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			2015 Indie B.R.A.G Medallion Award

            "...C. Behrens does a fine job of creating personable creatures that are engaging and fun...a fine read...far greater than simple entertainment…Kids (likely, in grades 2-4) will relish this enchanting saga!

            —Midwest Book Review, Diane Donovan

"There is lots of adventure and excitement, in fact it is rather nonstop.  The characters show many traits that are true to their species and kids may learn a thing or two as well as enjoy the story." 

—Judge, 22nd Annual Writer’s Digest Independent Book Award 
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			Several of the characters’ names are from the Swahili language and have the following meanings:

			Amani means peace.

			Kali means strong.

			Madame Ardhi means Mother Earth.

			Panya means mouse.

			Shamba means field.

			Shwari means calm.

			Tembo means elephant.
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			“Who is that man with the traps?” asked the girl cheetah cub of her mother as they crouched in the tall African grass.

			“He’s one of those poachers I warned you and your brother about,” Mrs. Cheetah replied, pushing aside some of the grass for a better look. “And right now he’s catching mice.”

			“Catching mice,” shrieked the girl cub. “What for? They’re so small?”

			“Shh,” Mrs. Cheetah replied. “He can sell them, because the villagers think mice are tasty little creatures.”

			“But they’re too cute to eat,” said the girl cub, climbing on her mom’s back to get a better view. “Can’t we save them?”

			“We have to worry about our own survival, not theirs,” Mrs. Cheetah said. “Now get off my back before he spots you.”

			The girl cub jumped down and darted toward the poacher’s truck. “We can’t just leave them to die.”

			Mrs. Cheetah pounced on the boy cub’s tail before he could move. “Stay where you are. I’m sure he has a gun.” Then she ran after her girl cub.

			Mrs. Cheetah charged the poacher from the side and knocked the gun out of his hands. The gun smashed against the side of the truck, breaking in half. Mrs. Cheetah yelled to her cubs to run while she chased away the poacher.

			With two mice clinging to her back, the girl cub bolted past her brother. “I’m faster than you.”
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			“No way!” the boy cub replied, zooming past her. “I’m faster.”

			His sister raced up next to him, and the two ran neck and neck across the open grasslands. Faster and faster they ran, so fast they whizzed by a lion who was chasing a gazelle.

			“Oh no, not the cheetahs,” the gazelle said. “I can’t outrun you, too.”

			“Don’t worry, gazelle,” said the girl cub. “We’re not chasing you. We’re helping our new mice friends, Shamba and Panya, get away from a poacher.”

			“Friends with mice? Who have names?” the gazelle said, a surprised look on his face.

			“Yes,” the girl cub said, smiling. “They got their names from their human friend, Sarah, who they live with in a tent camp.”

			“I wouldn’t go near that camp, if I were you,” the gazelle said. “Those humans might put an electronic collar on you or even worse, put you in a cage.”

			The boy cub laughed. “They’d have to catch us first.”

			The cheetah cubs took off sprinting again. Of course, their mom had caught up to them. Then, just as the cubs reached their highest speed yet—sixty miles per hour—the mouse named Shamba shouted, “Whoa! Whoa! Slow down, little cheetah. Our stop is coming up.”

			The cheetah cubs came to a screeching halt at the entrance to the campsite. The tent camp where Shamba and Panya lived was located in the northern section of Serengeti National Park, far away from the other camps and lodges. The girl cub lowered her body to the ground, so her two mice friends could hop off.

			Shamba’s jaw dropped wide open when he saw little fires burning where the camp’s six tents once stood. The camp’s staff and their jeeps were nowhere in sight.

			Shamba looked at Panya, his whiskers quivering. “I told you we shouldn’t have left the camp this morning.”

			“I was just looking for some adventure,” Panya replied. “I didn’t think we’d get stuck in a trap. Besides, hanging around the camp every day gets boring.”

			“Boring kept us safe,” Shamba said.

			Panya pointed to a black bandana nailed to a tree. On the bandana was a picture of a cobra snake, and they both knew what that meant. Three of the nastiest poachers on the Serengeti had just been there. Snake, Bones, and Gunz were the poachers’ names.

			Snake was the leader, and he had a black-necked spitting cobra for a pet. Bones was bald and very boney looking, and he wore a silver chain around his neck with a dog bone attached to it. Gunz had a tattoo of a large machine gun on his right arm, and he always had a big gun hanging from his shoulder.

			As Shamba and Panya stared at the bandana, the cheetah cubs tumbled between them. The cubs kept pushing each other until their mom separated them.

			“I got here first,” the boy cub said.

			“Uh-uh,” the girl cub replied.

			“You’re a sore loser,” her brother said and ran off.

			“You cheated,” the girl cub yelled as she and her mom chased after him.

			After the cheetahs left, Shamba scurried over to the spot where Sarah’s tent had stood. She was an American zoologist, who needed a year-round living space to accommodate her frequent trips to the Serengeti.

			Shamba couldn’t help but recall the first time he’d seen Sarah. He had been rummaging through a garbage can outside her tent when a light breeze carried an unrecognizable aroma right to his nose. The smell was so enticing that he felt compelled to investigate it.

			The sweet smell led Shamba directly to the entrance of Sarah’s tent. At first, he was hesitant to enter, but as soon as she smiled and waved for him to come on in, he scurried over to the source of the new smell. It was sweet, crunchy, and small enough to fit in his paws. Eventually, he learned that his new favorite food was called kettle corn. Yum.

			Now, Panya hurried over to Shamba. “What are we going to do?”

			“We should get some food and water and look for Sarah, because it’s only a matter of time before those poachers—“

			“Look out!” Panya shouted, pulling Shamba away from Snake’s net just before it slammed down next to them.

			 Snake chased the two mice with his net. “I’m going to get you,” he warned. He slammed his net down, missing Shamba by an inch. Thwack! Snake slammed his net down again, but the mice were too quick for the poacher.

			Whomp! The net banged down once more.

			“Ow!” Shamba screamed. The net caught his tail.

			“I got one!” Snake hollered to Bones and Gunz, who were sifting through the burnt campsite.
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			Snake held Shamba up by the tail and laughed. But a moment later he grimaced because Panya had bitten his ankle. Then, when Snake looked down at his ankle, Shamba bit one of his fingers. “Ouch!” Snake yelled, dropping Shamba.

			“Run,” Panya said, while he pulled at Snake’s shoelaces to untie them.

			Shamba ran toward the path at the back of the camp, and within seconds, Panya had caught up to him. Snake chased them there and slammed his net down again and again, but Snake’s untied shoes caused him to stumble. As he fell forward, he threw the net at the two mice. It landed between them without harming either mouse—but Snake hit the ground hard. Bones and Gunz raced around Snake and continued the chase.

			As Shamba and Panya ran madly through the burnt grass in fear for their lives, Shamba looked back to see how close the poachers were, and when he turned forward again—wham! He had run into something hard and fell flat on his back.

			“Ouch,” he moaned. “That tree wasn’t there a second ago.”

			“It’s not a tree,” Panya told him. “It’s a giraffe.” 

			“I’m very sorry to have knocked you down, Mr. Mouse,” said the giraffe.

			“If you give us a lift, we’ll call it even,” Shamba answered, struggling to get up. 

			“I’d be happy to,” the giraffe agreed, lowering his head. “Hop on.” Shamba hopped.

			Panya climbed up quickly, too. “Go, go, go,” Panya begged, clinging to the giraffe’s horn. “Hurry! Hurry!”

			With his head high above the ground, the giraffe bolted down the path at the back of the camp that led to the open plains. The poachers stormed after them. The giraffe zigged. Then zagged. And then he zigged some more. Just when the poachers were closing in on them, the giraffe disappeared into an enormous cloud of dust. Because the giraffe’s long neck held his head high above the dust, the two escaping mice saw that the poachers had given up the chase.

			“Why don’t I drop you off on a high branch?” the giraffe suggested as he leaned toward a nearby tree.

			“Wait,” Shamba said, jumping up and down several times. “A jeep full of park rangers is heading this way. Please drop us in the middle of the dirt road, so we can try to grab onto something when the jeep passes over us.”

			“That sounds dangerous,” Panya replied.

			“What other options do we have?” Shamba asked, then looked at the burnt campsite.

			“We could return to living like real field mice,” Panya said, as he watched the herds of zebras, wildebeests and elephants move across the grassy plains.

			“Have you forgotten that the rest of our families were killed for being real field mice?” Shamba asked, rather upset at the idea.

			Shamba motioned for the giraffe to take them down. Panya nodded in agreement. The giraffe dropped them off in the middle of the dirt road and then galloped away. As the jeep came closer, the tall brownish grass along the side of the road swayed vigorously back and forth. A storm of dirt, dust, and rocks swirled all around the fast-moving vehicle. When the jeep roared over the two mouse friends, they could barely see each other through all the dust.

			Just then, a rope dangling beneath the jeep smacked against their paws. They both grabbed at it, but before the mice could climb up the rope, Shamba lost his grip and landed right in the path of the jeep’s right rear tire.

			Shamba’s eyes grew wide with fear when he saw the tire about to roll over him.

			“No!” Panya yelled.
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