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“Justice” for Rhinestone 

By: Maggie McMillen 

(Inspired by True Eventsi) 

  It all started one late summer day in September. I remember waking up to the high-

pitched chirps of the Red-Headed Weaver, and the wafting aroma of the Wild Hibiscus flower. 

My whole heart filled with joy as I watched the morning sun emerge from a distance. Then I 

decided to go on my morning walk. You would be surprised how hard it is for a chunky elephant 

like me to move quietly away for a walk!  

 I decided to go to my personal favorite tree and to eat berries. These berries have a sweet 

and tangy flavor to them. While I enjoyed my little snack, I heard humans whispering 

somewhere nearby. I was scared but curious, so I quietly walked in the direction of the voices. I 

saw smoke and finally got close enough to see the faces of the men. There were five of them 

sitting around a camp fire and they were talking about how to make easy money later tonight. 

One laughed and said,  

“It’s getting so easy to kill those rhinos; it only takes a couple minutes.”  

These men were poachers and they were planning on sneaking into our protected park later that 

night to kill rhinos!  Kruger National Park had been made a place to protect endangered animals 

like my friends, the Black Rhinos. But all of us were afraid of the poachers with their guns, and 

saws, and axes. They make money by murdering us. I prayed the park rangers would catch these 

men. I decided to try to speak to the rangers’ police dogs as soon as I could to warn them.  



2 
 

 By the time I got back to our camp, the sun had risen fully, and I could hear the animals 

chatting and waking up. When I got back to camp the first animal I saw was my friend, Ahir, a 

kindly old giraffe. He said,  

“Good morning Maret. Where have you been?” 

 My first thought was to tell Ahir of the things I had heard in the jungle. Then I realized if lots of 

animals found out, this whole place might become anarchy. There were several animals who 

already thought of men as our enemies. The lions were divided over man as a threat. The rhinos 

believed men were to be feared because men are the reason they are endangered. But good men 

and women have set aside Kruger Park as a sanctuary, so they know there is kindness and 

bravery in humans too. Ahir doesn’t talk about the humans, except to sometimes make fun of 

them on their safaris taking pictures. The other elephants were also divided over humans; 

humans have been torturing elephants and killing us for ivory for many, many years.  So instead 

of warning Ahir, I said, 

 “Oh, good morning Ahir. I was just out on my morning walk.”  

It wasn't a complete lie. Then Ahir said,  

“I hope you enjoyed your walk. Oh, and Maret, I just wanted to say that Rhinestone’s having 

another one of her rants about not having the freedom she deserves. You know, even though 

she’s young, I can already tell she is going to be a great leader here when she gets older; like you 

are. She has an opinion about everything and she is engaged in keeping animals informed and 

safe. She makes me smile even while I’m rolling my eyes!” 

 “She has a way of making you listen even if you don’t feel like it.” I agreed. 
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 “That’s for sure.” We both laughed and then went our separate ways. 

 I went to go speak to Rhinestone. Rhinestone arrived at Kruger Park when she was only 

a few months old. She is a Black Rhino that is just the sweetest, most adorable little jewel. She 

lights up the park and everyone thinks she is amazing. She is on the critically endangered list. 

The poachers kill Black Rhinos for their horns. The animals here care deeply for each other. 

Well, except Bolande. Bolande is a stuck-up self-centered lion who is full of himself. He hates 

anyone who takes away attention. But Rhinestone doesn’t care. She just wants to live life to the 

fullest and take in every moment. She discusses humans, and what is happening to the land and 

the animals, and what can we do to make a change. When she arrived, the ranger dogs told us to 

take very good care of Rhinestone. They also made us promise to go with her everywhere to 

make sure she was safe. 

I made my way over near the watering hole and listened in as Rhinestone snorted and 

raved about freedom, and about the animals’ rights and taking back power. She was standing 

proud on a rock surrounded by two lionesses, Enzokuhle and Aloria, and another Black Rhino, 

Adin. Bolande was lazing in the grass ignoring her and Ahir was eating leaves and contemplating 

nearby. The crafty, manipulative spider, Ashanti, was carefully listening as well. Ashanti liked to 

stir things up, even if there wasn’t a reason to. Rhinestone was making a long speech and listing 

the “72 reasons why she believes that she should have more freedom”.  

“Rhinestone get off that rock. You need to go get washed up. There’s a safari coming through.” I 

called to her. Rhinestone responded,  

“One second, Maret. I’m only on reason 59.”  
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The group laughed, and I then proceeded to give Rhinestone the “mama stare” as I like to call it. 

After about 10 seconds, Rhinestone got off the rock and trotted down to the watering hole in the 

center of the park. Adin, the only other Black Rhino in this part of the park, said,  

“Ah, Rhinestone. She’s always the brightest light in my day.”  

The lionesses, Enzokuhle and Aloria, nodded their heads in agreement and wandered off. 

As they strolled away though, I could hear them arguing about power and freedom and how if 

men didn’t cheat with guns the lions would still rule the land. 

I then walked down to the watering hole myself and watched as Rhinestone rolled around 

happily in the mud and warm water. Then reality stuck, and I thought back on everything that the 

poachers had said. I needed to find the ranger dogs. I was feeling anxious and then I heard a 

whispering,  

“You are powerless. You are weak.”  

Ashanti crept over the rock near where I stood,  

“I heard the poachers too, Maret. Imagine my surprise when you didn’t mention it. Afraid we 

will take matters into our own hands? Who made you queen?” 

“I am not weak, Ashanti. I just don’t believe in fighting for no reason. We have the rangers to 

protect us. Stop trying to cause a fight,” I almost shouted.  

Ashanti and his whispers wouldn’t do us any good. I walked back into the jungle feeling 

angry, and maybe a little afraid. I never saw the ranger dogs that day. I would have to be vigilant.    
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As the day slid into night, I remember looking up at the night sky and seeing it full of 

gleaming stars. I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep. I woke up to a hard push. I slowly 

opened my eyes, and I could barely make out the shadow of a figure. Then I noticed the horn and 

heard Rhinestone’s small whisper. She said,  

“Maret, can I please go get some water from the watering hole?” I answered, 

“Someone should go with you.” She responded,  

“I’ll be fine. I will be back before you know it.”  

“No, Rhinestone. You are not to go alone tonight. It’s dangerous and we have to be extra 

careful.” I answered firmly. 

Rhinestone huffed and angrily moved away from me muttering something about,  

“That’s reason 73…” 

All I remember after that was closing my eyes for a few more minutes and then waking to 

the sound of gunshots booming. I sat up and everything felt like slow motion. Animals lept up 

and ran away while others cowered. Still others moved in the direction the shots had come from, 

the watering hole. Everything that had happened in the last few hours came back to me; walking 

through the jungle, hearing the poachers’ plans, the lions’ argument, the spider’s meddling 

whispers; Rhinestone’s passionate speech. Rhinestone! Where was Rhinestone? I moved slowly 

and with dread to the watering hole. Then I saw it. Five men huddled around an animal. One of 

the men held a chainsaw and the others were holding down the animal as it shrieked and grunted 

in terror and pain. I heard the roaring chainsaw. I saw the men throw something into a large bag, 

run to their jeeps, and speed away. 
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 By this time the sun was rising and almost all the animals were gathered around the 

body; our little Rhinestone. The animals huddled round and wept or howled or roared in agony 

and in rage. Park rangers and their police dogs arrived to investigate. The lions snarled, and I 

stamped my feet, but the dogs told us to let the humans in; to let them investigate the murder of 

our friend. We backed away and I heard the rangers say things like, “This was no accident, this 

was murder” and “looks like poachers” and “She is dying, four gunshots”, “poachers”, “scum”, 

“identified the truck”, “might be able to catch”.  

All I could see was Rhinestone though.  I whispered to the sky, “This is all my fault. I am 

so sorry. You had so much to live for and this is not how it should have ended.” The people lifted 

Rhinestone off the ground and onto a huge truck then drove away. Little did I know that would 

be the last time I ever got to see Rhinestone alive again.  

The days that followed didn’t seem real. Everyone was quiet and didn’t talk much. When 

they did talk many were angry, calling for revenge and calling for justice. Two of the lions 

believed this was an act of war. Adir, the other Black Rhino, said he would never be safe until all 

humans were dead. 

“Maybe it’s time we put them on the endangered species list!” He raged. 

Ahir, the giraffe, said,  

“There will only be more death if the animals start killing the humans. Haven’t we seen enough 

senseless death?” 

Aloria, the great lioness hunter said,  
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“I wish we could have justice for Rhinestone. But we kill to eat only. We are not murderers for 

sport.” Enzokuhle and Bolude disagreed,  

“We are lions. We are the kings and queens of the jungle, of Africa, of the wild. Who better to 

seek and serve justice?” 

I raised my voice and talked to the group,  

“These past few days have been rough. I know that all of us are dealing with resentment and 

pain. I have gone through every option in my head to fill this place back up with joy and love 

again, but I can’t think of anything.”  

It was silent for a few minutes and then a cunning, whispery voice spoke up, 

“I know we are all sitting around and feeling sorry for ourselves but where is this putting us? 

Those people who killed Rhinestone don’t deserve to live. What if we got back at them and did 

the same?” said Ashanti. 

“Are you proposing murder?” asked Aloria.  

Ashanti answered, “What would you call what happened to Rhinestone? A friendly accident? 

No, Rhinestone was murdered, and they deserve to pay for what they have done.” Adin then 

spoke up and said,  

“I agree. I think Ashanti is right. We need justice for Rhinestone.” They all turned to me. I broke 

down in tears. I said, 
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“This whole thing is my fault. I am the reason Rhinestone is dead. I heard the poachers talking 

about some plan to do this and I didn’t want there to be chaos in our camp. I didn’t want us to do 

what we are talking about doing now!” 

Aloria answered,  

“Maret, we all should have been more aware of the dangers. It’s not all your fault. We need to 

stick together, because we are family. We are not murderers.” The police dogs arrived at camp. 

They had heard some of the debate. The lead dog, Fred, asked, 

“Since when does murder equal justice?”  

We looked at each other. I thought of Rhinestone’s love of life, the difference she would have 

made to our world, her quest for freedom and acceptance and safety. I thought of the terrible way 

she was killed. I spoke slowly and with resolve,  

“We need to avenge Rhinestone. She did not deserve to die this way. It is our job to make sure 

that no one else is ever harmed like this again. It is time to take our power back. It is time to be 

unafraid. I say we seek justice.” 

“How is murder justice for murder?” Fred asked. But I didn’t want to think about that. I wanted 

revenge. I needed revenge. So, we called it justice and we planned to murder the poacher who 

killed our friend. 

We got word through the animals that poachers had been spotted just inside the park, 

once again around a campfire. We moved slowly, and sure enough, it was the same group of 

men, laughing and talking about easy money and getting rich for five minutes’ worth of work. I 

felt my rage overflow. I trumpeted and charged. The men scrambled away but the poacher who 
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killed Rhinestone didn’t move fast enough. I charged right over him and stamped my feet in fury.  

Following the killing, the lions were supposed to come out and finish him off. Bolande was 

supposed to do it, but as an excuse he said he “didn’t want to get his mane messy”. Enzokuhle 

did her part. She devoured the man leaving nothing but his ripped and tattered trousers. The other 

poachers fled. We let them go. I listened to the wailing screams of the fellow poachers and tears 

streamed down my face.  

I watched from a distance as the flashing red and blue lights pulled into the park. I saw 

the police officers stand in horror as they looked upon the man who was no more than some 

bones and empty tattered trousers. The rangers saw the lioness cleaning her paws and face. They 

saw me lingering by the tree and chuffing. Realization dawned on their faces. The ranger dogs 

looked away, ashamed. Something unspoken passed between the animals and the humans. 

Somewhere nearby Ashanti whispered, 

“Justice has been served.”  

I wondered.  

“Had it?” 
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