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    To those in doubt, one day, you will find yourself. 

      

    


As sunset approached, on the last day of the week, during the tenth month of Gumiguru, the women of Chevecheve village gathered at one of the communal wells, to fetch water for drinking and cooking. As always, the women dressed neatly in loin skirts and breast-covers made from animal skin, alongside necklaces made from assorted beads and crystal stones.

Fetching water was a part of the women’s daily routine in addition to ploughing in the fields at dusk, gathering fruits at noon and hunting after sundown. Normally, the women did not have to do all the work. However, their lives drastically changed after the great war between Chevecheve Village and the famous in battle, Kangora Village that took place in the first month of Ndira, that same year. Many lives were lost. Husbands, fathers and sons that died at the hands of the Kangora warriors. Countless were brutally injured, living them limbless and therefore unable to hunt, fight or defend their women and children. The remaining few survivors who were still fit and healthy, made a selfless sacrifice to surrender themselves to be slaves to the Kangora people, in order to spare the lives of the women and children of Chevecheve Village. Following this great tragedy, the women of Chevecheve Village had to rise up and learn how to hunt, plough, fight, defend and protect the village, whilst still carrying out their womanly duties which included gathering, fetching water, sewing loin skirts and other clothing items, cooking as well as nursing their young.  It wasn’t an easy transition, but 9 months later, the women of Chevecheve Village were finally getting used to doing pretty much everything by themselves.

While at the well fetching water, the women would stand in line as clicks, friends among friends, companions among companions. Each click would patiently wait in line, until it was their turn. As they waited, the women would chitchat and share a  couple of laughs. On this day, next in line, stood Nyeredza, a beautiful maiden and her two married sisters, Muchadei, the prettiest of the three and Dandaruva, the most charming of the three. Compared to her sisters, Nyeredza was the most intelligent of her 7 siblings, which was a common trait found in last born children. It was believed that the exceptionally intelligent women married last, sometimes never, because they used their intellectual skills to over-analyze and criticize every man that proposed to them. Nyeredza was among this stereotyped group of women. She had not yet married, regardless of how many eligible handsome men had approached her. She turned down the plentiful marriage proposals, claiming that none of the men were good enough for her. In hopes to marry off his daughter, Nyeredza’s father had gone as far as arranging meet ups for Nyeredza with princes and chief men heirs from surrounding villages, yet none of them were desirable enough for his precious daughter. The man did his best until he eventually gave up. All he could do was to  hope and pray that one day, a perfect man, who was good enough for his beautiful daughter, would miraculously appear in their lives. Nyeredza’s father ended up living for war before he could marry off his last daughter. Sadly, he never returned. Nyeredza and her sisters were among the victims of the Chevecheve-Kangora great war. They lost their father and 5 brothers. The youngest son and sixth born child, Muchaniwa, as well as the husbands of Dandaruva and Muchadei, were among the brave and selfless men who gave up their freedom to keep the women and children safe. 

While still standing in line to fetch water at the well, Nyeredza and her sisters moved a few steps towards the well as the last maiden of the prior click was filling up her containers. Nyeredza began to prepare to fetch water. She lined up all six of her family’s water containers, whilst her sisters were chitchatting. She then went on to crouch down. The poor girl was exhausted from walking the ridiculously long distance to the well. The relatively near well had mysteriously dried up, regardless of the fact that it was during the rainy season. And so Nyeredza and the rest of the village had to fetch water at the well at the edge of the village, near the Chevecheve river.

Nyeredza’s exhaustion left her with no choice but to throw herself entirely onto the ground. She sat quietly on the fresh green grass, at the feet of her sisters. 

“Did you hear that?” gently asked Nyeredza as she interrupted her sisters from chitchatting. Dandaruva took her eyes way from Muchadei and looked down at  Nyeredza. “Can you hear that grumbling noise?” questioned Nyeredza once more. Dandaruva shook her head and then looked back at her sister to continue their conversation. Not too longer after, Nyeredza asked again, “Can you hear that grumbling sound?” Muchadei looked down at her sister, squinted her eyes and then harshly uttered, “can’t you see that I am talking to your sister. You know it is disrespectful to disturb your elders when they are talking.” 

Muchadei and Nyeredza did not always see eye to eye. They were born a few months apart and so from birth, these two sisters competed for everything, including their parents' affection. On the other hand, Dandaruva and Nyeredza had a wonderful relationship. Dandaruva always felt responsible over Nyeredza even before the death of their father and brothers in the great war. Her being the second born child in Nyeredza's family of 8, gave her somewhat of a deputy parental role over her younger siblings.

Nyeredza chose to ignore her impolite sister, Muchadei. She went on to hum a song. Nyeredza had developed great resistance against her mean sister’s tendencies. 

On the third mention of the grumbling sound that only Nyeredza was hearing, Muchadei and Dandaruva leaned in to listen. Muchadei grunted, “it’s just your empty stomach crying of hunger.” Nyeredza rolled her eyes in frustration with her beloved rude sister. Nyeredza jumped up and walked away from her sisters to stand under a nearby tree, on her own. She went on to resume humming her song.

A moment later, the grumbling sound got louder. Everyone, including the women at the back of the line, heard the sound loud and clear. The women looked around, trying to find the source of this now terrifying sound that got louder by the second. “I told you that there was a grumbling sound,” cried out Nyeredza from underneath her tree. “Where is the sound coming from?” cried out one of the women. “It sounds like thunder,” cried out another. Fear rose and so did panic. Some began to flee the area while others approached the well, where the sound seemed to be coming from.

The earth began to tremor. Cries of help echoed in the mountains surrounding the village. The massive shake forced the women to the ground. The cries of help grew louder by the second.

The earth cracked open the women began to fall into the earth one by one. Nyeredza ran in the midst of the chaos to give aid where possible. She managed to pull out most of the women and toss them towards the tree, where the ground was still intact. 

The last woman holding on to a root of a tree, underneath the ground, was Muchadei. The terrified woman cried for help as the crack into the earth continued to get bigger. Nyeredza
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