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Chapter Twelve: Some Rains Ago
The Little Girl stood at the centre of the spacious royal court, her chest
tightening with every breath as she felt an unseen mass cluster to choke her
breathing. Her naked feet scratched the ground and begged it to swallow her
whole, but as it were—from her demise, there was to be no escape. What did
it matter that they were holding a hearing for her case. She was not allowed
to utter as much as a single word and even her master who could speak for
her was nowhere to be found. She searched the room with her eyes, hoping
against hope to spot at least a face on her side. Her efforts were futile, like
tender seeds cast of rocks. From their demeanour, it was clear to see these
men were far from the fair jury anyone could hope for. After all, the role of
jury was obtained by royal appointment; it was easy to see why their loyalty
to the throne superseded their commitment to justice.
“You dare speak lies against the throne, slave girl!” One old man started.
“You should be ashamed of yourself!”
“Whore!”
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These words cut her deep, but nowhere near as deep as the thought of losing the baby growing inside her. Instinctively, she found herself shielding her
stomach without even thinking about it. The Little Girl had never imagined
herself to be ready motherhood. So far she had only seen thirteen rains, and
as a slave, she barely had enough for herself to survive on. Bringing someone
new into the life she lived was more a curse than it was a blessing, but nonetheless, a part of her wanted nothing more than the protection of her unborn.
“May...”
“Silence slave! How dare you speak before royalty?”
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“But I am telling the truth. It was...”
At the nod of the Old King’s head a royal guard silenced her with a blow to
her stomach. She found herself curled in on the floor battling with excruciating pain as she tried to catch her breath. Her body ached to scream but she
suppressed it to puppy’s whimper, fearing more pain in reproach for making
a sound.
“Children these days have no respect. Even the slaves now feel they have a
voice. When did we grow so soft as a village?” The Old King leaned forward
in his throne.
“You dare speak lies against the Prince, my son! You try to stain my lineage
with your soiled bloodline! And you speak in my court without permission!”
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He paused to allow the jury soak up the gravity of the crimes levied against
the slave. He had already made a statement condemning softness—a coy way
of informing them to suppress all thoughts of leniency. He looked around the
room to make eye contact with most of the jury, speaking much in his silent
glance.
“What shall we do to her?” The Old King asked.
“Kill her!”
“Cut her head off!”
“Death!”
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At the mention of these words the Little Girl knew her days were but numbered. She had never really thought about death or dying before. At her age
it seemed such a distant event that there was never a need to contemplate it.
Now here it was, sudden, but real—very real. At the thought of being beheaded
like she had witnessed before, she felt a strange numbness come over her. It
was a gruesome sight in every conceivable way. So gruesome that she could
never keep her eyes open past the swing of the machete. And there were those
occasions where the blade was not sharp enough or the neck was too thick.
In those instances, one swing of the blade was never enough. Those were the
worst. Why wouldn’t they just use an axe? It was more efficient. She wasn’t
sure why she was thinking of it but she found herself wishing her executioner
would be merciful enough to save her some pain and afford her some kind of
dignity.
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The Old King continued to chat with the jury but at this point she was in a
world of her own. Deaf to their voices and numb to the sentiments they carried. She found herself back at the shrine when they came to take her mother.
Before now, she had refused to imagine the pain of being burnt to death. The
sheer agony of one’s skin burning to the bone while they still drew breath
was punishment not fit even for animals. The closest she had ever gotten to
the experience was a small burn from a cooking flame. Compared to what her
mother had gone through, there was barely any comparison. Maybe in death
they would finally be reunited. She wondered if her mother’s spirit would remember her now that she was a bit older. These were the sort of thoughts she
occupied her mind with before a guard came to drag her out of the court to
lead her to where she would be held before her execution.
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This was the kind of justice that was regularly dispensed in Eyanka. For the
most part, favour with justice was for the deep pocketed. The poor had to
appeal to the law and when it was not in favour of the rich, even their appeals were nothing more than cries on deaf ears. The fact that people existed
outside the law and controlled it rendered the whole rule of law a mockery of
its true purpose. Instead of it being a system for justice and fairness, it had
become a weapon of control with the illusion of protection. For the rich and
influential, there was no need to complain or revolt. The odds were very much
in their favour and only made them richer and more powerful. For the average man, life in Eyanka consisted of constant work to put food on the table
and a roof over some heads.
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There was no time for the intricacies of politics and its underlying philosophies. Such matters were seen to be best left in the hands of the ruling class.
A baffling popular opinion considering that their apathy was more or less
silent cooperation with their oppressors. Regardless of their superior numbers, they had submitted themselves to the structure of power. Their choice to
do nothing about the status quo was their choice to remain at the mercy of
the rulers they had. And then there was the poor and destitute, not so different from slaves even in the eyes of the commoners. At best they represented
a scorned statistic, at worst a problem that needed eradication. At least the
slaves had a functional purpose. For people in this class, it didn’t really matter what their opinion on the ruling class was because none of their opinions
mattered. As far as Eyanka culture was concerned, the words of the empty
handed were not too different from that of the drunks and madmen.
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The Little Girl found herself being shoved into a dimly lit hut before being
thrown into a cage so small she couldn’t even lie down without feet touching
the walls. This place wasn’t fit for even a dog. She tried to cover her nose but
the stench of faeces and urine hung in the poorly ventilated air like a stain
that would not go away. Her mind was everywhere at once and paradoxically nowhere at all. She tried to close her eyes for a minute hoping she would
snap out of a horrible dream. When she opened them, she was exactly as
she had been. At her age, she couldn’t muster the calm to ready her mind for
death. Instead, she fell deeper in shock with every second that passed. She
wished a deep sleep would take her until the time was ripe, but no such thing
was to happen. In her current state, sleep was a luxury too expensive for her
to afford. She was far too nervous for that—too nervous to sleep, too nervous
to cry.
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***
When the hour came after a few moons of feeding on scraps, a stone-faced
man opened the small door and beckoned her.
“It is time.” He said, calmly.
As a precaution to ensure her silence, the man grabbed her by the jaw forcing her mouth open. Before she could register the force of his grip, he fed
her a red hot boiled stone so forcefully she lost some teeth on its way in. Her
eyes widened with pain but her attempts to spit it out were dwarfed when he
cupped her mouth with one hand and gripped her entire body with the other.
Against his bulk she was fighting a losing battle.
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After what seemed like an eternity, the stone cooled to a suitable temperature and her trashing subsided, he proceeded to gagging her with a piece of
cloth. At this point, she was already so weak from pain that she could barely
resist anything. Willingly, she gave her wrists to be chained for the walk of
shame around the village. At this point, she courted death if it meant an escape from this life of agony.
Marching through the streets she was greeted with curses, laughed at, stoned,
and humiliated in just about every other way the villagers could think of.
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“Whore!”
“Liar!”
“Die!”
And then she found her head on the chopping block. It all ended with the
thud of a head; the cheers, the whistling, the finger pointing, the maniacal
laughter, all of it. With the swing of a machete the village executioner sliced
the priestess’s daughter’s head clean off her shoulders before an on-looking
crowd of overly excited villagers.
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WORDS FROM THE CREATORS

They

They will come
They will come for you
For me
For all of us
They always come
It is what They do
One by one or all at once
With smiles to bury seething fangs
Paws hiding sharpened claws
They will come
They will come with their weakness
And in a cup They will offer you this venom
To drink
To drink of their weakness
To poison your strength
It is their greatest fear
With their words
They will echo in crowds
Loud lies to silence quiet truths
The truth in you
The light in you
Relentless
They will not stop
Not till they have snuffed out every flicker
Till like them you have become a zombie
Eyes void of fire
Mind numb to thoughts
A shadow of yourself
No
Nothing of yourself

A hollow man
Like them
Scarecrows.
Never be afraid
You must resist
It is the only hope
And no, not silently
You must spit back their venom in their face
You must defecate on all they hold sacred
You must piss on their graves
It’s not worth the liquor for libation
You are better of feeding it to dogs
Not these beasts
Beasts of men
Bastards
But when alone
Do not forget to weep
To weep for them
For once;
They too were filled with fire and light
Hopes and dreams
Before They got to them
Now They are sick
Sick in mind
Dead in spirit
I weep
For They do not know what They are doing.

