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‘The Bogus Hero’ 
A Short Story 
by Samuel Asanga Mokom     
A long time ago, a harsh drought hit the village where animals lived. All springs and streams went dry and there was no food in the fields. ‘What could be wrong?’ His Majesty the Lion wondered, 
‘why has Mr Cloud stopped sending us rain?’

‘Maybe he’s angry.’ Mr Wolf, the courtier answered.

‘Angry! But what wrong have we done?’

‘We can’t know until we talk to him.’

‘How do we talk to him? Mr Cloud is right up there in the sky.’

‘If we assemble all the animals, we can choose someone who can get to him.’ Mr Wolf suggested.
Gong! gong! gong! Mr Wolf beat the metal gong. In the twinkle of an eye, the assembly ground under the baobab tree at the middle of the palace courtyard was packed. The grim expression on their faces showed they were worried about the drought. Their fur looked thin and dirty, their eyes were dull and their lips were swollen.

 The king sat in the shade of the tree and looked around at his subjects. ‘I’ve called you all, dear friends because I want you to choose a messenger to fly to Mr Cloud and ask him why he has sent us no rain. If he’s angry, the messenger must find out why.’ The king announced and then asked, ‘Is it a good idea?’ 

‘Yes.’ The animals answered in unison.

‘Who among you do you think can journey to the sky?’ He asked. 
‘Mr Ostrich.’ A voice answered.

‘Why me!’ Asked Mr Ostrich, opening his eyes wide in surprise. 



‘Because you’re a hero and you have big and strong wings.’ Mr Chimpanzee chattered, grimacing and swinging from one branch to another. 

‘Look everybody,’ He said. ‘Mr Ostrich always says he is the strongest bird in the village. Isn’t this the time for him to show that strength?’

‘Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!’ The other animals cheered.
‘Silence!’ The king roared.

‘Where is Mr Ostrich?’

‘I’m here Your Majesty.’  He answered strutting proudly to the podium.

‘You’ll have to fly to Mr Cloud and beg him to send rain.’

Mr Ostrich fluttered his fine feathers and bowed low. ‘I’m afraid Your Majesty I can’t.’

‘Why? are you scared?’ The king asked

‘Oh no, I’m a hero. I can’t be scared to fly to Mr Cloud. That’s easy thing to do.’ He scoffed.

‘Why don’t you fly then?’ Mrs Pigeon cooed from a branch of the baobab tree.

‘Today’s Tuesday and I don’t fly on Tuesdays. Don’t you know that?’

 ‘Alright then, tomorrow you’ll be our messenger to Mr Cloud.’ The king said and dismissed the assembly.

The following day, all the animals assembled again under the baobab tree to watch Mr Ostrich carry their message to Mr Cloud. But he was nowhere to be found.

‘Has anybody seen Mr Ostrich?’ The king asked.

‘There! He’s over there.’ Mr. Squirrel squealed from the top of a palm tree as he pointed in the direction of Mr Ostrich’s house. They all rushed there, and found him in the garden with his head buried in the sand. 

‘What are you doing?’ they asked. 

Mr Ostrich had always boasted he was a hero, and the animals believed him. Now he was facing a real situation to show his heroism and he wasn’t too sure he could do it. He was too scared and he wanted to run away. He buried his head in the sand to escape from the problem.
‘Hey! Mr Ostrich. What are you doing? The king asked.

Mr Ostrich pulled out his head from the sand and smiled broadly, pretending to be alright.

‘The whole village is eager to see you fly to the sky.’ The king told him.

Mr Ostrich stiffened with fear and his eyes narrowed as he mumbled something which the crowd didn’t catch.

‘Can you speak out please?’ Mr Wolf urged.

‘Sorry folks, I can’t.’ He said out loud.

‘Why not!’ the king asked surprised       

‘It’s such a long journey, and I am bound to get my beautiful feathers in a mess.’ He lied 
‘We shall all die of hunger and thirst. Think over this again Mr Ostrich.’ The king pleaded. The other animals looked worried, Mr Ostrich was their only hope.

‘Fly to Mr Cloud please, there’s not a blade of green grass left. Is there anyone here apart from you who can save us from thirst and hunger? The king asked.                             

‘Yes Your Majesty.’ A meek voice answered.

‘Who said that?’ The king asked.

‘Me Your Majesty.’ Answered Mrs Butterfly with a gentle voice. The other animals stood around and looked bewildered. The king ignored her and asked his question again.

‘M...m…me Your Majesty.’ Stammered the shivering Mrs Butterfly.

‘What!’
‘I can fly to Mr Cloud.’ She answered, moving her brightly coloured wings. The crowd burst into a fit of laughter.

‘What!’ Mr Bull bellowed. ‘An insect to fly to the sky!’

‘I haven’t heard anything funny for years.’ Mr Bear gibbered with laughter as he clutched his big brown belly and rolled on the ground.’

‘Drop the idea, Mrs Butterfly.’ Mr Elephant said, and laughed so hard that there were tears in his eyes.

‘Please let me try Your Majesty.’ Mrs Butterfly pleaded.

‘Don’t insist Mrs Butterfly you’re just an insect and you can’t fly that way.’

‘Of course I can Your Majesty. See, I’m light and I’m determined. So I can make it’
‘Oh! Forget it, do you want to get killed?’

‘Please let me go. I won’t get killed. See how hard and dry the ground is. There’s no water flowing in our streams and springs and no crop growing in our fields. See how skinny and scrawny we all look. Please let me go.’ She pleaded.   She fluttered around and landed on the king’s nose. The king felt sick and dizzy.
‘This is sunset and Mr Sun is going to bed. His rays won’t burn me now. Please let me go.’ She pleaded again

‘Alright then, you may go.’ The king said, pleased to be freed from the pestering Mrs Butterfly.

Slowly and gradually, Mrs Butterfly began her upward journey under the amused looks of her friends who could not help laughing. But she was determined and kept on soaring higher and higher although the odds were against her. Finally, she reached the sky and found Mr Cloud sleeping and snoring.

‘Hello! Mr Cloud.’ She called. But he was deeply asleep that he did not hear her. ‘Hey!’ she called again and still the sleeping Mr Cloud did not wake. He only kept on snoring.  She reached to his nostrils and tickled him with her wings. 
‘OI! Hey! You. Get up will you?’ She called at the top of her voice. Mr Cloud awoke abruptly and was amazed at the presence of a butterfly in the sky.

‘What are you doing here? He asked.

‘My friends send me to you to find out why you’ve stopped sending us rain.’

‘It’s not been raining! Oh! I’m sorry, have I slept this long? Please return to the village, I’ll release rain just now.’
‘Thank you Mr Cloud, thank you very much.’ She said and flew black to the village. Thunder cracked and rain started falling. Her friends were very happy and showered praises on her. She was a heroine. Life returned to normal. Water flowed in the streams and gushed out from the springs. Once again the fields were green and the animals had plenty of food. 
Mr Ostrich was jealous and envied Mrs Butterfly’s fame. Now everyone knew - he was a bogus hero. He locked up himself in his house for many days. He was ashamed to meet his friends and he lived in regret for not flying to Mr Cloud. The water now flowing in streams and gushing out of springs and the crop growing in the field would have been his exploits he thought. Now, nobody took notice of him. So he thought of accomplishing a great feat to regain his popularity.
‘I’ve a great idea.’ He said to himself. ‘I’ll fly to Mr Cloud and ask him to shield Mr Sun’s rays from reaching the village.’
Late at night, when all his friends were asleep he flew to the sky. He was no longer scared to fly the distance. If Mrs Butterfly could do it he thought, then he could do it too.

‘Hello Mr Cloud.’ He greeted.

‘Hello Mr Ostrich. What brings you here?’

‘The village sends me to you.’ He lied.

‘What for again?  You now have rain don’t you? I’ve not slept again.’

‘Yes we have rain, but there’s a problem.’

‘A problem! What problem?’

‘Mr Sun’s rays are drying up the water we get from the rain. So my friends want you to spread out and shield his rays from reaching the village.’ He said as his feathers turned pink in shame.
‘But you’ll all die of cold.’ The heavy, grey wet Mr Cloud said.

‘Oh! No we won’t.’ Mr Ostrich answered.
‘You won’t freeze?’ The astonished Mr Cloud asked.
‘No we won’t. When we will need sunlight, I’ll fly back to you and ask you to give way for the rays to reach us.’

‘Fly back to earth Mr Ostrich, I’ll do as you say.’

Mr Ostrich returned to earth and was very happy. But unfortunately for him, Mr Wind had eavesdropped on his conversation with Mr Cloud. He hurried to the village and told the other animals of Mr Ostrich’s plan and they resolved to play ignorant. Not long after this, they began to feel the effect of the absence of Mr Sun’s light just as they expected. The weather was very cold and they pretended to be sick.

‘Great, my plan is working.’ Mr Ostrich said to himself.

He beat the metal gong and all the animals gathered under the baobab tree. He told them that, he would brave the bad weather and fly to Mr Cloud and ask him to give way so that Mr Sun’s light reaches the village.
‘Today’s Tuesday Mr Ostrich, you don’t fly on Tuesdays do you?’ Mr Goose crackled.
‘Er, I’ve changed my mind.’ He answered, grinning to hide his embarrassment.
‘Hey! Mr Ostrich, won’t your beautiful feathers get messed up?’ Mrs Rabbit squealed.
Mr Ostrich shook his large body and warped his long neck.
‘I won’t mind my friends, I’m a hero. All I want is that we get back fine weather.’
His friends who still pretended not to know his plan chuckled and greeted him with shouts of Hurray! Hurray! Hurray. ‘Long live our hero, long live our hero.’  They chanted. Mr Ostrich was happy and puffed up with pride.

Then slowly, he rose from the ground and started his journey to the sky. The crowd watched, amused as he flew up higher and higher. Mr Cloud had spread himself all over the sky, so Mr Sun’s rays did not reach him. He beat his wings vigorously soaring higher and higher into the distant sky. He thought the odds were in his favour. Suddenly, Mr Wind blew Mr Cloud off and he found himself exposed to Mr Sun’s burning rays. 

‘Oh my goodness!’ He screamed. ‘I’m burning, I’m burning.’

Before he could think to retreat, the rays had burnt his wings and he started falling back to earth.
‘I’m falling. Please help me. I’m falling.’ He cried out.

‘Hey! folks. Our hero is coming.’ Mr Giraffe laughed out loud.

Mr Ostrich kept on screaming as he came falling. The air was filled with the sickly smell of burnt feathers. Then bang! He reached the ground with a loud crash amidst the mocking jeers of his friends. And no ostrich has ever flown since that day.
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