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The Dream

The night was unusually still.

No dogs barked, no crickets chirped. Even the wind that usually crept through the cracks in the old rooftop of the bedroom had quieted, as though the world itself was holding its breath. Shungu lay on his back, eyes closed, the thin blanket barely covering his chest. His body was resting — but something inside him was wide awake.

In his sleep, the world shifted. He found himself standing in the middle of a church. The pews were empty, save for shadows stretching across the wooden floor. Sunlight poured in through stained glass windows, bathing the altar in a golden hue. The air was thick, still, and reverent — but wrong. Eerily wrong. Then came the sound. A *click* — mechanical, sharp, familiar. He turned. Daniel stood near the altar, expression unreadable. Before Shungu could speak, he saw it: a hand from behind the pulpit holding a pistol, slowly rising, aiming directly at Daniel’s face.

“Daniel!” Shungu shouted, trying to move, but his feet were glued to the ground. The gun fired.

A loud *crack* tore through the silence, echoing through the rafters like thunder. Daniel staggered as the bullet pierced through his left cheek and out the back of his neck, spraying a fine mist of red behind him. Blood splattered onto the polished floor, painting it in violent strokes. Shungu screamed again — but no sound left his mouth. He watched helplessly as Daniel collapsed, his back hitting the floor with a thud that seemed to shake the entire church. His body twisted, landing with his face tilted toward the pulpit. Shungu saw his brother’s eyes still open, stunned, blinking slowly — confused. Then something stranger happened. A wooden platform just beside the pulpit began to creak. It looked like a panel of old, rough timber — but it was too clean, too out of place in the otherwise polished church. Daniel's blood crept toward it... then seeped in. The wood absorbed it. Not like a sponge, but as though it was drinking — hungry. Shungu finally broke free and ran to his brother, but as he reached him, Daniel’s body began to vanish — fading into the floor as if swallowed. A second gunshot rang out, this one hitting the wood itself. *PFFFT!* The panel cracked, as if hit from inside, and a second pool of blood emerged — this time from nowhere.

He knelt beside where Daniel had been. Only blood remained — thick, wet, fresh.

He touched it.

*Pfffchu!* A sharp jolt went through his arm. Pain — real pain. He jerked back. His fingertips burned. He looked up, and the church lights dimmed, the stained glass windows turned black, and a whisper filled the space: “It had to begin with blood...” The floor trembled.

Then — he woke up.

Shungu gasped, sitting up straight in his bed. His chest was drenched in sweat. He looked around — it was still night, and his small room was dimly lit by the moon outside. Everything was in its place: the old bookshelf, the rusted fan, Daniel’s empty bed across the room. But the dream clung to his skin like steam after a fire. He looked at his hands. His fingertips were tingling — as though the pain from the dream had followed him here. He stood, walked quietly across the room, and opened the curtain. Outside, the streetlights flickered over the gravel path. Somewhere, a distant owl hooted. He sighed, trying to calm himself. “Just a dream,” he muttered.But deep down, Shungu knew.

It wasn’t just a dream. It was a warning.And whatever it meant — it had already begun. Thanks for your patience! with the Zimbabwean setting as requested.

The Morning After

The rooster crowed before sunrise. In the quiet suburb of Mkoba 14, Gweru, the sound of a nearby borehole pump creaked into motion. A faint hum of a generator somewhere down the street blended with the early chirping of birds. The air was crisp, with a faint scent of charcoal fires being lit for morning tea. Shungu sat at the edge of his bed, eyes fixed on the concrete floor, elbows on his knees. He hadn’t slept again after the dream. He didn’t want to. The image of Daniel — the bullet, the blood, the wood — played over and over in his mind like a broken film reel. It had felt too real, too sharp. The kind of dream that didn’t fade with daylight. Across the room, Daniel was awake too, tying the laces of his dusty takkies. His radio played softly — some gospel song from Radio Zimbabwe about breaking generational curses. Fitting.

“You didn’t sleep,” Daniel said, not looking up.

Shungu shook his head. “Neither did you.”

Daniel gave a half-smile. “Had a weird feeling... like someone was watching.”

Shungu turned. “Daniel, I— I had a dream. About you.”

Daniel paused. “Yeah?”

Shungu hesitated. “You were in church. You got shot. Right here.” He pointed to his own cheek. “The bullet came out the back of your neck. You collapsed. Blood touched some wooden platform. Then it... disappeared.” Silence. Daniel frowned, then chuckled uneasily. “Ko maybe uri kufunga zvinhu zveNetflix izvozvo. Was it horror kana spiritual?”

Shungu didn’t laugh. “It wasn’t entertainment. It felt like... a warning.”

Daniel rubbed his face, suddenly serious. “I also dreamt something last week. About Baba. He was calling me from under the ground. But I never told you.”

They locked eyes. Outside, a kombi honked three times as it passed the house. The radio buzzed. The electric kettle clicked off.

The silence between them grew heavier.

“Do you remember that old church Baba helped build before he passed?” Shungu asked quietly.

“St. Paul’s, paChiwundura?” Daniel replied. “That’s the one. In the dream, I think it was that church. I remember the windows.” Daniel stood, slinging his bag over his shoulder. “You know what’s weird? That church closed down after Baba’s funeral. I never went back.”

They stepped out into the yard, dodging small puddles from last night’s drizzle. Gogo Mai Nyika, their neighbor, was already sweeping her veranda, humming softly. The morning bustle of Gweru had begun.

As they walked toward the shops, Shungu said, “We need to go back there. Something is calling us.”

Daniel sighed. “Let’s talk after work. You know sekuru doesn’t like us skipping shifts.” Shungu nodded. But the urgency inside him didn’t fade. Something was coming. He could feel it. And Gweru... was just the beginning.

The Echoes of Chiwundura

Two days later, the brothers boarded a battered white Honda Fit that coughed and rattled with every bump on the dusty Gweru-Chiwundura road. The air was dry, and the tall grass swayed lazily on both sides of the narrow road. Cattle wandered freely in the distance, watched over by a young herdboy waving a switch.

Daniel sat in the front passenger seat, quiet, arms crossed. Shungu sat behind him, staring out the window, lost in thought. Neither of them had spoken much since the morning of the dream. But both knew what this trip meant. There was no turning back. The driver, a man with thick dreadlocks and a strong Midlands accent, kept talking about how he used to attend revivals at St. Paul’s Church back in the 90s. “Iyo yaiwanzovhenekerwa nezvitima zvekudenga,” he said, eyes sparkling. “Pane nzvimbo dzinovhenekerwa — dzine mweya.” Shungu met Daniel’s eyes in the mirror. That word again: *Mweya*. Spirit. As they pulled up near a cluster of overgrown gum trees, the church came into view — a crumbling brick structure surrounded by waist-high grass and rusted roofing sheets. Its roof had partially collapsed, and the wooden door was hanging off one hinge.

“Here we are,” the driver said. “Be careful, boys.”

They stepped out. The wind picked up suddenly, swirling dust around their feet.

St. Paul’s looked like a skeleton of memory — once holy, now forgotten. The cross on the front wall was still intact, weather-worn but proud. And though the place had clearly been abandoned for years, the space around it carried a heavy silence. Too heavy.

They stepped inside. Dust filled the air. Broken pews lay scattered. A torn Bible rested on the pulpit. The stained glass windows — or what was left of them — filtered sunlight into colored shards on the stone floor.
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And then Shungu froze.

“It’s here,” he whispered.

“What is?” Daniel asked.

He pointed. At the front of the church, near the pulpit, was a wooden panel — dark, rough, about two meters long. It didn’t match the rest of the floor.

“That’s it,” Shungu said. “From the dream.” Daniel approached it slowly. “It’s not even nailed down,” he said, kneeling.

With a single pull, they lifted the board. Beneath it was a small hollow chamber — black, still, cold.

Inside: a dusty metal box with engraved patterns and a leather strap. They exchanged looks. Daniel picked it up and opened it. Inside were old photographs, a small white cloth, and a letter, yellowed and brittle. Shungu took the letter, unfolded it carefully, and read aloud:  “If you’re reading this, then the chain has not been broken. The sacrifice must be remembered. Blood was spilled here — not by man, but by calling. Your father knew. So must you.”

Daniel stepped back. “This is mad, Shungu. Baba never told us any of this.” Shungu’s hands trembled. “Because he wasn’t supposed to.” They heard a sudden noise behind them — a heavy thump. They spun around. The door had shut. On its own. Then, a whisper — barely audible, but real: *“Not yet...”*

The Box and the Bloodline

The whisper hung in the air, fragile yet chilling. Shungu’s heart thudded violently, and Daniel reached out, gripping his brother’s arm tightly. Neither dared to speak. The silence that followed was heavy, as if the church itself was holding its breath. Shungu took a slow breath, steadying himself. “We can’t stay here,” he whispered, voice low but urgent. “Something’s not right.” Daniel nodded, eyes darting toward the door. It remained firmly shut. No breeze stirred it. The old hinges creaked faintly, as if protesting. Shungu carefully placed the metal box on the cracked stone floor. He pulled the old photographs from the box and spread them on a nearby broken pew. The images were faded, black and white — but the faces were unmistakable. “This is Baba,” Daniel said, pointing to a man with a serious face, a hint of sadness in his eyes.
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