
in Africa should miss. ht: remarks: 
"One common source of confusion is the European 

belief that, when African leaders demand 'democracy' 
for their territories, they are seeking to transplant to 
Africa modern British, French or Belgian institutions; 
criticisms of insincerity are then heard when it becomes 
evident that African political systems are evolving upon 
other lines. It is equally unreasonable to suppose that, 
if African nationalists do not use the term 'democracY' 
in a Western liberal sense, they must be employing it 
in a. Soviet Communist sense. 
. "In fact, a fairly well-defined set of objectives have 

come to be associated with the term . . . These objec
tives have much more in common with the aims of late 
eighteenth and early nineteenth century democratic 
movements of Europe and North America than they 
have with the aims of contemporary · liberals or 
Communists. " 

The first of these aims is, naturally, 'independence" 
the getting rid of a foreign ruling power and replacing 
it with the rule of a party representing the people. This 
means, too, full adult · franchise-and the Northern · 
Nigerians who don't allow women the vote are called 
'undemocratic' by African nationalists. Another object 
is to weaken tribal loyalties so that they become merged 
into a larger national loyalty, and this also means the 
decline · of chiefly powers. A third general aim is the 
rapid spread of literacy. A fourth is the converSion of 
the economy from what is very often a subsistence 
economy with a single cash-crop to a· more diversified 
and industrial one. A new hydro-electric project is 
almost as essential a part of 'democracy' as an African 
Cabinet. 

As Hodgkin points out: 
. "The main point to grasp here js that African parties 
are essentially eclectic. Methods of thought, ideas and 
terms are taken over, not only from revolutionary 
democrats and Marxists, but also from Ghandist; 
Islamic and Christian, as well as from indigenous 
African sources. They are fused together to form a new, 
nationalist ideology, varying according to local 'coIldi~ 
tions, yet possessing a certain underlying unity." • 

The South African Government's ideas' of ~'develop~ 
ment along their own lines" for the Africans of the 
Republic are only very superficially in tune with the 
developments of a recognisably African political 
thought elsewhere on the continent. There the chiefs 
and · elder tribal systems are everywhere under attack 
and on the retreat-even if it is a long slow retreat as 
in Northern Nigeria. Nkrumah is applauded among the 
African masses everywhere when he says, "We must 
insist that in Ghana, in the higher reaches of our 
national life, there shall be no reference to Fantes, 
Ashantis, Ewes, Gas, Dagombas, 'strangers' and so on, 
but we shall call ourselves Ghanaians ... " 

Measure this against the fantastic suggestion put out 
to the world by our new Secretary for Information, Mr. 
W. C. du Plessis, when he tried to give some idea of 
what would result from applying Verwoerdian concepts 
to Ghana: 

"I believe that it will finally become what it should 
have been from the beginning: a communalist dictator
ship governed by a Paramount Chief supported by 

(continued opposite) 
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Peter Cod's Dia 
WHEN, IN Great Expectations, Pip was summoned to 
Satis House by Miss Havisham, she said to him, "I am 
tired. I want diversion, and I have done with men and 
women. Play." 

Pip felt "she could hardly have directed an unfortu
nate boy to do anything in the wide world more 
difficult to be done under the circumstances." 

"I sometimes have sick fancies," she went on, "and 
I have a sick fancy that I want to see some play. Play, 
play, play!" 

I knew just how Pip felt when the sick fancy of some
one on TIlE NEW AFRICAN resulted in my being sent a 
curt note containing the off-hand sentence "Would you 
be able to contribute a monthly humorous column?" 

To be sure, I believe my wit to be as devastating and 
my repartee as brilliant as the next man's. Which, if I 
remember correctly-for I have given up listening, is 
not saying all that much. But, however ban the mot, it 
usually wilts and crumbles on paper. A delicate and 
sensitive plant, my wit transplants but feebly. 

My qualifications for being asked to contribute are, 
I surmise, two. As a shareholder I would not expect 
payment. Secondly, in my giddy student days when 
I was young and easy under the apple boughs and 
green in judgment (before the Zeitgeist bit me) I wrote 
a series of different columns under successively grosser 
pen-names for different student newspapers. The prose 
I churned out, that particular knock-kneed and face
tious brand so cherished by students, is unlamented. 
A third possible reason I was asked was that all other 
embryo humorists shrivelled up on reading JoeI Mervis' 
recent gruesome expose of the exigencies of the craft. 
~Mervis' expose of why the Johannesburg Sunday Times 
backed the V.P. in the elections might be even more 
gruesome.) 

No one, I hope, expects me to be funny about 
politics. The international and local situations banish 
all thought of fun and frolic. They have banished, too, 
my friend (this is my friend; if you don't like him I've 
got others) Wild AI Cook to a lonely and isolated 
cottage on top of the Drakensberg Mountains, in which 
he whiles away the time before the Bomb goes off by 
writing letters and a novet The carrier pigeon brings 
two letters a day to my shack on the top of Table 
Mountain. To one he (Wild AI, that is) appends his own 
name, to the other that of his guru-Waltzin' Will 
Faulkner, novelist, Nobel Prizewinner and cornball. 

Thus, and much more, W.W.-"Dear Beat Pete, (he 
always calls me this, a fey mannerism) I have hit on 
this wonderful plot for my new novel: there is this old 
kaffir priest whose son goes to Johannesburg (I have 

PETER COD is a pseudonym, the metaphor drawn from the 
finny tribe, which puts me in good company with contemporary 
columnist fashion. See the New Statesman, if you are prepared 
t~ risk it. Drawn, too, from the name of a political organisa
tIon I used to belong to, an organisation ' with an atmosphere 
as strange, innocent and sinister as a Graham Greene novel
Our Man in Havana to be precise. 
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ry 
thought up a good phrase here, 'all roads lead to 
Johannesburg') and turns tsotsi and bumps off a kaffir
boetie who is in fact the son of another kaffir-boetie 
who is the particular boetie of this priest-kaffir who 
now goes to Johannesburg along one of the roads and 
tries to hound his kaffir son down like the dog that he 
is; however he finds that the cops have done this first, 
and everyone dies happily ever after and this kaffir 
goes up on to a hill to see how great the sun looks and 
to think better about what a great kaffir he is." 

Now, this seems to me ,to be a great plot, but I'm 
not sure that it is original; I feel I've read a story like. 
that before, but I don't know where. And 1 am sur
prised that he, the least colour-conscious of men, . uses 
the word "kaffir". I think "Bantu" is so much more 
refined. 

Anyway, kept company only by his record-player, a 
pair of blue-crested madrigals, his beard and the shade 
of Faulkner, Wild AI works on his novel; occasionally 
breaking off and letting the crags resound to Faulkner's 
Nobel Speech, muttering-after the "I decline to accept 
the end of man" bit-"famous last words". 

"There is one word," said that other novelist, 
Hammering Hank James (so I read in that valuable 
new Pelican, ,The Modern Age) "which you must 
inscribe upon your banner, and that word is Loneli
ness." So Wild A1.Notso my other novel-writing 
friend, Dr. Anthonv Barker" whose fine first book was 
non-fiction and called Giving and Receiving. Barker's 
novel . is . being written in the early hours of 
the morning and late at night, for he and his doctor
wife, Maggie" are. in charge of a mission hospital in 
Zululand with over 400 patients. Anthony has a beard. 
too. He and his wife are among the great New Africans, 
a warm and complementary pair; Anthony is outgoing 
and volatile. Maggie serene and sensitive. Both have 
immense talents, which they put to work selflessly. 

* * * 
As' the shadows fall across Table Mountain (where 

from? it worries me) and the swans twitter in the dusk 
I cast my·eyes to the ground and examine the pensive 
stones .and twisted toe-nails cut from the feet of who
knows-whom.· Twirling a bloated Arabesque across this 
lofty vale my thoughts surge and belch to a dying fall . 
Ah, NATURE! ' . 

The devil-may-care reader who has persisted so far 
will by now have gleaned the muted and throttled chaff 
that litters the lower layers or my pastoral journal. This 
column has no ' real pretensions to humour; a flash here 
and there perchance; but essentially a bucolic, nay, 
colic, notebook in limpid, lax and lapidary style, wafted 
to the New Africa by th,e gentle driblets of breeze 
caressing the rugged shale of Table Mount. If you 
really want to be amused, go read Great Expectations. 
It's a great novel. I kid you not. 

• 

councillors on the traditionaltribal pattern." 
Of course, chiefs remain everywhere in social circula

tion, . though perhaps less obtrusively in Guinea where 
they were abolished by overnight decree. The colourful 
Onis and Obas of the southern regions of Nigeria add 
to the great gaiety and panache of life there-some new 
leaders, like Awolowo, even promote themselves to 
chief. There is no doubt that Mr. Lutuli's chieftainship 
was politically of great use to him-as Sir de Villiers 
Graaff's baronetcy is of greater public value for him 
than is generally admitted. The Emirs of Hausaland 
and the Rasses of Ethiopia are still powerful chieftains 
even today-but who believes that their power . will 
continue intact for even another decade? 

The interesting aspect of this is that older traditional 
forms of Government have survived for as long as they 
have by adaptation, not by a "granite" . policy of 
remaining what they were. The Sultan of Morocco, the 
Kabaka of Buganda. the great Fulani Emirates have 
survived because they have adapted themselves to the 
paraphernalia ' of parties and parliaments. 

The suggestion by the American anthropologist, . Dr. 
M. G. Smith, that we may even see "an open restoration 
of the Fulani Empire" in Northern Nigeria (and 
perhaps Niger) is a startling one. But even if this 
Islamic empire is restored by the Emirs it will . surely 
only be one in which the popular will expresses itself 
through Parliaments, and in which the power of the 
Emirs will go on declining. In fact the restoration will 
only come about, if it does at all, as an attempt by the 
Emirs to reverse the process of their failing authority. 

In such a mixed-up world liberalism is not going to 
find very much easy comfort. Liberals will hilveto 
pick their way across it always at some disadvantage 
or another. Would, for instance, liberals want a popular 
revolution to occur in Nigeria, Uganda or Ethiopia 
which would mean chaos and shortly thereafter 
communism? How much Northern authoritarianism is 
to be accepted to keep a Tafawa Balewa? How much 
rejection of liberal safeguards can be tolerated to give 
Julius Nyetere his head? . 

I am asking only the easy questions. Egypt, the 
Congo's (Leopoldville and Brazzaville), Ivory Coast. 
Algeria, Ghana can offer conundrums of much greater 
complexity. In South Africa we have a scale of values 
which shades off from the Cottesloe men to the Sabra ' 
rejects, to the United Party near-Progr;ssives, to the 
Progressives. to the Patons and Duncans. In Africa 
everything is far more involved and far less analysable: 

Perhaps it's not a slide-rule that liberalism in Africa 
needs but a Geiger-counter. 

Spearhead . 
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