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NJABULO Ndebele $

new book of hort sto-
ries bangs with it 20 ex-
hifirating.  current  of
“fresh air. Hlis  prose

s mb&lmw

in & Wy we have nut
seen in a long tme.
Neither the Sevenlies
nor  this Tmﬂ of the
Eighties e
l:llgsod with Ndebele's
sohid, vibrant prose fic-

‘. -fiom, especislly i the

form of the snort SIOTY.
Sipht Sepatnla, Bessie
Head, Mtutuzell Ma-
wshoba, Mioiam Fladi
are excrptions only in
the senge in which we

e

one of the most sénicy

black edicationists i 8
Wicety

the s country
rad  and- jusl as
Pqualfy piibhisked he 1S
‘2 wespoected
interpationally. Prol

Mphahlela will be

doing the occasianal
book roview and

Iterary pixe for The

SOWETAN as from
today

Professar £'skia Mg
higte (right) a professor
in Africen literature iz ]

meratu"

~reader “there’'s heavy

speak of dramalic aCtion . grafr coming on here”.
and busymess” of WRE e gurhors distinctive
porwved M8 susumt‘d method s 10 carry us
! mcmrf-""c —o-Slowly Tato his . slory

CNdebele's proseon-
wwwl Tawrde “m‘f’--’
greater craflsmanshiyp -

B withont

sacrifiving
thought and feeling: No
arks uye semt flying
—iere, o verbal horse-
. play. Indeed this young
wriler (only 33). begins

“ his stories in a low key
and allows the story to
baild vp to & pitch that
gives you a scnse of sub-

fime bigness in the indi- -

vidual’s life within the
stil) bigger communal
life. He leaves us pon-
denng the wonder  of
* childhood and its adven-,
turcs and discoveries in
relation to the stupidi-
tics. POMPOUSNERS,
snobbishness  displayed
by grown-ups.

“As he feit the first
drops of rain on his bare
arms, Thoba wondered
M he should run home

T guickly before there was

& downpoar . . " (“The
Testl), - "Aﬁet “sebool,
Munday A hot after-

- noon. Doksi, Wand and

1 are witlking home. We

- arc kicking things as we

=

walk along . . ." (“Un-
ce™).  “Vukami  wis
doang homework in his
bedroom when voices in
the living room slowly
filtered into his
mind . . " .

1 mean the stanes do
ot begin with the kind
- of deamatic achion i

suggests the profound

- expericnce and meaning

4

_each st lxgmngwun-
ot The ke

. Fool, also the lmogcst in

ithe’ - book,

and - The
Pruphetess are the only

storv- -

through = ~imple trans-

Ppaiend. dichion. i we

are compelled to koep

readhing  as the  diction

muasETes the paces o
us and we become emo-
tionally  involved  with
the life in the story. Yes,
bere v a masicr-grafts-
mas at work,

Bat Ndcbele is enter-
taining, too. Some of his
characters andd tiweie sit-
uatioas show gontle and
loving Bumoar, but tné
writer's solid intellect
maiataing a proper bal-
ance betweean character,
siteation and action.
There are no herocs
here in the sense of the
singular character who
dares the world {or his
socety)  with  brave
words and deecs and
brilliant intellect. Nde-
bele portriys the lifc of
a people in an vrban lo-
cation, Charterston (Ni-
gel) now no more. No
one is. going o yuss-the
hetto to the grovnd or
blow its walls to smithe-
reens.

Lifc gocs on, the peo-
ple are simple without
being simpletons. There
s 2 culture here Nde-
bele telks us he is cager
to depict. A confused
sarvival cultwee, but still
a way of life that hay its
own distinctive smells,
sounds, L, sun-
sels, soeial relation-
ships, ptenccupations.
This is the dramn of Af-
rican hfe that we all too

oftcn ignore in fuvour of

‘the event touched off by

ragism, - pohtical action
cand s on. We forget
thidt inspite of the “sys-

=weh other,  we saffer
but glso endfare. survive,

Indeed the weites Hemi-
self hus pubbcly - sup-
ported this wiston of life
through  “postive  pro-
Yot Fhin POLITEYS 4 45
& poople -who shoulid
,(-a‘ﬁm'o our etlslzncc

and dreamws rather than

as - grovelling  derclicts,

perpetually hamiliated,

cven chitdlike.

Ndebele cin do this
competently because, as
be mforms os, he is not
writing pnmmilv for the
“human  race”, bt
rather for the nnmwme
sudience around him
with wbom a dealogne s

And yet it is also troe to
sty thist the greal writer

the instingt 1o
creaie 4 work with local
appeal that ako strikes a
common chord clse-
where in the wide wide
world.

trompet-playing uncle
grows up ax the older
man opens ap his heart
and mind to bim. Gio-
tesque things bappen in
locanions {a more ox-
pressivé. name  than
“townships”). The bees
upetling and scattenny
communion in a church

Our Lond are leaving
without Him" is at onee

8 % *vu

‘ ltqu famrc ofour kfe "

i which we: aften fmi 1o

The teacher,
central fugurc, &.thc

anly onc wh is sizaply
aware of hﬂ own Gk
nres.

most peinful burden,
seldom elcvating,  The
young sctivist rails
aguinst e people who
don’t share bis sense of
chaos and urgeney, i
thew lives. They are
fools. But he-is aléh .4 .
fool; e allows hmsd!

matice unroalistic  Ter-
roprwhesewet Bé wann
to incite trapped auds
ences ko political ac-
tion. The teacher’s wite,
for all her years of long-
saffering during -2 bar-
ren mumied life (baaren
in more seases than one)
turns ot 1o have boen 2
fool alf alogg. Even -
"now, in (ke Snal stages
of ber ition, she

The imm B0, et
this awsreaess is s

© to b pnded. by s ©

will oot jeave her his .

band.

Ind’iect Ndebdtxx
mua“thsnw
hfc arc no straight
answers for its  hard-
ships, its bravenes and
fuilures, its wisdom and
foolishnesses™,

There is the  shast-

story whose  central
theme is a political inc
dent, or whose context

is dominated by political

action acd speeches,

takes the politica! condi-
tions larpely for granted.
The author aimply gets
on with the business of
creating something out
of the hyman drama
around us and in us, real
or imagined. Third, the
stoyy that deals with po-
litical turbulence, but
depicts our day-to-day
cxistence so that politscs
do not claim all oar at-

tention. This existencs s

made up of our work,
fumily activitics, idcas,
fcclmgsandmmn

even oppressed_peaple
havcmchuhnlmdm

il dives we

up in i drama that i dn»
tinctively ours, even as

Y-



