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If this is your first, welcome to the ZamaShort series!

If not, welcome back!

What is ZamaShort?

From the publisher StoryTime that brought you the StoryTime Magazine, African Roar anthology series, and AfroSF anthology series, ZamaShort is a new digital imprint solely focused on the amazing powerhouse that is the short story. We will give each single short story its own publication so that it may have its own spotlight. To be read and savoured as a stand-alone publication.

ZamaShort is decidedly genre agnostic. We are keen to publish all stories that resonate with us no matter the genre, be it contemporary, satire, science fiction, africanfuturism, fantasy, etc. 

ZamaShort will only publish original fiction that has never before been published and that we have edited to a final with the author.

ZamaShort works on a 50% revenue share with each author, so you can know that 50% (less distributor fees only) of what you have paid for this story will go to the author.

ZamaShort will be the exclusive publisher for each licenced story for a period of one year after publication, thereafter it will remain with us and available, but the author will be free to reprint it elsewhere and always retains all rights to their work.

All ZamaShort selections for editing and publication are made from submissions. We also have a strict no-genAI policy and accompanying blacklist.

To begin with ZamaShort will be publishing one story a month, this may increase in time depending on how things go.

As per the StoryTime mandate initialised in 2007, with the ZamaShort imprint we will continue to champion and add to the ever-growing canon of African literature excellence and diversity.

With all that said, welcome again, we hope that you will enjoy this short story and all the ones in the series!
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Zainab Omaki is a Nigerian writer currently completing a PhD in Creative Writing at the University of Nebraska–Lincoln. She holds a Master’s degree in Creative Writing from the University of East Anglia, where she was awarded the Miles Morland African Writers Scholarship. Her essays, fiction, and literary criticism have appeared in Five Points, The Los Angeles Review, Passages North, Transition Magazine, The Rumpus, and other publications. Her novel-in-progress has received support from the University of Bayreuth in Germany, the Jan Michalski Foundation in Switzerland, and the Nebraska Arts Council. She currently serves as Assistant Nonfiction Editor at Prairie Schooner.

When I first began writing, it was to the speculative fiction and fantasy sub-genres that I was drawn. What other genres allow us to so powerfully reimagine the world — to ask why things are the way they are, what they could potentially look like, and what forces might be required to change them?

I was captivated by the myths of Northern Nigeria and broader cultural urban legends: Namijin Dare, the spirit who slipped into women’s dreams and lured them into love affairs; Madam Koskos, the eerie yet tragic ghost believed to haunt boarding schools. I wrote those stories. I lived in them. Over time, though, I found myself pulled toward realism and the urgency of portraying what’s right in front of us, unembellished. In the last year or two however, I’ve found myself returning to my first love: Fantasy. As troubling issues continue to arise across the world, I find myself yearning for alternative narratives — stories that imagine hopeful futures or, at the very least, disrupt the limiting narratives of the present.

‘The Last and Final Battle’ is one of those stories. It explores Africa’s current place in the global order, the internal and external forces sustaining the status quo, and a dramatic, catalytic event that could change everything. It’s a story I consider fun — because exploring truth doesn’t always have to be bleak — and it’s also an effort to bring mythologies from across the world into conversation for a good purpose.

I hope you enjoy it. I hope it makes you think. And most of all, I hope it inspires you to imagine new futures for the world, and for yourself.
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March 28, 2028.

The Official Record of the Final Battle.

Documented by Haruna Isa Garba,

African Ministry of Defence Headquarters: Abuja, Nigeria.
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When this ministry was first started three and a half years ago and all of us fresh-faced hopefuls straight out of university joined the Records department, many of us thought it was amusing how seriously Sango took the art of documentation. “History is written by the victors”, I am told he would quote over and over to the higher-ups each time he insisted one of us was either in meetings or added to the battleground crew. It was always one of us, core members of the cross-African strategic team, and a couple of members of the press travelling aboard military planes to the battleground, where we would take down every detail of the battle for future generations to look back on. Outside the window, he would soar past, a god in red and white, embodied in a stature much shorter and stockier than most people would expect.

‘He doesn’t want just a record, mmm,’ my boss, Mr Kunle Odepoju drilled into us on from our very first day. ‘Anybody can record dry facts. He wants a story. Tell a story.’

And that is what I have tried to do the last few years. Through each of the several battles that have raged across the globe. Through all the wins, and the near losses, and the setbacks, I have tried to tell stories that you, in the future, will look back on and relate to. This final time, that is my intention once again. It is, after all, the most important time. I know many of you will not even bother to read the previous accounts. You will skip right to the end to know how it all went down. I am here to do your curiosity justice.
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You can’t understand the end without understanding the beginning. For all of you who breezed past the former records, a refresher: on the Eighth of March, Two Thousand and Twenty-eight, the Great God Sango — the Orisha of Orishas; the God of Thunder, Fire, and Lightning; the God of Justice and Leadership — appeared in the sky over the forests of Ibadan. Once a man, a king, ascended to major deity, he descended from the heavenly plane in plumes of grey clouds crackling with lightning. The whole day had been inclement before his descent. From my university dormitory all the way in the Abuja, I watched the news anchors talk about airplanes being grounded, saw the images of stormy sky, grey tinged with an unnatural purple, that had everyone all over the world speculating about the nature of the calamity that was about to occur. Climate change had been wrecking the planet for years. Africa had been lucky to mostly escape the tsunamis, tornadoes, and other severe natural disasters so common in other parts of the world, but maybe the change in the environment had pushed it here, now.

I was on the phone with my mother, watching the grainy footage as she made me promise to remain indoors until we knew what was going on, when he first appeared. A scream fell out of my lips. There he was: a man from the sky. A burly, dark-skinned man in red trousers and a matching red vest, both covered in a pattern of small, square boxes. He wielded a bronze, double-edged axe that hung low in his hand. 

My mother, who was watching too, screamed also and then shouted ‘Yesu Christi!’ What is that? What is that? Is that a man? Is that Jesus?’

Of course, it turned out not to be Jesus. Only Sango. He hovered over Ibadan where his kingdom was located during his days as a man. He looked out at the forest and the surrounding the city of modern high rises bordered by crowded slums below him with an expression undiscernible through the swirl of weather. And then he was gone, streaking through the sky at such a speed it had me and my mother screaming once more. The other boys in the surrounding rooms in the dorm yelled their heads off as well. Our voices were like a great ball of confusion, trying to make sense of what was happening before our very eyes.

I didn’t see this for myself, but it is said that he was seen in the airspace of Mokwa, Jebba, Illorin, and Ogbomoso, all the towns and cities between Ibadan and Abuja. Then, he was over the presidential villa in Aso Rock. I have heard from reliable sources that guns went off when security spotted him. They did their very best to bring him down with the bullets from their AK-47’s and other machine guns, but it had no real effect on him. He went into the villa, to the president’s office, and then the secure room beneath it. Several of President Olawole’s advisors and core staff were in there with him. He expelled them from the room, and when it was only two of them, a conversation ensued that no one will ever know. All we do know is that when they emerged, a frail man in a sky blue agbada and a stocky god with a bronze axe clutched in his hand, the president called a press conference. 

On television, Sango stood at the podium with the frightened president at his side. For centuries, he declared looking out over the uncertain faces, he watched as the African continent fell to ruin. Once a proud place, a place of prosperity and progress, he watched as his children were taken overseas to work lands that were not theirs. He watched as foreigners invaded the land and plundered it for all it was worth. He watched as they continued to exert control over it even after they left, using trade and behind-the-scenes means to keep a grasp on their former colonised territories. He watched as his children fought each other because
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