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The Will To Change 

By Heidi Thompson 

Age 12 

 

CHAPTER 1 

The Elephant Candelabra was silently sitting on the mantlepiece. As I 

picked it up, its smooth, random edges sent a shiver down my spine. 

Stroking its single tusk, I had a sudden flashback to when I received 

it… 

I had been in the poaching business 5 years; I was about to leave 

my miniscule house when my boss appeared on my doorstep. He 

looked terrible: There was a shadow of grey stubble on his chin and 

his eyes were red and swollen.  

Why was he here? He had never spoken to me before! 

“Hello”, I said, “why are you here?” He looked oddly 

uncomfortable. Weird, I thought. He was normally in such control.  

“Ummmmmmmmmmmmm…” He spluttered. “John, don’t come 

to work today”, he finally mumbled.  

“Why?” I puzzled. Sighing deeply. He whispered: “We…we shot 

your brother!” 
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SILENCE!  

COMPLETE.  

UTTER. 

SILENCE!  

“You what!” I whispered, outraged. “Why? How?” 

“He got in the way of the elephant when we were shooting. I’m 

sorry.” Patting me on the back, he walked away stiffly.  

I was gasping for breath! Now, I know my brother detested me 

but we were still family! I trod into the living room and burst into hot 

tears. When I was only half done drowning myself in my own salty 

leakings, there was a short knock on the door. 

There was no-one there, only an oblong package on the 

doormat.  

Opening the package, I had a bizarre feeling… Was this truly for 

me? 

Concealed in the carboard box was an object wrapped in tissue 

paper and a card. I scanned the card: 

Dear John,  

In my will, I leave you this elephant candelabra as I want you to 

feel extremely guilty for your evil doings towards these extraordinary 

creatures.  

From Dexter (your brother). 

A loud sigh bought me back to the present. MY loud sigh. I 

glanced at the clock hanging above the stove and gasped. 

I’m late! I can’t be late for the shipping 
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CHAPTER 2 

BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. 

6:30.  

Time to wake up. 

I sluggishly sat up and got out of bed. The morning dust had 

covered the window like a blanket. I tied on my navy, furry dressing 

gown and headed down the rickety staircase. As usual, I looked left 

toward my mantlepiece, which held my beloved elephant candelabra 

from my brother.  

Then again.  

Again.  

I then turned around so I was facing fully toward my 

mantlepiece.  

It was gone! 

GONE!  

I gritted my teeth then started pacing the floor. Blinking rapidly, I 

began throwing Kenya culture books off the shelf and on to the oak 

surface below. I hunted under the patterned patchwork cushions, 

before examining under the squashy leather sofa. Immediately after, 

I looked in all my cupboards stuffed with numerous African 

delicacies.  Trudging out to the front garden, I searched in various 

empty plant pots, by the hose and even in the bushes.  

I was about to give up when I spotted a flimsy bit of paper 

blowing in my letter box. A clue?  

I sprinted over to it and ripped it out the box. It read:  
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John,  

meet me in treasury square at 12:00. 

your overdue bonus of £700,000 is waiting!  

See you there.  

Ashura Arlette  

P.S. I found a buyer for the elephant candelabra on your 

mantlepiece. Some fool wanted to buy it. Ha! Already sold. Hope it 

created some space for you.  

Angry tears welled up in my eyes.  

How dare he! 

How dare he! 

 

CHAPTER 3 

The fiery sun was glaring down at me- engulfing me whole. Walking 

down the graffiti-decorated square, sweating from head to toe, my 

wide feet throbbing from my ill-fitting trainers. Hot bodies were 

pressing against me; trapping me in the overcrowded market-place.  

I quickened my pace; I couldn’t keep Ashura waiting. 

As the stench of blood-spattered fish caught my nose, I had a 

random flash back to when Dexter and I were little and were fishing. 

Every time Dex caught a fish, he would study it for a few minutes-

lovingly almost- then release it back into the mucky depths below. 

Why? I don’t know…He always did love animals! 
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A distant car toot transported me back to the present as I caught 

a glimpse of Ashura leaning against a lamppost, modelling a designer 

suit and Zilli sunglasses.  

Smoking.  

You can do this I muttered to myself.  

As Ashura spotted me, he dropped his cigarette to the floor and 

stamped on it dismissively, with his black-polished shoes. I walked up 

to him and stammered: “H…hello A…Ashura how…w are you?”  

I asked, looking down at the floor immediately.  

“Well hello John!” He cried, in a strong, confident voice. “I am 

very well thank-you! Here is your bonus of £700,000 exactly.” He 

handed me a bulging bag filled with notes.  “The ivory shipment is 

departing the dock today at 9:00 and everything is packed up ready.”  

“Where is my candlestick Ashura?” I questioned, pulling up my 

trouser waist-band.  

“Obviously we will do a final check”. He continued, running his 

hands through his sleek, gelled hair and clearly avoiding my 

desperate interrogation. 

“WHERE. 

IS. 

MY. 

CANDLESTICK?” I shouted ferociously!  

“Oh, give over John… he sighed loudly. “I sold it. Anyway, what 

did it really mean to you? It was only your brother’s and he didn’t 

care about you anyway!  
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Angry. Very angry.  

“NO! Don’t talk about my brother like that!”  

And with that, I drew my fist back slowly and punched him right 

between the eyes! A deafening crack shivered through my body. As I 

released my fist, Ashura’s glasses snapped to the floor revealing a 

bloody nose and glaring eyes. Before he could say anything, I took a 

swig from my whisky bottle, waved, then strode off towards the 

cemetery. 

 

CHAPTER 4 

Once I arrived at my brother’s grave, I crouched down and spilled the 

whole story. I felt incredibly relieved to finally reveal my true self to 

my brother…even if it was a declaration over his gravestone.  

“Oh bro, I’m so, so, very sorry! I should’ve listened to you at the 

beginning! How can I ever make it up to you?” I stared vacantly 

around the cemetery and then fixed my gaze on my brother’s grave.  

Wait.  

I leaned closer.  

I saw it… 

An elephant! An elephant sketch was resting on my brother’s 

grave!  

I then knew what I was going to do! “Bro! I have an idea. I am 

going to use my bonus money to build an elephant sanctuary! I want 

to put right what I did SO wrong. I’m doing it for you.  
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For you and for the elephants. And for US.” 

And with that, I ran home. 

 

CHAPTER 5 

When I arrived, I grabbed the phone and dialled: +254 20 341411 

(The Kenyan police number) and waited anxiously.  

I reported my case:  

“Hello… my name is John Mackanbry and I have information of 

elephant poachers. Yes… they are leaving Resin Bay at 9:00 tonight… 

in a vessel containing large amounts of ivory…Good luck.”   

As I put the phone down, I felt as if a colossal weight had been 

lifted off my shoulders. I breathed a sigh of relief! I did it! I ended the 

poaching. The CRUEL poaching. And now was my time. Time to give 

back what my brother deserved. 

 As Dexter once told me… 

“The power of forgiveness; the most powerful trait to have!” 
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