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e often judge people and animals by
their appearance. What would we do if we couldn’t use their appearance
as a clue to their behavior?

You are about to read two tales. In them, you will read about people
and animals who find that appearance may not always be the best way
to judge one another. They find out that sometimes looks may be

deceiving.
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Emeke rose early to herd the goats high up on the mountain. Dark clouds
clung to the earth. Morning was almost like night. The rains would soon come.

“Say, Emeke,” Ndumu®shouted in the dim light, “still want to fly like a
bird?”” Other boys on the road laughed.

“Our friend thinks he can move like the wind,” Mongo said.

“No, he really thinks he will find Good Snake and that Good Snake will

| help him fly.”” Nizam’s*words brought great bursts of laughter.

? Ndumu (én doo’ mao) * Nizam (né zim')
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High up on the mountain, alone with his goats, Emeke looked out at the

farms and his village below. Fires blazed and sent up smoke as the men cleared
thick brush for new farmland. They worked hard to beat the rains. Their clothes,
the colors of the rainbow, flowed with the wind.

Finally Emeke sat watching his goats eat greedily. Then, with his knees
drawn to his chest and chin, he closed his eyes. He tried to imagine now what he
had often felt in dreams. He wanted to feel the wind, to soar up, up, up, then

wheel off like a bird. But his mind filled only with the laughter of his friends.




J Then he remembered his grandmother’s words: “If you find Good Snake,
he will help you fly.”

If only I could leave my goats for one day, he thought. I would go
searching deep in the bush for Good Snake. But Father would never let me
do that.
| Maybe he should go into the bush at night when the village was asleep. No
| boy would go there after dark. Secrets of the bush unfold, and the silence of
ghosts grows loud in the dark. No. No boy would do that. “But no boy in my

village can fly,” Emeke said aloud.
He would find Good Snake and make his wish.




Suddenly he heard a low rumbling noise. What could it be? Not thunder.
Thunder came only with the rains. Emeke put his ear closer to the ground and
heard the sound of many feet.

Then Emeke saw the strangest thing. A swarm of fireflies moved in a circle
in the distance. In their light Emeke saw animals moving toward a tree, not too
far from where his goats were feeding.
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Emeke jumped up. He saw Elephant, Rhinoceros, Giraffe, and Zebra. He
moved closer and saw smaller animals: Turtle, Hyena, Wild Dog, and Hare.
There were many birds too. How peacefully and quietly they all moved together.
Emeke’s goats were calm, still eating the short grass. They will be safe for a little
while, Emeke thought.

Curious, he hurried.
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Cautiously he fell in line with the animals.
When they reached the tree he saw an unusual thing.
A huge snake was wrapped around the biggest branch. His tail was hidden

in the leaves, but his head hung down toward the ground. Emeke’s heart beat
wildly, his skin went hot, then cold, and his scalp tingled. This is Good Snake, he
thought. Emeke wanted to run away, but his feet felt rooted to the spot.

13



Hyena, Elephant, Rhinoceros, and all the animals, one by one, made
wishes. But Turtle stood off to the side, laughing. He did not believe in
Good Snake.

As Emeke watched Turtle laughing, he thought of Ndumu, Nizam, and
Mongo. Would he dare ask to fly like a bird?

Finally Good Snake nodded at him. Emeke knew it was now his turn. “Oh,
Good Snake, I would like to fly.”
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Good Snake uncurled his tail and brought forth a rock. “Are you sure you
want to fly?”’

“Obh, yes, Good Snake,” Emeke whispered, hardly able to speak.

Good Snake held out the rock. “This is what you must do: Before the
rains come, find the bark of a baobab tree and three large bamboo poles. Then
make a kite exactly like the one on the back of this rock.”

Emeke took the rock and placed it in his pouch. But what did a rock and a
kite have to do with flying, Emeke wondered. He wanted to say, Why make a
kite? All T want to do is fly like a bird. Instead he listened as Good Snake went
on: “Before the feast of the harvest, you must find the right wind for the kite.”
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“Good Snake, how will I know the right wind?”” Emeke asked.

Good Snake curled up his tail again and looked at Emeke. “The right wind
will whisper words that will let you know for sure. Then, on the day of the feast,
meet me high on the mountaintop. If you have done all the things that I have
asked, then on that day you will fly. One other thing: Keep that rock with you
always. It will help you.”




