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* * * * *
It was yet another animal migration season, just like many seasons past, in the wild majestic rolling hills of the East African Maasai Mara. The land where the lions roar, the leopards dot trees, the hyenas roam the night, and the buffalos roll in muddy ponds.
On a very dry and dusty day, thousands of wildebeests arrived at the foot of these wild and majestic rolling hills. They had made a long journey north from the open dry plains of the Serengeti, in search of water and greener pastures. The dust rose as they moved, and the land looked like a burning rug dragging on a floor.

On this very day also, a wildebeest calf was born. His mother named him “Stampede.” This was a very unique name to mark the day he was born. It was a day of struggles, a massive rush and every wildebeest’s longest journey known as the great wildebeest migration. Stampede was very thin when he was born. Food was hard to come by. When other older wildebeest calves trotted around, all he did was wobble on his feeble legs. He was also different. Unlike other wildebeest calves, he was born with a light brown mark on his dark forehead.

A big challenge waited ahead for all wildebeests. The wildebeests would need to cross the crocodile infested Mara River, and go yonder where the rains were finally falling and the pastures were green. It was very important for every wildebeest to stay with the rest of the herd for it to survive the migration, and this was not an easy task for poor wobbly Stampede.
As the dark night fell on the land, the sight of wildebeest mothers and their calves was quickly replaced by mother wildebeest calls and calf responses as a way of to keep track of each other in the dark. Stampede’s eyes were weak in the dark and his calf cries were not loud enough. Amid the confusion of the night, he wobbled and wobbled away in the wrong direction.
“Stampede! Stampede!” His mother kept calling out in the dark night.

Stampede wobbled towards his mother’s call as fast as his weak legs could carry him. But the night was dark, the dust was thick and Stampede could not catch up. His mother called out even louder. But Stampede was nowhere to be seen. He was now lost and alone. His mother wept and wept, then she wept some more. Other wildebeests offered no help at this point, for they had all concluded that he would not make it.
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