
Narrative Composition  

The Guardian of Gwembe: A Journey Through Shadows 

I was born in Gwembe, a small village nestled deep in the heart of the Zambian 

landscape. Growing up, my life was a tapestry of vibrant traditions, rich stories, and 

the ever-present hum of nature. Yet, underneath the serene surface of our 

community, there was a darker current that whispered through the trees and hid in 

the shadows: witchcraft. 

In Gwembe, the belief in witches and wizards was as old as the land itself. Stories of 

their power were woven into every facet of our lives, and their presence was an 

unspoken reality. As a child, I often felt their eyes on me, watching, waiting. I was 

different, and in a place where the unusual was often feared, different could be 

dangerous. 

My earliest memories are tainted with the fear of the unknown. I remember the 

elders warning my parents to keep me close, to shield me from the malevolent 

forces that lurked in the night. They spoke in hushed tones, their faces etched with 

worry and their eyes darting towards the forest where the witches were said to 

convene. 

One fateful evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon and the village was 

enveloped in twilight, the air grew thick with a sense of foreboding. I had ventured a 

bit too far from home, chasing fireflies through the tall grass, when I felt it: a cold, 

creeping sensation that started at the base of my spine and spread through my 

limbs. I was being watched. 

From the shadows emerged figures cloaked in darkness, their eyes glowing with an 

unnatural light. Panic surged through me as I realized I was surrounded by witches 

and wizards, their intentions clear in the sinister smiles that played on their lips. They 

wanted to kill me. My heart pounded in my chest, and I could feel the life force 

draining from my body, their enchantments taking hold. 

But something inside me refused to give in. I summoned every ounce of strength I 

had and fled, my legs propelling me through the forest with a speed I didn't know I 

possessed. The cries of the witches echoed behind me, but I didn't look back. I 

couldn't. I wouldn't. 

I burst into my home, breathless and terrified, collapsing into my mother's arms. The 

village rallied around us, their fear palpable, but their determination to protect one 

of their own even stronger. It was then that my parents made a decision that would 

change my life forever: they took me to see a witchdoctor. 

The witchdoctor's hut was a place of mystery and power, filled with the scent of 

herbs and the flicker of candlelight. He was a man of few words but great wisdom, 

and he saw something in me that others had missed. He told my parents that I had a 

gift, a latent power that needed to be awakened if I was to survive the forces that 

sought to destroy me. 

With a series of rituals and chants, he bestowed upon me the power to overcome 

witchcraft. I felt a surge of energy course through my veins, a warmth that dispelled 



the cold fear that had gripped me for so long. The witchdoctor looked into my eyes 

and said, “You are stronger than you know. Use this power wisely, and you will not 

only survive but thrive.” 

From that day forward, I walked through Gwembe with a newfound sense of 

purpose and confidence. The witches and wizards no longer held sway over me. I 

was no longer just a child from the village; I was a force to be reckoned with, a 

guardian of my people. The fear that once ruled my life was replaced by a 

determination to protect those I loved and to stand against the darkness that 

threatened us. 

In Gwembe, the whispers of witchcraft still linger, but they no longer haunt me. I 

have faced the shadows and emerged stronger, armed with the knowledge that I 

am not alone, and that the power to overcome any adversity lies within me. 

 


