Gavras and the Bittersnike
Gavras was the daughter of a shrewd, mighty chief. Her father had been brutally murdered by an envious rival in an ‘accident’ at an axe-throwing contest. After this tragic event, she was given her father’s marvellous axe to cherish. In the years that followed, Gavras was tutored by the wisest woman of the village, Sadmorva (who was the sister of her father’s killer) in order to learn the ways of ruling and the powers of herbs and potions that the village desperately needed. Until one day, with a glint in her eyes, Sadmorva explained to Gavras that an evil beast called the Bittersnike, who cherished the jewels of humans, travelled in close proximity to the vulnerable village to collect the most potent plants from their fields. She told the young girl “When you have the strength and wisdom like mine, you must rid us of the Bittersnike so that all can prosper”.

Over the years, under Sadmorva’s observant eyes, Gavras grew up to be courageous, agile and tough, with jet-black eyes which absorbed everything, like a hawk’s. Because she knew little, her guardian trained her everyday and weeks later, she had grasped the knowledge of the plants and was eager to prove her worth and that she could serve the villagers well. After making a poisonous elixir one day, Gavras realised she was ready to face the aggressive Bittersnike and prevent him from snatching any more of the village’s precious plants. Sadmorva advised the determined, young woman that she needed a noble steed to assist her on her perilous quest. At dawn the next day, Gavras packed her father’s axe and set off towards the dark forest since that is where the familiar creature inhabited. Whilst walking through the trees, that appeared to be twisted, she saw something pale dart across her path. Confused, she squinted into the shadows and the image of the village goddess Manyara appeared before her. As the ghostly woman stared deep into Gavras’ large eyes, she whispered, “The axe is powerful against the Bittesnike, but use your instinct!” Then as quick as lightning, the figure faded and drifted like a mist into the axe. What ever did that mean, she wondered. After hours of travelling, she dismounted her mule, sat down to rest on a nearby boulder and drifted instantly off to sleep.
When the moon was full, Gavras awoke and swiftly jumped onto her dutiful donkey and set off on her path. The mule appeared to fly along, its hooves gobbling up the miles. After some hours of riding, the brave woman approached the entrance of the underground tunnel where the Bittersnike lay across a pile of shining treasure. The mouth of the lair was littered with long, thin, white sticks and a sapphire trail of dribble led down to a ravine. Only as she crept closer, did Gavras realise that the sticks were in fact human bones. She shivered and clutched her precious axe tightly. The Bittersnike was like a huge octopus with dry, prickly skin, four eyes and a sharp beaky mouth that constantly drooled. Luckily, she had a plan…to ambush the monster. She would dig a pit with her axe, climb in and hide. When it slithered across the hole, she would drive her axe into the Bittersnike’s heart from below. It was a dangerous plan. The brute could either tumble in and crush her, or collapse down over the pit and she’d be trapped. But Gavras was brave and set to work preparing the trap.
After two nerve-wracking hours, the Bittersnike emerged out of his damp, gloomy tunnel. The camouflaging creature was colossal. Powerful muscles pulsated under his sharp, shrivelled skin and four beady eyes hungrily searched for its prey. Gavras had never been so terrified as she perched in the deep, dark ditch, listening to the octopus getting closer and closer. Her heart pounded loudly in her chest and her fingers trembled around her axe. The monster’s menacing mouth, which was salivating, snapped as it moved nearer and nearer. And then, thud! The Bittersnike arrived over the hole. Without a moment to lose, the heroine thrust her axe up through its solid stomach. The blade punctured the beast’s chest and plunged deep into it’s heart, causing blood to spurt everywhere. In agony, the Bittersnike thrashed his tentacles, sending rocks, trees and human bones in every direction. He let out an ear-piercing squawk and then crashed to the ground, dead.
Relieved and proud, Gavras returned to the village on her donkey. She visited Sadmorva and relayed her battle. Unfortunately for her, the old woman had some bad news. “The Bittersnike cannot be killed by stabbing the heart alone. It must be poisoned with a special potion”. She told the weary warrior that she needed to collect the tips of the beast’s tentacles, crush them with nettles and her own saliva and force them into the creature’s beaky mouth. Although puzzled by the fact that the monster was not yet dead, Gavras obeyed and returned to the tunnel where the Bittersnike’s body lay lifeless in a pool of blood. As she was severing off the tentacles, she felt her father’s axe grow hot and it pulsated in her hand. Sensing danger, she twisted round to see Sadmorva silently creeping up to her, an axe raised above her head and her face contorted with anger. But Gavras was too quick for the aging woman. As she dashed towards the heroine, she stumbled and tripped on the Bittersnike’s limp tentacle. Swiftly, Gavras swung her axe and plunged it into her guardian’s head. One last groan emitted from Sadmorva’s lips “The village will never respect you as they did me” before she slumped to the ground. A single tear rolled down the young warrior’s cheek as she realised this must have been the woman’s plan all along. After collecting some of the blood, tentacles and drool to use in her potions, Gavras mounted her mule and ventured back to the village, full of hope for the future.
