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Bati Woman 

(True Story of a woman killed when the two forces contending for power met  in the battlefield)
She was in her prime but already she looked old, awfully old for a child rearing mother - this one only her second. But all was not lost. The beauty she once was, that even flattered and mesmerized including herself let alone her admirers, had not been totally ravaged and dismantled. Remnants of it can be unmistakably traced behind the crow’s feet and puckered face, unattended body and streaks of grey hair.

Sadly beauty as she was, the thrilling attraction she had commanded from her onlookers, however did not last long to run its full natural course, be that against all odds, let alone to get the chance of extended life with the help of cosmetics and aerobatic exercises, modern women in metropolis are now addicts. No, sanitary private clothes, no nothing but simple life she had led.
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The only item of luxury she had was a small rounded mirror, the size of her palm with a picture of a model girl from a distant land to amuse the owner. And with time the reflecting quality of the mirror became dull and blur and so she with this possession of item she could not see everything what others were able to see on her – the magic power of her beauty. So to complement the work of the mirror she had to relay on a still and clear water of the river she had been crossing everyday back and forth tending the animals. Standing on two fairly apart studs of rocks, bending her head, she invoked the spirit of the clear river water to show her magic beauty way beyond what others were unable to see. Contented with her looks, the femoral structure holding and burden with keeping valuable assets stashed away in impregnable and yet delicately and intricately interlarded fence; alas! Confirming who she was, she then used to singing loud while at the same time talking down to the animals, which were giving her hard time by crossing the fields to unwarranted zones.

But that was years ago. This time the mirror was lost and she did not care a bit. She has grown up and had to come to realize life was no more only looking after domestic animals – it was a lot more than that and it was tough. Instead she had become a bulwark, the pillar of the household, just like [image: image6.png]


her mother and grandmother before. At dawn, she milked the cows, the sheep and the goats. Then she realized the calf, ewe and the nanny from their confinements over the night to join their mothers for early morning milk feed after the human’s have taken their lots.
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There after she prepared three rounds of black coffee from a handful of beans freshly roasted, bounced to powder in a disused mortar shell with a metal rode, once used as a piston in a motor vehicle engine. House duty completed, and then off she goes with the entire household to the field to wrestle with nature to make it yield. Weeding and working on the soil continued, as it has been since time immemorial, from early morning to dusk and this woman bent and toiled   without rest, except for occasional pause to stretch her the back and to fetch water, from the container kept under the shade, to wet her parched throat. Every day and night she wore the same dress for work or leisure, except on special occasions she had to dress up the only spare which was nothing but of the same garment kept clean - well sort of clean. - To visit relatives or go to church, the second spare, 

She knew none of the alphabets and hardly traveled beyond the horizon her eyesight can perceive. Twice a year she went to the market, an odd twenty miles distance from the spot she emerged from the womb of mother. It was a small town of medieval look except for few things like electricity and the rest. One day she implored her husband to let them stay till dark reigned supreme to see the wonder of electricity flooding the roads with light. Waiting till dark, the miracle had happened.  She was taken by wonder. Then she enquired, " how come this light does not devour its shade and the remaining cover? How come this light operates with no wick, a vessel containing oil but most important there is no soot floating around until its makes its way into the deeper chamber of the nostrils where you began to feel its awful taste at the back of your tongue?.  ….. Jesus! The brightness of it all takes my breath, and I can tell you with this light on hand I could have had done pressing housework all nights,……God, the things the Frengi make you wonder if they are not from another planet!!!" she said, genuinely lost in wonder.
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However, there was another factor she did not want to talk about nonetheless bothering her. The truth of the matter that the lights were too bright for her taste. She could not afford to take in that much relentless light day and night. She had bad eyes, several time over her eyes had been invaded by trachoma, conjunctivitis and sty and the defense walls – what you call the eyelids were breached. All the time she squinted to minimize the aperture and the lens get adjusted in order the image received to be less distorted. In fact the dull, dim grey light of the evening, when the sun has sunk to its barrack behind the mountains for its night sleep, was the moment of bless for her injured eyes with rugged lenses to see better and negotiate with and deal with distant images.
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The infections could not have been grave had they been taken care of a bit earlier. Simple drops would have given the eyes a sporting chance every time they came under attack. But she did not know all that, and even if she knew she did not have the means to travel to and pay medical centre and consequently to buy the treatment. Whatever resources there were it was for other essential things, not for eye treatment by all standard considered luxurious enterprise. In the pecking order of essential things, the eyes took second place unless one was on the verge of blindness. By then it turned out too let to reverse the ultimate fate even in the hands of renowned experts. Life was and it still is a constant struggle to make ends meet, and her lot was not the exception.

Now she was working alone on a field by the roadside. Her husband had died not long ago prematurely from cerebral malaria, a common killer in the area.

That afternoon, when she was labouring in the field, suddenly the sky was lit with bright orange fire. Thunder bolts more than the eardrum can bear relentlessly began to be heard. Metal fragments and bullets - dark lead - began to fall like hail, knocking down everything that stood erect to the ground. There came moments when one felt to abandon ones own flesh and take off to the air or plunged into the ground hole like earthworms do   to escape. Courage was not to be relied on, it had for it had no meaning to be with courage. There was no one to see and confront, no one around to see you to feel humiliated for not taking bold actions. All there was fire, noise, mortar noise and courage had melted before ones own eyes unable to with stand the torment of thunders and lead hail. Under the fire ravaging the environs the walls of the bowels started to tremble and began to loose their grip for the duties they were designed. Her blood pressure rose high and the heart appeared to fail to operate for blood to circulate. It could have been at such juncture that the central nervous system could have had easily got jammed and one would be driven to profound insanity one would want to avoid.
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The Bati woman froze on the spot where she was weeding and pulling grasses, she lied low, as low as it was possible, but still trying very hard to merge with the soil, had it not been for the child, who was huddled between her stomach and the ground – motherly instinct to preserve the life of the child any more than hers. The earth began to tremble. That was all right, she hopped it would violently tremble and open up its wide mouth as in grave, then she could jump down and get buried, never to come out again - for life was a constant pain. But that was not to be.  Not at least the way she wanted it to be. Battle raged and the contending forces appeared determined to devour each other to a finish. ‘God there is no end to this madness and there was no place to run into this God forsaken place," she lamented. And before she knew it she was hit by a flying stray bullet on her forehead. She collapsed and add her weight to the baby laying from within inside.

The baby knew no language nor was he able to walk away, and for three days and nights, while the contending forces were engaged in on and off fight, he stayed beside his long gone mother. Three days later the victories force came out from their fortress and started to count their losses and that of the vanquished, while the surviving defeated army routed.

Among the victories forces some were engaged in collecting valuable items from the dead, then suddenly they heard a cry. They all froze like a menhir with their guns ready to shoot. Collecting items from the dead was the most deadly dangerous thing to do. A dying defeated soldier can take you with him to the grave, he had nothing to lose. So when they heard the cry they acted instinctively to shoot to kill. But this was not of a dying man in anguish, it was that of a child, and they hurried, crossing the field in the direction of the noise, just to discover a baby of two years, with closely shaven head with two long plait quiff hanging from the sides and one from the back of the skull, clinging to his mother and trying to suck the bloated breast.


They had a cameraman and the event was televised to show the barbaric nature of the fight, not so much to emphasis the child plight - fatherless, motherless destined to live in a pitiful world run and ruled by greedy men. That was when I saw the Truth, captured in a film.

The soldiers picked the baby from the dead mother. They were sad and deeply wounded by the event. But what they forgot this was a child made motherless by their acts. My question now: was it for the moment or ever lasting care and treatment? I doubt it.

“I demand, and you can help on this, to know

Where has now the child gone?

I demand, and you can help on this, to know

Where have all the children gone?”

End
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