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Freedom Butterfly
Story
by Chief K. Masimba Biriwasha
The dream draped itself round Munumutapa, making him wriggle like a caterpillar in his sleep. Rising to his feet, Munumutapa looked over his shoulder and saw thousands of stones with little, hairy arms and legs chasing after him. Munumutapa cried out in horror but made only a mousy sound. 

The stones huddled around him, knocking their heads against each other, as if they were engaged in a conversation. All of a sudden, the stones burst into butterflies and floated in the air until they illuminated the sky with their luminous wings. 

Munumutapa covered his eyes, and a blanket of darkness swept over him. Out of the blackness, a deep-throated voice said:

‘Munumutapa, I am the God of your father, the God of your ancestors. I am the Lord, and I will bring honour and glory to your village, if only you obey my words. Use the granite stones in your village to rebuild the walls of Dzimbahwe and your people will prosper. I command you: use the granite stones...’ 

Before the voice could finish, Munumutapa woke up with a jerk, his heart pounding like a drum in his chest. He rubbed his eyes with his knuckles and pinched himself so sharply it hurt, just to make sure that he was still alive. 

He scratched his head, stroked his ashy beard, and rolled away from his sleeping platform. 

‘How can it be possible to put the stones to good use?’ he asked himself, staring at the rays of light that streamed into the hut.

He woke up his wife, Mambokadzi Farai. Mambokadzi Farai turned over to look at Munumutapa, her eyes heavy with sleep.

‘I-I-I had a dream of butterfly stones.  As I was lying in bed, images of stones with butterfly wings passed through my mind and terrified me!’ Munumutapa stuttered.

‘If you get more sleep, those crazy dreams of yours will go away!’ said Mambokadzi Farai. ‘You must try to sleep early like I do. It’s good for your health – you know!’
‘I am a late-night person,’ said Munumutapa, ‘That's when I do my best work. If I had to sleep early, I'd get nothing done.’
‘See what your bad habit is doing to you – it’s giving you strange dreams now!’ Mambokadzi Farai chuckled. 

Munumutapa shook his head and stroked his ashy beard. He stamped his feet and rubbed his hands. He dressed hurriedly, putting on a shawl of cotton with red and black embroidery around the edges.  He threw one end of the shawl across his chest and tied it into a knot over his shoulder. 

He pulled out twelve copper bangles from a leather pouch that hung on the walls of the hut, and slipped them onto his left wrist.  Then he put on a headdress that had a chevron pattern and a single fish eagle feather pointed heavenwards. 

‘Yes, I am the Chief of Dzimbahwe,’ Munumutapa murmured, fingering the feather on the headdress. ‘I must strive to do my best with the help of the heavens.’
Munumutapa soundlessly crept out of the sleeping hut, which was perched at the edge of the village of Dzimbahwe. Munumutapa could feel the early sun beating down, comfortably warm on his back, while a breeze of fresh, earth-smelling air that arose from the west of the village washed over his face. 

As Munumutapa’s thoughts circled about him, a vision glowed as bright as a ray of light in his head. He kneaded the vision like dough, watching it shape in his mind’s eye. As the vision unfolded, it tickled him. Munumutapa laughed out loud feeling inspired, excited, and larger than himself. 

‘Ehe-e, Ehee-e, Eheee-e. That’s it. This is definitely the meaning of my dream,’ said Munumutapa raising his eyebrows. He looked round in bewilderment. 

He roared like a lion, smiling widely. He stretched his arms toward the sun, thrilled that he could have just found out how to make good use of the granite. 

The granite, found in every corner of the village of Dzimbahwe, split under heat and cold into rectangular sheets. If people made a fire over the rock, and then poured water over it, the rock also split into rectangular sheets. The rock also cracked into strange patterns and shapes under a bleaching sun and exposed in season to violent storms.  

Munumutapa’s idea was that these sheets of rock could be trimmed with hard hammers to make flat bricks of stone that could be used to build a high, wide and strong wall round the village. 

‘I had never thought of it but these stones can certainly unite my people toward a common purpose,’ said Munumutapa, stroking his beard. 

He toyed with the idea, turning it over and over like cud in his mind; he even sketched the design of the wall on the back of a huge rock with charcoal.

When the vision became clear, Munumutapa dashed back to his sleeping hut to look for his wife. But he found her in the cooking hut with Ruvarashe, their little niece, busy preparing the morning meal.  

Ruvarashe’s parents had died during the war to liberate the village of Dzimbahwe from the oppressors when she was only a year old. Munumutapa and his wife treated Ruvarashe as their daughter, showering her with love. To them Ruvarashe was as special as a flame lily. She was only 12 yet always wore a sparkling smile and had a faith that was as solid as a stone. Everybody in the village loved her. 

‘Guess what! As I was walking around the yard, the meaning of my dream just popped like a ball of light in my head,’ Munumutapa screamed as he entered the cooking hut.

‘What is happening to you?’ asked Mambokadzi Farai. ‘Tell us, Munumutapa. What is it? That dream of stones is making you mad, right!’
‘Yes! Finally, I’ve found the meaning of that dream,’ gasped Munumutapa, a new light gleaming in his eyes. ‘God works in strange ways.’ 

‘What have you found?’ asked Mambokadzi Farai.

‘We can use the stones to build a great wall around our village,’ Munumutapa wrinkled his forehead; his eyes opened widely. ‘Surely, we can put all the granite stone to good use.’
‘What is all this!’ asked Mambokadzi Farai ‘Are you mad?’
‘No! I hope I’m not mad!’ said Munumutapa, shrugging. ‘Listen. The House of Stones will be a sign of our unity. It will showcase our brilliance!’    

‘A House of Stones! That sounds quite artistic,’ said Mambokadzi Farai: her eyes, which were as white as milk, suddenly lit up. They became larger and brighter like a baby’s, and then she nodded.  

‘Do you like the idea? Tell me the truth, please!’ Munumutapa pleaded, almost kneeling.

‘Yes, of course! It sounds brilliant! Among all the tribes, we will be the first to do it. We will open a new horizon,’ said Mambokadzi Farai, winking at her husband.

‘Yes!’ Munumutapa heaved out a sigh. ‘I have a vision that our village will become a beacon of peace, progress and prosperity!’
‘Before you run with this idea, I think you must consult with the Council of Elders,’ said Mambokadzi Farai, folding her arms. 

‘I will consult with everyone.  I will make sure that every citizen is given a fair say in this matter before any stone is turned. I will share the idea with the Council first,’ said Munumutapa, stroking his beard. 

‘What are you guys talking about?’ asked Ruvarashe, pulling at the tufts of her hair, her face sparkling with a smile and her eyes glittering like jewels. She had been listening for a while, failing to make sense of the goal of the conversation.

‘It sounds like something big is about to happen in the village,’ said Ruvarashe, gazing blankly at Munumutapa.

‘Yes, you’re right!’ said Munumutapa. ‘It’s going to be bigger than you can ever imagine!’
‘Waal!’ Ruvarashe jumped up and down. ‘Tell me about it, please.’ 

‘It’s a big dream, my little friend,’ said Munumutapa 

‘A dream!’ Ruvarashe chuckled, rolling her eyes. 

‘Yes, a dream,’ said Munumutapa ‘A dream from the heavens above!’
‘Do the heavens make you dream?’ asked Ruvarashe, her hands folded and her head cocked to the side.

‘Oh yes!’ said Munumutapa, lifting Ruvarashe with his arms that were as strong as baobab. ‘To be a great leader, I must be the least of all and servant of all, but I must also have a dream. I must dig deep for the best in my heart!’ 

‘A dream of stones!’ cried Ruvarashe. ‘That sounds like a strange dream.’
‘Well,’ said Munumutapa ‘Stones have dreams too! In my dream, they were shaped like eggs; they even grew butterfly wings and floated in the sky.’
Ruvarashe played with the glass beads around her neck, not quite sure of what her Munumutapa meant.

‘It’s true,’ said Munumutapa, twisting his head. 
What a dream!’ Ruvarashe gasped. ‘I want to have a dream like that too.’
‘Well, just strive to be a good leader when you grow up,’ said Munumutapa. ‘Bring the best out of yourself like a little butterfly.’
‘What is a leader?’ Ruvarashe asked. ‘What does it have to do with your butterfly dream?’ 

‘Everything. Everything. Listen my dear little girl, to be a leader is to be a dreamer. Dare to dream big and you’ll be a leader yourself someday! And, remember, you can only create something new if you have a dream,’ said Munumutapa, smiling. 

Ruvarashe blinked, then smiled at Munumutapa as he put her down. 

‘We’re a great people with a great future,’’ said Munumutapa. ‘We must make full use of our opportunity to create greatness.’
‘Ruvarashe, my daughter, when you grow up you will understand all this,’ said Mambokadzi Farai, her smile revealing teeth as white as milk. ‘Our village is a gift from our God. We must all take good care of it, and build it into a beautiful village.’
Ruvarashe wiggled her eyebrows and squared her shoulders. 

‘When I grow up, I also want to have dreams!’ said Ruvarashe.

‘Listen to your heart, and it will tell you where you need to be,’ said Mambokadzi Farai, smiling. ‘I know that one day you will grow to be yourself. Just listen to your heart.’
A large butterfly with black and yellow stripes and a bright red spot at the rear of its wings suddenly descended from the heavens and hovered above Ruvarashe’s head. 

Ruvarashe looked up, held her breath, and stretched out her fingers toward the butterfly. 

The butterfly lingered on Ruvarashe’s tiniest finger, then it crept up and down her arm, stretching and flexing its wings. Ruvarashe could see the butterfly’s feelers and thorax circling as it came to a rest in her palm. A voice inside her told her to keep the butterfly forever to herself. But Ruvarashe chose to set the butterfly free. And she watched it flutter away, hither and thither in the breeze. 

Ruvarashe became unconscious of herself, and imagined herself as a butterfly. For a moment, Ruvarashe was not sure whether she was herself or a butterfly. The butterfly fluttered back to her and lingered in her open palm, flapping its wings, gazing at her. 

Then it rose silently like mist and whisked past Munumutapa’s nose, almost grazing him with its lustrous wings. It circled above Mambokadzi Farai’s head and then fluttered away, soaring and dancing with the wind, fluttering toward the sun.

Munumutapa glanced upwards to measure the height of the sun as the sound of beating drums filled the air.

‘I must now go and share the idea of a House of Stones with the Council of Elders,’ he said to Mambokadzi Farai and Ruvarashe, and walked away towards a place named Njelele, in centre of the village.

Munumutapa went behind a rock. Kneeling, he said: ‘O God of my ancestors, let your ear be attentive to the prayer of this your servant. Give your servant success today by granting him favour in the presence of the Council of Elders.’
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