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O nce upon a time a majestic elephant came 

to town. Everyone was amazed at its 

stature, its being, and the heart behind 

its warm, loving eyes. 

 “Let’s catch it,” a young boy shouted. 

 And, while fibers of the twine would be as 

threads to you or me, the elephant seeing the 

excitement of the towns people, allowed itself 

to be captured. 

 “Why not?” it reasoned (though the widest 

net in all the world barely covered its 

backside). And so it rested, half-netted, for a 

very long time. 

 “I rather enjoy the feeling of the net on 

my backside,” it reasoned. “Besides, the hearts 

of these people are simply delightful." 

 Generations came and went. Scores of 

people to enjoy the elephant, living, 

breathing, half-netted, there in the town’s 

square. In fact, as things do, new buildings 

appeared, sky scrapers and cafes, all built 

around the resting elephant.  
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Once day an architect presented an idea to the 

town's people to actually enclose the netted 

elephant under a huge glass dome. 

 “With portals so it could breath, of 

course” he added, pointing here and there at 

the designs on the scroll rolled across the 

wooden table. 

 But that idea was short lived. 

 Another entrepreneur thought the town — 

now a thriving metropolis — could widen its 

influence on Google (and make money, lots of 

money) by gently extracting the threads of the 

ancient net on the elephant’s backside and  

selling them. 

“Not all the net, of course.” He assured, “Just 

a fiber here and there.” 

 All the while the elephant rested, content 

one happy to be smack-dab in the middle of all 

things important. 

 Every thousand years or so the elephant 

would take a deep breath, so much so that it 

would strain the age-old net, draped across its 

backside so many yers ago. Buildings shook. The 
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ground rumbled. People everywhere scampered for 

shelter. But years later everyone returned to 

their shops and activities, barely aware of the 

living being, silently resting in the center of 

all they knew. 

 One boy (now a scientist) grew up to be 

quite a famous fellow. He often spent his free 

time simply sitting on the curb facing the 

elephant’s backside; staring, studying, and 

(when all was quiet in the now National 

Elephant Reserve) running his fingers through, 

over and across, the fragile fibers of that 

ancient net. 

 He grew, as I mentioned, and became a 

well-respected scientist. More than that, he 

developed research labs that received grants to 

purchase advanced technologies to examine the 

fibers, their origins, DNA, or other 

fascinating facts of the net. In fact, the 

flurry of excitement around the fibers — almost 

equal to, if not greater that, that first day 

when the elephant meandered into the village — 

became so grandiose that, as generations 

continued to come and go and rise and fall, the 

elephant itself (as hard it is for me to 
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believe as I write this) all but disappeared.  

Everything became all about the net.  

 “The net is this.” 

 “The net is that.” 

 “We had previously believed the net 

contained of elements of this or that. But our 

research has discovered something we could have 

never imagined!” 

 That darn net. 

 Through the eons of time, well beyond the 

days of flying cars, robot spouses, and other 

inventions, the which, if I were to mention 

them, you’d hardly believe; the bedrock of 

belief systems, worldviews, theology — and even 

family holiday traditions — all shifted away 

from the elephant and onto the net.  

 Then came that day. 

 “It’s time for me to stretch my legs, get 

some exercise, perhaps even find a roasted 

peanut stand.” the elephant thought. 

 It rolled over and sighed deeply, leveling 

a good size of the metropolis.  
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 It reached around its backside to scratch 

its rump, popping and snapping off the fibers 

of the now sacred net, sending them spinning 

whizzing and whirling into the far corners of 

the globe. 

 Scientist scrambled. They ran to the labs, 

befuddled. Everything previously known about 

the net had now been tossed out the window. 

Indeed the whole of civilization on which the 

research of the net built upon was now left 

dangling by a thread.  

 The penny dropped. Anguish ambushed all; 

that day when the elephant went looking for a 

bag of peanuts. It was that day when everyone 

realized the thing on which the very hat of 

their existence hung turned out to be quite a 

nothing at all. 

 Out of the metropolis and into the burbs, 

the elephant moseyed along, its trunk flipping 

this way and that way in a carefree kind of 

way, sniffing fragrant flowers as it went, 

seemingly without a care in the world. 

 “How I love being an elephant,” it thought 

with a twinkle in its eye. 
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 It meandered into a nearby forest. Great 

beams of sunlight pierced through the bamboo 

mist, spreading a gentle warmth onto his toes.  

 So peaceful; so Edenic.  

 “This is as good a place than anywhere.” 

It yawned deeply and blew a loud trumpet blast 

with its snout (stunning local villagers and 

rumbling through the mountainside), dropping to 

the moist ground with a thud. The trees rocked 

violently.  

 “I’ll attend to the peanuts later,” he 

said to himself, falling peacefully into 

elephant dreamland.  

 Deep within the shadowy stalks of bamboo, 

a boys face appeared. Curious eyes, trembling 

fingers. He reached for the elephant’s backside 

(though he didn’t know it was its backside — 

nor did he know that the being even was — 

though it would be debated for another thousand 

years). He touched it. A surge of excitement 

filled his being like electricity. 

 In an instant he was gone; running — no 

darting — this way and that way through the 

sunbeams, like a gazelle across the mossy 
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tundra until reaching the village; thatch-

roofed huts, dust, the smell of burning wood 

hanging in the air.  

 Fists clenched, heart pounding, he turned 

his face to the sun, his almond-shaped eyes 

squinting in its brilliance, yelling at the top 

of his lungs. 

 “A net! We need a net!” 

 Back in the bamboo, the elephant stirred, 

rumbling the planet to its core, once again. 

End 


