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​The Witch of the Forest
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A long time ago, deep in a dark green forest, there lived an old woman named Mayya. But Mayya wasn’t just any old woman — she was a powerful witch. She lived in a hidden hut decorated with skulls and bones, tucked so deep among the trees that few people even knew it existed. With her lived her nine daughters, who were all young, beautiful, and quiet like shadows.

One sunny afternoon, nine young men from a nearby town made their way along the winding forest paths. They had heard stories of Mayya’s daughters — their beauty, their grace — and curiosity had finally overcome caution. They wanted to meet the girls for themselves.
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The nine young men arrive at Mayya’s hidden hut deep in the forest. The witch stands at the entrance while her daughters wait with offerings — a welcome that hides a deadly purpose.

The hut rose before them from the shadows of the trees, its thatched roof hung with strange charms. Mayya herself stood at the entrance, leaning on her staff, her silver-white hair trailing to her shoulders. Behind her, her nine daughters appeared one by one, each carrying a bowl.

The young men greeted them politely. The girls smiled and gestured for the visitors to come inside.
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​The First Visit
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When the young men settled in, each girl kindly offered water to the young man beside her. The boys accepted gratefully — all except one. The youngest of the group, a quick-eyed boy named Sadiku, politely waved the cup away.


"Why don’t you want water?" the youngest daughter asked, her brow furrowing with surprise.

"A real man doesn’t travel all the way to a woman’s house just to be fed and pampered," Sadiku replied calmly, meeting her gaze.

"Hmm," she said after a moment. "That is true."


She watched him carefully for the rest of the afternoon.

That evening, each girl served a bowl of food to the young man in her care. The boys ate hungrily. Again, Sadiku set his bowl aside untouched. The girl seated beside him said nothing, but her eyes did not leave him.


"You’re different from the others," she said at last, quietly.


Sadiku only smiled and said nothing. He was watching the hut.
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The young men feast at the witch’s table that evening, bowls of food set before each of them. At the far end, Sadiku sits with his bowl untouched, quietly studying his surroundings.
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​A Midnight Trick
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When night came, the girls laid out soft beds on the floor for their guests. One by one, the young men lay down and fell asleep, full from their meal and weary from the journey. The hut grew dark and still.

But Sadiku did not sleep.

He lay with his eyes half open, listening to every sound. When he was sure all the others were truly asleep, he moved. Slowly, carefully, he lifted each boy’s heavy coat and laid it over the girl sleeping beside him. Then he gathered the girls’ scarves and draped each one over a sleeping boy. When he was done, he returned to his own mat and lay very still, pulling a scarf across himself, pretending to sleep.
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Working in silence, Sadiku drapes the boys’ coats over the sleeping girls and the girls’ scarves over the boys. In the doorway, Mayya already waits — lamp in one hand, dagger in the other.

The fire in the corner had burned down to embers. The hut was almost completely dark.

Then, at the stroke of midnight, the door creaked open.

Mayya stepped inside, holding a small lamp in one hand and a long, sharp dagger in the other. She moved slowly from bed to bed, lifting the lamp to check the clothing of each sleeper. She looked for the heavy coats — she was sure the boys would be wearing them. One by one, she found them, and one by one, she struck.

But she had struck her own daughters.

When it was done, she slipped back out of the hut and was gone.

Sadiku sat up in the darkness, his heart hammering. He had lain completely still and watched every moment of it, his own scarf pulled across him, his coat safely draped over the girl beside him. His breath came in a long, shaking exhale.


"She killed her own daughters... thinking they were us."


He sat alone in the darkness for a long moment. Then he made a decision.
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​The Magic Tunnel
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Sadiku had kept something hidden from the others all evening: he had magic of his own. Not the dark, greedy magic of a witch — but a quiet, purposeful power that lived in his hands and in his will.

He pressed his palms to the floor of the hut and concentrated. The earth softened under his touch. Slowly, silently, a tunnel opened up in the ground, stretching out beneath the roots of the forest trees, running all the way to his mother’s house back in town.

He shook the sleeping boys one by one, clamping a hand over each mouth before they could cry out. He pointed at the tunnel. They understood. In single file, crouching low and barely breathing, the eight boys followed Sadiku into the passage and crawled through the dark toward the distant smell of home.
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Sadiku crouches at the entrance of the magical tunnel, urging the boys forward into the glowing passage. Behind him, they move in a careful, silent line toward freedom.

One by one, they emerged from the tunnel into the cool night air of the town, gasping with relief. Sadiku was last. He sealed the tunnel behind him with a touch.

That night, the nine young men slept safely in their own homes. None of them spoke about what had happened inside that hut, at least not yet. But Sadiku lay awake, staring at the ceiling, knowing that the morning would bring consequences.
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​Mayya’s Revenge
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When morning came, Mayya found her daughters. She stared at what she had done for a long time without a sound. Then she screamed — a sound that shook the leaves from the nearest trees — and bit down on her own fingers until they bled.


"I will get my revenge!" she howled into the forest. "I swear it!"


She buried her daughters and wept over them. Then she left the forest.

She walked into the town and found a quiet spot on the path that the children used every day. There, using her most powerful magic, she transformed herself. Her limbs stretched and hardened into bark. Her hair shot upward into a crown of wide green leaves. From her outstretched fingers hung clusters of fat, ripe, golden mangoes, fragrant and glistening in the sun. To anyone who looked, she was nothing more than a beautiful mango tree, the most inviting one they had ever seen.

Within days, children were drawn to her. And one afternoon, a group of fifteen boys came running and laughing down the path, spotted the tree, and climbed straight up into her branches to pick the fruit.

That was the moment Mayya had been waiting for.

Without warning, the tree shuddered. Its roots tore free from the earth with a sound like thunder, sending clods of soil flying. And then it ran — a mango tree running on its roots like legs — carrying all fifteen screaming boys deep into the forest.
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Mayya’s most terrifying disguise: a mango tree that tears itself from the ground and runs into the forest with fifteen screaming boys clinging helplessly to its branches.

The boys’ mothers heard their children’s cries growing fainter and fainter until silence swallowed them. They ran to the path and found only a torn patch of earth where a great tree had once stood. They sat beside that torn earth and wept, and they wept for many days.
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​Inside the Cow
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When Sadiku heard what had happened, he clenched his jaw.


"I will bring back your sons," he told the mothers. "Every one of them."


He went alone into the forest and searched until he found one of Mayya’s cows wandering along a path. The animal was large and slow and placid. Sadiku used his magic to shrink himself down to the size of a thumb and slipped silently into the cow’s belly. From inside, he expanded himself just enough to make the cow’s sides bulge. To all eyes, she now appeared heavily pregnant.

He guided the cow gently back toward Mayya’s hut, and the animal walked in through the gate as if returning home.

Mayya spotted the cow at once and put her hands on her hips, studying the animal with a suspicious eye. Then a slow grin spread across her face.
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Mayya examines the newborn calf outside her hut the following morning, her eyes gleaming with suspicion. She does not know that Sadiku himself is looking back at her from behind those calm animal eyes.


"If you give birth to a male calf," she told the cow, leaning close, "I will cut your throat. But if it’s a girl — I’ll let you live."


The next morning, before the sun was properly up, the cow gave birth.

The calf that tumbled onto the straw was female — small, spotted, and blinking up at the world with wide dark eyes. Mayya circled it, prodding it with
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