
 
 

 
 

 

Chapter 9: They Were Supposed to Pay Attention to US!!!! 
 

Athena and Who sat perched on an upturned chair in the e-Zoo 

watching the screens, turning their heads round and round in 

disbelief, as only owls can do. They tried to make sense of the 

humans’ words, the roaring over this and that, seemingly with 

deeply felt meaning but with little sense or logic and with so 

much confusion and so many irrelevancies. The animals 

thought they understood, but clearly AniVoice training had 

been insufficient, it seemed to them. The Zoo’s grunts and 

screeches had far more meaning than all the language coming 

over the airwaves. 

 

“This is crazy,” Who said. “We knew the humans would react, but they’re humans after all! They’re 

supposed to be rational! I’ve never imagined such anger. Even when falcons approach, I squawk and 

they squawk back, but we don’t spend all day and night fighting over a rat and then keep screaming 

about this and that. We go at it, and then we forget. And what are these people fighting over? They 

don’t seem to know, do they? The subject keeps changing.” 

 



 
 

“Crazy beasts,” Key said. “Don’t these humans graze and browse? Don’t they stalk and hunt? How do 

they feed themselves? How can they survive if they growl at each other all day long? Law of the jungle 

out there. They’re anarchists, these humans,” (although he didn’t use the word anarchists, but an 

animal-like synonym that meant much the same thing). 

 

“The madness of crowds,” Athena muttered quietly into her breast. “Voices shouting without sense.” 

 

“But they’re not paying attention to US,” Che screamed. “They were supposed to pay attention to US! 

Isn’t that the point?” No one disagreed. They understood the world had initially taken up “their” Zoo 

cause, but now were more interested in its own issues, opinions and interests. Hay and Key picked at 

each other’s skin, while Smithy played with a ball in the corner that rolled towards Che who picked it up 

angrily and threw it over the wall. The elephants Jumbo and Godiva nodded their heads if to say, “I told 

you so.” 

 

Meanwhile, television coverage shifted to other matters. A typhoon killed thousands in Asia, a ten-year 

old Moldovan girl spoke fifteen languages, and there was a cute story about the relationship between an 

octopus and a porcupine in northern England. On the internet, the Zoo crisis was flooded with waves 

upon waves of arguments, controversies, anger and people wanting their voice to be heard in dozens of 

languages. 

 

The animals went about their business quietly, dealing with basic problems of survival, but rumblings 

and growlings grew louder as instinct undermined the community spirit. The food wasn’t what the 

beasts were used to, the tasty morsels of their youth. Humans’ left-overs smelled and could not be 

consumed. Especially poor were the donations from the aid agencies, organic, processed, and pre-dried 

cakes fortified with vitamins and minerals. The apes took to throwing the packages back over the gate. 

The bears turned up their noses at donated freeze-dried fruits and berries. Worse, putrid odors were all 

about, offending the most sensitive animals. True, there was ample fresh water in the ZooWaters and 

from broken water pipes. The birds, owls, swans and geese were unaffected as they scavenged 

wherever they wished. But the others were trapped and if the cages were open and movement was 

free, the animals were still confined behind the Zoo walls. 

 

The lions paced back and forth, back and forth, neurotically sniffing and looking here and there. 

Everyone knew what that meant. 

 

Divisions were growing. While no one wanted to issue a peep, there was a clear division among the 

group. The AniVoice animals came from afar and considered themselves “better” than the old Zoo 

veterans because they understood the sputterings of humans. Those who grew up behind bars, whose 

entire lives were in front of crowds, began to consider a return to the good old days when food was 

better and bars protected them from the others. Perhaps, they argued, the gates should be opened and 

the keepers welcomed back. 

 



 
 

The death of Ol’ Moses ended strong leadership. Animal instincts took hold as mistrust grew between 

the species. The pensive gorillas hated the playful chimps, the owls detested the gossipy parrot, and the 

lions complained the bears took up too much space. The zebras distrusted them all. Nevertheless, as 

long as the enemy remained beyond the gates, the beasts were stuck together. The only thing that 

stopped a return to the law of the jungle was the understanding that each week the gates would be 

thrown open and food, no matter how stinky and repellent it might be, would be provided. 

 

The horned owls dominated the group, deeply respected for they were closest to the old gorilla. Truth 

be told, they were by far the most sophisticated creatures. They had the greatest e-Zoo experience, in 

other words, control over the electronic locks to the food stocks, the gate, and everything else for that 

matter. 

 

Pale, almost ghostly in color, they perched high above the crowd, exuding intelligence. Unlike most of 

the others, they knew their species’ history, passed down from generation to generation. True, the 

penguins and seals remembered their parents, recalling their birth, but with time and adulthood, it all 

was a distant and faint memory. 

 

They were separate from the others, these owls, not day but night creatures, flying about while the Zoo 

and Gotham slept, roosting in quiet hidden woods deep in the park where they might relax and think. 

 

But even they were becoming testy. While Athena quietly contemplated the world, Who chattered 

away, loving to recount stories he learned at AniVoice. And that was a problem between the two: the 

chatty Who and the quiet and jealous Athena. 

 

Back at AniVoice, Who listened intently and rapturously to 

Lydia, a pretty Asian girl who gave him nuts and beans and 

allowed him to nestle in her neck. Athena perched nearby, 

feigning sleep, her heart beating rapidly, fantasizing 

tearing out and devouring the girl’s tongue. Now, during 

the long, empty days at the Zoo, Who related Lydia’s 

stories to the lesser creatures whose weak memories did 

not recall the tales. 

 

Athena remembered. The stories and the source. “You 

really chatter on,” she tsked-tsked to her partner late at 

night, high up in a stand of oak. “You’d think you’d get 

tired of the same old words.” Who said nothing, picking at 

her feathers, but remembering Lydia, her nuts and beans, her soft and gentle neck. 

 

Despite the tension, the pair remained together for they were the only owls around and, although they 

might not say it, the wisest of the beasts. Athena with her thoughts and Who with his words, seemed to 

direct the Zoo’s actions. 



 
 

 

As for the others, the seals, swans and silly zebras were satisfied if there was enough food.  Jumbo and 

Godiva stood alone and aloof from it all. Orphans but with elephant memories, they saw little good in 

the future, yearning silently to return to the good old days when keepers fed them fresh hay and 

scrubbed them with stiff brooms and cool water. “Life goes on as it always goes on,” Jumbo 

commented. The others tolerated the acerbic pachyderms, agreeing that they had no pride left. 

 

Even the cats Hero and Plato were unhappy as they strolled through the grounds, scrounging for 

something to eat. “There was a time when a fine piece of tossed hamburger and a scoop of melting ice 

cream could be had any day of the week,” Plato, the pure-bred Tonkinese, complained. “Yes, children 

ran about, but we had bushes and fences to hide behind and pounce to get our meal.” She, the more 

aristocratic of the two felines, would not eat just any ice cream. Vanilla was the only flavor. Nothing 

else. Hero licked his partner for he was not concerned. The American long-hair consumed any left-over. 

Anything. 

 

But now, Che stirred up trouble, wandering among the most disenchanted, supported by his army of 

chimps and the larger animals, the bears and lions. “Where are we?” he yelled. “We are in a large 

enclosure, surrounded by walls and armed guards outside the gates. What is this? Nothing more than 

another zoo. Except nobody cares for us anymore. They give us inedible garbage they call food, not like 

the good stuff we used to eat. We cannot sit idle. That is not what Ol’ Moses wanted. It is clear about his 

dream. We need to wander freely. It is our birthright.” 

 

Athena sat passively, her head down, thinking and observing, apparently half asleep but with one eye 

open, her head nestled in her breast. She knew Who liked to lead, but he was too interested in 

recounting Lydia’s stories than taking charge. She understood the problem. The human’s actions and 

words, their blogs and tweets, no longer made sense. Every thought was expressed, logical or not. The 

world had collapsed into anarchy, a jungle filled with the despotism of constant, blaring 

pronouncements, a cacophony of undisciplined human thought, like beasts screaming in the night.  

 

But she detested the exhibitionist Che and the possibility that the silly chimp would soon be able to 

control and dominate the pack. This could not be allowed. Something had to be done. 

 

She spoke quietly, “I agree with Che.” 

 

Everyone was shocked. Athena was considered a goddess, a figure that sat quietly, observing, without 

uttering a peep. 

 

“We animals live by certain rules. We are inbred and follow the traditions of our ancestors, practices 

tried and true. These humans don’t know their past. They make myths of their history and hold them 

sacred. They forget their ancestors and all that has been learned before them, believing that they can 

invent new realities every day in thoughtless tweets and endless chatter.” 

 



 
 

The beasts fell silent. The words seemed familiar, with a cadence and feeling of, of? They couldn’t 

remember. 

 

Athena continued: “Humans think our revolt is over if they give us food and let us care for ourselves. 

They believe a little charity and  some“caring” will solve the situation.  But that was not Ol’ Moses’ 

dream, was it? That was not his dream.” 

 

“Ah,” the crowd whispered. “Ol’ Moses!!!” 

 

“We can’t just spend our lives behind the big iron gate, can we? It’s like being in,” she paused, “being in 

a zoo!” 

 

“Exactly as I said,” Che said, not realizing Athena had swept in and stolen his ideas. 

 

“As we said, nothing has been achieved,” the conservative Jumbo grumbled. “Maybe we should just 

return to our cages.” 

 

“No. That is not an option,” Athena squawked. “Remember what Ol’ Moses said. This is our Last Beast 

Chance. We are not going back. We push forward and remind these humans who we are and what we 

want.” 

 

“And how are we going to do that?” Che yelled from the rear. 

 

“We are going to continue the dream,” Athena said. “Go get Ulysses and bring him here.” 

 

Hero and Plato slept in the corner, bored by the constant human debates on the television and 

computer screens. Plato wanted to change the screen to something more interesting, playful kittens or 

mother cats (for he still searched for his mother). Now, when Athena spoke, Plato’s ears perked up. He 

batted Hero in the face and the two began to roll about in play. “I think something’s up,” Plato 

whispered in her ear. “We should run and tell the others.” 

 

 



 
 

 


