 
future. 

I excused myself from the elders politely, picking my way into the 
dense forest once again. Soon, I stumbled on a crowd of outsiders 
that were led by men from my tribe. They were showing these 
newcomers the forest’s wonders and their main attraction was. 
…obviously … the Malayan tiger. I knew how necessary it was to 
conserve such an endangered animal. I primly sat at the far side, 
listening to the men telling the outsiders about the forest and facts 
about the Malayan tiger. So intently was I listening that I failed to 
sense a looming presence beside me. One of the older Malayan 
tigers sat by my side, growling slightly at the outsiders. This tiger 
was gravely injured by a greedy hunter years ago and only by the 
expertise of our tribe’s doctor was the tiger’s life saved from the 
clutches of death. The tiger chose to stay, no questions asked. I 
nodded my head towards it in respect, knowing full well that 
although it still had the capability to kill me, it chose not to. The 
men introduced the sitting tiger reverently to the outsiders, telling 
the tale to them and showing them that if we do right with the forest 
and its dwellers, then they will do right with us. The same goes if 
we show the hands of chaos and destruction to them; we will only 
be condemning ourselves in the process. That is the way of 
nature. The unbreakable law. God, I hope that the message came 
across to the foreigners.  

As I ate dinner with my family, I came to think about how wonderful 
life was with the presence of the Malayan tiger. Without them, the 
balance of nature would be broken and all would be lost in the 
absence of the jungle king. I learned that we have to maintain the 
forest lands and to bequeath the young with our knowledge of the 
Malayan tiger and nature. Not to mention that we have to open 
other people’s eyes to the very conservation of this mighty beast. 
From the distance, I heard a Malayan tiger roar as if  in agreement 
with me. 
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PRIMARY 

1st Prize SJK ( C ) Kuen Cheng 2 Bravery Tham YuanYi Yvette Y E Lim 

2nd Prize SJK ( C ) Kuen Cheng 2 
The Bird, The monkey and the 
Malayan Tiger 

Isabelle Li Ming Monteiro Yvette Y E Lim 

3rd Prize Sekolah Kebangsaan Bukit Jalil The Harmed Mangrove Trees Nur Ain Binti Mohni 
Nur Anis Batrisyia Binti 
Mohd Zubir 

Special Award Writing Sekolah Kebangsaan Bukit Jalil The Beauty of Flora and Fauna 
Adam Ilyas B. Admi & Zainal 
Azrainshaha B. Zainal 

  

Special Award 
Illustration 

Labuan International School The Beauty of Nature Algren Kyle Tan   

Special Award 
Illustration 

Labuan International School The Warmth of a mother Jewel Chieng Shao Li   

SECONDARY 

2nd Prize SMK Seksyen 3 Bandar Kinrara Survival of the Fetus Lim Siew Fern 
 

3rd Prize SMK Kota Kemuning The eye of the Tiger Cynthia Foong Wei Li 
 

Special Award Writing Stella Maris Secondary School Beauty in an Alien World James Leow Xin Wei  
 

Special Award Writing SMK Seksyen 3 Bandar Kinrara The Jewel of the Forest Reehana Rekhraj 
 

Special Award 
Ilustration 

Labuan International School Clearer Vision of Malaysian Beauty Vivian Lee @ Dyi Ka Yan 
 

Special Award 
Ilustration 

Labuan International School 
Semenanjung The Elephant and 
Sabah' Sarawak The Rhinocerds 

Irfan Najmuddin Mohd 
Ridzuan 

 

Special Award 
Ilustration 

SMK Bukit Mewah The Legendary Bloom Maria Kristina Thomas 
 

TERTIARY 

3rd Prize Monash University Malaysia 
Butterflies - The little Fairies of the 
Nature 

Joy Beh Siau Fang 
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WORKSHOPS 
Arts & Creativity Exhibition Workshop 
23 April 2016 at Sunway University Department of Art & Design 
Earlier the year, in April, MINDS held workshops for school teachers to encourage them and their students to explore 
creative possibilities in various ways. These workshops were run successfully hence, we saw greater participation and 
improved quality stories and illustrations from the primary, secondary as well as tertiary students. 
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