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    Cheers to sacrificial love.

      

    


Echoes of coughing had become music to Munei’s ears every night, as the poor man watched his 7-year-old son fight for his life. 

Munei’s son, Nari, fell ill two years back, soon after his mother, Dandaro's passing. The middle-aged woman of great beauty and charm had bore Munei 8 beautiful daughters. The ninth and final try, that nearly took Dandaro’s life, gave forth Nari, Munei’s greatest love. In the ancient days of Africa, having a son was every man’s greatest wish. Men and women prayed endlessly for a son. Those that failed to have at one son declared themselves forgotten by Mwari Musikavanhu, God The Creator. 

On one night, like every other night for the past few months, Munei sat by his son’s bed side, singing hymns of plea to Mwari Musikavanhu. The poor man prayed without ceasing for a miracle. Nari, the bed ridden little boy, lay still on a soft rag. His petite naked chest was covered in charms and beads and his loin skirt was hidden under a fluffy blanket made of animal skin. Munei held his son’s hand has he sang hymns to Mwari.

In the middle of Munei’s singing, a maidservant, dressed in a loin skirt and breast-cover made from animal skin, stormed into Nari’s hut. She curtsied and then uttered, “sir, your bathwater is ready.” She curtsied again and then added, “I can watch Nari for you until you return.” Munei sighed. “I have become a stranger to the outside world for the past few months so that I can watch my son, yet he continues to get worse. I haven’t gone hunting or for a simple walk as I fear he will die in my absence. Why is Mwari taking away the son he took forever to bless me with? I am of old age and the mother of my children is no more. Where will I get another son?” The man sighed again. The maidservant looked at her troubled master, she went on her knees, bowed her heard and the said, “if it pleases my master, I can bare you a son. My mother and the mother before her had sons to spare and so it runs in my blood. I am young and beautiful. I will be a great mother to your son.” Munei stood on his feet, stretched out his arms and helped the maidservant get up. He smiled and then gently said, “I have heard your offer but I regret to decline. I am too old of a man to deserve a beautiful virgin such as you. Besides, my heart belongs to another.” He paused to glance at Nari who lay still and then added, “I am going to take my bath and I will return quickly.” He took a few steps and then the maidservant cried out, “my mother, Mozeka may be able to help you.” Munei looked back at the maidservant. “I am grateful for your offer but I do not wish to use dark magic on my son, my dear.” The maidservant replied, “my mother knows no dark magic. The high council cast her out because they failed to understand her ways. People fear what they do not understand.” Munei squinted his eyes at the maidservant, “I don’t know, my dear. I don’t think I want to be involved with such ways.” The maidservant softly said, “I swear on my life, her ways are pure.” Munei grinned, exposing his cracked tooth, “alright my dear, if you swear on your life then I will pay your mother a visit. I will start my journey to the edge of the village before the sun rises. I will make sure to return to my son before the sun sets. Now, let me go and take that bath. I will need to rest well tonight.” The maidservant curtsied. Munei nodded and then left.
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Before the cocks crowed and while the sun lay asleep, Munei rose and went on his journey. He carried a bag of drinking water, valuable beads to trade for payment and a rod to help him walk over rocky grounds.

After walking for nearly 3 hours, Munei arrived at the edge of the village, where he found 3 huts, one next to the other. The morning sun hit the lake behind the huts, giving a majestic view. The man glanced at the huts as he debated on which one was the right one. Exhaustion and weary drained the man. He took a deep breath and then threw himself to the ground.

“The hut you seek is the one in the middle,” said a feminine voice. Munei looked up and then rested his eyes on a young woman who was walking by, carrying a toddler in her arms. Munei jumped up and then whispered, “thank you.” The woman smiled in return. Munei then headed into the hut.

“I have been expecting you,” roared a deep voice as Munei stepped into the hut. He came to a stop, glanced at the neatly decorated room and then rested his eyes on the woman before him. He grinned. “Greetings, Mozeka. I was expecting a hut full of voodoo dolls and charm necklaces all around.” Mozeka chuckled, “I am not a witch, my dear.” Munei smiled, “I know there are good and bad witches but I don’t want either. I want a pure and honest solution to help my son to live a full life.” The man went on his knees and then sobbed, “to see a man of great stature such as me, kneel before a woman, you must see how desperate I am. Please, state your price. I will give you whatever your heart desires, if you help me.” Mozeka smiled, “you trust me yet you do not know me. I thought prestigious men such as you looked down upon outcasts such as me.” Munei replied, “your daughter speaks highly of you. She has been a loyal servant to my
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