
from the hall.
"Suffering Aunt Jemina."
It was Mr. Hooter as he looked at the telegranl that

had just been delivered.
And a moment later, from the. other side of the hall:
"Jesus, Saint Mary" followed by a softer "And

Joseph."
Startled and affronted, Dr. Hogansputta Rawat, took

off his spectacles, picked them up and walked out in high
dudgeon, followed by Parkinson- oodle who had been
sleeping and thought it must be. tea-time.

"'Vhat again," muttered the Chairman grumpily as
Mr. Hooter and Mr. Bongovitch jumped up as one dele
gate and waved excitedly. "Fair s fair. Baldy first this
time." He beckoned to Mr. Bongovitch.

Alexei Petrovitch was beaming from every pore. "Every
body feels happy at the great moves for peace and friend-
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TCHICAYA WORKS with UNESCO in Paris, where he has
lived since 1946 when he accompanied his father-then
a deputy for Moyen Congo-there. We had two meetings,

. drinks and s.upper at a small cafe and a dinner party
which he arranged for me.

My first introduction to Tchicaya was through his poem
-A Mat to Wea e-which was read for cr~ticism at the
African Writers' Conference held at Kampala in June
1962. I remember that assembly of African poets and
novelists spending a baffled and almost stormy half-hour
trying to analyse the. opening of this poem.

'He came to dei iver the secret of the sun
and wanted to write the poem of hi life

why ,crystals in his blood
vv'hy globule in his laughter

What held up the conference was the crystals' in his
blood and the 'globules' in his laughter which many felt
were inappropriate images conjuring up visions of slug
gish natural functions. One fact howver was obvious.
Tchicaya is not untouched by Negritude but his presen
tation of this doctrine is more implied than stated. There
is nothing idyllic about his ancestors-to him they were
warriors. His "race remembers the taste of bronze drunk
hot" and one suspects that his crocodiles would never be
"scented". A recurrent image in his poems is that of
fire of heat and of burning:
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ship that have taken place in recent months, and which
my country has always supported with all its heart. As
one more gesture. to overcome differences we unreservedly
withdraw our support for the Afghanistan Amendment in
view of the opposition it has aroused in certain quarters."

"Oh show me the way to go home. I'm tired and I
want to go to bed," wailed Mr. Hooter under his breath.

"Of course, as everybody knows, it is sufficient for my
country to support a motion, to make the opposition of
Wall Street automatic. But we are of different mettle. I
am happy to declare myself able to accept the proposals
of Mr. Hooter yesterday."

The distinguished gathering broke out into unrestrained
applause. -

"Pulled that one off well," Mr. Bongovitch congratu..
lated himself as he returned to his seat. "Wonder why
cabbage-face Hooter looks so down in the dumps?" •

"I have often seen
carcases in the air
where my blood burns."

"dirty wog
he is the younger brother of fire."

and so on.
I suspect that the same fire smoulders underneath his

efficient civil servant appearance and beneath the gaeity
with which he teased the waitress at the cafe is a sort of
anxiety and sadness. He is a stickler for order and
punctuality and on the way to dinner with him Francoise
-my French hostess-showed a great deal of anxiety
because it looked as though we might be late. She said
Tchicaya doesn't like. lateness. Anyway, we arrived at 10
minutes past 8 and Tchicaya's first words were, 'You are
very late!' All the same., he was a most gracious host,
and turned out to be an excellent cook as well.

Tchicaya's flat is in a very modern block and it was a
great surprise. The first thiJ?g I saw was a cherub holding
a pair of candlesticks designed as scales. We sat on Louis
Quinze chairs, ate off antique tables and saw ourselves
reflected in ornate mirrors of which there were many.
The whole length of one wall was covered with rare
editions of various French classics and Tchicaya com
plained that his friends are in the habit of casually taking
home a precious book and just as casually forgetting to
return it. I looked everywhere for a little trace of Africa
and discovered behind an ancient vase a little ebony head
half hidden by manuscripts and very dusty.

This was the only evidence of the people whose 'race
remembered the taste of bronze drunk hot,' and when I
asked Tchicaya why he cultivated this improbable hobby
of collecting French antiques he said in his jocular way,
"I do what the Europeans did to Africa-I plunder
Europe."

I was silenced because I have seen less rewarding ways
of plundering Europe.

Just before we left, Tchicaya brought out four antique
musical boxes shaped like clocks. He wound each one
in turn and as we waited for the lift outside his flat, we
heard their chimes. They sounded like distant church
bells. ". •
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