
he has had good sales, or ask for one when he has not.
A visitor from South Africa would be surprised by

many aspects of this fascinating sub-culture, particu
larly, of course, by the absence of any discrimination
based on colour: to one accustomed to segregated
beaches, the sight of perhaps 1,000 people of varying
hues happily enjoying the same stretch of sand and
water, would either be downright horrifying or enor
mously pleasing, according to one's outlook. There are
other differences, too-I have indicated the complete
absence of any form of discrimination based on class,
and there is also the amazing absence of regulations.
or of any authority. We are at times ~n danger of
meekly accepting far too many regulatIons, so that
one tends to accept the general necessity and merely
question . the particular form. For the peaceful
anarchist, I recommend a visit to Labadi as an en
couragement in what can be done without regulations.

I do not pretend that there are not regulations, laws,
by-laws, etc., in other spheres of life in Ghana, but
Labadi does at present provide an example (one worthy
of notice, even if it only applies to a small sub-culture,
at week-ends) of how people can co-exist peaceably;
it is a nearly unique example of a merry tolerance, of
a concentration on enjoying one's own pursuits whilst
not allowing' this to deprive others of their enjoyment.
There is no "Notice," no official, no prohibition, no
restriction. The.re is no one to tell people where to
bathe, or where to park their cars, or where to change
their clothes. And in .the absence of instructions, people
bathe in the safer places, they park their cars under
the shadiest palm-tree not yet occupied, they change
in one of the huts or in the bushes (and the smaller
children, black and white, have the best of it, for they
run and splash around without bothering about clothes).
In short, people, left to themselves, behave sensibly in
these circumstances.

I am not advocating a general anarchy, merely
pointing out that Labadi offers an example of a strange
and refreshing sort. No one would dream of denying
the rights of the lithe young footballers to play, the
racehorses to. canter up the beach, the vendors to sell
their wares, the belles to pirouette in their bikinis, the
Russian to float far away on his tube. How then does
the system work, in the absence of regulation? Let
me say that it could not possibly work in Cape Town,
nor in Chicago nor in Colchester . . . we are too
committed to our regulations, and we should not be·
prepared to abandon (as one does at Labadi) some of
our rigid concepts of order and hygiene. We now care
more about the orange-peel on the beach, or the
separation of 'people into different groups, than about
the simple pleasures of the people, and we could not
regard the joyous confusion of Labadi with the good
natured tolerance of the Ghanaians.

At a time when Ghana (in common with other
developing nations) is receiving much financial, techni
cal and managerial aid from more developed countries,
it is salutary to remember that Ghana, too, has some
thing to offer, a profound and humane tolerance which
is only possible when there is a mature appreciation of
the rights of individuals. Where else could Labadi
Beach exist, with its innocent joyments and its splendid
lack of restricting orders? •
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Education
For Change

MICHAEL STERN

LIFE MEANS movem"ent, nowhere more than in Africa,
and failure to change means eventual extinction.

Most of us are actuaHy rebels at heart, for we are
born adventurers but too soon after we have left
school, our zest for change has been so blunted by
convention and inhibited by material comfort that we
meekly accept the standard attitudes of society. and t.he
traditional way of life of our ancestors. That IS an In
dictment of education, because it is in the schools that
our critical faculties should be sharpened and our
appetites whetted-for life.

Dr. Birley of Eton said on his recent visit to South
Africa that there were two kinds who deserved protec
tion and encouragement. They are the idealists who
always have a VIsion of the best~ without which h,uman
beings would seldom achieve anything at all. Rebels
are, or should be, born in schools, -and there is some
wrong with an educational system that breeds conform
ists. 'The rebel aims not to destroy, as a saboteur, but
to cut through cant, to question and challenge and to
build anew on real values.

What are the schools doing to develop and encourage
this critical approach? Far too little, in my view, at
government or private level, because the cry is for
conformity, and in South Africa this must 1l!ean t~e

uncritical acceptance of society as it stands, the tradI
tional South African way of lif~ with its baasskap and
its apartheid, as something desirable, defensible and
permanent. But can it be any of these things, in the long
run? It is imposed by a minority on the majority, it
effectively deprives the state of much of its practical
skills and intellectual growth because it draws for
leadership on only one fifth of the population, and it is
likely to be increasingly subject to the winds of change
and to the forces of black nationalism.

Education cannot ignore this, cannot substitute a
matriculation certificate for critical awareness. Acade
mic distinction is vital, with a measure of vocational
training, if we are not to pitch young people, totally
unprepared technically, into a hostile. and competitive
world: but this is only part of the picture, and perhaps
the least important. Education is much more than this.
Our contribution must be "to the whole twenty-four
hours of a man, not just to the few hours he sells to his

M I C H A E L S T ERN, headmaster of St Mar
tin's School, and formerly of St. Peter's,
Rosettenville, is to become headmaster of Water
ford School, a non-racial, interdenominational
private school which is to open near Mbabane,
Swaziland in 1963.
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employer". The aim is to develop potentialities to the
full, to provide a climate in which they can grow, and
to produce integrated people who think and feel as
intelligently and as sensitively as· their capabilities
allow. We must neither run away from nor be over
whelmed by the social problems of our environment~

neither accept nor reject uncritically the solutioris sug
gested by those in authority, but above all we must
measure all behaviour and conduct, all policies and
theories against our own innate sense of right and
wrong, of justice and of truth, according to the faith we
try to practise.

These values cannot be imposed, they must be caught
not taught, for there can be no compulsory virtue. The
true educationist condemns indoctrination for two very
cogent reasons-first, it is immoral, and second, it is
ineffective. .

It is imnloral because it is a negation of the intellec
tual freedom without which there is no spiritual growth,
and it is therefore an insult to the dignity of man. A
child belongs not to a political party, nor to the state,
not to the school, nor even completely to his family, by
whom he is, so to speak, held in trust till he becomes an
adult, when he owes ultimate allegiance only to his
Creator. This is the fundamental difference between the
liberal Christian and the autocratic approach to educa
tion. The former implies a set of positives beyond a
conviction in the rightness of a cause. Even the Nazi
teacher must believe in the worthwhileness of Nazism:
but the true liberal believes not only in principles but
also in people as individuals, transcending in impor
tance party or programme, slogan or dogma. In this he
differs from all expone'nts of the totalitarian way of life,
of the right or of the left.

EDUCATION IS A PREI>ARATION for life, but for all life and.
for all people, and that means, in South Africa, life in
a multi-racial society. Not only is our society already
inextricably mixed-Jew and Gentile, Catholic and
Protestant, Afrikaner and English, rich and poor, black,
brown, yellow and white-but the biggest group,' the
African, is moving towards educational, political and
social equality of opportunity just as inexorably as and
a good deal faster than the working classes of Europe
over the turn of this century. To prepare for that is not
idealism but realism. We can no longer afford the
luxury of apartheid, and a segregated society is in any
case incomplete, by definition. Only -an ostrich or a
fanatic can fail to see this, and evolutionary forces are
stronger than either.

Integrated society is the natural corollary, the logical
outcome of a process that is taking place all over the
world. Nationalism must finally give way to interna
tionalism and segregation to integration. These have
always been the basic convictions of the liberal, who
believes in integration not only because it is eminently
desirable, but also because it is inevitable. Unless
educationists can come to terms with this situation, our
schools will soon be preparing children not for the
future but for the past, for a way of life that was always
suspect and will soon be quite out of touch with reality.
We shall then be condemning them to a long period of
maladjustment in the Africa of tomorrow, to the detri
ment of the country, its people, a~d the future. e
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Her Warrior
JONATHAN KARIARA

a story
SHE WAS A TALL WOMAN with high cheekbones, now
more emphasised than ever by the loss of her molar
teeth. Her lips were finer than most of her tribe's and
wore a shut, rather sour expression. Her eyes seemed
to be always fixed on the distance, as though she didn't
'see' or mind the immediate, but dwelt on the eternal.
She was not like other children's grandmothers we
knew, who would spoil their grandchildren and had
their huts 'just outside the hedge' of their sons' home
steads. Grandmother lived three hills away, which was
inexplicable.

All the other grandmothers had some relationship
WIth their ageing husbands. Some had strange dreams
of how their dead ones had visited them in their dreams,
and would repeat their last night's experience in great
detail, time and time again, thus relieving the monotony
of their existence. There was Grandma Wacu who was
always rescuing her husband from toppling into the fire
as he dozed and would scold him with a mighty wrath,
in spite o~ her neighbours' constant protestations that
her husband was stone deaf. There were the 'Lizards,'
so called for their daylong basking in the sun. Their
life now consisted of following the course of tae sun;
outside their respective huts in the morning, under the
Mukoigo tree at noon, at the back of their huts at
sunset, taking i~ the last rays of the sun. There was
Gacucu (Little Grandmother) who after forty years of
married life was still having fights with her husband,
and indiscriminately would tell her troubles in great
detail to us children, to our great joy but so much to
the embarrassment of her married daughters.

Grandmother was different.· She never mentioned her
husband. If she ever heard any of us refer to him she
would instantly snort and push away any small object
near her with an impatient sweep of her long arm. If
any of us dared ask her why she never mentioned him
she would instantly lose her temper and like a broody
hen ruffling her feathers would rise to gather her few
possessions, for a return journey to her hut three hills
away. She had been insulted.

ON THIS OCCASION, THOUGH, she had been asked to
come, to see him. He was dying. "Tell her she must
come," my father had told the man he sent to her.
When she arrived she was greatly changed. She who
before had walked with such a firm step in spite of her
age, who had such a haughty face, was now in a state
of nervous excitement. My mother hurried to meet her
at the gate as she arrived. "You must see . . ." "See
what?" snapped Grandmother, pushing her aside and
confronting my father. "And so I must come, Karanja.

J 0 N A T H A N KA R I A R A, an honours graduate
of Makerere College,· Kampala, is on the staff of
the East Africa Literature Bureau, Nairobi.
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