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Chapter Thirteen
With each passing day, the General’s daughter began to learn what life was
like for the Oji. Slowly, she found herself losing all those things that made her
human. First was the material nature of her existence as she had discovered
on her return to the village. Then there was her loss of physical sensations
and bodily functions. She stopped feeling the need to feed, couldn’t tell what
was warm from what was cold, and of course, activities like visiting the latrine ceased too. Then came the second and more dreaded phase, memory
loss. She could feel the entire idea of herself built on her memories slowly
slipping away. It started with being able to remember names but unable to
place faces, being able to remember events but unable to fix them in time or
location. She did not know how long till the deepest of her memories started
to disappear, but she certainly hoped it would at least stay till the next New
Moon when she would be able to embody a physical presence. For good measure, she used a sharpened stone to carve out her plans on a tree trunk. This
way she could read over them daily till the hour had come.
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It wasn’t until three days to the New Moon that she started to feel her body
materializing again. She woke up in the morning to the feel of a cool breeze
followed by cold droplets of a light rain. After the rain ceased, she hurried to
a puddle in search of her reflection. She found nothing but blankness staring
back at her. She would have to wait it out till sundown to attain visibility. She
still would not be able to interact physically until the moon was full, but for
the first phase of her plan, she only needed to be visible and audible.
Through the year she had been in and out of the village eavesdropping on
conversations while hiding in plain sight with the help of her spirit body.
While her father rotted in royal detention, a faction of the army had assumed
a new leader and plotted a rebellion to be staged on the New Moon festival.
It was a near enough flawless plan. For the traditional royal parade, the royal
guards would be concentrated in one place at the same time leaving the palace easily accessible to free the General. A trap will also be used to enclose
the royal guards on the parade grounds, and a battle will ensue with any
members of the village army that didn’t take sides with the rebels. A comprehensive list of all the councilmen had been made. If they were not found, their
families would die in their stead. Either way, a bloodbath was on the horizon
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The General’s daughter had also taken advantage of her condition to pay
frequent visits to the King and his council where they repeatedly debated the
fate of her father. It was obvious that they wanted to get rid of him, but killing him was not possible without repercussions. There was a risk of the people turning his death into martyrdom that would go on to inspire many more
in the future. There was also the risk of his death sparking a rebellion. A man
loved and admired as much as the General could not be killed without just
cause. Disrespect to the King while trying to save the life of his only daughter
was not a good enough reason. The King and his council found themselves
wishing a disease would take a hold of his body and kill him, but he remained
in good health even if the lack of feeding had left him looking like a relic of
the man he used to be.
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The General’s daughter found herself battling with hesitation outside the palace walls. With her visibility returning, she had to be careful not to be seen
even if she couldn’t be touched. However, getting caught was the least of her
worries. She did not know how her father was going to take her appearance.
She wanted to assume that he already considered her dead. There was even
an empty grave in her name, but she wasn’t sure if the news had reached his
ears in its finality. Would he still be angry with her? Would he ever forgive
her? These were some of the thoughts that restrained her at the fence before
she forced herself to see the bigger picture. This wasn’t about her and her
family. This was about an entire village, which consisted of many other families—some like hers, some very different, all equally deserving of life, liberty,
and freedom. With that affirmation she walked through the palace walls and
began to find her way to her father’s place of keeping. To her surprise, she
was able to pinpoint where he was instinctively. Perhaps this was how the
Oji was able to select the heads she came to claim. When it came to sensing
another spirit, time and space was not a factor.
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She stood outside the hut for a few breaths then with all the courage she
could muster, she stepped in.
“Papa...”
The General wasn’t sure if this was his mind playing a trick on him, perhaps
some sort of lucid dream. He willed his body into wakefulness to break out of
sleep’s powerful grip. This only made his perception clearer leaving his mind
in a higher state of confusion.
“My princess? But...but how is this possible? They told me you were...” He
couldn’t get himself to pronounce it, “There was a burial though I could not
attend.” He moved as close to her as his cage would let him, clutching the
bars that entrapped him as if to pull them apart. He still wasn’t close enough
to reach her. She contemplated walking closer but her limbs would not move
on her command. She said nothing and she stared at her feet.
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The General studied her closer. She was in exactly the same clothes she was
in the last time he laid eyes on her. Even her hair was the same. In his guilt
he had carried that memory with him since the day he was arrested. Every
time he would think of her, he would wonder if perhaps there was some other
way he could have saved her without landing himself in the predicament he
was in. He should have taken her with him and watched over her, he should
have ignored the chain of command and led his men into the forest as soon
as he realized she was missing, he should have gone in search of her all by
himself...anything but what he actually ended up doing.
“How did you get in here?” He asked.
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Again, she said nothing. She pushed herself with a foot in front on the other
and then she reached out to him till her hand was inside his body. In that one
gesture, she had told him everything he needed to know. What he saw before
his eyes might have been his daughter in some ways, but in many other ways,
she had come to be someone else, something else.
“No...No...No.!” Tears began to stream down his face. It was the first time he
ever cried over her loss. All this while he had refused to accept it as reality
and in this place of captivity, he had found no time to grieve.
“I am so sorry. I tried to save you, but I was not strong enough.”
It hurt her to know that all this while he blamed himself for her foolishness.
The thought of it made her feel worse about what she had done and she too
began to break down in tears even if none would flow from her eyes.
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“I’m so sorry. I should have never left the hut. It’s all my fault.”
“It’s okay, it’s okay. I just want to know if you are okay where you are now, if
you are at peace. That is all that matters now.”
She shook her head, “I am trapped in this realm with the Oji, and my spirit will
not cross over without hers. That is actually a huge part of why I am here.”
He braced himself for what she was about to say.
“A great rebellion is coming. And you might not know it now, but you are very
much at the centre of it.”
“How…how do you mean?” He asked, his eyebrows furrowing with confusion.
She went on to tell him how about the coup—how a rebel faction in the army
would be coming to free him and how he would be expected to replace the
King after his was ousted.
“I am not fit to be any man’s king. I don’t want this.”
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“This is more than what you want. This is the only way the Oji’s spirit can find
peace and it is the only way I can be free too. You are kind, loved, fair, and
just. This village cannot find a better man to wear the crown and you owe it to
the people to serve them with these qualities you have been gifted with. It is
easy to hide behind your fear, but my father I know has never been a coward.”
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Her words pierced him like a sharp knife right through his soft heart. Often,
it was the case with good men to avoid power and its trappings. The darker
sides of ruling coupled with the burden of responsibility made it something to
be kept away from at every turn. The same could not be said about men that
did not mind soiling their hands in their bid to acquire power. The General
was no stranger to the role of leadership so he was not under any impression that a leader only needed to be everything good. He was very aware of
the need for a leader to exhibit some evil virtues necessary for the protection
of his people and himself. But for him, it wasn’t about the fear of not being
able to do the needful when reason arose; it was the pressure of embodying
this image of perfection the village had created for him. He was after all just
human, and hence susceptible to all human tendencies, virtues and vices.
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“Without justice for the killing of the Little Girl, her spirit will never know
peace and there is no person this village trusts more to restore the balance
of justice in the land. Everyone is counting on you. It is the only way to lift the
curse. I have to go now. I’m not sure when my body will start to materialize
and I cannot be trapped here with you.”
She wanted to embrace him but she knew better. They bade each other goodbyes with a nod and then she turned around to leave.
“You must meet the Mad Man, if anyone knows how to appease the girl, it’s
him.” She paused for a second then she carried on without looking back.
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***
The Mad Man still lived in the shack of a hut he had made for himself many
years ago. It was littered with drinking horns and palm wine pots. The stench
attracted flies but he seemed not to mind. He was used to it. Still contemplating what he had to live for now that he had been vindicated of his insanity,
he traded his search for consolation for a search for meaning. And like most
drunks, he looked no further than the bottom of a bottle.
“Hello?”
He was startled by the sound of her voice. A lifetime of solitude would do
that to anyone. At first he wondered if he was hearing voices in his head. Perhaps the madness he was often accused of had finally caught up with him.
He searched the space with his eyes and found nothing at first. Then out of
the blue, she appeared. When she saw the bewildered look on his face, she
thought perhaps walking through the door wasn’t the wisest of ideas on a
night like this. But what was she supposed to do? She couldn’t exactly push
it open.
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On seeing this, the Mad Man scurried to the wall, frantically waving his
drinking horn like it was some type of weapon.
“Help…help me!” He screamed.
It was of no use; he lived far away from the rest of the village. Not even a
lion’s roar could be heard from where he was.
“Calm down, I need your help.” The General’s daughter tried to pacify him but
it wouldn’t be so easy.
“I don’t know anything! I have told the King everything I know! Please, just
leave me alone!” Again, the Mad Man found himself wondering if this was
the drink talking, showing him things that weren’t there. Perhaps it was all a
dream. He would never take stale palm wine again, never.
“I’m sorry! I was the one that told them where you went! Is that what this is
about? I am sorry!”
“No…no…no, I just want to know. How can I appease the spirit of the Oji? You
are the only one that spoke to her mother so many years ago. I need you to
remember. Please, can you do that for me?”
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Now the Mad Man was beginning to calm down. He wore a pensive look on
his face as he tried to retrieve a memory faded with rains and washed with
drink.
“I remember the mother saying something about her daughter returning whole
to her before justice is restored and her spirit can be appeased. I don’t even
know what that means.”
“Did she say anything else?”
He paused to think.
“It has been so many rains now. I can’t remember. That is all I know.”
“She must return whole. What do you think that means?” The General’s daughter asked.
“I don’t know! Maybe she wants her head back?” He shrugged.
“But, I don’t even know where to start looking. It is a very large forest and the
King is still bent on burning it to the ground.” The General’s daughter complained.
“That is all I can tell you. I swear I don’t know any more.”
“You don’t have to be afraid of me.” She sighed, “I really hope this works.”
With those words, the she walked through the door she had come from and
then with deliberate steps, she travelled into the night.
The revolution had begun.
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WORDS FROM THE CREATORS

The Revolution
Follow us as we march through the gates of Zion
Fearless hearts on sleeves we are the sons of lions
Proud in spirit but humble through our triumphs
From eons to way beyond, forever we live young
So speak the truth or hold your tongue
And smile in the face of a loaded gun
We are the peace-keepers and truth-seekers
And no, we will never rest
Until we tower over tops higher than Everest
In search of higher planes to ever rest
And if you can’t feel the words in our sentences
I hope you feel our hearts
It’s where the essences is
Relentless is, our call for peace to prosper
For sons and daughters
Rich and paupers
Together we stand stronger
Divided we drown under
So we ask, when these trying storms come over us
Would you go overboard?
Or row these tired oars till they don’t row no more?
Would we wage wars like warriors sure to be victorious?
Or would we waddle weakly like weaklings without an inkling that our ship
is sinking?
The revolution will not be won by guns and violence
The revolution will not be won by drugs and silence
The revolution is here

