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Some stories are born to entertain.

Some are born to teach.

And some are born to remind us who we truly are.

Maya and Miya is one of those rare stories that gently holds the reader’s hand and leads them into a world where nature speaks, friendship has no language, and courage grows quietly inside the hearts of children.

This is not only the story of a girl and a young elephant.

It is the story of life itself — of birth and loss, hope and responsibility, love and resistance, and the deep bond between humans and the living world around them.

Through Maya’s eyes, we discover that the earth is not something we own, but something we belong to.

Through Miya’s journey, we learn that every life — no matter how small or fragile — carries a miracle within.

Set in a land of breathtaking beauty and painful history, this book reminds us that freedom is never given, it is protected. That justice is never silent, it is defended. And that even the smallest voices can awaken the world when they speak with truth.

This story is for children who dream,

for adults who remember,

and for all those who still believe that kindness is a form of courage.

May Maya and Miya inspire young hearts to love nature, respect life, and never stop believing in a brighter future.

Because the world changes when children grow up knowing they belong to it.
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The language of friendship is not spoken by mouths.

Ezrit had woken up early that morning and stood outside, waiting for the sun to rise from behind the hills and light up the land where he lived once again. His wife was pregnant, and the birth was very close. Ezrit trusted Harbute. She was the chief healer of Krapsi village. She healed the sick and helped children come into the world. She knew very well which trees were good for which illnesses. She had learned all of this from her grandmother.

When the old woman’s mother was still a young girl, she had traveled with her family through the mountains of Asia. One day, when her father fell seriously ill, they took him to the tent of an old man who lived higher up than the other tents. When the little girl entered that tent, she felt as if she had stepped into a magical place. Next to the tent were small cages with different forest animals inside, and all of them had bandages on their bodies.

When the girl asked the old man about them, she received an unbelievable answer. Every night, the old man walked through the forest until morning, checking whether everything was in order. He collected injured animals, repaired the nests of birds whose homes had been destroyed, and tried to rebuild the balance of nature.

The little girl could hardly believe what she heard. The animals in the cages had been hurt a few days earlier when heavy rain caused a small stream to overflow and a storm knocked down trees in the forest. The old man had treated their wounds and kept them in cages until they were strong enough to return to nature.

Inside the tent were small pouches with writings on them in a language the girl did not know. The old man prepared medicines for her father for several days and finally healed him. That little girl’s name was Serenya.

Grandmother Serenya later went to the lands of Asia and stayed with the old man for a while, learning many things from him. With what she learned, she saved many lives and helped many people. Later, she taught everything to her daughter. After Serenya passed away, her daughter settled in Krapsi village and became a healer there.

The name Harbute came from the old man’s wife whom Serenya had known in Asia. Of course, the old man’s wife had not given the name to Harbute herself, because Harbute had not even been born when she died. But her name was Harbute, and Grandmother Serenya wanted to give this name to her granddaughter. Over time, the name was forgotten.

Serenya’s daughter married a man from the Kahora tribe, and since the tribe members had difficulty pronouncing the name, they began calling her by another name. In the end, however, the name Harbute was given to the village’s old healer and was never changed. Her husband was also from the Kahora tribe, but he was too easygoing to care about such things.

Ezrit trusted this old healer deeply. Harbute was the only person he could leave his wife with and go to work in peace. That morning, after sunrise, he went to the healer’s tent and asked her to watch over his wife, Semenya. Harbute accepted without hesitation, because she had been closely following the young woman’s pregnancy. She had not told Ezrit, but she was worried about the pregnancy. She believed the woman would not have an easy birth.

That morning, Ezrit left home again to go to work. He was a park guide in a world-famous national park, guiding visitors from many countries who came to observe animals in their natural habitats. The park was huge, and the animals lived completely freely in nature. Hundreds of people worked there, and Ezrit was just one of them.

Every morning he set out early and walked a long road to the visitor center. That day, he walked quickly along the dirt road ahead of him, his steps full of worry. He was anxious because his wife was about to give birth, and he had not been able to get permission from work. At this time of year, the national park was crowded with visitors, so local guides were rarely given leave.

Ezrit had tried to get permission from the camp two days earlier, but his request had been rejected. All he wanted was to be by his wife’s side when she gave birth.

When the old healer Harbute came to Semenya’s side, she saw that the young woman was still asleep. Noticing the drops of sweat on Semenya’s forehead, Harbute gently wiped them away with a piece of cloth. When the cloth touched her skin, Semenya slowly opened her eyes. When she saw Harbute’s smiling face, she smiled too.

“How are you feeling this morning, Semenya?”

the old healer asked.

Although Semenya tried to look well, the pain was clear on her face.

“It would be a lie to say I’m fine. I couldn’t sleep until late last night. I think it’s because the birth is getting closer.”

“Don’t tire yourself too much, my child. I will help you, and you will have a beautiful baby.”

“Having you by my side gives me strength. You make me feel better.”

“Now I want you to get out of bed and take a little walk outside with me.”

Semenya held the old woman’s wrist and tried to stand up. The healer helped her, and the young woman got out of bed. Together they stepped out of the tent and walked for a while. After the walk, Semenya felt a little better.

The old woman seated her on a small stool outside, then gathered a bundle of dry reeds from beside the tent and placed them in the fire pit. She lit them and went back inside. From a small pouch tied to her belt, she took out some bikri seeds and poured them into a pot. Then she filled it halfway with water and went back outside.

The sun had risen higher now, and the air was growing warm. The healer placed the pot on the fire to boil. Then she sat beside the young woman and gently held her wrist. From her belt, she took out a small piece of bread and placed it in Semenya’s hand.

This bread had been made by the old healer herself. She crushed certain plant seeds into flour, mixed it with water to make dough, and baked small round loaves. These breads were actually medicinal, but they were so delicious that everyone asked her for them.

Semenya lifted the little round bread to her lips and breathed in its scent.

“It smells wonderful,”

she said.

The old healer smiled.

“The gifts of nature are endless, my child. My great-grandmother learned many things in the lands of Asia and passed them down from generation to generation. The shaman she met there had learned the secrets of nature through a tradition that lasted for centuries, and he helped build strong bridges between people and nature in Asia.”

“Why can’t we build that bridge here, Harbute?” Semenya asked.

“Times are changing. The population is always growing, and people destroy forests to build new homes and farmland. As long as humans believe they are the only beings living in this world, they will never be able to build strong bridges with nature.”

At that moment, Harbute saw that the water on the fire had begun to boil. She stood up and walked to the fire, lifted the pot, and returned to Semenya’s side. She poured the hot water into a cup and handed it to her.

“Eat your bread and drink this water. It will help you.”

Semenya lifted the water, now colored by the dried herbs inside, to her lips. The smell was strong and stung her nose. It had a powerful herbal scent, but if Harbute wanted her to drink it, she could not refuse. With effort, she took a sip. It was still warm.

She broke off a piece of bread and put it into her mouth, then drank the water so the bread would go down easily.

She wished very much that her husband could be by her side during the birth, but she knew well that he would not be given permission at that time. Ezrit was one of the tribe’s best trackers, and he also knew very well how to control wild animals in nature. He had improved himself in his work, and this had made his position secure.

While they were at home, Ezrit saw Tinaha running toward the security point. Everyone called him Tihi. He was as quick as a monkey, and his skin was darker than the others’. If Tihi was running like that, something must have happened. Ezrit waited for him, curious about the news he was bringing.

“Ezi, I think Yukin is giving birth!”

“What? Where?”

Yukin was a very old elephant. They knew she was too old to give birth, but it was as if nature wanted to tell people something. The old elephant had broken a belief and become pregnant. Now it was clear why Tihi was so worried.

“In the third zone. She’s lying on the ground and tears are coming from her eyes. I think she’s crying. She’s in a lot of pain. We need to help her.”

Ezrit took the medical bag filled with medicines for animals from the security point and went to the third zone with Tihi. When they arrived, the birth had already partly happened, but Yukin did not look well at all. Ezi went to her side and gently stroked her head.

“Calm down, Yukin. Look, you are becoming a mother again. You are a very lucky elephant, you know that?”
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