The Lady with the Scars


 
“Run!“ Sarjesh’s grandma shrieked. There was a boa constrictor in her house, Sarjesh ran to get the brush. As she tried to get the boa out it wrapped itself around the brush. Scared she threw the brush out the door and slid the bolt across. They lived in a medium-size wooden house with a decking and plumbing. Sarjesh loved living in a rainforest, every day was a challenge, every day was exciting, and it always seemed to surprise her. Sarjesh and her grandma used to go fishing together but over the last month her grandma been sick, they were used to getting poorly, her grandma said that’s how they got their scars (though Sarjesh wasn’t sure if that’s true), but her grandma had never had a sickness as bad as this. “Sarjesh come over here I feel worse than ever,” her breathing was like a panting dog. “Listen go to the cave at the foot of the mountain and leave me here,” she gasped, “go.” Dismayed, she ran out of the house.

When Sarjesh got to the cave, she saw a group of more than 50 people. She asked them how they got their scars, which were like hers.
 “We’re Mwojes like you, we’re in the battle to defeat the great ape,” one of them said.
“Why?” Asked Sarjesh
“Because he is invading our land, everything you see is his and he is forcing the animals out.” Said another, “Anyway, why are you here?”
“My grandmother died, and she told me to go here, this is all I have left.” 
 “Okay you can stay here but you have to help fight the great ape.” 
“Why is the great ape so dangerous?”  
“He is super strong he can lift more than 2 industrial tons – 50% more than a standard gorilla - he literally looks like a bulldozer.”

“Where is Sarjesh? I can’t find her,” they said, “what if she has gone to fight the great ape, we need to find her.” 
“Stop Sarjesh you don’t have to do this!” 
“Yes, she does,” said the great ape and with one swift punch the great ape killed Sarjesh. Suddenly, Sarjesh started to open her eyes her face with another scar the whole tribe spears out jumped on the great ape and as he shrieked with horror.                             
“Why didn’t I die.”                                                                                                                                          
“Mwojes don’t die they just get a scar,” one of them explained                                                                                                           
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“Every time a Mwoje gets a scar they get weaker and if you get to weak you die.” 
