I/ i — P g =
L |/ S ey

\wl 559 d

MAUREEN \




SWIFTLET

CRoCcODILE PO & BvLBvL



o
74
9,
& ”
%, ¥
&)
7
4
+ e
7 &
/56’
Q. °
0 %“‘e
o
o ’
Wh : iple-
0 Made this book pOS®
..l-
Text copyright © 2018 by Maureen Yeo
lllustrations copyright ® 2018 by Gracie Chai *
Published by Epigram Books
www.epigrambooks.sg
Designed by Yong Wen Yeu

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced,

stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means, °
electronic, mechanical, photography, recording, or otherwise without

prior written permission of the Proprietor or Copyright holder.

National Library Board, Singapore Cataloguing-in-Publication Data
Names: Yeo, Maureen. | Chai, Gracie, illustrator.
Title: The great Singapore poo sale : and other beastly business /

written by Maureen Yeo ; illustrated by Gracie Chai.
Description: Singapore : Epigram Books, [2018]
Identifiers: OCN 1028547513
ISBN: 978-981-46-5549-1 (hardcover) | 978-981-46-5550-7 (ebook). 4
Subjects: LCSH: Wildlife conservation—Singapore—Juvenile fiction. |

Environmental protection—Singapore—juvenile fiction.

(lassification: DDC 428.6—dc23 A

First Edition +
10987654321



*

. THE GREAT |

&0‘\.\'\3“ Beastly BUSI 833 Y%

WRITTEN BY ILLUSTRATED BY
Maureen Yeo » Gracie Chai

*
+
E

EPIGRAM

NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN



TN\

Ny,
&

Q3| <

M

o

1S

P
=

4 M
@
W\
M )

w hen the world was new, the Father of (reation dressed her in
a robe of blue waters and girded her with a green belt, right
around her middle. She was beautiful, and so he created animals to
live in her lands.

One of these lands was a small jewel on the green belt—it was
called the Emerald Eye. This was its old name, for it was shaped
like a diamond, and the folds of the robe of waters converged upon
that place.

Soon, people came to the Emerald Eye, carried over the deep blue
velvet folds of the robe of waters. There, they found a rich land: sea
eagles circled the hot, life-giving sun; the briny waters teemed with
fish of a million colours; crocodiles with eyes of fire and amber lived
in the generously mucky swamps; and the jungles were thick with
sweet fruits and fragrant flowers. Where the animals saw food and
shelter, the people saw opportunity. So they came, and kept coming.



The people did not know about the old name, so they gave the
land a new one. They levelled the mountains and filled the swamps.
They cut down the forest and threw filth into the ocean. They had
guns and used them.

The animals fought back, but soon, General Tiger was vanquished,
and his stripes were seen no more in Singapore. For many years, the
animals had no leader. They survived as best they could. And still, the
people kept coming.

One day, Tortoise called a Council of the Animals. He went this
way and that, on land and in the water, slowly but surely inviting
everyone. He was not the fastest, strongest, bravest, wisest, oldest
or most beautiful, but the animals came because Tortoise was known
for doing all things well. They had seen his marvellous effort, and they
knew he had spent countless hours on his rock in the sun, thinking
so hard that his mouth hung open with the exertion. So they all came
to hear what he had to say, even the ones who were natural enemies.
An official truce was called so Rat had nothing to fear from Python,
and everyone managed to smile back when the crocodiles grinned.

“Thank you all very much for Coming »

Tortoise announced from a puddle. His voice wavered, as it took
a lot for him to come out of his shell.

“| have called this Council to see what we can do about the people,”
he said simply. “There are just too many of them and they keep taking
more land. | would like to hear your good ideas, because | have none.”



“Modest reptile,” Mother Wild Boar said approvingly. “It was a
good idea to bring us together. Together is how we shall solve our
problems.” As she said this, her piglets stopped squabbling for her
teats and obediently gathered under her warm, bristly belly. Upon
witnessing the good behaviour of these little children, even the
most contrary of creatures felt compelled to cooperate.

“We must go to war again!” snarled Leopard (at, who was still
sore over Tiger’s crushing defeat.

“Again?” asked the pigeons, suddenly cooing and flapping frenziedly.

“We didn’t know the war had ended! We've still been dropping bombs!”

“Let’s complain to our Member of Parliament!” cried Cricket, who
liked to make a lot of noise.

“They meet the people, ssssilly,” hissed Spitting Cobra.

“Everyone be quiet and listen to our genius master plan!”
screeched the macaques.

Everyone settled down immediately. The macaques were
fiendishly cunning, and since they most closely resembled the humans,
all the animals were curious to hear what they would suggest.

Alpha Macaque eyed everyone shrewdly. “After years of snatching
children’s bags at MacRitchie Reservoir and poring over the contents,
we macaques..have taught ourselves how to read and write!” At this,
the macaques whooped and screamed riotously for impact.

“We have also successfully broken into some of the human
dwellings that border our hill territories,” Alpha Macaque bragged,
to more wild whoops from the troop. “All this training was in service
of a daring scheme: we believe we are now ready to break into the
Istana and rewrite the Constitution of Singaporel”

The manic monkeys went absolutely bananas at this, swinging
everywhere enthusiastically, flinging leaves and making a
tremendous ruckus.

The excitement was too much for timid Mouse Deer, who promptly
fainted. A traumatised Pangolin curled tightly into a scaly ball and
refused to be consoled. As for the other animals, most of what
Alpha Macaque suggested had gone right over their heads.




_ “What sa const1tut1on? asked Mouse Deer nervously when he
- came to.
- “What is the Istana?” Pangohn s muffled voice could only just
be heard from the depths of the ball. S
Monitor Lizard stepped forward grandly His huge tail swished

from side to side. “The Istana is where the Alpha Human lives, and .

the Constitution is a leaf that sets down the code the humans

live by,” Monitor Lizard intoned in his deep baritone. He flicked out -

his long, forked tongue and tasted the uncertainty in the air.
“I have been monitoring a crack surveillance team and gathering
data on the Istana to help the macaques,”

Momtor L1zard offered by way of explanatwn ‘The geckos have been

our eyes and ears in this delicate operation.”
The geckos chlrped in agreement, starthng everyone Mouse Deer

_ fainted again. The mottled geckos had been so well camouflaged

against the underside of a branch that no one had even n,oticed
they were at the meeting. | C s
- “We will execute our plan this very mght and you shall witness
-~ the dawmng of an epic new eral” Alpha
Macaque proclaimed. With that, the
Y whole macaque troop swept noisily
out of the Council, crashing
through the undergrowth like a
' hairy band of hooligans.
“Well... Thats that, then?” |
said Tortoise, uncertainly. There

 seemed little point in continuing
the meeting, so the animals
drifted off to their homes,
: feeiing sceptical and hopeful
in -roug'hly equal measure..
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T he next morning, the President’s Chief of Security was called in
to watch some truly extraordinary closed-circuit television

footage. A sergeant gave him a running commentary.

“Here we see the intruders gathering on the balcony. There are
approximately twelve individuals. One jimmies the window open,
and they follow him in.”

“Monkeys!” the Chief of Security exclaimed. “Those things
give me the creeps!”

The Chief watched, goggle-eyed, as the macaques split up, each

walking assuredly on all fours down the red-carpeted corridors. Some
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slid down the staircase banisters like ninjas. They reared up on their
hind legs and used their clever hands to turn doorknobs. In a room
displaying gifts and trinkets from foreign leaders and dignitaries,
the monkeys smeared muddy handprints all over the pristine walls.
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Alpha Macaque looked fetching with a string of pearls from the
United Arab Emirates draped around his waist.

“Why didn’t any alarms go off?1” The Chief was red in the face.
The sergeant held up the alarm control box. It bore impressions of
vicious teeth marks. Mangled wires stuck out of it crazily.

“What were they after?”
“We found these in several rooms, sir.”
The sergeant handed the Chief crumpled papers covered with

grimy handprints. In childish scrawls, they read: SAV THE FORST y
MOREEE TREEE =< NANANANANAB.

“Why didn’t any of the guards shoot them? This is embarrassing!”
the Chief shouted.

“Sir, monkeys are a common sight around the Istana grounds.
Nobody was suspicious,” said the sergeant. Then, lowering his
voice conspiratorially, he added, “I believe they have been casing
the place, sir.”

“Casing?”

“Yes, sir. Loitering nearby. Observing our weaknesses. Waiting
for the right moment to strike,” the sergeant said darkly.

The Chief of Security stared at the sergeant. A realisation
dawned on him. “Sergeant. What date is it today?”

“It’s...the first of April, sir. But—"

The Chief burst into laughter. “Sergeant, you have outdone
yourselfl” He slapped the sergeant on the back so hard the poor man
was winded. “Trained monkeys! You really had me going! Just wait
till the President hears about this! Monkeys! Haw ha

The Chief bellowed so heartily that there was nothing aly
else the sergeant could say. Later, when the sergeant told his 6@ .,
wife about the episode, she told him to take a week off because 2
he was clearly ill. That was the end of the Great Macaque Caper,
and the animals were no better off than they were before.
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The animals of Singapore are under threat]
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