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Chapter Seven
The General’s daughter did not plan her venture into the forest the way it
turned out. Initially, she had counted on her father accepting her plea to
join him. When that didn’t work out, she found herself by the window, wondering how she could make it without his help. There was only one obvious
way around it. She patiently waited, watching the walk-path just outside the
kitchen hut where he was conversing with her mother. The moment she spotted him leaving, she jumped out of the window and began to follow from what
felt to her a safe distance.
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She followed him through the village as he passed information to various
platoon leaders to mobilize their soldiers for the demolition of the Ingiga
Forest. After he gathered enough men, they left for the forest with sharpened
machetes and axes, chanting battle songs as they made their way through
the village. It was only after entering the forest that she realized it was a lot
bigger than anything she could have imagined. With the soldiers spreading
to cover as much grounds as possible, it became impossible to spot what
route her father had taken. She wandered aimlessly, hoping to run into him
eventually. By the time she realized she had truly lost him, she was lost so
deep in the forest she wasn’t sure if she could find her way back.
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She wandered even longer till the length of her shadow began to recede as
nightfall approached. When the dark grew around her, without thinking, she
began to run. She wasn’t sure where she was running to or even if she was
running towards the right direction. She ran until she was out of air; then
she stopped. Panting to regain her breath with both hands on her knees to
support herself, she noticed something strange.
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At first she thought it was a figment of her imagination. It appeared there
was someone else in the forest with her, someone staring at her from behind
a large tree trunk. She only managed to catch a peep before the head disappeared from where it had emerged. She stared curiously at the large tree,
caught up in too much apprehension to walk towards it. Now that night had
come, it wasn’t so easy to see through the myriad of stems. Her eyes swept the
ground for a stone to throw in the figure’s direction. She picked up a small
pebble but she found herself hesitant to do anything with it, the weight impotent in her palm. A part of her wanted to call for help, but that would mean
inviting her father to report her disobedience. She lingered for a bit longer,
staring at the tree, and then just as she was about to start walking away, the
head peeked out again. Their eyes met before the stranger retracted her gaze
to go back in hiding. This time she was sure it was not a figment of her imagination. There was another girl in the forest, a girl not much older than her.
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“It’s okay, I will not hurt you.” She wasn’t sure if this was the right thing to
say, but it seemed safe and appropriate. The thought that the girl behind the
tree might be the Oji crossed her mind, but then the Oji was supposed to be
headless, and she didn’t imagine her to be shy or scared of anyone, certainly
not a little girl like her. The General’s daughter had never quite seen the Oji’s
handiwork, but even the blind had come to know the stories of the horror it
brought with it. Hiding behind a tree just did not fit into the idea of what it
was.
Slowly, the Little Girl behind the tree began to emerge. She looked around like
she was ensuring the General’s daughter wasn’t being followed.
“It’s just me. You are safe here.”
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The Little Girl picked up her pace and walked halfway towards the General’s
daughter before stopping. She looked at her with eyes that suggested she had
never seen another human before. The General’s daughter still wasn’t sure
what she was supposed to do in the situation.
“What is your name?” It seemed like a good place to start.
The girl looked at her as if she were puzzled by the question. As if she had
never even thought of it before or as if to ask what she meant by the word
name.
“I don’t know.” She replied—shrugging her shoulders then letting them fall
into a slouch.
“You don’t know your name?” The General’s daughter asked, a quizzical look
spreading on her face. “Where are your parents?”
Again, a puzzled look.
“I don’t have parents.”
“Are you from Eyanka? Where are you from?”
The girl said nothing. She just stared around the forest in confusion.
“Can you take me to your home, or are you lost?”
“This is my home. I have been trying to leave but I can never find the way out.”
“And where do you want to go to after you leave?”
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The girl shrugged her shoulders again, “I don’t know. Anywhere, anywhere but
here. I can never leave this place.”
The General’s daughter was perplexed by the girl’s reply. She wanted to ask
her other questions like how old she was, how was it that she got to be lost
in the Ingiga Forest, how was she surviving out here on her own, and how
long had she been here for. She decided against it. If the girl didn’t as much
as know what her name was, surely there wasn’t much she could say about
anything else.
“Do you want to come with me? I can take you to my village. We will take care
of you.” The General’s daughter said as she held out her hand.
Her parents were not going to be happy about this arrangement, but what
could she do? Leaving this lost girl in this forest all by herself was not an option. The girl shuffled towards her slowly with reluctance, and then she took
her hand.
At the touch of her skin, it became clear to the General’s daughter that this
girl was not any normal girl. In fact, she was not even human at all. She saw
their hands meet, but it happened without touch. Like light through glass, the
lost girl’s hand went straight through her palm.
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It was at this very moment that the big picture fell into place for her. This innocent lost looking girl in the forest was her, the Oji. Without the New Moon
she was trapped in this form under some kind of hex. A hex that kept her
eternally lost in this forest without the slightest clue as to who she was or
what she was doing.
At first she was afraid. Her heart pounded and her stomach churned, twisting in knots that forced deep breaths. She wanted to run away as fast as she
could. But there was something about the Oji in this form that compelled
her to feel pity. All this while she had thought it was the Oji keeping them in
bondage, holding the village hostage. Now, she thought differently. It was the
village that refused to let her go. The spell that bound the Oji would not allow
her to be free until the village appeased her spirit. The question was, how was
this to be done? From all indications, the lost little girl wasn’t even aware she
became a monster once a year. Asking her what it would take to appease her
spirit wasn’t going to make any sense to her. Perhaps she could take her to
the village and the adults would take it from there.
It seemed the easiest option, but before she could settle on it, a more pressing issue was at hand.
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At first it was just the smell of smoke in the air drifting with the wind, and
then the sound of burning leaves followed. A fire was coming, and it was approaching fast.
“They are burning down the forest. We need to leave now.” The General’s
daughter tried to drag the girl with her but could not hold onto her spirit
body. Each time she tried, again her hand would go straight through to no
avail.
“We need to go! Come on!”
The Oji did not move.
“Do you want to die!”
The Oji said nothing.
The fire kept approaching, fanned by the evening breeze that intensified the
pace.
“I’m sorry. I will come back for you.”
The General’s daughter broke into a sprint on her own. She ran as fast as
she could but it just wasn’t enough. The fire had already spread far and wide.
Caught in the middle, she began to cough from smoke filling up her lungs.
When she finally reached the limits of her body, she dropped to her knees,
and with a drowsy head and heavy chest, her vision went dark.
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Red Moon Interlude: Part 4 of 6
No one was sure what he was going to do to the Little Girl, but nothing was
out of the question. It was in the Prince’s nature to be violently unpredictable. At least his scabbard was not in view this evening, but that didn’t mean
he couldn’t kill her. It wasn’t unheard of that he choked slaves to death on
impulse, sometimes for no identifiable cause at all. It was a way to show his
power and evoke fear in the hearts of both the slaves and people the news
eventually spread to. After all, a King was only as powerful as his subjects
were submissive. In a village like Eyanka, power was just another word for
fear and the Prince had come to embody this.
When he was only a pace away, she began to cry but still maintained her
posture. He watched the tears stream down her face and then he reached out
to wipe them. Somehow she knew this was not a sign of compassion to come.
“There’s no need for tears now Little Girl. Save it for later. You will be needing
it.”
He grabbed her by the neck choking her only hard enough to make her weak.
The Little Girl struggled for air but didn’t dare to fight back. While she gasped
with desperate lungs, he proceeded to pushing her fragile body to a pillar
in the centre of the hut. At this point she found herself wishing he had his
sword. At least her death would be swift and maybe painless. Still holding her
by the neck, he bashed her body on pillar repeatedly like an already battered
doll he hoped to completely destroy.
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WORDS FROM THE CREATORS

A Chance To Shoot

“We do not all ask for the right to touch the sky, or hold the stars – only for
the opportunity to jump as high and reach as far as we can.”
William Moore
When we talk about equality, it is easy for us to look around and convince
ourselves that the society has generally done nothing to limit the female experience. After all, for the most part, citizens under the law are considered
equal (emphasis on for the most part). But the truth behind the disenfranchising of women is a lot subtler than obvious laws. It is rooted in a culture
that lends a certain idea to define femininity, and another for musicality.
This position of assumption tags women with a defined role in society, and
everything in the environment is geared towards ensuring that reward is
given to those that fall in line, and punishment to those that try to stand
out. This punishment and reward system teaches girls that there is a way
they have to be, a way mostly subservient to males. It teaches them that
their existence is limited in what it can be, just because they are female.
As the evidence suggests from every society that has ran the experiment,
the emancipation and empowerment of women remains the strongest
booster of any economy. It makes no sense suppressing the expressions of
half the society because they are born with a different set of chromosomes.
Humans will always exist with our individual preferences, dispositions,
dreams and worldviews. It is the very essence of liberty that we are allowed
to embody and express these things as is called for by our hearts and spirit.
Instead of putting roadblocks to obstructing the path of girls, only to come

and point at them later claiming they have not performed as well as the
boys, how about we start creating more enabling environments that accommodate women while also giving them the opportunity to be all they can be.
No one wants to be sat in engineering classes second-guessing their ability
because they have been told mechanical engineering is not for girls. No girl
wants to be the next Mark Zuckerberg with the worry that coding is some
sort of boy’s club even though Ada Lovelace who wrote the first computer
codes was a woman.
By opening our societies to allow women participate in every area they are
willing to, we open ourselves to a larger talent pool and a wider range of

