
Should I live to die

 

Growing up in a matchbox you become alienated 

from the world. All you know are the walls around 

you, even leaning new things may seem like a 

horrid crime.

 

Anna rushed to the kitchen to dish up, John was 

home, she didn't want him to rearrange her face 

again. Oftentimes she wonders what it would be 

like had her father let her train with the village 

warriors. Would she have become the only female 

warrior in the village? She dismissed her thoughts 

as John opened the garage door. If only her father 

had taught her some moves himself, but he 

always said that women should not strain their 

backs by running around with heavy Spears. 

"Young lady, your Awo calls for you inside," father 

would say, sending her running off so he can 

disappear, leaving her to wonder why her mother 

said he never called. All those were paintings of 

the past…distant memories. 

 

Slamming her phone on the floor, John angrily 

strode towards Anna. She frightenedly lay in 

foetal position in a corner, praying that it was the 

end of the beating. Her tears didn't bother her 

anymore, instead it was the scars and how, she 

felt, her days were summarised while carrying a 

germinating seed in her womb. She always 

debated telling her husband about his worsening 

temper and how it could kill her one day. Her 

phone lay shattered so she could not call for help. 

She wished to be back in the past, back in her 

father's hands, where he told her fairy-tales. 

 

"Dare act like a child again! I will kill you, I will 

send you back to the village," John hissed in her 

face. Surely, she missed her family but she didn't 

want to go back to the village to be a laughing 

stock. That night, she was beaten to death’s gate 

but she didn’t call for help.

 

Months passed and her belly took the shape of a 

bouncy beach ball. John began to realise that 

some things were different about his wife. He 

wished to apologise for his bad behaviour but 

Anna, numbed by the beatings, had become 

nonchalant. She had found happiness in the little 

magic ball that was attached to her. Although 

she didn't want to live anymore. 

LIVE TO 

DIE.
-Moon Goddess

“Dear...

 

I might not be near but take care of my daughter for me. 

 

Don’t kill her, I beg...”

 

Anna gave a coffin birth and John  found what was supposed to be a letter 

explaining her death. Soon, women took a stand. Putting flowers on her 

grave. She was a hero. The light away from a dark tunnel. She was a moon, 

the light in a dark room.

 


