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Men of South Africa
And ploughs down palaces, and
thrones, and towers.
From (( The Serf" by Roy Can~pbell
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Apartheid's bounds Increase
in South Africa's calendar in the second half of
1966. Three of these will illuminate the continuing wretchedness of the human
condition in the subcontinent, left behind when the rest of Africa won its
freedom in the years before.
THERE ARE IMPORTANT DATES
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Two of these dates, 30 September and 11 October, mark the independence
of Botswana (Bechuanaland) and 'Lesotho (Basutoland). At a vaguer date,
presently believed to be "about the end of September ", the International
Court of Justice at the Hague is to decide whether South Africa is in breach
of its mandate to adminster South-West Africa, if, indeed, it reaffirms its 1950
advisory opinion that the old League of Nations mandate is still in force.
The free nations of Africa remained linked in complex ways with the
countries that had ruled them. In every case the links were voluntarily kept up
and in most the country's international relationships were diversified. The
people of Africa have been launched into the world community, from which
their previous colonial status had barred them. For Lesotho and Botswana the
process is to be sadly different. Britain is to go and South Africa, on whom both
are economically dependent, is to move in. Britain's mood of withdrawal, and
the United States refusal to clash seriously with South Africa, mean that even
a favourable verdict at the Hague will not free the South-West African people
from continuing under South Africa's 47 years of oppression.
South Africa has been invited to attend the Botswana independence celebrations at Gaberones, and doubtless will be represented at Maseru 11 days
later. And who can seriously believe that the Hague judgement will mean, on its
own, a change in South Africa's colonial-type rule from Windhoek, unless it is
towards tightening South African control?
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The tragedy for all three states is that apartheid is the price of their
dependence on South Africa. And apartheid is not simply segregation, it is
certainly flot "separate development ", the plan South Africa has tried to
promote in its place. At home, it is now called " Eiesoortige ontwkkeling "
- "own-sort" development. This means that the rulers of South Africa
decide that their black subjects will develop, not as full human beings in the
world community, but "along their own lines", these lines being carefully
drawn for them according to their rulers' assessment of their character and
capabilities.
Apartheid means the subversion of the minds of its victims, the development
in them of a conception of themselves as a different species from the next of
mankind, and, the social climate of South Africa being what it is, inherently an
inferior species. For those few who refuse to accept them there is exile, Robben
Island, ~roscription or death.

Africa and the world must know the meaning of independence for Lesotho
under the conciliatory Chief Leabua Janathan's minority government, and for
poverty-stricken Botswana they must know the price of failure to free SouthWest Africa from South African oppression. It is the enslaving of men's minds
on a scale and with a thoroughness unequalled since the slave trade or since
Nazi Germany. All who stand by and let this happen are as guilty as those who
undertake it.
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Zimbabwe Dialogue
Eight months after the rebellion in Rhodesia the Britls.h Government
has" reached the stage of holding "talks about talks." To clarify the
iss'ues we 'present an imaginary eavesdropped dialogue
between a British optimist and a Zimbabwian realist.

So you think these talks can succeed?
Yes, I hope so.
In doing what?
In reaching a negotiated settlement, of course.
An independence settlement? Without selling
out the Africans?
Yes; the Prime Minister has made it quite
clear that he won't accept a settlement which
doesn't satisfy the six principles, and they
guarantee African rights.
Ah, the famous six principles. Do you think
they mean anything?
Of course they do. They've been the basis of
British policy right from the start.
Exactly. Because they can mean whatever
W ilson chooses to make them mean. You don't
imagine that they were ever intended to be more
than an intangible but unexceptionable defence
against charges that Britain refused to state its
terms, do you? A defensive negotiating gambit.
But in any case, you've read the blue book on
the cc negotiations" before UDI I take it. In
which case you would agree that the principles
imply independence before majority rule?
Certainly, but only with guarantees of unimpeded progress to majority rule, no retrogression, and so on. They're foolproof. No adequate
guarantees - no independence.
Constitutional guarantees? Blocking thirds
and so on?
That kind of thing, yes. But of course the
details still have to be negotiated.
Nonetheless, you consider that you could
justifiably grant independence to Rhodesia while
it is still efjectroely controlled by the whites.
I see. But what about the fifth principle?
Well of course the fifth principle is the most
important. We won't grant independence unless
it is acceptable to Rhodesia as a whole.
['m sure we both remember that vague
phrase" as a whole" was one that Smith rather
rashly agreed to in his talks with Home in
S epte1nber 1964. But whatever it means, I
suppose you would at least agree that it includes
a majority of the Africans?
I suppose so.
But what evidence is there that a majority of
the Africans would ever agree to the grant of
independence before majority rule? The N ationalists, for instance, are quite adamantly against
it.
Yes, but we don't know how much support the
Nationalists really have. We haven't tested the
fifth principle yet.
O.K., it isn't proven either way, yet. But
if you've read Cmd. 2807 you must admit that
about the only thing Smith and W ilson agreed
on was that most Africans, if fairly consulted,
would probably prefer Nkomo and his policies
to Smith and his. It's implicit in almost every
thing that was said. So your fifth principle

appears to make nonsense of the basic assumption underlying the others, i.e. independence
before majority rule.
Under the present set-up perhaps. But I still
don't see why the Africans shouldn't accept
a reasonable settlement containing the guarantees that we're trying to get Smith to concede.
You'd agree, surely, that any such settlement would imply trusting the whites not to act
unconstitutionally in order to prevent a transition to majority rule?
Well naturally in any settlement there has
to be an element of trust, otherwise you'll
never get anywhere. You have to be realistic.
So you trust them eh? And you expect the
Africans to trus,t them? On what grounds do
you base this trust?
Because however much I may disagree with
Smith's views, I think he's basically a decent
man who will keep his word.
Honest Ian. Of course. But [ didn't ask
you about him; after all, Prime Ministers can
only do what their supporters will let them do.
W hat makes you think the whites will let him
keep his word? Can you really imagine him
handing calmly over to N komo, without a struggle, just because the constitution said he must?
Have you forgotten what happened to Todd, to
Whitehead, to Welensky, to Field, to Butler
when they so much as hinted that they might,
one day, allow a black man to take over Rhodesia?
Yes I know about them; but if 'we get a
constitution which guarantees majority rule the
whites won't have any option.
Have you forgotten that on May 7 last
year there was an election? T here were two
parties and they both stood for indefinite white
supremacy. The only significance was that the
RF had made clear that it was prepared to
act unconstitutionally to prese7"Ve that supremacy and the RP had made clear that it
wasn't. The whites overwhelmingly voted for
the RF and rejected the RP. All 50 seats,
remember?
O.K. but they didn't know what they were
voting for.
Father, forgroe them . . .Hewe you also forgotten that the RF subsequently tore up the
constitution and replaced it with a completely
different document eliminating the only previous
real safeguard for the Africans? That they did
this solely and specifically to prevent any transition to majority rule from taking place? And
that the vas:t majority of the whites eitlur supported them or at least acquiesced?
Of course I know that; but UDl was an
emotional episode. There were special circumstances.
Exactly, including three main ones which
won't apply in the future if you get your way:

1, they were a British dependency,· 2, they knew
that severe economic consequences would follOfJ);
and, most important, 3, majority rule wasn't
even remotely imminent.
Well, I still don't think they'll tear up a
constitution again. We could build in automatic
sanctions if they did, or even provide for UN
intervention, in "a treaty, for instance.
Well, if no one's prepared to fight them now,
there's no reason to suppose that anyone will,
in say, 10 years time when they'll be armed to
the teeth even more than they are at present.
And if you think Rhodesids trading partners
in Europe are going to go to all the trouble
of destroying a lucrative relationship which they
loathe doing now anyway, merely because yet
another African government has breached its
constitution in some way, or been overthrown by
a (white supremacist) military coup, I'm afraid
you're being very naive. But on reflection I
incline to agree with you that they probably
won't tear up their constitution; they probably
wouldn't need to.
I don't follow you.
Well, the South African Act of Union, for
instance, had "constitutional guarantees" for
African rights. Come to that, the constitution
of M ississip·pi has actually been tc guaranteeing n
one man one vote for over a hundred years.
And neither of these governments have even
had to act unconstitutionally in order to render
these" guarantees~' completely meaningless.
. Well, we can learn from this. We'll get a
much better constitution as a result.
Look, all ['m trying to tell you is that a constitution is just a piece of paper. Even Smith
agrees with me here - he told Wilson that he
wasn~t interested in tc paper safeguards". If you
have efjective power in a country - and in the
final analysis that means the control of the
police and the armed forces - you can tear up
that piece of paper, like Rhodesia; or ignore it,
like Mississippi; or amend it, like South Africa;
or get round it, like Ghana. Power and paper
are two very different things, and I wish 1
thought Haj"old Wilson was aware of the fact.
Harold's all right. He's higWy intelligent. He
has said again and again that he is determined
to fulfil his responsibilities to the Mricans; and
he has spent millions of pounds on sanctions
and helping Zambia. Surely this proves his good
faith. And his policy has been absolutely consistent all along.
Certainly only a fool would claim that he
fully understood Harold Wilson. But there are
plenty of things that make me doubt either his
good faith or his intelligence. And as for con..
sistency, there hewe only been three constant
factors that I can think of - no force, sanctions
and the principles.
Exactly, and what's more they make up a
perfectly sound policy. What can you criticise
there? Did you want a bloodbath? Did you want
him to give up straight away without sanctions?
Would you like us to abandon the principles?
Well, the principles are meaningless so let's
leave them out. That leaves us with a choice
between force, sanctions or surrender. Now, why
do you think he chose sanctions?
Because they were the best way of achieving
the desired result. Both force and surrender were
out of the question.
Half right. He couldn't use force because
they'd make a fuss at home, and he couldn't
do nothing because they'd make a fuss abroad.
Therefore, sanctions; but the decision to apply
sanctions, therefore, was taken without really
considering whether they would work or notthat is to say, not merely damage the economy,
but bring about a transition to majority rule.
So you would have used force?
Reluctantly, yes, though by now it's somewhat
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ilcadetnu. After all, in strictly theoretical te,.,ns
there are only t'tJJO logical ways of ruolving the
anomaly of 1·e.$ponsibilily without power, i.e.
Brilain's plaintive but impotent status vis-a-vis
Rhodesia for the last 76 years. You can either
get rid of the responsibility or you can assume
the power. By ruling out force (at a til1Je,
incidentally, when Smith had made it quite
explicit that economic threats would not deter
him from UDI) Wilson has already, by implication, opted for the former. It's only natural.
Whatever else he may feel about Rhodesia we
can be quite certain that the very last thing he
wants, in a global and partkularly a European
context, is any long-term commitment in Southern Africa. He is obviously aching to get rid
of the responsibility.

I defy you to cite anything he has said or
done which indicates that he is prepared to sell
out the Africans.
And 1 defy you to r-ead Cmd. 2807 and thell
to tell me that if Smith Juu1 accepted Britain's
final offer in Salisbury and in the last telephone
conversation he would not have been able to
maintain white supremacy for as long as he
chose.
Then why didn't he?
Because fortunately the RP were too stupid
and hysterical to see where their true interests
lay, and saved Wilson from carrying through
his betrayal by forcing Smith into UDI. We
can't guarantee they will bail Wilson out like
this again.
Well, he was trying to prevent UDI. But
when it happened he did what he had always
said he would do - imposed sanctions.
Yes, but remember that it was only after UD]
that he said why he was imposing sanctions.
Before then he had, no doubt deliberately, left
the impression that sanctwns were to be a
gesture of disapprOfXl1 only, a punishment 101'
being a naughty boy. Loo'k, try to get it out of
your head that W ilson has ever had a policy.
He has made a series of ad hoc decisions in the
light of the pressures of the moment, domestic
and international. The reason he never stated
his goals before UDI was because he never
had any goals. Sheer terror of great big Smithy
with his Croydon-ful of whites and his squadron
of Hunters has been the dominant characteristic.
And, of course, equal terror of the great British
public, with its Kith-Klux-Kin tribal loyalties.
The trouble with Wilson, though, is that he is
such a brilliant propagandist he really seems to
believe his own propaganda. Rather like Smith,
in fact. So it's quite likely that by now he really
imagines that he has had a consistent policy,
that these .talks really can end in an honourable
independence, and so on. He may even believe
this incredible gibberish about U majority rule
by achievement ".
Well, for heaven's sake, what's wrong with
that? Surely you are not in favour of immediate
majority rule - it's obvious that - admittedly
through no fault of their own - the Africans
just aren't ready for it. Don't you believe in
responsible government? Haven't you drawn
any conclusions from what has been happening
recently in independent Africa? I admire your
idealism, but do try to be a little realistic.
What a good Rhodesian you are! No, of
course I don't accept that the Africans aren't
ready for it; they have more trained men than
almost any other country in the continent except
Ghana. 1 agree, I am not in favour of immediate
majority rule - but only because the whites
aren't ready for it and they would fight, or
panic and get out or something, and there would
be chaos.
All right, things may be bad now, but surely
Wilson is still right to ensure that they will

only ~et better, by insisting lJn majority rule by
achievement ?
By It achieve11Jent" you lnean, like W us 011,
qualifying for the "A" Roll?
Yes; some form of qualified franchise, anyway. A country will obviously be better governed
if its voters have to show some fonn of merit
and responsibility in order to vote.
Oh dear, this is another ludicrous an01naly in
W i/jon's case. Look, when Rhodesians say
u Inerit "
and fC responsibility" they 1nean
»loney" and U education ". You see nothing
paradoxical in the Labour Party solemnly proclaiming that only the rich and the educated
should be allOflJed to vote? In any case, there
are 110 rational grounds for believing that
1noney atld education confer S01ne mysterious
quality called U political responsibility". V e1'woerd, Adolf Hitler and Lord Salisbury, for
instance, would qualify easily for the U A "
Roll, while Jesus Christ and Mahatma Gandhi
wouldn't. Finally, please try to realise that
money and education are not things that Africans U achieve". T hey are things that the
employers and the government respectively give
to them or withhold front them. For instance,
if you suddenly cut African wages to a maximU11Z of £100 per annum, you would find that
overnight no one would have any le merit".
Conversely, if you spent millions of pounds
rushing then'l all through suondary school, they
would all suddenly acquire U responsibility".
This is cl£arly absolute nonsense,. and ] can't
understand whether W ilson is being naive or
cynical in pretending to believe it. Like this
utterly fantastic idea of his that the grant of
illdepe1zdence before majority rule could conceivably lead thereafter to a peaceful transition
to majority rule. Or these talks? Naive or cynical? 1 don't know. It can't be anything else.
Even if I agree with you about the no independence before majority rule business, I think
the talks may still have value with more limited
objectives. For instance, they might produce a
split in the Rhodesian Front; Smith could then
shed his extremists and lead a new moderate
coalition. This would then be a new political
force on the scene with whom one really could
negotiate seriously.
Ah! this exquisite W ilsonian idea that Smith
is a le moderate"!
Stop damning everyone. You must admit that,
whatever his faults, Smith really is less intransigent than, say, Lardner-Burke or Harper.
Less intransigent about means certainly. Bu.t
what evidence is there that his political ends
are any different from ·theirs - white supremacy
for the foreseeable future? It's just that he is
bright enough to prefer to get what he wants
by talking nicely than by suffering economically. A few cc concessions", a token return to
U constitutional government", a general election
(on the present or a similar franchise, of course)
or a rigged Royal Commission or something, to
cc satisfy" the fifth principle, and if he then gets
independence with himself still in effectrve
power, it won't matter in the least what ccconcessions he may or may not have made, the
whites will be sitting pretty for as long as they
like.
You are suggesting that all the whites are
extremists. This just isn't so.
Of course not all. But you can't deny that a
large majority of the whites are prepared to go
along with the Rhodesian Front. And you
shouldn't forget, even if Wilson does, that the
sole policy and raison d'etre of the RP is, and
has always been, to oppose the 1961 constitution
on the grounds that it would lead to ct precipitate" majority rule - in other words to maintain white supremacy for as long as possible
U

H

by all l'oss;bl~ mUIJu. 1, h a profoundly racialist
organisation. If yDU don' t beli~ me, read their
matlifesto; TUJd th~ records of their last Contress; T~d the resolutions they debated there;
read their leaders' speeches; study their election
posters,· read Mr. Nicolle's views 07Z racial
segregation in last month's New Mrican; study
Smith's total intransigence on Land Apportionme1lt, and finally re-read Cmd. 2807 where he
actually admits that U when they themselves lost
power, civilised government would have gone
out of the window for ever". None of this is
even surprising, whm you remember that Rhodesia's cc native policy" and racial attitudes have
always been far closer to South Africa than
to normal British colonies. But they do make
it ridiculous to suppose that as long as the RF
- or its components under another name, but
anyway a l1lajority of the Europeans - remain
the dominant political force in Rhodesia, indefinite white supremacy will not remain official
government policy.

Do you then think that nothing of value can
emerge from these talks?

Well, as long as the Southern Rhodesia
(Independence) Act isn't actually signed, 1 suppose there's always hope. Depending on what
effect sanctions have, which could be considerable by, say, September, the best that could
possibly emerge from the talks might be a simple
withdrawal of UDI, i.e. back to 10th November
last year. This is clearly Smith's first fall-back
position - in his own words: cc the Europeans
would seek to entrench themselves under the
1961 constitution " (jailing independence). But
if, at the same time, Britain formally renounced
the previous cc convention of non-interference
in Rhodesia's internal affairs", this would, at
least, constitute a slightly new situation which
Britain might be able, slowly and painfully, to
exploit.
Do you think this will happen?
No. As I said, I don't think Wilson is prepared to bear the responsibility for Rhodesia
much longer, let alone indefinitely.

So what do you think will happen?
Smith will win, of course, and W ilson will no
doubt shed bitter tears as he hands over four
million more British subjects to apartheid. But
this process needn't necessarily take the form of
a dirty deal with Smith. W ilson would probably
prefer this because it would be easier than the
alternative to present to his electorate as a victory for his statesmanship. If he thinks he just
can't bring this off, however, 1 suppose he will
do a sort of Palestine - admit failure, wash his
ha1zds of the whole business, and turn it over
to the UN fJ)ho, needless to say, won't be able to
do anything effective about it in view of Smith's
military strength. Either way W ilson will have
sold out the Africans. Still he might not. It
depends how many people show him that they
are aware of what he is doing and of the implications of granting independence before majority
rule, and are prepared to make life unpleasant
for him if he goes on doing it - back-benchers,
constituencies, unions, Commonwealth Prime
Ministers, Americans, and so on.

Do you think they will?
No. Relatively few people are really interested
in Rhodesia, are they?

So after the sell-out, what then?
Remember the Vi/joens?
The white couple that were murdered? Yes.
Tragic.
And prophetic.

•
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Daughters
of the sun

when men were men
and women were women, when maids had breasts
and stayed as pretty as nature made them,
when men, like giants, were so wrapped· in
muscles and so proud of this that they dared
not hide their thighs in cotton as they do
today, it was then, my dear stranger, that such
things as I am about to tell you could happen.
Far, far away from here, far beyond the white
hills of Okija, there was a little quiet village.
It had only one inhabitant. He was a hunter.
No one knew his name, who he was, why he
lived there, or even where he came from. It
was impossible to tell because he \vas uncommunicative. People from neighbouring villages
saw him only when he came to sell elephant
tusks and leopard skins. He was big and ugly
and had more scars on his body than he had
hairs.
" Brave Hunter, Brave Hunter," people would
call, "why do you live alone, Brave Hunter?"
To this, the hunter only shrugged his shoulders
and said nothing. Then they would offer him
some drink, knowing fully well he hated the
stuff. And because of this, even the meanest
of men indulged in this.
"If you insult me once more with your
palm-wine, I will swallow the insult," ·the hunter
would threaten amidst a roar of laughter. This
was the only joke he knew and the single proof
that he was not dumb. In those days, bravery
was like bride price. Young women flung themselves at him and fathers would bring their
most beautiful daughters to introduce to him.
But the hunter showed no interest at all. With a
shrug of his shoulders, he soon indicated that
the interview was over, that neither women nor
wine interested him.
"Brave Hunter, Brave Hunter," a father
would plead, "why won't you get married,
Brave Hunter?" To this the hunter's answer
\vas another shrug of the shoulders and home
he would go to his village in the hills.
The roof of the house where he lived was
made from the skins of various animals, the
walls were of elephant tusks and, surrounding the
house itself, was .a fence of tiger teeth. So
many animals had he killed! Even the cup he
jrank from was the skull of a monkey. Oh, he
was such a great man! A real giant among
men!
However, the hunter had one formidable
enemy: Boredom. Since he hated wine, women,
and dancing, the only thing that gave him
pleasure in life was hunting. But now, even
MA Ty MANY YEARS AGO.,

o BIB. E G BUN A, Nigerian playwright,
short-story writer and critic is at present
studying law in London.

This extract f1'on1 "Daughters of the
Sun is a story within a story. A traveller
and collector of legends is told the story
by an old lady in repayment for his carrying her heavy water pot. It is the action
of the lady herself which the traveller
counts as the legend he has gained., not
the "folktale n which the old lady rnade
up as she went along.
"Daughters of the Sun '-' is of added
interest for its relevance to the discussion
on pages 124-5 and to Miss Aidoo's
views on page 126.
H

that bored him. He had killed all kinds of
animals there were to be killed. The sight of
an elephant or tiger now made him yawn.
Life was therefore empty of thrills, no amusement, no laughter, nothing to live for. He
became very sad and ground his teeth from
cockcrow to nightfall.
struck him. Why not go in
search of some kind of animal he had never
killed before? There must be one somewhere!
Even if there wasn't any, the mere search for
it would surely cure his boredom. But, he reflected gleefully, there must be an animal
that man had not known about, or even heard
of. This idea excited the hunter no end. He
remembered tales about the celebrated Forest
of Reincarnation. The mere thought of this
place made him shiver like a cold infant. Legend
had it that the forest was the land of the dead
and that no human being ever penetrated it
before. 'i'hose who attempted it in the past never
came out of it alive. Tales about this notorious
forest were brought by travellers from distant
lands. Why not win glory, the hunter thought,
by going into this inpenetrable forest to hunt?
):'es! Why hadn't he thought of it before?
A few days later, the brave hunter set out
with his gun and hunting kit. He crossed seven
lands and seven seas before he reached his
destination. lbe forest was as forboding as
the travellers had said. From a distance, it
looked smoky and unearthly and, as you got
nearer to it, you had a strange feeling that a
one-eyed man was staring at you concentratedly
and that the entire forest constituted an eye of
this man the rest of whose face and body was
invisible. Stepping into the forest was like crossing the magic curtain of Umualiisi. The
hunter's heart was filled with premonition. He
sa w a thick cloud come over the sky at once,
spanning right over the forest and, for a
time, he thought he heard bells ringing. But
all soon became calm and quiet once more.
Not that it mattered in the least for, to this
brave man, danger was an irresistible attraction.
He walked on and on, turning neither right
nor left, as if a force was pulling him forward.
The strangest thing of all was that there were
no animals in the forest, not even a worm in
the soil. Here and there, were bones and dead
remains of birds that lost their way and made the
mistake of trying to flyover the Forest of
Reincarnation. The brave hunter continued
walking until he came to the other edge of
the forest which, to his amazement, concealed
a large expanse of water. It seemed as if the
whole idea of this semi-circular forest was to
protect this strange ocean from the peoples of
the world. The sea was so vast and green that
the hunter fell into it with dizziness. He was
about to turn away from it when he saw
ONE DAY, AN IDEA
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something approaching in the distance. It rolled
on the surface of the water like a ball of fire and
was coming directly to the part of the forest
where he stood. Filled with panic 'and an unearthly terror, the hunter ran to the nearest tree
and, climbing to the top, hid himself among the
leaves. From here, he watched and waited to
see what would happen next.
The rolling flames came nearer the edge of
the forest and stopped. It exploded into two
with a loud noise. And in the bowels of it
was a boat carrying two girls. The hunter
nearly fell from the tree at the sight of such
beauty. The boat was made of gold ·and the
maids inside it were as brown as honey. The
two girls looked exactly alike, so beautiful and
dusky that they dimmed the stars above with
their sombre glow. Their hair circled like fresh
raffia and breasts stood out on their chests like
the tower bells of Arabbi. The only thing they
were clothed in was their beauty and oh, such
rich apparel thought the hunter. The two girls
looked around carefully to make certain that
there was nobody there. The hunter held his
breath. Convinced that they were alone, one of
the girls said to the other:
"Now, sister, you first."
The other one stood up and began her strange
declaration.
"I, cne of the twin daughters of the sun,
hereby declare that I am going to the world of
men on a fifteen-year holiday. In exactly nine
months from now, I will be born in the town of
Awkusu by a woman called Oyemma. My
parents are very rich and have already three
male children. I will be their fourth and last
child, and the only daughter of the family. My
parents will spoil me and I will grow up a
beautiful naughty girl and the envy of the
town. But on my fourteenth birthday, there
will be a storm and a branch will fall off the
tree in our front yard. It will strike me down
instantly and kill me on the spot. I will shade
my mortal flesh as soon as I am buried and come
straight back here to the boat to wait for my
sister. All this I swear in the name of our
father, the grand Sun."
When she finished, she nodded at her sister
and sat down. The other one stood up and
spoke:
"I, one of the twin daughters of the Sun,
hereby declare that I am going to the world
of men on a seventeen-year holiday. In exactly
nine months from today I will be born as a
bouncing baby girl at a village called Okija.
My father is an old farmer called Obidile and
my mother's name is Akuedu. They are both
seventy but have no children. My hope is to
keep them company for sixteen years and make
them as happy as they have a right to be. On
my sixteenth birthday, I will ask my father to
buy me an ox for a present. Three days later
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this very animal will trample me to death. I
will shed my mortal flesh as soon ·as I am
buried and come back here at sunrise to rejoin
my dear sister for our return trip to our planet
of origin, the sun. All this I swear in the name
of our father, the grand Sun."
When she finished, the twin sisters got off the
boat and walked into the forest silently. They
took about twelve paces and stopped.
"Promise you will be here, sister," said one
to the other.
"I promise."
" And that nothing will keep you."
" I promise. And you too."
" I promise, sister, I promise."
Then they walked into a cleared space, backed
the sun, and disappeared.
THE HUNTER CAME DOWN from the tree and
ran all the way home. The village of Okija
where the second of the twin sisters said she
would be incarnated was only a mile from his
home. So he set out for Okija with a large
pot of palm wine. When he got there, he asked
for an old couple called Odidile and Akwuedu.
" Brave Hunter, Brave Hunter," the villagers
called, "what do you want with a dying old
husband and wife? We thought you didn't drink
but now you are carrying a pot. They are sterile
and have no daughter for you to marry. Why
bother with them, Brave Hunter?"
To this, the hunter shrugged his shoulders
as usual. And the villagers, burning with jealousy and curiosity, led him to the old couple.
The hunter, a man of few word even at a time
like this, said what he wanted briefly:
"I have come to ask the hand of your
daughter in marriage."
" Brave Hunter, Brave Hunter," said the old
couple, "we have been married for fifty years
but no child has come our way."
" I know you have no child," said the hunter.
" I also know you are going to have a bouncing
baby girl in nine months time. She will be as
beautiful as sunset and no one is going to
marry her but me."
"Brave Hunter, Brave Hunter, you do the
strangest of things but what you say now is even
stranger than your deeds," the old couple replied. "We are too old to have a child. We
couldn't succeed when we were young and full
of seeds. How can we now?"
" Leave that to destiny, my friends. Take my
word for what its worth. Have 1- not killed elephants when I said I would and shot lions
stronger than the strongest beasts? Why doubt
me know?"
" Brave Hunter, Brave Hunter, what you are
predicting is a miracle, not an act of bravery.
You may be brave, but you are not a god.
How do you come by such an information?"
The hunter merely shrugged his shoulders

and smiled. He was misunderstood by his hosts.
"He is laughing at us," the couple said.
"Are you not ashamed of yourself? Do you
not get enough amusement from jesting monkeys
that you should go about laughing at childless
old people in their homes? Have you no respect
for age and misfortune?"
They took broomsticks and chased the hunter
out of their home. He could have knocked them
both down with a wave of his hand but he
restrained himself. Disappointed but not dismayed, he returned to his house and waited
patiently.
FIVE MONTHS LATER, he had a visit from
Obidile, the old man.
"Brave Hunter, Brave Hunter," the old
man shouted from the door, "your prophecy
has come true. My wife is going to have a
baby. Not long now! She is five months pregnant already."
"Five months! " said the hunter. "Why
didn't you come to tell me earlier?"
"Because we did not know what it was at
first. When her womb began to bulge, we thought
it was food poisoning of some sort and hoped
she would get over it. But it got worse and
bigger and we had to go to Okwologu, the
doctor. He found it difficult to believe possible
in a woman of seventy but, there you are, he
confirmed it this morning that Akuedu, my
wife, is in fact pregnant. You are a man of
vision indeed, Brave Hunter. How come the
gods have endowed you with bravery and vision
when most men are denied either?"
The hunter shrugged his shoulders.
Four months later, the baby was born.
"Brave Hunter, Brave Hunter," the messenger from Okija called, "I have come from
Obidile, the old farmer. He says to tell you
his wife has just given birth to your wife. And
will you come with me at once."
The hunter took the pot of palm wine which
he had already secured for the occasion and
hastened to Okija. There was great rejoicing
'when he got there. He recognised the baby's
face at once, just a smaller edition of the one
he saw in the Forest of Reincarnation. Everybody commented on how beautiful the baby
was as the hunter lifted the baby.
" Yes, very beautiful I agree," said the
hunter. "A true daughter of the sun indeed."
The baby burst out crying at once, kicking
her little hands and feet into the air.
"What have you done to her, Brave Hunter?" someone asked. "She cries as if she has
been stung by a scorpion."
"I could have sworn I saw her open her
eyes then," said another, "and swoon at you
before she began to cry. What have you done
to her?"
"Don't let our gesture distress you, my

friends," said the hunter. "Just an ordinary
husband and wife quarrel." This evoked peals of
laughter from the people there.
"Brave Hunter, Brave Hunter," the old
farmer called, " because of what you've done for
us and the baby, we've decided to call her
Dintajaanu, which means: Betrothed to the
Brave Hunter."
The hunter shook his head.
"No, my dead father-in-law," he said. "A
name like that is apt to embarrass us in years
to come when I am too old to hunt and too
frail to be called brave."
"What name do you suggest instead?"
The hunter thought for a while and said:
"Why don't we just call her Ejima?"
" Ejima!" exclaimed the bewildered old man.
"But Ejima means Twins. Why give her a
name like that when she is single? And see,
the baby is crying loudly again as if even she
disapproves of the name."
" You know better than to argue with me,
don't you?" said the hunter, ignoring the baby's
wailing.
" Anything you say, Brave Hunter, anything
you say. We will call her Ejima."
" And talking of arguing, I want to make one
stipulation here and now concerning this child."
"What is that?" asked the old couple.
" That under no circumstances and I
repeat - under no circumstances must an ox
be brought into this compound, either for sale
or as a present."
" An ox!" exclaimed the old man, chuckling.
"What a strange request to make!"
"I am not laughing, old man. And I don't
care what kind of request it is, but I want it
carried out implicitly. No ox, do you hear me?"
"All right, Brave Hunter," said the old
man. "No ox in my house. I promise you
that."
From that day onwards, the baby cried every
time the hunter paid a visit.
" Brave Hunter, Brave Hunter," people often
said, "why is it this child dislikes you so
much?" to which the hunter invariably gave the
typical response: a shrug of the shoulders.
THE YEARS ROLLED BY. Ejima grew into a lovely
young woman. Her beauty was the talk of the
town and people came from far and near just
to set eyes on her. And not one regretted the
journey. On the contrary, they all marvelled
at what they saw and swore to come back some
day. Her parents loved her more than anything
in the world. The parental affection which had
been lying dormant in them for forty years
was expended on her. They gave her everything
she wanted and wished she would ask for more.
But Ejima had everything a girl could ask for
and was quite pleased with life in general.
She grew tall beyond her years, robust at the
right places, generous with her smiles to everyone but the hunter. She did not grow out of
her hatred for him. Instead, her -'bitterness
towards this man increased till it became a
paralysing phobia. She avoided his eyes like
lightning and would not even mention his name
at all. Whenever he called at the house, she
would either carry the pot and run down to
the stream or take the rope and go to fetch
the firewood. And she would not come back
for hours on end and, when she did at last,
would stop outside the door and listen for a
while to make sure the hunter was gone before
she ventured into the yard. These rebuffs did
not worry the hunter unduly. He waited
patiently, biding his time. The only thing he did
was to remind her parents from time to time
about not allowing any ox into the compound.
The old couple maintained that this was an
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easy promise to keep. Hadn't they kept it all
these years they asked proudly?
However, Ejima's sixteenth birthday at last.
She got up very early in the morning and went
to her parents.
"What do you want, Ejima?" they asked.
" You've got that sad look on your face."
"Father and mother," she said, "you know
that I've never really begged you for anything."
" We know that, child. Why do you 'asked?"
"Because, for the first time in my life, I
want something badly."
"Of course, child," they said, stroking her
hands fondly; "ask anything you want. Isn't
today your birthday? We will give you anything
you name. Now, tell us what it is you want."
" An ox," replied Ejima curtly.
Her parents jumped out of bed.
" What did you say?" asked the old man.
" I said I want an ox, father."
"Well now, child, er, look, don't you think
that an ox is an odd present for a girl?"
"Not if the girl wants it as much as I do.
And is fortunate enough to have very loving
parents as I do."
" Yes, you know we love you, child. But
you've asked for one present you can't have."
" Why can't I have it, father?"
But the old couple had prom'ised the hunter
to keep their mouths shut. Even if they hadn't,
they still wouldn't know what to say for the
hunter had kept the real secret to himself.
Ejima cried all day and all night. She knew
how soft-hearted her parents were and that
every drop of her tears was like a spear thrust
through the innermost fibre of their feelings.
She had also refused t'o eat, not even a tiny
cube of Mbili, a special delicacy which her
parents always prepared for her on grand occasions. This was also calculated to be a conscience racker for her parents.
Early the next day, the old man went to
see the hunter and told him what was going
on.
"Brave Hunter, Brave Hunter," he cried
in conclusion, "the poor girl is going to starve
herself to death. Surely you don't want to be
married to a corpse. What are we going to do,
Brave Hunter?"
"Let her starve," was all the answer he
got. The hunter was as immoveable as a rock.
" I've heard rumours that your mother mated
with a lion to have you. When you talk like
this, I wonder whether it is not a scorpion.
You are all sting and no heart. What do you
gain by refusing your own fiancee a present
of her choice? Sometimes I "vonder if you do
love her at all. You have not even given her
any present this birthday."
"The greatest present anyone can ever give
your daughter is that refusal. And as her fiance,
I claim the sole privilege and the responsibility
of making it."
the old man took
the bad news home to his wife. They waited a
whole day and another night. But no change
came. Ejima still locked herself up in her room,
crying and starving. This was too much for
them, their one and only daughter crying her
heart out like that! They talked about it all
night and began to question the good will of the
hunter, this man who was so devoid of human
love that he had to build himself an isolated
village to become a recluse, a man so used to
killing that he had even killed the instinct of
loving in himself. Who was he, anyway? Just a
man with a gun! No one knew who he really
was, what he was, or where he came from. Confronted with a choice between their loving
daughter and this, this, strange, enigmatic hunter,
MORE CONFUSED THAN EVER,

why choose the stranger? This was equivalent to
betrayal! Whoever heard of parents betraying
their own daughter to appease an eccentric
stranger? Yes, the hunter was an evil man!
Why did they bother to listen to him in the
first pace? He was dictatorial, conceited, and
wicked. He was a monster! Thanks to the gods
that this incident had happened just in time to
let them realise to what a 'beast they nearly
married their one and only daughter. What
was so unique about this hunter detecting the
pregnancy before them? He was young, his
sight was sound, he might even have had some
experience in his past about these things, perhaps he was a widower. If they had been as
young and experienced as he was, they might
just as easily detected that Akuedu was pregnant early enough, even before the hunter had
done so. Predicting pregnancy indeed! What a
flimsy excuse to base this marriage on! No,
their daughter was not going to marry the
hunter. How clumsy of them, they said, even
to contemplate it. She would have the ox she
asked for and the hunter could jump into the
nearest ocean and play with the sharks! But
the old couple only said these things because
they wanted an excuse for their weakness. In
their hearts, they knew they still loved and
reverenced the hunter and in fact admired his
strong stability of determination. But someone
had to bear the blame of their capitulation.
At the first cockcrow the next dawn, the old
man hurried to a place in the neighbourhood
where a few Hausa nomads were spending the
night with their flock. Unable to wait in case
he changed his m'ind again, he got the nomads
out of their tents and made his purchase. Taking
the ox home, he called out to Ejima that her
present had arrived, to come and have a look.
Ejima and her mother ran out of the house,
screaming with joy. Ejima was so excited that
she slapped the ox on the eye. The animal
panicked, rushed forward and, in doing so,
trampled Ejima underfoot. She died before her
parents could lift her up.
" Brave Hunter, Brave Hunter," the old man
cried, kneeling down in shame, " I have brought
you bad tidings. Ejima, our lovely daughter,
your beloved wife- to-be, is, is dead."
'~Did you disobey my orders?" shouted the
hunter, wearing a killer's frown. "Did you buy
her that ox?"
"I'm afraid so, Brave Hunter. She was
only playing with the ox when she ... "
"Don't tell me how she died. I know. Get
back home and stay there till I return."
"Where are you going, Brave Hunter?"
The hunter shrugged his shoulders, ran into
his room, collected his gun and was off.
HASTENED ACROSS seven lands and seven
seas till he reached the celebrated Forest of
Reincarnation. He breathed a sight of relief
for he did make it after all. It was not yet
sunrise when, according to Ejima's declaration
seventeen years ago, she would be coming here
to rejoin her sister for their return trip to
the sun. He could see from the breaking glow
in the eastern sky that the sun was just about
to emerge. He climbed the huge tree, hid at the
spot he now knew so well, and waited. He
could see in the distance that Ejima's sister was
already back and was waiting in the boat. She
was as beautiful as ever and hummed the most
melodious tune the hunter had ever heard.
Soon enough, the hunter heard footsteps
coming through the forest. He looked up and
saw that the sun had just risen on the horizon.
She was exactly on time, he thought. Ejima
soon emerged, walking like a queen in a fairy
tale, as nude and beautiful as she was when
HE
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he first saw her on that ·same spot seventeen
years ago. The hunter took a sharp breath.
" Stop where you are!" he roared and jumped
down the tree.
Ejima was so startled that she nearly fell
to the ground. And recognising the hunter, she
began to tremble with fear. Her face became
paler than pale and her heart almost stopped
beating.
"Brave Hunter, Brave Hunter," she called,
" what do you want with me?"
" You know the answer to that question before you asked it, Ejima," he answered, "I
promised myself to make you my wife. I can
disappoint anyone but myself."
" But this cannot be Brave Hunter. I do not
belong to your world. I was only there on holiday. I belong to the sun."
" I know, Ejima. That is why I am here to
prevent you going back to the sun. You must
come back with me to my world."
" And if I do not come?"
"I will shoot you dead like a bird."
"But if you do that, I am doomed. I will
belong to neither the world of men nor the
sun. And I shall never rejoin my sister again."
"I know that, Ejima, very well. Just as I
know tha t you will not be foolish enough, to
inflict such an eternal curse upon your soul."
Ejima burst into tears.
"Brave Hunter, Brave Hunter," she cried.
"Please let me go to my sister. Take pity on
us both and let us return to the sun. We will
make you the richest man in the world and give
you anything you \\'~ant."
" The only thing I want from life is love 'and
a cure from boredom. I know you can give me
both. Can't you see it is either your freedom
or mine? And my hunting instinct says to me:
don't forget the rules."
Ejima realised that pleading till doomsday
would not move the hunter.
" All right, Brave Hunter," she said, looking
into his eyes for the first time in their experience.
" I will marry you and make you the most loving
of wives. Meanwhile, run back to my parents'
house at Okija. You'll find my corpse lying in
the coffin, surrounded by mourners. Tell my
parents that they had made a dreadful mistake,
that I was not dead, just temporarily unconscious. Then slap me seven times on each
cheek and ask me to arise. You will see what
will happen then."
" Yes," replied the Hunter, "but to make
sure that what I want to happen will indeed
happen, lend me a lock of your hair, will
you?"
"Why do you ask that?" asked Ejima.
"Because I know you cannot go back to
the sun not whole."
" But how do you know these things?"
"Perhaps I myself was once a son of the
sun."
THE HUNTER TOOK A LOCK of Ejima's hair, and
departed. He went to the funeral scene at
Okija and did as he was told. Ejima got out
of the coffin, asking, to the stupefied delight of
all present, what the fuss was all about. Six
months later, she was married to the hunter.
Nine months after that, she gave birth to a
daughter. Everyone commented on how alike
mother and daughter looked, just like identical
twins, but members of the family kept their
secret to themselves. They had no more children
and lived happily to ripe old age. When death
came at last, they all went back to the sun
where, till today you can still see them taking
evening strolls, hand in hand. Now, you know
what makes the sunset so beautiful: the glowing
•
beauty of the daughters of the sun.
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The Oral Tradition
The ramifications of what is generally referred to as
the African oral tradition were discussed by Dennis
Duerden, chairman, Dr. Godfrey Lienhardt,
Cambridge anthropologist, John Nagenda, Ugandan
writer, and Lewis Nkosi, literary editor of The New
African. The transcript is reproduced by permission
of Transcription Features Ltd.
The traditional picture of the folk story teller is, I
think, to be found in descriptions that have come to us recently
of folk story tellers in Ireland, of men who sit at the fireside
on long winter nights surrounded by a vast group of people who
assemble to listen to their skills in telling very long, complicated,
very embroidered stories, which have been handed down as
part of the oral tradition . . . I would like to begin by asking
whether their counterpart exists in Africa and whether any of
you have actually seen or been present on the occasion of
these performances?

DUERDEN:

Yes, I have. In my part of the continent, anyway, it is
presumed that this kind of traditional folk culture has died, or
has ceased to be of importance, and yet I can remember when
I was young being told stories in the evening by not only my
parents but by people who were our neighbours, because there
used to be some kind of social organisation in which neighbours
got together because it was good to find out what each neighbour
had been doing during the day and so discuss the general life
around the village or the urban area in which you lived; and in
the process children used to flock to these places and you would
insist on hearing a story. But there was also an interesting
aspect to this, that the reason why children born in the cities,
who might not have had any contact with this kind of cultural
phenomenon, still wanted to be told stories was that in school
teachers who might have grown up in the villages insisted that
each student should come to school with a story to tell to the
class, and so this was our \vay of amassing an anthology of
folk tales ...

NKOSI:

John, have you had similar experiences to the Irish one
that I described and the ones that Lewis has been describing in
South Africa?

DUERDEN:

Well, my own experience has not been one of listening
to professional story-tellers . . . but I do knO\V they exist in
Uganda and I know of friends who have listened to these men.
My own experience of listening to folk lore, which after all
does not only include the folk tale but also the customs and folk
songs, has been with other people of my age and people slightly
older, my parents when they had the time, sitting down during
the evening, perhaps not around the fire but probably outside
on the verandah and telling these stories, so that in fact it was
people coming together and telling these stories to each other.
A lot of these people who told these stories would themselves
have learnt these stories from professional story tellers, but I
must confess that I never really heard these stories from
professional story tellers.

NAGENDA:

The word "professional" is rather a difficult one is
it not? Because the kind of people they are thinking of are
presumably people who took great delight in entertaining other
people, but were not like travelling musicians or travelling
entertainers in that they presumably were not paid or did not
make a profession of what they were doing.

DUERDEN:

I think the professional thing is absolutely essential
for knowing more about what happens in African story telling
because I think the performances of professionals, for example
in Nigeria you do have professional entertainers, have been
confused in the literature we have on this subject with the
supposed performances of adult villagers amongst themselves.
There is not one good and convincing account from my reading,
of adults sitting together in an African village, telling one
another stories for entertainment. Not one! And if one were
found, it would be most valuable to have. This material simply
has not been collected, I imagine, but on the whole people have
copied earlier ideas that the English and the Irish had about
their own folklore and referred it, to some extent, to Africa, and
I have never seen a group of adult villagers solemnly sitting
down to amuse one another with folk tales. They may have done
so of course, fifty years ago.

LIENHARDT:

I just do not know what is meant by amusing one another.
I do know that during the times of ceremony amongst the
Zulus - when I was growing up I lived for about two years
in the countryside - there was a time of great ceremony when
beasts were killed and there was one person who could recite
praise poetry, even to my Uncle, to the Kumalos, and in the
process of so doing would mention some aspects of Zulu
history, some aspects which were not history at all; some were
really legend and had no basis in fact, stories which I would
include in the genre of folklore and these were told by someone
who was an expert in telling stories. More than that, they had
to be told in a certain specific place: that was in the cattle
kraal. And beer would be moved into the cattle kraal and there
would be women ululating to the music of say the drums and
the men would chant songs, like the Gida songs ...

KOSI:

But that is not the whole oral tradition of the people.
You see, you said earlier that one of the motives for learning
folk tales, from your own experience, was because you told
them in school and they had to be interesting in school. Now
what I would like to know - just as a matter of fact, from
any part of Africa - is to what extent the folk tales which
had undoubtedly been taken up by schools were taught to

LIENI-IARDT:
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children in the way you described and, therefore, handed on
basically through children and to what extent, for example,
if you went to school in the circumstances you described - one
of the special ceremonial type of recitals which are of course
part of oral literature which is not differentiated into fact and
fiction and so on, to what extent that would have been acceptable
as something to tell in schools.
~AGE DA:

Well, if I may bring the Uganda experience in at this
point. Undoubtedly at court - at the King's Court, the Kabaka's
Court - there were professional story-tellers and this was
repeated in the lesser courts (the County Chiefs) right down the
line. They would have somebody who was a "hanger-on" and
was given food and somewhere to stay, so that he could regale the
court with a story. And that happened and I know a lot of people
who have known this and my own grandfather had such a story
teller. Men would get together in a village, drinking, and
somebody would start plucking a harp, for example, as background to his story and then he would recite, probably in a
manner of poetry, a folk tale, or a tale, and this happens even
now in the villages. And there is, for example, quite a well-kno\/TI
story in Uganda, Ugnamuama a man who was killed by a
crocodile and this I have heard many times myself.
J

Is there perhaps a sort of rather undefined boundary
between praise poems and folk stories? The Irish folk stories)
the Celtic folk stories seem to be really folk stories about
heroes.

DUERDEN:

Yes, they are part - I think part of traditional
history, however entertaining and fictional some elements may
be. What I was really wondering about: the African material
about which very little really is known, you have) say, the sort
of stories which every child knows, like in England " Jack and
the Beanstalk" or "Cinderella," those kinds of stories. N o,v
what I would like to know is \vhether anybody remembers adults
in an African village or to\vn for that matter, sitting down to
tell one another these stories. And as far as John's recollections
go and Lewis's, obviously the whole occasion of the telling of
what we would call a fictional narrative, you see, is one of some
sort of entertainment or ceremony. Things have not been divided
into history, literature or into creative or even inventiveness after all there is simply no scope for inventiveness in a traditional
tale which you have to tell the children. You can add bits to it
until the child goes to sleep.
I'm quite sure from my own experience of the bit of Africa
I was in, that is, the Sudan, that children go to be entertained
by very often girls who amuse themselves in other ways before
going to bed and they are told a story and then they want to
hear more and as is not unfamiliar in telling children stories
here, a bit more is added of a purely repetitive nature, which
has not an artistic element in the story, until the child goes to
sleep before whoever has been telling him the story has been

able to add a bit more to it, you see. Whereas the basic story
is undoubtedly whole: it has a beginning and an end. As it
happens here with children, a lot that is added to it eventually
becomes part of the story.
But you know, you have completely different kinds of
folk stories, it seems to me. Characterise it as the difference
between Grimm's fairy tales and the Nibelungenlied. One
is a sort of folk memory which is handed down and the other
one is a fairy story for children. Now how do these categories
apply to African folk stories ? Would, for example, the Anansi)
the spider folk stories collected by Ratray or the Tortoise stories
collected from the Yorubas in recent years - would these be
children's stories?

DUERDEN:

I should like to ask you all a question on a matter
of fact. That is - let us say among the Zulus or the Baganda
or in your experience, Dennis, among the Hausa - do you
find that the official preface, as it were, what is said before a
story is told, takes a particular form when you have a fictional
tale, that is a form of saying this is a story rather like a thing
that appears at the beginning of English novels, or that the
characters in this novel are fictional and any resemblance to
any person living or dead is not intended. Now certainly with
the Anansi stories, I think with the Yoruba stories and in the
very specific names by which different sorts of stories are known
in other parts of Africa, there is a clear distinction between what
is intended to be accepted as fictional and what is intended to
b,-- accepted as fact.

LIENHARDT:

LIE HARDT :

There definitely is that kind of preface amongst the Zulus.
I don't know how you can translate it into English but we
usually had stories told to us by adults, and they would start
these stories by saying: "Kwasukasukela !" The rough translation of that is: "It started from the beginning" or "This is
how it began" and from there on you assume that this was a
tale and did not necessarily have anything to do with facts.

TKOSI:

I tell you why I mention this because, you see, the
words " folklore, folk tale, pre-supposed early experience which
mixes up myths, legends and what not, and has been presented
in much writing about African literature. There are difficulties
in finding myths and legends and so on and it is undoubtedly
true that references move from one genre to another - much
as Shakespeare's history plays refer to something by say,
Froissart, and this refers to something which presumably
happened in history. But as far as the treatment of African
literature is concerned, I think there has been until very very
recently, too little recognition that there was a genre which was
specifically fiction whatever was referred to in the fiction.

LIE ·HARDT:
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THE AFRICAN
LITERARY
TRADITION-l

Above all
is poetry

In the vast field of African
oral literature, the folktale
is after all only one form
of the prose material, and
probably the lesser part of
the whole, for poetry
covered every aspect of
a man's life

AMA ATA AIDOO
WHETHER OR NOT we would like to adn1it
it, the attention of the world at large was
drawn to the literature of this continent
only in 1958 with the appearance of Chinua
Achebe's Things Fall Apart. This is shocking but it is true. However it does not mean
that nothing existed before then, traditional
or modem. In fact the situation is parallel
to that hackneyed story of the writer, who
struggles for many years without getting
a single manuscript accepted. Then the
moment he has had one thing published
which gets acclaimed as a masterpiece, he
also gets the same publishers who had not
thought his stuff worth their attention
struggling with each other over the publishing rights of all his old manuscripts. And
so it has been with African Literature.
But even here one has to take note of
certain reservations. As yet, most people
are only ready to recognise the literature
of this continent written in the modern
European languages, which in its earliest
forms dates from about the beginning of this
century, and not much before. On the whole
it is part of the tragic story of African
peoples that as yet, to say they had any
kind of creative compositions \vhich are
unrelated to their Western European experience sounds, if not heretical, at least
a little too defensive.
Hitherto, whatever people knew in the
way of traditional African literature was
confined to the folktale. This applies not
only to the non-African but to the literate
African as well. The situation was the outcome of the interaction between three
possible factors: a universal ignorance of
the African culture milieu, a narrowness
of approach to the concept of literature in
general and the fact that the telling of folktales was the only form of verbal art which
A M A A T A A I D 0 0, research fellow of the Institute of African Studies
in the University of Ghana Legon) is the
author of Dilemma of a Ghost (Longmans, 1965) and other plays as well as
stories) published in Okyeame, Black
Orpheus etc.) and p.oetry in The New
African and elsewhere. She is participating in an international seminar at
Harvard this summer. Subsequent articles
in this series 11Jill deal with drama and
prose.

was able to hold its own before the onslaught of Western European culture. Up
to the present day the telling of folktales is a
major social activity among many African
peoples. For example, here in Ghana, in
the rural areas, certainly among the Akans,
many people still belong to story-telling
groups. Notable among these is a group
of which Mrs. Efua Sutherland is a member and with whom she has been working
for some time.

the folktale was not
everything. With more facts coming to light
through research, we are learning that in
the vast field of African oral literature,
the folktale is after all only one form of
the prose material which in turn is only
a part, and probably, the lesser part of the
whole. Over and above all is poetry.
In the first chapter of An Apologie for
Poetrie in which Sir Philip Sidney makes
a case for the true reverence for poetry as is
due to this noble form of art, he says:
" . . . among the . . . Indians where no
writing is, yet have they their Poets, who
make and sing songs which they call
Areytos) both of their Ancestors deeds and
praises of their Gods."
Of course one must be cautious about
taking everything that Sidney says especially
as he was writing in the 16th century and
it was before the maj or Elizabethan discoveries. For instance one wonders which
" Indians" he was referring to. But the
important point he makes is that poetry
is a practised art among all peoples,
whether or not they have evolved a system
of writing, and in fact, Dame Poetry is
"the first Nurse, whose milk by little
and little, enabled them to feed afterwards
of the tougher knowledge." And he quotes
from a formidable list of peoples ranging
from the Greeks, to the Scandinavians and
the " Indians" ending with, " our neighbour
Countrey Ireland." If we could possibly
guess how insular the English were in the
16th century, we would appreciate Sidney's
revolutionary broad-mindedness! At any
rate, it does not seem as if anyone has had
any occasion to refute the main point in
his argument. It has simply been ignored.
BUT IT SEEMS THAT

There is no doubt that in the manner in
which Sidney speaks of it, poetry, was a
form of folk art. And as folk art, it was
purely functional. It could be recitative,
in praise of the ruler or incantatory in
invocation to a god. It has been a medium
through which a people have preserved
their history as well as a vehicle for social
sanction. But it does not matter what
purpose \vas behind the production of any
poetry in any society; it always had a
social content. It invariably related to the
life of the community which produced it.
And what sounds quite strange in an era
like this, it nearly always was anonymous.
Two outstanding exceptions are the Psalms
and The Song of Solomon.
However, between the 12th century and
1966, man's concept of poetry has changed,
especially in relation to its function. First,
individual geniuses took it up and practised
it. But this would hardly have caused any
serious harm if the intellectuals had not got
interested. And unfortunately, they did.
They took it away from the people, raised
- or perhaps lowered it to the status of
an academic discipline, analysed it, defined
it, categorised it and froze it ... And now,
any child can tell you that a poem is
written) by a poet) and is the " spontaneous
overflow of his emotions, recollected in
tranquility." And of course a poem rhymes!
When it does not, it is not a poem, it is
" free-verse." Certainly, anything which lies
outside this definition is not poetry.
And certainly, much of traditional African poetry lies outside it. The greater part
of it is oral; more often than not, it is
anonymous, and it hardly ever rhymes. But
the few examples of folk-poetry from Western Europe which are still extant are not
much different either. I refer to the Iliad
of the Greeks, the Niebelungenlied of the
Germans, the Chansons de Geste of the
French, and apart from the Ballads, Beo'WUlf of the English.

OBVIOUSLY, AS IN OTHER NON-LITERATE
SOCIETIES, poetry as an artistic form, was

more performed among the peoples of
Africa than prose. In fact, there seems to
have been a surfeit of it. It covered every

aspect of a man's life from his birth to
his own funerals, in the form of songs,
praises, libations, incantations and funeral
dirges. And most of these forms were
typical of most tribes. F or instance, on
closer examination, one discovers that
Praise-poetry occurs quite frequently. As
a genre, it is found in many forms: there
are, for instance, the geerar of the Somalis,
the "heroic recitations of the Bahima of
Ankole," the Maboho of the Tswanas of
Bechuanaland, and the Izibongo of the
Zulus, Apae of the Akans of Ghana and the
Oriki of the Yorubas of Nigeria.
From his lucid treatment of the genre
in Funeral Dirges of lhe Akan People,
we learn from Professor J. H. Nketia that:
"the dirge is made the culminating point
of the preparation for the funeral as well
as the beginning of public mourning. Grief
and sorro\v may be personal and private,
nevertheless, Akan society expects that on
the occasion of a funeral, they should be
expressed publicly through the singing of
the dirge." And speaking about his· father's
funeral in Blame Me on History, Bloke
Modisane write:
" . . . friends, neighbours and acquaintances . . . sat round the room in a circle,
night and day, and sang through the
requiem hymnals, the sad songs of the
tebello, the wake, which most of the mourners knew off by heart." Modisane is from
South Africa. There is no attempt here
to say that this depersonalisation of grief
through an organised performance of weeping is peculiar to Africa. For after all, it
is known to be a custom among many other
peoples including the Hebrews, the Irish,
and the Greeks of Corfu, that is if ,ve are
to take Lawrence Durrell seriously.
A poetic form which is found in Africa
but not in many other places is drumlanguage. Here again, it is highly functional. It is always present in the celebration of birth as for instance, among
the Yorubas, and death among the Akans.
In fact, the poetry of Oriki is expressed
through special drums. And drum-poetry
is so involved that even in traditional
society it was always understood only by
the initiate.
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Gransight Holdings Ltd., publishers of The New African,
send to South Africa each month the magazine Frontier, now
the sole voice of independent Africa circulating there.
Few South Africans, however, dare to send subscriptions and
the publishers supply without payment many who supported
The New African in its South African career.
The cost is heavy and we appeal once more for donors of gift
subscriptions to Frontier.
Many such have already been received and letters are beginning to arrive from the new readers - all men and v/omen
who have been victimised for their views by the State. We
quote from four:
•

I hereby thank you for your prompt service of the radical
review - first The New African, then Inkululeko, now
Frontier. I most certainly enjoy reading the vast variety
of goodness and the way it is presented. I sincerely hope
that you carry on doing the work which I am sure is
appreciated by many thousands in South Africa ...

•

I must thank you for sending me your publication. I do
not know how many people read Frontier as my copy is
handed to an Indian friend with many connexions ...
I am very grateful to receive one of your Frontier
magazines. I found it very iIiteresting and strong. I would
be very plea-sed to receive some more of them for others I
know ...

•

It is a great pleasure to receive Frontier from you, being
a present from a sympathiser outside South Africa. I do
wish to receive it regularly.
How greatly pleased I am to realise ,that there are still
those friends who feel for us and to know that we are still
in their memories. Such a magazine is cooling our burning
hearts. I have a hope of sending you under separate cover
a list of those who wish to be regular readers of Frontier.

Please give at least one gift subscription to a South African
you know, or to one w.e know as a banned or house-arrested
person. Fill in accordingly:
To the Business Manager, Gransight Holdings Ltd., 60
Paddington Stree.t, Marylebone, London W 1.

can hardly restrain
oneself from asking the obvious question:
that since culture, past and present equally,
defines a people, is it likely that anyone
would want to emphasise a cultural aspect
o! himself which is extinct? And anyway,
SInce he does not know much about it in
relation to himself, and perhaps there is
~o .avenue open to him for finding out,
IS It possible for him to be interested
whether or not others have it? Here I
refer sp~cifically to the process which has
been gOIng on in literary criticism which
has r~sulted in the consideration of poetry
an~ Indeed other aspects of literature as
beIng synonymous with the written word.
AT THIS POINT, ONE

e

Please send Frontier for one year to:

M

.

Please send Frontier on my behalf to
banned or housearrested South Africans.
I enclose a remittance for the number of subscriptions I have
ordered, at £2 or $6 per annum (half for surface-mail
delivery), less 25% discount if a student (name institution).

(Signed)

Address

.

........., " ' ' ' ' . . . . . . i ; 7 g g

of the military-police coups in Ghana and
Nigeria was the rejection of the political, economic structure and
policy of their "political elites." To a substantial degree, the
rejection has included the development strategies as well as the
programmes and institutions through which they were implemented
(or, depressingly frequently, not implemented). A revision of
economic policies is an inevitable concomitant of any radical
change in government if the change is substantially related to
politico-economic discontent on the pan of the architects of the
new regime. A repudiation of previous development strategy
does not: have the same inherent logic, however. Senior Ghanaian
economic civil servants and economists including the key
advisers to the National Liberation Council have indeed
criticised specific projects, institutions, and policies. But they
have criticised them primarily for preventing realisation of a
development strategy the critics themselves had played a major
role in formulating and which they believed sound. A number
of the challenges made by Nigerian economists' were based on
acceptance of the Ghana Plan's approach. This was of course,
one of state-led progress through structural change, in a context
of public control over private economic power and acquisition of
great wealth.
A CRUCIAL CAUSE

strategies in fact represent the
basic alternative routes to economic development in Africa. To
reject both is to argue, "We can't get there from here," a
pessimism which - quite apart from other drawbacks - offers
no guidelines for policy formulation. On the other hand both
Ghana and Nigeria are clear cases of the socio-political failure
of economic policy as implemented. Any economic programme
or system which leads to political revolution is, by that fact alone
a failure on political economic grounds. Read together, 'these
twin realities underline the necessity and urgency of re-examining
Ghanaian and Nigerian development strategies to determine to
what extent political economic failure arose from implementation
or lack of it, and to what degree it was inherent in developn ent
strategy.
The point of such an exercise is not to apportion blame or 0
solidify the new regimes. Its value lies rather in throwing light
on these key question: What development strategy can n1eet the
short-run test of political practicability? What can meet the longrun test of promoting sustained increases in national output per
head adequate to underwrite the new system of distribution of
benefits?
Until these tests can be passed, individual alterations can at
best eliminate the most glaring inefficiencies or abuses and provide
a limited breathing space for more basic reformulations. At orst

THE GHANAIAN AND

11

IGERIAN

now of Makerere University College
has 'Written extensively on econontic developntent strategy in
several African states. Broader political economic analyses of
Nigeria and Ghana by him have appeared in the August-September 1965 and April-May 1966 Ne\v African (the latter also
in Frontier). Sections IV-V (Nigeria and VI (Conclusions on
Strategy) will appear in August.

DR. R. H. G R E E

they may either bring almost all development expenditure to a
halt while extended debate on policy revision grinds on (a
appears to be happening in Ghana today). Or they may result
in an ad hoc strategy less viable than that of either the Ghanaian
or Nigerian Plans.
The latter dangers increase both with the passage of time and
with the influence of advisers whose formulas are, perhaps, relevant
to industrialised market economies but not to those of Africa.
The International Monetary Fund has a substantial mission in
Ghana advising with the carrot or stick of IMF credits to back
up its ideas. It presents a frightening case in point. The European
record of the IMF is by and large one of moderate to total
successes but in Latin America its record fits all too closely one
economist's half-jesting description of "twenty-one failures in
twenty attempts." Its current efforts in Mali suggest its African
record is likely to parallel its Latin American precisely because
of its firm belief that monetary stability is always primary even
at the expense of massive economic recession and a fortiori or
rapid growth.

J

The Ghanaian strategy was based on attaInIng structural
changes in production, demand, and international trade. Neither
its overall growth target of 5.5% a year nor its average investment
goal of £140 million - as formulated in the Seven Year Plan were extravagant or even very ambitious compared to the 1955-60
growth rate of 7.2% or the 1963-64 investment average of £110
million. However, the magnitude of the changes in output, investment, and income distribution as well as taxation and international trade appears to have been underestimated. Certainly the
greater difficulty of redirecting development along ne\v lines as
opposed to sustaining growth along existing ones did not receive
adequate attention.
Key aims in the Ghanaian strategy as expressed in the Plan
were:
( 1) rapid expansion of industry to lower dependence of economic
expansion of export growth and to raise output per capita~·
(2) higher investment - absolutely and relative to national product
combined with even sharper increases in national savings rates
and reduced (relative) dependence on foreign aid and investment;
(3) sharp increases in the middle and higher level segments of the
educational system to provide adequate flows of middle and high
level manpower to expand the modem economic sectors with
decreasing dependence on expatriate personnel;
(4) modernisation of agriculture partly to ensure rising supplies of
food and industrial raw materials, but at least equally to provide
a decent standard of living and adequate purchasing power for
the majority of the population engaged in this sector;
(5) rapid expansion of employment as well as an overall upgrading
of the labour force's quality to raise per capita earnings and
allow the increase in national output necessary to justify such
increases;
both in
( 6) radical expansion of the economic role of the state ownership and in control directed toward the creation of a
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(7)

(8)
(9)
(10)

public sector (not necessarily all central government) dominant
economy in the long run and redirection of economic effort in
the short;
reduction in dependence on export earnings as sources of revenue
and purchasing power for consumer manufacturers but also parallel
export expansion to increase total foreign exchange available for
capital goods and industrial raw material imports;
the a,ttainment (via 1-6-7) of basically national control over economic
policy decisions as opposed to the "external" control exercised by
foreign investors and " aid donors " in the past;
fairly substantial alternations of income distribution both via taxation
and wage-salary policies to reduce inequalities and the relative
position of the high income elite;
promotion of African economic co-operation in upport of joint
industrial production and trade programmes.

In retrospect a series of inconsistencies and weaknesses can be
seen in the ways in which the Plan affected this strategy.
The share of directly productive investment (about 50%)
relative to infrastructural and social overhead \vas too low especially given the underutilised capacity built up in these fields
over the 1952-54 period. This weakness was seriously aggravated
by consistent underestimation of the time lag between initiation
of directly productive investment proj ects and attainment of full
production. Apparently 1-3 years was seen as the normal lag when
a 4 to 6 year construction and breaking period \vould have been
more appropriate. (The point is not Ghanaian inefficiency - t~e
estimated lag would be unrealistically short any\vhere.) From thIS
error stemmed the view that supplier credits repayable over 6
to 10 years (i.e. providing effective ~redi'ts for 3 t? 5 ye~rs)
were a satisfactory basic source of dIrectly productive project
finance.
Consumption expenditure was inadequately planned both in
regard to estimating (and limiting) the rise in· public recurrent
spending and to formulating a viable salary-wage policy. The de
facto wage-salary freeze of 1961-66 was not politically sustainable
as a long-run policy especially in a context of rising prices. Even
with the freeze the projected increases in consumer goods available
fell short of the growth in demand likely to be generated by
wage and salary payments on investment projects. The lag in
output of consumer goods from domestic factories combined with
target attainment in investment aggravated the shortages arising
from weaknesses in income-consumption planning.
Personnel provision - including the expansion of the educational
system - was not adequately evaluated in terms of possible rates
of supply of qualified Ghanaian personnel. Necessary changes in
the institutional structure and content of the school-collegeuniversity system were not reckoned with.
The planning structure itself was inadequate in several respects.
While these were in part recognised, that recognition does not
seem to have been taken account of in actual Plan structures or
decisions. Planning had neither the manpower nor the data to
propose coherent programmes of projects on its o\vn but usually
could only respond to political or external promotor proposals.
Its relationships with implementing ministries and a fortiori with
state corporations were unsatisfactory in terms of communication
and understanding, of securing of the data needed for prompt
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evaluation and policy modification, and for achieving actual
carrying out of agreed programmes even when these had Cabinet
level political backing. No effective n1ethod was achieved committing the executive of the civil service or state corporations to
development and the Development Plan.
III
These weaknesses, which in several cases were as much those
of the planners and economic civil servants as of the politicians,
were partially recognised in 1965 and some steps taken to corre~t
several. Failures in implementation and adverse external economIC
developments were, however, considerably more basic to the
actual 1965-6 political economic crisis.
Inadequate - and to some extent poorly allocated - high-level
manpower, inadequate centralisation of authority, and intense
political pressure for rapid proj ect initiation all combined to
reduce the level of competence in decision-making and administration throughout the public sector. Some highly competent civil
servants and managers performed well and some policy statements
and operating records were of very high calibre but the strain and
haste were not conducive to increased or even sustained efficiency.
Aggravating this were a significant number of cases of corruption
and of political contract-awarding designed to secure cOffiInissions
(via NADECO) to finance CPP and quasi-governmental PanAfrican operations.
While overall investment targets were met in 1964 and 1965
(at least for the public sector including state corporations) and
the share of directly productive investment was, if anything,
slightly over the planned level, significant distortions did occur
in the physical-social infrastructure sector. Low priority airport,
super-highway, hotel, office, aircraft, and university-building expenditure totalling nearly £30 million \vas carried out, much. of
it ahead of schedule when both government budget and foreIgn
exchange considerations should have led to its postponement.
(£10 million plus in military capital equipment was even less
satisfactory from an economic viewpoint but was not considered
as an economic policy matter although it should have been at
least in regard to the foreign exchange implications). Comb'ned
with both the necessary lag in investment initiation-production
times and additional lags froIn bad decision co-ordination, the
total capital tied up in projects not yet in full use rose to perh2ps
£400 million or 20% of the total capital stock.
There was decentralisation of authority in state corporations of
very uneven managerial competence but uniformly marked reluctance to report. This promptly debilitated central policy-control,
both by removing some key decisions from effective control and,
more generally, by denying, to both planners and Treasury
officials, adequate information on which to base annual projections.
The record of the corporations was much better than usually
pictured. By the end of 1964 two-thirds of the producing units
intended to be profit-making were in fact operating in the black.
The central and commercial banks, one newspaper, the state
trading corporation, the shipping line, and (counting its sharp
reduction in previous road maintenance costs) the contraction
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corporation as well as the older railways and harbours were clear
commercial successes. The mines were reasonably satisfactory if
one allows a "shadow price " (true value) of foreign exchange
a third above the official rate while the state farms, while
unsatisfactory, showed substantial improvement and an apparent
breakthrough into profits on farms in full operation for more than
two years. The airways were a horrendous financial (and technical)
debacle, with losses of £7 million in 1965 alone (largely in foreign
exchange) and several of the inherited Industrial Development
Corporation plants were probably unviable.
The newer industrial ventures included several - sugar, iron
and steel, cocoa-processing - which were purchased at distinctly
too high prices and were of less than optimal efficiency. However,
few if any were either technically non-functional or economically
hopelessly viable. (Contrary to frequent jokes, a scrap mill based
on imported scrap is perfectly viable if on deep water and able to
engage in ship breaking.) The difficulties here arose substantially as
a result of incapacity in evaluating projects and of over-dependence
on supplier credit. On balance, the Western European suppliers
come out worse on both cost and quality than the Eastern
European, especially in industries (e.g. sugar, cocoa-processing)
with two comparable plants.
Import and exchange control were not, in principle, too
severe. Indeed" too little" and" too late" might better describe
their inherent weakness. Consumer goods imports rose (albeit,
erratically) from 1962 through 1965 with the last year a record.
In practice import control suffered from muddled allocation,
erratic license issuing, resulting in alternating shortages and
brief gluts, and substantial corruption. Ministers Dj inn and
Armah were singularly unfortunate choices, neither being noted
for intelligence, competence or integrity.
Price increases through to mid-1964 stemmed from tax hikes
and short crops (drought) not public deficits or credit expansion.
However, the rise in employment ahead of production made the
semi-balance of supply and demand highly vulnerable. It collapsed
in late 1964 in the face of £20 million extra cocoa payments
generated by the disastrous bumper crop. Import licensing chaos in
the first half of 1965 plus a failure to implement the fairly
stringent 1965 Budget effectively added to spiralling infiation.
(The "official" index figures of 50-60% increases sometimes
cited are either erroneous or indicate an error in the index. 25 %
in 1965 would seem a more plausible estimate.)
External constraints on the one hand aggravated the problems
facing policy makers and on the other reduced the margin or
error open to them. Between 1960 and 1965 exports failed to rise
significantly. Cocoa exports volume rose 100% but revenue by
about 10% while quantities stagnated for most other exports
(largely for reasons beyond Ghanaian control, with the partial
exception of timber).
One major achievement was the buildup of the Eastern European
cocoa market from 20,000 tons in the early 1950's to a 200,000
ton contract in late 1965. The last contract - at a price of £170
per' ton or slightly above the previous market level - set off the
current cocoa price boom and may have set the basis for a
sustainable £200 price which would add 20-25% to recent

Ghanaian export earnings. A major error was the 1964 barter
cocoa deals with SODEFRAN and COFICOMEX (French and
Swiss) which both damaged the cocoa market and resulted in a
rather odd melange of overpriced consumer luxury imports.
Capital infio\vs equally failed to r ach target levels. The implicit
policy of t Eastern state supplier credits, {- Western private
supplier credits, and t long-term (preferably soft) state or international agency loans was potentially sound in principle, albeit
over balanced toward short-term debt. In practice, loss of confidence by Western suppliers related to failure to secure any longterm credit after the Volta Loans reduced the policy to a shambles.
Present external debt of perhaps £250 million (but about £100
million of this represents undrawn supplier credits which represent future import capacity as much as future debt-repayment
demands) is not excessive vis a vis probable 1968 exports (assuming
£200 cocoa and £7-9 million net Volta foreign exchange) of
£165-175 million (net of Volta Project aluminium imports and
operating transfers). The total servicing (repayment and interest)
bill of £30-35 million a year is dangerously high especially given
the present backlog of £20 million unpaid commercial credit.
While the Eastern half (about £60 million) of supplier credit
was to be repaid in Ghanaian exports, if possible thereby opening
a route to export expansion, the present government may find
itself pressed to pay in hard currency if it continues its sharply
pro-Western international economic line (which per contra has
brought it a £30 million USA PL 480 soft loan).
This review of Ghana's strategy, plan, implementation and external conditions suggests six tentative conclusions:
1. The strategy was potentially sound but overestimated possible
rates of structural change;
2. Serious weaknesses existed in basic Plan formulations and the
implementation structures;
3. Programme and policy implementation was uneven and extremely faulty in several key areas, albeit at no time did the
weaknesses lead to a breakdown of state recurrent or investment activity (as did happen in Guinea and in Western Nigeria);
4. Export and external financing difficulties seriously limited not
simply domestic policy choices but also the degree of error in
their implementation, consistent with carrying out government
recurrent and investment targets (basically met in 1964-1965)
and maintaining acceptable levels of austerity (clearly not met
in 1965);
5. While the formulation-implementation structure weaknesses
were significant they were by no means the major cause of the
1965 political-economic crisis and, in fact, showed some signs
of being resolved;
6. Had either export-soft loan receipts enjoyed a boom or domestic
policy been of very substantially higher quality in implementation the regime could have maintained its politico-economic
viability in the short run and probably improved its overall
policy-plan formulation capacity in the medium run. Neither
external factors nor internal errors alone can properly be
" credited" (" blamed ") for the economic situation behind the
February 1966 coup.
[To be concluded
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Thirty years on
VVhy no signposts now to this vital decade?
A student expresses a view of the
generation of the 'sixties-3D years after
an earlier generation had found the
Spanish War crucial.

ROBERT McDONALD
o 17TH JULY IT WILL BE exactly thirty years since the beginning,
in 1936, of the Spanish Civil War - that terrible and bitter
struggle against Fascism which has come to symbolise all that the
1930's meant (and still mean) to people all over the world VJho
care about freedom and human dignity. Thirty years afterwards,
people who were young during the thirties look back on them nos~
talgically and a little disbelievingly - as if to a golden age that is
lost and unrepeatable. At the time, however, there seems not to
have been such a vivid awareness of this. As Mr. Claud Cockburn
lamented in Private Eye last year: "Why were there no signposts?
Why did no one tell us what a uniquely significant period we were
living through? " More important than this, it seems to me, is the
question: "Why are there no signposts now? " The parallels between the thirties and the sixties are more numerous and much
deeper than I have seen anyone appreciate; and deepest of all is
that between Spain, then, and Southern Africa, now. Therefore,
let us look at some of these parallels; and attempt to erect some
signposts.
The most fundamental similarity is without doubt the \videspread sense of commitment that is felt now, amongst students
especially, just as it was during the thirties. It is this that underlies
most of the other parallels, in fact, and is heightened by the striking
contrast, both then and now, with the prevailing temper of the
preceding decade. Just as the social consciousness of the thirties
was partly a reaction against the inanities of the flapper-ridden
"Jazz Age," so the social and political awareness of the young
people of my own generation is partly in reaction against the
political inertia of the vapid fifties, which sickened and repelled
so many of us when we first went up to University.
To talk vaguely about "social commitment" is not enough,
however; it must be spelled-out more precisely. The two central
components both thirty years ago and now can, I think, be labelled
" Leftism" and" Idealism," although the ways of expressing these
viewpoints have, of course, altered radically.
The "Leftism" of the 1930's was, generally, a fairly simple
matter of adhesion to Communism. To say that this was naive (as
it often was) is not in any way to criticise the sincerity of those
concerned. News media were much less developed then and it v\Tas
all-too-possible for Communists in Western Europe to be innocently ignorant of the purges and other Stalinist atrocities - as
many of the most respected members of the Labour Party in the
British Parliament today can tesify. Apart from which, acceptable
and viable alternatives to Communism must have seemed much
less real then than they do now.

It matters
that I am armoured against this place
of cold just as much as you,
that you can feel the same hurts
inside your skin's diplomatic wall.
It matters
that you know I recognise your thoughts,
that your eyes call me cannibal
though your lips refuse a curse,
and your fist will not betray you.
It matters
that for you it must be worse,
feeling compelled to contain it all,
that the two things I dislike about you
are your face.
I'll do you a favour someday: I'll eat you.
MARGARET

in an era when Daniel Bell's The
End of Ideology has become something of a Bible for students and
others who are at all aware. But positive, "Leftist," commitment
is again observable in Universities everywhere. The difference is
that today's " Left" is not concerned with parties or party-issues:
TODAY, OF COURSE, WE LIVE

BUSBY
ROB E R T M C DON A L D

Zambia.

is an Australian student writing from
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it is concerned most of all with the realities of a world which, in
James Baldwin's words, "is no longer white and will never be
white again"; and it is committed, above all, to the non-white
countries that have recently emerged from colonialisn1.
The "Left" in the thirties placed their hopes and aspirations
in Soviet Russia and for the sake of these hopes were willing to
overlook much that might have been criticised. We of today's
" Left" place our hopes for the future of the world in the developing countries and for the sake of these hopes we are willing to
overlook much that ought perhaps to be criticised. In a world
where Hitler was already far too powerful, the purging of Trotskyists in Russia was just not important enough to justify any serious
readjustment of outlook. In a world where the Fascist bastion in
Southern Africa is already far 'too well established, the l11urdering
of Tutsis in Burundi is just not important enough. The political
the "Leftist," parallel between the thirties and the sixties can be
summed up then as a commitment to Freedom and against Fascism.

political superstructure, ho\vever,
was and is its foundation in a pragmatic idealism, expressed
through action. In the 1930's this social action took thL form of
relief work during the depression and similar undertakings by
students and others, designed to help those most in need of help.
Today's parallel is the work that many thousands of young workers,
professional people, and students are undertaking in the developing
countries, many of them being sponsored by organisations like
VSO in Britain and the Peace Corps in America.
The American situation today is, in many ways, one of the 1l10St
significant parallels with the thirties. President Roosevelt responded
to the demands of the time and the people with his Ne,v Deal
programme, designed to alleviate the hardships which had been
inflicted on those already poor by the Great Depression. President
Kennedy responded to the demands of the time and the Negro
people with a New Frontier programme of which an integral component was the extension of Civil Rights to those who yvere victimised for the colour of their skin. In both cases the reforn1s
involved were a response to pressure - they were not the enlightened leadership of farsighted greatness that some have pictured
them as being. The Civil Rights ~!ovement produced the US
Government's reforms - not vice versa. In both cases th~ Government's actions were, in the view of many of those most directly
concerned, both too little and too late.
America is also concerned in one of the most unhappy of the
parallels between "then" and "now": that of Ethiopia with
Vietnam. In the thirties Italy was able to march in and conquer
Ethiopia without any serious attempt to prevent it by the League
of Nations or any individual country. Britannia said "Tut tut."
Today America is waging war on Vietnam whilst the United
. . Tations says much and does nothing; and Wilson smiles benignIv.
(Admittedly the parallel is not as close as some of the others he;e
discussed and America's position is not quite as unarguably indefensible as was Italy's - but it is a difference in degree' not in
kind.)
,
We come, then, to the parallel betyveen Spain and Southern
Africa which was the starting point for these reflections. In Spain
the Civil Wa~ began with a military rebellion against the Popular
Front RepublIcan Government and ended with a military-Fascist
victory that ensured the continuance, even until now, of the Hitleradmiring Franco as dictator. In South Africa the Fascist government of the Hitler-admiring Verwoerd was ensured its continuance
by the abnegation of British responsibilities; and now, in Rhodesia,
the Fascist rebellion of Smith and his Rhodesian Front Party
seems very likely to have its continuance ensured by a similar
abnegation of responsibility.
MORE IMPORTANT THAN THIS

and even Russia, realised too late that
the battle between Fascism and Freedom could not be confined to
Spain - but might have been had they acted soon enough. Spain
was, in other words, the curtain-raiser to World War 11. Had the
great powers done what was morally right, rather than what was
BRITAIN, AMERICA, FRANCE,

politically convenient, in Spain, they might, perhaps, have given
Hitler the warning that he needed, and subsequent warfare and
slaughter might perhaps have been avoided. If Britain were to do,
now, what is morally right in Rhodesia (and if, also, she had behaved similarly in regard to South Africa), she might conceivably
make the crucial contribution to preventing a general Race War in
Africa and in the world. It Inay be possible - but time is short
and Africa has already waited far too long. Equally possible - if
not more so - is 'the chance that the sixties are going to continue
to parallel the thirties: even to the point of culminating in War.
In addition to the similarities between the two decades - a
divergence that could be of vital ilnportance. In the thirties, as
already noted, the prevailing attitudes were, amongst young people,
students, intellectuals and so on, extremely idealistic, and this
idealism was of a pretty naIve kind. Furthermore it was, much of
the time, a strictly armchair idealism. As Hugh Thomas has pointed
out, the International Brigades in the Spanish Civil \Var were at
least 80% workers - in other ,vords the people who talked about
Freedom and Fascism and those who did something about Freedom
and Fascism were not often the same.
This is not true of today. There are thousands of young peopl~
working in the developing countries of Africa, Asia and Latin
America whose commitment is demonstrable. Furthennore I feel
strongly that in the event of ,var against the Fascists in Southern
Africa nlany of these same people \vould volunteer for International
Brigades. (1 kno\v that rh onlv tvvo countries against v;hich I
would, today, be willing to bear arms are South Africa and
Rhodesia.)
The temper of the generation of the sixties is, then, idealistic but the idealism is founded in reality; it is telnpered, i.c. refined
and hardened. It grows not out of any romantic notions about such
things as universal brotherhood or the innate goodness of the
working classes; but out of a consuming awareness that in Baldwin's
words:
"If we - the relatively conscious whites and the relatively
conscious blacks, who must, like lovers, insist on, or create,
the consciousness of the others - do not falter in our duty now,
we may be able, handful that we are, to end the racial nightmare, and achieve our country, and change the history of the
world. If we do not now dare everything, the fulfilment of that
prophecy, re-created from the Bible in song by a slave, is upon
us: God gave N oah the rainbow sign, No more 'loafer, the fire
next time! "
The difference is symbolised by the fact that the two writers \vho
seem to me most relevant are James Baldwin and Franz Fanon both of ,vhom write hard clear prose. The sixties has little place for
the politics wrapped up in poetry with which W. H. Auden and
others spoke for the thirties. (Unless it be the angry, agonised cry
of one who, like Dennis Brutus, has really himself heard the
sirens, and felt the knuckles and the boots, and \vhose statements
are in consequence too personal for prose.)

IN CONCLUSION: four unanswerable questions that gro,v inevitably
out of the analogy I have been constructing:
(1) Will we of the sixties come to regard our faith and hopes in
the newly-independent countries as having been hopelessly naive
and innocent - will we suffer a disillusionment such as the 1930's
Communists have suffered in regard to Russia?
(2) Will the sixties bring a war in Southern Africa about which the
" Left" and the idealists, all over the world, feel passionately committed whilst their governments, in Britain, America, and Russia,
vacillate as they did over Spain?
(3) Will we, handful that we are, "achieve our country and
change the history of the world" - or will a Fascist triumph in
Southern Africa be the curtain-raiser to a Racial War which the
whites cannot win but all may very well lose?
(4) Will we, thirty years on, look back with disbelieving nostalgia
at one of the "truly significant decades of modern history", as if
to a golden, unrepeatable, age; and will we then be asking: "Why
\vere there no signposts - why did no one tell us ... "?
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4. No hope
for the
homeless

Johannesburg
June 1966

I am not thinking of the many laws under which
Africans are controlled. And I am thinking specifically of a recent
Government directive, it may become law soon, which renders
thousands upon thousands of urban Africans, legally resident and
working in the industrial areas, homeless.
Under the ne11J directive all heads of African families who were
not born in the urban areas and have not worked continuously for
one employer for 10 years must be housed only as sub-tenants. No
woman, even those born in these industrial centres, is permitted to
apply for a house. Women who previously occupied houses no
longer qualify and the hardest hit among them are widows and
divorced mothers.
The revolutionary directive is retrospective and disqualifies
thousands of families who are already placed on waiting lists for
housing, including those who have waited for years. It denies these
people decent family life, the very fabric and basis of society.
Families who have been living under crowded conditions with
others, usually relations and friends as sub-tenants, hoping one
good day they would also be accommodated, are new being told:
you can work in these areas but you will not be given houses here.
With the stroke of a pen, their hopes have been wiped out. Yes,
it's just this I'm thinking about right now. Bear it with me.
RIGHT NOW,

at Soweto, Johannesburg's black labour
settlement which is sprawled over 26 square miles south west of
the city, to get the horror of what's happening.
There are officially half-a-million people living here. Nearly
62,000 houses and four hostels, including one for women, have been
built. The hostel population, single men and women whose families
are in the reserves, is 37,820 exactly.
Of the 62,000 African families in the area, 50,000 live as subtenants and have been on the waiting list for housing. Of the
50,000, an estimated 20,000 has now been disqualified. They will
have to continue living as sub-tenants until only God knows when.
The figure of the homeless will no doubt be much higher say by
the end of the year, for almost every week young men and women
take unto themselves wives and husbands, and are ready for their
own accommodation.
And it is not known how many of the families who are already
housed, particularly widows and divorcees, will now be kicked out
of these homes.
LET US TAKE A LOOK

IN THIS COUNTRY of overwhelming race prejudice the African owes
his existence and sustenance to the white man's charity and
benevolence, his immorality and fear. The African is, in a very
strict sense, never really seen as a being capable of gro\vth. To
most, he's simply a coarse, dark-faced creature unworthy of such
basic human needs as security, a home and protection.
Nobody in authority over him really cares where and how he
sleeps; how he has to bring up his children although all are agreed
his labour is essential for the industrial development of the
country. He is not expected to have any desires nor aspirations.
Even his needs are prescribed for him. It is well known that he's
believed to be basically and naturally inferior, irrationally violent
and cruel. Nor has he a past, present and future which is to say
that he has no history.
Not that white South Africa is all of it a beast. 0, there are
some Whites here who are very nice people indeed and are
genuinely concerned over the sorry condition of the African
people; people who even agitate for a change of attitude among
their fellow men; people who know that Black and White here, as
elsewhere, need each other badly, that neither is totally alien from
the other although prejudice and self-destructive fear and godlessness keep them estranged.
But the agonising fact is that such men are fevv and the bulk
believe Africans are beneath them; that only they are God's
children, which is what makes them treat Africans callously, with
contempt and without compassion.

NOBODY HAS SO FAR suggested who will house these men, women
and children. All we know is that they will still remain working
here, no matter under what family conditions.
African civic leaders in Johannesburg have appealed to the
local authority which administers the townships to plead with the
Government to abrogate the high-handed directive. But there is no
hope of success at all.
Despite all this, however, Africans still live and go about
laughingly as if they were content with their lot. They live precariously, sometimes dangerously, but with a relentless will to
survive and make the best of what is an impossible job indeed.
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A banned South African
comments on
his government's cry
of 'no interference'

en
THE

~TRAP

we, those not agreeing
with the government's apartheid policies,
have been told that South Africa's problems, and especially the racial problems,
must be solved only by the citizens of
South Africa. That the solution must not
be by a Martin Luther King or Kaunda,
nor engineered in London, Mosco\v, or
Washington.
When one realises that the "citizens
of South Africa" are almost solely the
white electorate, then the solving of the
racial problems will be almost exclusively
in favour of these selfsame voters and their
dependents, while the coloured groups will
be, as much as possible barred from economic advance and a broad educational
system.
Continually it is asserted tha t no ou tside
pressure or interference will be tolerated.
This is in principle a sound concept since
even a common householder can arrange
for himself how to live within his own
home. But should he abuse his authority
as a responsible parent, then it becomes the
duty of Social Services first to warn that
parent or father and, if he fails to comply
with the full force of the civil law, take
away his authority over his children.
The coloured groups in South Africa,
- whom white authority sees as its children - through their leaders, complained
bitterly about the treatment meted out to
them by the present and former government officials. They organised themselves
TIME AND AGAIN,

as far back as 1911. Some compassionate
white people seeing the plight of the dispossessed, witnessing the harsh treatment,
often by individuals of the police force, by
the judiciary acting under discriminating
laws, sought to join in their struggle.
During the last decade, under a phoney
justice, whites and non-whites were banned,
organisations were out-Iawed, while a number of people who acted from an outraged
conscience were effectively silenced. That
was the reward for having worked for
humanist ends.
Continually the already long list of
banned people grows. Progressively are men
of goodwill intimidated. More and more
do the former outspoken daily papers slide
through pressure into alignment with the
racialist government. The Sta te-o\vned
radio, the SABC, does its utmost to brainwash and indoctrinate the listeners. Prejudice towards non-Europeans is custon1ary
and prevailing.

HOWEVER MUCH ONE DISLIKES interference
from elsewhere, one becomes more and more
convinced that the oppressed cannot help
themselves any more. They are as helpless
as the victims in the infamous prison camps
during the heyday of Hitler's rise and
fall. This is not understood by those \vho
insist that the South African racial problems
must be solved internally and locally.
A good man, an honest man, believing in
the inevitability of the use of force and
violence was sentenced to life imprisonment a few days ago. It produced a ripple
on the tranquil South African scene. Then
a student, like hundreds of others, was
banned for a period of five years without
any reasons being given. It produced another ripple and a little noise both signifying practically nothing. The Minister of
Justice was challenged to bring the student
to CO\:1rt and lay charges.
The Minister, knowing that he can lay
no charge whatever, shied away, suggesting
that the matter be raised in Parliament later
this year. There, where an extremely weak
so-called opposition and the lonely voice
of Mrs Helen Suzman of the Progressive
Party will be drowned in the called for
division. The phalanx of Government puppets will justify the Minister in withholding

all reasons for the banning of the student.
This horde of regimentated representatives of the electorate will be with us for
five years. Anything may happen during
these five years of life of the assembly
of consentors. Even prison camps deep in
one or other of the South African deserts
have become feasible. No publication is
allowed to report on prisons. If they do,
then in a court of law it will be proven
that the report was false.

AS TO THE COURTS OF JUSTICE consisting of
highly trained legal persons, voices have
recently been heard to say that the judges
" interpret the Statutes with something less
than a proper regard for the rights and
liberties of the individual." It has been
observed as well that" the political state
of the country required them (the Judges)
to align themselves with authority rather
than with the individual."
This selfsame sentiment was expressed
during the Nuremberg trials concerning
the judges who upheld the inhuman State
Laws in Germany before and during the
last world war.
But how can force or violence solve the
South African racial problem since it
exists and rests within the minds of the
majority of the electorate, who have been
contaminated with the contagious racial
prejudice that is injected into every child
now at school?
There is no international and binding
law that is valid or can force the South
African Government into giving full education, freedom of movement within the
Republic, and access of the coloured
peoples to the labour market on an equal
basis with all-comers. Sanctions, force and
violence will only result in full support
to the government by at least 95 per cent
of the electorate, who even now denounce
as communist all humanist and liberal
concepts.
Yet something must quickly be done to
bring home to the white citizens in South
Africa that their conceptions are out of
step with the rest of the world, that they
still live in an early Victorian era, that
their thinking, like their prisons, is completely outdated.
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I-Mr. Hooper of Washington
D. E. Steward,

New York
June 1966'
AS I WRITE, the halting tones of Winston S.
Churchill Jr., the young journalist who
carries an important name, are bathing me
in moderation. It is a rebroadcast of a
lecture given earlier this year at the University of Massachusetts. He is talking
about Rhodesia, how he thinks that Britain
"must never send troops" because "we
must remember that thousands of Rhodesians fought by our side in the War. But too,
we must never forget that many thousands
of Rhodesian Africans also fought bravely

"

He is going on to say that the only way
we would be justified in sending British
troops to Rhodesia would be in case of
" racial unrest ", " then," he says, " without
doubt we must send troops to restore peace
and order."
In the U.S. Churchill's lecture hits dead
centre. Such is the emptiness of American
awareness of what is at stake with Ian
Smith.
There are three main reasons why
America views Rhodesia so blandly: First,
general ignorance, and in that ignorance the
assumption that Great Britain must know
best. Second is the fear of becoming" mixed
up" with intervention in still another part
of the world. (Even though, in de Gaulle's
words, the U.S. has developed" a taste for
intervention", intervention has notably only
been employed to ensure the status quo
wherever Washington has seen fit to use it.)
And the third reason for America's casual
acceptance of Rhodesia's post-independence
status is R. J. C. Rooper, Ian Smith's man
in Washington.
SOME WEEKS AGO I searched in the spring
sun for 2852 McGill Terrace, Washington,
N.W., the operating base of Mr. Hooper.
The address is a private house with the
downstairs fitted out as an office. I rang the
buzzer and was admitted by a girl with a
distinctly Salisbury south accent.
Except for the United Press International
teletype banging away in the corner, the
office is appointed about in the manner of a
small university newspaper. There are some
desks, three secretary-clerks, a dusty display
of Rhodesian export products, a few piles of
. recent and outdated Rhodesian Government
publications and a file for press photographs, the four tiers of which are labelled

enigmatically:

MINING,
TORICAL, CHIEFS.

INDUSTRY,

HIS-

Mr. Hooper's office is on the other side
of the front hall. He welcomed me and
ushered me in.
Hooper entered the D.S. on a British
passpon which has been rescinded. Since at
least February the State Department has
been trying to find some way to ease him
out of the country without throwing him
out. He has been sent a series of notices
informing him that he must leave because,
according to The New York Times, "The
United States regards the Smith regime as
a rebellion against Great Britain, the legal
constitutional authority". But Mr. Hooper
has not gone away.
THE MORNING OF MY VISIT he was full of
observations on his position. He summarised
by saying that he was merely" planning to
sit tight and see what happens." To this
date nothing has happened except that he
continues to turn out weekly propaganda
mailings to the American public.
He is a big man, voluble and friendly
when he makes his reverse logical assertions.
In response to my question about the degree
of white resentment against Wilson in
Rhodesia, he answered that it was not the
whites who resented Wilson but the Africans. I nodded. But he continued, "They,
the Africans, resent Wilson for not recognising the Smith government". After that
statement I decided to merely sit back to
listen and watch.
The green carpet under his desk was
thoroughly dusted with cigarette ash. He
chain smoked through our long conversation,
tapping the ashes directly on the carpet
below the right arm of his chair. When I
finally rose to leave, he was caught in a
paroxysmal smoker's gag, his face reddening dangerously. I honestly feared for him,
but he recovered, shook my hand, thanked
me for my interest in Rhodesia's problems
and took my address for his mailing list.
One sinister bit of information came my
way during the interview. He told me that
in the U.S. there were over forty private
groups working in one way or another to
help Smith's government survive. And judging from the material I have been receiving
in the mail recently, he must have passed
my name on to all of them
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The Passing of French Algeria by David C.
Gordon (Oxford University Press, 42s)

SOME \VEEKS AGO, as I was motoring
through the farmlands of eastern Algeria, I
passed through one of the great estates
created by a French colon during the century of occupation. The estate is now
administered by a c01nite de gestion, a
workers' self-management committee. It is
clearly still highly productive, with lush
orange groves, cleanly-cultivated vines and
neatly-trimmed hedges. The principal visible
change since the nationalisation of French
farms in 1963 is that the seigneurial mans~on is. n~w liv~d in by Algerian families,
rIch prinCIpally In football-playing children.
Somehow this sunlit scene symbolised for
me the drama of the Algerian revolution a
drama as important and as interesting'as
any. of the twentieth century dramas. I
realIsed that there lay, in the human and
material relations now existing in that
estate, and in the changes that it has seen in
ten years, the materials for a book which
might lay bare the inner meaning of the
movement of decolonisation which we are
today participating in.
This movement does, after all, pose some
pretty important questions. Why did the
~urop~an ~ide, that swept up to its springtIde hIgh In about 1914, ebb when it did?
Indeed, in 1914 it covered the habitabIe
glo~e, ~ave for islands in Japan, Persia, and
EthIopIa. In the context of this ebb, was
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Algerian liberation inevitable from the conquest of 1830, or could the French have
held it if they had been cleverer? In the
context of this ebb, will the pale-skinned,
blond men of Europe maintain their domination of Soviet Central Asia, or will there
one day be an Uzbek Ferhat Abbas? What
will be the limits of this ebb? Australia?
What have the Algerians to teach the men
of southern Africa, still suffering from an
even crueller domination?
I believe that, in the sufferings that this
great estate has seen, in the tortures and
deaths it has suffered, in the heart-rending
departure of the French from the homes
they had built, lie the materials for a book
that could live a hundred years.
I thought
that this was the book that I had imagined.
It is not. But then it clearly was not intended to be. Perhaps, also, the time has not yet
come when my imagined book can be written. Dr. Gordon has set out to write a comprehensive, truthful, and documented account of the manner in which Alge-rie
Francaise died. He has succeeded admirably,
and has written a book of the highest value.
It is quite the best account that I have seen
of this great revolution. An American, Dr.
Gordon is associate professor of history at
the American University of Beirut, where
he has taught since 1949. Living on the
frontiers of Islam and Christianity, of AsiaAfrica and of Europe, he 'has seen deeply
into the somewhat similar frontier that
exists in Algeria. He has \vritten vvith an
immense grasp of detail, has sorted his facts
with discrimination, and has written a spare
book, from which f.ew words could be
pruned without harming it. His style is a
delight.
From internal evidence, the book was
completed before the fall of Ben Bella on
19 June, 1965. In the light of this coup
d't~tat the book has been carefully updated
to record the rise of Colonel Boumediene to
power, but there inevitably remains stratigraphical evidence of this discontinuity.
The bibliography alone is almost \vorth
the purchase price. Some 250 items are
listed therein. An excellent index rounds off
this book. In this index many of the entries
refer the reader to the many thumbnail
biographies of the key actors in the drama.
AS I OPENED DR. GORDON'S BOOK

AS THE SHOWDOWN IN SOUTHER

AFRICA

approaches, as the forces of the twentieth
century prepare to wrench the unjust reins
of power from the overpaid paleskins who
now rule "from the Zambesi to Simon's
Bay", the relevance of Algeria's example
will grow greater to our continent. And
perhaps there will arise monuments, not in
Algeria alone, to the Ben Boulaid's and the
small handful of men who risked, and gave,
their lives that cold November morning in
1954 to smash, once and for ever, the myth
of French invulnerability.
If I am right; if Algeria's relevance
grows, then this book's importance will
remain, until the passing of southern white
supremacy can, in its turn, also be
tt
chronicled.

Choices
and repeats
Khadarnbi Asalache

South of the Za111besi by Guy Butler (AbelardSchuman 10s 6d)
African Poetry edited by UUi Beier (Cambridge
U.P. 12s 6d)
Caribbean Narrative edited by O. R. Dathome
(Heinemann)
Wild Conquest by Peter Abrahams (Penguin 6 j

lflhire settlers, of course, don't lihe this uay
of killing,
Cattle not being sacred to them. And they
haven't imagination enough to be toleranr
about itj
so we are told in a descriptive poem. The
subject is the African's way of killing an ox.
The way of life in the black part of South
Africa has been subjected to scrutiny; the poet
observes it from the air while "in our fiying
glass-house" and also, of course, from the
ground: "Human? They aren't people, man,
they're just a pack of baboons," he is told by
an "intelligent journalist type" he meets in
Pretoria. Quite heady stuff. The blurb on
the cover tells us that the reason for writing
this kind of thing was for" verse in which my
farming and non-university friends might catch
a familiar image and accent." Maybe. The
verses however make interesting reading, except
that they are not poetry.

BEIER'S African Poetry takes us into a
different kind of Black Africa. He has compiled
an anthology of traditional African poetry. The
selections are sayings of a people with only
an oral culture, whose fables are compiled out
of everyday happenings. Some of the pieces
ULLI

included sho\v a touch of beauty. Others
manoeuvre out of a narrow folksy idiom to
reveal the poets' unusual perceptions. A poet
lost for an explanation for a sudden death
decides to ask the corpse:
W hat were your wares
that they sold out so quickly?
But since oral poetry is not quite the work
of a single person but a succession of expressions, creations and exhortations, passed from
mouth to mouth, the end result cannot have
much power. And in this air of naive emotion
the character of the poem is left to depend
on the tonal effects. It is this effect that is
lost in translation. As the poets could not
recite their tonal poetry in English, Beier has
given us the best next thing, for in the translation he shows he has an understanding of the
poets' intentions.
II IS DIFFICULT to assess Caribbean N a'rrative,
\vith its wide selection from novels of the
Caribbean writers and the different styles shown
of how they approach their art. This anthology
seems an ambitious undertaking. The book
abounds in varied technical subtlety. What, for
example, could the world of V. S. Naipaul
have in common with that of Neville Dawes?
Perhaps only that they are both West Indians.
And the evidence in the anthology is of writers
whose racial roots determine the direction of
their works. History is never far down the surface either. It gives the writing the dramatic
quality. Listen to a dialogue from Jan Carew's
r Wild Coast':
"Well, that's what I mean to say because
the high and mighty white man don't have
to tell lie, they can pay the poor folks to
tell lie for them . . . "
The nature of such a situation could force
a writer to defend; even if unconsciously. And
then what appeared as strength in the writing
becomes also a weakness.

PETER ABRAHAM'S NOVEL Wild Conquest has
been reprinted. Novels based on black and
white relationships seem to play on my sentiments, whenever I read them. But Peter
Abrahams is a South African, a person from
a land where the black/white relationships have
now been stretched to the ultimate. That Mr.
Abrahams's novel succeeds in giving an expression to an epoch in South Africa's history could
have been enough, but this is done with such
power that on rereading it I trekked into the
land of warriors who were putting up a stand
against the Boers. This novel is a modem
classic.
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Interdependence
ordependence

Today's
shadows

D. E" Steward

Caroline de Crespigny

Africa: From Independence to Tonzorrow by
David Hapgood (Atheneum, New York)
Call Africa 999 by John Peer Nugent (CowardMcCann, New York)

INFLUENCE, the whole heavy pressure
of northern culture which ranges from Kiplingesque British to Muscovite Marxist (all of
which until a few years ago most Africans
accepted as superior to their forms), has not
changed Africa. Mrica is strong, something
unto itself as is every powerful culture. And
amazingly, after ten full years of the African
Revolution, intelligent and sympathetic nonAfricans continue to misunderstand its differences.
David Hapgood, as enlightened and incisive
American observer as could be imagined,
plunged headlong into his research in Africa
not understanding. Two years later he plunged
back out of Africa still not understanding. But
at least he came back full of topical and
intelligent observations.
He is another earnest failure, another nonAfrican who advises Africa but who will not
change a thing. Yet his views on the situation
of African independence have much substance.
And the lesson of his study is clear: unless
there is increasing interdependence ,among the
African states, they are doomed to continued
economic dependence on the non-African states.
Hapgood's reasonable thesis is that there are
two Africas, that of the farmer and that of
the new elite. His book is an examination of the
relationship between the two. His area focus
is West Africa, especially the countries with a
heritage of French colonialism, with most in'terest in Senegal and Guinea. But he does not
hesitate to generalise. His justification, in his
Preface, is this:
Fortunately, in each of the topics we shall
take up, there is much unity under Africa's
multifaceted variety. Most of those eight
hundred cultures have many basic traits in
common; man's relationship to the land, for
example, is similar almost everywhere. The
impact of colonial rule was similar, too, all
over Africa, and in fact there are many
analogies between what has happened in
Africa and the clash between Western and
traditional civilisations in other parts of the
world. Improving the conditions of life in
Africa will require -an endless variety of local
techniques, but the principles are the same
in most cases.
And in his terms his generalisations are often
WHITE

valid, for his main concern is the rela tionship
of Africans to the land.
Evaluating the new African nations on the
performance of their elites is unavoidable,
but Hapgood is egalitarian enough to realise that
all that is important about the elite in Africa
is how well it is managing to develop the
greater good for the greatest number.
The whole story of uneconomic national airlines, expensive national palaces, four-month
ministerial holidays, TV stations without TV
sets and the prestige race in establishing embassies abroad is trotted out, but never to draw
the usual conclusion that Africa is incapable
of managing independence. No, Hapgood only
points out that if the pomposities and absurdities of the elite continue to flower, Africa
will not soon achieve freedom from its present
economic dependence on non-African productivity.
inescapably depends
on what appears in the press. N ewsweek
magazine's all-African coverage for three years
until August, 1964, was the responsibility of
one man, John Peer Nugent. His book is textual
evidence of the reasons for America's awkward
and uniformed pose in Africa.
Nugent's is the quintessence of the newspaperman's mind. Nothing is right, nothing is
wrong, all that is important are the facts. Yet
so often are the facts garbled, taken out of
context, inflated. But Nugent is a good newspaperman and his facts are inaccurate only
infrequently. Example: " . . . Chief Albert
Luthuli, the Nobel Peace Prize winner in 1962
who was not allowed to go to Stockholm to
accept the award ... " (p. 213).
The patent reaction of the unaware person
to cultures and situations different from his
own is ridicule and sarcasm. And with sarcasm
a national disease of sorts in America now,
Nugent had two good reasons for writing his
book in the tone he chose.
It is just a shame that so many Americans
will get their view of the African Revolution
through minds like Nugent's. Almost thirty
years ago, Thomas Wolfe wrote on newspapermen. It is the same breed which reports Africa
to America today:
A whore is also a kind of expert in her
line and one, it seems to me, of the least
harmful kind. And so it is also with her
spiritual twin, the newspaperman. I have
known a good number of them, and most
of them I liked . . . You see, finally, that
even the fellow's cynicism is just a diverted
form of sentiment, his shallow hardness just a shell. You see that he became a
whore not because he wanted to become one,
but because he didn't want to become something else quite hard enough.
•
AMERICA'S VIEW OF AFRICA

Tomorrow's Sun by Helen J oseph (Hutchinson)
le SMUGGLED journal from
South Mrica"
provides a moving personal record of one
and deswoman's resistance to apartheid cribes, vividly and factually, the persecution
to which anyone who opposes the present South
African regime is inevitably subjected. Those
who want a true picture of what it is actually
like to possess a conscience and to live in
South Africa today should definitely beg, borrow or steal this book - or, preferably, buy
it - as its author, as a result of her work
on behalf of the South African liberation movement, has now lost her job and has no means
of"earning a livelihood.
Helen Joseph came to South Africa in 1931,
wi~hout preconceptions and, indeed, without
political convictions of any kind. Gradually,
as a social worker, first among the Coloured
community and then in the trade union movement, she became aware of the poison which
segregation distills into every area of South
African life. She is a courageous woman and,
once convinced, she became fully committed
to the struggle of the non-white peoples. In
the Federation of South African Women and
the Congress of Democrats, she protested actively
against the ever-increasingly vicious measures
of repression adopted by the Nationalist government. As a result, despite the legal nature
of her activities, she was one of the accused in
the ludicrous 1956 Treason Trial. She believes
that it was her work on behalf of the "destitute, neglected, almost starving" people who,
without trial, had been banished to remote
rural areas that led to her being placed in
1962 under the inhuman conditions that are
known as "house arrest." For four years now,
she has endured these conditions. Of her book,
she writes: "As to repercussions after publication, these are really anyone's guess ... " and,
as might have been guessed by anyone, repercussions of the most savage kind have followed
- even prior to publication. She has now been
served with a further banning order which
prohibits her from preparing material for publication so that even the solace of writing
is now denied her.
Helen Joseph is still not a "politician." She
is not a "communist" or a "liberal." She has
no political "programme." She can perhaps
best be described as a woman who loves South
Africa and hates injustice. "I know I must
remain here in South Africa," she writes. And
in the darkness of the South African night,
she holds to her faith in "tomorrow's sun."
But, without any means of livelihood, can she
remain? Or will she, like so many of those
who have "opposed," be forced by necessity to
leave the country? I hope not. I hope that, in
.that darkness, her far from insignificant candle
•
will continue to bum.
THIS

is having a very busy time
these days, what with all the teaching he has to
do at Lagos University, a job he accepted at a
time when some academics felt it more honourable to resign because of the then troubled
atmosphere of the university politics, and Mr.
Clark's recent visit to Paris as UNESCO consultant on the cultural problems in South
Africa. Recently Mr. Clark has been so busy
trying to establish trends in African poetry that
in an effort to show the sterility of this particular
form in South Africa he was driven to scraping
the bottom of the barrel: taking a song written
for a story by Richard Rive, a poem by Ezekiel
Mphahlele and a poem and a blues song by
Bloke Modisane. (Not one of these three has
ever pretended to be interested in writing
poetry as such.) Out of these meagre examples
- Mr. Clark reads no Afrikaans which perhaps
explains his neglect of the coloured poet Adam
Small - the Nigerian poet-critic felt confident
enough to offer his judgement on South African
poetry. God knows what else Mr. Clark told
UNESCO specialists in Paris about the strains
and stresses on South African culture; but apparently the people he was -advising thought it
necessary afterwards to consult South Africans
just to make sure, they said. Why hadn't
they done so from the beginning? One hears it
said that they feared that South Africans themselves would be less impartial! Considering the
absence of South Africans even in Dakar there
seems to be some relationship between political
subj ection inside the country and the meagre
cordiality and respect with which South Africans
are treated in the councils of world politics and
culture. As for Mr. Clark it is enough to quote
from his paper, especially that part dealing with
South African poetry, to demonstrate something
of his sensitivity with both words and feelings
about situations.
JOHN PEPPER CLARK

" Comments like mine;," Mr. Clark writes with
some insight, "will naturally provoke angry
retorts to the effect that they stem not so much
from ignorance of the facts and indifjerence to
the sufjerings of fellow human beings as from
the annoying habit of mind that will want to
ask, for instance, what efforts the victims are
themselves making and what the drink and sex
inclinations of their leaders are like. n
I hope no one ever has the temerity to ask
Mr. Clark what his" drink and sex inclinations"
are like though if his book, America, Their
America is to be believed he had ·a time of it at
Princeton trying to maintain his virtue. What is
particularly galling about the above quote is that
it has nothing to do with Mr. Clark's subject
and it is only thrown in after a comment on
Brutus' poetry, a man who was at that very time
in hospital with a police bullet wound!

derived from "South
Africa Week" in Gottingen, Germany, was seeing capable black South Africans whose relaxed
warmth mingled so happily with an angry sense
of responsibility about home. Surprisingly perhaps simply because unusual for us - they
spoke good German and conveyed a better
mastery over their predicament than some uprooted South Africans elsewhere. For some
reason most of them belonged to the Pan
Africanist Congress.
In Gottingen itself is Tseliso Masela, president of one of the South African student
groups there. Quiet, self-assured, Tseliso displays a fond casualness with both Africans and
Germans which perhaps conceals a real seriousness of purpose. Philip Mokgadi, who claimed
to have "hitch-hiked" to Gottingen for the
cause, came from another German university.
He is studying engineering. In his spare time
he devoutly goes through the mush of South
African propaganda in order "the better to
understand the enemy". Undoubtedly most
seriously committed Mokgadi ably took on a
pair of German professors - the apologists for
the Verwoerd regime - during a symposium.
Sobukwe is his hero.
PART OF THE PLEASURE

•
THEN THERE were the Molepos from Hanover
and the Marengwas from Hamburg. It was a
particular pleasure to meet Nomsa Marengwa,
Bennett's wife. With a dark vivid beauty which
seems to come more from a fierce intelligence,
N omsa has that forthrightness found mostly
among Xhosa women. She takes on African
men cheerfully enough, lashing away at their
particular foibles without any concession. She
and Mrs. Molepo seem possessed of their own
inviolate sense of integrity and jovial candour.
South Africa Week which took place in May
strangely divided the Germans who were for
from those against apartheid, or those simply
incapable of taking a stand. The Mayor of
Gottingen could not be present to open South
Africa Week and instead sent his Deputy, who
is a member of the Social Democratic Party, to
open the proceedings. Anti-apartheid politics is
suspect in Germany. Apparently Bonn has a
Cultural Treaty with Pretoria.
Two Gennan girls without whom South
Africa Week could not have been much of a
success were Elke Wiedenroth who as exchange
student has participated in the Civil Rights
campaigns in the South of the United States
and Gisela Schlums, a student of literature at
Gottingen.

A LUNCHEON ATTENDED IN FEBRUARY 1962 by
Duncan Sandys (then Commonwealth Secretary), Sir Roy Welensky (prime minister of
the Federation) and Lord Alport (British high
commissioner) is descri1?ed in Rhodesia Accuses
by A. J. A. Peck, published by Three Sisters
Books, Salisbury. Mr. Peck (according to a
South African newspaper review in which also
is quoted the lines below) "accuses the West
of attempting to hand over yet another slice of
Africa to the Communists." Over lunch "Sir
Roy remarked that with resolution and the
firm exercise of authority it would not be too
difficult to keep Nyasaland peacefully in the
Federation. 'No Roy,' replied Sandys, 'you
see we British have lost the will to govern.'
Sir Roy suffered a severe migraine that evening.
Lord Alport went home and vomited." It is
arguable whether Lord Alport would have
brought up his luncheon quite so readily had
he realised that this same absence of the finn
exercise of Britain's authority would mean that
a slice of Africa would be given to the Fascists,
not communists, when Smith declared independence on N'ovember 11, 1965. The end of
Britain's empire is welcome indeed, but there
are always losers. Britain's loss of the will to
govern caused another, smaller, slice of Africa
to be given away to the Fascists on June 17,
1966, when Chief Leabua Jonathan, prime
minister of Basutoland, and Mr Fred Lee,
British colonial secretary, signed an agreement
allowing Basutoland to become independent on
October 4, 1966.

•
THE ONE HAND, Colin Legum, in The
Observer, called the granting of this independence "under a minority and unrepresentative
Government . . . the most dishonourable transaction in the recent history of the handover
of British power in her colonies." The Times,
on the other hand whose African coverage
grows daily more reactionary, found "unconvincing" the reasons for the walk-out by Mr.
Mokhehle of the BCP and Dr Seth Makotoko
of the Marematlou-Freedom Party. It admits
that if the opposition (which won 590/0 of the
votes in the 1965 elections and has the support
of the head of state, Moshoeshoe 11, on the
independence issue) "make trouble (Chief Jonathan) will be tempted to lean on South Africa
more than he should " but nevertheless manages
to argue that" Britain has earned an honourable
discharge." The fact is that Chief Jonathan's
party "acts on the assumption that South
Africa will last indefinitely (and thus) has
a direct political interest in the CVerwoerd)
regime's survival" as Ian Hamnett wrote here
in April. The Basutoland Congress Party" has
a whole continent in mind and can see that
(the Verwoerd regime's) days are numbered.
The Congress lost the battle, but they or
people like them will win the war." Hamnett
wrote, " Basutoland has never been defeated. The
great Moshoeshoe played off Boer against British
to keep his country free. Britain has taken her
discharge honourable or otherwise - and
Africa must be called in to save the people of
Moshoeshoe 11 from Verwoerd and people like
· "
h1D1.
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Offprints of "Lesotho Dilemma" by Ian
Hamnett (April 1965) are obtainable from the
Circulation Manager, Gransight Holdings Ltd.,
60 Paddington Street, Marylebone, London Wl.
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Retold from
the French-2

De Gaulle·
and the
night visitors

with the heavy trotting rhythm of the
billy-goat he was holding on a lead. Never had he walked so fast.
Though it was cool, he was sweating. Whenever the animal tried
to break into a gallop, Engamba would wind the rope around his
wrist, stop abruptly, and then begin to walk backwards. The goat
kept dancing in all directions, Engamba, whose old legs were not
overly resistant, sometimes found himself lying flat on his stomach
beside the bush track. He would let go of his assegai while his
hands clutched the rope as strongly as he could. The goat would
nearly suffocate, and once his respiration was cut off, would remain
frozen to the spot. Then Engamba would get up, slacken the strap
around the animal's neck, and tickle his flank with the handle of
his assegai. The animal would start off again at a walking pace.
Thus they walked through the bush till the night fell. Amalia
still had her lead over him. Her basket was Engamba's road
marker. She walked as if she had wings. With her basket resting in
the angle formed by her back and her rounded buttocks, she forged
ahead effortlessly, her hands cupped behind her head, which was
lowered like that of a docile donkey.
"Don't move too fast! " Engamba shouted to her breathlessly,
" don't move too fast, you know that my legs aren't any good ..."
Amalia stopped for a moment and with a jerk brought the basket
back into position on her back. She pulled on the strap of rattan
cane which served as the handle of the basket and which, under
the weight of the provisions, cut into her prominent forehead, which
was running with sweat.
She looked behind her. When her husband was within call, she
passed the back of her hand over her face and with an abrupt
movement wiped off the sweat.
" Move a bit faster! " she shouted to him. "I wonder if we'll
get to Doum by tomorow? "
She resumed the gait of a beast of burden used to the packsaddle. How many a heavy basket had she carried? Baskets of wood
each time she returned from the fields, baskets of sand for their
hut and for the road, baskets of stone for the house of the priest if
she wanted to be admitted to confession, baskets of provisions for
their journeys . . . All these baskets had carved into her back that
sharp angle which resembled the gash on a vegetable stalk struck
to death by a hoe. Her skin at that place had become as thick as
that of an elephant.
E GAMBA WAS WALKING

flesh and blood?" her mother sobbed when
Amalia, still as flat as dough flung against the wall, pouted because
she did not want to carry the provision basket specially made for
her.
" Who will dare to marry such a weak girl? " she went on, " who
"IS THIS MY OWN

T he second of this series of translations by W ILL F R lED
FEU S E R of the University of Ibadan is from Ferdinand
Oyono's second novel Le vieux negre et la medaille (Paris,
1ulliard, 1956). The book itself has been translated into German
(1957), Dutch (1960), and Russian (1962) but not into English.
His first novel, Dne Vie de boy (1956) is appearing this year in
an English translation by Clive Wake under the title Housebo .
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will dare to ask for the hand of a girl who cannot even carry a
basket? "
Amalia loved her mother very much. When she wept, Amalia
wept with her, and only then asked what it was about.
"The whole village is making fun of us," her mother moaned.
" Everybody says you're not a woman ... You can't even carry a
basket ... What will your husband eat? "
Amalia swiftly took up her mothefs big basket and ran out into
the fields. She filled it with enough food for two days and sat
down to pass the three handles over her head and shoulders. She
pulled up her legs under her belly, clenched her teeth, and then
managed to stagger up slowly. She took that particular bush track
which allowed her to arrive home after crossing the whole village.
She even sang at the top of her voice. People came out of their
huts to see her.
"There goes a girl who will know how to feed her husband,"
they said. "That lucky fellow won't starve to death. Atema Amalia's mother - has a daughter blessed amongst daughters ..."
On hearing these words, Amalia forgot the handles which were
bruising her flesh and hurting her young spine bent with pain.
Totally exhausted she fell down at her mother's feet. Her mother
quickly closed the door to keep people from seeing the unfortunate
end of this heroic deed.
Later, when Amalia rose after her illness, she received ten
marriage proposals. Among the candidates was the rich Engamba
from Zourian. Amalia gave the polygamist preference over the
young bachelors.
" At least with him," she thought, "the job of a wife will be
shared ..."
That is how Amalia married Engamba.
THEIR TRACK LEFT the forest. It was already night. "We'll arrive
at Nkongo before dinner-time," Engamba called out to his wife.
" We'll have a rest, all right? "
Nkongo was the first small village one came through on the
track from Zourian to Domn. It consisted of about ten dilapidated
huts built around a straw shed, the palaver hut.
When Amalia and her husband arrived, they discerned black
shapes squatting around a big fire. Somebody looked up over the
flames towards the courtyard. "You passers-by, come and share
our modest meal with us," he called. "Nobody travels at night.
The night has many mysteries · .."
Amalia preceded her husband into the palaver hut. "May the
night be good to you," she said entering. " I am Amalia Ema, the
wife of ..."
" That's Engamba's wife," the one who had recognised her said.
"Oh, it's you, Binama! " she said, stretching out her hand to
him.
" The very one," the man said, tying up the terry-towel he had
rolled up around his loins. " Where is your husband? "
" Coming! " shouted Engamba, who was tying his goat to a
stake in the yard.
Amalia got rid of her basket. Her husband entered. "I greet
you, friends," he said.
" We cordially accept your greeting," answered voices coming
from the shadows where one could conjecture forms which the
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light rom the fire did not quite light up.
Binama stepped forward and shook han(ls' with him. " Give your
~. to
is full-grown man," he said to a child who was stark
~ .aked,
earing a crucifix round his neck and licking a pot.
That's De Gaulle,* my second SOD,'" the man with the terrytowel sa d. "You remember, I married his mother after the war

" A jolly fellow already, that one is," his father said. Engamba
held the child away from him a little to have a better look at him.
"You're right there," he said, dwelling on DeGaulle with the
tender gla ce of one who has desperately wished for children.
"Now to greet your ' Mammy' over ~ere," Engamba said to
him. "Come, little fellow," Amalia said. The child went over to
her.
Binama's son was born at the time when the name of the famous
general was in vogue. It was just after the Second World War.
Everything was then "De Gaulle" just as everything now was
zazout. The general's portrait used to hang in every hut. There
were girls called De Gaulle and there were boys called De Gaulle.
The one dirtying up Amalia's thighs \vas five years old.
" Aaaaaaagathaaa! .." Thus Binama called his wife from the
palaver hut like a muezzin. "Yye-e-e-s! " she answered. "What's
the matter? "
"Engamba and his wife are here! " he shouted. "Bring them
something to eat, and welcome them at the same time."

..

'Jj

"
,Engamba said, " children grow ~ike maize these days . . .
Come say hello to me, De Gaulle."
e rat, intimidated by the stranger, had hidden himself in
the sha ws with his pot. When Engamba stretched out his hand
to him, he hid himself a little more.
H De Gaulle, come say hello! " his father 'thundered. "Could I
have begotten a fool? "
.
At these words De Gaulle, a finger stuck in his nose, drew near
to Engamba. It was impossible to know exactly what his complexion
was like. All the ochre dust of the yard mixed with that of the
fireplace and the palm-oil which had dripped on his little distended
belly had formed a multicoloured film streaked with the traces of
water drops. His navel, firm and ample like the breast of a young
girl, was tilted towards his little prepuce blackened by the bottom
of the pot he had held between his legs.
Engamba opened him arms and his thighs. The child rushed into
them.

e

tZazou: a pre-existentialist cult of unconventional behaviour practised
among the young during the years of German occupation in France and
exported to the colonies a·fter the war. W.F.
*The spelling "De Gaulle" - with a capital D - is the' one used in
the book. De is part of one's name. The general, a commoner, changed
it to de, which is the predicate of nobility. W.F.

A long cool look

SIR, Mr. Ike Mafole, in your June issue,
has expressed some of the misgivings that
assail not only the youth but people, like myself,
of maturer years and of some political experience. If Mr. Mafole finds the Pan-African
scene distressing, I find South African exile
politics and politicians even more so. Are we
not guilty of the opportunism, the self-seeking,
the corruption of which Mr. Mafole so ably
complains?
I think some serious heart-searchL.,g is long

overdue. And it is not good enough to indulge,
like myself, in the politics of withdrawal. I
realise that I might be accused of destructiveness. I might even be labelled a sellout. But I
am fed up to the teeth - and I am sure I
am not the only one. I am slowly coming round
to the view that should freedom come to South
Africa it will not be because of some of our
self-styled leaders, but will be in spite of them.
I suggest that the time has come to take 'a long
cool look at ourselves; to come down from
the grandiose platforms upon which we so love
to strut. Grand posturing and all that will get
us nowhere. Seeing motes in the Pan-Africanist
eye is sheer diversion.
ALFRED HUTCHINSON
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