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She hunted for a flicker of humanity in his dark face, but found only a 

sharp spear deep in her throat… Her hands clambered at it, panicked, 

until they eventually went limp. Cold cascading blood filled the 

midnight silence. He took a moment to observe his surroundings, 

snarling at the silk sheets, the gold jewellery on the bedside table, 

the high walls of the bedroom. His stomach bubbled uncomfortably. 

He returned his attention to the oyibo, spitefully kicking her away. 

“Ifeanyi!”. The stranger turned his head to face the doorway, 

suddenly remembering where he was. He watched the woman 

panting, chest heaving under her brightly coloured wrapper. Her 

mouth gaping open. Her eyes locked with his but drifted slowly to 

the blood seeping onto the cold wooden floor, then they fell on the 

pallid child that lay still in his bulging arms. A scream began to stir in 

her throat but Ifeanyi moved quicker than her rising fear and trapped 

it in her mouth with a rough palm.                                                                                                    

“You should not have come here Adaobi.” His face loomed over 

hers, eyes piercing her soul. Slowly he lowered his hand from her 

face, expecting her to escape.  

Adaobi stood tall, brow furrowed in defiance. “Stop this 

madness Ifeanyi! Chineke would not approve.” As she spoke her 
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body shook with rage. Ifeanyi stood very still. His eyes became 

hooded as he looked around the room.  

“Look at this place.” His voice strained. “Do you remember who 

lived here? Omachiani. This was where his hut stood. He was a proud 

warrior, the leader of this village until the colonisers came and killed 

him, it’s their-”          

“Because Omachiani tried to start a revolt against the oyibo!” 

Adaobi interrupted. She crept closer to him now, she could feel his 

breath on her lips. There was a time when standing this close could 

make her swoon, but everything was different now, especially 

Ifeanyi. She could no longer recognise her old lover. Her voice 

softened in the hopes it would reach him better. “He tried to hurt 

the white man, but they are bringing us medicine to cure out people! 

And… riches.” With each step she took closer to him, Ifeanyi 

retreated in disgust at the mention of ‘riches’, shying away from her 

touch, keeping the infant close to his chest. “If you just gave them a 

chance I-” she continued.  

“Enough talk! Chukwu has given me this task and I must finish it. 

Just wait.” He barged past her, baby in hand, her protests falling 

short of his ears. No cries could reach him, for he was listening to 

Chukwu’s voice being carried by the hamarttan breeze, whispering 

instructions that only he could hear. Moonlight ignited his path to 

the dead tree at the edge of the village. A grin broke out on his face, 

the first one in months.  

 

It all ended here. 

 



3 
 

Ifeanyi knelt before the dying tree. When the world was right it 

would bloom the most vibrant of flowers; yet since the oyibos 

invaded the tribe the leaves had become blacker than Ifeanyi’s heart. 

He became aware of the weight of the child in his hand, noticing how 

soft and pink it was, how delicate. Ifeanyi dropped the child on the 

sun-baked soil beneath the tree causing it to shriek and disturb the 

silence of the night. With one slick movement he slit its neck. Quiet 

returned. Mud and blood mingled together before Ifeanyi’s eyes 

until they became one element. Elation ran through his body, it was 

done. Slowly he rose from his knees and turned to see a mixture of 

black and white villagers surrounding him, all united, guns pointed at 

him. His elation evaporated in an instant. 

“LOOK AT YOU,” he roared, addressing the darker faces in the 

crowd “You let this man, this Governor Smith control you. This man 

who is probably possessed by the evil trickster spirit Ekwensu 

himself, turned you against me, against Chukwu!” Large tears pooled 

in Smith’s eyes, fixated on the child carcass discarded at the foot of 

the tree, oblivious to the rage being directed at him. Adaobi stepped 

forward bullets of sweat forming above her brow. 

“Please Ifeanyi, they will kill you if you do not stop this.” she 

whispered, holding a soft palm to his cheek. 

“It is done. I only wish you had joined me.” He took a moment to 

stroke her face, their eyes locking for an infinite second, until he 

snapped her neck and watched her fall to the ground. Angry lead 

soared at Ifeanyi’s head, he faced it, unblinking. A wall of light 

erupted from the roots of the tree and reached the heavens, turning 

the bullets that touched the light to dust. Flowers in the tree 

unfurled before everyone’s eyes, blindingly white. Ifeanyi rose above 

the ground, contentment on his face; eyes reflecting the colour of 
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the petals. Governor Smith stood in awe of the twirling figure. 

Suddenly, Ifeanyi flung his hands out, causing the white light to 

sweep across the whole village. Then darkness came. Then screams. 

Panic rose in Smith’s chest, restricting his breathing. The intense fear 

of the unknown burned him from the inside out. He spluttered and 

staggered, the inferno in his stomach was agonising. It was all too 

late when he realised it was not panic doing this to him… it was 

Ifeanyi. He turned to flee hoping to use the moonlight as a guide but 

it was eclipsed by Ifeanyi’s vast shadow. Stumbling through the 

opaque night, Smith fell onto something that was not ground. 

Clawing, he discovered a charred face millimetres away from his 

own. Smith’s eyes widened at the realisation that the ground was 

littered with the smouldering corpses of his people. So he lay on the 

floor, defeated, waiting to join his wife and child in the afterlife. 

 

Ifeanyi watched this from above, revelling in the chaos. He waited for 

orders from Chukwu, but he was silent. Instead, he heard the cackle 

of Ekwensu in his ear. Mocking him and all he had done. 
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