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ON 19TH MAY THIS YEAR a jury appointed by the Portuguese
Society of Writers and comprising five of Portugal's best authors
and literary critics, announced that the Society'S 1964 prize for
" short-stories" had been awarded to Luuanda, a book of estorias
by Luandino Vieira. The author turns out to be Jose Vieira Mateus
da Graca, an Angolan who is now serving a 14-year sentence at a

I penal camp in the islands of Cape Verqe, for political activities
against the Portuguese state (of which Angola is only an " overseas
province "). In view of this, the Government demanded that the
award be cancelled forthwith.

The jury, comprising the writers Pinheiro Torres, Manuel da
Fonseca, Augusto Abelaira, Gaspar Simoes and Fernanda Botelho,
refused to yield to Government pressure and stood by their deci
sion. When the first-three-named members of the jury were
arrested and the second two detained for questioning by the PIDE
(Portuguese State Police), they firmly stated that they had acted
within the laws, such as they are, and that it would be dishonour
able to Portuguese culture if a jury were to act as a board of
functionaries of repression.

This attitude of defiance enraged the regime. Two days after
the jury's announcement, the Society's headquarters in Lisbon
were completely wrecked by a group of right-wing extremists; the
Portuguese Minister of Education, Prof. Galvao Teles, declared
the summary dissolution of the Society on grounds that the award
had "deeply offended Portuguese sentiment"-an allusion to the
fact that Portuguese troops have been engaged in fighting Angolan
nationalist guerillas since the outbreak of the movement for inde
pendence in 1961. At the same time the pro-Salazar press pub
lished entire pages of cables, letters and statements by individual
and corporate supporters of the regime in Portugal, Angola and
Mozambique, violently accusing progressive intellectuals of treason
able activities and demanding that even sterner measures should
be taken to ensure that they abide by the regime's "Portugal
Uber Alles" edict. As was to be expected the scandal soon had
repercussions outside Portugal, especially in Brazil and other Latin
American and Latin European countries more closely connected
with the Portuguese literary scene.

IN A COUNTRY WHERE the Government, through a long established
system of censorship of the daily press, has an almost absolute
control over the proportions that any given event is to assume~

many wonder whether there were ulterior motives on the part of
the authorities to allow the incident over a literary prize to become
the centre of national attention. The fact is that the authorities
were only too willing to respond to the sponsored campaign of
public indignation. Over the past three months Portugal has seen
a concerted operation of intellectual repression on an unprecedented
scale~ extending to Angola and Mozambique. All bookshops and
publishers' stores, both in Portugal and the "overseas provinces"
have been raided and an estimated 100,000 books confiscated;
hundreds of titles by Portuguese and foreign authors have been
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bique.

indexed; several prominent writers have been banned from con
tributing to cultural periodicals and newspapers; newspaper editors
have been prohibited from mentioning the proscribed authors by
name, even in ordinary news dispatches.

As so often happens in such political circumstances the Govern
ment defeated its purpose. Luandino Vieira's works have indeed a
very deep significance in the context of Afro-Portuguese culture.
This is attested by the fact that he had been awarded several prizes
before in his own country-actually one every year, since 1962.
He had, curiously enough, been awarded Angola's own "Mota
Veiga" literary Grand Prix in 1964, for this very book Luuanda,
the prize having been handed to his family, as the author was
already a prisoner of PIDE. But there can be no doubt that the
events relating to the dissolution of the Society of Writers have
given to Luuanda a permanent place in the history of Afro
Portuguese culture and accelerated the process of international
recognition of what might well be the first major revelation of an
Angolan literature.

IN SPITE OF THE PROPORTIONS and long duration of the Portuguese
.Empire and the social and qIltural variety of its component parts,
the literary scene in Portuguese African territories is insular and
arid-a true reflection of the stifling nature of Portuguese colonial
ism. Traditionally the only major contribution of an Afro element
in Portuguese literature has been the poetry of the" creoles" of
Cape Verde Islands-but then the Cape Verde Islands are off
Africa's mainland in more ways than one. Its culture is as half
caste as the majority of its 300,000 inhabitants whose society
present a unique social phenomenon of relatively widespread educa
tion against a background of isolation, rich in misery and fertile
in endemic famines. Up to 1960, in Portugal's two greatest
"overseas provinces" of Angola and l\lozambique, literacy was
confined to the local settler elite and to 1% only of the African
population. A few European writers concerned themselves with
observing the social problems of colonial environment and only
Castro Soromenho, who lived in Angola, can be said to have risen
above the purely sociological interest of the literary essays of local
Europeans. The exceptional coloured poet tried to put across some
message of social protest, but the total output of " African" poets
of all coloured shades, could produce no more than an interesting
anthology. Curiously enough the only work of real standard com
ing from Portuguese African territories is the poetry of Reynaldo
Ferreira, a Portuguese settler in Louren~o Marques who died, still
young, in 1959. But then his poems could have been written in
Lisbon or anywhere in Europe; and the very fact that he lived in
Africa for most of his life, without showing any awareness of it, is
perhaps significant in itself of the insidious apartheid that prevailed
in Mozambique, a territory which is exposed to South African
influence.

In later years, and partly owing to the emergence of a new
generation of Africans whose education coincided with the nativist
ferment that agitated Portuguese African territories, Afro-Portu
guese poetry showed greater promise. Many coloured and a few
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purely African poets, stimulated by the publishing endeavours of
the Casa dos Estudantes do Ultramar (Overseas Students' Associa
tion) in Lisbon, or Angola's" Imbondeiro Collection ", made their
first gropings towards a cohesive Afro literature. A number of
poets, like the Angolans Agostinho Neto and Mario de Andrade
and the Mozambicans Jose Craveirinha and Malagantana Valente,
gradually gained some recognition abroad.

The more mbitious prose works, however, remained beyond the
grasp of Mricans partly because the censorship of the press in
hibited them from making the first tentative steps, in the form of
shon stories and other literary essays, partly because the local
economics of publishing offered no scope. So far only the Mozam
bican Luis Bernardo Honwana, the author of " Nos matamos 0 cao
tinhoso" (" We killed the mangy dog") has had a short story
published abroad (in Richard Rive's anthology Modern African
Prose, Heinemann Educational Books). Set against this barren
background, the work of Luandino Vieira offers the unique feature
of being simultaneously the first major native revelation coming
from Angola while having qualities comparable to the best Afro
American or Afro-European works of real international interest.

THE PRIZE-WINNING volume Luuanda is a selection of three of
ten estorias concerned with life in the musseques, the poor quarters
around Luanda where, as elsewhere in Portuguese Africa, the real
social and racial encounter between Europeans and Africans takes
place. Luandino Vieira's usage of the local Afro-Portuguese patois,
consisting not only of a mixture of Portuguese and native words,
but of a picturesque corruption of both, is reflected in the phonetic
emphasis in the book's title Luuanda, as well as in the term estorias
-which is a simplification of the word historias, curiously near
the English word stories, used by the author to define the literary
form of his cameos of life among his people.

The first estoria " Grandma Xixi and grandson Zeca Santos" is
very revealing of Luandino Vieira's compassionate grasp of the
subtle routine forms of human suffering resulting from social
poverty and neglect. This, as well as the other estorias, is not based
on single dramatic events for the lives of the poor in the musseques
do not usually afford such highlights. The quality of melancholy
understatement one finds echoed in certain stories by such writers
as Alan Sillitoe and in certain modern films, is a natural gift of
Luandino Vieira's. His compelling pictorial style is revealed in the
way he takes us into the world of Grandma Xixi and her adoles
cent grandson, in the first paragraphs of their estoria:

For over two months no rain had fallen and all around the
musseque the little children of the November grass, young and
green, were dressed with a red dust skin spread by the warm
winds and the jeeps of the patrols speeding through the streets
and alleys that the straggling huts designed at random. So,
when Grandma, at the door of her hut, felt the beginnings of
the hot winds which did not want to blow as fast as they used
to, the neighbours heard her muttering to the grandson, that
perhaps two days would not pass without rain. The morning of
that day had been born with clouds, grey at the start, black and
wild later, mounting over the musseque and all people agreed

with Grandma Xixi, she had warned them before going into
tOWD, with her short and agile step of seventy years, that water
was coming without doubt.

Showers had come down twice that morning.
First an enraged gale threw itself against the clouds, shuffl

ing them, making them run from the sea over the Kuanza and
back from the Kuanza over the town of Mbengu. In the back
yards and doorsteps, seeing such movements, people were won
dering if the real rain were coming or if it was another trick
as in the last two days when the clouds would gather only to
have the wind come and swat them away. True enough Grand
ma Xixi had warned them and her old woman's wisdom never
lied, but all they could see was the same hot, crazed, somersault
ing wind, scattering bits of paper, dead leaves and rubbish, and
causing spirals of dust to dance in the streets and then the women
would slam the windows and doors in the wind's face and keep
their children close, for as they said that madness of the wind
brought with it bad luck and diseases from the witchdoctors.
The estoria of Grandma Xixi and grandson Zeca Santos is

simple enough. While Grandma was doing her chores in the hut
Zeca Santos burst suddenly in at the door as if he were making
a casual social call. She is half expecting him and she knows what
he is up to. Soon he asks her for lunch. He obviously is without
money again; and she wonders whether he is just not loafing
around, trying to impress the girls with the colourful shirt on
which he spent too big a portion of his last wages. In her Grandma
goodness she scolds him for not looking for work. She asks why
he has not gone to see Mas' Sousa, the local Portuguese shop
keeper who might have advanced them some food on account of
wages if Zeca worked in the petrol station. At first Zeca Santos
is reluctant to talk about Mas' Sousa. Later, trying to stop Grand
ma from nagging him, he decides to provide her with proof that
he had been to see Mas' Sousa. He rolls his shirt and shows the
mark of a whip lash on his back. And then, still baffled by some
confused event, he tells her of what had happened when he went
to see Mas' Sousa.

He welcomed him with a friendly smile, and even put his
hand on Zeca's shoulder when he said:

"... but of course! For the son of Joao Ferreira I always
have something. And how is Grandma? Tell her she should
not be ashamed ... the bill is small, she can still come ..."

Mas' Sousa then disappeared inside the store shed, dragging
his big belly inside his dirty shirt, and Zeca Santos stood outside
gazing absent-mindedly at the petrol tank, with his big drum
and measuring handle, not automatic like those down town, no
sir. And he saw the two yellow glasses, each measuring five
litres ...

"I swear Grandma, I swear I didn't do nothing, I didn't
say nothing! I had only asked him if I could work at the station,
measuring the petrol-nothing else. It was only to eat, and to
get food in advance, Grandma!

"And Mas' Sousa was smiling, he was saying yes, sir-I
was the son of loao Ferreira-a good man! And then I don't
know what happened Grandma! "

Zeca Santos wanted to cry, he felt his eyes fill with water,
[continued on page 206
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but his rage was big and hot, as hot as the crack of the rhino
whip on his back, and the heat of his rage dried his tears inside
his eyes, and would not let them come out.

" ... he then thrashed me, I don't know why Grandma!
I had done nothing! Then, as I was running away, he started
shouting after me that he was going to report me to the police
post, because I was a thief like Matias, who had stolen money
from the petrol station when he worked there ..."

" Ih! But is that boy still in jail, is he? "
" Yes, Grandma - it was Mas' Sousa who handed him to

the police. And he was still shouting after me son of terrorist,
that he would charge me too . . . that there was no more food for

bandits - no more tick!"

WHEN GRANDMA WAS FINALLY CONVINCED that Zeca was not just
telling another of his stories, even her permanent good and warm
humour gave way to the sad noise of the rain falling on the zinc
roofs as they both sat silent for a time. Suddenly as if to shake
off the gloomly atmosphere, she goes to unwrap a parcel, announc
ing that she has some food in store. Zeca, watching her movements,
realises that she must have gone to collect scraps of food from
the down-town dustbins - but by then he is too hungry and
too weak for pride.

" Zeca, look my boy ! It looks as if these small roots are manioc.
And see this orange, you see, my boy! I found it for you ..."

Zeca knew she just wanted to take the edge off his hunger and
he saw her old and bent body, sucked dry by life and the tropical
mist, under the fine rain, her hands full of callouses groping in
the dustbins of down-town. The oranges she had brought with her
were all rotten, one could save a small piece from each, and those
manioc roots . . .

Without even knowing what was happening, Zeca jumped
up pushed Grandma aside, and without thinking any more, before
tears come to his eyes again, he burst out of the hut and shouted
back in a shocking voice, as if he had gone mad:

"They are dahlias, granny! They are flowers, the roots of
flowers."

The door, swollen with rain, did not fit back into the
frame. It banged once, twice, and then it swung creaking, as if
it were mourning Zeca's departure, as if it were also sad.
Grandma Xixi stood in the middle of the dark smoky hut, look
ing at the door, still holding in her trembling hands the dahlia
roots, and shaking her head from side to side as if she were a
puppet in a shop-window.
Luandino Viera's empathetic grasp of the plight of those who

live in the no man's land of Angola'S main racial, class and cul
tural divisions, is shown by the fact that the characters whose
estorias he tells are inarticulate about their own social condition.
The points of reference provided by the better living in down-town,
as much as the everyday difficulties they might have to face, are
taken for granted as more or less a matter of luck. When we
next meet Zeca Santos he is trying to flirt with the girls or he is
roaming around with his pals, always being careful in his walks
to see the effect of his colourful shirts reflected in shop windows.

The critical social comment in the following two estorias is
perhaps even more subtle. "The estoria of the parrot and the
thief" resembles a popular tale. It concerns "a certain Lomelino
dos Reis, Dosreis to his friends and ex-Lolo to the girls" who
is caught with seven stolen fat and live ducks by the Police, and
describes his funny and shrewd way of getting along with the
" law." "The estoria of the chicken and the egg" lives off the old
housewives' dispute as to who is the rightful owner of the egg
laid in one's backyard by someone else's chicken, especially when
the owner of the chicken happens to be an unfriendly neighbour.
But then such an old story is enacted very effectively in the
musseque where both a lot of people and a few chickens live in
cramped promiscuity - and where, any way, there is a perennial
shortage of eggs. But ultimately the impression left by Luuanda is
that although poverty might be suffered gaily, it might well be
poverty itself that is the opium of the poor.

AT ONE STAGE IN HIS YOUNG LIFE Luandino Vieira's desperation
with the condition of his people must have reached a point when
he thought that literature was not enough. In 1960 he set out to
join Angola's Movimento Popular de Libertacao (MPLA) which
was clandestinely led from headquarters in Luanda by some of his
school friends. It turned out, however, that Luandino Vieira's
political skill did not match his literary talent.

The sentence of 14 years imprisonment pronounced by Angola's
Supreme Military Court on 24th October 1964, contains indict
ments that might not even be easily understood in democratic
countries, where some of Luandino Vieira's actions would not be
illegal. The findings of the Court are as follows: (a) that the
accused received on the 4th February, 1961, from a Mr Rossan
Brandao, a report on the social and economic conditions obtaining
in Angola at the time, which was critical of Portuguese colonial
(sic) policy, a report which the accused translated into English
and later handed to a BBC reporter in Leopoldville, having sent.
a copy of the Portuguese original to Argentine for publication in
the magazine Principios; (b) that Luandino Vieira tried to come to
London to establish contact with the Angolan rebel leader Viriato
da Cruz, his projects being frustrated owing to the fact that he
could not obtain a pasport; (c) that he planned to organise a new
movement called "New Angola," set up a clandestine printing
press and radio station and acquire plastic bombs to scare (sic)
the authorities; (d) that he visited Lisbon where he received a
copy of the " Manifesto of the MPLA," several copies of a maga
zine called Tribuna Livre and a report on alleged desertions from
the Portuguese Army - all this at an encounter with another of
the accused in which each of them used one half of the same
box of matches, previously sent by other contacts, a sign of
identification; (e) that he wrote to the Angolan exile Mr Costa
Andrade, then living in Italy, a full account of his conspiratorial
projects (in a letter that might have been intercepted by PIDE,
though we are not told of this).

For the experienced politician, who is well aware that the
Portuguese regime is made up of men who never forgave the"'
Dutch for not having killed Gutenberg before he invented the



prlnnng press, Luandino Vieira's indictment is a sure indication
that he is the type of naive idealist on whom the PIDE vents
the rage and frustration left by the many really feared rebels who
escape their net.

It is, however, significant that Luandino Vieira should have
aspired to become a member of MPLA, rather than of any of
the other Angolan liberation movements that have emerged before,
during, and since, the outbreak of actual fighting. Leaving aside
purely partisan considerations, and without wanting to impute any
illegitimacy to the nationalist stand taken by other groups, MPLA
is by far the most interesting of Angolan political phenomena.
Its origins date back to the middle fifties and although its natural
course was altered through the influence of political events in
the rest of Africa, and especially in the Congo, in the early
sixties, the fact is that MPLA is still deeply rooted in the embryo
of a new Angola that was born of the long and painful contact
between Portuguase and Africans. It was actually first organised
inside the musseques of Luanda. The significance of Luandino
Vieira's work goes beyond the literary analogies of style and atti
tude one could find between his work and that of Portugal's Aqui
lino Ribeiro and Brazil's Jorge Amado or even the semblance
between the musseques and the morros of Brazilian towns. Luan
dino Vieira's two published books A cidade e a infancia and
I~uuanda are not only the revelation of an incipient Angolan culture
but also its product.

THE QUESTION OF WHETHER PORTUGUESE colonialism has produced
an Afro-Portuguese culture in Angola and Mozambique, is often
obscured by the primary political nature of the arguments put
forward by either the critics or the apologists of Portuguese rule.
Normally the arguments of the critics tend to be confined to the
ruthless social exploitation of Africans, the long process of evolu
tion from the slavery system to insidious forms of forced labour,
besides which all other sociological features seem irrelevant; on
the other hand the apologist will unconvicingly use the contrast
provided by apartheid and racial segregation, to make of the non
racialist character of Portuguese legislation a propaganda asset.

Such propaganda- takes two main forms. One is expressed in the
official literature that pours out from the Government's institutions
whereby the Portuguese were somehow endowed with an unique
historical - almost racial - vocation for harmonious contact with
peoples of all colours and creeds. This has been effectively con
tradicted by Professor C. R. Boxer, of King's College, London
University in his studies of Portuguese colonialism (Race Relations
in the Portuguese Colonial Empire, O.U.P., 1963) and by both
the American Professor James Duffy, author of Portuguese
Africa, and the British writer Basil Davidson. The other line of
apology, more elaborate in analysis and encompassing Brazil and
other territories of Portuguese language, is found in the theories
of "Luso (Portuguese)-Tropicalism" advanced by the Brazilian
sociologist Gilberto Freyre. These have been discussed by Pro
fessor Marvin Harris, of Columbia University, New York, in
Portugal's African Wards.

According to Professor Freyre there exists a distinct "Luso-
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Tropical World" made up of the multiracial lands which are,
or formerly were, parts of the Portuguese Empire. In a study visit
to the " Portuguese tropical world," as well as in his native Brazil,
a former Portuguese colony, Professor Freyre has never found the
racial antagonisms that prevail among other peoples, especially
in the United States, South Africa or in Asian and African terri
tories formerly ruled by the British, the Germans or the Dutch.

Progressive Portuguese intellectuals share the view that both
the regime's propaganda and Gilberto Freyre's theories rely on two
wrong premises. First, such theories are based on a comparison
in negatives.

It is apartheid that is an offence to human dignity, not racial
tolerance to Africans in their- own land that is a positive virtue.
The very concept of tolerance is still a reflection of a deeply
ingrained belief in one's own racial superiority. Moreover, those
victimised by the insidious forms of racial discrimination that
exist in Angola and Mozambique only know and react to their
own environment - they lack the points of reference of the erudite
and much travelled theorists to derive any comfort from their
findings.

It would appear, however, that the process of cultural miscegena
tion is not incompatible with the phenomenon of social exploita
tion; nor does it run strictly along the boundaries of race and
colour. Owing to a conjunction of negative social factors many
Portuguese immigrants are resigned to living in the multiracial peri
pheries around the centre of trade and industry dominated by
whites, while being unable to afford the economic luxuries of
apartheid. The coexistence that ensues has resulted in the emerg
ence of an elite of exponents of an embryonic multi-r~cial culture.
It is significant that Agostinho Neto, Malangatana Valente, Luis
Honwana are pure blacks; Mario de Andrade, Jose Craveirinha,
Viriato Cruz are mulattos; Luandino Vieira, like the Mozambican
poet VirgiIio de Lemos, now exiled in Paris, happens to be a pure
white.

However the striking affinity between such men is that they
are all, in one way or another, linked with African liberation
movements. Moreover they have all been persecuted by the
Portuguese Government. While Luandino Vieira is in a concentra
tion camp in the Cape Verde Islands, Jose Craveirinha, Malanga
tana Valente and Luis Honwana are now in jail in Lourenco
Marques awaiting trial on charges of belonging to Frelimo, Mozam
bique's Liberation Movement; Agostinho Neto, Mario de Andrade
and Viriato Cruz, are now exiled leaders of the Angolan liberation
movement and, like Virgilio de Lemos, were all former prisoners
of PIDE. '

This seems to epitomise the drama of Portuguese colonial rule.
The first crop of African artists and writers of Portuguese
language, are not the children of the happy, legitimate marriage
between Portuguese and natives, of the official Government pro
paganda. Such a marriage never took place. Nor are they even the
children of the natural love implied in Professor Freyre's theories
of racial interco~rse in the tropics. They, as much as the people of
the musseques, are the children of rape - the casual, inevitable,
creatures, of a long Portuguese colonial violation of the oppressed
peoples of Angola and Mozambique. Ultimately the ruthless re
pression they suffer is an expression of guilt and fear. e


