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In the village of Bakingili, where
the black volcanic rocks of
Mount Cameroon meet the salt
spray of the Atlantic, lived a girl
named Efeti. Her family’s farm
was a tapestry of green, bursting
with heavy bunches of plantains
and pods of cocoa. Efeti loved
the morning mist, but she knew
that the beauty of the forest held
a giant secret that often kept the

village awake at night.
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One morning, the peace was
shattered. Efeti followed her
uncle, Mokoko, to the edge of
the farm. They found the soil
churned into deep pits and the
cocoa trees snapped like dry
twigs. Mokoko’s face was a mask
of grief as he looked at the
ruined harvest. A single, massive
footprint remained in the mud, a
silent signature of the visitors
who had come in the dark.
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That evening, the village elders
gathered under the great
umbrella tree. Mokoko spoke
with a voice like rolling thunder.
He talked of the hunger that
follows a lost crop and the fear of
protecting one’s home against a
giant. "We cannot live like this,"
he declared, his hands slicing
through the air. "The elephants
have the whole forest, but they

choose our sweat and our blood."
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Deep in the shadows of the
forest, the Great Tusker, whom
the locals called Bassa, moved
with a silent grace that defied his
size. Bassa was not a villain; he
was a king following the ancient
trails of his ancestors. To him,
the farms were not boundaries,
but delicious buffets of sweet
fruit that appeared where the
trees used to be. He rumbled a

low, vibrating song to his herd.
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Efeti did not want the elephants
gone, but she wanted her family
to be safe. She sought out Mr.
Sone, a conservationist who
lived near the park boundary.
Mr. Sone showed her a book
filled with drawings of bees and
bright red peppers. "We don't
need spears to talk to Bassa," Mr.
Sone explained. "We just need to

understand what an elephant
dislikes."
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Efeti convinced Mokoko to try a
new way. Together, they began
to build a fence, but it wasn't
made of stone or wire alone.
They hung wooden boxes
between the posts—hives for the
wild bees of the mountain.
Mokoko was skeptical, wiping
sweat from his brow, but he
helped Efeti secure the last hive.
"[f the bees can fight for us," he

muttered, "then we shall see.”
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A few nights later, the ground
began to tremble. Bassa
approached the farm, his trunk
searching for the scent of ripe
plantains. But as he reached the
perimeter, his massive ears
caught a high-pitched hum. The
bees were awake. Bassa paused,
his sensitive trunk twitching.
The sound was a warning he
understood well—a sting to the
trunk was a pain no elephant

desired.
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To make the message even
clearer, Efeti spent her afternoon
preparing a "spicy rope." She
mixed crushed red chili peppers
with old engine grease, creating
a pungent, burning paste. She
smeared the mixture onto the
ropes connecting the beehives.
The air around the fence became
sharp and stinging to the nose, a
fiery barrier that smelled of

trouble to any giant wanderer.
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Bakingili learned that peace is a
path paved with chili and honey.
Efeti sat on the volcanic rocks,
watching the sun set over the
ocean. She knew the conflict
wasn't over forever, but now
they had a language to speak
with the wild. On the slopes of
the great mountain, there was
enough room for the people of
the soil and the kings of the

forest to share the world.
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