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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 Uni
versity of Massachusetts. He is talking
about Rhodesia, how he thinks that Britain
"must never send troops" because "we
must remember that thousands of Rhodes
ians 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 recent and outdated Rhodesian Government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 photo
graphs, the four tiers of which are labelled

ERICA

enigmatically: MINING, INDUSTRY, HIS
TORICAL, CHIEFS.

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passpon which has been rescinded.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 Afri
cans. I nodded. But he continued, "They,
the Africans, resent Wilson for not recog
nising 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 redden
ing 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 judg
ing from the material I have been receiving
in the mail recently, he must have passed
my name on to all of them e
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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 cen
tury 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 man
s~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 spring
tIde 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 con
quest 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 domi
nation 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.

AS I OPENED DR. GORDON'S BOOK I thought
that this was the book that I had imagined.
It is not. But then it clearly was not intend
ed to be. Perhaps, also, the time has not yet
come when my imagined book can be writ
ten. Dr. Gordon has set out to write a com
prehensive, truthful, and documented ac
count 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 Asia
Africa 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 strati
graphical 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 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
chronicled. tt
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South of the Za111besi by Guy Butler (Abelard
Schuman 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.

ULLI 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

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 expres
sions, 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 trans
lation 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 sur
face 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 senti
ments, 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 expres
sion 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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Africa: From Independence to Tonzorrow by
David Hapgood (Atheneum, New York)

Call Africa 999 by John Peer Nugent (Coward
McCann, New York)

WHITE INFLUENCE, the whole heavy pressure
of northern culture which ranges from Kiplin
gesque 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 non
Africans continue to misunderstand its differ
ences.

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 non
African 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

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 air
lines, expensive national palaces, four-month
ministerial holidays, TV stations without TV
sets and the prestige race in establishing em
bassies 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 absur
dities of the elite continue to flower, Africa
will not soon achieve freedom from its present
economic dependence on non-African producti
vity.

AMERICA'S VIEW OF AFRICA 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 news
paperman'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 news
paperman 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 newspaper
men. 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 some
thing else quite hard enough. •
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Tomorrow's Sun by Helen Joseph (Hutchinson)
THIS le SMUGGLED journal from South Mrica"
provides a moving personal record of one
woman's resistance to apartheid - and des
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, bor
row or steal this book - or, preferably, buy
it - as its author, as a result of her work
on behalf of the South African liberation move
ment, 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 move
ment, 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 gov
ernment. 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 "desti
tute, 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 publica
tion, these are really anyone's guess ... " and,
as might have been guessed by anyone, reper
cussions 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 publi
cation - 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. •


