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2 Either (a)

Or

LR

(b)

MHASVI ROLAND: THE FLOWERS OF YESTERDAY

“Mhasvi bemoans the moral decadence associated with modernity’.
Comment on the truthfulness of the above statement using any two poems

from the collection.

Critically analyse the poem, ‘The Flowers of Yesterday,” demonstrating
how Mhasvi successfully uses tone and style to explore the major issues.

The Flowers of Yesterday

Move over, Green Man, the war-made Heroes

Are returned from the shrapnel-chastened bush
Where children were planted in bomb-churned earth-
Ploughed down in mass graves of furrowed acres,
Where crosses matted the black earth like straws.
Watered in the blood spills of the bush war,

Children sprouted through the battle-worn soils,

And everywhere clamoured in flaming shoots.

When the children were war-forged into men,
Flowering upon the rocky outcrops

Of the war-torn lands, they crept down the hills,
Besieged the valley in blistering red

Blotting with blood the homely greens and browns
That basked in the yellow calm of the sun!

They flamed through the cold nights of their waking,
And shook the sleeping world to smoking dawns.

As the world woke up to the red war-men
Whose bullet voices cracked above the land,
And rang the changes of the new Order,

The Old World of high mountains and low vales,
Of old plains that nestled towns and cities,
Rolled away and was dissolved into Myth,

And uncovered levelled lands that stretched far
To the deadly Flats of re-built Futures.

Forged in the foreign climes of wrong ideals,
Little green man cringed in the darkest nooks

Of the new Garden, like a thing forbid.

The Flowers of Yesterday had become

The Weeds of Tomortow, and the war-men
Lingered in the fields, whetting their blood shot
To blast in the burst of a new assault,

The star-born weeds that palled night-found fields.

6039/2 N2023

10

20

25

30






SECTION B: DRAMA
Answer one question from this section.
RAISEDON BAYA: TOMORROW’S PEOPLE AND OTHER PLAYS

3 Either (a)  Comment on Baya’s presentation of the character, The Super Patriot, in the
play ‘Super Patriots and Morons.’

Or (b)  Write a close analysis of the followiné passage, showing in what ways it aids
to an understanding of the major issues in the play, ‘The Moments.’

A street corner. A mpostori woman in white appears. She moves about, looking
sirangely about before she takes out a ward of notes and starts counting them. She
stops and calls.

WOMAN 2: Siantshintsha imali, US dollars, Rands, Pulas at good rates. Better than the
bank rate. (Then she goes back to counting her money. Then stops again.) 5
Amarands, amapula lama USA at good rates. Yebo bhudi, usiphatheleni?
Change that money today because tomorrow it will be useless.

She sees a cop coming and hides her money. She stands still, as if waiting for someone. The
police officer appears, stops and looks about,

OFFICER: What are you standing here for? 10
WOMAN 2: Waiting for some relatives from the rural areas,

OFFICER: This is not a bus terminal. And I am not stupid. I know why you are here.
WOMAN 2: [ haven’t done anything illegal. I am waiting for my relatives.

OFFICER: Can I see what is in your bag.

The woman bolts and runs away. The officer watches her run away and then putsona 15
neon reflector and transforms himself into a traffic officer. He suddenly jumps into action.
He stands erect in the middle of the road. He has a file on his one hand and is using the
other to direct traffic. He waves a few cars through and directs a couple to pull over.

He runs to the imaginary cars he has stopped and starts inspecting them. He runs to the
front of the car and peeps through the window, and then runs back to confront the 20
imaginary driver.

OFFICER: Where to, sit? Driver’s licence? (He gets them and inspects and returns it
before returning it.) Car papers, please? (He gets them and inspects and
returns them.) Thank you drive safely.

He waves the car on and rushes to the next car. He does almost the same. 25

OFFICER: Number plate? O.K. Road tax? (He runs to the driver,) Licence and car
papers, please. Thank you. (He gets them and inspects and returns them.)
Thank you and safe journey.
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MUJAJATI GEORGE: THE RAIN OF MY BLOOD

the play, The Rain of My Blood.

Explore the dramatist’s presentation of the theme of disillusionment in

(b)  Write a critical appreciation of the following extract, focusing on the

thoughts and feelings of the audience as the passage unfolds.

Soldier I: Woman, I am giving you a very good piece
of advice. I have dealt with very educated
politicians. Gonakudzingwa, Connemara,
Hwa-Hwa (pointing) I have been there, and I
have never been known to fail in my
endeavours. I have cracked some of the

toughest nationalists in my career. Where is
your son hiding?

Munjai: (Stony-faced) Today you must kill me!

Soldier I: (angrily) Bring the bucket of water.

(Munjai is viciously grabbed by the neck. Her head is forcibly

shoved into the bucket of water a number of times, During

the process Soldier 1 shouts angrily, repeatedly)
Where is your son? Tell me! :

(On being released Munjai gasps for breath, wipes off the

water from her face and says):

I will tell you nothing.

Soldier I: (Commanding)

Bring the pliers. (grabs Munjai’s hand and
pinches one of the fingers with the pliers, he
pulls the pliers forward). '

(Munjai screams in agony) .

soldier I: Where is your son hiding?

(Munjai does not answer)

(Soldier I releases the pliers and shouls)

Bring the electric equipment.

(The terminal of an electric cord is tied onto Munjai’s toe)

Soldier I: Switch on the current! =

(Munjai screams)

Switch off the current.
(to Munjai)
Where is your son?

Munjai: I will tell you nothing!

(Then soldier I shouts): Switch on the current. (This is

repeated a number of times).

(4 song off the stage).

Song: Ruzhinji rwedfrica

(The song dies down, electric cord is reno’ d from her toe).

Munjai: Enjoy yourself while you canl_ You shameless
cowards. My screams and anguish shall fatten
your depraved souls! But today I have decided.
I shall suffer no more.

Today you must kill me!
6039/2 N2023
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SECTION C: PROSE
Answer one question from this section.
CHIDAVAENZI P. KUNDENI: THE TIES THAT BIND

5 Either (a)  Discuss the validity of the quotation, ‘The setting sun is after all not so bad
for it is not the end,’ in light of what happens in the novel.

Or (b) Using the following passage as a starting point, write an analysis of it,
showing the significance of the family unit in the novel, The Ties that Bind.

“This is my cousin, Vimbiso,” Jackie introduced her. “We call
her Mother Theresa around here ”
“Sisi Jacqueline!” Vimbiso protested with laughter before Jackie
introduced Chiedza.
The six children, aged between 6 and 12, helped carry the 5
groceries into the house from the boot of Jackie’s car. “You see
all these children? We don’t know their fathers. I had to use my
connections at the Registrar General’s Office to sidestep all the
bureaucracy and get them birth certificates,” Jackie said. “I had
no choice too but to make them use the surname Masosa for the 10
sake of legitimacy.”
Chiedza slowly shook her head. Jackie closed the car boot. A
middle-aged man in greasy blue overalls that had seen better
days hurried along the street from Gazaland Shopping Centre
with a carton of 2-kilogramme packs of brown sugar lovingly 15
thrown over his shoulder like a hard-won trophy.
They went with Shelter in her room, which was perfectly clean,
with plenty of fresh air and light filtering in. Chiedza almost
gasped, but held herself still. This was not what she had expected.
From what Jackie had told her about growing up with Shelter and 20
others, the small, bony woman with wasps of wavy hair peeping
out of her headscarf, could not have been the sister whose childhood
escapades Jackie had often told her about.
“Muri kamnzwa sei, sisi?” Jackie asked, holding Shelter’s skeletal
hand. 25
“Zviri nani nhasi,” she responded in a faint whisper. There
were dark rings around her sunken, colourless eyes.
Chiedza felt ill-at-ease in Shelter’s presence. She was only able
to relax after they had left the room to tour the house, looking at
the rooms and cottage in which some of Jackie’s nieces slept. 30
Afterwards, they sat and talked in the dining room. Vimbiso served
them tea with scones. Everyone loved her rich, milky tea.
Vimbiso went to feed Shelter some porridge. “She’s an angel,”
Chiedza remarked thoughtfully. “The way she looks after Shelter
and the children is so touching. I think God chooses his angels 35
very carefully.”

6039/2 N2023

\\. -
\@J Zimsec 2023

LAY




"UONIPUOd SUNBIOLIAISP

§, 191[9YS JO 95N8I3q ISNOY I I9A0 A[Snouro SurSuey pnojo JIep

0S ayp aydsap dissod diysumos pue sayjof ‘rejydner jo Auapd “armeu

po0S pue ULIEA JO [[0] ‘Hejje AZ321q [NJISPUOM B SBM J] "SUISNO0

0M] o1} U29M13q SNIOTAGO OS JLISPRIBIIED ) Aq P2AOW SBM

ezpoIy) ‘SWISLISUUEW J[qNs 130 pue J1es 1oy “ajods ays Aem

oy} :apyoe( oy Jsnl sem ays ‘sAem Auewr 0s U] "SNONIFUL pUNoOy

SP ezpaty)) 1ey) wsindo pue mowmny poos jueAonq e pey 3YS
“UOTBSISAUOD IIY) UT Paulof pue woox 3y} 03Ul Sted OSIqUITA

AuSip pue 10adsax gum “A[puny pajesan oq

0] SOAIASIP Y “IAYSIS INO [[US S, 9YS Uewny [[US $.9YS Ing

sdeyiad SurusiySuy ‘sek ‘Aeme Sunsem s,94S Poojq I poo[q “ou ng

op *3UOP SABI] SIVISIS INO JO SWI0S A1 doe[d SIy) Woly Aeme Surdoay

£q 1o 11 1nys 03 ‘unx o3 st asnduur 8113 Y} ‘SuIy) JO pUL SIY

295 NOA USYA\,, "PIES Ajoe[ , ‘2IaY sIEjje Aep-03-Aep ) 10]
o[qIsuodsar s1 BSaISY [, JOYIOTA] Inq “AI9Y) pue 313 Ul digp 1 'sax,,

18




12
NDHLALA GEOFFREY: JIKINYA

6 Either (a)  Discuss the role and significance of the character, Jikinya, in the novel
Jikinya.

Or (b) Critically analyse the following passage, commenting on the character,
Chedu, here and elsewhere in the novel.

He raised his spear from the ground, but it hung in mid-air.

His ears craned to catch the sound.

His heart increased its beat.

Veins swelled his neck.

His muscles stood out rigid and tense all over his body and 5
creases furrowed his forehead as he narrowed his eyes to scan the
surroundings. For a moment, which was as long as oblivion, he
stood still. Then again — the sound. A faint cough that seemed
to come from everywhere all at once, ethereal in the silence.

The man stood where he was, rooted to the ground and 10
praying to his god to save him, for he was sure that the hand
which had caused the ruins he had seen had returned to deal the
same punishment to whoever was present. Time passed and the
man still stood still, waiting for the hand to strike, for he was sure
he would never run far enough. Then a faint wail sounded, 15
stopped, began again and stopped again.
The man was undecided whether to run or not for he could not
tell whether the sound was human. However, the pity in his soul
decided for him. He advanced cautiously towards where the sound
seemed to come from, around the ruins of the house. As he crept 20
forward, the sound began again. He bent down on his knees as he
approached the corner of the house and peered round.
What he saw puzzled him immensely. He could tell that the
sound resembled that of a baby crying, but he was not sure what
the white thing which was thrusting its limbs was. Moreover, the 25
thing was floating in the wind when a gust arose, and he had
never seen anything like it before. The baby’s cry was too much
for him. He could not go until he was certain that the thing did
not cover a child.
Warily, he went towards the thing that was dazzling white in the 30
sun. As he approached it, the baby stopped crying and his face
beamed with delight and relief on seeing it. Its head protruded
from the white shawl and little streams of water raced down its
cheeks, coursed round its ears and wetted the ground below. Little
silky hairs shone in the sunlight and vacant blue eyes gazed into 35
the hazy blue sky. Its little knuckles twitched underneath the
shawl and the little plump feet kicked vigorously.
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