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    To honour and loyalty.

      

    


The rains fell as the sun shined brightly on a beautiful late morning. The men and women of Chivakamwe Kingdom danced and cheered at the mountain top of Mount Chivakamwe. Their joyous sounds of ululating and whistling echoed across the rest of the blue mountains that lay at the edge of Chivakamwe Kingdom. The Chivakamwe Kingdom, unlike other surrounding kingdoms, had not been receiving rains for over 10 years. Their crops had withered endlessly and most of their plentiful livestock had died. Their dams, springs and swamps had turned to dry ground. Every food stuffs that the councilmen had stored and rationed over the years had finally run out. The once, beautiful and rich land, had turned to a dry and soulless ground, with no food, water or life.  Prayers to Mwari Musikavanhu, God The Creator had been made and yet for a whole decade, the cry for rains was not answered until a one-time miracle happened that led to this very day. No one in the kingdom desired to question how the miracle came about. All they cared about is that the heavens had finally come around.

In the midst of the dancing, the rain stopped. The cries of joy turned to cries of sorrow. The men and women of Chivakamwe Kingdom threw themselves to the ground in despair. 

King Zariro, distanced himself from the saddened crowd. He took a few steps backwards and then used his rod to help him step onto a high rock. He roared and there was silence. The people went down on their knees in respect and then the man uttered, “I am grateful to the heavens for hearing our cries and  showering us with waters of life. There is hope for us that the rains will return. Go ye forth and plough your fields in preparation. Line up your remaining livestock. Do not lose heart. Have faith. A new journey has began and we shall once again become the bread and basket of this region. We shall once again thrive like we did before.” He hit his rod against the rock twice and then he cheered. The people jumped up and joined in. They screamed and danced as they ran down the mountain joyfully. The words of their king had uplifted their spirits.

King Zariro wiped off water droplets from his face and then used his rod to help him step down. His guards, dressed in loin skirts and beads over their exposed chests, assisted the old man. King Zariro then approached his only daughter, princess Kadengarwi, who was seated in a shade of a leafless tree. “Now that our biggest crisis is over, I can now host your party tomorrow night at the royal ruins. I will have the servants invite all eligible handsome bachelors. They will speak for themselves and whoever you desire will be the one you will marry.” He kissed his daughter’s cheek and then looked at the maidservants behind the princess and ordered, “make sure that my beautiful daughter is bathed with the most expensive oils. Dress her in her mother’s cloak made of fur and the best beads and charms in the whole village.” The maidservants curtsied and the king and his guards departed. 

It was customary in this ancient time to hold parties for the prince next in line for the throne and have him pick a wife. The women would dance and sing, one after another. In the end, the man would pick his wife and they would wed. Thereafter would the prince be blessed, prayed for and ordained to officially sit at the high council and learn his father’s ways until it was time to take over, following his father’s death or retirement. However, in as much as King Zariro wanted to follow his people’s customs, he only had one daughter, his first born child. The man had lost all of his 5 sons in a war against raiders 2 years back and his wife not too long after due to a sudden unidentified illness. Some believed that she died of a broken heart. King Zariro had no choice but to mentor his first born daughter to rule the people of Chivakamwe. He was confident that she would do the job perfectly because Princess Kadengarwi carried the people’s concerns at heart.

The following night, under the moonlight and many stars, the Chivakamwe people gathered in hundreds at the royal ruins of clustered huts, the ancient day palace of Southern Africans. Huntsmen, smiths, warriors, farmers and every other eligible bachelor stood in line before the throne. Princess Kadengarwi, dressed in a loin skirt made from rare buffalo skin, gold beads and her late mother’s cloak, sat with King Zariro and King Zariro's mother on either sides. She gracefully presented herself as the future queen of the Chivakamwe people. 

Each man came forth from the queue and present a token from his line of work. Huntsmen would bring heads of fierce animals on a stick, smiths brought spears made of fine steel and so forth. 

The night drew to an end and none of the men were pleasing before the eyes of Princess Kadengarwi. She rose from her seat and stepped down from the throne with her cloak’s tail sweeping the floor. Two of her maidservants stood behind her and then she silenced the people. “I have seen your work yet none of it pleases me. The man I am to take to rule with by my side has to prove worthy of my love, patience, kindness but above all, he must have a heart to rule my people with honour and compassion. A prestigious family name or bow and arrow skills to kill an innocent deer in the forest will not suffice. I need something better. This party has been a waste of everyone’s time.” There was silence for a moment as everyone looked at one another. Eventually, in the midst of many whispers and backtalk, a man dressed in a colorful cloak with a hoodie to cover his head and half of his face, approached the throne. Before he could bend down on his knee, the guards apprehended him. 

“Sorcerers are banned from the palace and the rest of the community. I have no room for deceivers in my kingdom. Leave, before I order for your head,” roared King Zariro. As the guards dragged the man, Princess Kadengarwi raised her hand and silenced the people. She ordered, “let him speak.” The people gasped in amazement. Backtalk resumed and the whispers grew louder by the second. “Hash!” ordered the princess and the people obeyed. “I said bring him forth.” The guards obeyed. They brutally dragged the man and then threw him before the princess. “Speak,” ordered the princess. The man bowed his head. He stammered, “I, um, I, I may have something you might need, my queen. I know that I am not worthy of the throne and so I do not seek to be the king. However, I have something to offer you that will help you to rule our people well, as you desire.” 

The people broke into laughter. Everyone wondered what an outcast sorcerer had to offer to the royal family. Princess Kadengarwi raised her hand once more and the people went silent. She approached the trembling man and then asked, “what do you have to offer that will benefit my kingdom and not have me take your life for trespassing?” The man uttered, “I have
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