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Prologue

“Liar! Liar!”
“Whore!”
“Kill her! Kill her! Kill her!”
The words from the crowd echoed in her mind as she tried to
shake herself out of what she desperately wished was a nightmare. There would be no waking from this. The dirt from the
moon-cooled earth reminded her of just how real her demise
was. She had seen the execution ritual before, but never in her
short lifetime did she imagine that one day, she would be the
one on the other end of the machete. As a spectator, it was all
too easy to be detached from the reality.

3

‘We bring before you a liar, a whore, and she is not even one of
us, a slave. What shall we do with her?’ The Executioner raised
his machete in the air.
‘Kill her, kill her.’ The crowd echoed.
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The Little Girl tried to speak, but with a mouth gagged and
muffled with a boiling stone, she just about managed a whimper. She wore her desperation in her eyes but no one cared to
read them. In this very moment, she wanted to be anywhere,
anywhere but here; but who wouldn’t? The Executioner rubbed
his thumb over the blade to be sure it was as sharp as sharp
could be, and then he masked his face.
‘Whore.’ A man screamed from the crowd before throwing a
rock that connected with her forehead.
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Some of these faces were familiar. The market woman she occasionally bought plump tomatoes from, the raft paddler that
once gave her a free ride across the river, the palm wine tapper
- then they all became just faces. Even before they had heard
the charges against her, in their eyes she was already guilty,
guilty enough to be executed. This was the nature of justice
outside of law. It didn’t matter that no one was present at her
hearing in the Old King’s court. For the most part, they just
wanted a spectacle to behold. Her mother had often told her
that the wickedness in the hearts of men was actually a symptom of their own unhappiness and lack of fulfilment. It took her
head near the blade of a machete to understand what the older
woman had tried to impact in her for so many years.
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The crowd did not care who she was, what she had done, or if she
deserved to die for it. They just wanted a break from their own
unbearable lives and if it took her execution to make them feel
better off than someone else, then that was exactly what they
were going to cheer forth. Before the machete came down, she
connected with one little boy in the crowd. He was the only one
that seemed to be in shock about the entire drama unfolding before him. When he caught her looking at him, he buried his head.
She wondered what he felt; fear, weakness, shame?
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What did it matter? Before she could phantom another thought,
she ceased to be.
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Just like that, with the thud of a head, it was all over. The cheers,
the whistling, the finger pointing, the maniacal laughter, all of
it. With the swing of a machete, the village Executioner sliced
the Little Girl’s head clean off her shoulders before an on-looking crowd of overly excited villagers.
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WORDS FROM THE CREATORS

Jungle Justice
There is something interesting about the two words “jungle” and “justice” next to each other.
It is almost ironic. They just look like they should never be seen together. There is the “jungle” part which on sight makes you think of an actual jungle. And then there is the “justice”
part, which makes you think of law, maybe even a court room. The irony starts with the first
part, no other animal gangs up on its own and kills it or even maims it in any serous way.
You will not find monkeys or lions carrying any such justice in any jungle, and this brings
us to the second part; the very notion of justice. While one may argue on if justice exists at
all, and how we can know when it is served. We can all agree that punishment being commensurate with offense is a starting point. Getting killed for stealing food for example is a
step too far in the punishment direction.
Some say that the jungle part is used to describe an uncivilized people. A people with no
systemic laws. A people with mob rule. They say the justice part represents the idea of justice from this mob and has nothing to do with being just. But then one has to think, has
there not been people over the centuries we would consider to be “less developed”, and yet,
they still in the absence of legal documents to fill vast libraries display a degree of care
when it comes to the giving out justice. The Massi for example who fight off lions for food
believe that a person is naturally good. When one commits a crime among them, instead of
punishment, a circle is formed around the person and members of the circle speak of all
the good things the person has done to remind them that they are good. Why don’t these
tribesmen and women living under harsher physical conditions react with rage and anger?
What is it, that has made certain societies sick?
As early as in boarding school, a small sample of larger society; one can already start to
see the shadow of the bigger problem. Most of us can remember that student that got beaten up by others for stealing. There is already a lack of trust for the law and authority, and a
tendency to proceed to punish for retribution. This is very much a cultural matter. Children
learn this attitude from a very early age. But then there are a lot of things we learn and then
we outgrow. And yes, a lot of children do outgrow the urge to descend violently on supposed
offenders, thankfully. But also, many grow up hardened in this way, becoming even more
violent, bloodthirsty. Why?
What is it that can take humans away from our shared humanity. What has the power when

allowed to turn us away from compassion. The answer is simple, pain. There is definitely a
cultural component to the occurrence of jungle justice, and mob thinking, but this culture
is held up by pillars of pain.
The need to act as we often see in Jungle Justice is actually a cry for help. It isn’t so different from the lashing out of infants and children we witness when they do not know how to
accommodate or communicate their pain. It is only people lacking in love that can act as
such, and we must understand that this lack is hardly their fault. As a dear friend of mine
once wrote;

“Hatred is the child of ignorance, fear the father and isolation the mother.”
As a people with love and information, we then have a responsibility to play a part in breaking this culture and spreading love wherever we can. In the schools, on our streets, in the
markets, motto parks, everywhere. We must continue to educate whoever we can and listen
to the pain of those that need it.
Sometimes, it only takes one sane voice to save a life when the mob is out for justice. As
citizens of a land of law and civility, as a people with roots in compassion, we can better;
we must do better.

