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Chapter Nine
The General’s daughter found herself in the twilight zone of consciousness,
drifting between sleep and wakefulness. She was aware of her body lying on
what felt like a cushioned floor. Faint sounds of chirping birds and the rustle
of leaves came and went with a wind that carried the fading smell of what
was unmistakably ash from a recent fire. She tried to move her body but she
was in too much pain to manage it, not to mention, she couldn’t remember
ever feeling this weak in her entire life. Even her eyelids felt too heavy to lift
open.
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She tried to remember what had happened to put her in this position, but
instead she found a hole in her memory. As far as she could recall, she was
running in a forest, and there was a fire. The rest was just an indistinguishable blur that led to a tunnel of black—approaching steps interrupted her
thoughts. She listened hard in an attempt to deduce something from the footsteps. The best she could conclude was that it wasn’t a heavily built person.
She willed her eyes to open with everything she had.
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From the feet in view, the approaching steps couldn’t have belonged to a girl
no more than a few rains. Then it came back to her, first slowly, then all at
once. She was in the forest conversing with a lost little girl that seemed to
have no idea who she was. There was a fire in the forest and the little girl
would not come with her. She ended up being engulfed by the smoke and that
was where she lost it.
“You are awake, that’s good.” The Little Girl said.
The General’s daughter didn’t have the strength to speak.
The Little Girl dabbed a wet hand on the General’s daughter’s forehead.
“I brought you some fruits and water. They really made a mess of the forest.
So much of it has been claimed by a fire. I wonder where those men came
from. They didn’t look very nice.”
The General’s daughter was finally starting to regain some strength. She
managed to open her eyes fully and sit up, resting her back on a tree. She
wondered how long she had spent sleeping under the tree and how it was
possible that the other girl carried her limp body from the fire. She had to
have been out for a whole day at least, maybe more.
Darkness was already approaching with a red evening sun disappearing into
the horizon. Her eyes searched for a possible co-conspirator. She found nothing.

6

Now the breeze was starting to settle and taking the smell of ash with it. The
General’s daughter had to inhale a few times to be sure the stench that filled
her nostrils was not imaginary. She wasn’t immediately sure what it was, but
it was bad, very bad.
“What’s that smell?” She asked the girl as she was handed a mango to eat.
“What smell?” The Little Girl stared without a clue.
“You mean you can’t smell that?” The General’s daughter squinted in confusion. The Little Girl shook her head.
“How did I get here?”
“I carried you from the fire.”
There was something blank about the Little Girl’s expression that suggested not only was she being honest, but also that she didn’t possess enough
awareness of reality to allow her tell a lie. The General’s daughter found this
rather perplexing. The stench in the air seemed to grow even stronger forcing
her to cover her nose fearing she might gag at any moment. The Little Girl
stared at her with confusion in her eyes.
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“How can you not smell this?” The General’s daughter moved away from the
tree abandoning the mango by a thick root strand. She was not entirely sure
what was going on but there was only so much a mind could take before it
snapped. Her limit was about to be tested. In her bid to discover where the
stench was coming from, the General’s daughter began to examine the tree.
She didn’t have to look very far. Right behind where she had been sleeping
rested about five heads at varying levels of decay - rotting with maggots
feasting on them.
“The gods!” She backed away in fear. The Little Girl did not change her expression. She maintained the same blank look she had worn since the day
before.
“Can you not see this?”
“Yes, very strange.” She walked around to get a clearer picture. “I don’t know
who brings them in, but they seem to keep growing in number. Poor spirits.”
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The General’s daughter found herself shaking with fear but tried her best to
suppress it. The Little Girl meant her no harm. If she wanted her head, she
would have let her die in the fire or killed her in her sleep. There was something more to this story than a lonely girl hoarding heads in a lonely forest.
Not at least till another New Moon showed its face.
The General’s daughter tried to understand how it was that this little girl
was also the Oji, but somehow, she appeared to be completely unaware of it.
In fact, she was oblivious to reality as a whole. This had to be the work of a
powerful enchantment spell. One that had her forever lost in the forest only
to be out once a year with a thirst for blood and vengeance. The General’s
daughter caught sight of the Queen’s unborn baby’s head and it sickened her.
As usual, the Oji was without sentiment, oblivious to the gruesome horrors
that lay at the foot of the tree.
“You might not know this. But once upon a time the village did a great terrible
thing to you. We...” She paused, unsure how to convey the news. She blurted
out the words. “We beheaded you.”

12

The Oji looked at the General’s daughter intently. At the mention of a beheading, something seemed to have changed about her countenance, as if a veil
was lifted, a spell broken. For the briefest of moment she relived her execution like the flash of a memory gone as quickly as it had arrived.
The General’s daughter went on to tell the Little Girl her story right from her
mother’s capture from her hometown up until her unjust execution in the
village square. After that, she carried on with the story of the Oji she had become and how she came for vengeance every New Moon. When she was done,
she waited for the Little Girl to say something, anything. The Little Girl stared
fixatedly at her own feet for a long time, and then she broke her silence.
“You deserve it, you all deserve it!”
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She was repulsed by the idea of decapitation and the blood stains it left on
her hands. But then again, were the villagers of Eyanka any different? Surely
not every single one of them lifted the machete to behead her or gave the order for it to be done, but in their silence, they were all participants. Wilfully
or otherwise, none of that mattered. It was only right that they paid for their
transgressions. And as for the King, she couldn’t wait for the next New Moon.
That she hadn’t taken his head or even taken it first was a mystery to her.
“Come the next New Moon. If I have any control over this Oji you speak of,
your King will pay the ultimate price.”
“I know you are angry. And you deserve to be. But don’t you think this has
gone on for too long. Is it really worth it to have your spirit trapped in this
realm forever, just so you can venture into the village once a year to take a
head? Don’t you want to return to your mother? She must be waiting for you
on the other side.”
The Little Girl said nothing.
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“And just look at this. You took an innocent, an unborn. This is not what the
priestess would have wanted.”
“And how do you know what she would want? How do you know what my
mother would want?”
“Because the gods of your people are renowned for their love of justice. And
this is not justice. This is murder.”
The Little Girl was quiet as painful tears spilled from her eyes. Perhaps the
General’s daughter was right. She couldn’t get herself to look at the infant
head of the unborn prince. In her anger she had grown blind to the truth and
it had taken a toll on her spirit. Her thirst for vengeance had turned her into
something she never wanted to be. This madness had to stop. Her spirit needed to be set free. Until she freed herself of her anger and resentment, she was
bound just as much as Eyanka, to a place where there could be no peace.
“Even if I want to go, I do not know how to break this spell. How can we restore justice?”
“I think I know just how to go about that. But I will need you to work with me
and trust me.”
She nodded in agreement. The General’s daughter was counting on the words
of the Mad Man about justice being restored in the land to reinstate peace
from the horrors of the Oji. More than anything, she wanted to lock the Little
Girl in a tight embrace, but she knew better than trying to touch her again.
The memory of her first attempt to hold her hand was still fresh in her mind.
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“Red Moon Interlude: Part 5 of 6
“You like to make jokes, right?” He asked.
She shook her head but couldn’t gather enough strength or courage to speak.
“So you are calling me a liar? Am I a liar?” His question was directed at the
other slaves.
“No”, they chorused.
“You see, now I have to punish you. I have to punish all of you.”
This was when he tightened his grip on her neck till she couldn’t breathe at
all. Some slaves tried to look away but he was ready for them.
“I will have the eyes of whoever dares to turn. Let this be a lesson to all of you.
No one makes fun of the royals.”
He leaned in closer to the Little Girl, “Do you understand?” She could almost
taste the palm wine from how strong it smelled. He freed her throat but her
freedom was short lived. Without word or warning he grabbed her by the hair
and proceeded to spinning her around before pushing her face into the pillar already stained with blood from where he had been bashing her skull. He
began to smash her face into the pillar.
“I... hope…you…are…all…watching!”
store justice?”
“I think I know just how to go about that. But I will need you to work with me
and trust me.”
She nodded in agreement. The General’s daughter was counting on the words
of the Mad Man about justice being restored in the land to reinstate peace
from the horrors of the Oji. More than anything, she wanted to lock the Little
Girl in a tight embrace, but she knew better than trying to touch her again.
The memory of her first attempt to hold her hand was still fresh in her mind.
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WORDS FROM THE CREATORS

On Fighting Monsters
“Whoever fights monsters should see to it that in the process he does not
become a monster. And if you gaze long enough into an abyss, the abyss
will gaze back into you.”
Friedrich Nietzsche

To be righteously angry is perhaps one of the most dangerous feelings associated with being maltreated. The pain of being cheated out of justice
when we have done absolutely nothing to deserve it is a feeling that must
be felt to be understood. It is easy to see the cause for anger, especially
when injustice continues unchecked. However, with anger as the motivating
emotion, it is easy to lose sight of what we are fighting for and become fixated for our own personal appetite for vengeance.
The strongest display of our character is in our performance in adversity,
how we hold ourselves up when the world has let us down. It is from this
point that we choose to be the bigger people, to carry ourselves with grace.
This does not mean that we remain docile in the face of injustice, but rather
that we should seek justice with a balanced head on our shoulders. Of what
use is the revolution when we do not know what happens the day after?
People just go back to their old ways and the new system eventually mirrors
the old.
If we are to seek change, real change – we cannot afford to operate from
a place of unchecked rage. We must organize ourselves in a manner that is
civil in presentation to reflect the values of the type of society we want to
see. Rather than the reactionary behavior associated with anger, we need to
be more reflective. This allows us to build patience to truly understand the
complexities of our problems and how best we might go about solving them.
As the Buddhists say, “You will not be punished for your anger, you will be

punished by your anger.” But if you rather hear it from the African forefather, “the warrior fights with courage, not with anger.”

