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I
ia rejcices that Elesin the King's iorscaan will take her

befcre he dies:
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the voyager at
yag

Ch you
threshold
who now

and us.

hwouse of the great forebears, it is good that
your loins be drained into the earth we know,
that -your last strength be ploughed back
into the womb that gave you being.(p.22)

Blesin is

Soyinka calls 'the universe of the
living, the dead and the unborn’ (D7)

to death will be

Yoruba mind -

about to enact a central belief of what

the world of the

His transition from life

celebrated by the community because it will

confirm that 'the resting house of the great forebears', 'the

garth

e know', the present, and the unborn child of the future

v
share in the one metaphysical universe which is the Yoruba nmind.

Coherence, particularly of the past with the present,

4 o
Zimbabwe than elsewhere.

What is not so obvious is

its presence in the fiction of Black Zimbabweans writing in

English.

Samkange, the notable exception, does make specific use

of this cosmic view in both On Trial for My Country (Heinemann,1967)

lore in the vein of

The two are

and Year of the Uvrising (Heinemann, 19738),

the early Achebe and much of Ngugi he sees the past as a resource
for guidance, evaluation, inspiration in the present.

1. See for example M.F.C.Bourdillon,'Traditional Religion in

Soctety",

in Christianity Scuth of the Zambezi
%

Shona N
ed., A.J.Dachs (Gweru: Mambo Press,

197%), pp.il-2h.



vart of a single vision, and the pathos of much african literature
turns on those monents,.such as that for the Praisc~3inger in
) .

when the preceut iz sesn bto be

Death anri the Ki

dislocated from the past, Hc says to Blesin, 'You sat wath
i1l strangers tilted the world from its

course and crashed it beyond the edge of emptiness' {psT53

This statement is more striking at the end of the play beecuuse,

as in Tkings art, for example, the early part of the texz

was spent establishing the validity cf thic integrataed universe

(.\‘xm{
Little of wnat has pean saidh's found in Zinbabwea \
fiction written ir the last ten years. Novels and short uvo"1@3\
- |
are set more deliberately in either the past or the presant, and !
1ittle connection is mads between the two. The action tases

nlace in one of three periods of vimbabwean nistory, the pre-

e
-

colonial, the colonial or Iindependence, with no
overlan from ore into the other. With the past or the zrocsent
so strongly emphasiced there 15 a mueh mere noticeable concern

about time itself than in Past or Wost African novels.
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mplies is that Zinbabwean fietion is less

interested in the processes than in the manifestations of

history. ‘riters seldom give historical names io charactsrs and
rvives, they often eschew place names, dates, and cther detailed

accoutrements normally associated with the fictional establishuent

storical vlace and time. Yet on reading a passaje of

mbabwean fiction, as this paper aiums Lo show, one can ocnse

from other features which phase of history is under scrutiny.

3 “ > o

Jhat the texts make expliicat for the reader is not tlho turbulent
- VA . % N 5 i N
flow of Zimbabwean history, ratber it dwells on segucnts uithowt

r'e +

that history, and thereby reflecets what it wmound to live at that

55
¢t

moment within the country's history.
Given that the four texts below were written almost
contemvercancously, within ten years of one eunother, 1€ 38
e

to sece how the choi




affects the kind of fiction produced. r}he techniques of

lutswairo's novel about pre-colonial Zimbabwe are quite
distinect in chnracter and effect from thore of llungoshi or
Marechera writing about colonial Rhodesia. And these are
different from Fyamfuxudza's who sets h¥f short stories in

Zamban .
Tndependent Semesder,  Sach writer encapsulates his characters

v

in a given veriod, anl though there are motifs in the fie

:'9‘

such as the bus journeyl, which might suggest a time shift,
there is no explicit trcatment of the past as a force for the
preoseat, nor movement from one period of history into another.

7t saems therefore proper to discuss the novels according to

the periods they deal with. They are (a) Mutswairo's Eggg.(l9g@)l
which could be cemplemented by Geoffrey Wdblala's Jikiuya
(Macmillan,1979), (b) Charles Mungoshi'’s Waiting for the Rain

(Heinemann, 1975) and Dambudzo Marechera{s House of Hunger

(Hednemann, 1976), and (c¢) Stanley Nyamfukudza's latest work,
a collection of short stories, Aftermaths (Yararc: College
iress, 1983).

Mutswairo's Feso, one of the first Shona novels (1956),
rewritten by him in Eaglish in 1974, is set in 17th century
Mashonaland. Two tyibses occupy the land between the Mazoe and
the Zambezi, the disdainful, autocratic Vanyai ruled by
¢ fumojena (Whita Spsar) and the peaceable Vahota, whose concern
is to find a worthy bride for their chlef Nyan®ombe (Cattle

er), One of nis military conmandergLia detailed to woo

“fumejenatls daughbter for him. Although the mission is successful,

)

s See for example, Wilson Katiyo, A Son of the Soil
Rex Collings, 1976) and otanlay Nyamiuk ud*a“
The Nong~Believer's Journey (Heinemann, 1930}.

2. Solomon Mutswairo, Feso in Zimbabwe: Prose and Poetry
in English (Washington; Three Continents Fress,

3 D?T-) . pp.13-119.




Tumo jena's people nre outrared by the audacity of their

|
|
|

neighbrous, and a war of retribution follows. mhe Vakota

win, and rfunojena and his Vanyal.a e absorbed into a new
and peaceful socio-political order under liyan'ombe and h

bride. After a praise song the novel ends like this:

B L

Thus sang Liyan' ozbe and his warriors as they
tri uwphant]y returned to their own

yillapes, They were met by women ululating,
singing and dancing to mect their men - and

some women warriors,too - in the procession.

The Vahota - nov collectively call 4 the
Vatapa - bullt a new, even more pProsperous
and Tree society in peace, unimpeded by the
threats and intrusions once imposed by the
belligerent Vanya;. And many marriages
brought tne cousins” together.

~ And so, liyan'o ombe and Chipo,his wife, and
all the »eoples of the new Vatapa nation,
1ived happily together ever after, cating
well, 1ecﬂinr well, welcoming ea ct new day .
with q“iet joy and sure bope??f the future. =

This hanpy endimy: with marriares, peace and plenty is in
Jostern terms standard romance. The difficulties faced by the
Yahota have beon overcone by resolution, courage, perseverance
fortified by a scnse of moral justice. Societal values have
veen confirmnd, the comnunity has found fresh strength from its
trials, and so its dignity and faitn in its nores are endorsed.

the

Phis is a narrative without irony, in which

o«

priveipal characters - liyan'onbe, Feso, Jfamcjena - typify the

seople they lead. Their sentimentis express the thoughts and
feelings of thelr followers. As is expected in ﬁr@~folnnial
African society, the community is greater than its PL5U£&1Y
individuals . Nyan'ombe's 8Ong at the end expresses the joy

of his warriors, and of the wonen who come from the villages

to meet them. Desplte the apparen* nistoriciuy of the faxodd an ﬁn
anarrative this is a context of nyth and rec current time. The
ending suggeyts that llyantonmbe's values lived orn for centuries

until touched by Hurope. One only has to roud the Zimhabwean

nistorian Bea€h to realise the fancy of this.  Yet Feso does
I Feso in Zimbabwe: .rose and ioetry in .prlish (Three

Tontinents :irecs, 1974), p.119.

. jee wegina Amadi~Tshiwala, 'Critical jenrings in African
Literature,' Presence Africaine, 1A5(3080) 148149,

‘ 3 DN &mm ‘ﬁu ﬁ“om ook vaQqu Qe 185e - P GLJIM'\J c\% &&xx\ G&anj
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project a vision of hictory. The jndividual is

)

a cultuvral context in which the community and

preeminent. “he tone oif the writinr is celebra
s L
d

its customs an

much more than any one of its individuals.,

subsunied into

its history are

tory. <The socizby,

cultural homecgenncity are consolidated and mean so

Why should a writer present this view of 17th century

Shona society in the latter vart of the 20th century? Fatentl
J X

it is untrue. Unlike Xunene's “ulu epic Empero

Shaka the Great

(Leinemann, 1979) it doces not clainm to work with substantial

oral source§, nor like John Pepper Clark's COzidi (Oxford,1966) is

it a recreation of traditional myths or sagas
tent on fashioning a narrative that reflects
which he considers typified the past and which

people have lost touch with. The pr e-tolonial

Mutswailro seems
cultural wvalues

contenporary Shona

rast has been

metamorphosed into a chivalric and pastoral vision which in the

early years of the bock's publication attracted the attention of

Simbabwe's black nationalists. Here was a bock that showed the

dignity of the Shona. In the early 1960s the

splendour made it a political text that pointed

appeal of lost

up, not simnly

what had been lost since the arrival of ﬁolonialism, but, in the

st

victory of Nyan'ombe over the imperialist Ffumojena, the
e 3

possibilities for liberation from oppressive enenmies.

To offer sinilar features in a novel

.

4.

in post-independent

tical criticism. HNdhliala's

‘inbabwe is to invite much more
Jikinya (acmillan,1979) tells the story of Shona vil agers who
ty to a white child

in very early coleonial days give hospitalit

1

found after a raid. The child,Jikinya,grows up

\3

of colonialism. ‘e

was deeper than 1@ intricate philosophies

re was love, a sanctification of life, whic
th

injoying a life-style innocent of racialism, colour and the ills

)

Iod

of Burope could

fathom; a peace which only the rarest of churchmen in Europe

st

could comprehend.

tthudi (1930), parts

Here were Adams and Lves und

and ligugi's Petals of

X4

igcovered' (p.83).

g
of Achebet's

Blood (1977) the

1 “He name Pfumojena (White Spear) linked to
elitist governmen! was taken by readers =

rule by the Whites

autocratic and
an analogue of
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coavey by their titles the shift from an heroic and biographical

moda to a more metaphoric fiction, in particular a metaphor

avsence of rain and food. Sustenarce has been

drought. The hunger has far reaching apiritual

The following passage from Marechera's title

-

denonstrates how different is this meode: the

narrator

irst person

[

king about an affaly during which he deseribed to
&

L)

girl-friend a nervous breakdown he had had at school:

The air reeked of guili, And shame. And
outrsge. And scandal. Mountains of
argunent ranged through my mind until the
sarthquaite of those infernal woices brought
them crushing down upon my toes. The
absurd, the grotesgue, it seemed, had come
home to stay. Where are the bloidy heroes?
My fear of heights had not restrained m
from elimbing the eoliffs of my nsrves. Aand
the dewons, finding the House unattended,
had calmly esitrutted in through the open
door. Had I been a good atheist, perhavs. .
The volces took out of my suitcase every
little wrong I had done and derisively

exhibited it before my eyes. Lvery evil
thought - from lechery to vanity - was held
up before my eyes, and I felt like a2 slimy
worm. The objecis, smells and presences
around me seemed to contain at the centre
of theix lens the sharp details of those
little teeth thatl were biting into my nind.
I opened my mouth to give my defemce rlea
but the yoices had not only found me out,
they had also taken over the i“uer cacﬁd,
of ay own volce., I talked compulsively.

My veoice seemed to be contained by the
refracting lattices of transparent ston:s
Little thrusts of swift lights, diasrmond
sparks, spinning maddeningly, lespsd throuzh
ny mind until I could not bear the hs

of it. My condition deteriorated:
palpitations set in and I made (t worse by
reading all about heart disemss Lo the
Eneyclopaedia Britannica. And 7 was cold;
1 have never been so cold in my life., The
ice of it singed my very thoughis; =y voice
was breaking and the unusual scund of it
nade me jump irritably. It secied to me
something was taking over my body; the
images and sywbols I kad for sc long taken
for granted had taken upon themselves a




b et e ¥

strange bues and I was losing my grasp
of simple sveasch. 1 bepan to - ramkle,

incohereatly, in a disconnected manner,
I wag bein; severed Jrom ny ovwn voice.

I would Zisten to it as to a still,
small voice coming from the huge
distances of the mind., It was like

this: Easlish 1is iy second languace,

A3 tas bitle ol the steory sugcests, the traditional prass
goneasicity, suliture storehcuse, is a metaphor
oi che nurrator. It is a place of physical and

L

sser, of verbal violsnce, self-defeat, metaphysical

narrator 1s too withdrawn Lo have any enpgagezent

with nls home, as in auch simbadbwean poeiry, hone has a privilezed
status in many a writer's iwpaginative world as a »lace of the past,
now ras. 3d by change.  The image of home inveded vy colonialism

desanges oo miad ol the narrator. le becomes a victim of

syiritual starvaiion, of deracinuaticn and alienation. Hence the
thanatic and dueiistis irony oif the title, The iouse of Hunger'.

AWUrift from soclety e colniunes only with nimself, hence the
centrality of the dnterior nonoldgue znd the inclinatiecn to write
a narrabive fragmonted by diffuse menoriss of the past. Under

b

Lolenialisa the comrucily has no voice, only in2ividuals s»reak,

and in their dsolution they dironicaily give expression to the

spiritual drought that grins the whole naticr, In the Marechera

acnclogus above, witkh its echoes of Beckett and érTka, the

¥ o

narrator talls aboubt hiz breakdown as a severaace of poyche and

of €olonialisn

4

Y >‘Afuh Y -
astorical and cultural experience

P4

leads to this cataclysmic moment of awareness: the images and
syubels 1 had for oo loag taken for granted had talien upon
themselves a sirang? hue; =and I was losing ay m@hn of single
srezch' (p,30)., The past as a force within "is imaginative life

iw erased: the preroent; as he rémarka later, offers no comnensation

because 'nothing lasts long enousi to make arny sense'. (p.60).

D‘g

Two woints sterkly different from the previous writers

chioa
energe here, Une 1s that the ig%erafure about tolonialisn

L The aoaﬁn of dunger (Hsinemann, 1?70) Die26+30.

2. See K.Muchenwa (ed) Zimbabwean roetry in Suglish (Mambo Press,1978),




trotes » society divided within itself about the
siruificance of its cultural trzditions. HMarechera's narrator
¢;'ins 'to rambie, ingohievrantly, in a disconnccltod manner’.

of hurling,

the temptatioan

stretching,
to idealise the onre-colonial past. The ~cond woint is that for

e
211 the violence aund jrotect in the bock there ig no communication

;ithin the narrative between the narrator and hig society.

In stories where there seens to be a relationship, such
az 'DBurning in the Nain' - the two lovers, 'their armc tight ened
about sach other', are inaged as fugitives from violence ~ oI,

) y § ] . wiho oo,
as in "The Slow Sound of his Feet', peoplezdr~wn topgether in

sympathy and affection are irudtrated by an inability tec 3rpeax.

becomes a spiritual void separating peorle frem one

another. ﬁareéhcra’ﬂ narrative frets to f£ill that veid with the
1ast weapon left to him - verbal vinlence.
Yungoshi in an octensibly rmuch less viclent narrative
1

uses silence to sienify the collaznse verba

i v gy e oy o - Y 3
jhereas, as lLewis Likosil

aridity, the hopelessness of lanjuage.

argues, ligugi's Croin of Whiat ic a study of failurc but not

-

resignation to colonialisnm, Mungoshi’s aiting for the Rain -

narhaps because written Ironm within the colonial cxperience -
is a much bleaker novel with no vision that.colenialisn will end.

History here is not the process cf change towards independence,
but a blind alley of disintegre”ion. as in any drought, the rain
does not come. Uistorical events like Smith’s UL, the Land
apportionment Act, the icarce Commission, the Irdemnivy Act, each
of whieh closely iupirsed ou peovle's lives, have no place in the
rative. Thelje were in a senie part of the histery which Whitec
ashioned and not Dlacks. Tho fiction is no less historical for
neglecting them. ¥or the Blaekks history was a story of denial.
It was by gnd large an experience of cultural disintegration and
Limbabwean society has bren nade acutely awarc of that not least

-

- its literature. “he centra®. figure irn ¥Welting for ©HE Rain,

iucifer, is a man loath to Bpeuk)but the drana within and .

surrounding him emerges in cubtle irconic lansuage which is nowhere

1. &mgﬂbﬁ)T&S;miﬂwﬁ§ ﬁﬂme,m#Aé Wkﬁmt&ﬁ%x(uﬂWm;ﬂm7
p 4l ‘
|8




10,

to be seen in the assured public manner of iutswairo and iidhlala.

The story concerns Lusifer who returns home to his rural

villame for the week=end to say farewell to his family before golng
overseas on a scholarship to study Art., The family - grandparents,
pareats, children ~ is fraught with lisagreement over iucifer's

vlans, This rdtuzl visit-caulls into guestion leyalties and
i

[N

traditioris,. customs, affections,. expectations; t promvts envy,

%
hate

to turn his back on hnis home and all it demancs of him. His nother

and by imilication vosas the problem as to how free is Lucifer

Raina'’s question i-, its very understatement and sincerity carries
ironic pathos: although his father Torgocna agrees that Lucifer
should go:
Raina sighs., £&he looks up at Lucifer and

ays: 'I just wanted to know whethsr it
s really necessary for you to go overseas.

ean, couldn't you do what you want to do
ust as well here?' (p.77).
By thias point the novel has established that 'home'!, ‘here' =-'a
heap of dust aad rubble - white i.. b le heat on the sweltering
laad' (p.52) - is a place for the dead. On the bus approaching
lanyeae 'iribal land Lucifer notices how, *the peonle lean out of

Y

oint out homes in a uniformly dead landscape’ (p.39).

”
i

the wiadows to
And later towards the end, walking through the rcrub,Lucifer tries
to sum up nis relationship with this placg where he was born: ‘At
home the worwms ecct to work on you on the very day you are
conceived. And hone is where the rain comes late, if it dovs

come at all, and the animals simply drop dead and the old folk

axr: nhantoned to await the black messiah with a curse on their
tyisted lips' (v.163). Unlike Joyce's Stevhen Daedalus Lucifer

has no desire to forge the conscience of his race. He wants to
gscave the liwing death he sees around him, and in the end he is
collected by tihe missionary who has arranged his scholarship.
rucifer *watches his home disappear behind a cloud of dust!(p.130).
Any relationshiypy or bond that did exist beiween him and his home
has dried up. 1he final imarce stresses the lack of communication:
'Lucifer leans back and tries to lookx at his country through the
eyes of an impartial tourist' (p.180). Time is static and the

dust suggests the spiritual aridity of the place.

¢




The domestic focus of the book belies its engagement

e [
with the irony that colonialism is to do with anti- ?\L\\«:‘rb] )

The texture of the writing pushes the reader beyond the events

of the moment onto a metaphysical plane. The use of the present
tense seens to deny any significance to the past but, at the risk

of being paradoxical, asserts an atemporal dimension in which the

present is all embracing of the past and the future, Under

colonialism perception itself has become alienated from the

chronology of history. In a sense the past tense has become

meaningless, Take for example the mesting between Lucifer and

his older brother Garabha who has morec rapport with the elders

and tradition than most characters in the book,

His work is

maRing drums, and he is not interested inm leaving home for the

city. ile goes to Lueifer's hut to greet hinm.

he asks.

'How are you?!

Lucifer stubs out his cigarette, turns over

a page or two, dog-ears the page he has been
reading and says: °'I am all right., And you?'
'Fine - ' Garabha stops himself in time from
asking the usual banal: 'How is job?' Already

he can taste the falseness of it.

So he waits

for Lucifer to commit himself. It's much
easier here to answer questions than trying to
fill in the emptiness with unasked-for talk.
This decision releases him from that sense of
older-brother obligation he always feels with

Luocifer,

S¢, inch by inch, Garabha settles back
into the c¢hair. And ore by one, his musclss
relax, He is looking at Lucifer intently,
without being aware of really locking at hinm.

And thisz staring - s0 it soens

to Lueifer

who 1s waiting resignedly for Carabha to
start his drunkea tales of village ‘rawls -

throws the burden on to Lusifer.

He can

feel the ailence cracking with the stretching.
He casts Garabha a glance and Carabha returns
it with a steady gaze. ILucifer looks away.
What can I talk about with him? What does he
know? He opens the book, tries to read, but
the print looks white. He shuts it again,
turns to Garabha and asks: '"Whern dJid you
arrive??

'Barly this morning.!

'Have you had anything to eat yet?'

Yoo "ra)

Silence., Lucifer looks at his watch. He




never had a watch before, Garabha
rerembers, it must be new. And sensing
that he is meant to comment on it,
Garabha remains quiet, amused.

Getting no reaction out of Garabha,
Iucifer remembers that this was a gane
they used to play when they were still
children: showing off., He feels disgusted
with himself for =tmoping so low, and
anncyed with Garabha for remaining so
superiorly unmoved ms if he is saying:
Don't be so childish. 1

Drawn together by custom the two brothers have nothing to say to
one another. The only comnon ground to provide a basis for
conversation, the past, irritates Lucifer. There is no connection
between Garabha's world of Hanjone'and Lucifer’s Salisbury,
between Lucifer's amnnoyance with Garabha‘'s 'drunken tales of
village brawla® snd Garabha's amusement at Lusifer’s new watch,
imaces of lively if violent sociability and of ¢old individualism.
Garabha's relation with time is contextual, Lucifef'u is
artifieinl, impersonal, DBetween them is 'emptiness', 'silence
cracking with the stretching'. Part of the experience of
Colonialimm is that ghift from Garabha's world to Lucifer's, and
in the latter there is no significant time.

This absence of significance is accented by Lucifer's
unwillingnesa or inability to talk, HMuch moire evident in the
text are his feelings and restless thoughta. The ncval shows him
in a dualistic world] theé external which comprises mestings,
supposed conversations, visits to menmbers of the family, and the
internal which in fact carries the burdem of the fiction. The
more the prose individualises Lucifer the nore alienated he
appears. To be an individual in the contert of traditional Shona
society 1s to be different from, allienated from the commnx&ty,
and this showa itgel? by techniques of internalisation,
particularly monologues, and a language of feelings and attitudes.
50 although little ig said and silence fills theigaps 28 sach
attemptod conversation c¢ollapses, the energy of tha writing is
maintained in the internal responses of Lucifer. Hence tle
appositeness of the present tense. As in Marechera's Houne

of Hunger this is the fiction of a state of mind, a m»ind (n the

1.  Haiting for the Bain (Heinemann,1975),pp.107-106.




presence of its past with the attendant attitudes and values
calling “at for recognition, yet severed from them. Lucifer's
emoticnal rejection lives side by side with the neceusity to go
through the empty gestures of greeting and saying farewell.

Images of the landscape, dust, birds, metamorphose into
landmarks on a spoi*itual terrain. As in nyth,time is static. The
barren landscape reflects this. The recurring images of death
suggest a community living out a dead culture. The past is past
and does not relate to Lucifer's present. And his alienated
present has no future, as his mother's question ironically
suggests. Everything in the book works against the nmaking of
hiutory, Tor Lucifer or his fawily or, implicitly, Zimbabwean
Blacks.

What then is the relation between this novel and its
society in contemporary Zimbabwe? Unlike so many African novels
on the same subject, it was published five years before
Independence. At the time it received attention as a poignant
analysis of the collapss of Shona family life. As time pasaes
it has come to be regarded as much more than that. It swing€s
ddemeiigsy at remarkably few abuses. The missionary at the end is
the only obvious whipping-boy. Yet it is @ strong indictment
of the Colonial era. Part of its force lies. in the multiple
oprositions - not &imﬂy between obvious poles like elders and
children, tradition and change - but 1t explores more complex Vv
paradoxes within the crumbling society 1tself, for example the
clash between Lucifer's father Tongoona and his brother Garabha.
Neither the father nor Lusifer, for different recasons, accepis
Garabha, yet in the novel'’s terms Garabha with his drums im
closer to the life energies of the land and the community than
@aither of them - 'with the drums thore is a scanse of gulet
strength' (p.85). Also the restraint in the feelings, often
reacting against the context inm which they are placed, and 80 much

1ess dramatie than in Things Fall Apart becav. c more confined,

marks off the novel as a languid enervated sz tercnt that waiting
for the rain is a hopeless task.

Since Independence in Zimbabwe, pu-_ishers, readers and

critica have waited eagerly for what nas not come: a convincing




rovel abcut the guerilla wer, something like say Sassine's

vVarriyamu (Yeinemann, 196C). lNyamfukudza's The Non-believer's

Journey (Heinemann, 1980) with its hero sceptical about podatics,
positively unwilling to be drawn into the war, but caught up by

it, was too ambigusus to merit much attention at a time when the

5
people only had the war to thank for shser Independence.‘ And Edwmund

Chipamaunga's novel #H qﬁﬁ&(ﬁif$eﬂum(ng¢:NmN®?ﬁn'mnks too

) ]
leaden to take seriously.”

So far writers have been slow to set their narratives
in this phase of Zimbabwe's history. The early traumas of
division between Mugabe's ZANU(PF) and Nkomots ZAPU parties,
the public rhetoric for a one p&rty state, and the timé it has
taken for the society to witness the effects, the changes, the
fleshing out of promises which Independence has led people to
expect have meant a fluid and uncertain few years coloured by

both publie pride and private disillusion. DNzugi's Grain of Wheat

wiich deals with KXenya through Mau Mau up to Independence was
published four years after tan event, Woerhaps Zisbabwean writers
need at least as longz a tinme ;&n&e to set their perspectives,
Yet there are already signs of both evasion of and engagement

with the new scciety. Chimsorois Ngthing is Imvossible

(Longman, 1983) is hack bilographical fiction absut a dstermined

young Black who survives colonialism, its racial prejudices and

aszeelally its educatlonal inequalities, to become a successful
businessrman. There is ne attempt to analyse or show in a new

way the coantradictions within the changing society. The message

gﬁ%ﬁlwx 8, simplistically moral. Nyamfukudza's
ver, a collection of short Jt0“168 Aftermaths

College Press,1983), does probe delicately and iron;cally into

the experience of living in Zimbabwe after the war. Most of

the stories are about aftermaths of the Liberation War - disillusion,

failled expectations, and the pain of adjustin; %o tha oresent.

Like !Mungoshi, lyasfukudza is seldom oxnlicitl: political and

L The h&jal did however win the P.I.N. award in Zimbabwe in 1982,
g MM o owe 4 el 20, R 93¢ a0

e




personal. There is notkhing of the bold satire

always intensel

¥y
of Achebe's A Man.of the People or the historical sweep of ligugi's

yetals of Blood, both written several years after independence.

ine title story concerns a youngs man who returns to the familiaxr

streets of his childhood in Harare after the war. le meets an
0ld playmate Farai, now~ 2 prostitute. The place, like the people,

ficant temporal dimension.

=
)
0
v}
C’”,
p.

bas run down. The setting
She takes him to her sordid room where as the narrator says,
'T felt robbed, childishly but painfully. Still “arai would

soothe some of that, I felt tremendously at hom Athere. we ate

and made love and when the booze came we were rcady for it and

got drunk' (pp.54-55). Although the war had killed off close friends
they had known in their childhood - 'Well, they freed us,' says

the narrator - the vapid present is so much more obtrusive in

the story than the past. The past is not a significant shaping
forca for the present; but something deserving only lip-service.

The attrition of the yast has been sslf-destructive.

rie of the

(L‘

In many of the stories particular exp

+

w~ar leave Blacks and Whites permanently maimed. In 'The Visitation'
Xlovas van Heerden goes slowly wad haunted as he is by a shcoting
incident during the war whaile oa duty in the Police Reserve: the
memory of it is a psychological visitation that takes over his
whole consciousness. In 'A Fresh Start’ Kébesa's sister, an
atiractive woman who had been a teachexr during the war,is now
infantile and dunb as a result of rape by either soldiers or
zuerillas, 'God only knows', says Tonde, 'the terrible scars
some of us carry. Well, let! get back to work. That was the
war' (p.57).

The harrowing irony in such stories is distinct from
auch of what has come out of bast and Vest Africa because 80
often the irony works azainst the narrator. The point is not
that the narrator is naive or unreliable, as in Deti's

The Poor Christ of Bomba, or inadequate for the task lilce 0dili

in A Man of the Teonle, anc thus becomss at tires an object of

satire. Here both the narrator and the text set up plausible

expectations which are subseguently undermine? by their failure
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and the reader's i, znormnce to reoalise that the nregent is viectin
tec the past. The wir has not chongéd that rolation: 4t has
accented it. To say ¢ the juariilag, 'they freed us', is to

-1

uouth empty words, or as Mungoshi's Caratha puts it, "to- £111

in the enmptiness with unasked for talk! (p.lO?). Liberation ino
ot a word lyamfukudoa usss because his fiction is strongly
rooted in the view that history does not move in sudcen znd
glorious transformations: he ::cfers a phrase ilike 'tima's
rava;es and conquests' (p.55). Characters in his fiction end up
bruised by their own wenknesses., Unaware of their vualnerability

they find at the close of the story that 1if& is decidedly less

e
.‘,.J-
16}
R

full of promise than they had'anticipated, listor
of disillusion.

Huech of ZJimbabwean fiction is a refutation of the
argunent that colonialism was but a discordant interlude in a
larger movaement ‘owards the harmony of the African hiatorieal
experience.l Nyamfulkudza's work, avoiding the historical and

and the satirical coufidence o.° Achebo

» v

Socialist vision of
or Culopguem, rests in a corrosive persimism, so thers is no
2stion of redemntion fron the vast. Characters relate to the

p23t in many of these stories in so far as they realise that it

.

has destroyed something in them. Con:'nuities are a matter of

menories together with the collavse of feelings nssocinted with

memories. The presiut becomes a world adrift, not unlike the

raft in John Peprer Clark's play of that naze.

Implicit in much of what has been suid above i3 an

arsuneat that the contemporary African writer, whichever vhase
/
nificance to

4

.

o

e

jela

of history he turns to, has to decide what si g
to time. If he turns to the early phase, tiue ftends to be cyclical
or recurrent, emphasizing the homozerneity and perpetuity of
established cultural mores. Thuas the fictio. is maried by romanca,
12 jend, or myth. 1In the &olonial shase the piresent and the past

»

are at odds, a discordance which iz not presc:led as dialastical

but, as llungoshi =hows, as gelf-destructive vwiction. Time is
sl th

measured rather by decrees of alienation thar sy events. In the

Independence vphase, the oproblem of time is more acute for writers
~ i
i vee D.5.18eobaye, 'Tin the MAfricanm fiovel', Journc:tl_ofa;.:,;_.«,«-n-m;\'u'-‘k

Litorature, J¥vilg nolil




who choose not to be satirists. If the writer repards the
individual as a product of history - the corrupt Nanga in

L Han of the People or tunira in Petals of Blood - or as an
ideolosus, & self-conscious paksr of history like Warepga, past

. Y

impinres on the present in a dynamic way thas lyamfukudza

=t
ot

O
f'.)

does not ac

The consequences of colonialisn, the loss of dignity,
alienation, betrayal ol the pest, beg several guestions about
how & character can find a convipeing identity with post=-colonial

both those

novels show,
Althéugh

sfriea. As many African deoath threatens

who search and thoze who are prepared to compronise.

i word lives on, Ckolo in the Voice ends up like debris {floating
’ Borkisso i B e i SR -

rnimlessly down the river. Udomo in Abraham‘s novel is surdered

in a savare ritual. The past is bolh reasistant and destructive.

Nzugi sugnests noty He writes, ®For what has bsen ... is
sht bey

1ife and human potentlal,

intinatzly bound up with what me e our vision of the future,

has rosis in

Yy
ot

of diverse possibitities o

sur experience of im on the sids

of
p
{ef in itselfr.®”

,.1.

dgsire,vto help my soclety regain !

in Limbabwe have yet to show that they mean to do the snmo. it
dyamfukudra is any jndication they will try first to help society
e hounesct uith iiself about the present. That might be a more

n
port of the ennity

and subversive task, but it is

which hus (dways exisbed belween a s° riocus writer and his

ey .
gociety.

agris . Cdeet b and Big Pagtd v v "W NE

Ls e dWritor and his Past? ia Houecont:ig \ﬁeinemann)1972))p.39.
’ 3 ot
48 Do.elf., Pav¥:
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