THE
POETRY
OF
NONTSIZI

MGQWETHO



M“CL, =L

( AT AUR é ] 0 U,g,ﬁi,.

IMBONGI U CHIZAMA

—-‘“-

*‘*Hnim- “Tarn=- Gatyeni hamba.

Bo.{ulandela. s _
Hom zajlka. :

Amadoda afela fzwe Iawo,

‘Hombo' .
.-i;enn I-0 Gaga u Gago lnhamba: lu

Ko ' Veoo -'u' Xesi Magqagala’
_ Umtunzi wa bantu bonke be

" Kuba pkuzange kupnmo nhmnmi
Kowenu. ey

~Kuba tina simadoda’ nje nllznn
"Biyibone kowetu: imbongikazt; .
- Yenkagana kuba imbongi inyukn
Nonkundla ituke inkosi, .
Hamba Boknlande'lm
. Neai. mbongikasi -
Apa kwell Jo laita ne bhekilo._r._ :
_ Hamba Bnkulandela, :
. Awmizi- tina noknba ngaba Iuono
~ Bontamnani naxole!wana?
‘Hamba’ Bokulandela.
Kuba - ne- sidenge ‘(a fool) siyazi -

». Ukuba umnta olamblleyoakangeze
'. Akokole acebise ‘mzi.

- Hamba Sokulanﬂela.
Tﬂhotsho - Juzalwe

-

Banga 680 souka amngepell knba

Nkom mhleli wo Mtetell wotu, o G

- Wanga. nngapila n bom'. obude,
Mzuknlv'a"s .wamadoda afela kwn- ;

Afd kunye neNkosz yawou- Bandila

Tiuasokulandelakubnsingahantwa :
Gongqnza lnkvrezi Xesi u' Ndanda .

NJa nditsho ku Bandile mna, - -
Hamba Sokulandela, =~ i’

. Hamba Bokulandela, f K

Tina jlztbona

deaiﬁantn .

- .-,.u-.;_h B

| ".,_*IKn,lo u:satengwa ”

r&aﬂmﬂn_ans :

e

Hamba Soknlandel!; b
Maxi ‘eyateta’ e’ Nancefleld yatsh
kAi‘naaoda .. ”Kommhonf

iff_:Hlmba\Boknhndtl s

- Mazl X7 eyalindela t . am
B Komilhont,kﬂda kwuo Bk

_::.'.flndlovu ndxfungu Ladt.‘ i

-rn tambo
Ko‘won‘n akngxalélh le: kunj
"Hamba éqkulandpla
Nto ‘ka: Mbambxn '.'fRa&ab 5
Biyakmi o «niase ;. ziak
s Pngotoswa > " 31 DgQeqge
-‘gkupﬁma kwe? -nknlu inja.
";’ff-‘Hsmba Bokulandola,
Mfo:. ,kstaxako kuba
"ngo duiadula
-Inyama ye Komjioni; .
,':-’;'Hambn Bokulandeh'
{ Kubai “lempi: quna
‘-~~Yodwmnnyaka oznyo
h-,HoI Bakiibona ' Fish. -
Hom Mazijlke, izibuko :

N’ doka | ndxmo Mhleli taru ndobm
N divele,

N kou Ssluhli A_fnan '
CHIZAMA




Chizama the Poet
Worthy Editor of our Mteteli

long life to you,
grandson of heroes who fell at Hoho.
Peace! Go, Gatyeni,
we'll follow you.

Whoa! Wait a minute!
Those heroes fell for their country,
died at the side of Sandile their king.

Whoa there!
We'll follow you:
we're loyal to the royal prince
"who rumbles down Xesi's banks,
flits over Vece, the rock-strewn Xesi,
shade for all, however many."
I'm citing Sandile's praises.

Go,we'll follow you:
no traitor came
from your house.

Go, we'll follow you:
no female poet
came from our house:
the poet who rouses the court
and censures the king's always male.

Go, we'll follow you!
We first encountered
these female poets
here in this land of thugs and booze.

Go, we'll follow you:



but can we be sure
a traitor's sin can be hidden?

Go, we'll follow you:
even a fool can be sure
that no one who starves
can guide or lead a nation.

Go, we'll follow you!
We danced at your birth, lord of men!
Umteteli's bread for our table:
may it last forever.
Good for you, lord of men!

Go, we'll follow you.
You too, great-breasted woman:
your robe rattled Buxton
and prison walls tumbled.

Go, we'll follow you,
woman who protested passes;
confronted by protests the white man quailed,
and kept his revolver holstered.

Go, we'll follow you,
woman whose words at Nancefield
inspired the Commission
to dream her dreams.

Go, we'll follow you,
woman who dogged the Commission
to Elephant Bay,
I swear by Lady.

Go, we'll follow you.
You too, Cete, Nkombisa's child.
Chizama, hold tight now,



your people's eyes are on you.

Go, we'll follow you,
Rhadebe, Mbambisa's son,
master stick-fighter;
don't let yapping curs
take your eye off the massive hound.

Go, we'll follow you,
son of Maxeke:
we've been bought off with low-grade chuck,
meat slopped up in the compounds.

Go, we'll follow you:
this lot would like to be alone
in facing the coming year.
Ha! Fat chance!

Whoa! Just a minute! The ford is slippery!
I'll make a stop there, Editor.
Peace! You'll hear from me again.
God bless Africa.
CHIZAMA
Crown Mines.

1. (23 October 1920)

Translated by Jeff Opland.
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Oh, bring Africa home!

For a long time now we've been calling, Africa.
Hear our wailing, Garden of Africa!!
Your crop was consumed and scattered by birds,
but you stood firm and never left us.
Our voices are hoarse from imploring you;
we track through countries, appeal to phantoms,
nothing more than chickens' scratchings,
eager at dawn, at dusk empty-handed.

We call to you from Table Bay,
we call to you from Algoa Bay,
we call to you from Grahamstown,
clutching satchels crammed with half-jacks;
we drink suicidally calling you home,
we cover your eyes and declare you blind,
you go right back to where you came from
as we call you home from the depths of depravity.

You say "Bring her home?" You must come home!!
All the earth's nations profit from you,

they come from the north, they come from the south,
from the east and from he west.

Africa stayed still! She's nowhere else:
look how the grass continues to sprout.

Look at the springs still bubbling with water.
Look everywhere, all's as it should be!

Will you go to the grave with nothing achieved,
raising your cry, "Bring her home?"
If you come home first the nation will rise
and news of its stirring will ring out of Jericho.
But tell us, Africa, where in the world
can a fool say "Bring her home?"
As I see it, we have all the signs
that mark a person as stupid.



From the Buffalo's banks we raise our cry,
from the Tyhume's banks we raise our cry
for all the black nations under the sun,
till Satan's abashed, dejected, rejected.
You display no love, display no unity,
you sit on the fence, won't take a stand.
Nothing but sell-outs, you set fires and run,
betray your own people to bolster the whites.

Are you raising a cry, "Bring her home?"
You'll cry yourselves hoarse: you must come home!
Gone are our customs for setting up homesteads,
royalty, values, nothing is left!
You live like locusts left by the swarm,
you've lost all dignity, your sense of a nation,
lock, stock and barrel, everything's lost:
you seek balm in the bottle that blots out all pain.

You say "Bring her home?" You must come home!
You scratch your head in search of a scapegoat.
Ntsikana warned you a long time ago,
"Money's the lightning-bird: leave it alone."
Child of the soil of far-flung Africa,
What have you done to so offend God?
There the Chinese sells you malt for your home-brew,
there the Indian buys up your empties.

Are you raising a cry? You must come home!
Spurn advice and you'll come a cropper.

Always remember where you come from:
consult the sages if you seek solutions.

Peace, hills of South Africa, your people are dying!
Nations cart off their country!

With reason we cry, Bring her home":
To induce birth-pangs for its people.



Peace, vales of South Africa,
peace, plains of our land,
look how you're ploughed up by steam locomotives
rocking along like bull baboons.
Come home, Africans! Or will rolling years
leave you standing in the dust
while rain falls some place else
and your family falls to plagues?

Mercy, Sun! Mercy, Moon!
Stewards of our Protector, |
Bear the news to the One on High,
plead our case in elegant terms.
Oh, mercy!!
(A) (8 December 1923)

Translated by Jeff Opland.
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Listen, Compatriots!

I sent Christmas, the old year and the new year packing with praise
poems. Now I'm going to sing my own praises, and then I'll move on
again to start something new. Mercy, all of you.

Peace, Nintsizi, renowned for you chanting,
your poems are the nation's bounty.

No elephant finds its own trunk clumsy.

Oh peace, hen of Africa with sheltering wing!

Hen shepherding chicks

safe from the grasp of birds of prey,
the nation knows you, sky-python,
poets sneer but discuss you.

Upset Phalo's land, Mgqwetho,
overshadow nations and sap their strength.
Wild beast too vicious to take from behind,
those in the know tremble in tackling you.

Peace, dusky woman with the colours of pools,
your stench reeks like the river snake.

Mercy! Elephant browsing top shoots,

you've made a name for Mgqwetho.

Peace, Nontsizi, African maize tufts

waving beneath the breeze,

you stubbed your toe and felt the pain,

a slip of the tongue and they stomped on you.

Peace, Nontsizi, African maize tufts,

you strip poetry bare and expose it

and the nation's mountains face one another
as you sway from side to side.

Peace, dusky woman, Drakensberg snow



like morning dew on Mount Hermon.
I fell flat on my face looking up to the whites:
Oh I felt the cops' cuffs on me!

Peace, woman poet, Vaaibom's flamingo,
which thrusts its feet forward for take-off,
which thrusts its feet backward to land:
all the animals come out to bask.

Peace, duck of the African thickets,
ungainly girl with ill-shaped frame.

Oh Notsizi, African maize tufts,

with bow-legs like yours you'll never marry!

Peace, woman poet of nestling Africa.
Make way! Ach, I was used.

Peace, starling perched in a fig tree,
your poetry puts paid to feminine wiles.

Peace, Nontsizi, African maize tufts,

let spinsters wear bodices once again

for no-one knows your ancestors:

without skin skirts there'll be no marriage.

Where are your daughters? What do you say?

"We roamed the countryside searching for marriage,

we walked away from home and dowry,

now we're milked though calfless, living withnobodies."

What's education? Where are your sons?
They roamed the land searching for niks,
chickens scratching for scraps,

eager at dawn, at dusk empty-handed.

Peace, Nontsizi, match-stick legs scratched
from prophesying in thornbrakes;
Oh peace, poetic diviner,



like morning dew on Mount Hermon.
I fell flat on my face looking up to the whites:
Oh I felt the cops' cuffs on me!

Peace, woman poet, Vaaibom's flamingo,
which thrusts its feet forward for take-off,
which thrusts its feet backward to land:
all the animals come out to bask.

Peace, duck of the African thickets,
ungainly girl with ill-shaped frame.

Oh Notsizi, African maize tufts,

with bow-legs like yours you'll never marry!

Peace, woman poet of nestling Africa.
Make way! Ach, I was used.

Peace, starling perched in a fig tree,
your poetry puts paid to feminine wiles.

Peace, Nontsizi, African maize tufts,

let spinsters wear bodices once again

for no-one knows your ancestors:

without skin skirts there'll be no marriage.

Where are your daughters? What do you say?

"We roamed the countryside searching for marriage,

we walked away from home and dowry,

now we're milked though calfless, living withnobodies."

What's education? Where are your sons?
They roamed the land searching for niks,
chickens scratching for scraps,

eager at dawn, at dusk empty-handed.

Peace, Nontsizi, match-stick legs scratched
from prophesying in thornbrakes;
Oh peace, poetic diviner,



watch out, the wild bird's flapping its wings.

Peace, Chizama, who eats her meat raw;
no-one knows your ancestors.

May the browsing elephants make it home:
they're lost if they sleep by the way.

Peace, Nontsizi, Sandile's daughter,
child of one of the Nggqika chiefs.

You were thrashed on the Ngqika plains
for praising chiefs and not commoners.

Oh peace, Nontsizi, African maize tufts,
woman, Africa's walls are throbbing
with the sound of your lovely parties:
Ach shame! All the lads wither.

The day of your death will darken, Nontsizi,
the commando's horse will lose its way.

Oh peace! And to you, Ntsikana,

who prophesied in thornbrakes.

Mercy, Awesome Saint!

This then is what Ntsikana spoke of:

little red people down on their knees,

producing spells when they come to the Mpondo.

Fiery tractors ploughed our fathers' land
and the black had no place to plough.
Mercy, Heavens! Mercy, Earth!

Mercy then, Sun! And mercy, Moon!

You keep our final accounts,

present your report to the Highest,
plead our case in elegant terms.

Where else will we go, Pool Crocodile?
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What's this wailing?

Treachery, animosity
oppression, blood feuding
before the Judge wathcing us:
what can He think?

I'll roar my basic position

like thunder over Umtata.

I'll even take a Khoi to wife,
worthless as a long-left village.

This nation's founded on biblical law,
traitors to t deserve to die.

They kill the nation, rip out its hfeblood
our power dies, and we're ripe for invasion.

My people, we're stabbing Africa,
we kill our own through betrayal:
we court celebrity status,
honours for killing Africa.

When we use our own to suck up to whites
we inflict a painful wound on Africa.

I'm not one to shy from saying so:

your every deed proclaims it.

So there's the wailing, my people,
every effort of ours.

As we idly bicker we're overtaken

and Africa slips from our grasp forever.

Mutual insult drives us apart,

while we trash each other Africa leaves.
We'd be lost if we ever ruled ourselves:
There'd be nothing, not even the urge to rule.



Zulu, Xhosa, Sotho, Mfengu,

all are the same despite distinctions.
Here on earth all are one:

under this rule they suffer alike.

You scatter your own helping strangers
currying praise and favour:

through you they know our every secret.
My question then is: "How much longer?"

Africa, why this wailing,

Victim of your nurslings?

Poets, I say, are a nitpicking lot,
ignoring the grain pecking the chicken.

How many Judases have died in the dark,
After secretly toying with black people's lives?
Men, please get together and talk:

how long can we suffer that wailing?

God bless Africa!

Smear all traitors with dripping mud,
lend them chameleon colours

to brand them, then we can unite.

Peace!!

45 (22 November 1924)

Translated by Jeff Opland.
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The tale of the wasps.

YOU CAN'T TRUST A LEADER WHO GOES AROUND
SAYING HE'S NOT AFRAID OF JAIL!

Mercy, Africa, Victim of your nurslings! The way you speak
defines you. Poets, I say, are a nitpicking lot, ignoring the grain
pecking the chicken! Thank you too, Editor, for the poets'
column. We can't keep quiet: our children would fall prey to
wolves, for we leaders of today are hot-heads, we'd be ripped to
shreds on the spot by dogs. The nation, too, must peer about
before it moves on to avoid encountering wolves on their way

home.

Listen! It sounds just like the tale of the wasps! I won't repeat
myself: ['ve said it again and again. I'm left speechless at the
leader who says he's not afraid of being jailed, but as soon as the
tinpot cop appears on his horse, he stands aloof like a yellow

wood immune to he axe.

It's now six years and two months since I exploded on the scene
as a poet singing praises to Africa, abandoned on the battlefields
by our forefathers, left as prey to wolves. I've seen its present
leaders. I heard reports of others but never saw them personally.
In 1919, here in Johannesburg, a massive riot erupted over the
mark of Cain (that is, the pass). A great number of people died.
Now just listen. I'm going to tell you what I saw with my very
own eyes, not what I heard from some passerby. On 3 April
1919, we the leaders of the nation marched united with others to
the Fort, where we were going to wait for "the dawn of Africa,"
the lifting of the burden of the pass from our shoulders. We had
high hopes, truly believing that this burden would fall once
we'd scaled the Hill of Struggle. We got there and stood around,
wondering what to do next. What did we see? Another Hill of
Struggle suddenly confronted us, scattering confusion. Tinpot
cops on horseback charged us down, at full tilt, like bats out of
hell. Our leaders took to their heads before those horses reached



the Fort. They made no bones about their fear, saying they'd
been pounded by the Tinpots of Fordsburg the day before. They
just left us there in the mess they'd invited us to. I tell you truly,
my people, it's only through power on High that we were
sprung from that mess. Without a doubt, we stood at the gates
of death! And then our other leaders in jail begged to be sprung
in case their chronic complaints returned if they continued to
sleep on cement. And now those who are free are reluctant to
meet with those inside for fear of being arrested themselves, in
case their ailments return from eating prison pap. And hat's the
story of our leaders: they were speaking to me, then running
from the Tinpots. If they deny the truth, I'll come right out and
name them. I tell you, my people, it's the tale of the wasps:
people puffing themselves up, saying "Where there's fire I'll
douse it." Watch out for those who urge a return to the attack
then duck back inside.

Daniel was thrown into the lion's den and seven times into a
fiery furnace and emerged unscathed. Ten times Moses was
thrown against the power of Pharaoh the Lion. He came back
until he riumphed. But we scater before he inpot's horse!! What
happens when the:canons roar? Daniel and Moses had their God
indeed. And we want nothing to do wih Godless leaders. This
too we must teach ourselves: let courage be shown through
acions, not words. If you wan freedom, you must struggle to rise
from a fall, even from down on your kness. Above all, really
gird yourself to engage in that terrible Battle of Battles, like
Christians fought with Apollyon. Peace to you all!!

The tale of the wasps: perhaps Aesop's "The wasps and he
partridges, overcome with thirst, came to a farmer and besought
him to give them some water to drink. They promised amply to
repay him the favour which they asked. The partridges declared
that they would dig around his vines and make them produce
finer grapes. The wasps said that they would keep guard and
drive off thieves with their stings. But the farmer interrupted
them, saying: 'l have already twi oxen, who, without making



any promises, do all these things. I is surely better for me to give
the water to them than to you."

49 (13 December 1924)

Translated by Jeff Opland.
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Will the years roll by while you mark time?

Where's human kindness? The sense of a nation?
The land of warriors with tossing crane plumes?
Where is royalty? There's nothing of value:

all that we once had is gone!!

Will all the years roll by?

Will you mark time through this year too?
Your family's left you; your stock have left you.
They're now the stock of the Mutton Gluttons.

Magoma said so, and they called him mad
for spurning the madness of surrender.

In the light of day you sold your kingdom
and went looking for a wife.

Christians, where are your bibles today?
I'd better stop: I get too angry.

Truly, these people from overseas

used them to rob us of house and home.

What they gave us to drink was bitter.
Africa, how have you sinned?

Drought afflicts you, your rivers dry up.
What do they say in the far northeast?

Magoma said so, and they called him mad
for spurning the madness of surrender.
Now there's no one we can trust:

we shunned even God our only hope.

Will you mark time through this year too?
For long I've said so, now this year says:
"Though lacking faith, please come home,
those glittering baubles aren't for you."



And what about these marriages
made and broken in a day?

We've become neither fish nor fowl,
The walking dead unfamiliar to God.

Will all the years roll by?

This year says: "Gird yourself

to seek the source of your condition,
why you're so and why you starve."

Go back to where you came from
as Ntsikana said in dying.

Don't use he truth to make a deal:
this cash led us astray.

Seek the seers to tell you straight

what the ancient of days divines

so you speak fearlessly with that knowledge:
a nation that fears, is a nation of liars.

There's the pass in a nation of liars,
there's the raid in a nation of liars,
and scripture foresees more,

by my forefathers and father who sired me.

You're coming home!!
53 (10 January 1925)

Trnaslated by Jeff Opland.
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