
 

But it didn’t come back 

The baby babbled excitedly as it lay in its cot, playing with a red bouncy ball which he was rolling to 
and fro. Silently, an old rhino watched from beside him. 

Many years later the boy sprinted down the parched, dirt road, he could hardly contain his 
excitement. He was finally going to see his best friend again. The sun was beating down on his back, 
but he was used to the harsh climate in Africa. He moved his head from side to side, his eyes 
sweeping the barren landscape for any movement. Suddenly, he caught a glimpse of grey behind a 
tree, betraying the presence of the animal he had grown to love. He approached slowly, not wanting 
to scare his friend.  

Leisurely, the young rhino turned around, and as soon as he caught sight of the boy he bellowed in 
delight and galloped up to him. The boy laughed and started scratching the rhino behind the ear. 
Then the rhino started nuzzling the boy’s pocket, feeling for the one thing that would make the day 
perfect. The boy reached into his pocket. “Ok, ok,” he chuckled, producing a worn and well-loved, 
red rubber ball. He dropped it in front of the boy, hoping to play the game that they had grown up 
playing together. The boy picked it up; a wide smile lighting up his face as they played a game of 
catch. Eventually, they stopped, worn out, and the boy sat down on the sandy floor, putting the ball 
back in his pocket, as they watched the sun set, quietly enjoying each other’s company. Slowly the 
boy’s eyes started to close as he slipped into a blissful sleep. 

A shot rang across the sun scorched plain, startling the boy awake. He looked around, dazed and 
confused, searching for his companion. His breath quickened, panic welling up inside of him as he 
hurriedly scanned the plain for anything to show the rhino was there. Anything, any kind of 
movement or sound. As he scoured the ground, tears streaming down his small face, he spotted the 
one thing that he had hoped never to see again. Not, not after last time. The boy started running in 
the direction of hoof marks, large footprints imprinted in the dirt beside them. He felt the panic 
knotting up his insides, making him feel sick. 

 Suddenly, he saw it, a grey mound, lying in the dust.  

“No,” the boy shouted as he approached, his voice catching in his throat. 

“No, please no,” he whispered, sinking down onto his knees, tears rushing down his face and 
dropping onto the lifeless body of his one true friend. Time seemed to slow down as he reached out 
to touch the hacked stump where the rhino’s horn used to be. As the last of the life drained out of 
the rhino, the boy scratched him behind the ear, slowly rolling the ball towards him in a last gesture 
of friendship.  

But this time it didn’t come back.   

 

 

 

 


