[image: image1.jpg]@@ BRITISH
®® COUNCIL



[image: image2.png]



[image: image1.jpg]
[image: image3]

‘Mavambo: The Beginning’
[Short Story]
by Batsirai Easther Chigama
I remember vividly my first visit to the city with trees running in the opposite direction whilst I set in awe and in recollection of trees that ran in grandma’s folk tales.  The faster the bus sped the faster the trees seemed to vanish past my window.  My eyes glued on the window, the grass, the people, goats and cows all running past in the direction where we were coming from, I wondered why they didn’t want to go to the great city.
Father and my younger brother lived in the city whilst my paternal grandmother and I lived with mother in Murewa.  This as far as I remember was my first visit to Harare.  The chips and drinks when we took a recess at Bhora were to me the first touch of city life.  We never got these at home not without father gracing our homestead which he hardly did.

The houses in Glen View were neat even though most of them were half-finished including ours.  Most of them were fenced and gated with wire mesh unlike back home where there was that prickly barbed wire.  They had cement floors and brick walls not cow dung.  In front of most of the houses lay heaps of sand and broken bricks that quickly lost their value as the young boys converted them to toy cars and buses.

I remember how mesmerized I was when mother switched on the lights.  Compared, the paraffin lamp that we used at home seemed a pale shadow of the light that illuminated from the oblong thing hanging on the roof, mother called it girobhu.  The thing could light the inside only and not the rest of the world like the sun and moon did, what a pity I thought, one would need plenty of those oblong things to light the whole city.  Harare, I sighed.  I had not slept since mother told us about the journey to see father.  I had awoken in the middle of the night, a few hours before the cockerel started crowing heralding the breaking of a new day and I had not slept after that afraid I would be left behind.    I did not eat the porridge mother prepared for us either, the excitement made me full and already I was anticipating the opening of the school term so that I could brag about my visit to Harare as Lindiwe always did after each holiday.

Most women on 33rd Crescent had come to greet mother asking if she had brought groundnuts, roundnuts, muboora and such.  In the city my mother was known as mai Themba, the name of my brother but back home she was mai Martha, my mother.  I did not understand this, neither did I understand the women’s fascination over muboora as I had always thought that people in the city ate meat everyday.  They chatted awhile and left such that by the time I finally went to bed my knees were hurting from curtseying to these strange women who painted their lips and cheeks red and looked really funny to me I thought that they were ghosts.  They looked strange like the women I sometimes saw when I stole auntie Kuda’s Parade Magazine.  

When father came just before the sun sank into it’s mother, he brought bananas, biscuits and Lobels bread - how the aroma filled the whole kitchen; he must have known exactly what day we were arriving.  The biscuits we could not eat as mother said it would spoil our appetite.  In my mind I knew I was going to get a greater share of the biscuits than my brothers for I had mastered the art of feigning sickness convincingly which would mean I would sleep in my parent’s bedroom in the afternoon giving me the opportunity to do justice to my appetite for sweet things.  

My brother and I slept in the tangwena which was behind the main house.  Only four rooms were roofed on the main plan.  The other two rooms were rented to a babamunini something whose name I do not remember but I remember he was an ice cream man.  He brought us ice cream almost everyday.  Life was good in the city.  We ate bakers bread from Lobels or Rubbins everyday, had tea with milk, bathed with jade soap instead of the dark brown tab of laundry soap that smelled like rotten eggs. Here there were plenty of tuck-shops so we didn’t have to walk miles and miles just to buy a packet of sugar.  We could listen to the radio all day long without worrying the batteries would go flat before father’s next visit which was once after every two months sometimes four months.

We watched Mvengemvenge at mai Bhure’s whose real name I found later was Blessing.  I always looked forward to this.  We would sit on the floor together with Bhure and watch the musical programme in silence.  Sometimes father came with us or he would come and collect us later.  Our meat and margarine were also kept in mai Bhure’s fridge.

The weekend before schools were to open mother and father took us shopping.  When we got into the city center mother had to hold my hand because the grandness of the place had me awed and several times mother had to track back and literally drag me as I stared at the dolls that were donned in clothes displayed on shop windows of buildings that seemed to rise from earth into the skies.  The hooting seemed never to stop I thought this was where cars were ‘born’.  

By the time we went home, Themba was complaining but I still wanted to walk about and experience the city.  I insisted that I hold my pair of tan tenderfoot shoes, my new school uniform and socks and new lacy dress that looked like the ones auntie Joe’s bride maids wore at her wedding.  Mother was frantic trying to wrestle the plastic bag from me saying I would lose it but I stood my ground until she gave up.  There was a long queue at the terminus.  The maroon and cream Harare United bus came and took us back to Glen View, back to a calm and slow life.

All bags packed, the hardest thing was saying goodbye to Bhure and all the other friends I had made.  Beyond that, the idea of going to a school that was ten kilometers away from home made me envy my brother who only had to cross one road from 33rd Crescent to get to school.  For a while I thought Themba was happy to see us go back but when he cried clutching mother I felt sorry for him.  For a person in grade four to do his own laundry and cook for himself when father was away was a bit heavy on Themba.  ‘I want to go with you ma, I don’t want to live alone,’ he cried.  ‘Don’t worry Themba your sister will be joining you next term, dry the tears now, there be a good boy,’ mother said.  I was coming to learn in the city?  I had not heard that piece of news before. I would have pirouetted if it wasn’t for the bag I was carrying. Mother looked at me and I smiled. ‘Don’t cry Themba,’ I said patting my brother on the back knowing that it was just a matter of three months before I was back in the city again and this pat will be endless fist fights with Themba.
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Girobhu 

globe (light bulb)
Mai




Mother
Babamunini 
Uncle
Muboora 

pumpkin leaves cooked as relish
Tangwena 

Cabin, usually made of wood 
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