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Chapter Eight
The General was pleased to be home after a hard day in the forest. He wanted nothing more than a warm meal, a cold bath, and a deep sleep. Before
entering the hut, he placed his axe outside. As a matter of principle, he never
carried an unsheathed weapon into the house. The sheathing did not stop
his daughter from retrieving his machete to play with, despite his efforts in
telling her off about it. But it was worth the effort to stick to his rules, in his
mind at least.
“Where is my princess?” He searched for her with inquiring eyes.
“Is she not back yet? I have told that girl to not stay out late playing. She
never listens.”

2

“She is just being a child. Perhaps if she had a brother or sister to play with
at home, she would go out less.” He flashed his wife a suggestive smile.
“I thought you would be a bit too tired for that.”
“Oh, I am never too tired for that. The food can wait. We probably don’t have
long until she returns.”
“And what if she catches us?”
“She has to learn somehow.” He pulled her in and kissed her lips.
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“General! You are such a bad example.” She said, pushing him on the clay
floor to mount him.
“Now I know you have been working all day so just let me take care of this.”
“This is why I married you, you understand me so well.”
“Shh,” She placed a hand over his mouth, “No more talking.”
She guided him inside her and began to rock back and forth until she felt his
body seize and he pulsed on her walls.
“Oh you still want to go?’” She asked, her tone teasing.
“It is your turn now. Let it not be said that the great General, hacker of forests, cannot satisfy a woman.” They laughed, and then he turned her under
before moving inside her. He would not stop until he felt her squeeze, clinching to his waist with her strong thighs.
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“We should do this more often.” He suggested.
“Yes, we should.” She agreed, catching her breath.
It was only after they were done and he dismounted that their daughter’s
continued absence became a lot more worrisome.
“When last did you see her?” The General enquired as his wife set down their
evening meal.
His wife paused for a second in an attempt to jog her memory.
“I don’t think I have seen her since I asked her not to follow you to the forest.”
They looked at each other with dreadful eyes. The General and his wife were
well aware of the kind of daughter they had raised. She was a most inquisitive child, which didn’t always pair well with her precocious nature. But even
for her, it seemed a step too far to have sneaked off into the Ingiga Forest
on her own.
“Let’s not jump to any conclusions,” he said in a bid to calm his wife, “I will
ask her friends if they have seen her all day.”
The General didn’t as much as take a single bite out of his dinner.
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As tired as his body was with this stomach growling from hunger, a strange
fear was upon him—one that stole his appetite and suspended any thoughts
of sleep he previously entertained.
“I will go and ask around too.” The General’s wife offered.
“No, someone needs to be here in case she comes home.”
It was after the General stepped out of the hut that he realized just how dark
it was outside. His daughter was fond of coming home later than she was
instructed to, but never after dark. He thought of how he was going to admonish her when he found her, but first, he had to find her. The thought that
she might be trapped or lost in the forest kept crossing his mind, a part of
him that didn’t want it to be true willed him to disbelief.
He started with the neighbours in his inquiry and then moved on to more
distant houses. It wasn’t till he got to one of his soldier’s house that the Mad
Man came forward to report sighting her following the General.
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“I thought she was with you. I saw her entering the barn while you were talking
with your comrade.”
It all fell into place with that statement. She was clearly hiding in the barn
because she knew men only went there after a harvest. That wasn’t happening till the rain had gone. Otherwise, it was a place only visited by the women or children sent to bring some yam or cassava for cooking. The General
imagined his daughter following him from a distance every step of the way
from the moment he left their home. He was angry with himself for not noticing this, but he had no reason to look over his shoulder. The only person he
felt threatened by was the King, and on this occasion, he was working under
his order. The King attacking him would be stalling his own agenda, and not
to mention, he didn’t think any grievances between the King and himself was
enough to warrant constant paranoia. There would be time for self-loathing
and apportioning of blame. For the time being, he needed to pull himself together to do whatever was necessary to bring back his little girl.
Without overthinking his next move, the General marched his way to the
King’s palace. He never wanted to be indebted to any man let alone the King,
but at a time like this, his pride had to be put to rest for his daughter’s sake.
“I need an audience with the King.” He said to the guard at the palace gate.

12

Before the guard could pull himself together, the General followed up with
a shot just below the rib cage, knocking him out completely as air left his
lungs. It all happened so fast neither of the guards had enough time to sound
an alarm. Just for good measure, the General slammed his elbow into the
seconds guard’s temple. He had to knock him out before his voice returned.
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On entering the palace grounds, he moved with a kind of composure that
suggested he had been let in without as much as a scuffle. The guards on
ground were not strangers to his presence. They showed their respect with a
half bow and he returned it with a nod of acknowledgement. He was able to
deduce the King to be in his resting quarters by the presence of two guards
that stood watch outside the hut.
“I must see the King now.” He demanded in a tone high enough to pass
through the thick walls.
The two guards looked at each other with hesitation. The King had been very
emphatic about not wanting to be disturbed in his time of mourning, but the
General had that look in his eyes that suggested he wasn’t going to take no
for an answer.
“The King...”
“Don’t tell me what the King said, just go and tell him I must see him now!”
He maintained his aggressive tone to lure the King out.
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The guards were not sure how to proceed. This wasn’t just any villager or
even an ordinary councilman. This was the leader of the village army and he
clearly had a pressing issue at hand.
“Who dares disturb me at this hour?” The King emerged in his night cloth.
“My King,” He bowed to pay his respect, “I would never disturb you but please
understand; my daughter’s life is in danger. She has sneaked into the Ingiga
Forest and I fear she could be trapped in the fire. I only ask for your permission for me to lead my men into the forest to her rescue.”
The General had considered going over the King’s head and commanding his
men to proceed, but he did not want to upset the chain of command. He was
the General, but all that made him was more or less the King’s hand in controlling the army. He couldn’t issue an order that was not sanctioned by the
King. With the King already threatened by his power and admiration from his
men, the last thing he wanted to do was compound the problem at a time like
this.
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“Who let you in at the gate?” The King asked.
“I’m sorry my King. I had to incapacitate the guards to get in. It was not their
fault. Please punish me as you may but just let me go and get my daughter
first.”
The King said nothing.
“You are my King, you are her King. I implore you to do this. Please!” The General got on one knee in plea.
“You assault my guards! You come here demanding my audience! And you pretend to respect me?”
The General could not believe what he was hearing.
“I see your wings have grown too long. You now think yourself equal to me.
I pardoned you for your reckless statements at the council meeting. I overlooked your overly righteous principles. But your actions tonight will not be
overlooked. Guards, seize him.”
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The General knew he could take the two guards. In fact, every part of him
wanted to. But he also knew he couldn’t take all the guards in the palace, and
attacking one would give them a reason to kill him. Not to mention, an attack
on the King would be regarded as an act of treason. No doubt that would get
him stripped of his honour and beheaded. From the side of his eye he could
already see more guards emerging. Perhaps his tone had attracted them as
it had attracted the King. At this point he knew any fight he hoped to wage
was a losing battle.
“You will let a little girl burn in the forest to prove to me that you are my
King?”
The guards were already taking away the General’s weapons and binding his
arms with the same ropes they used to hold goats to posts.
“You are no King! I curse the day I prostrated before you!”
With these last words, he spat at the King’s feet in view of all the guards as
they dragged him away.
“Let it be known that this King is the cause of all our suffering. If his family
had not doomed that Little Girl to her death in the first place, none of this
would ever have happened. He is no King. Even now he would let another girl
die. He is no King!”
The General was led into the holding hut where he was tossed into a small
cage and locked inside like an animal.
overlooked. Guards, seize him.”
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There he remained silent, but he had already said all he had to say. His words
would travel around the village and even beyond. He was aware that it could
cost him his life. But that was the kind of man he was. On a night like this,
not even the gods could silence the cry of his spirit.
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The King watched in silence lined with fear as the General made his pronouncements. Was he too hasty in his decision to exert his power on this
occasion? It didn’t matter anymore. He had already spoken. Taking back his
words especially after what the General had said would weaken whatever
power he had left to wield. Already, the die was cast.
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WORDS FROM THE CREATORS

With great power…
“Power tends to corrupt, and absolute power corrupts absolutely.”
John Emerich Edward Dalberg-Acton, 1st Baron Acton

It is the easiest thing for rulers to develop egos that attaches their sense of
self to the power they wield. Hence phrases like, drunk on power and power
trip. A lot of people that go into seeking position of authority, not surprisingly, enjoy the handling of power and growing it. For these people, the goal
of power on authority is not for service, it is to grow more power and attain
more authority. This is the road to corruption, and in the corridors of power, it is probably the most frequented.
Until leaders start to direct their attitude towards power from corrupt to
competence; and followers also learn to hold them accountable to this, the
relationship between the two classes will always be one of tyranny and suppression. To lead with competence means to be responsible with power, exercising it only for the benefit of those relying on you to make decisions for
the betterment of the collective. To lead with corruption means to exercise
power irresponsibly, only caring about the preservation of the power regardless of the cost it bears on the collective relying on you to do the right
thing.
“People don’t care much for government, they care much for governance.”
13 Moons
The average citizen cares little for the form of government in place compared to how the said government affects their life through policies. Governments with a human face tend to understand that the primary function
of ruling is to ensure the safety and security of all citizens, not the accumulation of wealth or ceasing of power. They understand the need to be dedi-

cated to human flourishing, to build societies that offer every citizen fertile
ground for the planting of dreams on their pursuit of happiness.
In whatever capacity of power we find ourselves, the understanding that all
leadership roles are positions that require us to be responsible, is vital. By
leading with the right motivations and examples, we not only help to grow
the success of our society, but we also inspire generations to come on continuing a tradition of progress for all.

