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    Dedication




    To my children: Gerald, Audrey, Lorraine and Valerie.




    Know ye your roots, children, and




    whence your power derives its force.




    Be reminded that




    it didn’t




    come easy.


  




  

    Introduction




    Before writing this memoir, I often wondered how one takes the plunge and begins telling the story of a lifetime, especially one that includes grim childhood details of extreme poverty and a relentless search and waiting for a perceived life of comfort as I edged into adulthood. After mulling over the assignment before me and finally bringing together the bits and bobs of memories I have gathered about myself and the circumstances that have nurtured me, I am chuffed to bits to get started and commit these thoughts in the pages that follow. My wife, Margaret, son Gerald and daughters Audrey, Lorraine and Valerie have occasionally had the good fortune of listening to me telling them broken pieces of my life experiences during family mealtimes or while we relaxed in the lounge at home. With you, dear reader, my family can now sit back and watch me condense these reminiscences in a book they can read at leisure. The chapters in this book represent a selection from numerous recounts of events that I made to my family (including pieces that I may not have even told them) that, while nevertheless by no means exhaustive, constitute what will probably appear to some of you, my readers, as an unnecessarily obese volume. But I must remind you that this is the story of my life, so I feel there may be no apology that I can possibly offer for this hypertrophy of verbiage! For a long time, I kept promising my family I would start writing this memoir. Still, somehow for reasons to do with my inability to organise myself properly, I persisted in putting it off.




    The title of this book, “Pursuit of the Elusive Dream”, is about Me. I talk extensively about myself in this book, and there are no holds barred. The memoir is published in my name ‘Lawrence D Moyo’ which name I have publicly been known as for the past sixty odd years. Otherwise, for all my years in middle primary school, part of my secondary school, the period of my training as a teacher and even a bit of my university education, I used a mixed bag of names which, from my unmerited position, I have the privilege to tell you that some of these names will have no bearing on your knowing anything about them, save to say most of them were completely at variance with my family names or the true names I have been known by. The multiplicity of these and often offending surnames, furtively stealing their way onto some of my school reports and other personal paraphernalia of the document type, arose principally from my quest in the 1960s to attend African government primary and secondary schools in Salisbury (now Harare).




    For reasons associated with the political climate obtaining in Rhodesia (Zimbabwe) at that time, these places of learning enrolled in them only those black children of parents who had been authorised to live in rented municipal houses in African townships. Schools would without exception demand production of relevant documents to confirm that a child seeking enrolment was a bona fide child of parents who had permission to live in the African locations which by then had mushroomed in towns and cities all over Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe). Towns and cities were essentially European areas by designation in terms of the Land Apportionment Act brought into law in the parliament of Rhodesia (Zimbabwe) in 1930. In terms of that law, Europeans alone were entitled to live in urban areas while all those of colour were relegated to live far away in rural areas. In terms of that discriminatory law, therefore, it was illegal for black parents to send their children to attend schools outside their assigned tribal trust lands.




    As most of my readers will probably be total strangers to me, I will get to share with them episodes or experiences I have never shared with them before. To be honest, except for perhaps my wife, my children, immediate family members, students I once taught in schools and colleges in Zimbabwe and in the UK, collegemates and workmates and a handful of close friends and associates, the great majority of my readers will not immediately recognise me. It is true because we have never met anywhere for whatever reason. I am by no means a celebrity of any sort; it has never been my wish to be one. I am content and a freer man to be hidden in the inconspicuousness of my nonentity. Before we go too far, let me be categorical about one important matter: English is by no means my first language although, being colonial Rhodesia, it was the official medium of communication through which all teaching and learning in the school system were conducted. So, in my flat-footed, though not plodding prose style, I make a determined effort to express myself in writing intelligibly as I take you on a tour of a whole raft of my childhood and adult experiences in this book.




    As you read through this book, it may seem that some of the anecdotes that I narrate will give you the sense of soliloquies or monologues. You may discover that at times, it appears as if I am having a conversation with myself. Now depending on your analytical ability and the level at which you reach your conclusions, you might be allowed through these seemly devices the rare opportunity to identify the invisible force, the inner workings of my psyche that sustained my spirit through the rigours and ravages of my childhood and adulthood when I was tossed about from pillar to post by circumstances beyond my control.




    Some of the events I narrate were happy while others were probably sad. Within the sub-plots that surreptitiously emerge as the sequence of events in the book unfolds, I explore several themes, some of them probably controversial to my readers. In no order of priority or importance, therefore, some of the themes that I discuss are child and domestic abuse; racial discrimination and its effects on people’s attitudes and behaviours; identity; equal rights; racism per se; ‘hidden racism’; diversity; violence; deprivation and evils of individualism. By way of ventilating my thoughts on some of these themes, I have put myself in the centre as a by-product of the extent to which a stultifying environment, the negative outcomes of evil practices, attitudes and behaviours by other people can have the potential to frustrate or altogether kill off all hope and aspiration in budding youth. In my case and through hard work, sheer determination, and aspiration-flow, I adopt the ‘fight’ and not the ‘flight’ spirit. Indeed, like the proverbial phoenix, I rise from the ashes and face the challenges before me head-on to free myself from the evil clutches of deprivation and the malevolent attitudes of other forces. The forces I refer to symbolise human beings who do not believe that the things that are good for them must also correspond to the natural needs that are the same for everybody else. This book is an epic account of my heroic struggle to escape a life of grinding poverty and unhappiness.




    My struggles as a school-going child to obtain a formal education in Enkeldoorn (Chivhu), Gwelo (Gweru), Selukwe (Shurugwi) and Salisbury (Harare) in pre-independence Zimbabwe are consistent with the Greek Philosopher Aristotle who says, ‘the means we use to finally grasp those goods that we seek so that in the end we live well is by developing in ourselves and acquiring good habits in the form of intellectual and moral virtues.’ Acquisition of those moral virtues will help us to choose our options correctly as we move through life. Possession of such virtues will also determine whether at the end of all our efforts, we will enjoy good living or not. Aristotle concludes his argument on possession of moral virtues by pointing out that if we do not choose our options correctly and therefore tend to make too many bad choices, we will be destined to live poorly. Then as the thread of my story unfolds and I become an adult, I am seized with the same mindset where, juxtaposed with the vexing issue of living the good life. Aristotle further emphasises that the goal of human life is to flourish, to live well and enjoy the comforts and conveniences that life has to offer.




    Stretching his perspective further, Aristotle says some of the good things or the natural desires that we must accumulate, over the course of our lives, include health, pleasure, food, drink, shelter, clothing, knowledge, skills, love, self-esteem, aesthetic enjoyment, and honour. All our actions should aim at this goal.




    With all these ideas at the back of my mind as I progress through my life of work and study in the Zimbabwean and UK corridors, I find myself ceaselessly on the move in search of better opportunities to obtain comfort and happiness, life chances, employment, and a better quality of life for myself and my family. In the full grasp of Aristotle’s philosophy on living the good life, it will be noted in ‘Pursuit of the Elusive Dream’ that my wife, Margaret, and I do not just concentrate on increasing our knowledge and skills about the nature of our occupations. I reserve a whole area of the book to talk about my work as a teacher and our children who I am proud to say were our biggest achievement and I single them out as ‘our bundles of joy’. As parents who recognise that educational achievement is a key determinant of financial success, we spare no effort and cost in cultivating in them an appreciation of the value of acquiring a strong educational base. To this end, my wife and I invested heavily in ensuring they each attended top performing primary and secondary schools in Zimbabwe at the time so that they would be ready to face the challenges of life ahead of them and engage in making choices unconstrained by the circumstances in which they would live and work.




    Earlier in the book, I present a caricature of my father as the basis of my origin and how his personality shaped me into the person I am today. My biological father, Timothy Dzenga Mudyara, was driven by an ambition to achieve fame as a small-scale farmer. He calculates that achieving fame as an African farmer would be his escape route from the negative effects of racial discrimination in colonial Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe) in which many blacks suffered. He uprooted himself from his rural home in Nharira Tribal Trust Lands (Mashonaland East Province) where I was born. Then against all odds, he embarked on a hazardous expedition as a small-scale farmer on soils of doubtful fertility in an area of unreliable weather patterns. It is in these provincial, rough, and dreary conditions where my childhood and early adolescence were nurtured. I project my father as a ‘He-man’ in the farm compound who has a mercurial temper. He rarely spoke to or smiled at me and my brothers, ever.




    In the winter months of May, June and July when work in the fields is considerably reduced in the Rhodesian (Zimbabwean) countryside, his idea of relaxation in the evening is to sit quietly but seriously on a stool or chair by a fire at the ‘dare’ scratching or strumming lightly on a ‘mbira’ instrument, humming an old hunting song in accompaniment. Hardly anybody, including his wives, will make him smile. Yet when the summer rains begin falling in earnest in November following a long dry spell, seeing him feign a smile is an absolute revelation. I make this submission here and now because I spend the whole of my childhood years being brutally disciplined by that man. When things went wrong between you and him, it was you who got the worst end of the stick. He would pick up any hard object near him and hurl it at you. I cannot remember how many times he threw hoe or axe handles at me. Fortunately, I always quickly ducked away from his intended target, and he always missed his targets whenever he threw these missiles in a fit of temper. Otherwise, I would have had one of my lower limbs or both broken. In one incident, he threw an axe at me. The instrument of death missed me by a whisker; I ran round the corner of a brick building and the force of the axe was, luckily for me, wasted on the foundation stone. That man was hard.




    In a large section of this book, I have no choice but to present a caricature, as best as I can, of him as a man who ultimately became my father. As a result of his over-indulgence in substance misuse, especially alcohol drinking, my father died of suspected liver cirrhosis in 1979. Presuming upon your goodwill, reader, I sincerely hope that the image of my father that I will portray in this narrative, without any intention on my part to exaggerate it, will not seem egregious to you. However, given that I sought to make it abundantly clear the nature of his character traits, I hope that by juxtaposition, it will also be easy for you to understand the difficult childhood I endured at his mercy.




    As the story unwinds, I also write at considerable length about my mother, Leah, or ‘Rheya’ (nee Muguto). Expressing my thoughts about her in this book is like a blast from the past which I find therapeutic after some of the harsh realities of life I have encountered so far since she died over thirty years ago. Finding herself in a polygamous marriage with a husband none other than my father, she relentlessly worked so hard to set all her children up in the world, the seven of us, in grim circumstances of life as one of the farmer’s three wives. She did so, at huge expense to her personal health, to equip us with capabilities which in later life would not find us wanting amidst a myriad challenges of life that lay ahead for each one of us, her seven children. In this book, I include a singular and colourful description of my maiden bus-ride from a bus terminus in Enkeldoorn (now Chivhu).




    I highlight that flashback as an example of the immeasurableness of my mother’s support for me by the painstaking efforts she takes to prepare me for that maiden journey and to personally accompany me to the bus station on foot. Up to that point in my childhood, I had never seen the inside of or travelled by bus or train before. So, in that description, I left my rural background behind to travel to Gwelo (now Gweru) aboard a bus and a train for the very first time. I will treasure forever the memory of my mother walking with me a distance of ten kilometres, with my clothes’ case carefully balanced on her head because she wanted to see me off at the bus station, the very first time I had ever gone off on my own to travel on a bus. Having reached the bus station, it took a long time before the only bus to a place called Umvuma (now Mvuma) arrived. My mother and I waited for the bus to arrive in a crowd of other would-be passengers.




    Then, orderly, and more civilised entrance routines into modes of public transport or the queues that have become commonplace today in banks, superstores and so on, were unheard of at that stage of my growing up in colonial Rhodesia (Zimbabwe). In other words, if it were not for my mother’s mad dash when the bus arrived as she heaved and handed over my clothes’ case to the bus conductor who stood on top of the bus carrier while I engaged in what amounted to a physical combat with other would be passengers in a brutal competition to enter the bus, there would have been a risk of my failing to catch that one and only bus on the day. I am eternally grateful to a countless of things my mother did out of her maternal instinct to support me, and my other six siblings, as a I grew up at the farm. In later life and a few years after the start of my teaching career, the gentle giant experienced complications arising from a broken marriage, high blood pressure and sugar diabetes, all these combined led to her passing on quietly on one dark night in March 1986, leaving me and my six other siblings to thrash our own paths through life and chart our own individual destinies.




    In keeping with the policy of ‘separate development’ in colonial Rhodesia of my childhood, children of Africans who lived in ‘reserves’ or in ‘lines’ were supposed to attend schools and complete their education in their designated places of abode, appropriately called Tribal Trust Lands. The few government-funded primary and secondary schools found in urban areas for Africans at that time in Rhodesia (Zimbabwe) were meant to cater for just those few Africans who had left their homes in rural areas to come and find work as cooks, garden ‘boys’, waiters, labourers, cleaners etc. on properties that belonged to Europeans.




    Those of us like me who unknowingly drifted to towns to look for school places but unfortunately did not have parents or close relatives with town passes that authorised them to live and work in European areas, were regarded as ‘unregistered’ for purposes of enrolment in the few available urban government schools. In the likely event that one did not find places to attend school in urban African townships, the only alternative one had was to return to seek enrolment in schools which did not exist in our rural areas. Thus, thousands of my counterparts suffered an abrupt end to their dreams of an education. However, mindful guardians, supported and assisted by kind and helpful political activist ‘landlords’ who rented houses in towns and cities, resorted to devious means whereby hapless children like me were enabled to continue with our education in urban government schools, untrammelled by prevailing restrictions.




    For me finally to be able to attend schools in Harari Township (Mbare), I had no choice but to resort to the use of undercover names for my middle to upper primary school, as well as my secondary school education. The trick of using pseudonyms may have surprisingly worked for me in my quest to gain or complete my education. Yet the larger number of pseudonyms by which I was known, some of them double-barrelled and very offending, caused me serious grief and inconvenience in my first few years as a teacher. The utter confusion the litany of surnames on my personal profile presented fell on me. I made a solemn vow that before the time came for me to pass-on, my wife Margaret, and my children Gerald, Audrey, Lorraine, and Valerie would never be placed in the same predicament of finding themselves in possession of distorted identities as I had because I omitted to do the right thing when I was still alive.




    Five years into my teaching career, and interestingly with my father assisting me, I used the services of a Notary Public to straighten things out officially. Consequently, I had the litany of undesirable and conflicting surnames that had been appended to me deleted, leaving me with just my clan name ‘Moyo’ as my official surname. In line with the practice at the time, I had already dropped my first name at birth, ‘Kingston’, when I was baptised and confirmed into the Roman Catholic Church in 1962. The only noteworthy survivor of the name-culling was my current middle name ‘Dzenga’ which I requested should be retained for spiritual and emotional reasons, remaining a permanent fixture in my name configuration until eternity. Most other people’s names, especially those of members of my immediate and extended family, stated in this book are true and correct as this book goes to the publishers. But names that refer directly to owners of small patches of land in the neighbourhood as I grew up at Maronda Mashanu in Enkeldoorn (Chivhu), including other people I got myself mixed up with as a teacher trainee and while I offered my services as a teaching practitioner and educational administrator, were either omitted altogether or pseudonymised to protect the individual identities of the persons concerned. The full story of who exactly I am and who the ‘VaRozvi’ people in Zimbabwe are, is a long, tedious, and complicated one, which would need to be researched upon more deeply before a book could be produced separately on that subject.




    Meanwhile, I will make a small input to assist my readers who will be wondering where I derived the inspiration to write a book of this magnitude with the emotive title: ‘Pursuit of the Elusive Dream.’ In addressing this matter, I will consider the fact that although I am a British Citizen by naturalisation, not only am I not a native English language speaker but also that, for reasons I have already briefly outlined in paragraphs above, I did not have a proper grounding in studies of English Language and Literature as a fulltime secondary school pupil.




    At the beginning of my teaching career in 1972, I embarked on studying by distance learning for my Advanced Level General Certificate of Education in ‘Literature in English’ through University of London. It was an ambitious programme of study involving me in extensive reading and analysis of selected masterpieces or books by renowned poets, playwrights, and fiction writers, namely, Geoffrey Chaucer (Canterbury Tales), William Shakespeare (Hamlet and Winter’s Tale) and Charles Dickens (Hard Times and Great Expectations). I also read renditions by Charlotte Bronte (Jane Eyre and Sense and Sensibility). Except for wisps of ‘Oliver Twist’ and ‘A Tale of Two Cities’ by Charles Dickens that I had read for my studies for the Rhodesia Junior Certificate examinations in the English language, I was meeting the rest of these authors for the first time.




    Without the assistance of qualified and experienced teachers to assist me, it would have been an uphill struggle for me to get to grips with the demands made on me to unpack the narratives pursued by these authors. After I had done justice to my struggles with the intricacies of studying ‘A’ Level Literature in English, my next focus as a fulltime undergraduate student studying for the Bachelor of Education Degree in English Language and Literature, was on the extent to which a mastery of language can be used as an effective tool to solve problems in society. That involved another ambitious and comprehensive programme of reading, writing of assignments and researching into publications by not only Sixteenth Century English metaphysical poets like John Donne, Andrew Marvell, etc but also Twentieth-Century fiction writings and poems by a whole line-up of African writers, e.g., Chinua Achebe, Wole Soyinka, Ngugi W Thiong’o, Charles Mungoshi, Cyprian Ekwensi and several others. For the record, details of which I have included in the main body of this memoir, I narrowly missed finishing my primary school education, due to the socio-economic frustrations that prevailed in my country, Rhodesia (Zimbabwe) when I was growing up.




    Without me voluntarily being able to make my choice at the end of my two years of secondary school whether I should wait for a chance for me to attend Form 3 in another school or to go for the inferior teacher training course, I had to take the route of starting training as a primary school teacher even if I only possessed an ‘incomplete’ secondary school qualification. Being one of literally thousands of hapless victims of a ‘bottlenecking’ system which severely restricted the upward mobility of those of us who came from poorer social backgrounds, I attended the first two years of my lower secondary school in ‘donated’ church buildings. The so-called secondary ‘school’ and the circumstances attached thereto had simply not been designed for teaching and learning by any stretch of the imagination. Halls and prayer rooms in these structures were subdivided into classrooms, mostly with mere cloth curtains, which we used as learning venues during the week. That secondary school was a community effort, forcibly brought into existence by political activists, in collaboration with pliant church authorities to provide a much-needed education to thousands of us who could not be accommodated in the one and only government-funded secondary school in the area. Community schools for African pupils did not exist, so they were not funded or catered for financially by the then Rhodesian government.




    The government of the period I describe did not recognise the existence of such institutions for registration purposes, so I attended the first two years in a secondary school which had no learning materials. We had to bring our own textbooks and writing materials from home. All our teachers, most of whom did not possess any teaching qualifications, were paid their salaries from the school fees we paid. Surprisingly and by a miracle of mathematics, the one government-funded secondary school in the area was intended to absorb the thousands of us Standard 6 certificate holders from up to seven primary schools in the African township of Harari (Mbare)! Amidst these scenarios, I envied some of my colleagues I met later at university who spoke fluently of having sailed through their primary and secondary school education unperturbed by disturbances in their schooling, prior to starting university. On the contrary, I had the odious, if not altogether embarrassing, task of having to give broken accounts of how I had acquired my General Certificate of Education ‘O’ and ‘A’ Levels in dribs and drabs, and through private study most of the time. I can therefore safely admit that the reading culture that I have built up around myself, and the propensity for writing that has emerged thereof, did not occur by accident; they were direct outcomes of a burning ambition on my part, fine-tuned over the years to achieve and make progress in life; they were the result of my self-discipline, aspiration-flow, and tremendous willpower.




    By now, my readers might have concluded in their assumptions that I am an omnivorous reader of fiction and non-fiction publications, most of them bordering on serious literature. You will be correct in making those assumptions. However, apart from the household names of English authors and African writers in English mentioned above, I am going to highlight one latter day Scottish novelist and physician, Archibald Joseph Cronin (born 1896 and died 1981), who has single-handedly influenced my writing style. His works combine realism and social criticism. I started by reading ‘Hatter’s Castle’, his debut novel in 1931 when I was training as a school teacher; and I have read nearly all his thirty-seven publications including, among others, ‘The Citadel’, ‘The Keys of the Kingdom’, ‘Beyond This Place,’ ‘The Green Years’, ‘The Stars Look Down’, The Northern Light’, ‘Pocketful of Rye’, ‘The Judas Tree’, and several others too many to include in this list. The recurring themes that run throughout Cronin’s novels harp repeatedly on the struggle against poverty, the illusion of limitless ambition and the conflict between personal desire and conventional restraint. Aligning his themes with the title and contents of my memoir, as it were, A.J. Cronin seems adamant in maintaining that if one keeps on trying, even when all hope has evaporated, victory may still finally be wrested from the ashes of defeat. His prose style of writing, exerting a kind of lunar pull on my imagination, has literally infiltrated itself into every nook and cranny of my approach to writing.




    In concluding these introductory remarks, this memoir owes its birth to my wife, Margaret, who not only coined the title based on her view that it neatly dove-tailed with the stories she had heard me recount. Also, she was convinced that the selected title provided me with an opportunity to ridicule and generally excoriate the contemporary colonial values that prevailed in Rhodesia (Zimbabwe) as I grew up. Margaret comprehensively re-edited the final copy, working from my original text rather than the one I would send to the publishers. My eldest daughter, Audrey, who is a senior lecturer and head of section in a local further education college, also deserves praise for her sterling contribution in the production of this final manuscript by formatting it using the latest version of ‘Word’. She also reminded me respectfully to include details that I had omitted in the rough drafts. Working together with her mother, they also punctiliously checked my spelling and factual presentation. The duo spared no effort in labouring diligently to reduce my repetition, my stylistic inadequacies, and syntactical infelicities to the barest minimum. Let them also be accorded their fair share of credit or notoriety that will accrue from the publication of this memoir. I rest my case.




    Lawrence D Moyo




    West Bromwich, Birmingham, United Kingdom


  




  

    Chapter 1


    Tracing my Birth and Tribal Distinction plus a few related details




    My father and mother were literate, both having acquired Standard 2 (Grade 4 or Year 4) levels of education, respectively. That was quite a magnanimous feat by virtue of the standards of educational achievements among most of the indigenous population in colonial Rhodesia (Zimbabwe) of eighty to ninety years ago. So, before they died, both within a time lapse of seven years, they would repeatedly state the obvious fact to me that I was born three years after the end of the Second World War; And that I was born in a round hovel in the grinding poverty and cramped conditions of an African village named Dzenga Kraal of the ‘Mudyara Reserve’ on 27 December 1948. Besides being a ‘baby-boomer’, those of my Christian readers might want to remember that I am one of the few people to have nearly been born on Christmas Day! Fifteen years later, my father transported me on his bicycle carrier and travelled with me to take out my first registration certificate (or ‘Chitupa’ in my native Shona language) in the District Commissioner’s Offices at ‘The Range’, Charter (now Chikomba) District in the country then known as ‘Rhodesia’ (changed to ‘Zimbabwe’ on attaining independence from Great Britain in 1980). At the time of my birth, the authorities in ‘colonial’ Rhodesia did not attach much importance to the immediate registration of new-born babies who belonged to the indigenous population. In line with these arrangements (or lack of them) then, even accurate records of deaths were not properly maintained, so the majority of those in my age group throughout Zimbabwe (then Rhodesia) only became privileged enough to obtain birth certificates when, due to changes in legislation, it became standard practice for all black pupils to be in possession of birth certificates before we could be registered to sit either the ‘Standard 6’ (year 7 in the UK) or Rhodesia Junior Certificate (year 8 in the UK) Examinations with the Department for Native African Education. Also, my father played a big role in helping me obtain a birth certificate before I registered to sit for my Standard 6 (year 6 in the UK) examinations.




    Please note this distinction: I am Rozvi or ‘Murozvi’ by tribe. This distinguishes me from other tribal groups in Zimbabwe; for example, the Karanga, the Zezuru, the Manyika, the Shangani, the AmaNdebele, the Tonga, the Ndau and the Korekore. My clan’s name (mutupo) is ‘Moyo’, and my sub-clan’s name (chidawo) is Dhewa/Bvumavaranda. The ‘Moyondizvo, Dhewa, Bvumavaranda, vaRozvi vakapera nenda, sahai, vakadzi vanouya vomene etc, etc, etc’ are the praise-poetry or incantations which emanate from our sub-clan ‘chidawo’. The Kalanga tribe found in Matabeleland South must not mistakenly be characterised associates of the Karanga tribe. Researchers have established that the Kalanga are a distinct clan of the Rozvi-Moyo Empire who are believed to have played a big role in the building of Mapungubwe, Great Zimbabwe and Khami Ruins, centuries ago. The Kalanga tribe of Matabeleland therefore are not the same as the Karanga tribe of Masvingo Province, although some words in ‘Kalanga’ are mutually intelligible with the dialect of Karanga. The various descriptions about the vaRozvi people to whom I belong will also apply to the Kalanga. Before I leave this area, let me also briefly state that totems (‘mitupo’) play a huge role in the culture of Zimbabwean Africans. Totems differentiate them from other clans. The different sub-clan terms (zvidawo) Moyo, MaMoyo (in reference to our females), Dhewa, Bvumavaranda or Moyo-Chirandu or Moyo-Gono should not confuse readers because they refer to the same and only one tribal group, the ‘vaRozvi.’ If I were a young man looking for a wife and I met a young lady who was of the Moyo-Chirandu totem, I would be would probably be cautious enough not to persist with the relationship lest I ended up marrying one of my sisters! – as that is taboo and disallowed in my culture.




    Before the advent of Christianity in the then Rozvi Empire, long before Europeans arrived in our part of Central Southern Africa, polygamy appears to have been a widespread practice among the various Shona tribes, especially among those of royal descent royalty. My father was a product of a polygamous marriage. As recently as the 1970s, I heard there was a chief of the ‘vaHera’ people in the Nyashanu area near Buhera who had fifty wives, some of whom he could not recognise until they were introduced to him by court officials! Not far from me in the line-up, vaDzenga, my father’s father and my grandpa is said to have had up to seven wives. My father, Timothy Tazvinga Mudyara, was the older of two sons in a family of seven siblings. His young brother, who passed on recently at the grand age of eighty=seven, was Rodrick Tinarwo Mudyara. Uncle Rodrick forms an integral part of this novelised autobiography, so I will be saying quite a bit about him in the course of writing this book. Timothy and Tinarwo had five sisters including Mandiyera, Mavis, Jasmine, Lucia and Enita. Their mother and Granny on my father’s side of the family, Mbuya VaChemedza, was said to be wife number seven and the youngest wife of their father, vaDzenga. When it became possible for me to travel and retrace my origins, I went out of my way occasionally to visit my grandpa’s grave which lies with his remains solidly cemented on a rock a few yards eastwards outside the Dzenga Kraal homestead in Nharira Tribal Trust Lands, Chikomba District. My grandpa sired a few other sons with the remainder of his senior wives.




    These include Svahure (with his second wife Mbuya Dzivaidzo); Torongo (with his third wife Mbuya Mugwandavata); Mufari (with his fourth wife Mbuya Mhake); Tafireyi and Toendepi (with his fifth wife Mbuya Shingaidzo) and Gwature Moses (with his sixth wife Mbuya Tsongoni). With the existence of polygamy in his DNA, it was hardly surprising my own father, Timothy Tazvinga, ended up marrying three wives. Continuing to read this account, you will discover that he unsuccessfully attempted to marry a fourth wife, but he was prevented from doing so by economic restrictions that confronted him; the proposed marriage failed to materialise with all his plans ending up on the rocks. Following less than three years of the woman’s stay at the farm homestead, my would be number 2 Stepmother ‘Mainini’, quietly packed up her few belongings and headed back to her parents’ home in Manyene Tribal Trust Lands. We would never see or hear of her again. Her mysterious disappearance was attributed to her inability to conceive, so the rumour went.




    Going further back beyond my father’s father, ‘Sekuru’ or Grandfather vaDzenga, ‘Sekuru’ or Great-grandfather Mudyara was my great-grandfather. I know little about him except that he is among several of my ancestors in an exhaustive list which includes illustrious family houses and names such as Masakwa, Mukundwa, Munamati, Musarurwa, Madzorera, Kareya, Gwangava, Chirisamhuru, Tumbare and others I cannot name because the list stretches back into the blue mists of history. I have given that list of names and family houses following no order of priority, hence what would appear to be a mixed-up jumble to those of my peers within the dynasty who may presumably be more knowledgeable on these matters than I am. In Rozvi or indeed Shona culture, many names given to new-born babies almost always carry meanings arising from present, future, or recent events in the life history of the parents or even the extended family.




    As you read through this chapter, you will come across names of people in my nuclear and extended family. I have taken a snapshot of some of these names in my family, and I now venture to explain how the people concerned ended with such labels attached to them. My father’s marriage with his first wife, Jessica, was blessed with a son as their first child. They named the son ‘Reuben’. However, he died in infancy due to a childhood illness. To remind him of his firstborn child ever, my father had that same name replicated in another ‘Reuben’ with his third wife, Marumbidza. Reuben II died as an adult several years later. Refusing to allow that name to be forgotten, his lastborn son with his second wife, my mother ‘Leah or Rheya’, was also named ‘Reuben’. He is still alive and fit sixty years later. My brother Reuben was later christened Norman. However, if they had copied typical British Royal Family traditions, the lastborn in my mother’s might have fittingly been named Reuben III! My young brother, who was born three years after me, was curiously named ‘Irrigation’ because my mother, who was at full term pregnancy, suddenly experienced birth pains and gave birth to him while she was making ridges in the marshes for a yam-like or ‘tsenza’ crop on a family patch of a (the then) communal irrigation scheme sited along the river valley below Mudyara Hill, ‘Gomo rekwa Mudyara’ in the Nharira Tribal Trust Lands. There being no other people of either gender in the vicinity to call upon for help when she felt the birth pangs, she took matters into her own hands and became her own mid-wife. My mother was so courageous because after giving birth, she is alleged to have wrapped up her new-born baby in whatever bits of blanket or shawl she had on her person and innocently walked back to her hut several miles away up the hill, carrying her baby in her arms. Years later in his early adolescence, Irrigation was baptised into the Roman Catholic Church and adopted the new name ‘Wilfred’. One of my nephews, Bernard, was given the name ‘Last’ at birth. Last was his mother’s first and only child. Unfortunately, Aunt Enita died on the day soon after giving birth to her son. A second brother from me after Irrigation (Wilfred) was named ‘Wonder’ because something wonderful happened. Jessica, my father’s first wife and my mother ‘Leah’, father’s second wife, curiously fell pregnant at the same time. One of the wives gave birth in the morning and the other delivered her baby in the evening of the same day. These were, and still are, rare occurrences that hardly ever happen in African communities.




    My young brother was appropriately named ‘Wonder,’ arising from that event. My father’s first wife gave birth to a girl child. Resulting from that unique event, the girl child was given an interesting name. She was named ‘Fainah’ suggesting that such an unusual event was the final one and that it might never happen again in the family. Wonder and Fainah might have been twins if their birth had been delivered by one woman. However, this was not so. It remains a puzzle in the extended family how it was biologically possible for my father’s two wives to fall pregnant at about the same time, resulting in the mystery births. A related version pertaining to why my stepsister was named ‘Fainah’ was that after her birth, father is said to have resolved to have no more children with his first wife, Jessica, because Fainah was a girl child while he would have preferred a boy child. It is not explained why he would arrive at such a name-giving decision. Anyway, in making that decision and because he would have preferred all his children to be males only, my stepsister would understandably be the final girl child my father and his first wife would have. Hence the name ‘Fainah’ was given to my stepsister. In later life she was baptised into the Anglican Church and assumed a new name – ‘Sylvia’.




    At birth, my older brother Kufakunesu – the one I was born after – was given the name ‘Kufakunesu’, which literally means ‘We live with death in our midst’. The question that would arise is why parents would decide to give their child a name like that. Here is why. It was said that for several years, my parents experienced difficulties in starting a family. An amazing story giving credence to the sequence of events describes how up to five of my older brother’s siblings who came before him were either stillborn one after the other or were weaklings such that most of them died in their infancy. It must have been a stressful and heart-rending experience for my parents, especially my mother. When my older brother arrived and he seemed to cling dearly to life where his predecessors had all perished from infant illnesses, the name ‘Kufakunesu’ was chosen as the most appropriate label for him. It would remind my parents of the nail-biting hardships they went through before my brother arrived. In truth, my older brother was a belated blessing rather than a curse and they would always be reminded of that by his name. In later years, older brother Kufakunesu would take up the new Christian name ‘Roland’. Sadly, typical of a disquieting feature, my predecessor – the male child who was born after older brother Kufakunesu (name unknown) – is said to have followed the same path as my older brother’s predecessors. Reader, you might want to contrast this with the fact that after I was born, my mother would be blessed with five more births in the years that followed, none of whom died in infancy. I was christened ‘Lawrence’ in the Roman Catholic Church at Gwelo (Gweru) in 1962, years after my birth. According to my deceased mother, my ‘heathen’ name ‘Kingston’ at birth had connections with two meanings that were interrelated. First, the ‘VaRozvi’ are spoken about in Zimbabwean folklore today as belonging to a dynasty of royalty.




    For a long time before the arrival of the Portuguese traders and Matabele warriors between the sixteenth and nineteenth centuries, the geographical area that is called Zimbabwe today was once dominated and ruled by the Rozvi ‘Mambos’, ‘Changamires’ and/or Kings. That alleged paramountcy over other tribes during that period was toppled by forces beyond the control of the Rozvi rulers. Among them were the marauding Matabele warriors on the one hand and the eventual arrival of the colonial settlers from Great Britain in 1890 on the other. Then long after the enactment of the Rhodesian Land Apportionment Act of 1930 which took away all land rights from black Rhodesians, King George VI of the UK toured South Africa in 1947. That royal tour was extended to include His Royal Highness’s tour to the colony of Southern ‘Rhodesia’ upon which his entourage travelled north across the Limpopo River and arrived at Salisbury (Harare) by train. My parents informed me that although I was born over a year after His Royal Highness’s visit to ‘Rhodesia’, a fitting tribute to an event of such magnitude could only be made through local inhabitants in Rhodesia giving some of their male children names such as ‘King’, ‘Kingsley’ or ‘Kingston,’ as was the label finally decided should be attached to me.




    The older of my two sisters, Shupikai (Lilian), who sadly died just over twenty years ago, was in her early forties when she passed on. She was named ‘Shupikai’ in reference possibly to the suffering the local Zimbabwean African community have continued to experience since especially the promulgation of the Rhodesian Land Apportionment Act of 1930 in the ‘whites only’ parliament of Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe). That evil law by the colonial authorities visited untold suffering on the black population, relegating nearly all of them to lives of absolute penury, persisting to this day despite ‘uhuru’ or independence. The rigours of that law triggered the nationalist politicians in the 1960s to confront colonial rulers with force of arms, leading to the liberation struggle that ended with the political independence of Zimbabwe in 1980. Unfortunately, the purposes for which the war of liberation from colonial rule was waged have recklessly been tweaked over the years, to suit the self-serving needs of a small clique of our ‘liberators’.




    So, for forty-two years since ‘independence’, the war against poverty in Zimbabwe has continued unabated with only a tiny fraction of those our people with links to the bureaucracy seeming to enjoy the true benefits of independence. There are no prospects pointing to the suffering of the people in Zimbabwe coming to an end in the immediate future. In a peculiar coincidence with the title of this memoir, searching for solutions that will bring an end to people’s suffering in Zimbabwe is like searching for a needle in a haystack!




    Out of the seven children my parents left behind when they died, I am the second born of five sons, all of whom are still alive. After me, ‘Irrigation’ Wilfred was born. Then there was ‘Wonder’ who was followed by the late Lilian Shupikai. My only surviving sister is Phyllis Winnie (now Mrs Bonga). The lastborn of my parents’ family was Reuben Norman. He is still alive and well. Phyllis Winnie is the only one of all my siblings who later relocated and joined me here in the UK from Zimbabwe in the early 2000s together with her husband (my brother-in-law), Chipo Bonga. Four of my brothers and the bulk of my extended family still live in Zimbabwe. I frequently keep in touch with all of them by mobile phone calls, mobile phone messaging or other forms of media communications, e.g., Zoom, etc. Phyllis and I visit each other from time to time. She lives and works as a nurse in a small town in south-west England (Hampshire) called Liss, around a hundred and fifty miles from Birmingham where I live. Like my sister here with me in the UK, all my brothers are married and each of the marriages to their spouses has children in them.




    To name the children in my siblings’ marriages, if I can still remember all of them, older brother Kaston Kufakunesu (Roland) and the firstborn in my mother’s family, that is, his first child with his wife Faith, who unfortunately succumbed to the ravages of COVID-19 in mid-2021, was Carol Makawana followed by her brothers Knowledge, Lawson and Chamunorwa. My own first child with wife Margaret was Gerald who was followed by sisters Audrey Shingaidzo, Lorraine Vimbai and Valerie Hazvinei. Wilfred (Irrigation) and his late wife, Esther, had their first child Portia Ndakaitei with siblings who include Adelaide Shorai, Donaldson, King and Natalie. My young brother Gibson (Wonder) and his late first wife Theresa had a first daughter, Kudzai. Theresa bore five other children namely Fadzai, Tendai, Tanaka, Tapiwa and Tanyaradzwa. Following the passing on of his first wife, he re-married and the family have three children namely Mazvita, Tawanda and Blessing. With nine children altogether, seven girls and two boys, my young brother Gibson and his wives have the largest number of offspring. Our older sister (the late) Lilian Shupikai’s first child was Martha. After her firstborn child Martha, subsequent to which she died from illness in 2002, she, however, had had three other children including Bruce, Marshall and Fortunate. Our second sister Winnie Phyllis (Mrs Bonga)’s first child was Takudzwa who was followed by Tatenda. The couple’s third child and only daughter in that family is Mwaita. Then finally, the last of my brothers and the lastborn in the family is Reuben Mucheriwa Norman. With his wife Fungisai, they had a firstborn daughter, Chido. Two other children, a daughter, and a son, were born in Reuben Norman’s family, namely Kudakwashe and Isheanesu respectively.




    Were my parents still alive as I write on these pages in July 2022, they would have been grandparents to a total of thirty-one grandchildren and countless great-grandchildren! Combined with a long list of uncles, aunts, cousins, nieces, and nephews on both my father’s and mother’s sides of the family, I love my folks, dead or alive, who make up one great big family.


  




  

    Chapter 2


    The colony of ‘Rhodesia’ (Zimbabwe) where I was born: A brief historical preview to put you in the picture




    In my days of youth or early adulthood, I never wished to be directly involved in activities that related to any forms of power relations between individuals such as the distribution of resources or status. Yet reflecting on this matter and whether I liked it or hated it, I gradually realised that the food I ate and the air I breathed as an infant, adolescent and adult were inextricably linked with the hateful subject to do with the politics of the land. I was born into a political environment whose toxicity was shaping the destinies of all the individuals targeted in the uneven distribution of land resources by the powers that ruled at the time. Against that background, allow me this opportunity to give you a brief description of the ‘Rhodesia’ (now Zimbabwe) into which I was born. After that I will try to characterise how the unfolding events negatively impacted my father who was in his mid-thirties at the time of my birth. I want you to imagine what the bruised and damaged personality that emerged from him because of the ill treatment meted out to indigenous inhabitants from the draconian land distribution laws of the 1930s did to his parenting capabilities in colonial Rhodesia.




    The Berlin Conference held in Germany in 1884, paved the way for European nations to partition Africa amongst themselves, their objective being to obtain and divide amongst themselves the numerous mineral and agricultural resources from that continent at the expense of the indigenous African populations. By 1950, European settlers from Great Britain had arrived and had been in Zimbabwe (then Rhodesia) for nearly sixty years. The British South Africa Company (Pioneer Column) had marched into Salisbury (now Harare) in September 1890. The First Chimurenga War of 1896 by Rhodesian African Chiefs to resist white domination had been lost and violently put down because the new settlers had more superior weapons of war like guns, revolvers, and cannons. From then on, more settlers arrived in the country every day and continued to grab more land from the indigenous black people. Most of the European settlers continued acquiring more land from indigenous inhabitants not only because they wanted to use it for farming purposes but in many other cases for purely speculative reasons, they wanted to keep the land unused after acquiring it and resell it at a profit later. Not only that; the indigenous people also lost thousands of their cattle which were taken from them often by force. In 1930, a nasty law called the Land Apportionment Act was passed in the Rhodesian Parliament where there was not a single African member of parliament.




    On the strength of that one felt legal swoop, the right of Africans to land ownership was rescinded; completely taken away from them, leaving all of them without any land they could call theirs. The Act partitioned land in Rhodesia – which later became independent Zimbabwe – into European areas and African ‘Reserves’ with the Africans being forcibly evicted from fertile land which they had worked on for generations and to which they were spiritually attached. Leaving their family shrines or indeed community grave sites behind, they were mostly moved in vast numbers to barren lands and resettled in areas far away from major roads and railway lines; thus depriving them of a means of survival and the enjoyment of the transport infrastructure.




    Towns and cities were designated as white areas. The Act made no meaningful welfare provision for black people who chose to live in towns while they were employed at white-owned businesses and residential properties. The Land Apportionment Act resulted in negative social, economic and political ramifications on the indigenous people, most of them on their agricultural practices. So, immediately after the creation of Native Reserves, African agricultural production plummeted in value. The fact that they were forcibly moved from productive to unproductive dry and often rocky and small pieces of land hold caused large reduction in their crop and livestock production. These scenarios culminated in high levels of poverty, which, in turn, caused considerable hardship, suffering, stress and a feeling of hopelessness which affected the bulk of the African folk, off-loaded and abandoned, in ‘reserves’ dotted across the low-rainfall areas of the ‘Lowveld’ in the colonial ‘Rhodesia’ of the time.




    My Grandmother VaChemedza, father’s elderly mother who was still alive and living with us on the small-scale farm in the late 1950s, had photographic memories of the events at the time the Land Apportionment Act was brought into law in the 1930s. She was a young mother at the time and possessed clear memories of the extent of suffering that was brought to bear upon indigenous Africans in Rhodesia at that time. In little shards of melancholy, she lamented.




    “The biggest mistake made by the white people was that they took away from us all the land ownership rights upon which our whole culture was built.” She recalled that her husband and my grandfather, VaDzenga, and many other men in the community who had undoubted connections to a recent history of tribal royalty and chieftainship had died miserably, having been stripped of their entitlement to these badges of honour and having lost the pride of ownership of those little things they prized so much and called theirs. She continued, “Increasingly, the human psyche of our people was indelibly scarred and many of our men not only lost their manliness; they also lost their beliefs in the concept of ‘hunhu’ or ‘ubuntu’, that is, that sense of black pride or that element of being who they were as Africans, which was deeply rooted in their cultural traditions.”




    It should also be noted that at the time of the Land Appor­tion­ment Act in 1930, estimates say that there were about fifty thousand European settlers in the then Rhodesia, compared with approximately 1,081,000 indigenous black people. Silly and meaningless taxes like, for example the ‘Hut Tax’, were imposed on Africans for the purpose of making life as uncomfortable and inconvenient for them as possible. The taxes were meant to compel them to go and look for employment as labourers on European farming estates and newly established mines.




    The taking away (alienation) from indigenous Rhodesian Africans of their most productive land and reserving it for exclusive use by Europeans, led to acute soil erosion that was consequent to overgrazing in the small and overcrowded portions on which they found themselves. The Land Apportionment Act caused widespread poverty among Africans, resulting in many of them seeking work as labourers, cooks, garden ‘boys’, cleaners etc on European farms, mines and properties in towns and cities. On return to the villages on brief weekend visits, many of the African workers were reported to have told sad tales of being subjected to frequent administration of corporal punishment and verbal abuse by their white bosses. They reported that they were constantly on the receiving end of generally humiliating treatment from their employers.




    Nonetheless, even if towns were designated as ‘white areas only’, it is noted that by 1969, the urban black population outnumbered the urban white population by more than four to one. The rampaging poverty in the rural areas had caused people to ‘drift’ to towns and cities in search of jobs in mushrooming factories, European properties and a better quality of life. However, nearly all black town-dwellers lived in rented municipal homes in ‘townships’ located some miles away, almost always on the windward or western sides from town or city centres.




    Meanwhile, the metropolitan cities of Salisbury (now Harare) and Bulawayo, Gwelo (now Gweru) and Umtali (now Mutare) then had, in sharp contrast, impressive office buildings and quiet, leafy ‘white’ suburban areas that ironically were partially ringed round by overcrowded black townships. In the end, the Land Apportionment Act of 1930 on whose livelihoods my black brother had depended, brought no benefit but rather outright suffering and misery. That is a characterisation of the backdrop against which my father survived as a young family man and in which I arrived just two years short of twenty years, following the promulgation of the notorious Land Apportionment Act.




    Growing up on the farm, when I turned ten years of age it dawned on me that all the black-skinned people in my little community, my peers and I, appeared to be on the receiving end of a vicious cycle, a socio-political system which regarded people belonging to other racial groups, especially those like me who had accidentally been born with a darker complexion, to be inferior and lesser humans. However, I was still too young then to do anything about it. Add to this my blissful existence in the stultifying seclusion and deprived isolation of the farm environment. At my tender age and growing up in such rural and often restricted circumstances where opportunities did not exist for me to question the realities in my surroundings, I plodded on with life. It still worried me continuously why role models like my own father, Timothy, often displayed inconsistent behaviours or even split personalities whenever they came into the presence of Europeans. Somehow, I guessed that something had gone seriously wrong somewhere causing some, if not most, of my people to lose their confidence and relegate themselves to second or third grade status whenever a person of ‘white’ heritage appears on the scene. As I have already revealed, my father’s elderly mother, VaChemedza, lived with us on the small-scale farm. She was probably in her late seventies.




    She blamed it all on the sad sequence of events which took place when the Europeans arrived and settled in Rhodesia from Great Britain at the end of the eighteenth century. Then a young girl herself in the early 1900s, she had first-hand information about wave upon wave of British settlers arriving and settling in different parts of the Charter District and the rest of Rhodesia. My brothers and I would often get the chance to chat with Grandmother VaChemedza when she was sitting resting in her round hut. She would lower her voice and explain to us quietly lest some hidden ‘white men’ might be eavesdropping why most adult Africans in our community seemed to have no confidence in themselves; and that most of them appeared to have an inherited a permanent fear of all the people of a European heritage over the last seventy years since the ‘white man’ had made his first appearance in our part of the world:




    “First, there was the violent way in which the uprising against European occupation was put down by European forces in 1896. The force used by Europeans to squash down any future outbreak of another ‘Chimurenga War’ left many of our men (and women also) shaking with the fear of God. Then the Land Apportionment Act of 1930 and the suffering it wrought upon most of us was the final straw. Taking ownership of land away from our men, land which linked directly with our Africanness, religion and spirituality, broke their fighting spirit, leaving them like maize husks. This inevitably led to the DNA of fear to flow relentlessly in the blood of all future black generations from then onward down the line. If you have noticed, that is probably why your father, as an example, often walks about with his back hunched, in a dazed fashion and he absolutely lacks confidence whenever he appears in the presence of ‘Varungu’ (Europeans). The latter have become our new masters before whom we must bow down on our knees as if they were our gods because we have lost our identities, our land and the animals we possessed to them.”




    After completing his primary school education up to Standard 2 (year 4) at some remote rural church-run primary school in the Nharira Tribal Trust Lands, my father – like all young men in his village – had no choice but to look for work to support his growing family. Luckily, he was one of the lucky few men to find jobs as messengers at the nearby Native District Commissioner’s Offices (Charter District) which were based at a place called ‘The Range’. These government messengers underwent rigorous training following a scheme which approximated or resembled the training given to African police recruits who, on completing their training, would be employed as constables by the then British South Africa Police (now Zimbabwe Republic Police). At the end of their six months’ training, it was believed ‘messengers’ were just as good law enforcers as ordinary police constables who however were only answerable to the orders or instructions given by the District Native Commissioner. They had a messenger number and a strict code of conduct whereby they carried out their duties. One of the nicknames of our current Zimbabwe Republic Police officers is ‘Mabhurakwacha’ which in fact is a bastardisation of the term ‘Black Watchers’.




    The original ‘Black Watchers’ were the ‘messengers’ who were employed at various District Native Commissioners’ Offices throughout the country. My father was one of these hordes of ‘messengers’ who flanked the Native District Commissioner (who I am told they called ‘Mambo’ or Chief) riding on their shiny and well-polished government issue bicycles when the white man ‘Mambo’ on horseback toured areas in the district to ensure the black people living in the ‘reserves’ were abiding by the rules and not planning another uprising against white rule as had happened in 1896. Carrying on with the same theme of fear of Europeans and how Africans generally behaved whenever ‘those without knees’ (because European men often walked about in public wearing trousers, so their knees could not be seen), grandmother herself gave us a little account of her own behaviour one year when a group of men suddenly pitched up into the open space of the farm compound and she was alone with the children. It was a quiet and hot afternoon.




    The farm homestead was almost deserted with all the adults away at their portions in the fields. I was one of the little children playing about in the farm compound. In our blissful ignorance, we were very surprised at the sudden appearance of these men ‘on patrol’, led by a white man who rode on a huge and well fed brown horse! The rest of the party supporting him were, of course, the district office messengers; half a dozen African men in ten-ounce khaki uniforms, wheeling their bicycles. It did not help to ease the tension when the huge, healthy-looking and well-polished horse ridden by the European Officer became impatient and began engaging in dressage. It lifted its front legs while dancing about recklessly, pound the ground below it with its rear ones with so much force we were inspired with the fear of God. Neighing with its mouth wide open, it displayed those absolutely huge canines while the white man tried to control its behaviour by pulling the reins. This sequence of events did not augur well with Grandmother VaChemedza, At the sight of the horse and the white man riding on it, she grew weak in the knees, flopped noisily to the ground and noisily started emptying her bladder, having lost control of the liquids that passed out of her system through that route.




    Fortunately, she wore a very large skirt which, filled with wind, spread all around her on the ground as she threw herself to the ground, thus automatically protected her dignity from the white man and his African assistants. As my Granny continued sitting on the ground looking bemused, the white man asked in broken Shona vernacular, looking directly down at her from upon high, “Wena iwe Mbuya, hakuna mabhinya anozokunesa here kona?” (Old lady, are there any terrorists disturbing the peace here?).




    This was her first experience of a white person talking to her directly. Although the white officer had used a few Shona words in a badly constructed sentence, she had not heard a single word, so she asked one of the African assistants to repeat the white officer’s question. This was done. However, seeing that my grandmother was beside herself with fear and could hardly answer simple questions to do with the security situation in the area, the white man and his men quickly marched out of our farm homestead on their way to the next farm which was barely a mile away. The group of men lined up in single file as they went with the white man on his horse at the front and his black aides on shiny bicycles bringing up the rear. Look, this was in the early 1950s when I was still a toddler, yet the white man was still staying on guard and taking precautions nearly sixty years after the incident of the ‘First Chimurenga War’ of 1896 in which indigenous people took up arms to liberate themselves from colonial oppression.




    As one of the senior messengers at the District Native Commissioner’s Office at The Range in later years, I understand that my father would usually be entrusted with running errands on his bicycle delivering important and urgent messages between the Native Commissioner and local chiefdoms. As a trained and experienced Messenger at the District Native Commissioner’s Office, he had power to effect arrests, so returning to the Mambo’s offices from some of his two-week absences on ‘patrol’, he reportedly brought back to the said offices handcuffed miscreants he had arrested for breaking local laws or disturbing the peace. Oral evidence from those who were familiar with my father as a young ‘messenger’ confirmed that during his outreaches on ‘patrols’ he made dalliances with several women in and around the sprawling district, two of whom he had married at the time of my birth. His first wife, Jessica, came from the Muroore family, while Leah, his second wife, and my own mother, originated from the Muguto family. To this day, both families still reside in the Nharira Tribal Trust Lands, Chikomba District.




    By the end of 1948, when yours truly was born, my father had risen through the ranks of the ‘messenger’ promotion structure at the District Native Commissioner’s Offices. He occupied a high rank in terms of seniority, so he could be trusted to have certain responsibilities, which had previously been the preserve of the District Native Commissioner, delegated to him. You can be sure that as he went around the rural areas carrying out those ‘Black Watcher’ duties wearing the new ‘Mambo’ crown, there probably were many unrecorded exaggerations of authority committed. Despite the passing of the Land Apportionment Act in 1930, Africans persisted with their requests through authorities in Great Britain to be allowed to purchase some of the land available. In response to these requests, the white Rhodesian government acceded to the setting up of the Native Land Board in 1931.




    The Native Purchase Areas Programme was only finally given the green light when purchase areas for Africans were seen as training grounds for the vanguard of mixing African peasantry, who it was hoped would help to educate traditional cultivations in the ‘reserves,’ through their farming examples. By the setting up of this land board, Africans would then only be allowed to purchase land in areas to be known as Native Purchase Areas. These were identified all over the country in terms of the quality of the land that was on offer for purchase by black Africans. This greatly varied from area to area. Worth noting was that where these purchase areas had had no prior European occupier, that was perhaps because of the poor quality of the soil and/or the paucity of adequate water supplies which had not attracted European buyers in the first place.




    What that meant really was that areas identified as Native Purchase Areas were simply the remnants or scrag ends of the massive land grab by European settlers following the enactment of the Land Apportionment Act of 1930. These developments were unfolding under my father’s watchful eye, employed as a senior Messenger at the District Native Commissioner’s Offices at ‘The Range’, Charter (now ‘Chikomba’) District. While carrying out his duties at the Native Commissioner’s Offices, he became aware that a large piece of land called ‘Muckleneuk’ to the south of Manyene Tribal Trust Lands near Enkeldoorn (now Chivhu), previously owned by an Anglican Missionary priest, Father Arthur Shearly Cripps, had been sold to the government. Typical of what was happening all over Rhodesia at the time, that arrangement was put in place so that Africans living in the Maronda Mashanu tribal trust lands could buy pieces of land from it as part of the Native Purchase Area Scheme. Maronda Mashanu Purchase Area would be too far away, about fifty miles from father’s relatives in Nharira Tribal Trust Lands. He is reported to have wondered whether he should take the plunge and buy one of the pieces of land on offer in the new Maronda Mashanu African Purchase Area.




    Information I obtained from Aunt Lucia, the only one of her seven siblings who is still alive, confirms that at about the same time, father’s arrangements to marry his third wife, Marumbidza, had reached an advanced stage. That being so, it worried him that the small portion of land he had in the ‘Reserves’ could not cope with or accommodate a possible third wife and a growing brood of children. He was reported to have repeatedly said, “I want to own a larger piece of land which I will call mine. When that happens, I have ambitions to become a successful farmer.” Owning a piece of land he would call his own was such a prize possession, so he threw his hat into the ring as one of the applicants for portions of land in the proposed Maronda Mashanu Native Purchase Area on ninety-nine-year leases. There was no cash up-front needed, so his application was successful. My father had massive pride in land ownership. To him, it was a badge of honour and a reminder of stories of the Rozvi people, our ancestors, who had lived in that part of Rhodesia long before European settlers arrived, and the Rozvi were renowned for their successful farming practices. Then came the Second World War in the 1940s which diverted most of the resources, both human and financial, to the war effort in the British Empire and overseas. Pressure on resources and a general shortage of surveyors to mark out the farms for successful applicants delayed the whole programme until well after the war. Meanwhile, my father’s family had grown by leaps and bounds. By 1950, he had sired two children with his first wife, Raphael Misheck and his sister, Faith. With Leah, his second wife and my mother, he had sired Roland Kaston Kufakunesu, yours truly (Lawrence) and my young brother, Wilfred Irrigation, who was probably then still a few months old.




    The demarcation of the land purchased from Father Cripps into small farm allotments that would be called ‘Maronda Mashanu Native Purchase Area’ was finally undertaken and completed after the World War II. Most of the new farmers took up occupation of their allocations between 1950 and 1952. It was at this stage that my father is reported to have resigned his position as a government employee with the District Native Commissioner’s Offices at The Range. It was at the same time narrators say, that he finally made the decision to marry his third wife, ‘Marumbidza’. Her family came from the Chivese Village. Marumbidza already had a daughter, Chishamiso, from a previous relationship. My father did not mind. When all the logistics had been put in place and he had bidden family elders in the village farewell, Father moved home with whatever farm implements he owned from Dzenga Kraal to his new landholding at Farm No. 7, Maronda Mashanu Native Purchase Area on an unspecified date in either 1951 or 1952. He took along with him also his three wives and all their children; his mother (Mbuya Chemedza); his elderly and blind mother’s mother (Mbuya aVhurai); and his three sisters Mavis, Jasmine and Lucia. His young brother Rodrick Tinarwo was presumably part of the great trek. I could not obtain information whether, as father moved bag and baggage, Uncle Rodrick was still training as a teacher at Kutama Mission or whether he had already given up his training as he finally did and started working as a Meteorological Assistant. My father, Timothy, also took with him all the few domestic animals he owned in Nharira Tribal Trust Lands, including a small herd of cattle, goats, sheep, chicken and donkeys – all of them, with the exception of chicken perhaps, driven to the farm on foot for the entire journey of sixty odd miles! thanks to the assistance given for this awesome burden by one of our older stepbrothers, the late Naison Dzenga, and Timothy’s eldest son, Misheck (Raphael), who was already a hardy little boy of ten years of age or thereabouts.




    Information from those who were older than I was confirms that I was a tiny little boy of around three to four years of age when the great trek from Nharira Tribal Trust Lands to Farm No. 7 at Maronda Mashanu Native Purchase Area took place. Who would remember anything of substance at that age?


  




  

    Chapter 3


    Fading memories of yours truly as a toddler




    I am sure you do not expect me to tell you about my recollections of the journey my father and all his family travelled from Nharira Tribal Trust Lands to Farm No. 7, Maronda Mashanu Native Purchase Area (Chivhu). I have no memories whatsoever about that journey. I am told I was only just a little boy when that great trek took place in either 1951 or 1952. True, I was one of the children in the entourage, but I was still pretty much an infant who could not really respond meaningfully to the myriads of different perceptions around me. None of the adults still alive from that great trek has confirmed to me the mode of transport that was used to move a whole body of people from one part of the country to another. I understand that all the so-called ‘feeder roads’ from towns deep in rural areas in those years were gravel roads which were very badly maintained by whichever government department had the responsibility for roads and road traffic for African areas. Consequently, few bus owners would dare put their buses on such roads for fear of running–up huge maintenance costs. There is talk of just one rickety old bus from a small fleet owned by ‘Chikati Bus Services’ that used to ply the route between Buhera Township and Enkeldoorn (Chivhu). Folklore says that the bus stopped to drop off and pick up passengers at a remote township called ‘Sadza’. Nobody will say whether my people were put on that bus to Enkeldoorn (Chivhu) or whether they made the whole journey on foot for the entire sixty or so kilometres. If indeed that was so what happened? Those of us who were mere infants would have to have been carried on adults’ backs to complete that length of the journey!




    The destination reached by my father and his family was a site just a couple of a hundred yards from the base of a mountain called ‘Makumimai’, a key geographical feature occupying the middle of my father’s new farm. I will explain to you later the significance of the mountain’s name. A few trees had been cut down by an advance party. Several round grass huts with thatched roofs had, it seemed, hurriedly been built so much so that, apart from looking clumsy and unsightly in appearance, some of these tumbledown shacks did not look strong enough to withstand storms that would usually be accompanied by strong gusts of wind.




    At the western edge of the homestead was a large, tall, old ‘Mutsubvu’ tree which clearly was in season. Thousands of its black fig-like fruit made the boughs of the tree hang low, forming an umbrella-like canopy below it. Requests for better sanitary facilities, e.g., toilets, by my father’s wives and the rest of the family members were summarily dismissed by my father. No provision had been made for these facilities by the advance party. He was far too busy with other chores at the farm to attend to what he considered to be small or unimportant matters.




    Instead, he would tell everyone dismissively to relieve themselves behind bushes or thickets of trees, several of which surrounded the homestead. At the end of a busy day a year later, he would repeatedly be heard saying, “This is just a temporary home. I shall make sure we shall have proper and more hygienic places to relieve yourselves at the new site.” I remember thinking, ‘So there are plans to move to another site’ because there being no plans to move to another site soon, the place we were calling home seemed to be ‘the place’ for the family to stay for a long time in the future.’




    As time passed, I was also growing up physically, emotionally, and cognitively. My perceptual development enhanced my ability to begin making sense of the world around me. My first impressions appertained to human relations, and I obtained the bulk of these from interactions with my mother and my two brothers Kaston (later christened Roland) and Irrigation (later christened Wilfred). Outside of my mother’s close-knit family would be other older children I began relating with. These were Misheck (later christened Raphael) and his sister, Faith, who I was made to understand were ‘brother and sister’ to me, whenever I met them in the sort of courtyard outside. They would talk to me, or I would start childish conversations with them. I also noticed that there were other older women in the homestead, including my father’s other wives and his three sisters. I have a blurred memory of my older brother Caston (Roland), then six or seven years old, sitting beside me by a fire in the centre of a little round hut with its walls and roof made of grass. Thank God, I had this childish thought to myself, somebody had remembered to tie up two or three wooden rafters across the grass thatch using ‘musasa’ or ‘mutondo’ bark string. I feared the entire structure was in danger of collapsing into a rugged heap at any time with the threat that if that happened, we would be hidden under the unsteady structure. Anyway, let’s return to the scenery in my mother’s hut; Mother had just finished boiling some pumpkins, together with dry round nuts and was busy draining remnants of brownish water from the bottom of the clay pot before she began serving these foods as our evening meal. The lovely smell of the boiled pumpkins combined with that of the round nuts was simply amazing. The aroma was so attractive that it made you feel hungry; it made you want to start eating the food before it was served. Meanwhile, as mother waited for the pumpkins and the nuts to cool off a bit, prior to serving them lest we got scalded, buckets of sweat poured down her face.




    At the same time, she drove off thick clouds of smoke that billowed from the ends of semi-dry logs of wood in the fire, with the open palms of both her hands moving back and forth in pendulum-like fashion. I was soon to learn that the multiple number of similar huts outside of my mother’s hut belonged to other adults; all of whom I would address variously as ‘Grandmother’ (Ambuya), ‘Big Stepmother’ (Maiguru), Small Stepmother (Mainini). Aunt (Tete) and so on. Less than two hundred yards in a westerly direction from the homestead was a large structure which had many huge trees near its base and rocky boulders and outcrops as you looked up towards its summit. I found its sheer size frightening and mesmerising. Its structure projected from the bottom, rising to an astronomical height I had never seen before, and then levelling off on top at a receding angle, which gave you the image of a man’s head losing its hair due to old age.




    My older brother, Kaston Kufakunesu, informed me that the structure that arrested my attention so much was what was called a mountain. He promised me that when I became a little older, he would climb up the mountain with me to find out more about it. A short distance to the north of the homestead but just a stone’s throw away from the edge of the huts was a large rectangular enclosure built of large wooden logs which crisscrossed each other. The wooden entrance door of this large structure had a padlock on it. I slowly got to know that this place was where hoofed four-legged animals with long tails, called cattle, were kept at night to prevent them from wandering off and getting lost while we slept. Then there was the ever present, pungent smell of cow-dung. You could rest on it as it wafted past you each time you walked past the cattle pen. Beside the cattle pen were two smaller enclosures. From one of them pigs could be heard squealing and grunting recklessly. When one day I peeped inside this enclosure through the wide cracks in the wooden door, my nostrils were greeted by a powerful stench coming-up from the damp, moist floor that was littered with these porkies’ smelly excrement. It was nauseating, to say the least. Chickens and ducks had their own small, in separate enclosures or spaces at specified locations at the edge of the homestead. From them, cocks crowed loudly early in the morning, waking everybody up. As the sun rose, chickens would be seen roaming round the homestead with their broods of chicks in tow, picking up bits of food, as their menu, including any rubbish they found on the dusty and windswept floor. Emerging from their own enclosures, ducks would be seen hobbling clumsily towards a rubbish dump where they would mingle with cackling chickens and squeaking chicks in a free for all for the feast of newly discovered worms or crickets. Imperceptibly, more of the adults in the environment fell into my radar range.




    There were six shelters of similar appearance and size at the site we settled when we arrived from Nharira Tribal Trust Lands. These places of human habitation were dotted all over the cleared ground, without following a particular pattern. My father occupied the hut in the centre. Each of his three wives had a hut to themselves which they shared as a kitchen and a bedroom with their children. My grandmother and her blind mother shared one of the huts. Additionally, Father’s three spinsterish sisters Jasmine, Mavis and Lucia shared one of the huts also as a kitchen and a bedroom. Being a mere toddler myself, I would not know whether my stepbrother Misheck (who would be about eleven years old in 1951), stepsister Faith and my older brother Kaston, both of whom would be six and seven years old at that time, had started school or not. Reportedly born in 1940 or thereabouts, stepbrother Misheck (Raphael) was more than old enough to have started school and to be assigned more difficult tasks. For example, that he assisted by walking about sixty kilometres from Nharira to the farm at Maronda Mashanu, driving my father’s herd of cattle and other livestock my father owned. At their ages of six and seven years, my older brother Kaston Roland and stepsister Faith would only be expected to assist with carrying out lighter duties, including helping their parents draw water, tidying up duties around the house and (in the case of Faith) fetching firewood from the forests nearby. Collecting firewood was not that much of a challenge as dead wood was in plentiful supply in the surrounding virgin bush.




    At the impressionable age of five years or thereabouts, the only young children I could interact with in the homestead then were my young brother Irrigation (Wilfred) and my nephew Last (Bernard). They were still little children themselves with a two to three-year age gap between me and them. Thus in the first year or two of my life at the farm, I was very much a loner in the absence of other children of the same age as myself. Surprisingly and despite the massive age gap between them, Misheck (Raphael) and Kaston (Roland) appeared to have bonded well as a pair and I always observed them interacting freely with one another. As I did not have other agemates with to spend time with, the only choice left for me was to engage in ‘baby-talk’ with either Irrigation (Wilfred) or nephew Last (Bernard) who were still babies. Being the older child, I credit myself for perhaps contributing a positive influence towards Irrigation (Wilfred’s) and nephew Last’s (Bernard’s) speech development. I make this claim because by the time they were four years of age, the duo was quite loquacious and relatively more adept at language use than I was. Being of the same age, the two little boys spoke with each other more than with me.




    Communication between my three aunts and I was minimal. They were already far too old as young ‘girls’ for me to interact with often. I did not often talk to the spinsters, and they did not volunteer to chat with me either except to exchange scant greetings with them when I met any of them outdoors near their hut. I have just described them as being spinsterish because all of them had passed their sell-by dates to continue using the term ‘girls’. They were in their mid-twenties or older at the time of the big move from Nharira Tribal Trust Lands to the farm. They were a close-knit group, almost always together. If they were not in their hut, they would go as a group to fetch water from a spring well which was about a mile from the temporary site; or they would walk together into the nearby bushes to collect firewood. Otherwise in the winter months when there was little work to be done in the fields, they confined themselves to their hut. From this venue, they would occasionally dart across to my Granny’s hut (their mother). Just to remind you Granny shared her hut with her blind old mother. The ‘girls’ would help with cleaning up or cooking of food for the elderly occupants both of whom were no longer spring chickens.




    In the evenings after meals, all of us children, including the older ones like Misheck Raphael, Kaston Kufakunesu Roland and Faith, assembled in Granny’s hut to listen and enjoy fantastic stories narrated by either Granny herself or her elderly blind mother. Even if the latter had lost her sight due to old age, her stories were spellbinding. Some of them were liable to be extravagant and camp, but despite all that, there was something enchanting about them. Nearly all the stories they told involved animals with the most enthralling clever rabbit almost always taking advantage of the baboon, making him look very foolish. Some of the hunting stories they told required us to participate by chanting certain parts of the story while the storyteller plodded on with the rest of the storyline. The narrators made us feel happy because bits of some of their stories made us laugh a lot. We would retire late on such nights following wild exchanges of banter. On moonlit nights when it was not very dark, we would gather in the courtyard and the older children would take turns in leading us to dramatise some of the stories the grannies had told us. We derived so much fun playing the roles of the different characters in the stories. Some of the dramatisations we laid on reflected what was happening in the community in which our farm was set.




    After these nights of drama, I remember that even if I was still just a child, the storylines in the plays would continue to be subjects for intense conversation and discussion and even disputes among us. That was healthy for those of us who were growing up mentally and getting to grips with the realities of the world around us. From our numerous dramatisations of some of the stories in broad daylight later, how all of us role-played different characters and engaged in innocent exchanges of banter and uproarious laughter, the joy and camaraderie that flowed from these group efforts unwittingly assisted in enhancing my cognitive, social, and linguistic development.




    The nights were invariably very quiet except on moonlit nights. Some nights in the first few months of my family’s arrival at the farm were so dark that you could hardly see any objects within one’s arms reach. There was something eerie and unpleasant about being up and about on a dark night. There was no way of knowing who you would meet or what strange animals of the night you would run into. Darkness itself held a vague queer terror among us children, even the bravest among us. My older brothers would always remind me it was taboo to whistle at night lest such reckless indulgences made the spirits angry or invited witches. Lions, leopards, hyenas, and other reptiles were the stuff with which we enjoyed the litany of stories narrated to us by our grannies. However, these animals and reptiles became sinister and uncanny under the blanket of solid darkness that was cast over our homestead promptly after sunset. None of us would dare call snakes by their names because, as adults whispered in our ears, those snakes would hear and might pay us visits while we slept. I could not imagine myself welcoming such creepy crawlies as visitors, and in the thickness of darkness for that matter. Instead, I was advised to call them ‘string’ or something to that effect. Consequently, I stayed close to my mother or my older brothers on dark nights. Better still, I always made sure comfort in numbers was my watchword as soon as night fell and that in the event of any danger or threat to my safety, others would intervene and prevent me from being injured or coming to any serious harm.




    A cloudless night would present a completely different scenario. The full moon shone brightly from a cloudless sky. The happy voices of little children playing in the open spaces between the huts would clearly ring out. I, my little nephew Last (Bernard), young brother Irrigation (Wilfred) together with Wonder, Fainah (who were recent additions to the family and growing up very quickly) would engage in ‘hide and seek’ games at the end of which peals of laughter and shouts of joy broke out when the one hiding and their secret hiding place had been discovered.




    I noticed that even older boys and older girls like my aunties Jasmine and Lucia would also remember their days as little girls on such nights and might even join us in the ‘hide and seek games’. Elsewhere, my father’s wives would often visit each other’s huts, or they would walk over to the grannies’ hut where they exchanged greeting pleasantries, chatted away or start singing familiar tunes until they returned refreshed to their huts late on those lovely nights. The only person who seemed unmoved or unaffected by these changes in the movements of the moon was my father. After he had partaken of his evening meals – each of his wives served him an evening meal separately – he quietly escaped to his own hut where he relaxed on his bed, keeping rigidly to himself. I have already pointed out that my aunties Mavis, Jasmine and Lucia were already old enough to attract attention from male suitors for marriage purposes, but they were still stuck with their older brother’s family until a marriageable date in future, yet to be reached. It seemed standard practice for some of these old ‘girls’ to marry later in their lives. Anyway, on such pleasant nights, they would stand as a pair at the edge of the village whence they would be heard chattering inaudibly and clapping hands cheerfully, accompanied by little hops and jumps to punctuate messages of affection contained in missives they would have received from their male pursuers, who for the moment should remain strictly unknown to everybody else but themselves. Hence the whispers and inaudible chattering in the moonlit night.




    Listening carefully in the brief intervals of the cacophony of those multitudinous noises in the moonlit night, it happened that I would sneak out to empty my bladder in the small bushes just behind the round,  grass-thatched huts. I would hear rodents faintly squeak and rasp through the dry tufts of grass and fallen tree leaves on the ground below. Ah, I would think to myself, these are some of the nocturnal creatures whose night shift in search of food had started with the fall of dusk. Looking in the distance about a mile away, visibility became poorer, but all was peaceful and quiet, especially when there was no wind blowing. My father would soon have chopped down a few trees to clear the land and open new fields in preparation for the forthcoming planting season. However, the job was still to be completed, so several stumps the height of a man appeared to stand still in the semi-darkness like soldiers on parade. Uncertain of both my security and safety, I would short-circuit my passing of urine and dash back into the courtyard to regroup with the others lest those tree stumps were real people who could suddenly run towards me and abduct me! The thought of horrible things happening to me was terrifying. Then as I nipped along snapping dry wooden twigs beneath my feet, a surprised night owl would suddenly whoosh past me and flap its wings just over my head as it flew at the speed of an arrow to a hidden perch somewhere in the nearby trees.




    Meanwhile, the moon would slowly glide across a clear, star-studded galaxy. Farther down the river valley, about a mile and a half away, I would occasionally hear a choir of frogs competing to sing in discordant tones and voices thanking God, as it were, for the abundant rainfall and the water that never stopped flowing in the river. Their music would mingle with the splashing sounds of water as it tumbled and tripped over rocks and snaked through rounded and rectangular crevices and stony outcrops on its long journey down the Chiputya River.




    Such was the unique joy, feeling of liberation and of fear, that these moonlit nights ushered into my years of growing up. Already at that tender age of five or six years, I began to sense that there was a joy, a happiness in life that we seemed to be missing in our straitjacketed environment. My senses packed all these different impressions and others, too many to elaborate upon, into my subconscious.


  




  

    Chapter 4


    Never too early to know about ‘consequences’ and taking responsibility for my actions




    Events moved on rapidly after my family settled at the farm. In the short space of two years, the large family had moved bag and baggage from the temporary site we had camped at on arriving from Nharira Tribal Trust Lands. The new site, a more permanent fixture and home for me until I turned just over ten years of age, was approximately two miles northwards from the old temporary site. Half-a-mile further north, and just beyond a small grove of ‘misasa’ trees, was the Chiwandire Farm homestead. The Chiwandire’s were our nearest next door neighbours from the new farm compound. At between sixty and seventy hectares of land, their farm was comparatively smaller than our own ninety hectares. I was then a small boy of about seven years, leaving roughly three years’ age difference between me and two other little boys, my young brother Irrigation (Wilfred) and my nephew Last (Bernard).




    The two little boys were growing up very quickly and catching up fast with me due to my stunted physical development. Also repeating some details, there had been new additions to the family. Young brother to me, Wonder (later christened Gibson) and stepsister Fainah (later christened Sylvia) had reportedly been born on the same day in the year the family arrived at the farm from Nharira Tribal Trust Lands. The name ‘Fainah’ was allegedly linked with Father’s disappointment when he discovered that Stepmother Jessica’s new baby was a girl when he had wished her to be a boy. My father is said to have resigned himself to the unalterable fact of the infant baby girl’s arrival. But he is believed to have vowed that ‘Fainah’ would be the last (the final!) baby girl my Stepmother Jessica would give birth to after the two girls Faith and Finah had been born before her.




    Two or three years down the line, Stepmother Marumbidza gave birth to her first child, Tichaona (later Christened Newton) with Father. This man was keeping himself quite busy and active, allowing no time of respite for his hapless wives. Meanwhile, Marumbidza’s first child (Chishamiso), who was her daughter from a previous relationship, had been allowed to join the rest of us at the farm. Chishamiso was perhaps a little bit older than Wonder and Sylvia when she joined us at the farm from Chivese Village in Nharira Tribal Trust Lands. The homestead was steadily filling up with children. Curiously, more offspring were in the pipeline. Then to everyone’s surprise one day, following an absence of two days ostensibly to attend what was touted as a big farmers’ conference in Manyene Tribal Trust Lands, Father arrived back at the farm homestead wheeling his bicycle upon which was a strange looking cargo.




    Quietly sitting on the carrier of his bicycle was a young woman who my father, carelessly and without any show of compunction, introduced to his mother and sisters as his fourth wife. She was not introduced to either of his senior wives. I did not hear my mother and her other ‘sisters’ voice their consternation. However, from their body language, you could easily tell they were saying: “Oh no, not another woman in this harem! One would have thought the three of us were already a crowd!” As time passed, they would occasionally be heard asking, “Who has more than one wife in all the farms in the neighbourhood?”




    Notwithstanding; whatever objections his senior wives might have entertained were never to be vented or expressed loudly. They dared not challenge my father on these matters without risking abuse or ill treatment. There were approximately twenty-eight small-scale farms in Maronda Mashanu Native Purchase Area. My father was the odd man out. He was the only one, as far as I knew, who was a polygamist. I had become aware that the land we were farming on had once been owned by an Anglican Priest named Father Arthur Shearly Cripps who, though late then, had founded the Maronda Mashanu community and that when he died in 1952, he had left the community with a strong Christian ethos. My father’s polygamy, a practice that was regarded as heathen and unchristian in that community, became palpable.




    Even those of us who were mere children began to question the truthfulness of the reason given for father’s absence from the farm for two days, allegedly to attend a farmers’ conference at an unspecified venue, somewhere in Manyene Tribal Trust Lands. As father appeared to have made no prior arrangements in advance of the arrival of his new wife, he made her share the hut and barn used by his mother. At the age of six or so years, I was old enough to read or analyse events as they unfolded, but I dared not ask any questions about these things I saw lest I got my wings clipped for going over the top. However, the reality was there before my eyes: the sudden arrival of a woman who my father said was his fourth wife ruffled quite a few feathers among his wives, resulting in what I term as matrimonial complications later.




    To the west of our farm and stretching for endless miles both to the north and south was a farm that had vibrant grasslands as grazing areas for numerous herds of cattle and huge thick forests with trees closely packed together. Anyone unlucky enough to lose their way in the maze formed in the thick forests would need a well-trained team of ‘lost and found’ investigators to find them. The massive farmland, running parallel to our miniscule of a farm in the adjacent Native Purchase Area, belonged to none other than a European farmer who went by the name ‘Kerry Schultz.’ Pronouncing the tongue-twisting two names together was a bit of a mouthful for the local Shona-speaking people, so we simply called the farm Kerry’s farm (‘kwaKeri’ in the local dialect) or Schultz’s farm (‘kwaChorosi’). To mark it off from the small and poorly maintained Native Purchase Area farms on its eastern side, a six-foot barbed wire boundary fence had been constructed probably years before the Native Purchase Area Scheme came into existence.




    Along the fence were steel, circular prism poles of the same height holding up to six strands of the barbed wire and placed along the boundary fence at ten-yard intervals. Standing upright at ninety degrees all of them, the steel poles had been driven into the ground and secured in their holes with concrete. In between the poles were thinner, rectangular steel supports which had been attached to the strands of fence, using thinner but strong pieces of metal string. The six strands of barbed wire had been stretched so tautly that, notwithstanding the vagaries of weather changes, the wire did not dangle or become drab. Durable-looking and so professionally executed, the fence had been made to last until eternity. The message this piece of workmanship conveyed was that the white man’s land was a no-go area and that the black native Africans who lived next door to it must keep out and dare not enter this prohibited area. In sharp contrast, many of the score or so of the small farms huddled together like a clutch of eggs, competing for space next to this huge farm, did not have any boundaries or perimeter fences between them.




    In fact, the so-called boundary fences were something all the small-scale farmers could only dream about because they simply lacked the financial resources to undertake such expensive farm development projects. When opportunities were availed to some of the farmers later on, the fences which were erected were replaced by mere trigonometrical beacons as markers between farms which were of poor quality. The boundary fences subsequently erected between my father’s and our neighbours Chiwandire, Tagarira and Chigwaza were characteristically the three-strand or four strand barbed wire fences. But the poor quality wooden poles and supports provided by the sparse bushlands on the farms held the fences up but only for very short periods. The strands of fence either became bedraggled dangled, or ultimately fell to the ground due to the untreated wood becoming ravaged by weather changes or eaten away by ants. Because there were no strong fences or perimeter boundaries between our neighbouring farms, farmers frequently quarrelled when cattle or other domesticated animals like goats or donkeys strayed into neighbouring farmers’ fields and devoured the crops growing in them.




    Our new homestead was sited at a place just as one went around the bend to reach the north of ‘Makumimai Mountain’ which rose majestically before it, approximately two hundred to two hundred and fifty yards from the base of this geographical feature. Often during the day and standing at the edge of the homestead, I would call loudly or whistle facing the slopes of the mountain. The sounds echoed several times in adjacent spurs and caves farther up the mountain side. Frighteningly, it was as if imaginary strangers living in places up against the mountain also called or whistled back in response. It was intriguing listening to the echoes returning to the homestead when nobody else was about. When I remembered I was alone in the farm compound and sensed my insecurity, I quickly abandoned the silly and senseless practice of whistling or calling at the mountain. Moments after I had stopped the habit, I would check again quietly, making sure that no sub-humans or total strangers had descended from the mountain cliffs and were walking towards our homestead to collect me or do horrible things to me.




    Farmer Kerry Schultz’s farm boundary fence cuts right across a third of the western side of Makumimai Mountain. After mounting the steeper northern slopes and briefly straddling the halfmoon-shaped flat surface across the summit of the mountain, the huge fence and accompanying steel posts descended the mountain’s gentler slopes behind it. On reaching the bottom of the mountain, the perimeter fence carried on across a small stream and by-passed my father’s farm on the left and proceeded beyond Chigwaza’s Farm to an unknown destination further on. As I looked at the positioning of the six-foot poles along the fence, they resembled a troop of soldiers lined up on parade, all of them standing upright with their hands straight down beside them in a ruler-straight line. The narrow strip of land along the Chiputya River, a mile east of our farm had been declared as ‘crown land’. None of the local farmers owned it.




    The farmers Chiwandire, my own father, Pfumojena, Tagarira, Pfende, Mashonganyika and Marisira further up the river, whose lands bordered along the river had prescribed limits beyond which they were not permitted to plough or grow crops. Across the river to the east from our farm was a small to medium size farm. That farm belonged to the Pfumojenas. Looking towards the east from Father’s farm, the Pfumojenas Farm was on a bit to the left. In the south of the Pfumojenas was Father Arthur Shearly Cripps’s approximately ten-hectare farm which had been retained as a spiritual centre in tribute to and in honour of the reverend gentleman. Since his death in 1952, his remains remained interred at his shrine aptly called Maronda Mashanu or ‘Five Wounds’. The holy shrine was (and still is) less than a kilometre from the crown land along the Chiputya River and my father’s farm in the west on the opposite side of the river. Father Cripps had named that river the ‘River Jordan’ because that was where the priest baptised newly converted Christians. The shrine was only about two kilometres from the farm homestead where I spent all my early and middle childhood.




    On a quiet day in that rural neighbourhood, anybody could call with a raised voice and easily be heard from Pfumojena Farm homestead which was about two miles north of Father Cripps’s shrine. The caller’s voice could easily be picked up by anybody at Chiwandire Farm as well as by anybody working in the fields on my father’s farm, both just across the river. One of Sekuru Pfumojena’s daughters, Matimbe, was renowned for her loud voice which, when she called out, rang out like a church bell summoning parishioners to come to church, reaching far and wide. Before he died in 1952, Father Cripps – who reportedly lived a simple villager’s life at the shrine – had maintained a small orchard with apple, banana, and orange plants. sixty-five years later or thereabouts, as I write this memoir after his death, some of the orange plants have survived the vagaries of weather to this day, yet nobody from among his parishioners in the local community voluntarily took responsibility upon themselves to take care of the orchard. The orange plants had grown tall. When the season was good, these orange trees produced yellow, juicy, sweet fruit.




    At that stage of history that I write about and describe in this narrative, the late Reverend Father Cripps’s shrine at Maronda Mashanu Mission did not have a perimeter fence around it. I do not know if it has one now, but the serenity and solitude that forever pervaded the shrine gave it a forbidding atmosphere. Yes, there was unwritten permission for us to graze our cattle in the area surrounding the shrine. But nobody could just walk into the grounds of that holy place without feeling a sense that you were trespassing on someone’s property. However typical of childish impertinence, we little boys would often dare to sneak into Father Cripps’ orchard to fetch some fruit.




    I was seven years old or thereabouts when one day I was herding cattle not far from Father Cripps’ orchard. It was a hot noon day, and I assumed my herd of cattle had had enough to eat. Leaving nearly all of them lying on the ground in the shade of huge trees just over the riverbank, I made a quick dash to Father Cripps’ orchard to pick some ripe oranges, if I could find any. I did not have to go far, just three hundred yards or so away following a winded path through a small woodland. My wish was that if I found any of the juicy fruit in the orchard, I would quickly return and continue keeping an eye on my herd of cattle while munching my oranges. Barely ten minutes later when I was trying to reach the third yellow orange that dangled invitingly high up in the tree, I suddenly heard the shrilly voice of a woman calling loudly from a distance north of Father Cripps’s shrine. Initially, I ignored it and desperately continued trying to bring the orange at the top of the tree down, using a long dry stick. The voice persisted:




    “Kune ariko here mhiri uko-oo,




    mombe mumunda kwaPfumojena-aa!




    Ndati pane arikundinzwa here mombe




    mumunda kwaPfumojena uko




    Nhaiweeee-ee! KwaMudyara nhaiweeeeeee,




    mombe mumunda kwa




    Pfumojena dzapedza zviyo zvese nhaiweeeeeee eeeee!”




    My father’s farm was the nearest to that edge of the Pfumojena Farm, so the message conveyed by the woman was saying, the Pfumojena homestead was saying that two or so kilometres away – she could see a whole herd of cattle in rapoko’s (zviyo), not far from Father Cripps’ shrine. She was pleading; asking whether anyone who was nearer, anybody from my father’s farm or the nearby Chiwandire’s farm, ould run and take the cattle out of the field as they were snipping off the rapoko ears which had almost reached harvesting stage in the field. I hurriedly ran back to the site where I had left my herd of cattle, all resting under the shade of trees. I found the entire herd had gone! The woman’s voice was still calling piercingly. Her thin but sharp voice was ringing in the air, and it lacerated through the hot afternoon atmosphere. Recognising the voice as that of a woman who was popularly known as Matimbe, I sensed danger. Throwing away the two oranges I held in my hands into the undergrowth, I ran through the bushes towards Pfumojena’s fields.




    My herd of cattle was all over the field. All of them were having a feast. I succeeded in driving those that had complied with my shouting out of the field. However, there was a small herd, lugubrious and ungainly to the point of caricature, which walked reluctantly as they chewed the rapoko ears that filled their mouths. You might have thought they wanted me to push them out of the field. I was subsequently successful in ejecting the whole herd out of the field. Looking around fearfully as I drove the cattle out of the field, I noticed that almost an acre of the field had been ruined.




    Just as I reached the edge of the field with the remainder of the cattle intending to drive the whole herd across the river back to a grazing area in our farm, my father suddenly arrived on the scene. The shrilly voice of the woman at Pfumojena Farm two kilometres or so away from our farm had reached him while he was working in one of his fields. He and I drove the entire herd of cattle, some of them still chewing remnants of the rapoko (millet) ears in their mouths voraciously and swishing their tails in the process.




    I was not too happy seeing him arrive to help me drive the cattle across the river. Looking around quickly as my father and I drove the cattle out of the field, I noted with dismay half that the field had been ruined. Before long, my father pretended to want to help me drive the cattle cross the river. “Er-r let’s work together, Kingi, to get the whole herd cross the river. Over here, find a stick and get this cow near me to get across, eh!” he prompted. “I beg your pardon, Dad. What do you want me to do?” I asked nervously with my heart thumping against my ribs. It was clear the man had a hidden agenda. I quickly surmised that there was trouble on the way. Then before long, he thundered, “Where have you put your ears, you? I said get a move on, son. Please, don’t waste my time. Drive this cow nearer me here and get it to cross the river like all the others are doing!”




    I was tempted to thank him for his kindness in rushing over from our own farm just across the river to help me drive the cattle from the neighbour’s rapoko field. However, what I could not understand was that he pretended to want to help me drive some of the cattle which were nearest to me rather than those at the extreme end nearer him. Of course, he had an ulterior motive. It quickly dawned on me that his trick was for me to be near to him. With me close at hand, he would find it easy to reach out, grab me and give me a beating for letting the cattle stray into other people’s fields and eat their rapoko crop.




    My only alternative was to make a run for it if I could. I suddenly broke into a sprint and tried to escape into the nearby bushes. That was a tactical error on my part. I had no chance with my father who had once been a policeman-like messenger at the District Commissioner’s Offices. He wore a pair of shorts that day, so his mode of dress made it easy for him to run and catch up with a fleeing little boy. Holding both my thin wrists in the vice grip of his massive left palm, he obtained a fresh ‘mutondo’ stick off the main plant with one mighty tug of his right hand and he gave me the mother of all battering’s. My loud wailing and grovelling for forgiveness and for him to let me go fell on deaf ears. My wriggling, jumping and wildly dancing about while he held me tightly with his left hand came to no avail.




    It was such a pity that neither my mother nor any other adult was anywhere in the vicinity to intervene and stop him from continuing to unleash those vile strokes on me. He only stopped thrashing me and let me go when he became tired of landing the countless strokes all over my back and even on my clean-shaven head. That was the first time he had beaten me so brutally. It was my father’s pattern of meting out punishment not just to me but to all his children, especially those of us boys.




    After beating me so cruelly, he never bothered to find out how I felt or if his beatings had caused wounds on my skin or made my skin swell. Instead, he harshly ordered me to drive the cattle back into the grazing areas of our farm while he shuffled back to the field from whence, he had originally responded to the urgent call to remove stray cattle from the ‘rapoko’ field belonging to the Pfumojenas. Parts of my shaven head had bumps on it from the beatings. As my father walked back to his field of maize leaving me alone with the cattle, as if nothing had happened, I experienced a terrific headache. It felt as if I was carrying a thousand kilograms of metal objects on my head. That experience gave me a deep sense of injury not just to my body but also to my inner self; I hated my father with a passion for most of that afternoon.




    Starting off as one of the many poor and unemployed village youths in Nharira Tribal Trust Lands, my father had no choice but to go looking for employment. While his agemates went looking for menial jobs at large European-owned farms nearby or as labourers in mines which were sprouting all over, he was lucky enough to be employed as a mere Messenger at the District Native Commissioner’s Offices in the then Charter (now Chikomba) District. Securing that job at The Range while the great bulk of his agemates were getting employment as labourers on white men’s farms and mines gave his ego an enormous boost. My father’s ego was further inflated by the success and fame achieved within a short time as a senior messenger. He used his air of superiority to look down on other men, his own wives and children and everybody else.




    His fame in the community as the most trusted messenger at the DC’s Offices; often seen accompanying the white officers, the ‘Mambos’, when they toured ‘native’ villages sprawled across vast swathes of the district, grew like wildfire in the dry season. Even when he subsequently resigned from his job as a messenger to relocate to Maronda Mashanu to occupy his newly acquired small-scale farm, my father was not completely a stranger to his counterparts in the new African Purchase Area. He had been one of the messengers from the District Native Commissioner’s Offices who local villagers frequently observed accompanying ‘white’ Land Development Officers or surveyors at the time when the land that would later be named ‘Maronda Mashanu Native Purchase Area’ was being demarcated into farms in the late 1930s! The man who had ridden on the crest of his wave just ten to fifteen years previously, then the villagers were looking at now, was a man who, though previously had been a farmer with a landholding in his name, and still enjoyed his old fame and popularity.




    My father was tall but of medium build].




    His bushy moustache and double chin that was always clean-shaven gave him a severe appearance. When he walked, his body was ramrod straight and his arms at the elbows were slightly parted from the thoracic area of his chest, giving people the impression that he was about to give somebody a good hiding, at any time, at the slightest provocation; and pounce on other men, my father often did, if they expressed a different opinion from his. He had a slight stammer in his speech, so whenever he lost his temper, and he could not get words out to vent his anger immediately, he resorted to the use of his fists. He was notorious for that behaviour at beer-drinking parties or group community efforts (nhimbes or majakwara) in the local African Purchase Area and the nearby congested ‘Reserves’ or ‘Lines’.




    There was one exception, though. One of the few men he dared not cross swords with was our neighbour, Mr Martin Chiwandire. Usually, the latter was a quiet man who was reticent about his past. He was renowned for his efficiency in putting up a good fight, having previously had stints working as a mine labourer in Johannesburg Gold Mines, back in the ‘Wenela’ days. The man had been exposed to the rough and tumble of life where he had dealt with rough riders of all sorts in that city known for its ‘tsotsis’, tricksters, and all kinds of social misfits, so he was no pushover. We used to call him affectionately ‘Vamujubeki’ meaning simply ‘The Johannesburger’. My father would usually give this man a wide berth and treat him with great care lest it would be his turn to get thumped.




    I have already hinted on my father’s absence of feeling after the beating he gave me near Father Arthur Shearly Cripps’s shrine the other day. I now attribute his character to the fact that he was sadly lacking in the soft touch. He rarely, if ever, engaged in small talk with any of us, his children. As it was, I rarely saw him playfully or affectionately talk to any of his wives. When the need for him to speak to any members of his family arose, it was with a voice that was loud, harsh, unpleasant, and punctuated with the rumbles of a thunderous storm. Being the father-figure in the homestead, all power and authority pivoted on him like a door hinge turns around a pin. He ruled his household with a strict code of ethics. His wives and all of us lived in perpetual fear of his fiery temper. There was no difference in the manner with which Father meted out justice on incidents of wrongdoing between adults and children in the home. The person he deferred to only was his mother, my Granny or his own mother’s mother. The old English proverb ‘When the cat is away, the mice will play’ fitted in nicely with our circumstances. Whenever father was absent from the farm during the day, attending either a farmers’ meetings somewhere or meeting with friends at beer-drinking parties out there in the ‘reserves’, all would be peaceful and quiet at the farm compound. We would all be very happy. If we were laughing and chatting away happily and he suddenly arrived in the homestead and entered the hut where we were gathered, the fear-free intercourse we were enjoying would end with the abruptness of a clap of thunder. The subdued lighting in the room rendered the atmosphere an air of foreboding. Like frightened rats, we would bolt out of the venue one by one to another where we felt safe from danger. Even from those safe venues where we had escaped to in the large farm homestead, we often picked up noises of disagreement between him and some his wives, especially my mother with whom he often picked quarrels of one sort or the other. Doors would be banged or slammed. Cries and squeals of pain would be heard as the victims of his brutal beatings escaped into the dark night. Often, the heavy punishments he meted out either to his children or his wives would be for comparatively minor offences ranging from failing to complete an assignment to letting a troop of baboons or monkeys raid a field of maize because you accidentally fell asleep at an appointed spot and thus failed to scare them away!




    I have grown well beyond middle-age myself as I write this memoir, but I can never forget this day when, following a whole day’s absence at beer-drinking parties in ‘Mutasa Reserves’ five miles away, he suddenly hobbled into the farm compound. It was around nine o’clock in the evening. Although stars twinkled in a cloudless sky, there was no moonlight, and the night was quite dark. My young brother Irrigation (Wilfred) and I were still awake. We sat chatting with our mother in her round hut before we would finally go to bed in our ‘bedroom’ in the main farmhouse. In the centre of the hut was a fire which had begun burning brightly due to the dry and old ‘Musasa’ logs mother had added to stoke it. In addition to the brightness the flames of the fire produced, a candlestick placed on a bare floor near the mantelpiece at the back of the hut produced its own light. On the fire was a huge three-legged metal pot in which mother was boiling pumpkins, some of which we were going to eat for our lunch meal on the following day. Father suddenly banged the door open and walked into mother’s hut. Breathing heavily and without sitting down, he glared at us and mother in the candlelight. He was a big man and his whole frame filled the hut’s entrance. Struggling to speak as he was clearly drunk, he ordered mother to leave the hut at once as he had a bone to chew with both Irrigation (Wilfred) and I. He rarely talked to us as, looking at each other in bewilderment, my young brother and I wondered what that was all about. The sequence of events that followed had obviously been carefully premeditated. As Mother was leaving the hut as ordered, Wilfred’s attempt to leave together with our mother was fiercely resisted by Father.




    Glowering at him angrily, he gave my young brother such a shove that he fell onto the floor by the kitchen mantelpiece while father slammed shut the home-made door with his gumboot shod right foot. Within a minute of mother stepping outside the hut, Father pulled from behind his back a thick freshly cut ‘Mutondo’ stick from somewhere under the bottom of his shirt. As soon as Irrigation (Wilfred) caught sight of the stick hidden under the shirt behind him, he became quite unsettled and started begging to be allowed to leave, rubbing his palms together and appealing for father to accept his plight: “Father, please let me go. I don’t want you to beat me today. You can beat Kingston (Lawrence) today if you want, but please spare me the stick!”




    Irrigation (Wilfred) was so terrified of being beaten, hence his employment of a charm offensive to persuade Father kindly to consider sparing him the rod; but our father flatly ignored what I think he may have interpreted to as my young brother’s unintelligible mumbling. He prefaced his action, clearly premeditated, with a badly crafted little speech in which he accused us of an offence which he said had occurred a week or two before, none of which Wilfred or I could recollect: “I’m not going to have children who let the cattle you’re grazing stray into my large maize field and allow them to eat most of the cobs of maize that were ready for picking. So, for your negligence, both of you Kingi and Irrigation, are going to get it thick today. I’m quite sure that after today’s beating, there’ll not be a repeat of the same carelessness from you.”
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