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Chapter 1
                                   The Legend  
“Grandpa, when animals die, do they go to heaven?"  "Of course animals go to heaven," Grandpa answered without a moments thought.  "But Grandpa, how do they get there?" 
Grandpa replied, “Well, when I was a little boy my Grandfather told me a story, a story that his Grandfather told him and his Grandfather before him.”
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“My Great, Great-Grandfather, your Great, Great, Great, Great-Grandfather was a full-blooded Native American Indian.  Back in those days, they were simply called Indians.”  

“It is now time for me to tell you that story!”
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  Chapter 2

The Village
Many years ago before this country was called the United States, and before the Europeans settled here, our ancestors, roamed the Rocky Mountain region in search of buffalo, elk and deer.

Many legends were told about that time to this time.  This is one of the many legends handed down from my father and his fathers before him.

This particular legend is told of a time when my Great, Great-Grandfather was a small boy. 

The tribe had dogs and horses roaming freely on their land.  All of the other animals were wild ones.  They had to hunt and fish to survive.
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Their village sat right on the edge of a dense forest, in front of a slow flowing river which gave them the opportunity to do a lot of fishing and hunting.  They would travel down river and spend many days and nights there, doing both.

On their return, the Chief’s horse, Black Star would always be the first one there to greet them.  This made the Chief very happy.
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It was a quiet and friendly village but it wasn’t always that way.  There were times in the past when they were at war with other tribes and the pale faces (white men).  But for now, it was peaceful.

There were many brave Warriors living there, they mostly hunted and fished…in fact, it was written in stone that every boy, when he became of age, was to be trained as a Hunter or Warrior.  
There were no exceptions!
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   Chapter 3

     The Boy

In this village, there was an eight year old little boy named Rohan 
which means “Going Higher” in their language.
Rohan loved and respected animals above all things and his people respected them too.  The only difference was he could not hurt these animals for any reason, not even for food.
This separated him from all the other children in the village because every child in the village would tease him and make fun of him because he was so different.
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You see, it was very important for little boys to grow up to be brave Warriors and Hunters and Rohan had no interest in either.  Rohan and his trusted pony, Dakota meaning friends and allies, would go everywhere together.  
Sometimes his dog Shep would go too but most of the time it was just he and Dakota.  
They were best friends!
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Rohan was called terrible names by the other boys and they would say, “Go play with the Squaws where you belong.”  He was never included when they played games, swam, or just romped around. 
Rohan knew he was different but try as he might, he
couldn’t kill an animal just to fit in.
At times, he would question if he were truly an Indian or if he was somehow a big mistake the Great Chief had made.

Chapter 4

[image: image12.jpg]


Rohan’s First Adventure

The very first time I heard about Rohan was when he was eight years old and he saved a little buffalo from a hunters trap.  He, Dakota, Shep and some of his animal friends went onto the plains to play.   That was where he saw the little buffalo snared in a trap.  As he rode closer to the little calf he observed him.
It was just a little calf but it fought like a giant buffalo trying to get free.  The calf made loud scary noises, kicked, snorted and stomped with everything that was in him, but to no avail.

Rohan tried to calm the little calf down by speaking softly to him and trying to comfort him.  He told him that he would help him if he would only settle down.  “Come on my little friend, calm down so I can get you out of that trap”, he said.  
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But it took a long time and it wasn’t until the little guy was so spent and could no longer move that Rohan finally was able to help him. “You are one brave little fellow,” Rohan said.
“I think I will call you Thunder because of all the loud noises you make,” Rohan said.  Rohan proceeded to open the trap and set Thunder free.

At first, Thunder didn’t know what to do, but as if thanking Rohan, he rubbed up against his leg and then slowly walked away.  
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Rohan. Dakota, Shep and their friends headed back to camp and would never tell anyone about the adventure they had.
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Chapter 5
Life In the Village for Rohan
On his return, Rohan’s parents would ask him where he was but Rohan never really told them anything.  He would feel guilty about that but felt they really weren’t interested.  Oh, they loved their son all right but they never understood him and at times, Rohan felt he was just an embarrassment to them.

He felt his only true friends were the animals and he was okay with that.
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When the other boys would go into the forest to hunt with their fathers, Rohan and Dakota would head the other way and onto the plains.  However, instead of hunting the animals, he would play with them and try to keep them away from the area the others were hunting in.  The animals knew Rohan on sight and trusted him; they knew he would never hurt them and a special bond grew between the animals and Rohan.
It was now three years since Rohan helped Thunder out of that trap and he has helped many animals since that time.  Rohan was now eleven and soon he would start his training to become a Hunter or Warrior.  It was more important now than ever for him to go on his little trips.  Sure, it was still dangerous for him to be out there all alone because these animals were wild animals but Rohan was not afraid. 
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Chapter 6
Meeting an Old Friend

It was on a very beautiful day in early September that Rohan took off on one of his escapades.  He was with a few of his friends, Shep, Dakota, Rou (the fox), Nashoba (the wolf) and Lulu the rabbit, which meant precious pearl.  

They came across a little fawn with an arrow in her.  She was hurt pretty badly and Rohan didn’t know if he could save her or not.
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He got out his bandages and healing herbs and proceeded to tend to the little fawn.  While he was helping her, he named her Mahala, meaning tender female.  
He heard a thunderous roar as he was finishing tending to Mahala and putting his precious bandages and herbs away. 
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All his animal friends scampered off in fear but Rohan stood his ground and waited to see what came out from behind those trees.  All of a sudden, a humongous buffalo sneering and snorting broke through the brush directly in front of Rohan.

As Rohan stood there looking right in the eyes of this furious buffalo and feeling his steamy breathe on his face, he dared the Buffalo to take another leap forward.
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The Giant Buffalo did!

The buffalo stopped for no earthly reason, right in front of Rohan.  As Rohan stood there, still looking in the eyes of this heated buffalo, something familiar about him dawned on Rohan and he asked, 

“Thunder is that you?”
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As if on cue, Thunder rubbed up against Rohan’s leg, as he did so long ago.  “Oh Thunder, I knew when you grew up you would make sounds like thunder and you didn’t disappoint me.  You scared me half to death though,” Rohan said laughing.

When all Rohan’s friends knew it was safe, they also joined Rohan and Thunder.  Everyone spent the afternoon playing with Thunder but it was getting late and all too soon, they had to say goodbye to him.   
After Rohan’s friends all said their goodbyes to Thunder they were ready to go home.  Mahala also joined her new friends and was feeling much better since Rohan took that nasty arrow out of her and she drank the herbs he gave her.
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They all headed back to camp feeling happy at seeing their old friend again.
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About The Author
I was born and raised in Shamokin Pennsylvania, a little eastern coal town.  My maiden name was Bonnie Johnson and I was the daughter of the late Donald I. and Mary B.  (Hagerty) Johnson.

I graduated in 1963 from Shamokin High School and Ja’mel Beauty College the same year.  In 1963 to 1966, I owned and operated a beauty shop in that great little town.

I married Jim May in 1965. who was born and raised in Coal Township, Pennsylvania.  We moved to Middletown, Pennsylvania and lived there for ten years where we raised three wonderful children, Jim Jr., Ginny and Tom.  
We now have six fantastic grandchildren. We moved to Morrison, Colorado in 1978 to be closer to my brother, the late Gary Johnson.
I worked for Coors Brewing Company in their Marketing Department where I learned my computer skills.   Some of the other places I worked were Law Firms and Gold Companies.  I even worked for a short time at a Ribbon Ranch making ribbons for schools and horse shows.  Poetry was my passion for years and I had some published.  I wrote a children’s story in my senior year in high school. 
I apparently never forgot about that little story because after 44 years, “The Tale of a Rabbit’s Tail”, was published.  I’ve learned many valuable lessons on my journey through life.  Never give up on your dreams and never stop believing in yourself were the most important lessons I’ve learned so far.
Even though I’m now in the twilight of my life the saying, “You can’t teach an old dog new tricks,” has a totally different meaning to me.
My oldest son Jim had a dream and hence, this story was born. “Grandpa, When Animals Die, Do They Go to Heaven,” by far is one of my favorite projects so far and I hope you enjoy it too.  
Have fun reading, Bonnie May
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