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"Social forces are not released by a toucli~button machine, " MATTHEW NKOANA \vrites a~out
the vilification of pan-Africanism in South Africa (p 30) .. D M ZWELONKE is a rank-and-fl.ler
whn has lived with its champions imprisoned on Rubben Island (p 3) and BESSIE HEAD consIders the means of Africa's rise while discounting its' politi.cians and southern Africa's "~o
called liberatory organisations" (p 47). This longer view is given a v/orld perspective In
FIDEL CASTRO's speech to the 1968 congress of intellectuals of the third world in Havana (p 10).
Contemporary events are seen in closer focus by HENR~Y NZEGWU, a Biafran accusing his
country's intending annihilators (p 8), STUART GRAHAM of Zambia relating recent nationalisation to President Kaunda's "humanism", and S E ANDERSON on the struggle of his people
against a "corrupt and racist America" (p 46).
t
Stories by a Ghanaian (AMA ATA AIDOO, p 44), a South African (LEWIS NKOSI, P 14) and
an extract from a novel by a Malian (SEYDOU BADIAN, p 20) echo the life of Africa, and a
group of poems penetrate the world-wide noise, confusion and tragedy more tellingly than much
analysis (AIDOO, NOLUTSHUNGU, BRUTUS, M C L, pp 40-41). Though, as ANNE-LQUISE
EDWARDS writes of recent novels from Europe, "the recipe of Africa, sex, torture ... castration of men and animals, is a most popular one", analysis of recent serious writing reveals
promise and confidence. See history (ODUM, p 26); sociology (BENEDICT DER, a Ghanaian
at the School of Oriental and African Studies, London, P 27); economics (REGINALD HERBOLD
GREEN, whose expressed views are his personal responsibility and in no way purport to be
those of the Tanzanian Treasury to which he is Economic Adviser, GEOFFREY KAY, City
University, London, formerly University of Ghana, pp 28-29); politics (Namibians ANDREAS
Z SHIPANGA and TUNGURU HUARAKA whose country, as "South West Africa", is illegally
occupied by apartheid South Africa, to the shame of Africa and the United Nations, its supposed protector); nature (PATRICK DUNCAN, Jr, studying science at Oxford University after
brief service in Serengeti reserve, Tanzania); literature (TIMOTHY HOLMES, AMA ATA
AIDOO, WILLFRIED FEUSER - who also translated Seydou Badian - find a rich past and richer future in literature of oral and written expression by Africans of the continent and of the
diaspora, p 21). Finally, a new feature 'Customs of Africa' contains articles from Nigeria
and Kenya. Contributions are invited.
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TWO NEW AFRICAN NOVELS

I

The Forest
of a
Thousand
Daemons
Translated from Ogboju
Ode by Wole Soyinka.

The Burnt-out Marriage
R. Sarif Easmon
A new and exciting novel set in Sierra Leone, centred
round a progressive chief and his even more progressive
wife. Against a vigorous and humorously observed
background of village life the central characters struggle
to assert themselves, conflicting both with one another
and with the traditional framework of tribal society.
Professor Eldred Jones writes in the Sierra Leone Daily
Mail, lilt is not often that a book appears in the bookshop
and within a week students are knocking on my door
wanting to discuss it".
Paperback
Full-colour cover
240 pages
6/-

An adventurous and enthralling story whose main themes
are time honoured, enriched" with the myths of the
Yoruba people of Western Nigeria. It is a story of the
quest for lasting happiness and pe~ce of mind, a qu~st
which is universal. A free translation of the late Chief
D. O. Fagunwa's novel 'Ogboju Ode' the !TI?st famous of
all works of Yoruba fiction. Now at last It IS brought to
English-speaking readers.
Pa perpack
160 pages
ill ustrated
6/-

NELSON
Overseas Dept., 36 Park Street,
London W.1, U.K.
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e so much loathed t be at the n18.inland prisons.

Seeing that we \\-ere :-l1read

cOI1\'icted and nothing

could al ter that fact. so let us proceed to the place
of the martyrs.

Th

anxiet r to be there shifted

aside any apprehension about this de il island'

A little white-painted house materialised from behind
trees, as we followed the tarred road leading to the little
village occupied by white warders. It stood further off the
road at our left, Two sentries stood at the corners of the
yard; sometimes taking a pace or two up and down the yard,
obviously bored. The F. . rifles that were for some time
raised and lowered at each whim of their bearers, expressed
their impatience of wai ting there for da~ s and months,
watching the man who will not run away, that he may not run
away. Two or three convicts in for common -law crimes
quietly worked in the garden. I could not tell how many
rooms the house had, for we did not dare come anywhere
near it nor talk to its lone occupant.
We had been walking now a distance of about 800 yards
from the main gate of the prison. The road from the gate
toward the end of the prison yard, as it runs along the fence.
was untarred. It shot into our eyes particles of dust, as
some of us dragged their feet on the sand, starting a mist
of dust to engulf us wholly.
"Julle moet mooi loop daarso, voor, tI our span warder
would shout with indignation, stressing the last word 'voor'
to rise in a crescendo. Our men would continue to drag
their feet until we reach the end of the road where it connects
almost at right angles with the only tarred road from the
docks, passing in front of the prison offices down to the
village. This road passes through an avenue - a jumble of
forest trees that were supposed to be plantations.
Sometimes motor-ears would pass us on this road;
somtimes it would be colonels or lieutenants.
"Ka .... tsof, " our span warder: would yell, as the
officials approached. He would yell loud, not just for us to
hear, but that the officials passing should hear him commond
promotion could be on the way. Ka ... tsof, we would parrot
him when the officials had passed. Actually he meant
'caps off'.
We we approached the house we were filled with joy
of expectation, and from behind the window of the house, a
smiling face appeared, both hands waving vigorously, then
steadying to make the most known hand signal. We responded
by raising our hands, palms opened, and that annoyed our
guard.
Every time our span of 20 approached that place on our
way to work an explicable feeling of joy had filled our hearts:
anxiety and worry was banished;- suffering and hunger,
forgotten; regret and self-pity condemned as traitors to our
cause, and pushed into the dungeon of accursed fires.
Then our minds would be filled with vision, and we
could see a New Mrica we so much yearned for, so much
suffered for, being just around the corner. All we neededwas oah' s dove on a return flight to tell us that the water
had sunk and the land was now habitable. What we needed

was a peephole to see whether the hyena that aggressively
charged our castle of retreat, had left. We needed to see the
silver lining in the dark cloud of suppression that so
dangerously hung over our heads - what we needed was hope.
We felt revitalised and rededicated, because no one occupied
that house other than he most loved by his followers,
Robert Mangaliso Sobukwe.

This little Island, which is but a dot that sometimes does
not appear on the map of Africa, had been hitherto unknown
to the common man in the street, or waved aside as
unimportant. When Sobukwe set his foot on its soil as the
second exiled man in the history of Robben Island (the first
was Makana the Left Handed) that was a prelude to the
intensified repressive activity which put the Island on the map
of the world. Its name, uttered by tongues of men and women,
flew like rumour, faster than local newspapers could carry
it. A report about the rodent is a report of evil omen: the
sons of men are now there to languish in pain and perish
unknown to the world.
The Island was a leper colony converted into a prison
for common-law criminals. Sobukwe was not the second
after Makana to visit it as a bondsman. By late 1962 it saw
its first political prisoners since Makana the Left Handed.
Sobukwe followed after finishing a three-year sentence in
May 1963. That opened the flood gates to the Stalin -like
repression \vhen opponents of Stalin found their way through
the Siberian snow to perish in the salt mines.
It would be difficult for anyone to comprehend the
pre-eminence of the presence of Sobukwe in this desolate
Island, unless he changed places with a one doing a ten -year
stretch or another doomed to a life-sentence, with a biting
Antarctic cold in the background, with the human hyena, the
representatives of the very regime that shoved us into this
dungeon, for company; and not to forget the growl of the
empty stomach.
The first week of our stay at the Island, my group had a
burning desire to see our Prof, as we called Sobukwe. So
the chance came our way on Sunday. "Kerk, Kerk, " a
convict shouted in the passage of "C" block where we stayed.
The shout came to the door of our cell. We sprang at the
opportunity. We had already been tipped that the road to
church passes near Sobukwe's hut, to the village. "Two,
twos" the convict said, as we scrambled outside the block,
into the yard. We were joined by others from the other
blocks. But we made a small number, since it excluded the
great number of convicts from the zinc jail.
I would call the common-law criminals, convicts to
differentiate them from us. Most political prisoners did not
go to church; not even when it offered the chance of seeing
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the Prof. They saw much of him in the past months, and
others still see him when going to work. However it
seemed the prisoners went to church merely to see the Prof
when passing. Even the convicts or common -law prisoners
had learnt, perhaps b) intuition as we did not bother to shar e
\vith them our hopes and aspirations, to accommodate the
incongruous hope that their five -to -eight, nine -to -fifteen year
and life sentences would wither away when that man in that
lonely house dec ided to ac t.
Robben Island is a geographical accident that separated
a small area of Africa from the luainland. This is a notion
held by a majority of its occupants, that through years of
erosion it got cut off from the mainland. There is a huge
question mark about the Island. Sometimes it shines brightly
on the \valls of the cells, or hangs dangling over the heads of
the prisoners. It hangs most menacingly on victims of
solitary confinement, on victims of T. B. and asthma.
The prisoners sought an answer: whither Robben Island,
whither Makana Island? You are a damned ship sailing the
dangerous seas with miles of typhoon in your engagement. But
remember you have souls on board, bondmen of the slave ship,
to be chained to your rafters during \iVTeck and destruction by
enemy ships. Whither Makana Island?
Or does the answer lie in its thick palpable Juist, through
which a bird cannot find its v"ay but must knock itself against
the wall? The mist is a daily customer of the Island every
morning. When there are clouds, they are dark clouds, not of
sudden storms but of patience -devouring drizzle that can wet a
cat to the skin, and leave it cringed and groaning from the
biting freezed -air of the Antarctic. The ever banished sun,
time and again peeps through the opaque blanket of blac k clouds
to shoot its rays of hope to the benumbed prisoners.
Or perhaps the answer lay hidden in His Majesty the Sun
for he, being the symbol of God, must reveal the intentions of
the Almighty when He took away the warm blanket of the
condemned, and allowed the ic e -age to open the gates to the
dreaded gale of cold whose only abode is in the Antarctic, to
prey with impunity on the bare skins of the prisoners clad
only in khaki attire and a jersey - \vhich is so much loved by
the prisoners. We start calling for the jersey as early as
February - crying for them, yet they are given to us in April.
Winter is long. It may start in March until October of the same
year. It can be severe, leaving us hunched up in the shape of
the legendary Ape man, the neck having disappeared into
the shoulders and made the head of a man to look like a
pumpkin placed on a cut trunk of a tree that remained with
roots in the ground.

If in span, one would observe a disorder marked by our
failure to make neat lines. Everyone of us avoided the flanks
and the front, so that he may be shielded by others from the
charging cold wind. If it is in the cell, we wrap ourselves
with blankets like sickmen in hospital, and then study or talk
the evening out.
The summer is short, and its brilliant warmth is ahvays
marred by the most hated rain. Small showers that send an
itch up the spine, and with their incessant splatter send a
solid nag in the head, like that of a drunken husband pestering
a wife who had been peacefully sleeping.
We have seen the mole and a curse had befallen us.
There is a time-old legend that he who sees the mole shall
hear of a relative's or an acquaintance's death; an evil omen
was forecast - we have seen the colonial monster in his
bathroom, naked, playing 'Mantindane, I playing with his penis
and anus. The consequence - he was enraged. He caught us

and dragged us to Makana Island, and there we were his
prisoners. A curse has befallen us. He is like the mole
because he cannot see. He gropes in the blind alley of the
tragedy of history. Or is it here the ansv.rer to the huge
question -mark is concealed?
To us the Island felt like being seated on the crest of a
n1ighty wave, and it felt that it might subside under the sea to
swallow us all. It is a jumble of shrubs and plantations.
Its grass and fields have many thorns. Where ever one puts
his unsandalled foot, one treads on thorns. The soil is
mostly made of crushed sea shells.
The road led us down the village. We sometimes worked
there in the yard of every house, cleaning and weeding, but
on that day \ve passed the Village, taking a two line footpath.
vVe walked carelessly in lines, and deliberately making a
noise all the time. We entered a bushy area and left the
footpath. We occasionally disturbed nesting guinea -fo\vIs
and sent them scurrying in all directions. We kicked the bushy
short grass hoping to find eggs. Our guard was doing the
same thing. He \vas not a bad chap, \ve tamed him down.
Our destination was the Northern shore to carry stones from
the old quarr) and \valk back with them to the docks, situated
almost to the East. There was a new quarry, but here lorries
\vere used. We \vere lmown as the Island roamers, doing any
piece of work. We called our span the Hodoshe span.
Hodoshe was the name we gave our span warder. It is a
Xhosa name for the big green fly that feasts on human faec es.
Although he knew his nickname, he did not know its meaning.
As we travelled back we heard that strangled noise, all
of a sudden blasting the silence of the Island. It was that
thing warning ships of mist that \vas forming rapidly. \Ne
never got used to it. It let out the sickening low of a dying co\v,
lowing continually, and the echo could carry very far, all over
the Island until the air \vas over -charged \vith monotonous
br ainwashing reverberations.
There are noises in the Island that snap a man's state
of stupor and scurry him out of his brooding shell. First
there is the in~essant yell of the span \varder; then the growl
of sea-gulls that over fle\v us, and as if announcing our doom,
they encircled our area in great numbers, and repeatedly
unloaded their bombs into our dishes when we sat eating in
the yard. No matter ho\v much we tried to take cover, we
would finish eating, \vi th our jackets and heads besmudged
\vith bird dung. Then \vhen \ve left they \vould immediately
land to feast on the remains. Each morning before going to
\vork we ate in the yard of the kitchen building, which is
separated from the yard of our sleeping quarters by a fence;
and in the evening, back from work, we ate in the same place.
The whole population of prisoners squatted in that yard and ate.
Next there \vas the occasional toot and roar of a tramp
steamer or ocean liner as it made its way to Cape Town;
that being a reminder of a passport to civilisation; and in the
background a groaning and growling sea battled against the
tide of time, not sure what fate evolution has in store for it,
but sure that sooner or later it would submerge the little
Island and its caged in inhabitants - rejected by civilisation as
shareholders and heirs to the happiness it offers.
And then at times the boom of a dynamite explosion or
the firing from the naval artillery would disturb the peace of
the area. And with the ears of hallucination - a direct result of
frustration and despair - my friend next to me wrapped in
blankets and coiled like a millipede, shivering fronl cold, as
if he was dipped into a tub of ice-cold water, would hear strange
sOlll1ds. He would not hes itate to tell us about them. He would

hear the hyena barking viciously in the forest. Then he
would hear them in great numbers besieging the cells in
their mad attempt to break in. Then he would hear the drone
of distant aircraft - the Buccaneers which he was so sure
the British would sell - advancing on the prisoners to drop
their load of napalm bombs.

They were black n1en I could see. Poqo and A. N. C.
prisoners quite distinguishable from common -law prisoners.
Black not in the sense that they were black by nature, but that
the sun had burnt away any light complexion of their skins.
I could not even recognise Jake, the n1an I have stayed \vith
~or so long in Pretoria prison.

Yet on the whole there can be silence in Robben Island.
Lousy and boring silence of a lonely farm house away from
civilisation, with a farm boy looking dull and playing alone
with clay. There could be thick solid silence that can
support a long ladder for one to climb and rake the clouds
from the dull sky in order to obtain the \varn1 th of the sun.

"Hey Danny, " a voice called as I marched passed. A
man was behind a heavy hammer that was falling heavily on a
giant chisel. That was Jake. Suddenly I recognised most of
them. That is the Island's sun. It is always like that when it
started to reign in the cloudless sky. It opens widely f1'o111
its furnace fires, scorching heat that burns mercilessly on
everything beneath it, and makes a fish jump out of the heated
pools; and for a sentry that had dozed off for sometime, to
let his rifle fall, to clatter on the ground.

But the dullness of the hours never had the better part
of us. So many souls of varied interests; of superb political
and intellectual content; of those if not educated, imbued with
the intransigent spirit of African nationalism, strengthened by
their own personal experience that ultimately landed them at
the Island; and of these obsessed with ideological mysticism,
those who are communistically inclined. All of them, coming
from different areas of the Republic were crowded into sixteen
cells, of thick walls and as big as a medium size church
house. We always had something to talk about. · Groups of
three or ten engrossed in an interesting discussion or hot
argument, or perhaps the whole cell engaged in one subject
of debate or of a political nature. The authorities knew and
could not stamp it down.

I made my first journey oversea as a bondman to Robben
Island in August 1964, after a hunger strike in a mainland
prison had exploded beneath our buttocks and got only six of
us out of a number 300 sailing to the Island. We were joined
by a number of newly sentenced men transferred from
Leeukop Maximum Security prison, our transit station to
the island.
The jerking, swerving, tilting and upthrust of the boat
made our intestines rise in the stomach cavity and to remain
there leaving a vacuum in their place. We felt like vomiting,
but no one did. It was the first time I rode in a boat. It
was also the first time I saw the sea in my life. I was on a
two and a half year stretch, and would never have been to the
island but for that damned hunger strike. The island took
prisoners from three years up only.
\\Then we trod on the soil of Makana Island I jerked my
head and saw Sea Point and behind it rose Table Mountain,
appearing in beauty and pomp. The mountain that has
stood there for ages, and in each day history being engraved
in its memory. It has seen the ships of the navigators,
Vasco da Gama and the rest. It had witnessed the landing of
the three ships that brought Van Riebeeck and his group so
that today the indigenous of this land are accursed by the
follies of history; because of that, I found myself in this place
a prisoner.
The reception was more civil than those of the mainland
prisons. It was carried through without fuss. Soon we were
walking to the cells, a distance of about 150 yards from the
offices. Along the way stone buildings. were being erected.
Black men in short pocketless trousers and khaki shirts were
at work; they carved stone into bricks and dragged them to
the bUilders. Wheel-barrows were pushed with squeaks, full
of dry or wet sand. Here, a concrete mixer buzzed in full
speed as wet men busied to keep pace with it. Wet with
sweat as common-law criminals howled and growled behind
them. And there, a sentry or two stood with F. N. rifles,
and some on look-outs standing on four poles.

We made our way to the cells, jumping stones, and
walked as if we were treading on eggs, afraid to crush them.
We jumped like frogs in their aimless wanderings, jumping
dangerous ones, because we were bare-footed. We were 32 in
number. There were four blocks with four cells each all in a
big yard that has sentry posts in all corners. These blocks
were huge magnificent buildings with walls as thick as bridge
pillars. They had large low windows that had bars as thick
as rods with diameters of two inches. These four cells make
the blocks to look like an 'H', a thick one, with the joining
line being a passage with doors leading to the cells; and there
is one entrance into the passage. The fourth block had just
been completed. That is a completely new prison built by
political prisoners, who were staying at the old prison and in
a zinc prison now.occupied by convicts.
When we entered we were struck by the similarity
between Kroonstad New prison and this one; in shape and
eYerything, except the thick walls and bars. It is a new style
of building I supposed. We had a toilet room with modern
sanitation system and water taps, and porcelain washing
basins, and cement washing basins for our clothes. Opposite
were a line of cold water showers. It is a real modern
prison. If it was not for the shortage of water every morning
we would not have got our dung stuck up full to the lid of the
latrine buckets. We had a weekly ration of pieces of blue soap,
when we had a change of clothes. The authorities really
intended us to be clean.
Then there \vas the cell itself, a large spacious room,
housing about seventy men when closely packed. Each man
had a mat spread on the floor. They were thick grassrope
mats, some new and clean, others old and dirty. We occupied
le' block, cell 3.
Noise started as soon as we entered. It started in quiet
voices as we looked around and admired our new cell; others
going into the toilet room. They exclaimed and annoW1ced
its similarity with the Kroonstad prison. Our voices grew
louder and louder until the cell was a commotion of buzzing
sound like those prevalent in location beerhalls.
"Bly stH daar .... so, " yelled a warder at the top of his
voice. The voice reverberated in the passage, from down the
main door where he stood, like a man shouting into a huge drum
We laid off a little, and started again, as each of us selected
a sleeping area, some quarrelling over who picked a corner
first. Corners had advantages for warmth. The noise rose
again. "Bly stil daar ... so, " boomed the same voice again.
We ignored it. One of the convicts was throwing blankets at
us, one at a time, until each had three. We could not contain
our excitement; mostlv arising from the fact that we were at
last at Makana Island. We so much loathed to be at the

luainland prisons. Seeing that we were already convicted. and
nothing could alter that fact, so let us proceed to the place of
the martyrs. The anxiety to be there shifted aside any
apprehension about this devil island.
So we went on a noise rampage until we saw the bead
arder standing at the door. It seemed he stood there for a
10ng time and said nothing, hoping one D1.ight turn his eyes and
see him. When we did, we all did at the same time; we came
to an abrupt halt in our babbling. "When h spoke, he simply
said: 'Een maaltvd,' and walked off. That softened us a bit.
ite a bad way for a welcome. There \vas only the last meal
:md the day was gone. So we were to miss one dish. That
is much for a prisoner, too much a loss. But we did get our
dish. Perhaps he had forgotten or son1e one made a mistake.
The huge question mark remained dangling like a 70 lb
steak in a butchery. What is the final settlement of the fate
of these doomed men in this devil and spookish island where
the ghost of Makana is believed to roam and lurk to this da) ?
Th final settlement could not be the fall of legal rubber
stamps in South Africa's courts, declaring a verdict of guilty
and sentences so savage, belonging to th seventeenth century.
o. It cannot be. Or perhaps the answer is concealed in that
legend of the chameleon and the lizard, sent from the dwelling
place of the Lord. The first with a message to tell the p ople
that they must not die, but it walked too slowly. The second
to tell the people that they must suffer and die, and because
it was fast it reached the earth first.
Neither is it contained in the traged) of Ham, the
cursed son of Noah with all the qlythologv of the absurd
laim that we are his unfortunate offspring. It is true that
for 300 years we have been the hewers of \vood and the
drawers of water; at the island \ve sat on an anthill which
\ve ourselves had drawn from the forest. They bit one and
bit the other in a series of atrocities culminating in an ugly
incident which I will mention. Mr. TYnambo a h\ enty-year
stretch man, was made to dig a trench big enough to fit his
size. Unaware of what was to follo\v he dug on when he was
suddenly over\vhelmed by a group of con\-ictf.. The shoved
him into the trench and started fil ling it up. He struggled to
come out, but they held him fast. When they finished, only
Mlambo's head appeared above th ground. A \vhite warder
\\ ho administered the whole act, urinated into his mouth. The
convicts tried to force open his tight-locked jaws but· could not.
They managed to separate his lips. The \varder pissed and
pissed, it looked like he had reserved gallons of urine for
that purpose. From afar we could see showers of urine blo\\TIl
off Mlambo' s mouth. as he foug-ht off the torrent of ammoniac
liquid from gushing down his throat. Wh n the \varder finished.
his face \-vas nothing but pi ss . Then vicious blows of fists and
boots flevl dangerously around the defenceless head above the
ground, some grazed it softer ones landed: sa\ age ones did
not. He tried to wriggle free, but the con icts pr ssed on the
trench. He did not cry nor talk. When they \vere tired of the
fun they left him to help himself out of his grave. That
warde'r boasted about the books of torture he read, and intended
putting them into practice. Wher he got that one, no one could
imagine. In such a waypersecution persisted.
The first prisoners on the island from late 1962 and 1963
lmtil 1~64 really had it tough. They were tied down on a newly
demolIshed anthill to feel the wrath of the ants, whose peace
had been disturbed. We who cam late in 1964 found the ants
had retreated down into the inner chambers of their abode
under the ground; only a few were left, and we were not stung
so much. Most of the savage acts were committed by that
warder, so that when he approaches heaven he will be scolded
back even when he is thousands of miles from the gate. To

qualif) this the most heinous acts of homosexualitY \ve e
committed b) him.
othing could be )..rpected from a
locality separated from civilisation by miles of sea, \vith a
population that is 99 percent or more men crowded in barracks
of soldiers \vith ra\v convicts to chase around the \\Thole day.
Only a fe'\T \varders were married.

When I came to the island I found there was much debate
over the. Afri anisation of the name of this island. A final
name \vas sug<Tcsted: Makana Island in memor of the first
politi al victim of colonialism. Makana the L ft-Handed lived
in th ninete nth cenhlry, and was the first Xhosa leader to be
imbued with f hngs of nationalism. He was banished to
this Island by the Br itish. He later attempted an escape, so they
tell us but his boat sLmk and he was drowned. Who knows?
From 'A' -± I \\' nt to stay in TA' 2, and finally I landed in
block 'e Tcell 1 - the University of Makana, and it still stands.
This is the cell of all those who are granted the privilege of
stud ing. Also in the other cells the craving for education
\vas intense. Learn ing on cement paper, most of those who
never \vent to school before, are today able to read and write.
The aim ,vas to \\ripe illiteracy out among ourselves, and build
a step to higher education. le' 1 was the centre of cultural
acti\ ity: plays and shows and concerts were organised. And
throughout the other blocks cultural activity was standard.
It may seem \v were on a political picnic; we paid for it in
hungry stomachs. When we had our interesting concerts, an
evening duty guard would say: "Julle maak raas daarso. Dit
sal drie maalt e mSre wees'''. You are making noise.
Tomorrow itls three meals off. And really we missed them.
I left th island to a farm prison on the mainland. As
soon as a man I s sentence is less than a year, he is removed
from the Island. Lucky ones, when it is less than two years.
Lucky because once you longed to be at the island, you stayed
there for a long tim , then there is a change of climate in
your heart, you desire to leave. Within ten days I was back
at the island and we were ten, sent sailing at full speed after a
marathon hunger strike took place. Mock history repeated
itself, because about half the ten men were in my group that
had been sent to the island the first time from that other prison
because of a similar hunger strike; and that was the record
against us. And when we began to re-acclimatise ourselves
within two weeks of our stay, the other rule operated: no
fourteens in the island, that is all those under a year or ten
month were to be removed. So we were sent back to that prison
in the mainland for the second time.
And this time I went for good. So today I look back in
my little shack in Tanzania, over the many incidents that'I
have overlooked or could not find words for.

JOHK OKAI

And praise be

We had tripped

And place

to Providence Hallelujah~ yea, hallelujah!
Praise be to our ancestors to our ancestors \Vho are
behind us
and before us
Halleluj ah ~
yea, hallelujah!
You are
opening your eyes
at last Halleluj ah ~ yea, halleluj ah!
You are
parting your lips
at last Hallelujah~ yea, Hallelujah~
You have
regained consciousness
at last Hallelujah! yea, hallelujah!
You are perspiring
in this cold night.
Hallelujah! yea, hallelujah!
Glory be
to you,
thou weary M:other Hallelujah! yea, Hallelujah!
Hollowed be
they womb,
now alive
wi th the child Hallelujah~ yea, Hallelujah!
Glory be
to the child
that soon
Must be born HallelUjah ~ yea, hallelujah!

twice;
The blowing wind
had silenced
The light
in our lamp.

your anxious ears
To the charged earth
and listen:
Unto you
shall soon
be reborn
The child you
have so long
sought.
But it shall
be reborn
Only
after great sacrifices.
Yet
mainly stand
and bear the pain For this shall be the drop
That fills
the cup,
And sends it overflowing;
This shall be
the handful
Of wind
that downs
the kite
Br inging to an end
some sad
song;
This shall be
the spark
That sets
ablaze
the bush,
Unveiling
for man
And the blade
of his hoe,
The long concealed face
Of the earth;
This shall be
the blade
of glass
That breaks the
camel's back;
This shall be
the cut
That fells
the stubborn
tree
That had long
defied
The call
of the cutlas s

Here is water
- drink.
I had been greatly

frightened,
Thinking you would not
not regain
Your breath;
For during
the se long days,
Along
these waterless
thorny,
And unchartered
fields,

We had
groped
with only our
Toes and fingers,
You had fainted
and I had feared,
Beyond
recall.
We have
at last
arrived
At the door
of the shrine
Of the Orae le
of our Ancestors.
Let us be quiet and listen:
"Will you,
o you

winds,
Stop
your singing
That my people
May hear
my words Will you,
o you darkness,
Stop
your breathing
That my people
May see
my face Will you,
o you
earth,
Stop your turning
That the child
may lmow
It is time
to start
moving
In its mother's
womb.
Fall now to your feet
o troubled
people
of mine,

To step aside
from the middle
Of the narrow path;

This shall be
the watch
That ends
the night,
Placing you
at the start
Of another
day,
Placing
at the open door
Of your eyes
heart and feet,
A new sun,
desires
and paths.
When the babe
starts
Chanting
in the womb,
You shall hear
its song
Which will direc t you
to a spot.
You must walk
all the land
Till
you come
to a stream,
Which you
shall know
By the following sign A darkness
as dark
As the blackness
of charcoal
Will hang
over this piece
Of land,
And the waters
of the stream
\Vill be black
and white.
\VI1ile waiting
by this stream
till
the child
Itself shall leave
the womb,
Gather into a
heap,
the se thing s :

Three stones

All your seeds
from the foot
shall gro\v
Of the Kiliman j aro
To multiply mountai n,
And your fields
The eye of cat
shall fertile lie;
and tail of snake,
Your stars
The heart of lion
above
and hair of ant, Shall be rememb ered The beak of canary
\Vhen we share
and skin of
your stick
Elephan t
and stone.
The feather of eagle
"Vhen the child
and bone
leaves
Of tiger
the "vomb:
The stem of white
It will look
colanut tree,
at the heap
And over this heap
And tears
pour these:
shall leave
The egg of hen
its eyes
and blood of
Onto the heap,
'Crocod ile,
enflami ng it
The waters
Then shall the tongue
from the Volta
of the fire
And the Nile,
s
up\vard
Rise
The sands
and suddenl y
Sahara
the
from
Lick away the darknes s
and Kalahar i,:
Leaving
Then sit
on ly white doves
the mother
In the blue sky
on the heap over the blue world,
\Vhile waiting
As if the moon
For the child
were above to leave
But this day
the womb,
you shall
The mother
Celebra te
will bleed
Only
heavy
as a day
Onto the heap.
of rebirth Every hamlet
For this child
shall be exalted
has known
And the stream
This world
shall regain
before Its breath And shall simply
All your forest
be returnin g
shall be replante d,
Through
Every bird
your womb shall have its nest;
therefo re
Every alley
You shall simply
shall be rechart ed give it a name
And your rains
After itself: AFRICA . "
shall fall to earth;

Greed and not unity, genocid e not war, is what is
involved in the igerian conflict . Reports after reports
have been pouring in from indepen dent reporte rs \vho have
ic1al
visited Biafra recently . All of thc111 tnlk about the genoe
thereby
and
silent
is
world
the
Yet
.
overton es of the conflict
acquies cing to genocid e. Hitler \vas the first ruler to use
genocid e on (J minorit y but the world reacted indiffer ently
by saying that it was German y's domesti c affair. It took
the \vor Id more than twenty years after Hitler I s disappe arance to pass Cl resoluti on that after all, genocid e should not
be an intern81 affair. Britain and Russia endorse d the
resoluti on.
Todfly. history is repeatin g itself in West Africa and
the same indiffer ence is maintai ned by the \vorld. One
\vonder s \\ hj two big powers with ideolog ical differen ces
(one delTIOCratic. the other commu nist) swallo\v their
politica l differen ces, defy world opinion , and \vork closely
togethe r for thc extermi nation of a small nation like Biafra.
The hvo big powcrs in the struggle are commu nist Russia
and so-calle d democr atic Britain - a second- rate power.
The third po\ver in what \vill later be known as the
"Scram ble for Biafra" is Egypt.
One \\ onders why the big powers are now reversin g
ti1e course of history and are trying to kill an ant with a
machin e-gun. The answer lies in one main point. And
that is, that Biafra is too rich to be left alone. In this
context therefo re, it is not a ,vaste to kill an ant with a
machin e-gun. The wealth is in the ant's hole. Perhaps
the econom ic cure of the big power's disease lies in the
total annihila tion of Biafra by the big powers for
indirect rule through Nigeria .
Biafra seems to be saying to the big powers like
Naboth in the bible, "The Lord forbid it me that I give the
inherita nce of my fathers unto thee". And Nigeria like an
agent seems to be telling the big powers, "Arise, take
'Possess ion of the vineyar d of Naboth the Jezreeli te, which
he refused to give thee for money: for Naboth is not alive
but dead".
From Biafra reports of indiscri minate bombing..of
.
civilian targets flow in from countle ss villages . At Onitsha
whole
a
centre,
nal
the Biafran comme rcial and educatio
village and building s were comple tely razed to the ground.
Seventy -two people were said to have died in a single day,
in a raid on the famous Onitsha market popular ly known
as "OTU". The casualt ies include pregnan t women and
children . At Awgwu (anothe r industri al centre), Oji River
(Biafra 's main electric ity headqu arters), Afikpo, Nnewi,
Aba, Awka, Abagan a, Umuahi a, Owerri and many other
towns in Biafra came similar reports . The most popular
targets are the hospita ls, schools , refugee camps and
churche s. Evidenc e from the victims reveals napalm and
dangero us gases.
But no report is as pathetic as the bombiri g of the
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The bombing of Eke 1\larket, Nomeh. Six tornbs were ~r?~ped in
...__th_is_th_l_·c_k_l.;.y..;p_op..,;..u_l_a_te_d_m_a_r_k_e_t,_k_il_1_in_g_a_lt_o_g_e_t_h_e_r_7_4_c_l_V_l_h_3-_n_s_.
!tu Leper Colony in Calabar province. From ltu itself
came the report of the bombing of the Presthyterian
Church Hospital founded about sixty-three years ago by
Scottish missionaries. It took only a few seconds to
destroy.
To mark the Hospital's sixtieth anniversary,
the people of Aberdeen in Scotland donated a new Bedford
Ambulance which becaine the personal pride of Dr. Phillips,
the yOilllg Scottish doctor who has been running the hospital
for the past seventeen years. When the Nigerian civil
war began last July, Dr. Phillips realised that it could
conceh'ably' be a target of the federal bombing raids.
So he got on top of the tin -roof and painted two huge
Red -Crosses against a white background, and at its side
he erected an enormous red flag on a pole.
Occasionally the Nigerian Migs flew over the hospital,
at times they even came do\:vI1 and had a closer look.
Dr. Phillips remained confident that his red crosses
would work so he continued administering to the patients
in his six'ty-bed hospital.
One ctay however, things changed. 1\vo Migs came
over and swooped over head. Dr. Phillips realised that
something was going to happen so he ordered his patients,
some of them old and sickly, to get under their beds.
And then it happened. The Migs bombed, bombed, and
bombed again, all direct hits. Within seconds the
hospital ,vas reduced to a contorted mass of burning
irons and \vhimpering patients. Some lay dead under
the wreck. Several were injured,many critically, but the
agony was not yet over, for according to another
missionary, Dr. David Duncan, who was at the opposite
hill at the time, the Migs turned again and came low to
what was once the hospital, this time strafing \vith machine guns. Dr. Phillips, his body a mass of bleeding shrapnel
wounds, dragged himself from under the pile of the wreckage.
With the help of Dr. 'Duncan he began pulling out the dead and
the wounded. From the valley below, Ibibios tribesmen
began running up the hill to help. Even the Bedford
Ambulance was of no use for it had been shattered to pieces.
The foreign powers involved in this savage bombing
of Biafran civilians backed their efforts with fitting
propaganda. To give history a modern sensational touch,
they invented a slogan which read, "TO KEEP NIGERIA
ONE. IS A TASK THAT MUST BE DONE". The church
leaders including world opinion have condemned the savage
war in Biafra. Frequent reports of shooting of civilians
and raping of young girls have been reported. The church
leaders including the papal envoys who visited and saw the
atrOCities themselves have asked, "Do you have to kill to
unite?" President Nyerere of Tanzania who has now

recognized Biafra said that any unity by the use of force
is not worth it.
Recent reports from foreign correspondents reporting
from Biafra report that bombing of the civilian population
continues round the clock. The British correspondents in
Biafra have shown photographs of carnage and savage
bombing of civilian targets with British made bombs but
the British government had denied supplying Nigeria with
bombs of any kind. But so did they deny supplying Nigeria
with any arms until the Malta correspondent exposed their
support for Nigeria in the "Financ ial Times". The undiplomatic British High Commissioner in Lagos later revealed the
massive British involvement to Northern Nigerians.
British denial at this stage, should therefore, be taken with
a pinch of salt.
A British correspondent covering the war for the London
,Times f said, after seeing the effect of bombing on Biafran
civilians, that he was ashamed of being a Briton. Dr. Wilson
Bishop of Birmingham said on his return from Biafra
that the captured bombs he saw in Biafra bear the British
trade mark. The Biafran leader Col. Ojukwu said in a
recent press conference at Aba that the war has clearly
changed into the Britain-Biafra war. He further alleged that
Britain was simply using Nigeria as a cover to wage war on
Biafra to capture her \vealth. African diplomatic circles are
viewing this allegation seriously. This is more so because
Britain has recently rejected the Afro-Asian members of the
United Nations call to use force to topple Smith's Regime in
Rhodesia. Many people believe that the key to peace in
Nigeria lies with Britain and if Britain refused to send arms
to Nigeria for the war, the Nigerian authorities would think
seriously before continuing the war.
Biafran intellectuals also believe the war is between
Britain and Biafra. Dr. Ifegwu Eke, Biafran Commissioner
for information, said that Britain should really sit at the
peace conference table and indentify herself as America
did in Vietnam. Nigeria, Dr. Eke went on, should be
invited as an observer.
Experts believe that even if Nigeria were to overrun
Biafra and win the war, she would inherit a problem beyond
her capabilities. There is a strong belief that even if
Nigeria should win, there will be a scramble for Biafra
which Nigeria stands to lose. The Russians will come
forward with demands for compensation for her Migs and
Ilyushin bombers and the quantity of equipment they supplied
to Nigeria on credit. Britain will make her own claims and
the Egyptians have a right to delnand compensation for their
pilots. Apart from these demands, there is going to be
massive reconstruction work which Nigeria certainly cannot
afford. The Nigerian administrative officers will find
themselves working in enemy territory with no guarantee
for their lives and security.
But for the ambitious world powers seeking to reap
where they did not sow, there is a warning in the bible.
It reads, "Hast thou killed and taken possession? ...
In the place were dogs licked the blood of Naboth shall
the dog's lick thy blood, even thine. "
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It is an obligation to expr
her th impr ssion gath red
fr m amon th man particip nts to this Congress, that this
th first int rnational
ent of this character has been a
c mplet success.
me prophesied th t to hold a congress of this natur would
pr \ a difficult task and th t perhap it \ ould not be possibl
to
1"1" out an international ssembl of thi
sort with the
participation of such a large group of intellectual \vork rs
c ming from no less than 70 countri s sp aking man
dif rent languages, whose id s on man points might differ,
and that, therefore, the Cultural Congress might becom a
sit for ontroversies of ever natur
for mi tmderstandings
an 1it ould be very difficult for in t 11 ctual \ orkers to
ar ri e at practically unanimous con lu ion ...
And th curious thing is that th m n and women g th red
h I' did not come as militants of an politi 1 organization.
ngress s ha e taken place in man part and in man
epo hs, with organizations of simil I' ll1ilit nts, of simil I'
p rties, but nevertheless, this Congr s ha be n
ch racterized b the fact of its amplitude in the representation
of such different origins, of the vel" differ nt activities th~t
ea h one of its participants is engag d in and neverthel ss, a
re
s r ies of matters a series of fundanl ntal principles
a umulat d with strange unanimit
Intellectual workers of the most di rse branches,
int llectual workers with the most di rse philosophical
concepts with the most diverse sc i ntific and artistic
concepts with the most di erse political opinions, and
n erthel ss, a g neral agr ement ould be observed. And
trol b lieve that this will constitute a I' son for
pr occupation on the part of the en mies of humanity.
And wh t is it that determines this universal consciousness.
I it perhaps an idealistic feeling of those who met here in
thi Congress? Is it perhaps the con quen
of a mer 1 '
altruistic feeling, of a nobl and g n rous f ling? Though
th se fe lings e identl abound in thi Congr ss it is
indisput ble that the factor that Cl" t s thi unh er al
consciousness is pr isely th dang I' the threats of
a gressions and the real aggression that man p opl
th world - that practically the whol world - ar suff ring.
the acts of aggression, of oppr
ion
f subjection of
the dangers which hang over humanit r ha e 0TO\Vn, to an equal
d gree has universal consc iousnes o'rO\¥11.
;vhat h s to be said is that the m nand, omen assembled
h
,without any doubt, represent that anguard, th t nucleu
which is capable of penetrating mol" deepl
which is c pabl
of understanding, first, what is th natur and the essence
and the seriousness of the contemp ar problems which
ar threatening humanity and which humani is suffering ...
Indignation and hatred on the on hand, and admiration
on the other hand with regard to th e ent t king place in
Viet Nam, have contributed most notabl , p rhaps more than
n other fact that this time, to Cl" at that awareness of
T.
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ri m
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ing of h
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ultural Congr
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0\ rnn1 n
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ju ti
and unh r aI n10rality hi h ha b n ,'id n in hi
ConOT
Th
i n t ( sino-l contin nt
the \\' lId. th I' i not a singl p
11
on(
pre nt-Day problcm in which th ilnp "ri. list a ti\'it.\"
n, i n t fc It is not not id: th I' i 11 t a i 11 (l']
i n t
\'il
aus in th \\'orld that imp riali 111 cl
not uppor. as
ther i not a inO'le ju t cause in thi
ont mporary \\. rId
that inl ria1i m doe not attack.
n 1 it i no nI,' hat imperialism \" n
atta 'k \ hat ha be m custom I' t J
11 cl the Third
\Vorll. or th undcr-d veloped world, r th \ I'll in
de\' 1 pm nt a
th r call it. And c. !ling i (. \V rId in
de 1 pn1ent i a rul misused concept 1 caus if \\
\ er t d p nd n the I' ality of that w r Id - mol" than:1
world in dc\ lo} m nt fl om the t chnic 1 pint of i \\', fron
the
ononli pint of \-i w, - m I' th n \~orld in
de Iopm nt \.\ nlay e. 11 it a world in r rOOT
ion:1~ '1
cons quence of th
on liUons that impcri lism has jmpo cl
on that \: orld ...
But imp riali m a ( univer al ph n III non, imp riali:n1
as a Wli\ ersal
il, in11 erialism as a uni rsal wolf, annot
exist
cept und I' th 'ndition f actino- as \v If all ov r h
\\ or Id: and a tino- again t the int rests f the hol \\ or Id.
t age in t th I' t f the
And this imp ri. li In lil wise
developed \ olld and th rest of th inclt trializ d w rId.
0\ ada
it is u tomar in p litical t r minolog to J al'
f 'imperialism h aded b th
nited t.. t s.
Th L t i.
that in the cont mporar realit , there is only one rally
pow rful imperial ism' in the contemporar realit th .
support of in1per iali nl the es nce of imperialism i
.'.
imp rialism. That is \. h it is increa in I under t od 1 ,.
the whole world that th
ffort, the stru' 1 is concentr a' (cl
against . S. imp riali m
hi h is th
upport of all
reactional" go rnments, the support f all the e il au
of th world ...
that there xists n enem that mn actuall b call
uni r sal, and if at an time in the histor of mankind
wa
really uni rsa1 nemy, an enem \vhose attitud
who
actions ar worr ing th whole w rId mena inO'
\ hol \.vorld, atta king th whol
orld in on form 1"0
anoth 1", that real enem
and I' lly uni\' r al en my i
Yank e imperiali m...
~
\
ha e som imes hard fr m int 11 ctuals th m l\'
from cientists and artists them I es the self-critici n1
that they are I' motel I' 1ated to thes problems. In thi 'ase
I do n t refer to the int llectual work I' of the Third \ orIel
to gi
it som name I speciall ref 1" to the int 11 ctual
V\ork rs of Europ , the self-criticism that th y ar remot
relat d - the sometim s call it paternalist etc. - to th
probl ms of the or Id. H \: dp e se this qu stion? \\
think we would be da dr amers, we
uld be too idealist
if w were to wish that from one da to th next thi a\ ar _
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'less about which we were talking would spring up in an
apoth osic awakening.
W do not stop to anal se th degre to which int llectual
workers mobiliz all over th - rId in favor of just auses'
rather \ e stop 0 consider that whatever thc degr
of this
develo;ment, may be, what v 'r the effectiv ness of this
solidarity may bc, the true fa t is that the Inoven1 nt is
increa ing the true fact is that such a mo ClTIent is
developing the truth is that the movement gro\ s.
And to be honest, we could say that we ha e seen many
times how certain causes which most affect today's world,
how certain aggressions, certains crimes, ha\"e 1'" c ived
more support, more acceptance, more prote t and more
combativ ness in groups of intellectual workers than in
organizations of a political n ture from which the greatest
combativeness was to be expected. On occasion w have seen
supposed anguards in the depths of the rear ranks in the
struggle against imperialism APPLAUSE).
And indeed it is not our int ntion to come to this rostrum
to offend or to hurt anybod,\". Besides, we do not lik to
offend or attack in an indirect manner. And I say this as
an obliged reference to a truth which we ha e erifi d after all, this is the outlook of those who ha e suff red
aggressions the outlook of the revolutionary fighters of a
country struggling against imperialism and of a country in
which, if not the foremost trench - because the foremost
trench is unquestionably iet Nam (APPLAUSE), occupies
a modest combat post but defends it firmly and resolutel .
And when we see in the forefront a vanguard man or
someone whom we assume to be one, it seems to us the
most natural thing in the world; but when we see in the
forefront of protest and fight those who wer not th ught
to be of the vanguard, we admire them. And so we do not
stop to ID asure the degree to which they fight, but to see
and verify the fact that when, in some countries, th re is
no one to take up the banners of justice, there are worth
men t.l take up those banners! (APPLAUSE) And th
examples of these phenomena are not few.
In the course of these years of revolution we hav 1 arned
much, and among other things we have learned to disc rn
betwe n true and false, between a revolutionar attitude
and a re olutionary slogan, between words and facts
between dogmas and realities ...
Wh re were the vanguards? Where were the
revolutionar vanguards?
But
have a very recent example, a very recent one,
\vhich touches us very closely, and that was the death of
the heroic comrade Ernesto Guevara (QVATIQN) .
It will be difficult to find a man like him; it will b
difficult to find a revolutionar more pure than him more
consi t nt than him, more thorough than him, more
exemplar than him. And whenever an example is to be
given of what a revolutionary is and should be, could there
ever b a better example than his?
Yet
ho \ ere the ones ho raised his flag? \Vho were
the ones who agitated throughout the world? But, above all,
who w re the ones who raised his name in Europe, the ones
who lifted and exalted his example? Who were the ones who
mobilized themselves, painted signs and organized
demonstrations all over Europ ? On what sector did the
death of Che Guevara make th deepest impact? It was
precisely among the intellectual workers! (APPLAUSE)
It wa not in the organizations, not in th parties. They
were honest and sensiti' men and women, those who adopted
an attitude of assimilating, und rstanding, admiring of doing
justice; they are opposed to those who ask why Che Guevara
died, OPPosed to those who are incapable of understanding
and who will never understand why he died, and who will never

b able to die like him, nor be re lutionarie like him
(APPLAUSE).
And \\ e know how this d ed c au cd grief in th hearts of
t;ru 1'" \'oluti n<lries throughout the \ rId. And above all
w lmow ho this deed caused grief in th most xemplar
fighters of th
times, the Vietnan1 se fighters (APPLAUSE) .. _
I mentioned he's example, but w have seen the increasing
strength of the movem nt of support to and solidarity with i t
am in the whole 'world- \\ have s n the e er increasing
number of intellectual work rs in nited States who raise hi h
th banner of the struggl against th savage aggression to i t
aIn- we hay seen the int llectual workers of the world off r
increasing support to th black movement in Unit d States;
w ha e seen how the int llectual \ orkers of th
orld ha"
raised high the banner of struggle e erywhere gainst the
imprisonment of Regis Debray; and we have se n in the
v nts that have taken place in the 1'" cent past, in defining
nts~ the growth of the solidarit movement
nl0ng th
,int llectual workers of the whole world. And we really
appreciate deepl this phenomenon!
This does not mean that we should be conformists, it do s
not mean that we should feel that we have done our best at
all, it does not mean that this mo ement has the strength
th t it should have; it simply means that we feel optimistic
b cause this movement, a movement of awareness, a
movement of justice, grows and develops. And there is no
doubt that it will continue growing and de eloping, because in
the same measure in hich a universal enemy becomes
in reasinglyaggressive, in the same measure in which its
crimes are increasingl repulsive, in the same measure in
hich its claws are increasingly menacing, this movement,
this force will grow.
And when w say that r ankee imperialism is powerful,
\vh n we say that Yankee imperialism has accumulated great
financial and technical resources, great means of destruction
:md death \ e mean that
will never accept that this 111 nar~
t humanity, that all the forces accumulated by imperialism
c uld be more powerful than humanity.
And this is proven onc more by Viet Nam, a tiny part of
humanity. How they fight how they defeat that almighty
imperialism! An imperialism that tries to intimidate th
rId, that tries to bla lanail the world, and which onl
uc eds
in increasing the world's wareness, provoking its indignation,
and increasing the world's fighting spirit to the same extent
in which its actions are repulsive, to the same extent to
\vhich its actions are criminal and hateful; that nemy ho
w nts to solve everything with its w apons, wants to soh
v rything with its gold, who murders and bribes, who oppr sses
through force as well as through corruption, and who pen trates into e er field, who penetrates into ever acti it .
And it is logical that int llectual workers could not help but
f ling revolt d upon seeing how th most extraordinar products
of human intelligenc c, how the creations of scientists and t chnicians, how all the means that man has developed for th
benefit of man are emplo d no\ ada s to kill, to destro ,
to oppres~ to orrupt. Just as the use the achievements of
ph sics as well as of chemistr}, elcctronics, biology, because
th
manufacture anything from bombs that ,;}q)lode into
th usand of fragments, to poisons
L Inical and biological
n1 ans of destruction, and, in fact,
erything the t scientists
have created.
And it is logical that th i.ntellectual workers of the world
f I in one way or anoth r, victims f this spoliation, feel
in one way or another, that th \" ar being attack d, just s
the feel similarly attack d b the polic of brain; uying, of
th piracy of technicians, that polic aimed at monopolizing
science, aimed at the recrUiting of scientists from all over
the world, either from a o-called d eloped country or
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from a so -called W1derdeveloped countr . This evident, this
will-known fact, information about which is even published
in the U. S., so that the country having the most developed
technology - as we said on January 2 - practice this looting
of brains, this looting of t chnic ians. What is ther then
so strange, in the fact of these realities, that men and women
gather herc, intellectual workers of the most vari d philosophical positions, of the most varied political or apolitical
positions, of the most varied militancies?
We must say in this Congress th8.t Olne trul) inlpressiYc
thing have result d.
One of th m is hat uni 1'" sal
consciousness of what imperialism is and \\ hat it represents,
and that universal consciousness, that the problems of the
modern world cannot be sol cd through obsolete social system
abolished by the development of sc ienc and techniques and
also abolished by the development of man's consciousness.
And the criterion expressed unanimously by the intellectual
workers of the Third World as well as by those from the
developed countries, was that it was impossible to overcome
the profound problems of an modern counttry, whether de eloped or underdeveloped; the developed countries to reach or
overcome the profound contradictions which persist in
capitalism, to improve a society which is practically
abolished by history, and in the case of the underdeveloped
countries as the only road, because, in what other way can
a country, separated by a widening gap from the rest of the
\vorld, reach a level of accelerated development, passing
through the Via Crusis or capitalist de elopnlent under the
conditions of imperialist domination ...
Nevertheless, there are certain things, and particularly
one thing, that impressed us very much to say the truth,
because it proves the amplitude reached b) the revolutionar
movement in the world; and it was the paper presented by a
group of Catholic priests who participated in the Congress ...
It is unquestionable that we are facing facts, that we are
facing new phenomena; it is unquestionable that revolutionari ·s
those of us who consider ourselves re olutionaries, and
among those of us who consider ourseh·c revolutionaries,
those of us who consider ourselves Maxist-Leninists~ arc in
the duty of analyz ing these new phenomena. Because there
cannot be anything more anti-Marxist than dogma (APPLAUSE).
there cannot be anything more anti - arxist than C1C
petrifi~ation of ideas.
And there are ideas which are even used on behalf of
Marxism and which look like genuine fossils. (APPLAUSE)
Marxism had genial thinkers; Karl Marx, Friedrich
Engels, Lenin, to mention its main founders. Yet Marxism
needs to develop, to come out of a certain stagnation, to
interpret objectively and scientifically today's realities, to
behave as a revolutionary force and not as a pseudorevolutionary church. (APPLAUSE)
These are the paradoxes of history. How could we resign
ourselves to see sectors of Marxism become ecclesiastical
forces when we see sectors of the clergy becoming
revolutionary forces? (APPLAUSE)
We hope, of course, not to be subjected to the procedure
of "excommunication" for asserting these things (LAUGH)
and, of course, neither to that of the "Holy Inquisition. "
But certainly we must meditate, we must act in a more
dialectic sense, that is, with a more re olutionary sense.
It is necessary that we analyze, that we thoroughly
study contemporary phenomena. Naturally, the analyses,
the conceptions, will have to be more and more the work
of a team rather than that of individuals. Just as in
science the isolated researcher practicall no longer
exists nor can he exist, in politics, in conomics, and in
sociology, isolated researchers, the em rgence of geniuses
in modern times become more and more impossible.

And th're is certain undorde\ elopment. ther i. in f~IC
certain uncI r-de elopment in the fi Id of political idea :
in the field of revolutionary ideas. And from this is
derived th enornlOUS confusion that exists in th \vorld
toda', the normous crisis that c\:i ts in the fi Id of ideas
th&t is in the field of doctrines. in the precis mOluent \\ h n
the attitud
and the re olutionar. feelings of th \vorld
increase. No one can say that he possesses the whole
truth; no on can declare today, in the midst of all the
_onlplcxit
f the \vorld that he ha the whole truth. \\ ('
ha\ e our truths here emerged fr In ur exp ricnce:
applicable to our conditions; and wc have our deductions
and conclusions: but we have nev I' intended to be masters,
\ve have n
r intended to be monopolizers of 1'" volutionary
truths.
evertheIess, we have seen ho\ re olutionar.. truths are
found, ho\v revolutionary truths gradually emerge as a result
of the analysis, of the effort of many brains.
And there is no doubt that this is the impression that the
Resolutions of the Congress lea . And this is in our
judgment, the most extraordinar thing: how such unanimous
conclusions have been reached, how the points of view have
been unifi d and how a handful of truths have been said,
how a handful of unquestionably re olutionary and humane
feel ings hav been expressed. And it must lea e this
impression on all those who read the Resolutions of this
Congress ...
T\vo declarations, on the same da\, by a general \\'ith
man defeats and a 'master mind" of imperialism.
And the statements so brazenly expressed by imperialist
spokesmen, generals, and civilians, what do they mean?
Perhaps the\ misrepresent imperialist strategy? Perhaps
the disguis in som manner their intentions and purposes?
This one (Sam Harold K Johnson) Epeaks of "CommWlism
ceases to proliferate when we fight it vigorously". That is
the case of Cuba, "that tumor". - That turnor that has not
1 en rooted out, he possibly meant to sa} -. How do \\ e
stop it? "And that is why we inter ned b fire and S\ ord
in the Dominican Republic", "to help resistance TT. There
they helped theguerillas~ Resistance? They would not have
b en able to withstand the Dominican people half an hour;
PPLA SE)
And that is why they intervene in iet Nam. They state
very c~early that in Viet Nam they propose to crush the
reVOlutIonary movement, to deliver a determining lesson,
in order to liquidate liberation movements. It is just the
terminolog. of the international henchman. And, of cour e,
he regrets that this 'tumor" has not been removed.
And what does the other (Dean Rusk) say? He
naturally says the same thing: that "when the struggles
for liberation cease, there will be peace '. But he doe
not stop there. It is not suffic ient for the struggles for
liberation to cease; there must be birth control, we must
prevent the growth of population, because it does not
nlatter if the struggles for liberation cease; if humanity
continues de eloping, there will be increasingly po\verful
and more dangerous explosions th~nl those produced by
nuclear weapons. Science, Technology, come to help
imperialism~ Let there be education on the subject of
births, let th re be birth control;
The solutions of imperialism ar "er simple. T\\'o
thirds of humanity suffer from hung 1"'; to put an end to
this situation of starvation, to put an end to this miser v
they must make revolutions. Ah! but no revolutions .. ,
R \ olutions will be repressed b blood and fire! And
th re will be peace only if there ar no revolutions.
But, besides, even if there were no revolutions, what
\vill happen to these two thirds of humanity \vhich rnultipl\.
like rabbits? When the talk about the problems of
'

1d

'1

population and birth rates, they are never based on a
concept that has anything to do with the interests of the
family or of soc iety. No! They start from the princ iple
that humanity will starve to death if it continues
multiplying itself and in these times, indeed, which are
neither the times of Malthus nor those of Methuselah.
When science and technology achieve incredible successes
in every field they resort to technology to repress
revolutions, and the aid of science is requested to
prevent demographic growth. In two words: the peoples
must not mak~ revolutions nor should women bear children.
, Th;lt stuns up and synthesises the philosophy of imperialism.
But at the same time they reveal the insurn10untable
contradictions of imperialism, the insecurity, the fear
for the future. Here it is clear that this oligarchy, sitting
on cannons, sitting on piles of gold, lives restlessly, lives
in distrust, lives in dread for the future.
And that is all there is to the political thought which is
today the essence of imperialism, of the oligarchy that
rules the United States and which in spite of its ferocious
repressions, of its technical and military resources,
feels insecure. Because they know that without revolutions
none of these cOWltl'ies will overcome underdevelopment.
They admit, they understand - they are aware - that
there is no formula to pass from feudalism to progress ..
Imperialists know that there is no development without
revolution, and they feel powerless in face of the reality
that the world is growing, that the world is developing, that
the population is increasing and, Wlavoidably - as a natural
and unavoidable fact - that revolutionary awareness is
inevitably increasing.
Imperialists know that the gap between the developed world
and the underdeveloped world is Widening; these data are
incessantly published by the organs of the United Nations.
It is known, for instance, that in 15 years the gross product
will increase in the United States from approximately 400
billion in 1960 to 800 billion dollars in 1975; that in the
European Common Market the gross product will increase during
this period. approximately, from 200 to 400 billion dollar~
Many problems could be debated in the midst of the
revolutionary camp about the problems of culture, because
those problems are real.
Nevertheless, perhaps that was what the imperialist
expected; the attention, the effort, was centred upon the
fundamental contradictions, the decisive contradictions
which are not those found within the revolutionary movement' which are not the cultural problems within the
revolutionary movement, but the contradictions and the
problems of culture with imperialism. We do not believe
that this Congress has solved all the problems, that all
issues have been cleared by it - far from it - but we do
believe that it was been a great step forward, we do
believe it has been highly positive, and we believe that
the issues discussed are essential and that the delibera'tion regarding the revolutionary· society were important
and essential, particularly the problems dealing with
the new man.
And fortunately, in this question of the future, we
haNe Che's wonderful pamphlet, in which, in a clear
and brilliant manner, he analyzed some of these problems
with the sincerity and honesty and frankness that always
characterized him, and he expressed his ideas of how the
new man should be, how this man of tomorrow, how this
man of the XXI century should be.
And we have seen how these questions have been
conSidered in this Congress. We have also seen how Che's
example, his attitude, his bearing, his honesty, his
whOlesomeness, presided over and inspired many of
the resolutions of this Congress.

For us, this successful event, whose results exceed
the most optimistic predictions, will be forever unforgetable.
It is true that our people live their hours, days, m~nths,
completely absorbed in their work, overcoming obstacles,
struggling to achieve economic development under
difficult conditions confronting an aggressive imperialism and
together with a socialism still very limited in all fields; and
in this battle, in this titanic struggle, in this effort that grO\VE
day by day, it might seem that the people, absorbed in work,
have participated little in the Congress but this is not really
the case.
Actually, our people have acquired an extraordinary
sensitiveness, an extraordinary perception which you had the
opportunity to appreciate in the mass meetings, the quickness
of perception, the alertness of our masses to grasp any
problem; the degree of politicization of our people, their
revolutionary spirit, the internationalist spirit they have
developed, the feelings of solidarity which have been
created through the struggle itself and which has found
inspiration and received support from all over the world.
And in every event, whether it is in a Tricontinental
Conference, in a conference of Latin American revolutionary
organizations, or in the events such as this, he has been
inc reasing his knovv ledge, his information, his
revolutionary horizons.
All economists and all those engaged in the problems of
international trade lmow that industrial products are sold
at an ever higher price to the underdeveloped world, and
that the products of this world are bought at an increasingly
lower price.
A Latin Americ a oligarch recently stated that the same
amount of a produ2t with which his country could buy
thrae jeeps 10 years ago, now it could only buy one.
And while the standards of living increase in one part
of the world, the standards of poverty increase in the rest
of the world, the unbalance increases, exploitation increases.
While the gross product increases, while the per capita
income increases in one part of the world, in the larger part
of the world the per capita product decreases; the unbalance
increases; the prices increase in favor of those who have the
highest standards, prices decrease, against those who have
the worst standards; besides resources are squandered by
the feudal lords and the obligarchies on many occasions;
the drainage of monetary resources increases.
And this is simply an insoluble problem, a problem
without a solution, it is a true fact. That is why they,
who use Cybernetics and calculate, add, substract,
multiply, and divide, seem to have consulted the computers
and have been told that there is no solution, that the situation
is intolerable.
Very well then: what is the imperialists' solution?
Repressive wars against revolutions, and there shall be
peace when there are no revolutions, when populations
cease to grow, because if they do not cease to grow there
shall be outbreaks and there shall be nuclear wars.
In no previous stage in man's history has such barbaric,
genocidal, brutal pronouncements against humanity been
heard.
This is the actual fact, it is the lUlconcealable fact;
this is what contributes to form the universal
revolutionary consciousness; this is the fact that has
brought you together here, those unquestionable facts
are the ones which have given a revolutionary tone to
this Congress.
And it is true that in the field of culture there are many
problems to.solve, there are many issues to bring to light,
and we do not at all conceal that there are many things
which remain to be answered, that there are Inany new
problems not yet resolved.
I
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And we revolutionaries have those problems, especially
when as revolutionaries, and under special conditions, we
are forced to invest a huge part of our efforts in order to
survive, to defend ourselves and to advance.
Nevertheless, there is the unquestionable intention of
finding the adequate answer, the best solutions to the
numerous problems that arise in the development of
soc iety . Solutions to be found, problems find the
solutions. And we truly believe that this Congress is a
contribution to us and to the revolutionary movements.
But, nevertheless, it has been an enlightening lesson
to see how the intellectual workers of this Congress grasped
the fundamental problems, grasped the essential matters,
the things that worry men the most at present, and they
\vorked around these matters, they united themselves
around these matters and around these matters carried out
the Congress.
And for us, it is unnecessary to say that your presence
among us has been a very high honor. We hope that our
people have expressed to you in a thousand ways, their
warmth, their gratitude and their sympathy. It has been
a great honor for us that you have shared these days with
us - you, men and women of value, of prestige, whose
masterpieces, whose works which are much better known
then you yourselves can possibly imagine. And we shall
always remember this great honor! And that is why
this feeling expresses the feeling of the Revolutionary
Government, the feeling of our Party and our people.
\Vith these feelings of friendship, of brotherhood and
affection, we declare this Congress closed.
Many thanks to all of you. And you can be certain
that this effort towards progress in all fields, in that
of economy, in that of culture, in that of the revolutionary
struggle, in the building of a better society, in the
development of a better man, will not cease, and that
our Revolution will not betray the confidence and the hopes
that you may entrust to it!
Patria 0 Muerte!
Venceremos! (OVATION)
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The hit tune that year was "Memories Are Made of This: "
Even at the airport lounge the Muzak \vas piaying it. Only
when the news of the airline crash came through did they
interrupt it. Ruth and Eddie Sha\v were waiting for the plane
that was to take them back to Johannesburg when a voice came
through the loudspeaker announc ing the crash of an air liner
which was due to land at the Durban airport in an hour I s time.
The news had a strange effect upon all the passengers.
Suddenly, without saying very much to one another beyond an
occasio~al murmur 'Where did it happen? I passengers began
to avoid one another's eyes. The afternoon air which had
remained for the greater part of the day portentously warm
~d still seemed now to hang heavily upon everybody; it seemed
to carry in it the very stench of death. \Vhatever inconsequential
gossip had animated the talk in the airport lounge was now
touched by a sombre fatalism deriving from the day I s nevvs.
Women began to haul out their powder compacts and to retouch
faces that were to all appearances faultless; they became
irritable; their voices rose at the slightest provocation. But
there were other more garrulous passengers who remembered
other accidents. A small irrepressible man with a pinkish
girlish face recalled two planes that had collided over ew
York City only a year before.
'11 heard the news just as I was due to fly from London, "
he addressed the passengers generally. "It was ghastly, you
know. At least, we were assured by the newspapers. Debris
falling like soot over Manhattan. I refused to flyover there
until they'd sorted out whatever had caused the accident~ !l
The planes came and took off as though nothing had
happened; the roar of jet engines filled the air and the cry of
death was in everybody's ears like the voice of panic erupting
from the depths of the subconscious mind.
After the first announc ement of the disaster which had
first sounded uncertain, there was an interval of about ten
minutes before the radio reporters were heard from again.
They now filled in the details of the disaster. The jet had
skidded off the runway and telescoped into a hangar, bursting
into lurid flames; by the time the fire engines got to the spot
all eIghty six passengers had been reduced to charred ashes.
There had been no survivors though a cap presumed to belong
to one of the stewardesses had been found unharmed.
Ruth Shaw took the news quietly enough. She \vas filled
not so much with grief as with a feeling of intense loneliness, a
feeling of desolation. Leaving her husband to solemnise about
the incident with a fashionable blonde she rose to take a brief
walk around the .airport.
The day Ruth and Eddie arrived in Durban, fleeing the
bitter Johannesburg winter for the subtropical July warmth of
Durban, it began to rain. They sat in the balcony of the beachfront hotel watching the rain coming down from a heavy soggy
sky.
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They had spent half the day resting in the hotel room but
after lunch they had come down to share the hotel lobby with
other disgruntled holida) -makers who sat in reed chairs
watching the seashore with jealous eyes and bemoaning their
bad luck.
The hotel manager, a Greek with fat baggy eyes and pudgy
hands, mingled ceaselessly with his guests. Insincerely he
shared their remorse about their not being able to get out to
the beach though it was clear that to him bad weather was good
business; there would be a decided increase in the sale of
alcohol to the entrapped holiday-makers. Nonetheless he
apologised as though he were personally responsible for the
bad weather. At one stage he tried to make amends by providing
a chessboard for a group of young men who were amusing
themselves by throwing a ball between them. This chessboard
the young men rudely and noisily rejected and instead they
insolently demanded a pack of cards. A young man in a
Springbok Rugby Club blazer, with pimples all over his face,
. personally assisted the hotel manager onto his errand by
propelling him joyfully from behind, an action vvhich elicited a
"burst of coarse laughter from the others so that their game of
ball-throwing was temporarily suspended while they contemplated
the departure of the manager with exaggerated interest.
However, soon enough they resumed their game; in fact, they
seemed to gain more sati sfaction from the tendency of the ball
to veer dangerously to\vard a group of elderly ladies whose
protests provided them with an enormous pleasure.
There was only one boy who had throughout sat apart and
had refused, despite the urges from the others, to participate
in the game. He seemed to Ruth a rather sickly young man.
He was pale and thin and there was about him an air of
unrelieved melancholy, even the shape of his mouth was touched
by an untoward grief, rather like a schoolboy determined to
remain unamused, so that a permanent sorrow threatened to
linger with every expression of his face. His eyes looked out
on the world with a dull gleam of a well-mannered disapproval.
Sitting in the reed chair and due to his unusual thinness, he
looked like a convalesc ing patient; his body had a disturbing
way of bending in the middle in a hollow slumping posture
which followed the shape of the chair.
Ruth watched him because there was nothing else to do.
For the last hour or so she had divided her attention between
watching the boats cruising along the grey seashore and watching
this boy. She had watched his thin hands which were long and
folded rather girlishly over his lap; she had watched his
sorrowing mouth which was thin, and bloodless. Once or twice
their eyes had met and the boy had looked as though he were
surprised that he could attract, even hold, a woman's interest.
He had a way of fixing his gaze in a manner which held both
surprise and question; there was a certain alert pain about
his eyes, though beneath this alertness there seemed to wait an
appalling loneliness.
He stood up now and began pacing the floor. He walked
toward the balcony and stared out to a sea which \vas growing. more
turbulent under the torrential rains. After a minute he came
back and sat down in the reed chair again as he had been sitting
for the last forty minutes, only this time his eyes began to
wander impatiently around the lobby, scanning the faces of
thos~ who sat..tbere as though he were expecting someone.
Ruth wished," though there was no particular reason why 'She
'should have wished this, that he were not expecting anyone.
It seemed somehow sad that this young man whom she was
beginning to watch so intensely should be expecting to meet
someone, it seemed inappropriate that his sorrowing mouth
should soon be talking to someone, or that his melancholy face
should be compelled to wear a soc ia1 smile. She wanted to
see him in total repose. The light above the young man continued
to Shine dimly without much strength or direct illumination
while the young man waited. Then something caught his eye
and he gave it the attention of his surprised and questioning look.

\Vhen he turned away from whatever he had been looking
at he fixed Ruth with a steady gaze and a sn1ile flitted across
his sad mouth. Ruth was surprised at her own response to him;
unaccountably she felt a dull pain throb through her body and
suddenly she wanted to get awav from his sight or at least to
be alone or very close to him, but not here where the light
was searching. She would have stood up and left had not her
attention been arrested by the appearance on the scene of a
girl who seemed, resentfully - even reluctantly - to be headed
for the chair where the young man sat. She was a short fleshy
type, with peasant legs and peasant arms; her face was rather
plumpish, an open rather than a pretty face; and she walked
like someone who needed no acceptance from other people
because she made it quite obvious that she accepted herself
entirely.
She paused next to the boy's table, without looking
directly at him and continued to search the faces of the people
nearby, then resolutely seemed to make up her mind to sit
down next to the boy. Even at this stage she had not looked or
talked. to him; instead she directed her gaze at the young men
who were busy throwing ball. Ruth could not be sure as to
the nature of the expression on the girl's face. It appeared
to be compounded of an intense disgust and horror as though
she had just witnessed something profoundly and
irremediably sordid. She had naked brown eyes and a soft
loose mouth and she had a way of hanging her lower lip as
though she were pining for something which, though within
arms' length, remained inaccessible to her.
The boy placed his hand slightly, almost tentatively, upon
hers before she appeared to take any notice of him. Then
suddenly her manner changed and she began to give him all her
attention. She talked earnestly; she laughed and fondled his
arm. Ruth was amazed by the sudden change in her attitude.
Ruth supposed that they were lovers - young people from
up-country spending an illicit month together in Durban. At
the same time there was something strangely foreign about
them, especially the boy, a kind of severance from other
people around him, that was quite astqnishing. The girl was
different; in her expression there was something open which by
contrast made the other faces in the lounge appear positively
depraved: the other faces seemed to conceal natures of vicious
and unwholesome tendencies. Perhaps it was the impression
of freedom which the gir( displayed, which was not entirely
due to innocence but seemed to stem from acceptance - but
acceptance of what? Ruth could not work it out.
Later that evening Ruth a11d Eddie were sitting in the bar
of the hotel ballroom, listening rather incompletely to the
saccharine music of the five-piece band giving their umpteenth
rendition of the popular tune of the day: "Memories Are Made
of This!" when the tall, thin, sad yOlIDg man and his fleshy,
open-faced, girl friend walked into the room. They seemed not
to have seen them until they sat down at the table nearby; then
in a large honest voice the girl said: "Excuse me. Do you
mind if we join your table? Ours is rather filthy. "
She looked down depreciatingly at the table. From heor
outstretched arm dripped droplets of beer which had been
sloshed down upon the table and had not been wiped. In the
light the beer cllIDg to her blonde hairs and shone like a jewel.
"Why, of course, " Ruth said. She realised she had
welcomed them rather too enthusiastically.
"The whole place is filthy." The girl said magnanimously,
almost affectionately, including in her gaze the well-dressed
people sitting at the other tables or dancing on the floor.
"Thts is Mike Denzig, " she said, pointing at the pale sad-faced
young man. "I'm Marie De Vries. I'm sorry we have to
impose ours ... ! "
I Not at all, " Ruth assured her.
"Please do feel
welcome! My husband, Eddie Shaw. I'm Ruth." While they
shook hands Eddie remained impenetrably quiet He watched
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the two young people who \vere now engaged in dra\ving chairs
nearer with a dull expression \vhich seemed vaguely to
challenge them to justify their presence by making themselves
either entertaining or inconspicuous. He was a short, squarebuilt man with a balding head and an irred~emably ugly face.
Everything about him seemed challenging - inc luding his
ugliness. However, he was used to letting his wife do the
talking while he proved his endurance by consuming large
quantities of Scotch which was what he now called for,
attracting the waiter by an imperious snap of the fingers.
"Are you from up-countr .?!! the girl asked.
"Johannesburg, " Ruth explained. "We're down for the
winter vacation. My husband rarely has the time to get away
from the business so that we cherish these winter months
when we can get away from it all. 11
"Mike and I come from Ladysmith, " the girl confided.
"This is our first big-city holiday. Mike says he likes the
sea, but do you know he really hates water. Since we've
been here he has swum only once and I've practically had to
push him into it. "
The boy appeared to be annoyed by the divulgence of this
information. "I like the sea for different reasons," he said
with a voice full of irritation. "Does it ever occur to you I
may just like to watch the sea and not actually swim in it?"
The girl watched the boyfriend with an exaggerated look
of devotion and an air of profound grace. "Mike," she
announced, "is a mystic and I am a sensualist. That's why
we are attracted to each other. He's been like that since
college. He likes to contemplate and I like swimming. "
Ruth smiled: "1 suppose you're not really very much
different. There's always a sensualist lurking somewhere
in side a mystic. "
The waiter came with a tray and an expectant look.
"What would you like to drink?" Eddie asked them all with a
look of extreme distaste.
"Gin and Tom Collins for me, please, " the girl said.
"Mike, what'll you have?"
"A beer. Castle Beer. "
"Scotch for me, please, Eddie." Eddie gave the orders.
"What does your husband do?" the girl asked as though
Eddie were absent.
"He assembles cars," Ruth said pleasantly.
"I'm a car-dealer, young lady; and I hope you don't mind!"
Eddie added with naked hostility in his voice.
"Why, of course not," the girl said with surprise. "I
think if you're going to assemble anything you might as well
assemble cars."
About this time the drinks arrived and Eddie deployed
them around the table before raising his own glass and barking
unconvincingly: "Cheers!" His lack of spirit was so marked
that Ruth blanched. She watched slyly out of the corner of
one eye, then directing her gaze to the two young people she
said: "The music in this place is appalling. I don't see how
anyone can dance to it. "
The girl readily agreed. "Anyway, who wants to dance?
I feel that people make their own music really. "
Eddie groaned: "Young lady," he said brutally, "you're
either a bad philosopher or a bad poet and neither are very
congenial company." The girl smiled and said nothing, but
not the boy; his anger was swift and monumental.
"I believe, Mr. Shaw, you're very rude to people! "
,he spluttered. "May I observe as one man to another that
your remarks are entirely uncalled for! You seem to be
someone who is simply against intelligence. "
Eddie waved him rudely to shut up. "Don't give
'yourself more credit than you deserve, young man. I have
nothing against you personally. My wife is generous with
her time. On the other hand I find your type of young person
insUfferably boring." Marie De Vries found these comments
vastly amusing and chuckled With genuine enjoyment. "I've
met others like you," Eddie Continued brutally, his head

swimming with Scotch, his nose beginning to smell blood.
"You're everywhere! Young people wandering around the
country with nothing better on their minds than a quick roll
in the hay. "
"Obviously," Mfke Denzig angrily declared, "you have
no notion of the gentle art of c onver sation. Really, Mr. Shaw,
you might at least try to be pleasant in company. I
Eddie snorted. "Your art of gentle conversation has
the slight effect of moving my bowels. "
Ruth who had been trying to intervene all this time now
turned to her husband and said sharply: "Eddie, really."
Then she turned to the boy: "Mike, why don't you just ignore
Mr. Shaw? He's merely drunk and trying to be unpleasant. "
'Mike Denzig would not, however, leave the matter alone.
"I can't somehow tolerate rudeness, 11 he said peevishly.
"If you husband continues like this I should be compelled to
leave the table. "
"It's of very little interest to me what you do," Eddie
snapped back. "You have very little claim upon my sympathies
and I fail to see why such a welcome course of action should
amount to something of a disaster for me. "
"Mike!" Ruth said, rising, "would you like to dance
with me? Please?" she dragged his quivering hands until
he rose reluctantly, leaVing his girlfriend, who seemed not
a little excited by the upheaval, to cope as best she could
with the brawling drunken businessman.
The ballroom was now crowding with late night guests
who, all evening, had been trapped by the rain in their hotel
rooms and were no\v making the most of whatever was left
of the long rainy day. Perhaps deciding that coming do\vn
to the ballroom was the same as going out on the town the
women had superbly tricked themselves out for their men.
Beneath the mascara and the powder their faces burned with a
freshened liquorice passion; and they talked out of little
charming mouths or from aged bitter ones which were
temporarily made pretty by the promise of love which no\v
seemed the only bond between couples lost in a city with
which they were unfamiliar. They swung drearily to the
music, dancing sheek to cheek, love-hunger purpling their
eyes; and their sharp-pointed nails dug ferociously into the
bull-necks of their men. The men seemed to have discovered
their wives or lovers anew, no doubt cheered by the alcohol
and the stimulating air of a resort town they became more
gallant, more loving and more available.
Mike Denzig was a bad dancer. He seemed hard ly aware
of the beat. He merely stumbled along, following wherever
Ruth led. From time to time they bumped against other couple s
were rocked painfully off their feet; and Ruth had to summon
all her strength to stay both on her feet and to support the
rather slightly built young man. The next number was slower,
therefore much easier to dance to: they even found time to
talk 'while shuffling across the boarded floor.
Ruth was trying to draw out Mike Denzig from his shell
and to induc e him to talk about himself. However, shOWing
himself more cunning in this respect, Mike Denzig avoided
talking about himself. They merely stared at each other,
noticing in each other's eyes a curiosity and a sympathy which
lay like dregs at the bottom of a vast pool of emptiness. His
pale face carrying on its wintry surface and on his sorrowful
mouth a corrupting loneliness, pushed Ruth's mind back to a
time fourteen years before - a period whose memory had
seemed now faded forever. And this boy was now awakening
again the pain and the sense of loss, reminding her of
childhood years as a time of unhappy circumstance and
deprivation. So they shuffled across the floor along with the
other dancers, though Ruth was aware that they were looking a
bit incongruous in the company of other couples. She and Mike
Denz ig were like stones polished only on one side and chipped
on the other. There was to this boy, for instanc e, another
nature, scarcely visible on the surface, but there nevertheless,
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felt through the pulse of his heart, which beat as though naked
against her own bosom, a loneliness seen through the gleam of
his dark eyes - that form of fear, that distance \vhich was
rendered into a kind of harmful balance of an intolerable
life. There was around him a hard shell of fear. So hard he
found it necessary to hide from public view. But she too was
hiding. And so were the other people gathered in this ballroom;
they were showing only their polished surfaces, hiding other
more intolerable natures from public view in order not to
disturb an infirmly held belief that their lives were somehow
endurable. These people were like precarious bricks placed
on top of one another, each preserving a form of spurious
integrity in order not to disturb the rest of the structure.
"Do you dream a lot, Mrs. Shaw?"
Ruth started at the voice. She had been resting her head
slightly on Mike Denzig's shoulder. Now she stumbled and
lost balance and avoided falling only by holding on to his
slight boney frame.
"No", she said breathlessly. "Why do you ask?"
"You seemed far away. "
"I was thinking. That's quite different from dreaming. "
She joshed him with her slnile. "I'm not a person of wistful
nature, you know?"
"What were you thinking?"
"Are you really interested?"
The music had reached a pause and the ballroom floor
was emptying. At the table Marie De Vries and Eddie Shaw
seemed engaged in earnest conversation or argument, most
likely argument; but though the latter never smiled Marie
De Vries laughed often and seem completely absorbed in
whatever Eddie Shaw was telling her. Impulsively Ruth said:
"Come. Let's get out of here." Nodding her head toward her
husband she said: "We'll take a walk. I don't feel like
go ing back there just now. "
They slipped out by the side door into the rain -drenched
evening air. For a while they stood below the balcony of
the hotel, their forms hugged by the yellowish pool of lig:1t;
then they were gone, dissolved into the formless shadows of
the Esplanade.
The harshness in his voice carried its own climate of
opinion, it created a world of its own values, reflected upon
the events he was telling and passed judgment on the people
mentioned; but all the time Ruth felt he was no longer there
with her. Sometimes the voice was calm as now, sometimes so
vibrant with emotion that it was often difficult to tell whether it
was the same person speaking. Ruth listened. Her attempts
to see the face in the dark had become all but futile: even the
distant street light was too feeble to illuminate Mike Denzig's
face: The voice had therefore assumed a disembodied quality
as though both she and Mike Denzig were listening to a
third person.
Shoe said: "I don't understand. Haven't you always lived
as a White person? Couldn't your family appeal?"
"We lodged an appeal and we lost it. The Population

Registration Act insists an appeal should be noted within thirty
days. Also the onus is on us to prove one great grand -parent
\-vas not of mixed blood. We can't prove it though no one in
the family had ever mentioned coloured blood. Anyway they
seemed to have laid their hands on some old registration forms
dating back to the last century. So there! "
Ruth shivered; she felt suddenly so hopeless and confused.
Only a moment ago she and this boy had been walking calmly
by the sea water. She had suggested that they should take of
their shoes and Mike Denzig had balked at the thought of
removing his shoes and socks and carrying them by hand; but
Ruth had sat down and removed her own shoes and stockings.
She felt a girlish charm in the ritual. She had gathered the
stockings into a neat ball, sticking them into her shoes and
had led the way to the edge of the sea where she stuck her toes
into the warm sea water. She had done all these things with a
girlish insouciance because she was with a young person who
was WHITE. After all one did not walk out of an hotel with
a coloured boy in the middle of the night to stick one's toes
into the Indian Ocean. But how was this enormity possible?
She said: "I don't understand. I just don't understand.
What are you going to do?"
Emotion seemed to have gone out of his voice: "I'm
leaving the country. "Marie is leavi.ng with me. We'll get
married in England. She doesn't mind being married to a
coloured man, you see." Suddenly he giggled and there was
hysteria in his voice. To Ruth the joke did not seem so funny.
"Oh, they've been kind enough really. They don't mind my
enjoying the status of being white for the next thirty days so
long as it's clear I'm getting out. "
"What about your parents?" Ruth demanded ,almost
angrily. "How can they adjust to their changed circumstance?"
"Oh, the farm is not in a white area. I suppose they'll
continue to live on the farm. They're too old to move anyway. "
"Oh, God!" Ruth cried, "Oh, my God, what humiliation!
What .. " Her voice broke and she started sobbing. For a
while they did not speak. Near a deserted bungalow used as a
changing room by bathers they sat down on a bench, enshrouded
not so much in darkness as in a sombreness of sorrow in
particular, but appeared rather to be a condition of time and
place they were living in. A blob of light appeared on the
horizon of the darkened sea -water; for a while they watched
this light trying unsuccessfully to spread over the whole
surface of the sea, but the ocean was too vast; the pale
yellowish light was lost in its wide expanse. And soon it
disappeared on the far end of the Durban Bay.
The city was moving at a slower sadder rhythm now;
it was a dreary after-midnight tempo; and the cars drove by
at longer intervals. There were hardly any people walking
about the waterfront except an occasional khaki -Wliformed
figure of a policeman keeping watch over the scrubland area
near the beach which was usually infested with black and white
lovers making an effort to evade the rigid laws of the country.
She said: "Michael, would you make love to me?
Here? Now?"
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Three years after Independence, the Zambian leadership has
set about defining its long-term 'master plan' for the development of Zambian society. Its principles outlined in two short
booklets written by President Kenneth Kaunda - 'Humanism in
Zambia' and "A Guide to Implementation of Humanism' - seek
to state clearly and even to institutionalise aspects of policy
th?-t have been emerging in government thinking since 1964.
These combine a determination to create a state internally nonracial and non-tribal, externally non-aligned, with the Christian
ethic of the importance of man" and the essence of the interrelation of the individual and society seen from the tradional
African point of view.
This political philosophy has been
accepted by the ruling United National Independence Party,
and the word Humanism has become commonplace in slogans,
speeches and ministerial statements. The philosophy remained,
however, a statement of general aims and intentions rather
than a clear-cut guideline for action. With the Declaration on
economic reforms made by President Kaunda on 19th April
1968, the biting edge of Humanism becomes apparent, with
the emphasis in economic affairs shifting to give far greater
state and popular partic ipation in economi c development. .
Briefly the reforms proposed are:
*State participation - at least 51% of equity - in 25
expatriate companies.
*Restriction to 50% on the remission of dividents by
foreign companies, including the mining groups,
Anglo-American Corporation and Roan Selection
Trust.
*Restriction on the issuing of trading licences, bank
credit and the right to tender for state proj ects, on
foreigners or foreign controlled companies.
*Greater stimulus to Zambian private and co -operative
enterprise.
*Accelerated rural development to make Zambia a viable
agricultural country.

That need for Zambia to have some philosophy to call
its own has become obvious over the past year. When
UNIP rose to power in 1963 its aims were no more specific
than getting rid of foreign domination and correcting the
injustices caused by alien rule: it set about governing in a
spirit of reform, outlaWing racial discrimination, expanding
education, improving roads and services, but only a year
after it had taken office, Rhodesia's UDI threatened to bring
all development to a halt. The Zan1bian government found
that it had to divert its best brainpower and large sums of
money (about £30,000,000 to date) to mere survival. The
country was threatened from without by the vaunting forces
of White racialism south of the Zambezi, and from within
by the tensions both racial and economic that Smith's
rebellion brought to the fore.
Two years later, the Zambians can look back on the
emergency with a large measure of proud accomplishment: even if Smith still sits comfortably in Salisbury,
Zambia is more independent of the South than if ever has
been, while a great deal of internal progress has been
made, especially in education (there are now ten times
more children in secondary school than in 1964) and in
the industrial sector of the economy. An indication of
development is that the rateable value of Lusaka, the capital,
has increased by 75% to £55,000,000 over the past three
years, while mineral production continues at record levels
and new mines are being opened, notably the coal deposits
near Lake Kariba which will make the country self-sufficient
in fuel for the all-important smelters on the copper mines.
If Zambia's wealth as the world's third largest producer
of copper, which incidentally has been getting record prices
on the world market for the past four years, has enabled her
to survive both sanctions against Rhodesia and the consequent
massive readjustments that she has had to make in her
trading patterns, it has also had notable effects internally.
As soon as Zambia won independence she became heir
to large amounts of money that previously had left the
country either as profits or as royalties or as taxes to the
then Federal government. In spite of the Rhodesian
confrontation, millions have been available for basic
development in education, infrastructure etc. but millions
have also been available for hiking the earnings of all
Zambians in paid employment, in government, in industry,
in commerce. A series of awards since independence
have given pay raises ranging from 22% upwards. Rapid
Zambianisation in the civil service and in the private
economy has spread the wealth even further. A glitter of
affluence lies over the country's main towns, and boom
conditions prevail.
But the glitter soon fades as one moves from to\vn centre
to the suburbs, from there to the bidonvilles, from the
bidonvilles to the countryside. Economic development has
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taKen pla(' alnlost exclusiv h in ~tablished centres;
along the COl pcrbelt and around Lu aka. The rur a 1
r as ha\'c n)( lTIOV d ahead fast enough either to :lbsorb
th ir inc r ':15 in~ population or to k /ep peasant fanners on
the land: there has .iust not been cnough investnlc nt in
rural de\'c loplncnt. That chn racteristic of all indu trial
revoluti n ~ )11 io-ration to the to\\-n
is well uncle r \\"ay,
giving 7:lmbi:1 the highest rat \ of urbanisation in tropical
Africa. nine percent a year. Pnemployment and emi'lnploynl 'nt i rife with onl~' -l0, 000 Zambian out of 4
n illion in paid jobs.
The hoonlin CT economic d \' 10pment in th to\\ll rests
on 0'0 fnnlent in estment in building and ser\-icc
and
on a large nUlnber of recentl\ established sub titution
industri ~. \\'hich are b no means labour int n j\"c. Big
:1pital project
like dam building or road making. are
g nerally und rtaken b contractors who place n10r
cn1pha i on doing the job fa t than on providing Inaximum
,mploynlcnt: housands of 111cn stand around idle \vhile
import cl bulldoz rs cl ar the bush or dig ditches. The
factor
utlined above have h lped produce a sitl.lation in
Zambia a. a whole which called for a searching re -thin]<:
j 1 policy.
Thcre is a small urban elite which ha
benefit 1 disproportion8 tely from the redistribution of \\'ealth
after indcl endenc - the ci\'il
rvi e, workers in 0111merce
and industr.. Th affluenc of this elite stand in startl in o'
'ontrast to the nduring pov rt, of the rural area ~ and the
en direr po ition of the lill mplo ed urban imlnigrants.
In the to\vns, ea
1110n y h:1 led to ineffic iency in the
'- dministration \vith, in sorn , quarters, a whiff of
orruption, \\'hilc a rapid delnand inflation is beginning
to hit ev ryon , esp c ially th poor.
For th pa t tvvo years, the government has been
preoccupied \'1th the intrica ie of the UDI situation. but
it is no\\' turning its
e back on the internal position taking
sto k, and reformulating policy. This reformulation is
going on uncleI' the u111brella term Humanism, but it must
b realis d that Humanism itself is an attempt to nlake a
1 0 itive response to the unhapp situation that ha arisen
sine independence. To quot Kaunda: ' Before independenc , n brickla er used to le j 400 bricks a day no\v he
la, 100.' He points to indiscipline and laziness in the
ivil sel'\'ice, profiteering in the bus iness communitj,
ineffic iency in the public services, self -seeking among the
'new cIa '. H stated in a speech to a pro-Humanism
ra11 at the en 1 of ovember that h \\ as going to take strong
action to remedy matters. Th vice -president, Simon
Kapwepw , has a habit of touring the country in his capacit\
a mini ter fOl Development, reiterating in e\ er) peec-h
th need for hard work and d dication to duty.
It ha been realised at th top that Zambia cannot
achieve the targ ts set in th 4 -year ational Development
Plan, n \\ a year old, unl s th mood of the COlmtrv changes,
and the nlost d sirable chang \vould be in the direction of
th values inh rent in traditional African society which
str ss the paraluountcy of co-op ration, of discipline, of the
dut of the individ lal to society and of society to the
individual \vhere eArploitation does not take place and
\vh r e\" ry p rson gets a 'fair deal'. In Zambia, therefore.
th elite nlust be made a\o\ are of its duty to those \vho li\ e
b . ond the pale of prosperit), \\'hile the 'Comn10n Man' must
make hi contril ution to soc iet\- by the hard work that will
bring pro perity. The call i for ~more enterpri e and
initiativ to balance the goyernment's provision of schools
hospital , roads etc.
'
Humanisn1 r cognis s that there are two Zambias: a
skilled, educated modern, technologically oriented Zambia
which is li\-ing in a cash-bas d industrial society' and an
un ducat'l1. rural, peasant Zambia, living according to
l
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th norms of traditional village Africa. It recognises the
advantages of both economies, and wants to see techniques
of th t\ ntieth century transform rural life for the better,
while the ethic of traditional (""'a-operative life prevents
-urban soci ty from degenerating into \Vestern commercialism.
How xactl this is to be done is not clear though several
lines of aJ proach are laid do\vn: ura- nt development of the
rural areas through an ever -\\'idenin O' system of farming
co-operative's; suggested changes in the education system
to wean the young away from aspirations to elitist positions;
the creation of national \vealth through a combination of
capitalist state and co-operati\ e enterprise leading to the
creation of a welfare state.
The idealism that inspires Humanism should not however
b allo\ved to disguise the fact that th doctrine is also the
embodim nt of a pragmatic approach to Zambia's situation,
for, unless there is revolution, the country has no alternative to accepting the components of its economy and its
soc iety, and, if there is to be a fruitful future, making them
\\ ork together no matter how irreconcilable their conflicting
interests may seem. The economy is dominated by hvo
enOl'1l10US foreign controlled, capitalist mining companies,
Anglo-American Corporation ba ed in Johannesburg, and
Roan Selection Trust, a branch cif American Metals
Climax; these, and the man other large and small privately
c ntrolled or para -statal companies that are vital to the
conomy must operate side b side with state corporations
like Tazama Pipeline (w 1ich \vII bring oil from the coast at
Dar es Salaan1 to the Copperbct) or the Zambia Tanzania
Road Services, and with domesically controlled enterprises
and co-operatives. The need t( retain expatriate skills and
to attract foreign technicians p:cdicates a non-racial policy;
a recrudescence of tribal conflit would \vreck the state and
Inust be prevented und r a non -ribalist government in which
tribal interests are car fully baanced both in the Cabinet
and in the civil service; civil srvants must be paid highly
otherwise they \ ould leave go 'cnment for more lucrative
posts in commerce and industr\ And looking to the political
future, Hun1anisn1 's call to the rivileged to be aware of theIr
responsibilities and to act alwa'" in the interests of the nation
a a whole contains an elemenof warning: in the 'Guide
to the Implementation of Humarsm', Kaunda declares, 'In
other \vords~ we might say to I<unda as President of U lP,
President of the Republic of ~mbia, to members of the
Central Committee, to Ministe, - indeed, to l\iembers of
Parli3.ment~ to Ch il Ser\'ants, \.rm\ and Police Officers and
their men - indeed, anyone in rsitions of authority in
industr
commerce, or elsew:,re - Today it is you in the
place of command - but just a~ esterday it \vas not you,
tomorrow it might not be you. oday' s driver on the road
could be tomorro\v's pedestriar'

'Humanis111' "'an thus be seens a credo for survival:
sur ival of Zambia as an indepelent African state with
fh e long frontiers on territoriet'uled by White racialist
minorit) regimes; survival as <lon -racial democracy in
a world \vhere th lines of colOUlre being ever more
heavil drawn; survival as a SO('ty from which po erty,
ignorance and disease - as undel:ood in the Third World have ever chance of being banisd.
Those who cOluplain that HumislU is too nebulous a
philosophy to stand as Policy, mt remember that Zambia
at present is in so peculiarly deltte a position both
int rnal1y and externally that anj)gmatic or doctrinaire
~pproach, on any front, might le to an uncontrollable
crisis.
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The Tamtam

SEYDOU BADIAN

- "I've come t~ take the two of you to the tamtam. The
ceremony you'll see tonight is the prelude to the third dance:
the feast of the boatmen. "
While Tieman spoke, Kany sized him up. Kany's
brother, Birama, was talking to old Djigui, their uncle. The
sky was as blue as the Niger at dusk. A restless moon was
fleeing away from the cloud. The dismaL howling of a hyena,
the most fearful animal ther is, drifted over from a distance.
Some women, their bo ies rubbed with plant-butter,
passed Tieman and his friends, laughing.
A roar .... Sheep and goats which l).ad been chewing their
cuds as they lay close to the l<w walls of the houses,
scattered in panic.
"The bush is your realn. 0 golden mane, for which the
hunter's lightning envies you~"
Birama and Kany turnel around. Some yards behind them
theysaw the person who had ~oken those words, a wizened old
man clad in rags and holdinga small guitar in his hands, a
kind of calabash covered wit] lizard skin, with a single chord
of horse-hair. The lion roa:ed again and the wizened old man,
his face aglow, his nostrils ~aring, went on,
"If the king has his sCEltre, you have your mane, and
your bearing is as proud as le royal dance. "
A wood-pile blazed, cllckling in the middle of the circle
formed by an enthusiastic, nisy crowd. The drums were not
yet rolling. The women san!and danced in impatient
expectation. Everything abot them expressed zest of
rhythm and an eagerness to ~art swinging. Suddenly a man
with his torso bared, wearin an awe-inspiring mask over his
face, walked into the middle f the circle dragging an unwilling
billy-goat after him. Silenclfell as if the people were under
a spell. The man first stoocfacing the drums, put his foot
down on the rope to which thanimal was tied, raised his arms
to the sky, then turned towalS the women, repeating his
gesture, and left the scene. iis exit aroused an enormous
clapping of hands. Horns bl"ed. The ground seemed to shake,
trees trembled, fifes whistH and drums grumbled; all the
instruments, mixing their vrious sounds, announce the prelude
to the third danc e to the sunWlding viliage s .
Half a dozen girls can dancing forward. Half a dozen
boys strutted over to meet ~m. Around the wood-fire black
bodies swerved, black faceoeamed, aglow with the sheen
of the moon and joyful smil,.
"You don't have such thing in town, " Tieman said with
child -like pride.
"I used not to go to d~es like that, " Birama answered
without, however, taking h eyes off the dance and its
performers.
"\Vhy?"
"Ub ... Well ... "
"Oh, I see, you're r interested. By the way, you're
not the only one, all the yc.g city-slickers are like you. "

Tieman moved close and put his hand on his friend's
shoulder, "Old man, you're wrong. We have very beautiful
dances and lovely music. "
.
Birama feigned surprise. He looked at Tieman WIthout
saying a word.
'·4
...",
"Yes, that's the way it is, " TIeman mSIsted.
~ou re
dead wrong wanting to give it all up. You're wrong trymg
to imitate the Europeans in everything. Don't misunderstand
me, what I mean is that the European is only one of the
various aspects of man. Nobody's asking you to turn into
Europeans. Nobody's asking you to disfigure your own image. "
Birama tried to slip in a word but Tieman did not give
him the time.
"There can't be any question of your running away
from your environment; you'd better try and act upon it.
Try to save whatever is worth saving and endeavour to
give the others something yourselves: a figure carved
in ebony. .. our landscape.gleaming in the red of the
SUll, captured on a painter's canvas. "
Tieman was forgetting all about the tamtam. He
pronoWlced those last words with a warmth that was quite
stirring, then he filled his clay pipe and struck a match.
"Of course, you're not expected to accept everything
wholesale. But make your own choice. Customs are created
to serve man, not to enslave him. Be realistic; crush
everything that shackles man and hampers his forward
march. If you really love your people, if the cries protesting your love don't stem from self-interest, you'll
have the courage to fight all its weaknesses. And you'11
also have the courage to sing of all its virtues.
"I used to be like you. When I was your age, I
knew nothing about those things. But believe me, one day
I realized my foolishness. I was at that time in the army
and stationed in Europe. There'd been a big regimental
party; they'd asked us Mricans to perform something
folksy. I didn't know a thing - no song, no dance - from
back home. And I was not the only one. Almost all of my
buddies who had been to school were in the same position.
The whites did dance; lawyers, teachers, engineers and
doctors, had put on the local costumes of their region and
sung in their dialect.
We were all full of anxiety but the most awkward thing
was that we were too ashamed to tell the whites that we
didn't know any of the things from down home.
Fortunately we were not the only representatives
from Mrica. There were other soldiers as well - those
whom we used to call contemptuously the know-nothings.
On that day we got to be proud of them, proud of seeing
them jump with shiny faces to the rolling of the drums.
We had a feeling that they at least had something to give to
the Europeans, that our country was coming to life in them.
What would we have done without those boys? Would
we have produced some European dances maybe? That
party drove home the truth to me: if we were all to
transform ourselves into Europeans, humanity would be
the poorer for it.
Everybody should be able to
contribute his share of dances and songs at that kind of
get-together. "
Birama had been listening without missing a single step
of the dance. The drums slowed down; he turned to Tieman,
"Is this the end?"
"No, it's the beginning. Now the old ones are going to
perform their own dance. You'll see the masters of the
guilds parading past. Li~ten!"
The drums started stirring again with a new rhythm,
and the whole audience went down on their lmees.. An old
man carrying a hoe took the stage.
"The field-workers, " Tieman murmered.
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The drums beat low, the old man walked to the middle
of the circ le. uttered a rau~ou cry threw down his hoe, and
raised his arms to the sky; the implement started turning
on its axis as if invisible hands were manipulating it.
"Sn1[lshing!" Birama turned to his sister. "Did you
see it?"
The drums grumbled, the old man picked up the hoe,
tossed it into the air this time and shouted again. All faces
tilted skyward. The hoe did not fall down, and \vhile their
eyes seemed to search for it in pace, the old man went and
knelt dO\\l1 n10tionless in front of the drums.
ome tin1e
later he was seen rising with his hoe on his shoulder.
"Super! 11 Birama shouted. Murmurs rose from
among the spectators.
Small sonorous drums announced the weavers. A
'dried-up old man, tall of frame appeared on the scene, a
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Ama Ata Aidoo

THE ZANDE TRICKSTER by E E Evans-Prit01~ard
(Oxford University Press)
So far, one of the common factors unifying the series
in the Oxford Library of African Literature has been their
excellent introductions. But, the introduction to
The Zande Trickster' is just fantastic. Maybe it is because
I personally am behind with the news of the latest
anthropological approacl1 s but I mean, here is a European
anthropologist who is talking of Africans as though they were
real hwnan beings and their institutions real human
institutions. Professor Evans - Pritchard actually goes
out of his way to refer to "monarchs, kingdoms, and delegations of authority to provincial governors ... 11 And somewhere
he even described the Azande as "so-called primitive." I
say, what is the world coming to? Of course, he also goes
out of his \\ ay to say that "Nor were the Azande unacquainted
with cannibalism, for some of them practised it"; although
it is extremel) difficult to find evidence to support the
statement from the present work. This should worry no
one· though. In time, African cannibalism, even where it
existed, shall come to be seen in terms of the general nature
of man's mind and his history, especially as now, we all
know that "under extreme stress" normally civilized men
and women have been known to eat human flesh - as, for
example, in cities under siege and concentration camps.
But the introduction is as usual a wealth of knowledge.
For instance, some of us learn here for the first time that
homosexuality has been a common practice in a traditional
Afric an soc iety!

loincloth in his hand. The drums beat lowly. The cloth
rolled itself into a ball, got entangled, and straightened
itself again at its master's call. Birama was no longer
$aying anything, why should he? But he could hardly
suppress his surprise when with a flourish of horns old
Djigui. appeared in a hunter's full regalia, carrying his gun.
"It's uncle, it's uncle," he said to Kany, "look at
him!" ...

from' ous I' orage' or 'Kan\' (Les Presses Universelles,
Avignon. 1957: Presence Africaine. 1963), a novel describing the clash between the old and new generation over traditional marriage customs. l\I. Badian, a Malian is also
the author of a play, 'La Mort de Chaka' (Presence
Africaine. 1962)
Even those of us who do not know anything about the
Zande connections with West Africa will find it quite easily
to agree with the editor that there is a West Mrican,
cspe2 iaIly Akan (Ashanti, Fanti et al) flavour about these
folk-tales. T_1is is not really unusual. It is only one more
proof for those who are interested in seeing evidences of
the cultural unity of the continent, that Africans have been
swapping folk-tales for a long time. There are several
motifs, and sometimes wll0le [-:.emes, thc:t keep cropping
up all over the 20ntinent. 1 Certainly, there seems to be very
few differences between Ture, the hero of the Zande tales
and the equally ubiquitous Kweu Ananse of the Akan. Not
only.do both names in fact mean "the spider", but
we also encounter here, the same roguery, the same selfish
sense of humour and its resulting vicious practical jokes.
Somehow, Ture is as much fun as Ananse. They share an
enigmatic broadness which ordinary human beings find
fascinating. Furthermore, I disagree with the editor's
implication that this fascination \\'ith roguery has anything to
do with an especial Zande psyche.
The capacity to be delighted by a rogue is no more Zande
than it is Akan or English. Other\vise T'Vl1at could possibly
account for the popularity of Falstaff? 1 If a rogue breaks down
occasionally \vith consideration for others, we find him all the
more bewitching. And one should imagine that that is how
Robin Hood managed to be a hero for English children until
Superman, Batman etc. invaded the field. For all his meanness:
the third story in the collection tells of how" Ture showed
people its fire place and they knew about fire by this. "
This business of the child in every man and woman on earth
is a cliche, but it is also true. And I do not seem to get
Professor Evansr- Pritchard s m aning when he says that
, Therefore incidents which may appear to us as going beyond
the dramatic lin1its of fantasy, to be so preposterous as to
lack exc itement, humour, or even interest, intrigue and
1 c. g. The very versatile theme of the reluctant beauty who,

spurning her parents' pick of the choicest men in the land,
away to marry a handsome somebody of her own choice,
and to her own misery and everybody's tragedy. A Yoruba
version is one of the themes in Tutuola I s The Palm -Wine
Drinkard and appears under the heading. Mrs. Efua Sutherland
changed the ending of an ~ap version ano used the main story
as the basis of her pbem and short story, New Life in
Kyerefaso and later her play., Foruwa. And from one or two
indications, it seems that it ,vill 8ppear again in some other
modern West African work. It surely is a long \vay from the
Gulf of Guinea to the Kalahari desert, but we find other
\'ersions of the story there, this time among the Hottentots.
See: The Wonder Worker of the Plains. Bollinge Series XII
Pantheon.
go~s
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amuse the Azande, because in them a sardonic twist is
given to what could conceivably happen in a situation not
wholly unfamiliar to them as it would be for us." Are we
talking about folk-tales? Is there a limit to fantasy in tales,
stories, marchen and myths? And what incredible action is
attributed to Ture which is more fantastic than what the
Graeco-Roman gods and goddesses were said to be capable
of? One would have thought that in the country of fantasy
anything is possible whether it is peopled by half-human-halfanimal or half -human -half -divine creatures. Nor do I
accept the theory that the Azande are fascinated with Ture's
or any other folk-tale character's exploits because they
themselves practise magic. Again, how do very rational (?)
European men and women come to believe in Christianity with
its virgin births, miracles, angels and what-nots? But in
more practical terms, one would like to lmow how Professor
Evans-Pritchard explains the fact that non-Azandes, like
Americans and English, sit through films of the Wild West,
with their heroes who just never die no matter how many
arrows or gun blasts their bodies receive. And how sometimes
these audiences do not only sit through these films, but some of
them actually manage to identify with these heroes - and what
heroes!
Anyone who claims to lmo,va little bit of Ananse or
Tortoise of other African folk-tales would say that the stories
in the collection under discussion are good but not exceptionally
so. But that is, of course, neither the fault of the Azande nor
.of the editor. Not all Africans with excellent stories and
impeccable narrative powers lmo~.v when collectors and
translators are around. And it would be naive to expect the
reverse to be true either. On the whole, most of the tales
concern very normal exploits of Ttire himself, especially
the problem of his lazines s and how to procure termites.
As is usual in a group of African folk-tale s, one or two of
these touch the cosmic or creation theme; for example,
How Ture released the water and How Ture spread fire
over the earth; but there are remarkably very few of
these. There is one refreshing novelty here though.
And that is Nanzagbe, one of the wives of Ture. Not
many folk-tales feature her sort. Almost a counterpart
to the rogue-hero himself, she is a veritably clever
woman WI10 knows her husband thoroughly, and though not
the least bit mean or aggressive herself, would not stand
any nonsense from him. Nanzagbe is delightful.
Altogether', the collection is an evidence of a
thorougl: scholarship. Professor Evans-Pritchard
acknowledges the contribution of his other translators
by quoting their initials at the beginning of individual
translations. It puts the stories in an attractive personal
context. He does something else which is equally helpful
and very interesting. That is, at the end of the book,
he gives several versions of some of the motifs.
Reading these different versions is an eye -opener and [l
pleasure. This type of exercise gives one something
like the inside story of how folk-tales are made and what
factors go into play to make a person lmow one version of a
story and not the other. Finally, although one cannot
argue with the fact that no modern Western language can
possibly convey all the ingredients, the subtleties and
nuances of anyone classical African folk-tale, those in
'The Zande Trickster'read very well. One does not feel
that one is missing too much in translation. We only
hope, now that such collections are becoming more
available, that educators in Africa will be tempted to
convert some of them into school texts. For, no people
can do much without a solid knOWledge of their native
myths. One cannot see how "modern Africans" could
"prove different.

~~~~~~NG
Anne-Louise Edwards
HOLD MY HAND I'M DYING by John Gordon Davis
(Michael Joseph)
KINSMAN AND FOREMAN by T. M. Aluko
(Heinemann Educational Books)
Here are two books which illuminate for me one of
the most depressing things in literature about Africa to~ay.
The first book is what is generally known, and is descrIbed
on the blurb as "a book of heartfelt sincerity, authenticity
and passion, on an universal theme". Translated into.
ordinary English that phrase usually describes, espec Ially
in cases like this, a book of coarse and uninventive fantasy,
rubber-stamped throughout with atrocities. The blurb
and cover encourage the reader to believe that, while he
is getting his kicks out of multi-racial sadism, he is also
doing his bit for humanity.
Actually, in "Hold My Hand I'm Dying"by John
Gordon Davis, he will be reading one of the most boring,
unauthentic and nonsensical bits of rubbish that has yet
to come my way, but nowadays this sort of book about
Africa is greatly in demand. The recipe of Africa, sex,
torture, and for some reason, persistent and recurrent
castration of men and animals, is a most popular one.
The great pity is that the second book, "Kinsman
and Foreman" by T. M. Aluko, which does have the ring
of authentic ity, will probably only sell to the already
initiated, \vho know Aluko's work.
This is partly because it has a dismal blurb and cover
(which resembles a government handbook on tractors), and
partly because people prefer to think of life in Africa as an
orgy of blood-lust, and forget that not by Africans but by
Eu~opeans the greatest crimes against humanity have been
committed, 311 in this century.
"It is hot in the Zambezi Valley. In the spring it is
.pregnantly hot, feverish, and the loins of all the valley's
creatures it2h for the new season. In the spring the bull
elephants trumpet and seek out and mount their cows again,
the lions rumble over their slinky lionesses, indeed all
livinQ" things snort and chase their willing womenfolk. "
o With a loud snort, Joseph Mahoney, High Court
Advocate in Rl-:odesia, pursues three ideal images, Africa
the African, and his mistress Suzie de Villiers, through
600 pages of sex, violence, and political harangue, whi.ch
Mr. Davis has written out for his public with great patIence
and industry. \\!ha cares that it reads like a fairy story
for children translated from one language to another by
someone familiar ,"vith neither, when there is so much
wild life for the blacks, the whites, and the animals?
On the subject of Africa and the Africans, Mahone y
is put before us as a genuine liberal non -racialist white
Rhodesian, in a hell of a fix over the future of the Africans
in his country (as he would put it), an attitude not, alas,
reflected in his manners (Africans are all munts, wogs and
kaffirs). I liked the blurb-writers claim, that Mahoney and
his Zulu servant Samson are "bound by great mutual
respect and affection", to describe a Kaffir/Nkosi
relationship. Not much sign here that the kaffir felt
affection or the nI:cosi respect. Basically, howeve~, the
racialists and non-racialists all agree that the AfrIcans are
just dumb creatures who mean no harm, and would have been
quite happy raping their womenfolk and mismanaging their
farms; if the Reds hadn't got at them and made them all into
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terrorists. On~ further thing is quite clear: from the \vay
they spc0k in this book, all Africans in Rhodesia are either
babes in arms or certifiable lunD.tics
For lue, the high spots in books of this kind, are the
atrocities cOIDlnitted by the Africans. For by these, he
\vill in the cnd be judged, just as the \vhite man, for example,
\voulc1 8.'\lJCct to be judged by the Moors murders or Haig's
ac id bn ths. If the atroc iUes are not up to standard and
described with a reasonable an1.ount of gory detail, the \vhole
book \\·ill :::>uffer and the reader will feel cheated as though
the \\'hjt2 man had in the end only been judged by the offence
of s lling potatoes short, a fiddling post-office offence or
being rude to a policeman. But readers of this book need
have no such fears on this account.
As for sex: - Mahoney regards women f8.ther like
hot, sticky toffee, "You feel you could go crazy for the
soft s\\'eet sec ret sticky slilny hot beautiful depths of
woman, the in and out and the suckiness of WOlnen ."
All sez.-.'UDJ incidents are described with the san1e degree
of s\veaty salacity.
The book ends with Tvlahoney having a long and furious
argun1.ent about Rhodesia with a racialist friend. l\l:lx, \vho
tells him that helping the ''logs \von It \vork and, if he t~res
it, his farm will be a failure. Soon after, U. D. 1. takes
place, which Mahoney has ahvays opposed, and onc night,
much to his surprise, his farln is razed to the ground and
his animals butchered. Confronted \vith the genitals of
his favourite bull pinned to the back door, Ma:~oney is
converted and becomes an ardent supporter of the Snl ith
regime.
If he couldn It see that Max and his boys did it,
I'm not having him defend lne in court. As Gide sa id,
"Le moins le blanc est intell igent, le plus le nail" lui
parait bete. 11
It is a great relief to turn to IIKinsman and Forcn1.an 11. a
novel by T. M. Aluko. This is a story about the difficulties'
which beset the hero, Titus Oti, on his return from London
University, to take up the post of District Engineer in
Ibala, his home-to\vn in Western Nigeria.
He is the only African on the senior service list of
engineers, and is treated \vith typical rudeness and distrust
by his British colleagues. Ho\\'ever" he does receive a little
sympathy from Mr. McBain, \vhom he mistakes for an
Englishman.
IllScotsman my friend I he (McBain) corrected haughtily.
'You and I are one in our objective, Mr. Oti, the total
destruction of the imperialist dragon' ~ He continued after
a pau.se. In that direction I n1ust admit that you are here
succeec1inf.:; better than \v in Scotland, even though we have
been fighting the common enemy much longer than you I. 11
Titus wishes to be posted avvay from his home-tO\V11 to
avoid the enlotional appcnls of his mother, the religious
bla2krnail of Pastor Morakinyo (who cares for nothing
I~U.t a new church), and above all to escape from his
kInsman and foreman'~ th corrupt Simeon Oke. Titus is
forced to stay as D. E. at Thala, and life speedily becomes
PUZZling and intolerable as his falnily and their friends
beg for money, attempt to bribe him, and \\'orst of all
aCCUse him of wronging Simeon by trying to have the
rascal tr~Hlsferred to the Cameroons.
Siffieon really is a complete crook, who seduces and
blackmails vvhere he can and misuses P. W.D. Labour and
funds. As he usually employs the latter to make firm
friend even firmer, only THus realises the extent of his
\ illainy.
Gossip about the cruel behaviour of Titus to
Simeon rages in Ibala, and in the All Races Club. and
Titus is blamed when eventually Simeon is arrested on the
strength of an anonymous letter. Needless to say Sin1eon
wriggles out of it all at the time, helped by the ju -ju n1an
and his defp.nce lawyer, Chris Daniels, and Titus gets the
1

\vorst of it. Pa Joel, Titus's great-uncle, observed
sadly that Titus !'has no interest in farms. That is the
truth. I think \\ hen he went to the white man's country
he has read books beyond the point \\'~1ere people are
interested in farms I' .
By the end Simeon is at last in the Cameroons and
Titus is temporarily happy because his fiancee is on her
way to Thala to marry him. But the book finishes on a
cynical note, and we feel that the troubles of Titus Oti
B. Sc (Eng) (London) are far from over.
I strongly recommend this book; it is very eventful
and well written with economy of style and a great sense
qf the ridiculous.

Timothy Holmes
RIGHTS OF PASSAGE by Edward Brath\.vaite
(Oxford University Press)
MASKS by Edward Brath\\ aite (Oxford
University Press)
With these volumes we now have two thirds of the finest
poem that the Afro-American \vorld has produced. Edward
Brath\vaite, born in Barbados, and brought up to that
peculiar type of non -existence \vhich besets any people
bereft of culture and tradition, sets out to explore, to find
,vhere he and his fellow Afro-Americans really belong in the
\vorld. He goes first to the United States, then to Europe,
and discovers that wherever he travels he is an outsider
and a misfit, either because of direct racial prejudice, or
lack of understanding. So he returns home to the West
Indies~ only to find there that 'progress' in the form of
housing estates and supern1.arkets is destroying the only
background he has ever felt to be genuinely his
the
plantation life of his parents and grandparents. He sees
himself and his people torn from Africa three centuries
before, bitterl:> exploited in slavery, freed, and left with
nothing but the English language and a bland wavof life
vvhich, although unproductive, has ensured thei; survival.
Such is the tl~en1e of the first volulne. In the second,
not satisfied \vith \vhat the present can offer at home,
he returns to Africa to rediscover and relive the history
and tradjtion that slavery has deprived himself and seventy
n1illion others of, to travel back along the endless journeys
e1at they h~ve had to endure
from the fringes of the
desert to the sea, from the shore in ships across the
Middle Passage, from the plantations to the tovms, from
the tovlns of 1:on1.e, again to the cities of the north, from
the sunny tropics to the cold, phvsical as well as spiritual,
of the \Vhite \vorld of New York, Chicago, Brixton, Tiger
Bay, Liverpool: and from there \vhence? 'Rights of
Passage I consists of journeys across the \vorld, the effect
these uprootings have on people
ever seen
These Qre the Eluigrants
a man
On sea -port quay s
travel n10re
at air -ports
seen more
anywhere where there is ship
lands
or train, s\vift
than this poor
motor car, or jet
pathto travel faster than the breeze
less harbouryou see them gathered:
less spade.
passports stan1ped
their travel paper s wrapped
in old disused ne\VSpapers: lining their patient queues.
In contrast to the grim mood of los~

. ,In
1,11eSS t h at prevaIls
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Rights of Passage, Masks opens with a splendid evocation
of the past:
Out
of this
bright
sun, this
white plaque
of heaven,
this leavening heat
of the seven
kingdoms;
Songhai, Mali,
Chad, Ghana,
Tim,
buctu, Volta,
and the bitter
waste
that was
Benin, comes
this shout
comes
this song.
Statements of present reality in the first volume constantly
come to mind as juxtapositions v/hen reading the second:
..... we sweat
in this tin trunk'd house
that we rent from the rat
to share with the mouse:
Castries' Conway and Brixton in London,
Port of Spain' s jungle
and Kingston's dry Dungle
Chicago Smethwick and Tiger Bay.
KUMASI
city of gold,
paved with silver
ivory altars,
tables of horn,
the morning sun of
seven hills
greets you best,
knows you blessed.
AS WELL AS describing the present and evoking the past,
the poem examines both states, seeking to find in them a
way out of the void which the dispossessed live in
Once when we went to Europe, a rich old
lady asked:
Have you no language of your own
no way d. doing things
did you spend all those holidays
at England's apron strings?
And as the cock
now cries in the early dawn
so slowly slowly
ever so slowly
I will rise
and stand on my feet
I am learning
let me succeed.
To succeed in what? Like the grown -up son, parted from
his mother in childhood, trying to know her and understand
her and love her, so that he will discover where he came
from and why he is as he is.
Apart from its qualities as a work of art, the

brilliance of the use of language, the force and balance
in its construction, this poem tells me more about the
struggle of Afro-Americans to 'find' themselves than
any speeC'h~ political programme or call to action. It
is wonderful to find poetry that means something.
The third volume, to be called "Island" is due for
publication later this. year.

----ITV
Willfried Feuser
RECCEIL DE TE-XTES AFRICAI S, An Anthology of
Modern African Writing in French by Nicholas Caverhill
(Hutchinson Educational 1967)
Yet another anthology of African literature? One is
bound to ask. But appreciating the modesty with which the
book is recommended for sixth forms and university classes,
one relents and dec ides to have a c loser look.
The ratio between "traditional" and "modern" texts in
the selection is weighted slightly in favour of the latter. In
the first part with its tradition -directed story-telling we find:
among others, Bernard Dadie, Djibril Niane and, of course,
Birago Diop. Whatever the artificialities and shortcomings
of this genre in which the griot, dOlliling the wig of classical
French prose, squirms uneasily between the inside and
outside point of view, nothing of comparable value has so
far come out of English -speaking West Africa. The
venerable D. O. Fagunwa was snatched away before he could
give us even a sample of the intended English rendering of
his Yoruba novels. Whether Wole Soyinka's new English
adaptation of Fagunwa's most famous work 'The Forest of
a 1000 D2.emons' will bring us c loser to a solution
remains yet to be seen.
The second half is a fairly well-balanced choice of
writers concerned with the new Africa and its innocents
abroad (e.g. Ake Loba's "Kocoumbo"). Some evergreens
like "The Great Hunt of the Dry Season" by Nazi Boni and
"Going to School in the Cameroons" by Ikelle-Matiba form
the backbone of the selection.
The list of standard authors writing in French, from
Sembene Ousmane to Camara Laye, is almost complete.
I would only quarrel about the inclusion of Charles Nokan
with two passages. Instead of his self-conscious
"African Idyll Remembered in Paris" - a pastiche of the
'style hugolien' - it might have been better to offer some
of Ferdinand Oyono' s bitter laughter, or the more
substantial fare of Bhely-Quenum's prose in "Le Chant
du Lac."
P. S. However short a book-list on African literature
one might compile these days - and Mr. Caverhill can only
spare it five lines in his rather trite introduction - it is
incomplete without Janheinz Jahn's German-English-French
bibliography, TI Die neoafrikanische Literatur '" (Diederichs,
1965).
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The Pocketbook Market
I-rench
THE NOVELISTS' lNHERITANCE IN FRENCH AFRICA Writers from Senegal and Cameroon (The Crowns Books,
Oxford University Press)
WRITING IN FRENCH FROM SENEGAL TO CAMEROON
by A. C. Brench (Three Crowns Books, Oxford University
Press)
These parallel volumes - one a critical work, the
other an anthology of selected texts from the novel s discussed
deal with French African fiction between 1947 and 1961.
The choice of authors and themes is well-balanced; the only
noteworthy omission is perhaps o. Bhely-Quenum.
As for the division of Franco-African writing into
periods, and especially a thorough appraisal of the earliest
period, the last word is not yet spoken. Mr. Brench sees
the watershed between a predominantly tradition-directed,
inward-looking, and an anti-colonial, outward-looking
period in the early novels of Camara Laye, which are given
extensive treatment. Laye is the only author to whom two
chapters - the best in the book - are devoted. The reasons
the author states for his periodization are quite convincing
but unfortunately the earlier period, which, it is true, lies
for the greater part outside the scope of the study, is dealt
with too summarily in the introduction. He glosses over the
existence of a strain of pro-French, pro-assimilationist
literature. In this he shares the fallacy of African and
French critics like Thomas Melone, Lilyan Kesteloot,
Claude Wauthier and Robert Pageard according to which
negritude, in addition to being a "return to the sources",
is purely a movement of protest and its literature,
therefore, anti -colonialist by definition.
Mr Brench brings up the first black African writing in
French, the former tirailleur senegalais Bakary Diallo (see
Senegalese Contrasts, THE NEW AFRICAN, November 1966)
but then dismisses his novel, "Force-Bonte (1926), too
lightly as "a naive panegyric of French civilisation in the
tradition of Ca ribbean imitative literature". Naive indeed but nonetheless symptomatic of the early complexion of
of what was soon to be known as the negritude movement.
Bakary Diallo takes a frog's eye's view of the power
and the goodness that is France's. Of these two "cardinal
virtues", her boundless goodness, for which he gives a
Senegalese equivalent - motsdiere - is the most salient.
Africa's disinherited children owe her mother a great debt
of gratitude for her civilizing graces:

"We should deem ourselves lucky, and our parents as
well, to be servants of France and to \vork under her
guidance toward the unification of all human beings in the
world. "
From Diallo (born 1892) \Ve can draw a straight line tc
his admirer Ousman Soce (born 1911), v,:ho became the
founding father of both the novel of culture conflict and exilE
(Karim 1935, Mirages de Paris 1937). The latter novel,
whose theme was in the subsequent generation raised to
the level of a spiritual drama by a third Senegalese, Cheikh
Hamidou Kane (L'aventure nmbigue 1961), deserve special
mention because it is the first to deal explic itly with Senghor' s
later concept of the "cultural n1ulatto" \vhose political home
is Greater France:
"And from this cross -breeding a new world will be
born on African soil ... a French province having the same
political rights and duties as the motherland. "
The pathos of politico -cultural assimilation in the
early negritude novel cries to high heaven. It echoes
through "Doguicimi" (1938), a historical novel by the
Dahomean Paul Hazoume, which is, among other things,
a prefiguration and pre-glorification of French rule in
Africa, and "Le fils du fetiche", by the Togolese David
Ananou. who as late as 1955 expresses strong reservations
about "big words like independence, liberty, emancipation
and self-government." It is only seen against this backdrop
of near-sycophancy that the revolutionary innovations in
treatment and subject,matter brought to the novel in
French Africa by authors like Ferdinand Oyono, Mongo Beti,
and Sembene Ousmane can be viewed in· their true
significance. This fact does not come sufficiently to light
in Mr. Brench's thesis that "in Africa literature was concerned
almost exclusively with traditional themes or the struggle
against colonial domination and its destructive influence. "
In all other respects, however, "The Novelists'
Inheritance in French Africa", convincingly argued
throughout, makes highly rewarding reading. It
constantly refers in a down-to-earth manner to French
literary tradition, and at the same time opens new vistas.
The author shows the existence of a strain of Islamic
fatalism in such diverse authors as Abdoulaye Sadji,
Camara Laye, and Cheikh Hamidou Kane. In Kane's
novel, he detects definite colour patterns in the spiritual
battle of Orient and Occident:
"Blanc' and 'violet'~ together with 'rouge', 'argent',
'pourpre'. the colours of nobility, of suffering, those of the
sky and the desert~ are the most frequent in the
descriptions both of characters such as 'le Chevalier', the
Chief, 'la Grande Royale' and of the settings in Samba's
homeland. In contrast, the settings in Paris are dull~
colourless, uninspiring. It is as if the contrast between
European materialism and Islam exists even in their
surrounding." (p.l09)
Just another example: After Gerald Moore' s brilliantly
superficial interpretation of Mongo Beti's Mission terminee
as a "rumbustious comedy" (Seven African Writers, OUP
1962), we finally have here a critic who cares to delve down
to a deeper level to discover the "fundamental sadness" of the
novel. In Oyono's novels likewise, Mr. Brench states,
"comedy is tinged with tragedy." It would seem that after
the emotional muddly of assimilationist optimism - a literature
wavering between timid self -assertion and total surrender to
the suction of French metropolitan culture - these two writers
had to take a stance of destructive mockery which flayed the
colonizer but did not even stop short at the colonized. "As
yet there is no sign of a positive alternative." Mr. Brench
says about the two Cameroonian novelists dominating the
Mid-Fifties, "but at least the Africans can reassert their
dignity through laughter. "
W. F •

I
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THE POCKETBOOK MARKET
German

AFRIKA ERZAHLT by Janheinz Jahn (Fischer Bucherei,
Frankfurt, 1963)
Looking back over the dozen or so prose anthologies
of African Literature that have gathered on m book-shelf
over the past five years - four of them by Janheinz Jahn I find that this little volume has \veathered the test of time
and may soon be due for a reprint. It draws heavily on
West Africa, which supplies fourteen out of a total of
nineteen stories and extracts fron1 novels. There are eight
entries from Nigeria; b sides p[lrts of Ekwensi's 'Jagua
Nana' and Achebe's 'No Longer at Ease', short stories by
Okara and Okafor that were first published in Black Orpheus.
The late Chief Fagunwa is represented by a chapter from
'The Bra
Hunter' . The German reading public is already
acquainted with this writer by Jahn's previous anthology,
'Das junge Afrika '.
The emergence of African literature in the German
pocketbook market testifies to the unflagging interest of that
country in Africa. The adaptability of the German language
for translation is almost proverbial; here it is once again

TREATI~~t~ftlEt
Odum
HISTOffiE DE L'AFRIQUE I
(Payot Paris)

by Robert Cornevin

AFRICA SINCE isoo by Roland Oliver and Anthony Atmore
(Cambridge University Press)
DAHOMEY AND ITS NEIGHBOURS by 1. A. Akinjogbin
(Cambridge University Press)
The tendency to consider Africa as a part of the world
with no history of its own, independent of that of various European
colonial powers has persisted more or less from Roman times
down to the present day. It is, in fact, only relatively recently
that the professional historian has treated Africa as a separate
historical identity. The three books reviewed here belong to
the newer school and purport to treat Africa as Africa and
attempt to provide an unbiased ie\v of the historical development of the continent.
Of the three books, Cornevin's is the most formidable.
The book is Vol. 1 of a series of three volumes meant to
cover Africa in some detail from prehistoric times up to the

vindicated by a spate of excellent renderings. A. 1. Dau r
the n1usicologist, makes his n1ark as a fine tran lator in
Okara's "The Crooks". WaIter Hilsbecher, first transl ntor
of the "Paln1-vVine Drinkarc1", here tackles the episode of
"The Tcle\'ision-Handed Cho, t s" (My Life in the Bu 11
of G:.osts). It becomes pleasant reading, to be surc, but
the flavour of TUhlnla 'sstyle has somewhat evaporated.
Peter Dulberg's mastery i uncontested in Nazi Boni's
description of a battue amidst sn10ke and fire, and in the
d ath scene from zekwu's first novel. One of Jahn'S
own contributions is from M81nnga's "Legend of l\l'Pfuma 1el
azono". He fails to indicate that it is abridged. His
translation of bdoulaye Sadj i Maimouna has a ingl flaw:
the final paragraph is not Sadj i' s but "made in G rmany" and
added for good measure.
It is of interest to note that \vhile most writer set
their scene in Africa, two of then1 reach out to counterexplore Europe: Bernard Dadie, in the best tradition f
Montesquieu and Goldsmith, strikes the pose of an
ethnologist scrutinisirig the "Habits of a remarkable subtribe of the natives of Paris", and cosmopolitan Babatunde
Horatio -Jones has his exiled characters drift through
"Fog years in London" in a panvision of world events \vith a
streak of Sartre and Ehrenburg. \ • F •

present. Cornevin in his first \ olume plunges back into
prehistory to establish the identity of the continent.
Piecing together the research of archaeologists like Leakey,
Breuil and Lhote, he forms a picture of prehistoric Africa
which merges neatly into the early history of the NorthEastern edge of the Continent, Egypt. He attacks the
8uropean view of Egypt as a civilisation predominantly
Mediterranean in origin by arguing that it was only in its
second phase of development that Egypt became noticeably
influenced b) the Near-East and its position on the
Mediterranean. Making use of the widespread finds of
rupestral art in the Sahara, Cornevin demonstrates that
it was predominantly the Saharan population moving to
the great oasis along the banks of the Nile after th~
dessication of the Sahara that led to the political flo\\ ering .
lmovm as dynastic Egypt.
Cornevin explains (even in the period when European
activity on the West Coast was so spectacular that the period
was classified as "the Discovery of Africa") that he includes
an account of European activity because of its economic significance in African terms. However, at this point, he does
tend to become over-involved in issues like whether it was
the French (Dieppois) or the Portuguese who were first
down the West Coast.
In his early periods of history, Cornevin is very
dependent on sources like Herodotus, Sallust and Tacitus.
He is here faced with the problem of disentangling African
threads from what is essentially a Graeco-Roman imperialist
history. Cornevin manages well. It is interesting too that
in a later period, that of the evolution of the Sudanic Empires
(Ghana, Mali etc. ), Cornevin hesitates to accept the Arab
theory that Ghana was Christian before the arrival of the
Muslim Almoravids in 1076, thus abandoning the p t theory
that Ghana could not have been a local (i. e. West African)
creation.

The book is well worth possessing. It is a satisfYingly
detailed analysis of archaeological and historical material
available for the period ranging from the earliest times to
the sixteenth century. It is amply supplied with maps and
charts indicating the evolution of the Continent.
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AFRICA SINCE 1800 is a similar, if thinner, attempt
to treat a later period in African history. The book covers
a range which is more or less faithful in its title.
Oliver and Atmore explore the little known nineteenth
century history of the Central and south-eastern areas of
the continent, giving inspired glimpses of the Luba-Lunda
states, the Congo and the interlacustrine states, while
sketching in a number of the factors involved in the violent
political changes taking place in the area. Practically all
of this is done from secondary material, but Oliver and
Atmore manage to lend a balance to the material which
makes an interesting picture of the whole.
Much the same statement of praise can be made for
their coverage of North and East Africa, and indeed their
handling of the continent in general up to about 1880. But
at this point, in spite of their avowed aims, the section
on the Scramble for Africa becomes lengthy, displaying
a consequent lack of orientation. The book becomes something
of an African history from a European viewpoint.
This viewpoint, it must be explained, is not that of
the recent colonial apologists in African history. In
fact, the main argument against this view is not that it
is biased, but that it pays too little attention to men like
AI-Hadj Omar, Amadu Sefu, Samoryand similar figures
of resistance to imperialist advance in Africa. Yet (though
Babatu, for instance, goes unmentioned) Oliver and Atmore
do not dismiss Sefu as a common tyrant or Samory as a mean
slave dealer. Their picture is not prejudiced; it is
lacking in African oral and written evidence, which has
gradually become more available on this period.
The defic iency of this book is not in itself too
surprising. The book reflects a stage in the development
of African history. African material has been collected
and worked on by a number of individuals, but this
material is not always too readily available to the Olivers
and A-tmores attempting to write an African-oriented general
history of the continent.

Dr. 1. A. Akinjogbin is now Acting Director of
African Studies at the University of He.
The book grew
out of Akinjogbin's Ph. D thesis, and is an impressive
study of the West African Kingdom which managed to hold
European military might, as represented by the French,
at bay until 1893.
Dahomey has conventionally been used as an example
of a bloodthirsty West African state built up on the slave
trade and enjoying the brutality of slave trading.
Akinjogbin's picture of Dahomey, or rather Aja, in its
pre-slaving period, the emergence of the state of Dahomey
(approximately the Southern third of the present republic of
that name) to fill the political vacuum caused by the fall of
Aja, the making of Dahomey under King Agaja, its involvement with the slave trade and the final decline of the state
in the nineteenth century, corrects the conventional version.
It is shown, for instance, how the slave trade was introduced
into the area by European seduction of the local people into
the trade. This, though it does not remove the moral stain
attached to the Kingdom, does, however, alter Dalzel's.
His nineteenth century history of Dahomey presents a picture
of a bloodthirsty lot of savages interested only in hunting
down their fellow men for sale to the Europeans.
In the book, a number of interesting themes emerge.
Among these are the tremendous destructive influence
of the European traders on the coast especially' on
immediate local communities, the growth of a modern
centralized state under Agaja, the influence of the

traditional Dyo state on Dahomey, the attempts of
Dahomey to play a world -Wide' political role and the
final total involvement of the Kingdom in the trade, which
did not destroy it primarily because Dahomey was essentially
a centralized state with absolute control of the means of
destruction.
Dr. Akinjogbin's book represents a milestone in the
reconstruction of African history. His inside analysis of
the political traditions which fostered Dahomey's break from
these traditions to create a modern centralised government
gives a total picture of a soc iety, always painted as fierce
and strong, but, which was in fact, essentially weak,
though well organised.

Benedict Der
THE CITY OF IBADAN: A SYMPOSIUM ON ITS
STRUCTURE AND DEVELOPMENT edited by P. C. Lloyd,
A. L. Mabogunje and B. Awe (Cambridge University Press)
This book, as its subtitle sugge sts, is an attempt
to provide a comprehensive survey and analysis of lliadan in
relation to its historical, geographical, sociological, economic
and political development from its foundation to the present.
The book is based almost exclusively on a series of seminar
papers organized by the Institute of African Studies at the
city's University in 1964. As a result, the book is an outline,
if somewhat detailed, of lliadan dealing with all aspects of
the city as a whole.
In the first series of papers, we are introduced to the
city's history. Ibadan began its existence in 1829 as a
predominantly war camp out of which arose the present
metropolis attracting to itself the various ethnic groups
all over Nigeria. The influx of these groups to Ibadan
took impetus with the introduction of the railway and a
better communication system. By the very circumstances
of its foundation, lliadan retained a dichotomy in the
structure of its constitution. A high ranking military
line of chiefs existed side by side with a second line
of civil chiefs, the latter including a set of women chiefs.
As lliadan became transformed from a village war-camp to
a city-state exercising imperial control over surrounding
towns and territories, political authority was often linked
with military power; but because of its beginnings as a
military base, Ibadan never adopted a hereditary principle
of succession to chieftaincy though until 1893, it had been
ruled mostly by a line of civil chiefs. The city's rapid
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growth in the first half of the 20th century precluded a
systematic town planning the result of which is an
"extensive confused mass of housing which occupies a
large proportion of the city". (p.55). This situation
renders it difficult to implement proper sanitary projects,
plan civic services and to organize an efficient public
transit system for the city. Thus despite attempts at
modern town planning schemes by the city's official
authorities, its persistent ever-growing population still
creates the serious problem of orderly development.
The next series of papers deal with Ibadan's
people. Here a sharp distinc tion is made between "indigenous
Ibadan" and "stranger communities". A third group of
people, the "elite", is contrasted with the mass of both
the former groups. Indigenous Ibadan comprises the
original Yoruba inhabitants of the city while the term
, stranger communities" is extended to outsiders or nonIbadans like the Ijebus, the Hausa and the llios. The daily
routine, family life and customs of all these peoples are
depicted in some detail. Of the non-Ibadan communities,
the Yoruba Ijebus are by far the most enterprising group.
Attracted initially to Ibadan by trade, they leave no stones
unturned to invest their capital in both small and large scale
trading ventures, transport, education as a vested economic
activity and in landed property. Almost by tradition a trading
group, the Ibadan Ijebus play a more dominant economic
role than in politics. In contrast to this enterprising businesslike trait in the Ijebus, migrant Ibos in Ibadan are a preeminently wage-earning group in search of employment.
The Ibo community in Ibadan includes highly
=1ualified academic and administrative professionals, hut
labourers, stewards, mechanics, clerks and salesmen,
predominate in this ethnic group. To a lesser degree,
the Hausa form another separate economic group, monopolis~ng almost exclusively the trade in kola nuts and cattle
betvveen Ibadan and Northern Nigeria. Finally in this
section of the book, we are presented with an analysis
of Ibadan's elite who "through their attainment of appropriate
educational qualifications have replaced the expatriates
and occupied the many new posts, and who have adopted a
style of life substantially European in its external
appearances". (p. 130). Their backgrounds, tastes, mode
of life embracing family and friendship connections, and
leisure time are described in some detail. Socially, all
these various but Nigerian ethnic groups live in separate
quarters of the city and thus keep themselves apart from
one another. Each ethnic group has its own communal
organizations 'hich look after the interests and needs of
the group. Nevertheless, the presence of all ethnic groups
including non -Africans, gives Ibadan a cosmopolitan
outlook.
The final series of essays attempt to delineate
continuity and change in the economic, political,
administrative, religious and educational pursuits of the
city. Traditional craft industries co-exist with modern
industrial enterprises. Ibadan is served with their
produce in a net-work of periodic markets and modern
department stores. The sharp differences in the output
between traditional crafts and industrial enterprises creatE
the need for bridging the widening gap between the two
in order to improve and expand the output of the former.
Despite the fact that agriculture and many smaller
traditional industries absorb part of Ibadan's wage earning
labour force, unemployment persists as a major problem
for the city. This is aggravated by the influx of schoolleavers who, finding no jobs in their own areas, flock to
Ibadan for work. Ironically, speed -up in education by
the Western Nigerian Government in primary schools is

partly responsible for the rise of unemployment among the
educated youth.
Yet, in spite of its forebodings, the book is a
penetrating study of the city's potentialities that could be
marshalled to good use. Ibadan's administrators face two
basic problems: smooth running of the city and an efficien1
administration of its affairs. This involves the provision
of adequate public utilities and services such as water
supply, electricity, healthy sanitary conditions and relief
of congestion and overcrowding in the city. In analysing
these problems, the contributors do not themselves
attempt to provide all the answers to them. Nevertheless,
suggestions regarding improvements in the city's life are
made. In this regard, the book is a valuable stud , which,
by presenting Ibadan as a traditional pre-industrial city
adapting itself to modern needs and conditions, describes
in many ways, similar problems that may be said to beset
other West African cities.

Reginald Herbold Green
READINGS IN THE APPLIED ECONOMICS OF AFRICA
edited by Edith H. Whetham and Jean 1. Currie
(Cambridge University Press, 2 vols)
These two volumes are a most welcome addition to
economic literature on Africa, collecting, as they do, a
number of article and volume selections in a readily
available format. Certainly they should appear on
university reading lists and library shelves and in the
working collections of serious students of Africa and of
economic development. No really comparable collection
of serious pieces on the economic issues, structures, and
problems confronting Africa exists at least in a readily
available form.
The idea of anthologising selected pieces of real substance
to provide a selective depth introduction is sound and the
quality of the individual choices is high. Limiting of the
,;ollection to ' Applied Economics" is reasonable - perhaps
even inevitable as theoretical studies related spec ifically
to African economic situations are more conspicuous by
their rarity than their quality. A variety of approaches to
economic description, analysis, and policy framing are
presented albeit the coverage is somewhat patchy. This
is unfortunate as it will tend to limit the volumes' usefulness
in demonstrating to students the relevance of, say, statis-
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tics and econometrics to African economic analysis or
managenlent. By and large, however, the editors' purpose
of supplementing "international" princ iples and theory
texts on the one hand and specifically national articles
and public documents on tl- ~ other with applied analyses
from several countries is 1 asonably well served - for
universities in Nigeria, Ghana, Kenya, Uganda, and
Tanzania.
The basic limitations of the present volumes lies
in inadequate 20verage. This weakness is apparent
linguistically and geographically in author selection, and
topically. (The reviewer is duly anthologised so that this
is not a personal lament, albeit he is rather amazed at
v/hat the editors believe his article to do. )
There are no selections specifically dealing with
Francophonic Africa (despite the availability of English
language sources, e.g. Berg, Zollberg) and only four with
overall African as opposed to specific Anglophonic
approaches. Of the 32 pieces 14 are based on Nigerian
data, 7 on Kenyan, 6 on Ugandan, and 5 each on Ghanaian
and Tanzanian. Even assuming a deliberate policy of
excluding the Mahgreb, the coverage leaves tremendous
territorial gaps and presents a highly atypical group of
economies as if they were fully representative of all Africa.
Topics left unillustrated include: overall economic
policy formulation, industrial policy and strategy, economic
planning and development strategy form_ulation and
implementation,international trade (apart frorn one piece
on comrnodity agreements), public sector organization and
organizations (e. g. development corporations), region~.l
economic integration, and relations between econoluic s
and econon1ists and overall national development and the
forces shaping it. All of these are clearly critical applied
fields. A sizeable body of useable material exists on each often in the same journals used by the editors of other
s.elections.
Of the 32 pieces 15 are by British writers, 8 by
North American, 2 by Western European, and 6 by African
(more accurately Nigerian). This is to say the least
unduly limited - available materials by Ghanaian, Kenyan,
Tanzanian, Malawian, Ugandan, Malian, Senegalese,
Malagasy, Polish Scandinavian, and Russian writers
are not lacking. The total absence of African authors
from states other than Nigeria: - an absence not
justifiable in terms of any lack of competent pieces is particularly distressing. A roster of missing names,
e.g. : Omaboe, J.H. Mensah, Onitiri, Aboyade, Sedou,
Badian, Dia, Ndegwa, Seers, Hazlewood, Stolper,
Szereszewski, Dumont, de Bernis, Amin, La Croix,
Ewing, Perroux, Berg is disquieting to read - except
perhaps in hopes of another pair of volumes. So is
the absence of any use of analytical or strategy-presentation excerpts from plans (e. g. Nigeria, Ghana,
Kenya, Uganda, Senegal, Cameroun, Tunisia) or policy
statements of genuine economic substance (e.g. Kenya's
Sessional Paper No. 10 on "African Socialism", Chisiza
or Senghor on the same topic, Nyerere's MacDougall Lecture
to the FAO).
One result - possibly intentional - of the selection
pattern is to make economic issues in Africa appear
remarkably clear and non-controversial. The apparent
aim is to provide an up to date, though by no means
avant garde, survey of conventional economic wisdom
and one as far divorcei as possible from consideration
of underlying relationships be~.veen applied economic s
and applied politics and socialogy.
Only 5 of the 27 authors could reasonably be classed
as radical in their economic or political economic stance
(even in their cases, the selections used mute these
characteristics) and none is "conservative" (i. e. 19th

Century Liberal as c. g. Bauer, Yamey, Frankel, Stolper).
This is a serious loss, applied economics is controversial
and the nature of applied economic issues is not c learcut;
to fail to highlight these facts is to do a disservice to the
readers. Further, since allocation of scarce resources
among competing uses is at the heart of the political process
and economic change u·sually hns significant impact on social
relationships and structures, applied economics is
ineVitably concerned \vith politics and sociolog:v. To ignore
these realities may be conventional - though increasingly
less so - but it is hardly either modern or \visdon1.
None of the above detracts from the fact that these
volumes are \vell \vorth buying and reading. The works
presented are serious, the selections long enough to be
~oherent: the approach to African economics and economies
as worthy of study in their own right both sound and refreshing.

Geoffrey Kay
UNITY OR POVERTY-? THE ECONOMICS OF PANAFRICANIS1\1 by Reginald H. Green and Ann Seidman
(Penguin African Library')
Under -development in Afr ic a is a continuing process
lorgel) determined and patterned by the international ties
of the under-developing countries that make up the continent.
This point if often plQyed down and one school of \vestern
analysts chose to treat the external constraints on
developn1ent 8S minimal and beyond the scope of effective
political action: the international ties of the fragmented
and quasi -independent states of Africa are treated as
though they are no more than a passive context and it is
contended that development can be achieved by internal
action. This modernising, administrative and largely
apolitical approach is challenged by Green and Seidman.
\Vorking within a structuralist framework - perhaps the
best made of J.nalysis for comprehending development and
tmder-developn1ent and one to \vhich Reg Green has elsewhere made invaluable contributions -- the authors insist
that the international condition of the separate African
states is the crucial factor maintaining under-development
and conclude that only political action conceived and implemented internationally can break the under-develop~ent
syndrome: hence the choice: "unity or poverty.·i~~
The economic case for unity in Africa is over~~1elming.
Green and Seidman spell out the general ·theoretical reasons
for this in a way that ensures their book will be an
in1portant addition to the literature of economic development:
they must be congratulated for writing in a style that will
make their theses readily understandable to non -economists.
Yet this book is meant to be more than an academic treatise:
it started its life as a background paper prepared in Accra
for the 1964 Cairo Conference of the GAU and was conceived
as providing the basis for a plan of action. In particular
Part 3 entitled 'Steps towards Continental Unity' is nothing
short of a perspective plan for continental development and
when economic integration in Africa becomes a political
reality the perspectives developed here will be highly
relevant.
But this is really the crux of the matter and what
unanchors the book from contemporary history and political
reality. The authors present the case for African unity:
they do not map out the route to unity, to the political
strategy of unification.
Here the work reveals its pedigree
and implicitly accepts the pre-coup Ghana position The
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present situation is evidence enough of the historical
.
.'
dismIssal
inadequacy of the Ghanaian POSI't'Ion b ut the derISIve
that it receives from so many quarters is far from being
totally justified. Formal decolonisation was a moment in .
African history and it did seem at the time there was a unIty
of poverty. Nkrumah's mistake was not that he. cal1e~ .for
African unity in 1960 but his failure to rethink hIS posItIon
in 1964 when the "unity now" policy lay in ruin and had
degenerated into a number of empty slogans. We are not
arguing at all that Green and Seidman are perpetuating a now
defunct policy; on the contrary, they are performing a
creative role by salvaging from the early sixties those issues
whose relevance was not narrowly linked to the period
immediately following decolonisation.
Thus this book marks the end of one epoch of political
activity and thought: it should be treated as the conclusion
of the nationalist period which, it is now clear, marked only

then end of one particular forn1 of imperial domination in
Africa but not the end of imperialism. U ITY OR PO\~ERTY
articulates clearly th imperatives that nationalisn1 rnade
transparent but does not sho\\ how these imperati\'c can be
met. What it does is to define these imperatives more closely
than ever before and in this way defines for the next political
generation in Africa the econornic guidelines for political
action.
Green and Seidman have presented a utopia, but not a vague,
abstract and historically impos ible utopia. It is not a
utopia that can only be achiev cl at some indefinite future date
but a real alternative to the pre ~ent, a feasible schen18 whose
immediate implenlentation is prevented by the pres nt political
order. Thus by presenting an ilupeccable economic analysis
Gre n and Seidman define the ne d for a political analysis
which \vhen it is made and translated into a plan of action
will open a new eooch in African history.

But the real tragedy is that it should be possible for an
erudite professor, in an otherwise penetrating study of the
South African condition (the publishers describe it as "the
onl holistic sociological anal sis of South Africa in print"),
to deliver himself of the kind of diatribe that is found here.
The answer lies somewhere in his extensive bibliograph . Prof van den Berghe does not claim mo~:'e than
"som 1110clicUl11. of prior familiarity with South African
conditions. " and says his "analysis is already onceremo ed from the factual raw data (to which I do not claim
to contribute significantly)".
This is not a review but an attempt, in settinO' the
record straight, to trace to its roots the maleficence
which has led this man of letters to cram into a single
chapter as many fallacies, perversions of truth and
totally unwarranted conclusions as one seldom finds
in the space of the least informed book on the subject.
In the chapter entitled "Conflicts: Th
on-White
Oppo .. ition. " in which he deals with political attitudes
among Africans, Indians and so-called Coloureds, his
material and presentation of "facts" bear striking
similarities to Leo Kuper's 'An African Bourgeoisie
and Ronald Segal' s 'Into Exile', both of which are
Year after year a torrent of abuse comes off the \vorld's
inc luded in the bibliography.
printing presses directed against the Pan-Africanist Congress
I havc previously twice dealt with Dr Kuper's
of South Africa. It has built up into the most pernicious
book in the '.l. ew African I, in a revie\v in April 1966 and
literature that any liberation movement has had to contend with
an artic le in June 1966 (these may be referred to as
anywhere ,in Africa, barring perhaps the Mau Mau, buffeted on
conlplementaries to the present article). It may be noted
all sides by "friend 11 and foe alike.
in passing that \vhile Kuper and '"an den Berghe appl)
Using sophisticated tools (half-truth concocted out of
se ien tific analysis to the subject, Segal rs is highly slanted
garbled versions of PAC policy statements and reinforced
reporting and personal comment.
by an occasional blatant lie and a plethora of inferences and
I believe it is Segal ' s book, more than any other to
insinuations), the so-called South African White "Left"
which van den Berghe turned for his material on the PAC,
has over the years assiduously constructed an arsenal for
and a less qualified source can hardly be imagined.
ot
counter -revolutionary ideological warfare.
only is Segal , in his own words, "unashamedly partisan'
Whatever their intentions or motives may be, whatever.
he is also fiercely hostile to the PAC. His consuming
their differences on policy or disagreement on strategy and
hatred of the PAC has led him to some shocking excesses
in his book.
tactic s, it is inexcusable to mount such a campaign of
vilification against the largest single organisation of the
"l had never had a moment's sympathy with the aims
oppressed in South Africa. For what does the intention
and activities of the Africanists. Their whole moven1cnt \vas
matter if the effect is the same: to impede the revolution?
inspired by a black hysteria .... The anti-Indian bigotry,
I have never been under any illusions about the
which reverberated through so many Africanist artic les and
incalculable harm which the campaign could do in the sensispeeches, had reached its flanl ing clin1ax years before in
tive sphere of world opinion, and have from time to time
the 1949 Durban riots, when Africans, in an explosion of
attempted to .counter some of its deleterious effects. But in
hatred and despair, had turned from the well-protected
my wildest fears I could never have imagined anything
whites to th helpless Indians of the City, killing and burning. "
approaching the real damage that is being wrought .....
There was no group known as Africanists in 1949, let
until I read Prof Pierre van den Bcrghe' s booI<.
alone "Africanist articles and speeches. 11 Of course, Segal
The book is otherWise an impeccable piece of scholardoesn rt claim there was, either ... not in so many \vords,
ship, and its lapses are all the more deadly for that.
at any rate. But no one reading that passage can gain any
lS 0 TH AFRICA: A STl!DY I~ CONFLICT by Pierre L van den Berghe (Vniv. of California Press)

Matthew Nkoana
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impression other than that the Africanist were possessed of
the same 11 anti -Indian bigotry" \vhich led to ''killing and
burning" - a decade before the PAC came into being.
Prof. ,-an den Berghe has not escaped that impression.
But he, of course, is not hysterical like Segal. Nevertheless, \vithout adducing any evidence of his own, he trW1dles
the same stuff, cloaked in the respectable garb of scientific
analysis:
"Racialism among the non -\Vhites has militated against
the formation of a truly united non-European front. The
Congress AJliance claims to represent such a front, but is
itself divided into racial branches for reasons that we shall
examine presently. The Pan -African Congress is militantly
anti-Indian, anti -European and anti-Coloured: in spite of
declarations to the contrary.
"Because of their political passivity and racial
feelings, the Coloureds are regarded with mistrust and
hostility by the mass of Africans. Although Indians and
Africans have closely co-operated. at the leadership level of
the Congress Alliance, anti-Indian feeling is strong among
many Africans, who, like the \Vhites, have used the Indians
as scapegoats, and have viewed Indian merchants as exploiters.
"Conversely, most Indians remelnber the 1949
pogrom, ~d as a small, defenceless minority, they are
justifiably afraid of Black nationalism. Within the African
group itself, the remnants of ethnic antagonisms are still a
serious obstacle to political unity, particularly in the 1110re
rural areas. "
Except for the loose use of the word "racialism't. one would
not quarrel with the general breakdown of the position regarding
human relations between groups in the country who D re not white.
As a rule, one should not confuse what mistrust - and even
hostility - exists among them with racialism. Of the \vhitcs
van den Berghe correctly says:
"At the level of values and ideology, the European
settlers developed an elaborate racial mythology to
rationalize their rule ... " This is what came to be kno'vvn as
racialism, the ideology of racial superiority and exclusiveness, which is not evident in any other group in the country.
least of all the African group. Cultural and: religious:
differences remain among the groups, but these constitute
an obstacle to political unity only insofar as political
consciousness remains low or nil, though they inhibit soc ia 1
intercour se.
That leaves us yet to deal with the most serious charge
made by van den Berghe. 'The Pan-African
Congress is militantly anti-Indian, anti-European and antiColoured, in spite of declarations to the contrary." Apart
from the bibliography, van den Berghe offers not a tittle of
evidence for this serious charge, nor does he give any idea
of w!1.at the "declarations to the contrary" are.
This is a serious lapse of scholarship, not mitigated
by the fact that he ~as been taken for a ride by Ronald Segal
and others of that sort. For the anti-Indian charge, Segal
has nothing better to offer by way of evidence than the P AC 's
ideological mistrust of the Indian merchant class. And for
'b:ack hysteria" Segal, where he is not adducing completely
mIsleading evidence as in the case of the Durban riots
offers the following scene from the PAC foundation
'
conference:
Y

'Sobukwe delivered a long theoretical disquisition to
the conference at its opening session, but his example
was not rigorously followed. Three clergymen decorated
the platforln, and in prayers and addresses they attacked
'the h 00 1"Igans of Europe who killed our God and have never
been Con 'icted, ' while cheers greeted the salute to 'a black
man, Simon of Arabia, who carried Jesus from the Cross. III
Van den Berghe, pointing out that Africans "used
Christi"t
anI y an d l·b
1 era l'Ism to challenge the legitimacy of

White domination, " takes up the Segal theme: "At the same
time, White racialism called forth its antithesis, namely
the Black racialism represented in the local brand of
Pan-Africanism, and in some religious sects of the 'Zionist'
variety. "
In fact, only one of the clergymen in question made
the remarks which are attributed to all three of them by Segal,
and he "vas the only one who canle from a Black-controlled
church, one of the many which have broken a\vay £ron1 the
White-run churches in revolt against paternalism. The
point is worth making not only in the interests of accuracy
but in view of the racialist overtones ascribed to the
clergyman's remarks.
In a society where, as van den Berghe himself
observes, "the fundamentalistic Calvinism of the Boers
has been reinterpreted to defend racialism, "where the
Herrenvolk ideology has succeeded in internalising a sense
of inferiority among the Africans, the remark that it was,
ironically, one of Ham's cursed sons who "carried Jesus
from the Cross" was well-chosen for the occasion.
Perhaps it is only those who have actually lived the
life of inferiority who can fully comprehend the devastating
effects of this kind of degradation on the broad mass of the
people. Perhaps only a mass psychologist can contemplate
the effec ts on people who for a lifetime are not only treated
either as criminals or potential criminals but are made
to feel they are worthy of nothing but contempt.
Can they react other than by becoming sycophantic,
fa\vning, smirking, cringing, servile, slavish? Van den
Berghe observes: "One can 'play the game' \vithout accepting the rules. Such is the ailn of coercion, but behavioural
conformit) to norms of another group is also often the
result of free choice, for the sake of status, convenience,
Inonetary gain etc." Ultimately they must do it by sheer
force of habit. unself-consiousl).
Elsewhere, dealing \vith the advent of the Africanist
Movelnent~ the formation of the PAC c\nd its projected "drastic
overhaul of standards imposed on a subject people by a
rabidly racist oligarchy, a revaluation of social norms "
wrote:
'
"The racist philosophy had permeated all strata of
society, and had its victims among both the rulers and the
ruled. . .. Through both subtle indoctrination and rigid
enforcement, the idea had come to be accepted even by
Africans, \villy-nilly or unconsciously, that the white man
was a superior being with a right conferred from on high
to lord it over all others. "
There is some ironic twist in the fact that van den
Berghe, whose theoretical approach to the South African
question comes nearer the PAC position than anything I
have known outside the Marxist school, should be the one
non -South African to be inveigled farthest away from
understanding it. It shows how much damage has been
wrought by the anti-PAC campaign.
Applying a new blend of the functionalist approach
with the ~egelian-Marxiandialecticto"analyse systematically a hIghly complex and unusual society, " he points out
that "an orthodox dialectic, in either its Hegelian or its
Marxian form of single -factor determinism, is inadequate. "
In fact, the so-called "single-factor" position has long
been abandoned by Marxist thinkers, mainly on the strength
of its disavow·al by Engels at the turn of the century. But it
will be profitable to concern ourselves here less \vith
general theoretical questions and more with Van den BerO"he's
actual application of his method.
0
By way of introducing the method, Van den Berghe states
that "functionalism as such allows for at least three sources
of social change: individual invention and discovery.
adaptation to external change; and a gradual, orderi y
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process of growth in size and complexity through functional
and structural differentiation.
"However, this approach to change is only a pa~tial .
one, and must be complemented by an Hegelian-Marxlan VIew
of change as an internally generated process of conflict and
contradiction between opposites. Much change is abrupt,
qualitative, and revolutionary. . . My argument is simply
that the dialect method complements the functionalist
approach to change. "
Yet van den Berghe over -extends the dialectic method
into the extremity of inventing Black racialism in South
Africa. He seems to start off from the position where he
says to himself: "If there is no Black racialism, there damn
well has to be! For otherwise it would make nonsense of
the law of opposites." This is the effect made by his use of
the dialectic method merely as an analytical tool, not as a
law in its own right.
He has probably been led into this untenable position,
not by rejecting the economic element as the only determining factor (which he did correctly), but by displac ing it as
the ultimately determining element in history. From this
erroneous position he approaches the South African
situation as follows:
·"Ot greater interest yet is the lack of salience of social
class in South Africa. To be sure, there exist income and
occupational strata within each of the four races, but, at the
same time, there is a high correlation between socioeconomic variables and race. Social classes in the
Marxian sense exist by definition, as they must in any
capitalist country, but they are not meaningful social
realities.
"Clearly, pigmentation, rather than ownership of land
or capital, is the most significant criterion of status in
South Africa. The attempt to salvage Marxian orthodoxy
by identifying the Whites with the capitalists and the Africans
with the proletariat is unacceptable because it does violence
to the facts and is, at best, a grossly distorted oversimplification f ' •
The basic argument is partially correct, but the case
has been grossly overstated. No student of South African
affairs will deny the crucial role played by pigmentocracy
in the social cleavages of the land, but to promote it to
first place in the vortex of social forces is to put the
cart before the horse, thus relegating the motivating
force to second place.
The question that any conscientious investigator
must seek to answer is: Why is colour -bar written into
lav/ in South Africa? If colour consc iousness were a rigidly
static phenomenon as the argument assumes, there would
be no necessity to bo.lster it up by legislation. Van den Berghe
comes nearest to the answer, but just, when he says:
"Originally, cultural lines of cleavage coincided with
racial lines. The latter became increasingly rigid as cultural
and racial distinctiohs overlapped less and less, due to
miscegenation and acculturation. Apartheid ideology
persists in identifying and confusing the two (speaking,
for example, of 'White civilization'), in wishing away
the lack of identity, or, where it has recognised the trend
towards increasing dissociation of race and culture, in
implementing measures to re -establish the identity which
existed for a short period in the seventeenth century. "
But to discuss these processes as if their interaction proceeds independently of economic factors is to place
them in a vacuum and must therefore leave one standing at
the forecourt of reality. It is true that not all whites
possess capital and it is also true that not all Africans
constitute the proletariat. On the other hand, it is true
that all capital is in the POssession of the whites and that
for all practical purposes the proletariat is entirely black.

Proceeding from his statement that to identify whites
with the capitalists and Africans with the proletariat "does
violence to the facts and is, at best, a grossly distorted
over -simplification," van den Berghe goes on:
"Conversely, to lump White and non-White wage earners
in one supposedly unified, class-eonscious proletariat with
common interests against the bourgeoisie is obviously
nonsensical. "
This is correct and acceptable to me as a bare
statement of fact. But the investigation has not gone
beyond the perceptual stage of cognition, whence
account must be taken of the fact that the differentiation
is based on both colour and .economic interests, 'with the
latter holding the upper hand. The White workers are a
]abour aristocracy and the others the real proletariat.
Van den Berghe goes on, incontrovertibly:
"As to traditional African societies, they cannot be
analysed in Marxian class terms at all, as African s0cialists
rightly point out. Communal land tenure, for example~
puts the African peasantry in a radically different 'class'
position than the peasantry of Europe dealt with by ~~rx. "
It is on the question of non -racialism as a political
concept that a great deal of heat is generated. In common
\vith Dr Kuper, Segal and others, van den Berghe accords
to the race question pride of place among the social forces
at work in South Africa. My own position was stated in
the June 1966 article on Dr Kuper's book, where, among
other things, I stated:
"To me politics is a matter of interest s, both
material and spiritual, and all social evils, including
racialism, can have their roots traced to a conflict of
interests. To Dr Kuper the ultimate evil is racialism,
not the cut-throat competition of devil-may-take-thehindmost capitalism. "
This is the position taken in all PAC basic
dOCUlnents. Mangaliso Robert Sobukwe. the PAC
President, expounded in his inaugural address on the
non-racialist approach of the Africanists as follows:
"The Africanists take the view that there is only
one race to \vhich we all belong, and that is the human
race. In our vocabulary, therefore, the word 'race' as
appl ied to man, has no plural form. We do, ho\vever.
admit the existence of observable physical differences
between various groups of people, but these differences
are the result of a number of factors, chief among which
has been geographical isolation.
"In Africa the myth of rac e has been propounded and
propagated by the imperialists and colonialists from
Europe, in order to facilitate and justify their inhuman
exploitation of the indigenous people of the land. It is
from this myth of race with all its attendant claims of
cultural superiority that the doctrine of white supremacy
stems ....
"Let me close discussion of this topic by declaring,
on behalf of the Africanists, that with UNESCO we hold
that 'every man is his brother's keeper'. For every man is
a piece of the continent, a part of the main, because he is
involved in mankind. "
This aspect of the declared philosophy of the PAC is
never discussed but simply \vaved aside by the critics, to
whom, it seems, the essence of non -racialism is its organisational form. Thus van den Berghe considers that the
"only truly non-racial political groups" in South Africa are
the now extinct Liberal Party and the dormant Communist
Party, by virtue of their all-race membership.
What these people don't seem ever to ask themselves
is what the various organisations exist for. If an organisation in South Mrica exists for the business of making
revolution, its raw material is readily found in the African
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communit)T, the mOst underprivileged section of the
population. Mlat could be more logical, then, than that such
an organisntio n should be anchored - and anchored firmly in the Afric:m masses? PAC is such an organisation.
It does not follow, of course~ that the other organisations do not \vant to make revolution. On the balance of
probabilities: they do; but if they are not anchored firml:)'
in the African masses, there must be a major fault in
their choice of tools, arising from a subject ive instead
of an objective analysis of the social forces at work in
the countl'\'.
The Vsubjective quality of their analysis leads to a
wrong choice of priorities. They must create, as a
priority, a Ifnon -racial" organisation in order to prevent
a White-Black polarisation leading to a racial 'war.
But a \V'hitc-Black cleavage of interest is already there:
as objective analysis makes clear, and cannot be wished
away.
Thus the most that a lInon -racial" organisation can
do in the circumstances is to blunt the edges of conflict
in an effort to prevent a bloody revolution. The Liberal
Party was quite frank on this, committed as it \vas to a
policy of non-violence, even though it should have lmo\vn
that violence was inevitable if there was to be any change
in South Africa.
The Communist Party of South Africa has been less
candid. They had socialist goals, but not as an imnlediate
practical solution, as they themselves have now admitted.
In practice they did everything not only to blunt the edges
of conflict but to ensure that there would be no violent
revolution.
Much of this has been testified to by Bram Fischer,
an imprisoned leader of the Party. His testimony has been
endorsed by those of the Party leaders who now live
abroad, who have described his statements in court as
"an eloquent defence" of their policy and progranlme,
and gave them the widest possible international publicity.
Bram Fischer said:
"We have never aimed at a despotic system of
governnlent. Nor were efforts ever directed to establishing
a dictatorship of the proletariat in this country. . .... As I
have already indicated we have never put for\vard socialism
as our immediate solution. What we have said is that
immediate dangers can be avoided by what we always refer
to as a national democratic revolution. "
He di sapprovingly cited the people's revolts ' in
Zeerust and Sekhukhuniland, in Durban and Warmbaths,
in Zululand and Pondoland," as a prelude to "violence in
its most dangerous form." And he depreciatingly cited
what he called "Paarl riots and Bashee River murders, 't
meaning PAC - inspired uprisings in which Whites were
killed, as lIprecisely that kind of terrorism which we have
always fought to prevent. "
There, we have it from the horse's mouth. It is
certainlv counter -revolution. As I said earlier, these
men ma~ have the 'cleanest of motives, and no doubt some
of them are honourable men. They probably did want
revolution, but a peaceful revolution. Even van den
Berghe, a Western-oriented academic, almost admits
that any hopes of a peaceful revolutton in South Africa
are nothing but a grand delusion.
He writes: "South Africa not only shows that the
'tolerance limits' for disequilibrium and conflict are very
much Wider than functionalist theory would lead one to
expect; it also impels one to predict that change must be
revolutionary, i. e., abrupt, profound, qualitative, and
probably violent." South Africans should know better.
South African "communists" should lmow better still.

Ho\\! does the P AC try to make revolution? As it must
have become clear by now, its political thinking has been
influenced, over and above all the outstanding characteristi cs
of the South African social milieu, by the severely depressed
condition of thE: African people, \vho to the PAC include the
so-called Coloureds. (The nlost 8.bsurd of the charges
against the PAC is that it is anti-Coloureds).
The people remain largely illiterate and therefore
easy prey to the degrading effects of tyranny, \vithout the
means of minimal self -upliftment. Without rudimentary
education a man cannot advance be} ond certain narrow
horizons of cz...-per iencc, even in the best of environments.
Dispossessed of their lands, they \vere left \vithout anchor
in the formerly stabilising traditional societies, their
traditional nlodes of development disrupted.
But one heritage they could not be deprived of was their
common historical experience of struggle for the preservation
of what \vas their ovm. Zulu, Xhosa, Sotho, Pedi, Shangane all have a glorious history of struggle against invasion by
foriegners.
They might not be able to read Marx and learn about
the privations, \vealmesses and strengths of the working
r'lass and peasantry. But they knO\V the shame of defeat
and the glory of victory in battle; they have memories of
valour in \var and knowledge of the good things of life which
they fought to preserve, handed do\vn from generation to
generation, along with an acute sense of grievance.
"It is our contention, "\vrote Sobuk\ve in 1959, "that
the vast illiterate and semi -literate lllasses of the Africans
are the cornerstone, the key and the very life of the
struggle for democracy. FrOlll this we dra\v the logical
conclusion that the rousing and consolidation of the masses
is the primary task of liberation.
"This leads to the logical conclusion that African
Nationalism is the liberatory outlook (the antithesis) to
achieve this gigantic and historic task and that the philosophy
of Africanisln (the synthesis for a non -rac ial socialist
democracy) holds out the hope of a genuine democracy beyond
the stormy sea of struggle. 11
V:ln den Berghe holds that the antithesis of White
racialism is Black racialism. Since he shows how the
Whites "developed an elaborate raci81 mythology to
rationalise their rule, " he might have attempted to sho\v
ho\v the Pan -Africanists \vere developing a Black rac ial
mythology - if he could!
\Ve have already referred to their view of one race the hunlan race. Further material on the question is found
in the 1959 Pan-Africanist Manifesto. Following is an extract:
l'In South Africa the social force which upholds the
material, intellectual and spiritual interests of the oppressed
people is African Nationalism, and the social force which
upholds the material, intellectual and spiritual interests of
the oppressor is Herrenvolkism (the ideology of a master-race).
"These anitithetical forces shall find their final
reconciliation everlasting in the synthesis of Africanism,
in which the contradictory aspects shall have vanished and
only the unifying factors which portray no instability shall
remain. Africanism is a social force that upholds the material,
intellectual and spiritual interests of the individual. "
Of course, social forces are not released as by a touchbutton machine. It is not suggested that it \vill only be when
White supremacy will have been overthrown (by revolution) that
Africanism will begin the process of coming into its 0\\111. That
process began with the prevalence of social conditions which
led to the perception of Africanism, \\,'hence it developed into
a body of theory.
It has now begun to take organisational form in the PAC,
whose membership now includes people of all races. The
process is necessarily slo\v, because conditions have not
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been favourable for the Africanisation of non -Africans in
the chronically racialist South African set-up. Besides, it
is a unique concept, a unique philosophy, never having been
tried anywhere else.
In the rest of Africa, independent Africa, \vhen they
talk of Africanisation, they mean take-over by Africans of
posts and jobs in administration and other spheres of activity.
In South Mrica it means converting foreigners into fullfledged citizens. "politically we stand for government of
the Africans for the Africans by the Africans, with everybody
who owes his loyalty onl to Africa ... being regarded as an
African, " wrote Sobukwe in 1959.
He correctly assumed that most Whites, rather than live
in a Black-ruled South Africa, would prefer to emigrate
elsewhere, and therefore emphasised that those non-Africans
who accepted "the democratic rule of an African majority"
would be regarded as Africans. In Africanist thinking there
was no question but that an African takeover in South Africa
would be by revolution.
Economically he said, "We stand committed to a policy
guaranteeing the most equitable distribution of wealth.
Socially we aim at the full development of the human personality
and a ruthless uprooting and outlawing of all forms or manifestations of the rac ial myth. To sum it up we stand for
an Africanist Socialist Democracy. "
Great play has been made by Segal and others of the PAC I
ideological mistrust of the Indian merchant clas in South
Africa. In his book Segal reproduces a garbled version of
an article by Peter Nkutsoeu Raboroko which was published
at the beginning of 1960 in ' Africa South', edited by Segal
himself, to illustrate the supposed anti-Indian and anti-White
attitudes of the Africanists.
Far from aclmovvledging it as a Marxist approach to the
South African situation, Segal dismisses the content of the
article as "racial hysterics." Segal may be anti-Marxist, in
which case his antipathy to application of Marxisn1 to South
African conditions would not be surprising. But he behaves
like an ignoramus when he sees it as racialism. What is
more, he leaves out a vital part of the quotation \\ hich would
make him look silly.
I have no space here for reproducing the quotation in full,
but only for what Segal left out. Showing that co-operation with
members of the White ruling elass and the r- {ian merchant
class was not feasible and could only result in a betrayal of
African interests, Raboroko comments on the Congress
Alliance and its 'freedom charter' and says:
"To them master and slave - the exploiter and the
exploited, the oppressor and the oppressed, the degrader
and the degraded - are all equals. To them indigenous
African nationals and immigrant European foreign
nationals, the dispossessed and their dispossessers,
the ~ictims and their robbers - are all countrymen. For
them the progressive and the reactionary - the African
subject and his foreign overlord, the African nationalist and
the .colonialist or white supremacist, the liberationist and
the collaborationist - are all brothers".
That is where Segal ends the quotation, either because
he is incapable of follOWing the dialectical thought process
or is too hostile to the PAC even to allow it to speak for
itself. The follOWing is what he suppresses:
"The problem of the synthesis of opposites cannot be
resolved by the wave of a magic wand. It is only after all
these sets of antithetical nategories have been duly
reconciled that we can reach the final categories - equals,
countrymen, and brothers - which betray no instability.
"Such reco.nciliation is possible only in Africanism,
the final syntheSIS of these categories which the Africanist
Manifesto defines as 'the social force which upholds the
material and spiritual interests of the individual' ".

In his inaugural address Sobukwe considered th
role \vhich South African Indians could play in the struggle
for liberation, and said:
"In the South African set-up of today, this group is an
oppressed minority. But there are some members of this
group, the merchant class in particular, who have become
tainted with the virus of cultural supremacy and national
arrogance. This class id ntifies itself by and large \vith
the oppressor but, significantly, this is the group \vhich
provides the political leadership of the Indian people in
South Africa.
, And all that the politic s of this class have 111eant up
to now is preservation and defence of the sectional interests
of the Indian merchant class. The down -trodden, poor
'stinking coolies' (so-called) of Natal who, alone, as a
result of the pressure of material conditions, can identify
themseh es with the indigenous African majority in the
struggle to overthrow White Supremacy, have not yet
produced their leadership. \\ e hope they will do so soon. "
That was in 1959. The position has not altered much
since then. But Indian militants have come up to take their
place in the PAC. And the struggle continues
.

~~£~STOTHE
Oxford Conference
Andreas z. Shioanga

SOUTH \\"EST AFRICA. TRAVESTY OF TR ST
ecIitecl by Ronald Segal and Ruth First (Andre Deut ch)
A Re110rt on the American Reality
As far back as 1930 people like Commissioner Rappard
of the Permanent Mandates Commission of the now-iiefunct
League of Nations - as quoted by Prof. Robert L. Bradford
in his b1' i 11 iant paper presented to the International
Conference on South West Africa held at Oxford in 11arch
1966 - s~w that the "spirit" of the mandate was not being
fulfilled~ ~nd that there were similarities between the
Union 's ~ttitude towards Africans and that of the Germans
before 1914 - an outlook which \ iewed the Africans as
inhuman, in1personal, statistical labour units rather than as
individual, worthy objects of the vaunted 'sacred trust' "
FUl.~thern10re, Commissioner Rappard's correct
-obser\ ation that:
"On every occasion in the past when whites and blacks
had come into contact in territories equally inhabitable by
both races, the blacks had gone to the wall",
could, - with omission of the \.yords "in the past" amply sum
up the situation currently prevailing in South West Africa.
This book contains some valuable expert papers on the
territory, all of them given at the Oxford Conference mentioned
above. But it would be erroneous on my part to remain
indifferent and not to point out some which are equally
misleading. An example is the paper presented by
Pro£. Helmut Bley of Hamburg University, West Germany.
lt is clearly written in a classical colonial fashion, so much
so that it would take the \vhole space available to rebut.
lt puts the cart before the horse throughout. Pro£. Bley
starts \vith the following:
"The events and consequences of the war (1904-1907)
waged by the Herero and the ama again t (sic) the Germans
durin<Y the period of German sov reignty ..... "
Note the term "sovereignty" Pro£. Bley is using of this
colonial period. He goes on to state that ..... " the Hereros
rose and engaged in a course of general pillage and killing
in which over 100 settlers (Gern1ans) and soldi rs lost their
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lives. Furth9r on Prof. Ble recounts that the apparently
justified Germans "retaliated by mOW1ting a full scal war,
in which over 700J of the Her ro and probably an even greater
percentage of the Nama .... were annihilated". To be sure,
Prof. Bley sees nothing wrong e en at Oxford in 1966), \vith
German colonialism in South \V t Africa, for he states that:
"The policy pursued by the Colonial Department and by the
Governer \vas a policy of 'a"bloodless conquest' ". Herr Blcy
described the strategic principles that led the notorious
General Von Trotha to wage ... "a \var of extermination, ....
for he sub cribed to the view that \vhat was happening in South
West Africa was the first stage of a great racial war" in
other words here we have to put up once more with the same
old story called "history" of th Heinrich Vedder style, this
time from th Hamburg Univer it~T professor.
As so much of this book shows, that whether in the
German colonial period or in the o-called mandateship
period which the international comm W1ity constituted at the
time in the League of Nations, th blaclanan's fate was that
of being" pushed to the wall.
The same is true, too, in today's South West Africa.
The United Tations - the legal successor of the Leagu of
ations - is no better able to h\- up to its responsibilities
towards the oppressed black people of South West Africa
than its predecessor.
Since the end of World War 11, the African people's
leaders - specificall Chief Ho ea Kutako and the Rev.
Theo Hamtumbangela start d petitioning the U. N. Later
on they v,-ere joined by the leaders of the national lib ration
movement of the territory in this effort which turned out to
be fruitless and time -wasting. This kind of vanity reac hed
its highest peak at the farce that took place at the Hague on
July 18th, 1966, when the U. . legal arm - the International Court of Justice - exhibited its full colours,
which everybody by now is fully acquainted with.
It is true that in the U. N. there is a majority of
nations that wants an end to be put to the brutal rac i t rule of
South African colonial rule in S. W. A., but this majorit of
nations does not count in today's U. N. Today's "United
Nations" means literally the most powerful white nations.
Most of them have been or are still colonial powers, some
are at the present moment bent on wars to conquer and build
up world -wide empires. Thus it will be naive to expec t
much - if anything at all - from them. Occasionally some of
the big power nations, do vote with the nations of the
Third World - so-called - for a number of reasons. On the
whole, even if they vote with the majority, theirs is hypocris,
plastered over with moralistic references to the alleged - on
their part - need and desire to replace odious Apartheid
practices. For they don't hesitate to eat their words if
the Vlatter comes to a push for action. The Cktober 1966 U.
vote that terminated the South African mandate - at least on
paper - is the point. Both the U. S. and the Soviet Union voted
for the termination of South Afric a's mandate over S. W. A.
but in the April emergency session of 1967 which was pushing
for the action against Aparth id in S. W. A., both abstained
and repeated the same in the General Assembly vote of
December 1967 on the same topic. That helps to keep the
blacks at the wall.
For the majority of the western nations Apartheid is a
necessity to keep their fabulous profits as investors. Without
racist exploitation and repr ssion, U. S. A. 's American Metal
Climax, e\VlUont Mining Corporation etc., Britain's BSA Co. ,
and their interlocking cartels such as the Anglo-American
Corporation Rio Tinto Zinc and numerous others in S. W. A.
couldn It possibly reach the highest point of plundering th
mineral resources of S. W. A. as they now do.
These dallying
U.N. activities encourage the racists
in S. W. A. to step up with ever passing day the persecution
T

and oppression of the African Popular n. \\Then the paper
resolution of the
. was passed in 1966, the Pretoria
racists retaliated by extending the hanging law called the
"Anti-sabotage and Suppression of communism Act' to S. W. A.
When the U. . were meeting in April 1967 to discuss further
the application of their ~tober resolution, 0.partheid's South
Africa's venal la\vyers were drafting \ orst r's "Terrorism
Bill" and making it retro-active to 1962. Thirty-five
leaders and members of SWAPO are being tried under this
fascist piece of legislation. Furthermore, V rster had
stripped off such powers as the whites-only S\VA legislative
council had had. Yet in the face of these provocative acts
of the Pretoria rac i sts, the four big power s, - U. S. A. ,
Britain, USSR and France, refused to vote on the motion
calling - merely - on South Africa to withdraw from the
territory!
In conclusion I, - and I think all my oppressed
compatriots in SW - could not but agree wholeheartedly
with Ronald Segalls conclusion in his preface to this
book that if the U. . and ... " the Security Council
refuses to ensure South African Withdrawal, because
some permanent members will not permit it, then let
South West Africa be openly left to its own bleeding,
and I t ther be an end to the pretences. The \ orld will
be much better off without the hypocrisy; it merely adds
insul t to injury".
Finall . on 26th August, 1966, the day the arnled
struggle commen cd in S. W. A., the outh West Africa
People's Organisation solemnl declared:
"We shall cross many rivers of blood on our
way to frcedon1 and independence."
That, is the grim but true reality fac ing the people of
South West Africa; and the march to\vards that end is
on!

Johannesburg
Professor
Tunguru Huaraka
SOUTH WEST A FRICA AND ITS HUMA ISSUES b
Professor J. H. \\' llingt n (Oxford University Press)
Two incamp<:1tible trends in one book by one author;
that is one of the impressions one gains after reading "South
West Africa and its Human Issues".
One of the
incompatibles is the author's condemnation of South
African Administration in South West Africa· though not very
pungent, nevertheless, considering that the book was
\vritten in South Africa and that the author is still in that police
sta te: it is commendable. The author concludes his
volum inous book running into over 400 pages with a solemn
plea to his fellow White Settlers in South and South West
Africa to corr ct their mistakes and to fall in line with
human aspirations. To put it in his own words: "We White
South Africans have to face the facts, and the facts are
against us. Given by Humanity a sacred trust to foster
and further the interest of the indigenous people of South
West Africa, the plain fact emerges that we have put our
own interests first and foremost." He goes on to implore
his fellow White Settlers to abandon an unfair polic of
Apartheid and to set up a truly representative administration
in South West Africa. This is a commendable plea, for
that matter when coming from somebod who is \vithin the
walls of Apartheid, although the motive nlay be dubious.
Contrary to this there is another discernible view which
runs throughout the book and, which mav be termed unconscious acceptance of Apartheid; or perhaps unconscious
acceptance of the "fruits" of Apartheid as dished out daily
by the South African Government. This acceptance, mild
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if you like or unconscious, is demonstrated by the fact that
not even once does Professor Wellington reject or condemn
Apartheid per se ; only certain manifestations of Apartheid
are rejected as contrary to "Christian Civilization" whatever
t~at may mean. Let the professor >speak for himself to show
hIS susceptible mind to Apartheid, if not already clouded by
Apartheid and thus not able to see that Apartheid is wholly
and totally and in all its manifestations evil and anti - humane.
Prof. Wellington makes typical Apartheidist propaganda·
" ... non-Whites have been moved from shanty-towns of th~
worst t'ype to newly built homes in healthier and more spacious
tOwnShIpS". On the working conditions in South West Africa
he makes the most over-statement in the ,vhole book. "Even
so the shortage on farms in 1958 was estimated at 10,817 a d
the competition with the very attractive conditions in the m ~
compounds .... "
me
.The author seems to be between Scylla of his own
conSCIence or if you like academic honesty which does not
approve of South African Government handling of the "sacred
trust" and Charybdis of 180 days that has silenced many of
the bold souls in his own days. The "monster" that seems to
have the upper -hand is not determinable but on that tight-r
"S th W t Af .
, - ope,
ou
es
rIca and its Human Issues" seems to hand.
The "Human Issues" are considered from three broad
angles: the geographical, the historical and the political.
Written by a geographer of world repute the first part which
deals with the geography of South West Africa is the outstanding
pa:rt of the book. In this part detailed analysis of the geology,
clImatologyand vegetation of the country is made supported by
illustrative diagrams. This part explains the causes of the
clashes between the various groups and ultimately the wars that
that country went through at the turn of the last century.
The other two parts are not so commendable as the first.
The" history of the country is dealt with from White Settlers'
point of view, understandably the records and books consulted
are those written by German colonialists and South African
apartheid addicted administrators and settlers. Consequently.
the history of the country is very incorrectly interpreted.
This part is written with such economy of words which gives
only a ghastly distorted skeleton. For instance, the part
dealing with what he terms "Rebellion" is scanty and probably
a brief summary of the books on the subject. Yet that bears
so directly to all that happened afterwards in the bleak
history of that country; the German's extermination policy
gave the victorious powers at Versailles indisputable grounds
of the unfitness of Germany to be a member of the "colonial
club" and thus substantiated the "cry for no annexation".
But that War of Resistance is treated as if it is not the most
direct factor that shaped the "Human Issues" in South West
Africa.
The last part which deals with the political aspects of
the country, which could provide irrefutable grounds and
unquestionable facts to impale the apartheidist administration
in South West Africa upon the hooks of the Covenant and the
Charter, is purely narrative and sort of academic
impartiality. The author's political view is probably that
of a fair and just administrator, perhaps paternalistic, who
is destined to spread "Christian Civilization" to those who
"are not yet able to stand by themselves under the strenuous
conditions of the modern world", the sentence that appears
more than four times in the book. And if foreign administration is "fair and just" it seems the author will not hesitate
to join the laager, for in his last word to his fellow White
Settlers he states: "We White South Africans are capable of
rising to the challenge of the New Age and we shall find that
in working out the destiny of South West Africa on a fair
and just basis we s~al1 have the encouragement and support
of all men of gOOdWIll. . ... failure to put wrongs right will
play into the ~~ds, not only of our enemies in Africa .... "
Due to space It IS not Possible to dissect Wellington's book

to find out \vhat he means by "fair and just basis", but it
may suffice to state fair and just may be different. To
Professor Wellington Apartheid is not per se an evil, he
states: "segregation in itself may have something to be
said for it in areas such as Southern Mrica. "
. If not for its pr"esentation of the primary facts
bearIng on the South West Africa question, particularly
the numerous South African Acts cited as well as the
relevant U. N. resolutions, for its many searching
and perhaps "embarrassing" (Terrorism Act) questions,
it is worthwhile reading.

Ezekiel Mphahlele
THE JAIL DIARY OF ALBIE SACHS (Harvill Press,
London 1966)
He is just a little over six feet in height. He is of
slender build; has a rather sad expression on his face. He
is gentle and does not like violence. He is a Jew; often
naive enough to think that people who are agents of fascism
may want to respect his sense of dignity. He likes to
establish the best possible relationships with those in
power and with the minions of the law: otherwise he finds
it difficult to maintain a sense of order. This is doubtless
the result of a combination between his gentle and conciliatory nature and his legal training: he is an advocate.
Politically, he is very much inclined to the left. He was
associated with the Congress Movement headed by the
African National Congress, already banned in 1963 when
he was taken into custody. He also defended many political arrestees, both black and white. He finds it difficult
to hate any man, let alone kill him (including the police).
He is on the side of the Africans and even envies their
"simple and direct anger and their straightforward
determination to thrust aside the human barriers to
their liberty".
This man is Albie Sachs. He gives us this much
information in his diary, about himself; nothing more.
We know little or nothing about his background, his
upbringing and so on. We only know that his mother is
in Cape Town, and his father, Solly Sachs, who used to
harass white officialdom in South Africa as secretary
of the Garment Workers' Union, has been living in
exile in London for several years. His only brother
has also been in London, where his heart was successfully
operated on.
Otherwise Albie Sachs is reticent about" the personality
equipment he brought to his detention, which lasted 168 days.
The South African law stipulates that a perSon of any colour
can be detained by the police for 90 days without trial and
placed in solitary confinement if they think that he has vital
iilformation he can give about the political activities of
individuals and organisations in the country purporting
"to overthrow the government". The period can be
extended for another 90 days and so on, till the police think
there is no u~e keeping a person any longer. This may be,as it has ofte-it been, after they have broken a person's
physical or mental health or both; or it may be after
a "successful" first interrogation. Almost anything can be
considered sabotage.
Sachs himself was released after one extension because
he refused to give information throughout his stay in jail, and
be'cause none of the Security police and station commanders
seemed to want to torture him in ways so many other detainees
have suffered: electric shocks, asphyxiation by enclosing
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the prisoner's head in a plastic bag; beatings and kicks;
suspension from the ceiling by the feet; being made a f as t
for red ants; a trussed -up sitting position in which a stick
is fixed so that it rests behind bent knees and inside bent
elbows, the wrists tied together: injury to one's genitals;
a standing position lasting 36 to 72 hours, and so on.
Somehow throughout his detention~ it seems Albie Sachs
was always ablc to disarm his keepers, either because of
his inoffens i\"c temperament or bec ausC of his standing ::l s
an advocate, or both.
What we have here is a vi\, id account of a man's
intellectual and emotional life in a state of siege. A
diabolical siege in which the man in the prison "cube'
is thrown upon his inner resource . He consistently
refuses to CU1S\\'Cr questions. E\ cry once in a while
\\'e hear the 1a\\' barking menacingly, but not willing to
bite. Albic Sachs seems aware that if the law decided
to bite, he might not withstand it: he might talk, but
\\'ithout incriminating anybody.
Wh n he has been moved to the Caledon Square
police station in the city of Cape TO\Vl1 - the third and
last place of detention for him - the colonel tells him
1S he is r fusing to ans\ver questions, "I'm afraid then
the outlook for you is very bleak. If Sachs's reaction
is stated in these terms: "This one softly delivered
sentence frightens me. It has more impact that the
\vhole barrage of words that have been fired at me in th
four months that I have now been in detention. "
Sachs becomes merciless in his self-analysis in
his cell. But never once does he think of the general
politics of South Africa; of what he was really fighting
or standing for before his detention. During it we know
that he is preoccupied with his dignity: he would hate
to see himself succumbing to the demand that he should
answer questions. He is even prepared to go through the
stock motions of demanding charges and a trial when he
lmows that he is not likely to get it. He rationalizes his
readiness to jest with the police, to converse with them,
by saying that 'it shows them that we are bigger and
more tolerant than they, that we can take it with a
better grace than that with which they can dish it out. I!
The other man, particularly the African, \vho comes
full tilt against police terrorism, would not care for such
demonstrations. Sachs must survive: he is content if
he does so without compromising his dignity.
He is keenly aware of the white man's predic ament
in South Africa if he has a sense of justice and goes out
toassert it on behalf of the underdog in the short run and
on his own behalf in the long run - in order to fulfil
himself. The problems are caused by the fact the he does
not feel oppresssion; he is not even allowed by law to
forzo the privileged existence he was born into, like
living in a white area etc. "This conflict pursues him
even into the depths of prison" as Sachs puts it, "and, when
he is in a state of extreme loneliness, can be the source of
considerable pain to him, espec ially as he will be virtually
helpless to do anj thing to remedy the situation". The
problem is often crystallized in tp.e common question asked
by the African in South Africa: How can you, a white man,
feel committed to a struggle that is inherently mine when
you belong to a privileged race? Various white radicals
try to anSWer it or else decide to leave it to history, - a
history written with blood, suspicion, hate, revenge and so
on.
lbie Sachs states ~is attitude to the police this way:
s true that the polIce converse with me at times in a
way they ne\ er would with a non-white and it's true that at
last they've given me clean blankets, ~nd it's true that they
always want to let me have the big yard for exercise. But
:Vhen I speak to them and make jokes, it's not only for myself
It's for all of us.
'

rt

We know that \vhatever atmosphere may have been softened
in the three jails Sachs was kept in, prison life in South Africa
is such an inferno as to make his efforts look silly. But
always w keep returning to the root of Sach '8 behaviour:
his gentle and conciliatory nafllre. What of course comes out
qUite cl arly in his diary is the desperate necessity one must
feel for survi al once one finds oneself in a solitaryconfinement "cube" - even more acutely than in the general
prison yard among convicted men or \\'omen.
There is anoth r aspect of the inety-Day detention
\vhich Sachs describ s effectivel . After the ninth day he
reflects:
"I must have patience. They cannot keep me for ever.
In any event, there can be no question of gi\ ing in.
Although I am a captive the battle is not over. I am in the
front line. I cannot do much to advance the things that
count; but I can help prevent them from capturing more
people. We inety-Day prisoners are like the thin layer of
precious hard metal that protects the mass of soft metal
underneath. vVe \vill not make any breakthrough ourselves,
\ve cannot even try, but we must stop them from penetrating
deeper into our ranks. "
An pilOgl.lC to the diary would need to acknowledge that
"they" have not only penetrated deeper in the ranks but have
scattered opposition for the time being - and this through
brutal toughness, through an intelligence system that has
become more and more efficient, and through ready-made
and "processed" informers.
Albie Sachs gives us vivid glimpses of the white man's
mentality in a prison community. There is the Afrikaner
station commander at the Wynberg police cells, who poses
as a Bible expert and even tries to convert this Jewish
detainee. Sachs observes the absurdity that lies in the Jewbaiting Afrikaner's image of himself as the Isra lite who
has come to the Promised Land that is South Africa after a
long long trek over deserts. Says the comn1ander: 'Why
should I hate you because you are a Jew and a communist
and an agitator? Doesn't the Bible say I should love my
enemy?' Incidentally, agitator and communist are
synonymous and interchangable in South African official
jargon.
Often a Jew is regarded as a potential agitatory
and ther fore con1n1lmist. When an Afrikaner becomes an
agitator 1. e. on the side of the underdog, it must mean that
he has been influenced by communists, which, according
to Calvinist thinking, must breed a monstrositv.
Sachs interprets the commander's attitude in the following ironical terms:
'If ever his superiors ask him why he worries about me
he can use this Biblical authority as justification. I think hE
is developing a certain fondness for me. I am his prize
prisoner whom he shows off to visiting superiors. If need
be he can rationalise his new attitude towards me by saying
that he is being a good Christian by loving his enemy. "
Then there are the white criminals who come into the
police cells on various charges. "They come from homes
that are not poor, " Sachs observes. "They have every chance
of ease and comfort that go with being a white in South Africa.
Instead of taking advantage of all this, they live at odds with
society, preferring to work harder at crime than they would have
to do in an ordinary job .... Perhaps the th orists are right
\vhen they claim that these men, who apparently have no
consciences and do not feel the difference between right and wrong,
unconsc iously seek out punishment for themseh es as a
compensation and a penalty for their wrongdoings. "
This may very well be the case. But it is also true
to say that white South Africans are so priVileged that they
do not need even to matriculate, because there is always
sheltered employment waiting for them. The "c ivilised labour
policy" and that of job reservation will see to it that if they are not
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highly educated, they will find employment waiting that is suited
for their level of "competence". They can murder Africans
8nd come off lightly on a charge of "common assault" and the
prescribed highest penalty for it of eighteen months'
imprisonment, or with a few stokes of a cane. A gang of
whites can rape an African woman and come off with a
beating, where death is a foregone conclusion for the single
African who rapes a white women. White farmers beat their
black labourers to death and come off cheaply. How can the
white man respect the law when he is a law unto himself? How
can the whites not create their own standards of morality when
they can hurt and kill and maim and be protected by the law,
standards by which they do not need to exert any effort to make
a decent living? The whole educational system for the whites
is meant to give them a sense of superiority; that for Mricans
is meant to instil a sense of inferiority. In each case, the
history, the civics, social studies in general that are taught
are falsified. But because the African it is who must always
give an account of himself, who must strive and forever fight,
he must in the long run survive such an education. The
whites cannot. As it is, products of Mrikaner universities,
especially outside the sciences, are progressively degenerating
and could not stand their own in a world intellectual community.
All this has serious implications for the immediate future
of the South African white. In the short view, this is not
something the Afric an needs to weep over. In the long view,
Africans will find themselves confronted with inferior human
material they have to do something about.
Albie Sachs has this to say about the law as it hits
the Africans in South Africa:
"The law as they know it is not represented by the judge
or magistrate, defending counsel or prosecutor, but by the
policemen and the prison warder. The courtroom is an
important part of the law, one of its vital organs, but the
crucial part of the system is the police station and the prison
..... As far as the overwhelming majority of people directly
affected by the law is concerned, law is an instrument of
coercion and punishment. The officers of law are seen as
inhuman agents of retribution ..... "
Reflecting on the piquancy of his situation as a lawyer, he says,
"What a joke! Time and again I am driven to conclude that law
is a mere facade which hides tyranny. Tyranny is the reality,
the law the illusion. rI
When the first Ninety-Day period was over, Sachs was
released. But only theoretically so. He was rearrested
before he could leave the police station prelnises for another
ninety-day stretch. The police staged a little scene in which
the colonel went out under the pretext of going to find change
for Sachs to telephone his mother about the release. The
colonel came back With a Security policeman instead; vv'ho
handed Sachs an arrest warrant. He went back to his cell.
He stayed seventy-eight days out of the prescribed ninety.
v

Patrick Duncan
THE ELEPHANT HUNTERS by D. Holman
(John Murray)
The elephant hunters were the Liangulu of South
eastern Kenya who traditionally hunted the elephant for meat
with bows and poisoned arrows. Later, in response to
the great demand for ivory, they began killing the animals
on a massive scale - it is estimated that the figure of
3, 000 head a year is not an exaggeration. This slaughter
did not come to an end with the creation of the Tsavo
National Park and the book is about the anti -poaching
operation which finally stopped it. It describes the high
degree to which the tribe had developed the arts of
living in semi -desert and that with these skills developed
to the exclusion of all other means of livelihood, when the
poaching had to stop, they had no place in society.
Mr. Holman shows how the success of the operation,
which inevitably destroyed the tribe, turned sour when an
elephant population explosion began to have unforseen effects
on the vegetation of the area: bush country was turned
into a plain as they lmocked over trees by the acre
in their search for food. In 1966 there was talk of a cull
in which 5, 000 head would be killed, and a group of discharged poachers were encouraged to cull elephant under
supervision in an area adjacent to the Park. The men
refused to co-operate since they believed that it was a
trick to get them to commit an offence, and the culling
was not done - instead a research zoologist was called in
whose work has already shown that the population's rate
of increase is slowing down partly since the females are
bearing their first calf later and partly s.ince the period
betvveen subsequent calves is becoming longer. Whether
or not the equilibrium between elephants and vegetation
is achieved without culling remains to be seen, but the
pattern of research before control has been set and the
Hippo population explosion in Murchison Falls National
Park in Uganda has been controlled in this way, and in
the Kruger National Park in South Africa and
Serengeti National Park in Tanzania Research Institutes
have been established.
Conservation problems are, however, not the central
ones in the book. The author has great admiration for the
job done by the Parks men in saving the elephant from
almost certain extinction in the area, but he considers
that the Liangulu had a right to existence as a people and
that their unique way of life and thier hWlting methods
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which include using a bow which makes the English Longbow
look small - h drav/ing force of the longbo was 60 -80Ibs.
and that of the ' ig bow' of the Liangulu 100-1301bs. - ought
not to have be n brought to an end so thore ughly and with so
little thought about the consequen s for the people concerned.
He conveys th incoD1pr hension of the hunters when they are
told th t lephants, their food and their r:.tison d' tre as a tribe
for c nturies n1~1~" only be hunt d b~ tho e \vha ha v paid
theil' £100 for c1 hunting licence. That th": return d to
p )ach'
after
r\-ing s ntences i h<J.rdl~· surprising.
he an i-I oacher methods 1"'::; doe UDl nted fully
)l1ouo'h f I' hi. b ok to b essential reading for an one
lUldcrlaking a ...:ilnilar op ration in the future. These
inelud d such dodges as enlistin h ")]pful aptured poacher
as ran)" rs; th
~traction of e\ ry possible piece of
in[ornlation a bl. LIt each poacher of an~ r pute ha vel"
tri\'i~ll the picc 111ight appear to b at the time; and the
c:ollati n of the. facts into dossi 1's so that \vhen an
indi\-i ual i captured his int rr atol'" can astound him
-ith hi intin1:.tt kno\vl dge of th IO'lcher
life. In one
such
se the int .rrogator kncvv th'1t a certain poacher had
'retired' after
ing w snake
opulating - he took thi
t be a bad on1 n for him - but la "1' ook up the trade
:Igain. He \\"as captured and on b ing- ask d why he had
ig-!1l)l'ecl the port nt, h ,vas so ~Ul'pl'ised that he gave all
tht-' inf rmation that \va r quired.
It is s'ld hat ,\"ith all the
u~lities there is an
lUldcrl ing ssumption th t thouoh the A.fricans make good
:1ch'erS'lries 8n
xcellent rang r . their feelings for th
11nd and nLnal (nd th
fore th 11' responsibiliti s for
h Park arc only of th 110st sh<.l1 \v nature. It is
irritating to read \vhen the central character has b en
transf rred t) an ther I I t of Ken ra as a ational Parks
offic 1":
It 1. \~oodleJ
\ arId n \\' ,.nd it is beautiful' .
"\\ oodl 's war id" is no\\' l'l{n b) I. Olindo, an frican
rrnd an xcellent irector f 1 ational Park \ ha ha
trengthen d ih poachino control nd consid rabl
~trcngth ned th position of the Parks sin
Independ nee in pite of forecasts of a gen ral slauO'hter
of animals whir> h would folIo the r linqui hing of po er
b th ,hites.
E ST
FRICA. by c. P. Kirby (B nn)
This s11n1 ook of 123 pag
0 ers the histor
of
the Ea t
rican countries fron1 pr historic times to th
present· i described the geograph of th area; gives
the soc ial cusi fiS and way of lif of all the main tribes;
and de ribes th main cities of. th three countries.
\\ ith this enorm us field the depth in \\'11i h each topic
is taken is ncce sarily limited, but the I' suIt is
xtrem 1 r useful as background I' ding for anyon who
i gain
u to nn of the countri
n a \ isit or for an one
, ha \vi h s to understand some of the hi t rical and
geogr phieal factors which have giv 11 th countries
their pr sent political and physi al hapes.
r say 0111e of the factors advi edl because there al
t\vo m in omi si ns: on the political side, there is no
anal si of the ffect on Tanzanian politics of the K. A. R.
mutin' r the mi n between Tano'anyika and Zanzibar and
no m ntion of th"\ . 'r'usha Declar tion and
erere
ocialism. \Vith ut an understanding of th se developments,
the r ad r \'ill b left untouched b J the central problem
of the Go er111n nt, including the rent position of the
sians. There could also profitabl have been a larger
section de oted to the National Parks si~~e in Tanz nia~
an a, they ar the second most important source of
foreign ,~xehangc and since th
are of great interest to
people in Great Britain. The qu stion of whether or not
the
ill Sur\'i\~e the coming pre urcs on them as
:\Iankind needs more living spac has by no means be n
ans\ver d, and one is left f elin' that 1\1r. Kirby's
knowledg and opinions would ha\ e been instructive.
L
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A:\1A ATA AIDOO

And there shall be a new voice
To sing a new song
And a glass shall show a new face
\Vh.ere onc e appeared
The old.
There shall be footsteps
Fresh, free
To echo down a road
Where now lies
A path of stones and thorns
You tread.

\\~c

For theirs shall be
The mantle of freedom
Sewn
Wi th your
Blood
And
The marrow of your bones.

They shall come
These children of tomorrow
Wearing the mantle of freedom
Which their sires
Have sewn.
You made it \vith our skinYour bones for a needle
And sinews for a
Thread - ?
He will not lmow that
Or
Knowing will not care
For
You cared
When through
'The village dust and sweat
You dragged
Your father's treasured best?
Do not murmur
And do not cry.
Yours is to fight and win.
And he the child
From his mansion
Whose walls are sweet with the salt
Of your tears
Shall show his FaceBlack?
But then there shall be Joy.
Ask not how or
WhyWas he not fathered by the brave
And the brave are men
And man begets man?
They shall rejoice
These children of the morrow
They shall rej oic e

rose with early fires
smoking, doubtful
vvhile the child cried.
Holding dreams by the edge
from across the night
some men went out of our 1j \-es .
They flung hearts and thoughts
last pears before defeat
through the vast despair
said they'd meet us there
at the other fringe where
blood distils to droplets
of forgiveness.
Some left at noon. We ya\\11cd
moulding mud by the riv rbanks.
No one asked: They left before
the haystacks and the beer.

Sissie,
Do you remember when
Grandfather severed a leg in 1867
Climbing palm -trees
So the machines in Manchester
Would not die for lack of oil ?
That was before
Sitting Bull had to stand for
The shafts to sink into Cherokee country.
And now,
They say in order that
Mrs Smith can do the season's baking,
Some arms
Should go to
Cape Town after all.
But you and I are too prec ious to die.
And meanwhile,
I hold a sherry glass in my hand

Eating shit for a shilling
Which is not there.
But, wake me early, Sissie,
When the drums roll.
And if before then
A splinter from a shell meant for another
Should pierce my head,
Gather up my brain for a christmas pudding to
Texas.
1968

From every point where humans grow
they went, nurses of the single pulse
while the world's rhythm falters
and the age gutter s .
We read a silent epitaph
and hold out memory.

Impaled, faint on neon lights
of self-forgiving wealth
I hear their skeletons
whisper in the urban wind.
Fragments of their faith
wash shoreward with the waves
when \ve wait weightless on the winds
counting regrets.
Vlhat shall we say
when the fur-lined judges come
on ermined city streets
where \vomen coil along
the fibres of desire?
Who will say this way
they went to find the soul of man,
Here, that year, so long ago?
Perhaps one or two that go
while crosses whiten
in the storms of memory.
Can I say I care
to meet them there
at the dream edg-e of despair?
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vivid colours on a screen
a back arching under me
only as the pen flo\vs or a warm laugh
crackles in the air.
Filled with these small immediacies
compulsively;
only by joy and anger
:hrusting out of a galling centre.

M.C.L.

In the aimless emptiness

a spark flared
and moved incessantly
careless of its own extinction.
I cup my hand,
vainly
trying to shelter
a dimming image,
trying to rekindle a flickering reflection.

Why? Memories separate themselves
Slow into isolated strips
Dissolve in the frames of old photographs:
you did not hold with them.
Hopes, t\visting and crushing the living moment,
you rightly ha ted.
That private world, firing momentarily
from separate fears and anger,
has died a half-death.
It would be less cruel
to finish the work
somehow.
Yet those still hopes and memories,
that interpenetrating consciousness of self,
floats in, slow and cold.
Or you sit
opposite me
like a conscience
or a partner in some insane joke.
We sco\vl or laugh furtively
and I creep away into death
or leap into beautiful macabre mimicry.
This lifespace stretching all around
with phantoms moving in it
cannot be filled.
Things are too still and sure
there is no gasping
no tenseness
no sudden soar or plunge.
There is no looking-glass
no antithesis
nQ sharp searing of the soul
There is no reason to hate death
but none to seek it.
Filled . . . .. only for a moment
as you filled it
but in an ec stasy of pain, not joy:
in a blaring phrase of music
a rough, drawn-out chord over a hard beat

Is it how you felt too?
Were there loomin~· shapes to flee from?
Is that why you lived so exquisitely
balanced on the point of a moment?
And did you fall, like Icarus,
o~ly. when the intense gathering of your spirit
dIssIpated in hopes and memories?
It will help
to believe that;
It will help
to fire another spark
perhaps.

DE

IS BR~TUS.

Here by the pool my scarred ungainly body shrinks,
by blue glass depths, kittenish tinkling ripples
I cool my parched rigid spirit
with anticipations of champagne.
To lift, this once, the foaming goblet
in harsh joy, bright, brittle, unbending as glass
while in sere patches of the scraggly well-loved grass
in a loneliness desperate and vast
as shooting-star scatterings in glaucous space
for this one guest at least
they thrust down a mute vacant glass.
Shatter underfoot
in a weaving of sorrow and joy
nuptial and lamentation,
the pitiful unprotesting glass
reciting the ambivalent prothalamium:
"If I forget these, 0 Jerusalem
where by sad waters I sit down remem~ering"

let the glass-hard longing, anger, pain
shimmer and seintillate awhile,
the bright drops of joy-wine gush
while the sharp bright edge of action waits
and fury slakes her thirst a space.
Celebrate
the fierce joy of victory
and necessary wounding
that the day may sooner come
of our unexiling:
of our return.

Tehran, 1968
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parents will not seek help from any other prOfeSSion~.
medicine men but from zigi who does n~t charge. an~emg .
for this further asistance. Thus the chIld remams t
responsibility of the Sogba cult, cind when such chi~d:en
grow up and marry they will invoke the Sogba sacrIfIce so
that their union might be blessed.
Today the survival of Sogba cult is threatened by mo~~rn
01 0sation The ceremony is no longer as elaborate as It
CIVI I '
pIe
used to be, because the worshIppers are mamly old pe~
.
This change of attitude can be attributed to two mam
o

0

•

reasons:
Today the average Nigerian, unlike his forefathers, IS
Other a Christian or a Moslem. The teaching of these
e1
It
o. •
d
religions condemned the Sogba cu as prImItIve an
aganistic and strongly warned their members that they
ph Id have nothing to do with the followers of Sogba cult.
s ouSecondly, there are now modern medical facilities.
within the reach of everyone, so that t h e average N°I~ erlan
today considers it a waste of timeand money consultmg
the Sogba priest.
.
As things stand today the Sogba cult cannot surVIve
the next decade because modern civilisation has infl~enced
the average Nigerian to dismiss the religious :vorshlp of
i ancestors as rimitive and irrational rubbIsh.
0

The word Sogba comes from the Nupe language, meanmg
"lightning"
In its more elaborate form the cult celebrates an annual
communal ceremony fixed for either the second or seventh
month of the year. During this period the men sacrifice a dog
in great secrecy while the women sing and dance carrying rods
and small bells. At the request of a client the Sogba priest
performed a vitual in the presence of his fellow villagers and
strangers °
These ministrations are :invoked for one or two reasons
either to procure the fertility of a childless woman or bring
about the punishment of offenders, especially thieves, whose
indentity is unknown. In either case a small payment in kola
nuts and money is made to the priests. The rituai involves
the use of a special object of the cult. It consists of a forked
wooden post cut from a particular tree in such a manner that
it resembles a tree cut in two by lightning and planted in the
ground inside a hut or in the open space. Around the foot of
the post; there are a number of flat, black, polished stones,
which are described as thunderbolts (Sokogba). Nothing is
lmown about the origin of the stones save that some have been
collected by the grandfather of the present priest and others
were inherited from more distant ancestors. The priest owns
a shrine containing a nameless medicine and few bell-rods.
The Chief is asked to sit in a hut away from the scene of
the actual rite, which is being performed by the priest and two
assistants (his sons or brothers). The priest crouches in
front of the forked post while his assistants stand on his right
and left, each one gripping one of the branches of the fork.
He pours a little palm wine on the thunderbolts and on the
ground. Briefly and informally he invokes "Kuti" explaining
the nature of the request. The usual phrase is "Sogba may the
woman bear a child", or "Sogba may the wicked person be
killed" if the aim of the rite is to procure child -birth.
The priest afterwards goes to the woman touches her with one
of the bell-rods and gives her a little medicine known as
cigbe, which she must drink for four days. The barren
woman will then hope to bear a child; and the person who had
suffered injury at the hands of an unknown culprit will be
assured that the latter will be killed by lightning, not at once
or within a definite period, but will surely be killed in future.
The latter part involves a final duty of the Sogba priest, which
is to bury all persons killed by lightning and to perform the
appropriate rites of the Sogba cult for these victims of divine
punishment.
The children born after the intercession of Kutisogba are
tied to the cult for life Immediately after the birth the
hereditary priest, known as "Zigi" must be informed so
that he may in turn inform the kuti by means of anothe;
sacrifice. Afterwards the zigi presents the infant with a
special charm in the form of a tiny dagger which the child
must wear all his life around his neck. Generally the child
is given the nam.e Sogba and is referred to as "egisogba"
meaning "the chIld of Sogba'. If such a child is sick, his
0

•
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enya is a cOWltry that enjoys a great deal of variation.
The variations vary from Kenya '8 own geographical conditions
to her own peoples with their different dialects, behaviour
and customs. One agreed custom with almost all tribes in
Kenya is the desire for all young men to be circumcised.
Circumcision is an old custom. Belief in it is inherited
from the ancient jews, an inheritance that is spreading
not only to the larger group of Kenya's population but to many
other parts of the world.
Kenya has both Christian and Moslem citizens. The
Christians have no forced obligations for their members to be
circumcised. The Moslems have a compulsion for all their
religious members to be circumcised, a compulsion that is
circumstantially Jewish. We the Kenyans admit it as is
handed over to us, by our forefathers who unknowingly
appreciated value.
Crrcumcision is not only a climatical matter but a sign
of maturity. From the point of view of climate, Kenya stands
astride the Equator and therefore directly under the burning
sun. Kenya is therefore supposed to be a very hot country,
all the year round.
Nobody can manage to live all the year round in such a
clifllate uncircumcised. The dirt that surrounds that skin
which covers the head of the penis is not only offensive to
the owner of the unc ircumc ised body but a pure sign of
unwantedness in the tropic s.
I am not criticising the tribes of Kenya that do not
circumcise their youths, but merely commenting on. what
is essentially Kenya's culture.
Everyone wants to feel proud at the event of his or her
maturity. True it is that when one matures, one needs to be

a father or a mother by virtue of n1arriage to Someone's
daughter or son. This is apprec iated not only by
protestants and catholics but also by Moslems.
Circumcision, in some of Kenya's tribes, is a symbol,
a true indication of a son or a daughter(only among the
Kikuyus and the Kalenjin tribes, regarding the clitoris) of
maturity. This matter has had a very \vide discussion in
parliament and has been left to the tribes concerned to do
a\\-ay \vith or keep on practising.
For the young men, it is agreed that they should mature
by going through the boyhood stage. At the circumcision age,
a boy becOll1es automatically a mnture person. In other words
circumcision marks the end of boyhood. A person thus
circumcised is by right of his circumcision subject to asking
his father - or guardian in the case of one having lost his
father - for cattle for a dowry.
All Kenya tribes marry by the use of the payment of cattle
to the bride s parents. Always Cl fe\v shillings accompany the
cattle. So that when a father send his son or sons in for
circumcision he rests assured that after their healing,
marriage is the next step.
The father then prepares the l'ight number of cntt 1e
and leave s the shillings part of the dovvry to the son. \Vhen
the son heals, in some tribes of Kenya, a circumcised boy
Inay have to stay away from his parents for a period not
less than six months. He has to stay in the bush, and his
food is sent to him by either his father, his elder
circumcised brother, or unmenstruating sister.
His mother or menstruating sister has no right to sce him.
One unused to this sort of beha\'iour may wonder at it, because
he or she does not W1derstand the logic behind it. For definite
reasons, a circumcised boy is a patient and therefore ought
not to admire mature WOlnen. Admiration of mature \vomen
means the satisfaction of the sexual needs.
The circumcised boy has a wOW1d on his penis. He cannot
therefore effectively use his penis for his bodily desires. He
may hurt himself. Hence the urge that some menstruating girls
or women should not visit the circumcised boy/men. Their
sexual desires may necessitate their committing intercourse,
when organs for sexual satisfactions are sickly.
Tribes like the Tiriki, Kalenj in and to some extent the
Kikuyus are very particular about the circumcised boys.
They like them to undergo torture, stay in the bush awav from
their parents and be taught by their bush teachers the b~haviour
of full grown -ups.
After healing, equivalent to graduation in academic terms
the son goes back to his own father's home and demands marriage.
. He or she is by right a mature person now, able to manage his
or her own home. Men usually ask their parents to give them
the necessary cattle and allow them the freedom of marriage
to whomsoever they love. Some of the Kenya tribes are very
strict. It is the duty of the parents to choose the girl from
the family that their son or sons should marry. The son
or sons do not therefore have the choice. After their
circumcision, they are automatically obliged to marry
so -an -so's daughter in accordance with their parents' usually
their father's wish.
It is for the father to authorise the right for the cattle
to be paid to the girl's father. Once he has made his decision
nobody changes it. This ruling is definitely being challenged
by the educated generation of sons. Before they are
circumcised, they have made their own choice from whose
family they are to marry. :N"obody questions them.
The number of head of cattle to be paid and the number of
shillings to accompany the cattle is arranged by the husband
and Wife to be, and merely forwarded to their respective
'parents for approval. No parent or parents these days
disagree with their children's decision. They in fact know
that the future of their married children belongs to them and
nobody can challenge their O\vn decisions.
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A Report on the
A rnerican Reality

President Johnson's "Riot" Report Commission acted
in the typical manner of colonialists who sense their subjects
unrest as a growing danger. The Report's rhetoric is
militant. It states that America is a vvhite racist country.
Black people painfully kne\v this since 1619. Whites kne\v
~1bout their Ovvn racism since the Crusades. The rhetoric
of "softening" police and military tactics towards hlack
rebellions sontradicts the practice of its authors. For at
this very n10111cnt the \vhite and "negro" melnbers of the
Con1111 ission are oppressing blacks via their respective-'
techniques.
The "Riot' Report vainly attempts to sap most of the
strength from the lTIOre revolutionary spokesmen. When
\vhite governors, senators, mayors and "negro" traitors
say that \vhite America is a racist society, to many blacks
there appears to be no need for th·' Rap Bro\vns or Stokely
Carmichaels to "tell it like it is ". The colonisers ask
~f the colonised to have patience and join them in
Quilding Cl "Ne\v America".
Money is poured - as a coolant - into black
ghettoes as police and national guard stock-pile lethal
and "non -lethal" riot control weapons tried and tested
in Vietnam. Wnat is the white power structure doing?
They are buying time. They know that in every major
U. S. city Black Rebellion is an inevitable threatening
force. They try to keep us cool long enough until their
counter -insurgency training is complete and to allow
frantic white ch ilians to arm themselves - South
African and Zimbabwe style.
To be more prec ise, at this stage the white po\ver
struc ture wants confrontation. They will even
instigate it. History has taught white America
to crush those revolutionary elements before their beliefs
and acts become the beliefs and acts of the colonised
masses. Hence white America violently confronts the
vanguard of Black Liberation everyvvhere: the draft,
campus massacres, constant arrests, excessive bails,
harassments, agents provocateurs ... and the reality
of concentration camps.
Yes. Concentration camps. Thirty-two of them have
been reactivated along with the conversion of old Job Corps
sites. They are reserved specifically for revolutionaries
and draft evaders. Miles of barbed-wire (for cordoning off
the ghettoes) have been ordered by at least twenty major
cities: Algiers' casbah of 1957 -59 might grimly be re-enacted
in the America of 1968.
In the final analysis, white America will have an
extremely difficult time attempting simultaneously to crush
domestic rebellions and international revolutions. In fact,
she will fail. But at this most crucial moment what matters
is.: ~an Black America sustain a complex protracted struggle
wIthIn America as the Third World shatters America's
imperialist superstructures? The question can and will
be resolved this year and in the very future as onr Rrot.hp.r~ througl1 hard work and study - resol~e our internal
con~radicti.ons currently hindering us from developing our
Natlonal LIberation Front.
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last pound for regular spending. Anyway, the moment the money fell
into her hand she burst into tears.
"Ao, I too am coming to something in this world. Who would
have thought it? I never slept to dream that I Shall live to see a
day like this .... Now I too have got my own man who would take care
of me ..... " You know how women carry on When they mean to?
She even !melt down to say a prayer of thanks to God and at that point
I left the room. Yes, and after all this business she didn't take
the silly money.
"Hand it over to your father. He will certainly buy a bottle of
gin and pour some to the ancestors. Then I will ask him to give me
about ten shillings to buy some yam and eggs for Sunday ... , "
"That should leave at least three clear pounds. rr I sort of
thought aloud.
"Listen my master, does it matter if you father has three
pounds of your pay? It does not matter, I am telling you. Because
The whole t ing had started after the certi cate Exams.
then they shall not be able to say you have not given him anything
Instead of going straight home, I had stayed in town to work. This
since you started working. If
was going to be my first proper meeting with town and when I sent
"But Mother, I am not starting work permanently. If
the letter home announcing my intentions, I felt a little strange.
, And what do you mean? r!
Bekoe and I were going to stay in a small room in his Uncle's house.
"Mother I have done an examination. If I pass very well, I
The room was like a coffin but who cared? We found jobs as
shall go to school again. "
sorting hands in the Post Office. I've forgotton how much they were
"Ah, and were you not the one who made me understand that
paying us. Really it's strange ... but I have. Anyway, it was
you would finish after five years? If
.
something like twelve pounds. Either it started at fourteen pounds
"Yes, but the government asks those who do very well to
and then with the deductions leaned out to twelve - 'n '-something or
continue. "
it was twelve with no taxes. But I remember twelve. Bekoe told me
"And does the government pay their fees?"
that his Uncle was not expecting us to pay anything for the room and
"Yes. "
that he had even instructed his wife to give us three meals a day for
"Then that is good because I do not think you father would like
free. I say, this was very kind of him. Because you know what?
to pay anymore fees for you. Anyway it does not matter about the
Some people would have insisted on our paying. They would have said money. You give it to him. His people do not know all these things
it would help us get experienced at budgeting in the future. And in
about the government asking you to continue. What they know is that
fact we later discovered that the wife didn't have it in mind to feed
you are working. "
us free like that. After the first week, she hinted it would be nice
God;
if we considered contributing something. She was not charging us
I hadn't thought of giving anything of that sort. Certainly not
for'the meals. No, she was just asking us to contribute something.
that soon .... However, Sunday came and I ate the oto mother
We agreed on three pounds each. We also thought Bekoe shouldn't
prepared with the yam and palm oil. I ate it with some of the eggs
tell his Uncle this. Not that Bekoe would have a hold on her anyway.
to congratulate my soul. Then I went to say goodbye to people,
He knew nephews and nieces have been able to break up marriages.
and Mother took me up to the mouth of the road. Being a Sunday,
Ei, he didn't want any trouble. Besides his Mother would have killed we thought it would be useless to wait for "The Tailless Animal"
him for it. His Mother is a fierce trader and I know her. She could
to wander in. Because it simply won't. It did that only on the
easily have slapped him and later boasted it around the market how
weekdays.
she had beaten up her son who was finishing five years in college! . . . . .
And 1 was to realize that I hadn't heard the last of the money
Anyhow, that was three pounds off the pay. Then there was
business. Mother thought it would be good if I continued to give
this business of the blazer. I mean the school blazer I wanted to buy. that "little something" to Father as long as I worked.
It cost ten pounds and Father had made it quite clear that he
"Ho, Father?"
considered his duty by me done when he paid my fees for the last term.
"Yes. You know he has done very well. Taking you through
How could I go to him with a blazer case? So I thought I would keep
college. Now, giving him something would not only show your
four pounds by every month towards that. We were going to work for gratitude but also go towards your sisters' fees. "
three months. That was the only time we could have in the long
Ei, I say, have you heard a story like this before? I tell
vacation. You see, we both wanted to go to the sixth form. Well, if
you, eh, I caught a fever in the raw. But Mother was still
I was able to set by this four pounds every month, I would have two
talking.
pounds over after I had bought it. And I could use this to look after
"I had thought of a nice dignified something like five pounds.
myself until our pocket money from the government came.
But you brought four this time and maybe it will be better to
Then I remembered what Mother had told me. 1 remembered her maintain just that. "
t~lling me one day that anytime I got my first pay, I was to take
"And how much do I give you?"
something home. That part of this would be used to buy gin to pour
"Me?" She sounded quite shocked - "why should you bring
libation to the spirits of our forefathers so they would come and bless me anything? I do not need your money. All I want is for you to
me with prosperity. Th~t was why the first Saturday after pay-day,
be happy and you shall not be if they say you are bad. And do you
I went to the lorry park and took "The Tailless Animal". As for that
think I am an old fool to ask you for money? If you give that to
lorry, eh! I was not surprised to read in Araba' s letter the other
your father, you will be doing a lot. Say you will do it, Kofi."
day that Anan, its owner and driver has bought a bus. Anyone would
"1 shall do it Mother." I parroted.
after the two of them had for years literally owned what was to their
1 had a dazed feeling for the rest of the journey and the
right and to their left in the way of passengers.
whole day. I just could not figure it out. To begin with, whose
Of course I had always thought this money would go to Mother.
child was I? And calling that "college" did not help me either.
And so see, how do you think I felt when in a private discus~ion with
Besides he only paid half the fees since the Cocoa Brokers'
her the afternoon I arrived, she told me it would be better if I gave
Union to which he is a member had given me a .scholarship to
it to Father? I had decided on four pounds here too, reserving the
cover the other half. And anyway, Father. He is the kind of
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parent \vho c hec ks out lists so thoroughly you would think his
life depends upon them. And he doesn 't mi~d :vhich kind either.
Textbooks lists? "Hei, didn't I bu:y you a dIctIonary last year?" ...
The lists of provisions you needed to survive the near starvation diet
in a boarding school? "And whom are you going to feed with a dozen
Heinz baked beans?" Well you lmow them. In fact from talking to
people you learn that most fathers are like that and that's the onl:y
nice thing about it. Anyway Father is surely like that. It was a
battle he and I fought at the beginning of every term. Once v/hen
iIother didn't knO\V I was within earshot I heard her telling lny
little Aunt that Father always feel through his coins for the ones
which have gone soft to give awa J ! Don't laugh. It's not very funny
when you are his son. So you see why I got so mad to have Mother
talk to me in that \\'ay? And the main thing was, it wasn't the n10ney
I \vas giving a\vay which hurt me. It was the idea of Father getting
it. I had ahvays thought of making a small allowance for Mother
from the n1on1ent I started working. I was the third child. My two
older 'brothers \vere all working but married and couldn't care much
about the rest of us. There were tv~ 0 girls after me~ then one other
boy, Father pays the fees and complains all the time. I\'Iother
Inakes us clothes and feeds us too because the three pounds he gives
for our chop-n10ney is a nice joke, ~ fother peddles cloth but I know
she is not the fat rich market type - say ~ like Bekoe I s m other.
In the villages:> ou always have to settle for instalments and lTIOncy
comes in in such miserable bits someone like Mother with four
~hildren just spends every penny of her profit as it comes. It is
her favourite saying that she sells cloth for the fish -and -cassava
women. There is always a threat of her eating into her capital.
And naturally it was of her I had thought in terms of any n1oneygiving I was going to do.
But I obeyed her. I sent four pounds to Father at the end
of the relnaining- months and each tin1C just about burst up. l'\\rh~
not Mother: \tVhy not Mother?" I kept asking myself. It drove n1C
\vild.
Well, \ve went to the sixth forn1. And of course F:1ther
realized I 'v\ as still in school. He was quite proud of lTI<..' too. He
always managed to let slip into conversations \vith other n1('11 how
I(ofi was planning to go to the University. Oh. it was fine :1S long
as he was not paying ....
I passed higher and 'vvith lots of distinctions. I stopped \vorking
at mv holiday jobs to get ready to go to our noJional Uni,·ersity.
And then I met Mr. Buntyne. who had been our chemistry teacher.
He asked lue if I would be interested in a scholarship for an
An1erican University. He kne\v a business syndicate. They wcre
looking out for especially bright young people to help. The.''' h,~c1
not had an African yet. But he was sure they would be interested.
Of course I applied. There were endless forms to fill out but I got
the scholarship. And I came here.
Somehow I never forgot the money for Mother. I told
myself that I \vould do something about that the first thing after
graduation. Perhaps it is the 'vvay she genuinely thinks she does
not need my earnings that much which makes me want to do
something for her. I've even thought of finding a vacation job
here to do so I can send some of my pay home with express
instructions that it is for her. But that I know will distress her no
end. Better still, I planned to save as much money as I could so
I could take her about forty pounds or even four hundred to do
something with. Like building a house "for you children' as
she always put it. .....
And then somehow this thing happened. It was the very
first month I came. I was invited by Mr. Merrows to go and
have dinner \vith him and his fan1ilv.
He is either the chairman
of this syndicate vvhich brought me here or certainly one of its
top men. They came to pick me up from the campus to their
house. Oh to be sure. it was a high and mighty hut. Everything
'vvas perfect. There were other guests besides the Merro'vvs falTIily.
The food Was gorgeous but the main course for the evening \;vas me.
\\'hat did I think of America? Ho\v do I plan to use this unique
opportunity in the service of Africa? How many wives does my
father have? etc., etc., etc.
I

v

I had assumed that everyone in the household was there at the
dinner table.
11"s. ;\Ierro\vs kept popping in and out of the kitchen
serving the food. And as I've said before, the food vvas really very
good. Everyone complimented her on it and she smiled and gave
the wives the recipes for this and that.
A couple of hours after the meal, 1\11'. Merro\vs proposed to
take me back to the calupUS because it \vas getting late. I agreed.
I said my thanks and gooc1nights and followed Mr. MerrowS to the
door. I w .ited ;for him while he pulled our the car from the garage.
He asked me to jump in and I did. But then he left his seat leaving
the engine running and returned some five or ten minutes later
followed by someone. It turned out to be a black women. You knO\V
what sometimes your heart does? Mine did that just then. Kind of
turned itself round in a funny way. Mr. Merrows opened the back
seat for her and said,
"Kofi, Mrs. Rye helps us with the cooking sometimes and
since I am taking you back anyway, I thought I could take her at
least half her way. Mrs. Hye, Kofi is from Africa. "
In the car she and I smiled each nervously to the other ....
I tried not to feel agitated ...
But then \vas it the next evening or two? I don't even
remember.
I was returning again to the campus from visiting a boy I
kne\\1 back at home and \iV'hom I had met the first few days I arrived.
I took the subway. When the train pulled up at the station, I got
into the car nearest to me. It looked empty. I sat down. Then I
raised my eyes and realised there was someone else in it. There
\vas a black woman sitting to the left end of the opposite seat.
Another black \voman.
No\;v I can't tcll whether she really was old or just middle -aged.
She certainly was not.) oung. I realised I had to be careful or I would
be staring. She was just normal black with a buttony mouth, pretty
dcep set eyes and an old black hand -bag. Someho\v I noticed the bag.
She 'vvas wearing the lined rain coat affair which everyone wears
around here in the autumn. Except that I felt hers was too thin for
that tilTIe of night.
Tha t time of night.
I got to thinking of what a woman her age would be wanting in
a subway car that time of night. I don't knO\V why but immediately I
relnembered the other one who had been an the Merrows' kitchen
\vhile they ate and 1 ate. Then I started getting confused. I can
swear the \~ oman kne\v I was trying not to stare. She most probably
knew too that I was thinking about her. Anyway, I don't know what
lTIade me. But I drew out my wallet. I had received money from my
scholarship. So I took some dollar bills, crun1.pled them in my
hand and jumped like one goaded with a firebrand.
"Eh.. eh.. I come from Africa and you remind me of my mother.
Please would you take this from me?"
And all the time ~ I \vas trying hard not to stare.
"Sit down, " she said.
I'lTI not sure I really heard these words above the din. But I
know she patted the space by her. The train was pulling up at a
station.
"You say you come from Africa?" she said.
"Yes, " I said.
"What are vou doing here, son?" she asked.
"A student, " I replied shortly.
"Son, keep them dollars. I sure know you need them more than
I do, " she said. And we did not have anything more to say to each
other. But no\v I could openly look at her face. I got out at the stop.
Of course she 'vvaved to me and smiled. I stood there on the platform
until the engine had \vheezed and raged out of sight. I looked at the
money which was still in my hand. I sort of felt like opening them
out; I did. There was one ten dollar bill and two single ones.
Twelve dollars. T'hen it occurred to me that that was as near to
four pounds as you could get. It \;vas not a constriction in the
throat. Rather the dazed feeling I had had that Sunday afternoon
on the high road to to\Vl1 came back. And as I stumbled through the
Exit, and up the stairs, I heard myself mutter, "0 Mother. "
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There is growing criticism by Afro-Americans of the actions,
"truths, " ideology and commitment of the \Vhite Radical Left. This
criticism stems from the various deficiencies within the psychic
and physical workings of the White Radical Left personalities and
organisations.
In the 1930's when the New Deal was in its socialistic heyday,
there began in America a Left that was fundamentally communist
in ideology and "New Deal Social-Reform" in action. Many of the
militant Afro-American intellectuals were co-opted by this Left
because it promised them seemingly more of a realistic and
attainable goal than did Franklin Roosevelt's Brain Trust's New
Deal welfare-statism. Both the Communist Left and New Deal
Ideologics were evolutionary in character. That is, they saw that
America could correct herself economically, racially and
internationally through the existing form of government. But
ideologies felt it necessary to attain their goals through the
existing system because they still had residual beliefs that
"American Democracy" was basically moral; that is for the good
of all men. They had a notion that the country's decline was due
to the few corrupt people who happened to be on top - who
happened to posses$,power. What the Radical Left and New Deal
ideologies failed to understand was the fact that these "few corrupt
people" moulded bne American government and all other
institutions in such a way that the present-day American
Democracy is a democracy for whites - no matter how radical;
and a racist government for non-whites (in America or abroad).
After World War Il, the Afro-American militant intellectual
Lcgan disassociating himself from Communist organisations. The
raCIsm that persisted within these organisations disillusioned many
black intellectuals: W. E. B. DuBois, Richard Wright, Harold Cruse,
Ralph Ellison.. . Another contributing factor was that the House
UnAmerica'"
ties Committee began to make it most w1comfortable fo'
,;on to be connected with a "communist" organisation.
Cor.
.y some of these militant blacks filtered into existing
civil. o"ts groups while others abstained from any type of
orgal'lisation or radical activity with only a few remaining in
Communist organisations. In the meantime, the white radicals
of the 1930s became the liberals, moderates and consen'atives
of the 1950s. In other words they completely immersed themselves
into the American mainstream of political thought. This political
thought, by its very nature, was nurtured and manipulated by
racists and so-called liberals (latent bigots) from the bottom up.
Further the political thought, again by its very nature, was
nurtured and supported by ruthless white labour union leaders,
capitalist businessmen and politicians who began, for example, to
see as things for the looting the untapped wealth of an Africa that
was naive enough to be seduced by promises of splendid material
rewards, for her unfathomed resources. Hence, with the radicals
of the 1930s mellOWing and thus losing what little power they had,
the American capitalist system's next evolutionary step was to
become even more imperialistically inclined; with roots deeply
embedded in a recalcitrant white enthnocentrism.
By the late 1950s one of America's focal points was the
struggle for ilie civil rights of southern blacks. For the northern

white student the civil rights movement came at their most crucial
moment. It was a time of post-beats and the "articulate negro. "
It was a time When white stt:tdents were searching for something to
e"!'and theIr youthful energIes upon before settling down for a racist
~llddle"d~ss life of bland conformity. So they went southward
__ ef!oendorng through the years from a handful of Oberlin College
s~~ents to thousands of guilt-riddened white students. The black
mI.lItants.of the Old Left (1930s) became the so-called leaders and
qUIte
rapIdly becam e IIfas h'IOna bl'"
. whJte
,
.
e In th e homes of bourgeOIS
lIberals - especially at tea and coffee socials. The militant blacks
of the Old Left, before they knew it, became more knowledgeable
for about various t eas an d co ff ees th an of the black people they were
supposedly representing. This neglect led the southern black student
to take command of the struggle along with the white northern student,
.Not working out of compassion for the oppressed Black
AmerIcan but out of sheer necessity (if it wanted to exist as it was
and is), the American government began passing many civil rights
laws and thereby taking away many of the civil rights organisations'
programs. B~t what has become clear to many blacks is that passing
a law and gettmg people to abide by it are two different things. For
today scores of civil rights laws exist. The hindrance of their
enactment is how whites relate to blacks; traditionally we, the
blacks, are still unruly niggers incapable of becoming "civilised,"
When the black civil rights worker realised this and many
other psychological and ideological idiosyncracies of the whiter:" he
began to understand that the Afro-American's colonial status could
not be alleviated under the instruction of - or the observation of whites. The black civil rights worker. especially in the Student
Nonviolent Coordinating Committee (SNCC). saw that he was the
only person capable of (1) comn1lmicating with the black-roots
people, (2) revealing their rich cultural heritage for rae ial pride
which is essential for unity, and (3) politically and economically
organising the black-roots folk for revolutionary action. Another
factor that further substantiated the need for Black Unity was the fact
that when the white students became tired or afraid of working in
the civil rights movement they would leave and re-enter the
American mainstream as - in the decade before them - tired
liberals. evasive moderates and traditionalist eonsen·atives.
Still racist. but this time with a "clearer conscience. "
The aforementioned events took pbce primarily in the South.
In the late 1950s and early 1960s the northern black ghettoes were
becoming the haven for the dispossessed white civil rights worker.
Their main objective was (and still is) to organise the black POOL'
for political and economic reasons. In their contac.t with the
oppressed black and simultaneously in their contact with a
government that possesses a colonial and genocidal concept of
dealing with domestic and international problems, and with their
romantic searc;1 for nuances within a closed System they have become
trustrated white radicals lacking the necessary and fundamenta I
revolutionary spirit.
The black American is imbued with this revolutionary spirit.
The expulsion of whites from black ghetto organisations has resulted
precisely because of the same reasons why they cannot particip:1te
in the southern civil rights movement, plus the fact that white
radicals lack the passion of compassion which is so "ery basic in
the revolutionary psychic construct that is conceptualising every cl:1:\'
in the minds of Black Americans.
It is clear that American white radicalism is basically a
vital part of the American system. It functions within the
ideological bounds of the System as a steam valve; if there is
a building up of internal pressure it can be eradicated through this
outlet without altering the racist and exploitive objectivesof the System.

White American Radi cals, in the final analysis, by their very
cultural, historical, religious, economic and political nature
cannot - and refuse to -develop the revolutionary mentality which
is extremely expedient to end a corrupt and racist America ... and
to create an American with respect for the Human Rights and selfdetermination of black oeoo]p.

47

There must be many people lL1(e me who first turn to the
cartoon quip page of the newspaper, but like me also, they must
be afflicted b a poor memory and forget the jokes the moment
they have read them. Highly enshrined in the memor. then are
the one or two jokes one is destined never to forget. One of them
goes like this: Two members of the Ku Klux Klan, named Clem
and Jeff, were killed in a car at a raih ay crossing. Clem's
soul reached hea en first, to be follov ed half an hour later by
Jeff's.. As Jeff reached the heavenly gates he saw Clem standing
outside, looking white and shaken. Clem said to Jeff: "Better
\vatch your step, Jeff. I've just seen God and she's a igra."
There were a few details left out. The' Nigra I Goddess
had looked at Clem with red eyes out of which poured all the fire
and thunder and damnati on of the Revelation and Clem had shuddered
to the depths of his soul, not lmowing \vhat to expect next. Poor
Clem. His ciyilisation had only prepared him for a sali ating
Jesus Christ V\ ith wishy-wash blue e es whom he could make a
walk-over on \vith the same cocksure bastardry as he had done
on earth. For, in his heart of hearts, ne deeply despised the
King of the Jews. If he had not there would have been somethingto stop him from taking the bod of li ing human beings drenching them in hot tar, decorating them with feathers and s tting
them alight from the branch of a poplar tree. And he had done
this laughing. And after he had roared awa in his highpowered car there was only th charred bod swaying nd
s\ a ing in the star -bound bre z . .And th re was onl the God
of All Men observing this in silence. This is always his
major trump card, this silence. It seems as though only the
mystics and prophets have ever approached near enough to
observe the nature of this terrible God. And how often have the
gi en a description of the terror they saw to the unheeding
human race ...
... "That which is double -edged, that which is made of fire,
that which is eternally alive. And he sendeth forth his word,
straight and unswervingly, throughout all things ... ' And what
is this word? ... "I have forbidden that men should commit
iniquity, but their hearts have undone what my word decreed ... "
Since in some part of my heart I bow down to the King of
the Jews, it is impossible for me to blame the iniquity of the
Ku Klux Klan on him, even though they painted him with blue eyes
like one of their m.embers. I set him apart from all this and
accept him only as That which is double -edged, That which
is made of fire. To me the white man is just the white man.
And God is God. Perhaps I am only sorry that of all civilisations which have dominated this earth his has been the one most
separated from God. For a long while I puzzled about this until
one day I was accidently given the clue by a British vollmteer.
This volunteer and I had been having an amiable discussion
about the establishment of the State of Israel and during the
discussion I happened to remark: "There is nothing that moves
me more deeply than the History of the Jews. They of all people
have experienced most deeply and profoundly that God is the

real Ovmer of the Universe ... I
Being caught up in this thought, I was quite taken aback
when the volunteer turned on me irritably and said: "1 don't
like. the way you say God is the Owner of the Universe. "
. The first thing that occurred to me after this remark was
only to walk away as quickly as possible. Because I was
enraged. Be.cause I wanted to say something like this: "Do
you think your bloody motor -ear is the Owner of the Universe?
Do you think a pip -squeak jiggling little white man like you is
God? Why, ou could drop dead this very minute.
But I did not sa this b cause I seemed to be labouring
in some awful nightmare. I thought I h~ted tl1e white man
enough and I thought, through some queer logic i . that I ought
to 10 e him through the volunteer because he is a better type
of white man and also because he is in Africa helping with
African development. The truth for me, at any rate, is tl1at
some of the volunteers brought me around to accepting the
fact that the white man is human and perhaps one of them I
admired without reserve because I sat with him in a hut of an
old Batswana man. This volunteer was a Cambridge graduate
and the old Batswana man said to him: "1 think ~he Good God
does not like all the bad things in the world." This had a
profoundly moving effect on the Cambridge graduate. He even
absent-mindedly drank a cup of tea into which se eral flies
had fallen. It was really this volunteer, who was so deeply
moved by a vision of God through an old Batswana man, that
for some time made me extremely enthusiastic about voluntary
help quite out of touch with reality. It's' there. Some of it is
good. But Africa is going to rise to a great height of c ivilisation and this is going to be done, in the last resort with
African brains and my "Nigra" Goddess.
I just accept it that my" igra" Goddess is alive and real
because I have nowhere else to turn for my sal ation. I am
one Mrican \vho needs and wants my God Black, pr ferably
"Nigra" as Clem said she was and preferably of the f 111inine
gender. There Is something wrong with God, expressed as
masculine. You don It see the fire and thunder in im the
wa
ou do in his feminine counterpart.
And if I sa -- My God, she's a" igra" it is ht;>ause I
slightly confuse in my mind That which is double -edged, That
\vhich is made of fire, That which is et rnall alive, with the
personalit of a certain fro-American \voman ha was my
friend and comrade for a period of almost two years in
Botswana. It seems to me that I shall never forget her big,
flashing, black e es and her universal compassion for the
Sudras or underdogs of the world. It seems to me that it is
onl the Afro -American, because of what the ha e suffered,
who is capable of this deep compassion. Because when I
compare her against us I really see the African continent as
if filled with alot of squabbling, petty-minded, icious little
tribalists \vho are likel) as in the case of igeria to repeat
the pett little bigotry of the tribal wars all 0 er again, until
the Gods, being fed up with this nonsense, sends in some other
colonial power to divide the continent of Africa up again for their
own ends.
It has often amazed me how people substitute slushy emotions
for such great words like friendship, compassion. You might
feel soft and mushy about a little doggie. But between two living
human beings there is always Truth and Truth is like that doubleedged thing and is constantly expressing itself as Fireworks.
Because when I look back on that friendship with the AfroAmerican woman I am often filled with hot resentment at the
battering and bashing she gave me. I always seemed to have
my mouth open and she alwa s seemed to be bashing something
down it. After all, I am one of the Sudras and she was a OneEyed Jack with her fiery eye directed not only at the white man
but the caste -ridden upper clases of India, or for that matter any
oppressor of man. And they were all tabbed for the horrific
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judgment day. But in the meanWhile, I the Sudra, for whom she
'Vas sup ased to feel compassion was treated in the most rough
'~,;,,-,.1. ', .. ps what made the friendship so painful and quarrelsome
._~ . -'.~' tile time I'd met her I was going through some
,~, :fi: ..... ings of my own. I had also just been relieved of

t!. uf the Mrikaner Boer and wa.s correspondingly
anxious to fill the great, empty, peaceful chambers of my heart
with something beautiful like a God who was just quiet and full of
common sense. Since these longings dominated my mind just
then I'd often mention them wistfully during the brief pauses when
my mouth wasn't open and something being bashed down it. I
think that's why she said all those things to me - - that I wasn't
a genuine' African, that I only longed to eat good food and that I
might acc identally find myself with the damned on the judgment
day. Because who was going to feed the poor while I communi. cat-ed peacefully with my God? But after a time I began to take
it because I thought I had the edge on her. I might not be a
genuine African as she said. But I am most certainly a
genuine Sudra because for the greater part of my life I only
lived in the slums of South Africa where I was born. And from
the way my friend walked and talked, she was like some upperclass American. She never swore. She never drank. While I
did all this and worse in my life time. I also saw that we
differed on the idea of violence. It's a small matter to me,
when instantly enraged, to instantly kill someone stone dead, on
the spot. And then all hell and heaven could kill me and I'd just
laugh.. Because that's my environment. It happened every
day in front of my eyes when I was a child. On the other hand
my friend only saw violence in theory, as a vast social instru~
ment for the judgment day. I don't think she knew what tricky
material I really am. There's nothing neat and tidy about me,
like a nice social revolution. With me goes a mad, passionate,
insane, screaming world of ten thousand devils and the man or
God who lifts the lid off this suppressed world, does so at his
peril.
It has already happened in all sorts of places in the world
where my fellow brethen and Sudras were oppressed. It
happened when the Czars and Chinese landlords were torn to
pieces. And it's still going to happen in India and Southern
Africa. It seems as though the white man in Southern Africa
is actually driving us towards it because his laws become
harsher and harsher every day. And he won't pull out before
it's too late.
Because what is not too late is the firm and established
conviction that the underdog is already outside that closed door
in which he was locked up. It is the most peculiar sensation and
I can only express it in a personal way, restricted to the feelings of my own life. It was as though up to my generation we
were all locked up together in a dark air-tight room. We even
seemed to excrete together there and the stench was awful.
Then some mysterious hand opened one of the windows and we
received our first breath of fresh air which contrasted
strongly with the stench in which we lived. At the same time
this mysterious hand opened the door. And we ran out we kept
on saying: "I'm not going back in there. I'm not going back in
there." A few of our oppressors who had been so accustomed
to seeing us locked up, ran after us to put us back and we turned
around and rent them to pieces. But we still have this sensation of running because of the horror out of which we have come.
We don't know where we are running to except that we must rill1Once I began to feel this sensation of rUIllling, running, it was
at this point that I wanted a haven to run towards. Something
that made sense. Something worthy of all the anguish of my life.
Because I can't have it mucked up by the politicians. by the tom-tom
drum-beaters and crooks of our so-called liberatory organisations.
It's the way I feel about the revolutions of the world. When
George Padmore told us to abhor Communism and cho'ose the
road of Pan Mricanism, he only meant that the politicians in

Russia were mucking up the show. He did not mean that his
fellow bret~ern there were not right in ridding themselves of
the Czars but that their anguish and suffering were being
undermined by crooks. And there was such a passionate and
torrential confusion in this revolution because no one seems to
understand the underdog as he really is -- that he is a passionate
person without any nice, fancy manners. He is e\en more. He
can be revolting.' Perhaps he and I are only this way Q.ecause of
the conditions in which we have lived for centuries and centuries. But we have to come out now. And perhaps we alone know
how we will usher in this new age of universal brotherly love.
For while we have as intense a capacity to destroy, so do we
have as intense a capacity to build up, to create. Perhaps we
won It be as selfish as the former rulers of the world. But our
code has still to be written. Just as a side thought to this. It
is interesting to note, that with the rise of the underdog has
come out of it these philosophies of non -violence. Perhaps the
creators of these philosophies unconsciously sense the damage
and havoc we can really create~ at any given'T110n1cnt.
Although I have said that there was this vast environmental
difference between my American friend and I, it was really
from her that I absorbed a capacity as an underdog to identify
myself with all people's in the world living under such
conditions. It was her fiery eye fixed on Clem and Co. that
made me see after all that God is not so silent as he is made
out to be. The trouble is I don It know where my Goddess is
just right now but there's certain things I'd like her to know
about Clem and Co. and the conclusions I've drawn about him.
I feel he's too mediocre for the gaze of her beautiful ~yes and
that she should just let him be and get the hell out of there back
to Africa, some day.
Over and above us all is "That \vhich is double-edged, That
which is made of fire, That which is eternally alive. And he
sendeth forth his word, straight and unswervingly, throughout
all things ... II It is this thing which the white man is mocking,
not the skin of the black man, for it is this thing, this terrific
power which also created the black man. It's up to that power
to do something about it. Clem didn't know what was coming
next when he came face to face with his maker whom he had
strung up, tarred and feathered and burnt to death on the poplar
tree. But one thing I do know, that all thiS suffering has made
Afro -American people catch a little of this fire from heaven and
bring it down to earth to us. I wish, with all my heart that they
bring it to Africa because there are too few of us here, capable
of catching this fire. It may be that all the ancient pharaohs and
queens of our ancient civilisations have been born there and if
they don't come back we will only be left with our petty tribal
wars and petty tribal customs. It seems as though we don't
really have those large hearts and large eyes of the Gods. For
largeness of heart is what we need for a civilisation and big,
big eyes, wide enough to drink in all the knowledge of the
heavens and earth. Why should people like this, like my
Goddess beg the white man for the crumbs that fall from his
table? For that's what civil rights amount to. And they are so
cynical about it, the. giving of these crumbs.
The white man is not going to dominate us for many more
years in Southern Africa. In the days of Egypt, before Joseph took
his ten tribes there, there lived a pharaoh of whom it was vvritten:
PThe waters nourished him. All the birds of the air made
their nests in his boughs, and all the beasts of the field
brought forth their young under his branches. Beneath his
shadow dwelt all the great nations. He was most beautiful
in his greatness, because of the length of his roots, for his
roots bathed in great waters ... "
born.
I feel in my heart that our PMIfMII_~~-.a.l~~dy
It may be that I shall not live t see PharacCcA~y bl}t I want
all those who now live in angui
~qJ~Ef6. F!fiI9Ul1
day, due to the length of his ro ts and Pte~f hi.~oVrWdofiI~1
all nations shall dwell under h' shadow.
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