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The Women [of Paris] jealously watch what they call their

"line" and do not mind any sacrifice to keep it. They all want to
slim as if the men of Paris were only interested in the sight of jut
ting collar-bones and sharp cheek-bones. Those on the plump side
go on a strict diet: pills, infusions, exercises. They do not take
dinner, they do not drink more than three glasses of water a day.
There is nothing a Parisian woman would not do to keep her "line".
But the years go by and people grow old. In the men, the eye-lids
swell up, and the small veins turn red; their skin starts looking paler,
dryer, and more brittle. One would think that it might tear at the
first violent effort. Their skin gets wrinkled around the eyes, at the
corners of the mouth, and on the forehead. Their chins become
cleft. In the women, these ravages of time are less visible because
they put up a relentless fight against wear and tear by hourly filling
up the furrows which time digs on their lovely cheeks. They are so
proficient in the art of make-up that it is not always easy to tell a
woman's age. And eitquette on this point is very strict. Asking a
woman's age is tantamount to a complete lack of good breeding.
A woman is as old as her heart tells her. If she is fifty and her heart
beats as at twenty, well, this makes her twenty. But do men under
stand this, prone as they are to measuring a woman's strength, vita
lity, and endurance by her number of crow's feet? Hide your age,
women! The flowers that you are have a perfume but no age.

And I admire in these women the refusal to die without a
struggle, this determination of theirs to prove to time that it will
never win an easy victory. Tomorrow it will find its victim as
sprightly as yesterday. The Parisian woman who paints her face
teaches us a philosophy of life, a lesson in perseverance, the willing
ness to go on fighting even if we know that in the long run we shall
be defeated, a haughty refusal to resign ourselves to fate and to put
our own heads on the block. The Parisian woman definitely is the
most aggressive woman in the world, the only one who does not for
give time anything, being too fully conscious of her role, which is
to embellish our existence, to be a lovely and charming flower for
us, whose perfume and soft murmur braces us. She perpetuates
life and likes to show its joyous and unwrinkled face.

Just as the Parisians take very good care of themselves, they also
take care of their language, which is being watched over by old vete
rans called the "Immortals". Their function consists in keeping the
language's waistline, its purity. Quite old men are chosen for this so
that wisdom may preside over their work, for a language is everything
to a people. To destroy it would mean to kill the nation's soul.

The greatest joy you can afford a Parisian is to talk to him in
his language, for which he has a deep affection. If he appoints sages
to watch over it, his intention must be to immortalise it. For any
one to speak this language is to become the heir to the Parisian's
culture, an extension of his soul, a witness of his humanism. He
shows a pride which will perhaps never be ours, since our language
at home is dying, and our roots are thus laid bare every day like those
of a baobab tree in the rains. This fever of depersonalisation must
worry the one group of Parisians who prefer to study us through our
masks. Only masks cannot faithfully translate our tears and our
laughter, our fears and our dreams, and our loves. Some, howe"\rer,
try to know us through the works of our write.rs, through our theatre,
the media of expression at our disposal. But teducing everything to
their own measure and to their own way of seeing things, they mostly
look at our works through eyes that are unfit for that purpose. All
the same, still trying to know us represents a laudable effort on their
part, as there are compatriots of theirs who boast that they have nev
er opened any book by a Negro.

Men of calculation, of statistics and of diagrams. beings whose
eyes are riveted on machines, on the timetables of boats, planes, and
locomotives. To produce is the most imperious watchword, to
produce in very sphere...

From: Bernard B. Dadie: [In Negre A Paris (A Negro in Paris)
Paris, Presence Africaine 1959,.pp.201-204.
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AFRICAN MYTHOLOGY by Geoffrey Parrinder (Paul Hamlyn,
17s 6d)
THE ART OF AFRICA: TRIBAL MASKS FROM THE
NAPRSTEK MUSEUM, PRAGUE by Erich Herold. Photographed
by Jindrich Marco. (Paul Hamlyn)
THE ART OF AFRICA: MASKS AND FIGURES FROM
EASTERN AND SOUTHERN AFRICA by Ladislav Holy.
Photographed by Dominique Darbois. (Paul Hamlyn)
CONTEMPORARY ART IN AFRICA by UUi Beier. (Pall Mall
Press,S Ss.)

These four books have different functions but their compari
son invites us to look at one theme which is essential to a discussion
of the modern African artist's attitude to the traditional past or for
that matter the modern African writer's attitude to oral literature.
Parrinder's book provides us with a most valuable comparison of
mythological traditions in various parts of the continent. Herold's
book shows the total effect of one European Museum's collection
of African art. Holy tries to remedy the neglect of the art of
Eastern and Southern Africa. Beier provides examples of one
European's taste in modern African art. The theme which unites
these books despite their very widely differing functions is to be
found made more or less explicit in a paper of David Crowley's
which has been reprinted in the latest issue of African Arts/Arts
d'Afrique (Summer 1968), the magazine published by the African
Studies Centre of the University of California at Los Angeles; the
article is called 'Symbolism in African Verbal Art'. Of contempor
ary symbolism in European literature, Crowley writes, "it seems
safe to assume that none will provide the conventional symbolism
which made it possible for Dante to ... use and transform given
symbols and systems of his culture into th~ concrete embodiment
of a poem, the Divine Comedy, within whose aesthetic structure
he could create his own world yet make it the unique but multiple
blossom of medieval vision. In no poem before or since have aes
thetic and ethical orders been so identical, have quantitative and
qualitative rhythms been so simultaneously orchestral", (Crowley
quotes there from 'Myths and Metaphysics in Modern Poetry' ,
American and British, eds. Kiman Friar and John Malcolm Brinnin,
New York, Appleton-Century-Crofts, 1951. This paper appears to
be by Professor Hugh Staples); he continues himself 'This conven
tional symbolism of Dante is sufficiently concrete to be capable of
representation in the visual arts, as in Blake's drawings, and even in
music, as in Tschaikovski's'Francesca da Rimini'. He asks 'Are not
African cultures equally internally unified?'

To my mind this article brings out into the open a latent medie
valism in the approach of many writers on African art and literature.
Crowley is guilty himself of a kind of romantic medievalism: we
must be grateful to him for making it so explicit. He has shown us
the great divergence which must exist between the attitudes of the
modern artist or writer and the average historian of African art. A
similar attitude is betrayed by the collectors of African oral tradi
tions and collections of African dance forms. We are asked to
imagine a society in which there is a large collection of easily under
stood symbols. The artist or poet dips into an imaginary box and
holds up one of these symbols. Then the public, in this case the
kinship groups or the village give a gasp of comprehension and re
ceive an immediate communication. Perhaps this was the case in
Medieval Europe when a church sculptor could be accused of heresy,
if he depicted one of the Saints without the attributes laid down for
him. It seems possible that in traditional African society a far grea
ter latitude was allowed to a sculptor in depicting one of the spirits
inhabiting his universe. It was enough to express feeling, as .Parrin
der writes, (P.I3) 'not by copying faces and bodies, but by emphasi~

sing muscles, power, facial character and mystery.'
An artist is surely someone who has a very personal vision. The

Egyptian artist who was forced by his priests to go on copying the
tradition of three or four thousand years sometimes broke loose as



we can see in the sculptural reliefs. The African artist's subjectivity
however was sanctioned by his society:; he had no need to break
loose. In fact some Ijo sculptors in the Rivers area of Southern
Nigeria resort to dreams in order to discover their personal. vision
of the Gods spirits. At the same time Nigerian societies of enter-

Benin bronze

tainers range far afield looking for new dances and masquerades.
It is the original and inventive which is prized, not the slavish copy
ing of old models. In Beier's book one can see a modern Nigerian
painter, Twins Seven-Seven from Oshogbo, painting the Anti-Bird
Ghost from stories of Amos Tutuola, (p.93), and Beier writes 'the
similarities to the Yoruba novelist, Amos Tutuola, are striking and
result from the fact that both grew up under similar circumstances,
in much the same cultural situation, and both were honest enough
to present the world as they saw it, (p.116).

Southern Akan funery vessel
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It is this inventive ability, the capacity to hold the past ane the

future in the present, and not to remain static in tIme 'which is surely
the characteristic of all African art whether traditional or modern.
The best analogy is perhaps with jazz which is remaking itself the
whole time. The poetry, the dancing, the masks, are all present in
the here and now and are about this place and time. Allusions there
may be to the past, but these allusions are carefully sifted to make
sure there- is nothing in them to distract or destroy the present.
Until it has been possible for collections of oral traditions to com
pare the versions of praise-poets and other creative artists, over a
period of time and to discover how the contents vary from one year
to the next or from one decade to the next I think it is impossible
to take the Medievalist view of African society. What evidence is
there that the symbols are preserved and understood by everyone

Ibibio headdress

in the community especially where they are the prerogative of
priests who conserve mysteries and delib~rately ~ultivat~ their
inaccessibility? The careful study of AfrIcan art IS only Just be
ginning. Unfortunately it may never take place because the old
traditions are being destroyed every day. No one knows what
appalling damage has been done to the old traditions in Biafra by
the present war. Biafra still contained some of the best examples
of the old society and the old art: Bullets and starvation have
probably destroyed it for ever. It is important to record what still
exists in the few parts of Africa which have not yet been devastated
by war. Otherwise we will be left with nothing but the ~asks and
figures in these books. Beautiful though they are they WIll be a
silent testimony.
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Vive
I'independence!
WILLFRIED FEUSER
... Ninety-eight entries from 24 countries competing for the Prize of
the {evue ETUDES FRANCAISES. The jury chose this first novel
for its first award.

Ahmadou Kourouma:
LES SOLEILS DES INDEPENDANCES by (Les Presses
de l'Universite de Montreal)

"Well then, what had Fama got out of independence? Nothing
but his national identity card and his membership of the sole party.
Those are the pauper's share in the cutting of the national cake, and
they are hard and dry like meat from an old bull. He might tear at
them with the fangs of a famished mastiff, there was nothing to draw
out of them, nothing to suck, only sinew impossible to chew. And
since he could not return to his native land because he was advanced
in years (the soil of Horodougou is hard and can only be turned over
by sturdy arms and supple backs), all he could do was wait for his
handful of rice from Allah's providence, praying to the merciful
benefactor, because as long as Allah resided in heaven, all the sons
of slaves; the sole party, and the sole leader, even if they conspired
against him, would never succeed in making Fama die of starvation."

These are the thoughts of Fama, the last legitimate ruler of
Horo"dougou in the Malinke country, exiled after losing his chief
taincy to his cousin Lacina, who was more acceptable to the colon
ial administration, now an indigent immigrant in the capital on the
lagoon which strangely resembles Abidjan. He has become a parasite,
little better than a beggar, looking at the new order of things with a
jaundiced eye and currying the favour of the very people he despises
as "bastards" and "sons of slaves." The last descendant of the myth
ical Souleymane Doumbouya is an aristocratic sponger who fails to
come to terms with his environment.

When his cousin Lacina dies, Fama has to go home to his village
Togobala, for the "funeral of the fortieth day".

On the same occasie>n he is reinstalled as chief of the tribe, a
tribe devoid of its old glory, a famished people. Horodougou, the
land of his forebears, is situated in the People's Republic of Nikinai
a thinly disguised Mali-where the ruling party does not waste much
time on dissident chiefs. The son of a slave in the army uniform of
the new Republic actually has the impudence to ask Fama for his
identity card! The returning chief brings neither fame nor riches
commensurate with his people's expectations. He has to live off the
two most faithful servants of his dynasty: Balla, a liberated Bambara
slave, the fetish priest of the village and a "kaffir", and Diamourou
the griot.

Fama is under the spell of a prophecy pronounced by Allah's
voice in the days of his ancestor Bakary: "Your lineage will flow,
then weaken and dry up even as the torrents that rush down from
the mountains swell, subside and die in the sandy desert valley, far
from the sea and the rivers." The prophecy is being fulfilled in
Fama's domestic life. His wife Salimata is barren, or is Fama barren
himself? We never know, for when it comes to the test, his second
wife Mariam, whom he inherits from his cousin and brings back to
the city on the lagoon where he returns temporarily, is torn away
fromhimthrough the jealous rage of Salimata.

His arrest as a suspect in an anti-government plot almost comes
as a relief to him. Fama finds himself face to face with an absurd,
anonymous justice whose trade-mark is the detention camp:

"What was the name of the camp? It had no name, not even

the jailers themselves knew it. And it was good like that. Things
that cannot be said deserve no name, and this camp will never be
named."

Before the judge Fama confesses to having had a dream heavy
with portent. His failure to disclose the message thus received brings
on a charge of treasonable felony; the sentence passed on him:
twenty years of solitary confinement.

The news of Fama's arrest has meanwhile travelled to Togobala,
and Balla the fetish priest gives the long-standing prophecy about the
house of Doumbouya added precision by announcing: "Fama will
not see Togobala again."

Released in a general amnesty, Fama spurns the financial com
pensation accorded the prisoners and the feast of national reconcil
iation organised for the benefit of the country's prodigal sons. He
leaves behind his quarrelsome wives and walks out on his garrulous
friend, Bakary, realising that "the small talk between the panther
and the hyena honours the latter but lowers the former". He returns
home to the land of Horodougou to die, walking defiantly through
the border guards on the bridge between the "Coast of Ivories" and
the Republic of Nikinai-"Look at me, Doumbouya, prince of Horo
dougou! ... Admire me, ye sons of dogs, ye sons of independence!"
and is fatally bitten by a sacred cayman in the river. The last of the
rulers of Horodougou arrives home feet first.

A ludicrously maladjusted figure of the post-colonial period?
Fama's words are bigger than his wisdom, his pretensions overshadow
his dignity but he is faithful to his dreams and in the end marches to
his rendezvous with destiny with the fatalism of a true warrior-chief.
Rejected by society, and refl.l'sing to come to terms with it, he achieves
greatness through suffering and death. The sons of slaves in power
have got rid of a dyed-in-the-wool reactionary, but they are the
poorer for it. Vive l'independance!

Ahmadou Kourouma's novel is a variation on the familiar
"things fall apart" theme. In French African literature it has prev
iously been dealt with in a rather desultory manner by Nazi Boni in
'Crepuscule des Temps anciens', set among the Red Bobo of Upper
Volta. Kourouma's migrant Malinke are a fascinating blend of the
Moslem conquerors and the aboriginal Bambara elements. They
never forget the land they come from; a Malinke's shadow will
return home even after death. They speak the lofty language of the
Koran and the earthy idiom of the subjected people with equal ease.
Kourouma's entire story, not merely the dialogues but also the des
criptive passages and the ably handled flashbacks, is pervaded with
the felicitous presence of the spoken word which gives us the illu~ion

of a tale told, not of a book written. There is none of the profes
sorial attitudinising found in ~azi Boni's 'chronique', his pompous
invitations to the outsider to have a look at the African heritage.
Kourouma manages to create an atmosphere of intimacy, he takes
you into his confidence ?s it were, though he strains the French lan
guage to its limits in the process. He does not hesitate to let the
images, the rhythms, the words of his mother tongue pierce the
polished surface of polite prose-"sortir de sa bouche" used transitively
for "dire"; "le dire" for "La parol~" - thus giving his style a texture
and movement all its own. And yet he commands the classical med
ium with equal confidence: "Nothing befalls without being foretold:
the rain warns by wind, shadow and lightning the earth it is going to
strike; death by his dreams warns the man whose life is about to end."

The author, an Eburnean working as an actuary in Algiers, his
adopted home, has presented us with an exciting first novel. An
English translation of "Les Soleils des Independances" would be
highly desirable. Who will attempt the squaring of the circle?



34 X SCHWARZE LIEBE Edited by Janheinz Jahn
(Barmeier and Nikel, Frankfurt)
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The central character is Vmar, who was kidnapped when he was

four years old and turned out to be one of these blessed souls who
always come out glorious even through slavery. He gets well-educated
and becomes a respected and famous teacher. The latter half of the
s.tory concerns how he landed on the banks of the Nile, his attempts
to get back home, and his mother's search for him. What is neo
traditional about the narrative is the characterisation. All the princi
pal characters emerge more or less as stock figures. 'Shaihu Vmar'
himself, like most teachers in Moslem literature, is "a man beyond
all others, the like of whom is never likely to be found again. .. .
He never interfered in what did not concern him, and he never
wrangled with anyone, let alone did he even show even the slightest
cantankerousness". (Does this not read curiously like a description
of Sir Abubakar himself from an admirer?) It also recalls the teacher
in Cheikh Hamidou Kane's 'Ambiguous Adventure'. The religious
foundation of the story is borne out by the fact that by the end of
it, good men had triumphed over their enemies or, at least, been
vindicated. Of course, someone like the step-father of Vmar, the
man Makau, himself an avid slave-raider, may not correspond to
everyone's idea of a good man as Hiskett pointed out in the intro
duction. But then, we are not being asked to re-write 'Shaihu Vmar'.

Ocasionally, one catches the author's humour, as for instance,
in the account of Vmar's mother's encounters with travellers and
other characters during her lifelong search for her son. Everybody's
unscrupulous readiness to use and delay her juxtaposed to her own
irritated impatience together create an effect of the tragic-comic. It
must be admitted that if those of us who have them can suspend
certain of our biases against the background of the book and the
suspicion against the faithfulness of the translation, we would find
a lilting quality about the story which is endearing. It should inter
est Africans and non-Africans alike, both. for itself and the fact of
its authorship.

AMA ATA AIDOO

SHAIHV UMAR by Alhaji Sir Abubakar Ta fawa Balewa(Longmans)

The fact that one claims to be still African is important in the
context of one's approach to 'Shaihu Vmar'. It means one's judge
ment of the story is preconditioned by an awareness of three hard
facts concerning its author; the first Prime Minister of Nigeria, who
was assinated in a military coup in January 1966: that he occupied
a position of eminence in the society, that he grew to a mature age
before he died and that he died in hot blood. Nothing can change
the contents of a book once it has come out of the press. What is
increasingly being admitted, although it is still very much a point of
dispute, is that our awareness of the socio-political background to
any piece of creative 'work does interfere with how we see it and
ultimately, how we talk about it. It comes as a surprise to those of
us who knew practically nothing about him apart from his political
image that Sir Abubakar was creative. Because of this alone, some
of us would wish we too could read Hausa so that we could have
met the author face to face and not by the kind permission of a
middleman, the translator.

Indeed, one's suspicion of certain translated material is here
reinforced by at least one significant aspect of this translation. I
would like to ask Mervyn Hiskett why he thinks that in English,
God should be substituted for Allah. I should have thought that
Allah (with the probable exception of Greenland or Oceania, where
one imagines Islam has not been heard of) is one of these established E t
culturally untranslatable ideas. I personally think that God reminds ro Ica
me too much of the Father, the Son and the Archbishop of Canter-
bury! Secondly, the excessive footnotes, historical references and
the general substitution of English idioms for the literal translation ERIC HARBER
of the African betrays an intention behind this version of the novel.
That it really is not meant to be read as a story, and certainly not
by Africans or anybody who might possibly have the minutest
knowledge of Moslem culture. I do not disapprove of annotation.

What I find objectionable here is a preponderance of notes, as though Janheinz Jahn is well known for his collection "Schwarzer
Shaihu Vmar was a historical or sociological text. Besides, the Orpheus", his "A Bibliography of Neo-African Literature" and his
introduction reads too much like a newspaper review of the story. books (translated in English) "Through African Doors" and
On the other hand, the kind of information which some of us might "Muntu". This last book "sets itself the task of attempting to
have found useful is precisely what the translator omitted. I refer to determine what is really African, and then of examining neo-African
a little bit of the literary history of 'Shaihu Vmar' itself, which would poetrY,literature and Art, to see to what extent they are 'really
have answered questions like: at what point in Sir Abubakar's life he African' and to what extent they are not". When Moore and
wrote the story; did he write any others; was he in fact a known Beier (in the Penguin "Modern Poetry from Africa") sar~astically

literary figure in the Moslem world; and so on. suggest that Jahn sets himself up as "Keeper of the narrow gate
The story itself is immensely readable, in spite of an obviously which leads to the African Parnassus" by specifying the principles

shocking acceptance of traditional reactionary values on the author's underlying African culture, they mistake Jahn's intention. It is not
part-including those concerning slavery. I would say that there is to limit the creative scope of African writers that Jahn offered his
very little in it to bear out Hiskett's view that "the author's account analysis of Ntu (Muntu; Kintu; Hantu; Kuntu) but to identify the
of Hausa life and institutions often implies criticism. .. ." There distinctive-and persevering- qualities, attitudes, modes of conduct,
are numerous sentences like, "why, it's Makau who shames you by ideas, in African life wherever they may be. Arnold and Renan per-
revealing all your secrets to the common people, who you see, are formed a similar service in the nineteenth century when they pointed
giving themselves airs now." And there are more chilling ones. But out the enduring and characteristically Celtic elements in literature.
then since the revolutionary novels of Africa have yet to come from They enabled neo-Celtic poets with a European background to under-
the young who claim to be radical and more, it surely would be stand their own past, and the presence of the past in their own lives.
churlish to expes;t it from Sir Abubakar. In form though, he makes The Collection "34 X Schwarze Liebe" is a collection of Erotica
a departure from .the traditiona! Afro-Mo~lem n,arra~ive with ~t~ from the West Indies, Africa and North An1erica. The attempt to
rela.x~d presentatIon ~nd rambhn~ un-endIngs.. ShaIhu. VI?ar IS. establish a genre (somewhat less academic than "Schwarzer Orpheus")
defInItely a modern (I.e. WesternIsed) novel WIth a begInning, a mIddle that would find an eager ma~·ket lured by the green finger and red
and an end. finger nail on the black glossy dust cover, has inevitably led to an

Afro-Muslim
Narrative
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inequality in the material selected. Not all the writers selected are
good. Some are not represented at their best, or as most character
istic of their country. Some of the best short story writers (cf.
the Penguin African collection) are omitted because they have not
written to order.

Bearing in mind Jahn's enthusiasm for the ritual of African
sexuality, in his discussion of the African origin of many popular
dances adopted and debased by Europeans (via South America), it
would be interesting to hear Jahn on the blatant -and often skilfully
described carnality of some of the writers he selects; where physical
contact does not, as in African dancing, last "the briefest possible
time" .

E.g. Ich war eingesunken in einem Sumpf und.zur gleichen
Zeit brannte mein Unterleib wie Fever. Catherine hielt mich mit
beiden Handen an den Hinterbacken fest unde bewegte sich unau-
fhorIich im Bett hin und- her. es (mein Glied) nur in dem Sumpf
steckte, so wie man zuweilen einem Fuss in dem Sumpf Faucht .
Aber das war ein seltsamer Sumpf, der bald fester und bald weicher

wurde. So Mongo Beti of the Cameroons ~
The story begins with a disingenuous lament.
"0 Mutter, ich wurde so gern Hochwarden gehen, ich wurde
so gern beichten."
This will sound rather quaint to the sybaritic readers for whom

the book is intended. It~ratherquaint coming from a man who
knows very well how to appeal to the sybarites. Mongo Beti may
find that a woman is like a marsh, but in the way that the imagery
is used there is no suggestion that this marsh has anything to do with
fertility, let alone Ntu. The same may be said for most of the
writers in this anthology except perhaps Jacques Alexis who des
cribes a prostitute's epiphany. Yet Jahn includes Mongo Beti in the
ranks of those whose African origins have not been "uprooted
through the intrusion of western civilisation ("the literature shows
little indication of this"). Mongo Beti or Roger Mais, from the West
Indies, belongs to the age of post-Lawrentian Hedonism. Mais'
icons do not come from Africa but from Hollywood (examine the
gestures of his characters), though it would be unfair to ask a good
scholar to write a thesis on that kind of influence.

THE ISLANDS IN BETWEEN, Essays on West Indian Literature,
edited by Louis James (Oxford University Press)

As an introduction to West Indian literature this volume serves
a useful purpose. It shows just how impressive the range of West·
Indian prose and poetry is. It gives the resonant echoes from the
depths of the western literary tradition to be found in the West
Indies. It tells the reader what is characteristic of the West Indies,
with its slave past, its many races, its few remaining African roots.

"In Roger Mais' tragic sense" we are reminded of Faustus ...
of Sophocles"

"Wilson Harris's technique seems to lie in the symbolist
tradition." (And he is a novelist.)

Naipaul's description of the West Indies in its transitional
stage is like Thomas Mann's Israelites pitching their tents between
the house of the father and the real Egypt."

West Indians have both real and invented myths of Africa.
They, like some Ameri~ans, regard it as their actual home and make
pilgrimages to it. Dennis Williams in his novel "Other Leopards"
has a character "Lionel" who comes to Africa "seeking 'Lobo', the
'alter ego' of ancestral times he was sure quietly slumbered behind
the cultivated mask".

Though James and the other writers do touch on the African
elements in West Indian literature, they do not answer the challenge
offered to any Neo-African critic by Janheinz Jahn. Having des
cribed with great precision in "Muntu" what he understands by
African religion, ritual dances, thought and customs, Jahn then
proceeds to examine some Neo-African writers in the light of his
principles. Yet James and his critics do not even mention J ahn.

It is ironic that James warns us that generalisations in literary
criticism are dangerous, because he, the principal contributor, treats
us to a fair number himself.

('tBecause West Indian literature has grown up out of the ex
plosive tensions of diversity generalisations are, by rule, dangerous."

This Hegelian cliche "explosive tensions of diversity" sounds
important enough for the reader to expect it to be substantiated.
But it is not.

So also, "Toto is symbolic of all cultures" (page 70) or
"It is Johnny's alone, the ultimate cosmic understanding."

One suspects that the "explosive tensions" (or "destructive
tensions") jargon is irrelevant in the West Indies. Take this poem
(quoted by James)

A new tnoon. Dry season
follow west season again
an' the green crop follow the rain

An' then suddenly so
without rhyme
without reason

Yon crops start to die
you can't even see the sun in the sky
an' suddenly so, without rhyme
without reason, all yon hope gone
everythin' look like comin' out wrong.
Why is that? What it mean?

And take James' comment: "Misfortune intensifies the relation of
suffering man to his environment, and opens the dimension of
spiritual enquiry. Suffering drives downward until it reaches the
pitch and rhythm of grief'. This analysis would suit a G.M.Hopkins
sonnet. But not Brathwaite. The mood of the poem is not suffer
ing grounded in "destructive tensions"; the state is not a relation.
In fact the. poem is about the discovery of the idea and experience
of "relationship"; and the creation of the need for relating. The
poet describes how he has been deprived of something of which he
had been unaware, had taken for granted. The mood is shocked,
surprised impotence, with an overtone of exasperation that is a
little desperate. There is the slightest hint of the Fall in the failure
of nature's process, and of the thinking that this entails.

Another poem that James quotes confirms this
Drum skin whip,
lash master sun's
cutting edge ...

This rejection of conventional grammatical relations forces a discreet
attention on each word. There is an accumulation of sensation, but
a certain detachment is preserved: there is no emtional development.

Gordon Rohlehr's essay on "The Ironic Approach" of V.S.
Naipaul achieves that rare precision which makes reading critical
comment worthwhile. He tells us what he means by irony; he tells
us the significance of irony in a colonial society, and how Naipaul
loses control of his medium "to regard these people with more' con
tempt than compassion".

"The early Naipaul is at times the irresponsible
ironist, subtle, but lacking in a sensitive participating in the
life he anatomises. If one says that the exercise of irony is
sympathy, one is merely defining the limitations of irony~....
Naipaul succeeds in adopting the "Chaucerian pose ... the
constant pretence on the part of the satirist that he fully
condones the behaviour of the rogues he satirises."
Jean Creary is also an intelligent writer th.ough she tends to

overwrite. Talking of Roger Mais's novels she says:
"he used words to reach beyond the symbols of language and
objects to the nameless reality beyond symbols, the timeless
Words of S1. John's Gospel."

With so much accomplished and so much promise we are
reluctant to echo the editor's final sentence

"Is this an epilogue or a prologue?"



Remote
Lives
BESSIE HEAD
THE WEDDING OF ZEIN by Tayeb Salih (Heinemann Educational
Books) .
NOT EVEN GOD IS RIPE ENOUGH Yoruba Stories by Bakare
Gbadamosi & UUi Beier (Heinemann Educational Books)
POTENT ASH Short Stories by Leonard Kibera & Samuel Kahiga
(East African Publishing House)

It is almost impossible to capture the charm and fascination of
Zein, the central character around whom is woven a turning and
twisting tale in a remote, cut-off Sudanese village where it didn't
matter whether there would be a war or whether the Russians were
stronger than the Americans or what Nehru had said or what Tito
had said. It was in such a place that God, in the personality of a
monstrously ugly buffoon decided to pay a call. He was not born
like other children. No sooner did he come into this world than he
burst out laughing. And so it was throughout his life. There was an
Imam there, the only really unpleasant character in the village whom
everyone despised because he earned his living off them and had no
knowledge of agriculture or crop growing and fertilisers. Perhaps
Mr. Tayeb Salih only included the unpleasant Imam in the story to
accentuate his rich, earthy view of heaven and God. It goes like
this: in a beautiful description of the life of·a group of village men
who· sat 'on all the committees for agricultural development or any
kind of development it occurred to central government to impose
on the villagers, the aim of this 'gang' being to keep out the com
missioners and development officers and continue running things
their way because the commissioners were all stupid ...

So 'the gang' dined together as a group, just as other people
prayed together as a group, sitting in a circle round the plates of
food, with the light from ..the lamp hanging in Sa'eed's shop flicker
ing upon them. They ate voraciously, as men do whose brows pour
with sweat from a long day's toil. They ate fried chicken, and Jews
mallow with broth ... they would talk with their mouths full,
eating noisily, and you would hear their teeth grind together as they
munched their food; when they drank, the water gurgled. in their
throats. They belched noisily and smacked their lips. When their
plates were returned empty, tea would be brought and they would
fill up their glasses and each would light a cigarette, stretch out his
legs and relax ... They would talk quietly and contentedly ... At
such times the vehemence in Mahjoub's eyes lessens as they roam
idly along the faint, fading line where the light from the lamp ends
and the darkness begins (where does the lamp-light end? how does
the darkness begin?) His silence takes on great depth at such mom
ents, and if one of his friends asks him something he neither hears
nor makes answer. This is the time when Wad Rayyis suddenly
breaks out into a single phrase, like a stone falling into a pond: 'God
is living'. Ahmed Ism'il inclines his head a.little in the direction of
the river as though listening to some voice that comes to him from
there. At this hour, too, Abdul Hafeez cracks his fingers in silence
and Taher Rawwasi gives a sigh from deep within him and says:
'Time comes and Time goes.' ... Nothing beyond that. When will
time ever penetrate these remote parts of Africa which are more
numerous than the "asphalted roads of the towns?" For the words
of an old man in a far off Sudanese village echo down the whole
continent ... "We and our animals are alike. We rise in the morning
when they rise and go to sleep when they sleep, our breathing and
theirs following the same pattern ... We are a thick-skinned people
and in this we differ from others. We have become used to this hard
life ... "
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But perhaps we don't really care at what point time will enter
that is, we who live in the remote parts because we believe in mir
acles and extraordinary happenings. Almost echoing the laughter
and intense living of Tayeb Salih's tales is this collection of Yoruba
folk stories-'Not Even God is Ripe Enough' (to catch a woman in
love). The storie3 are built' around old Nigerian proverbs but the
language and vigorous style of the narrator of these tales, Bakare
Gbadamosi, is very present, immediate, modern.

Even one accustomed to swearing every day, could be a little
surprised at the way Nigerian people swear ...

"Once there was a man who was too fond of watching his
wife. Day and night he worried that she might see another man and
fall in love with him. But the wife grew tired of this habit and one
day she told him: 'Husband of my head, husband of my breast,
husband of my front, husband of my back! Why are you behaving
like this? I have become tired of this terrible war!'

Then the husband asked: 'What kind of war?'
And she replied': 'The war of don't piss and don't shit.'
Then' the husband said: 'Who asked you not to shit?'
And the wife said: 'It is your attitude. Every time I go to

shit or piss you suspect me of going to see a man.'
'But is it not my right as a husband to be watching my wife?'
'Well, let me warn you then,' said the wife, 'Even God is not

ripe enough to watch me and catch me if I really want to love
another man. What is wrong with falling in love with others any
way? I was not born to hate people.. '_

There are a lot of such explosive references to the workings
of the bowels- 'the man who sits under a tree too long will have the
birds shitting on his head'- 'he who shits on the road will meet flies
on his return'. And it is these loud ha-ha's, which make all the
moralising in these short pithy tales, so palatable. One does not
like moralising or morals because they are mean, stifling and mali
cious. But what to do about the intolerably jealous husband, the
crooks, the tricksters? They have to meet up with retribution. I
like Mr. Gbadamosi's way of solving the gigantic problems of human
nature. And the sum total of it all is contained in these few lines
of a Nigerian song: 'Enjoy the world gently, enjoy the world gently.
If the world is spoilt, no one can repair it. Enjoy the world gently.'

'Potent Ash' is a collection of short stories by two East Afri
can brothers, Leonard Kibera & Samuel Kahiga. The title is very
misleading. It should be called Impote~t Ash, for the stories are so
dull, they deaden the mind and leave a funny taste in the mouth.
They have no juice, no life, no vigour. The people in all the stories
have no real origin, no village, no hut, no real cooking pot with a
smell of real food. There is just words and words strung together
with a sickly grin.

These two brothers give the impression of having studied the
short story technique from a correspondence course and all the mom
ents of surprises are falsely forced. There is something wrong with
their style, particularly that of Samuel Kahiga. His profuse use of
useless adjectives, ~nnoys' .. "The embittered rain now struck at
these walls in a blind rage ..." Why embittered rain? Why blind
rage? It is just not a good way of describing a storm. It makes you
not see or smell or feel the storm because of the adjectives. They
are horrible. And again Samuel Kahiga rambles on, describing nature
in a way nature does not behave. .. "The myriad fingers of the
thicket, black in the twilight, danced savagely to the wild beat of
the frogs downstream ... " In nature's order frogs don't make
bushes dance. Somehow he just picked up those phrases from Ten
nyson, especially the 'thicket' and turned them into gibberish. I
did not like any of the stories by Kahiga. They are weak. They stun
the mind, all those adjectives upon adjectives adding up to NOTHING.

Leonard Kibera is the better writer of the two. His people are
not real, he does not project a character into it's own fullness but he
shows an inner struggle with himself. He observes life and at times
produces a sentence or two, full of impact. For example, his des
cription of approaching death in the story-A Silent Song-is what
death is really like ... "He wished that his soul were free, flowing
everywhere... " He also makes unconscious confes'sions about why
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he is such a bad writer. In one short story a character suddenly
shouts: "Hey you. Go and get me a packet of Omo. It washes
brighter than white!" Leonard Kibera calls this an experiment in
bawdy talk. Surely there are more interesting ways of being bawdy?
This kind of talk is stupifyingly dull, and not funny.

Kibera's strongest piece of writing is his: 'Letter to the haun
ting past'. In it he says: "I am in spiritual confusion and want.
(We) experiment and play the forlorn beat generation to the tune
of the imported leather jacket, the tightness of the wee knee-high
skirt, and the skin-lightening cream ... but ... I know that some
where deep inside lurks the reservoir of good craving for an outlet,
a direction ... "

Leonard Kibera may find this new direction, if, as he ends his
letter. .. "(I s~~ll) withdraw, with the dark night, into the stillness
of my room ...

On a prodigal's
soulscape

JOHN OtAl
ON A PRODIGAL'S SOULSCAPE by John Okai
RETURN TO MY NATIVE LAND by Aime Cesaire; translated by
Emile Snyders (Editions Presence Africaine 1968)

What happens when a man sets out to redeem a dream deferred,
a soul set away on ice, a conscience caged away in the killing carcass
of a non-native very foreign hell-kraal, a being bundled up and bunga
lowed away upon the quiet unquestioning quicksands of a spiritual
dungeon? Aime Cesaire's 'Return to My Native Land' happens.

That's what.
From the symphony of his soul our ears discern the sharps and

chords shedding blood-hot tears of concern for the lot of:
"my race eaten by Macula
my race ripe grape for drunken feet
my queen of spittle and lepers
my queen of squasms and chloasms"
We hear the nightmarish cries of a wounded soul:
"At the end of the dawn
the male thirst and the stubborn desire,
here I am cut off from the green oases of fraternity,
this shyness is embossed with sharp edges
this too definite horizon shudders like a jailer"
Cesaire's 'Return' belongs to the world and class of the big poem.

by right of physical size, by right of emotional intensity, by right of
artistic quality.

Heaping image upon image, blowing up image after image, (and
achieving thereby overwhelming sense impressions that either melt the
heart or water the heart with touching flashes of pregnant associations)
the brilliantly effective orchestration (to the point of an organic whole)
of pace and passion, purpose and sound stratum could belong only to
a master craftsman, a singer from the inside whose song could not go
astray.

On the landscape of his soul, we realise how "the whip disputed
with the buzzing flies for the sugary dew of our sorrows".

"In this inert fly, this strange crowd which does not crowd, which
does not mix, which knows how to evade, dodge, disintegrate....
which one feels to be so perfectly alone under this sun like a woman
who fascinated by the lyric rhythm of her thighs suddenly hails a
hypothetic rain and commands it not to fall, or like a rapid sign of

the cross without viSIble cause, or like a peasant woman urinating
standing, legs parted, stiff."

"At the end of the dawn, she will on all fours before bulimia,
lying in wait for lightning and mists, slowly vomiting its human fatigue
the hill alone, its blood drained, the hill bandaged with shadows, the
hill with rivulets of fear, the hill with great hands of wind."

We hear the angry groans of an over-raped soul raging out, in the
name of his people and race, against Western society and white domi
nation. His beginnings lie in the Caribbean, his native land; Africa is
the fountain source of his soul song and its sense of belonging. In
Cesaire's 'Return', the suppression and sufferings of his people so
work its way into the marrow of his conscience that all of it oozes
out and crystallises as the case-history (artistic) of his heart' cry:

"I hear from the hold below the curses of the chained, the
hiccups of the dying, the splash of someone thrown into the sea ...
the baying of a woman in labour ... the scraping of nails seeking
throats ... the chuckles of the whip ... the scurrying of vermin
across worn-out bodies ... "

Born of the historically ripe (and therefore inevitable) idea
tional preoccupation of a self-questioning, self-searching soul, tensions
within himself and tensions in his relations with his environments,
grow balloon-wise till they start to clash and continue to clash.

In the symphony of his soul, we hear his conscience crying:
"From thinking of the Congo
I have become a Cong buzzing with forests and
rivers where the whip cracks like a great flag
the flag of the prophet
where the water makes
G'konala-G'konala
Where the bolt of anger hurls a good green axe,
forang the wild boars of putrefaction to pour
over the beautiful violent edge
of the nostrils."
On the landscape of his soul, we realise
"how much blood in my memory, how many
lagoons! They are covered with death's-heads.
They 'are not covered with water-lilies.
Lagoons in my memory. No sashes of women
on their banks
My memory is circled with blood. My
remembrance is girdled with corpses!"

The force of his highly-strung, pregnant multi-dimensioned
images operate on the reader's being on several levels; he treks the
gamut of humiliation and ~opelessness,poverty and squalor
through the following (though differently scheduled) structural
stages of the emotional level. Solilaquy: but who am I?; the dis
covery: I think I know; the lament: see what they have done to
me, to us!; anger: you shall be swept into the sea; resolution: I
will return and repair; assertion: I have something you lack; back
lash: I am ... I am ... I am also as ... no, I am better than you!

On the landscape of his soul, we see:
"At the end of the dawn, flowered with frail creeks, the

hungry West Indies, pitted with smallpox, dynamited with alcohol,
stranded in the mud of this day, in the dirt of this city sinisterly
stranded.

"At the end of the dawn, the utmost point, a deceitful deso
late scab on the womb of the waters; the martyrs who do not bear
witness. The blood-flowers withered and scattered to the useless
wind like cries of parrots; and old life smiling mendaciously, lips
opened by discorded woes; an old poverty ro~ting under the sun,
silently; an old silen<;e covering with tepid pustules, the frightful
inanity'of our raison d'etre."

This is the scream-song of a prodigal soul; a post-discovery
return; a soul which gave in to the over-whelming influence of a
foreign culture that not only blinded him to the beauties of his own,
but also cut him off from his··cultural roots. But on the first day, he
sees a crack in the brickwork of his beliefs and values; on the second
day, he rethinks his whole self and its being in the overall context of
time and space and discovers his real home, and arrives at a decision;



then on the triumphant 'third day' he dares and really breaks away,
returning and arriving at his proper spiritual home.

On the landscape of his soul, we sense his desire.
"To flee. My heart was full of generous hopes
To flee. I should arrive lithe and young in the
country of mine and I should say to this land
Whose mud is flesh of my f1esh: 'I wandered for
a long time and I am retlJrning to the deserted foulness
of your wounds'"
We see the "Tepid dawn of heat and ancestral fear" ... "the

ovaries of water in which the tiny-headed future moves" . . .
"those whose survival moves in the germination of grass:'

E.N. Obiechina ('Cultural Nationalism in Modern African
Creative Literature' ~ African Literature today, No.1 1968) says:
The word Negritude was invented by Aime Cesaire ... in his well
known poem 'Cahier d'un retour au pays natal' but its ideology has
been defined mainly by ... Leopold Sedar Senghor."

In 'Return to My Native Land', Cesaire says: "my Negritude is
not a stone, its deafness thrown against the clamour of the day, my
Negritude is not a speck of dead water on the dead eye of earth, my
Negritude is neither a tower nor a cathedral".

In their Introduction (Modern Poetry from Africa) Moone and
Beier say that the 'answer may be that Negritude has served its pur
pose in giving neo-African poets a bridgehead and a point of departure.
But as Africa moves into independence, the conflicts of the core of
Negritude become more and more apparent ... "

Jean-PaulSartreargued in 'L 'Orphee noir' that Negro poetry is
"the true revolutionary poetry of our time" and that Negritude is the
voice of a particular historical moment.

Janheinz Jahn (Muntu) said: "Once for all it (Negritude) took
the strain from Africa: it demonstrated that poetry and literature were
not only possible in the African manner and out of an African attitude
of mind, but that only such poetry was legitimat&."

"Yet already it begins" Moore and Beier say, "to look as though
Sartre was right. In the last few years there have been signs that the
well-spring of Negritude is running dry. The great period was in the
forties and early fifties, and since then Cesaire, Damas and Senghor
have all been notably unproductive."

Negritude had a historical alibi in the nature of the situation in
which French-speaking Negro intellectual found themselves during
the years of the assimilation. It was therefore in space, limited and
did not cover all Africa; in time, it is no more relevant to the con
dition of even the people whose particular circumstances at a parti
cular moment in time gave birth to it, much less to be relevant to all
blacks (and are all Africans black?) all the time.

Mphahlele (The African Image) says "Much of the poetry
(negritude) is sheer romanticism, often it is mawkish and strikes a
pose ... " He continues that "If there is any negritude in the black
man's art in South Africa, it is because we are African. If a writer's
tone is healthy, he is bound to express the African in him. Stripped
of Senghor's philosophical musings, the African traits he speaks of
can be taken for granted: they are social anthropology. We who
grew up and were educated in Africa do not find anything new in
them. Simply because we respond intensely to situations is- no rea
son why we should think non-Africans are incapable of doing so, or
that we are the only section of the human race who are full of pas
sionate intensity. These traits are not anything we need make slo
gans about, in terms of art ... He must know that his negritude can
at best be an attitude, a pose, where his art is concerned, just as it
was a pose in my pro t est writing. Excessive protest poisons one's
system ..."

In his Foreword (Poems From Black Africa) Langston Hughes
says: "in Senghor's poems of negritude, French sophistication and the
tall drums of Senegal lock arms ... In general the French African poe
ts and particularly Senghor, tend toward creating Whitmanesque cata
logues of fruits, rivers, trees and the other physical attributes of their
land, and vie with one another in evoking the strength of black bodies,
the dignity of black motherhood, the beauty of black maidens."
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Claude Wauthier (The Literature and Thought ofModern Africa)
quotes Thomas Melone (Le Negritude dans la litterature negro-africaine)
"Senghor has defined negritude as the 'crossroads of give and take'.
He has even compared Eurafrica-an osmosis of Negro and western
civilisatio'ns-with a Concert where Europe is the conductor and Africa
the drummer.' This modest study will have served to show up the
ambiguity and deception hidden in this double assertion. We can state
historically that in the career of the African Negro there was never any
'sense of giving'; that had been systematically inhibited by the activi
ties of the coronial powers."

The African philosopher from Ghana, Prof. W. Abraham in a
TV interview published in 'Africa Report' said: "Senghor does not
in my opinion, write as an African poet. What he does is to write
French poetry which is interlarded with odd African allusions. Any
Frenchman can do that. I think that it is significant that always he
talks of foregiveness and 'bridges'. He sees himself, not as an African
writer writing in Africa and for Africa, motivated, pu:shed,inspired by
the complex present African situation (which in his country, I dare
say, would include French influence). He writes, in my opinion, as
an apologist of France speaking to Africa, who understands an Afri
can language and an African idiom and can use African mannerisms
in his rhythm and cadences. That is what I think Senghor does. There
is nothing particuarly African about his poetry."

Reed and Wake (Senghor-Prose and Poetry)say: "Hence negri
tude for Cesaire is at origin and existential act of self-affirmation, a
decision to affirm and take pride in those things for which the Negro
has been despised ... principally and symbolically, in his black skin,
but also in his inventiveness, his failure to dominate, his irresponsible
gaiety before life. Cesaire accepts the white man's myths, about the
Negro and glories in them."

Mphahlele (The African Image) says: "Jacques Rabemananjara, the
Malagassy poet, says the unity of Negro culture is an act of faith. Aime
Cesaire is said to be reflecting the essence of negritude when he says in
a poem:

"Hail the royal Kaikedrat
Hail those who have invented nothing!
Who have explained nothing!
But they abandon themselves, possessed
to the essence of things
Heedless of taming, but playing the game of

the world... "
Senghor finds the African's heightened sensibility and history

emotional qualities his chief psychic traits. Two sources, he says,
explain the origin of the psychic profile of the Negro African, the
millennia of his tropical experience and the agricultural nature of
his existence; the heat and the humidity of tropical regions and a
pastoral closeness to the earth and the rhythms of its season. Emo
tion, he finds, is at the heart of negritude: Emotion is Negro."

Prof. Abraham said: "If you take others, especially French
African writers, you will find that they all, in fact, reject traditional
Africa. When they don't say so, they make apologies for it, they try
to explain and they talk. And one must regard it as sheer nonsense.
For example, when Senghor says that the African is not intellectual
that reason is Greek and feeling is African, that the African knows
things with his nose-that's sheer nonsense! What does he think I
have above my nose? A pair of eyes? Reason is not Greek or African
or European or American or Russian or what you will, reason is
universal."

Sartre said: "Cesaire's originality lies in the expression of his
narrow, potent anxiety as an oppressed, militant Negro in a poetrY
which is highly destructive, free and metaphysical at a moment when
Eluard and Aragon were failing to give their verse political content."

, Gerald Moore (Surrealism and Negritude in the Poetry of
TchiKaya U Tam 'si) says: "But if negritude itself is not a programme
but a style, what can we usefully say about a style which poets as
various as Leon Damas, Aime Cesaire, Leopold Senghor, David Diop and
TchiKaya U Tam'si are suppos'ed to have in common? At this point' the
enquiry becomes a trifle mystical. The poetic language of U Tam'si, the
materials of his imagination, his whole sensibility, the very music of
his life, have all been shaped by Africa. To that extent we can certainly
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speak of his negritude. And to precisely the same extent we could
speak of the Anglitude of Shakespeare or the Franctitude of Racine."

Writing on the criteria of literary criticism, "based on the intel
lectualist misunderstanding, on a confusion of the functions of philo
sophy and art; on a misunderstandillg of the way ideas actually enter
into literature," Wellek and Warren (Theory ofLiteratur\)continue:
"He (Rudolf Unger) rightly argues that literature is not philosophical
knowledge translated into imagery and verse, but that literature ex
presses a general attitude toward life, that poets usually answer, un-·
systematically, questions which are also themes of philosophy but
that the poetic mode of answering differs in different ages and situa
tions. "

"The way ideas actually enter into literature," What I shall
call the point of entry, is achieved when the poet makes us feel no
"discrepancy between the artistic success and the weight of thought"
(Wellek and Warren), that is when the ideas in the work of art have
become "constitutive" (Wellek and Warren); and what I shall call
the manner of entry demands, dictates and is achieved only when and
if the idea, tossing up and down in the waters of experience, is washed
across and over the cataracts of the poet's own heart, squl and being.

In 'Return to my Native Land', Cesaire's ideas do not remain
"mere raw material, mere information ... " (Wellek and Warren), they
have achieved and scale those creative heights where and when they
"are actually incorporated into the very texture of the work of art,
when they become constitutive," in short, when they cease to be ideas
in the ordinary sense of concepts and become symbols, or even myths.'
(Well ek and Warren) Cesaire's ideas in 'Return' have become consti
tutive because they have suffered the manner ofentry and have
achieved the point ofentry.

(Before ideas in a work of art achieve the point of entry, they
must first suffer the manner ofentry.)

Therefore, although one may disagree with Cesaire's attitude to
life (and the ideas) in 'The Return', it does not follow that he has
failed as an artist, that the 'Return' has failed as a work of art, that
he has failed to communicate. For as Wellek and Warren say, "philo
sophical truth, as such, has no artistic value just as ... psychological
or social truth has no artistic value as such. Philosophy, idealogical
content, in its proper context, seems to enhance artistic value because
it corroborates several important artistic values: those of complexity
and coherence. A theoretical insight may increase the artist's depth
of penetration and scope of reach. But it need not be so. The artist
will be hampered by too much ideology if it remains unassimilated."

In 'Return', Cesaire as a master craftsman, communicates-on
more than one level; he movingly reaches out into those intangible
and uncharted realms of our beings where more than conscience and
heart stand guard; it grandly succeeds in fulfilling its function, the
prime function of literature: the provision of a unique aesthetic
experience.

Those who sang in the days of the historically necessitated,
historically justified negritudists and negritude (in works whose ideas
had suffered the manner of entry ,and achieved the point ofentry) I
would call singers from the inside. . Their attitude to life and the
way it achieved expression in their works was all natural, irresistable
flowing from inside, their insides. But those who today, in times
when Negritude has already finished its historical mission, and lost
its moral alibi and historical raison d'etre, still pursue a deliberate
and historically forced policy of negritudism in their works, I would
call singers from the outside.

They cannot and don't believe in the songs they sing because
they force the songs upon their lips; they "strike a pose"; their
songs don't have their roots in their beings. Unlike the days of the
historically justified negritudism, when negritude took natural roots
in their beings (their insides) and therefore and consequently flower
ed out in the message and passion of their songs, those who stick to
negritude today are chewing up (from the outside) and trying to
swallow down their intestines, artificially fashioned flowers of negri
tude, hoping that they will take root (develop a historical raison
d'etre) in their inside and achieve artistic success. But the songs of
the singers from the outside fail, because the message and passion of
their songs look out of place (that is "we feel a discrepancy between

artistic success and the weight of thought," since their ideas have
suffered no manner ofentry,) just as part of the artificially fashioned
flowers being chewed up will get stuck in the throat and stick out of
the mouth; their ideas in their works remain "mere raw material
mere information" and fail to become "constitutive" (point of e~try)
because their ideas have not been tossed up and down in the waters
of experience and washed across. and over the cataracts of the poet's
(singer's) own heart and soul.

Artifically fashioned flowers are the result of "creating"-as
Langston Hughes said- "Whitmanesque catalogues of fruits, rivers,
trees and the other physical attributes of their land," and vying
"with one another in evoking the strength of bfack bodies, the dig
nity of black motherhood, the beauty of black maidens."

Cesaire's 'Return' is a song of the inside; it is being sung from
the inside; hear it sung to your inside.

In the poem's final movement, the excruciating crescendo,
panting and hankering after the heights of inner fulfilment for his
conscience, charges through; "listen, hawk that holds the keys to the
East" ... "listen, shark that watches over the West" ... "that my
soul may shine, bark, shine bark bark bark" ... "and that the owl
... may hoot" ... "coil, wind, around my new growth" ... "Devour
wind ... Devour and grasp me"; it achieves a 'climax that almost
thrusts into the realms of the threshold where a song could catch fire
and "burn the singer's lungs and tongue"

"Bind, bind me without remorse
bind me with your vast arms of luminous clay
bind my dark vibration to the very navel of the world
Tie, tie me, harsh fraternity
Then, strangling me with your lasso of stars, rise, Dove, rise
rise
rise
I follow, you are stamped on my ancestral white cornea
Mount today to heaven great black hole where I wanted
to drown myself last month
There I will fish now
for the malevolent tongue of the night, it's unmoving flick."

to Neo-Africana

A HISTORY OF NEO-AFRICAN LITERATURE by Janheinz Jahn
(Faber and Faber, 70s)

The harvest froIn the valleys of the literatures of developing
countries is in earnest. It so happens that, in this breath-taking effort,
the theories, long propounded in Europe, are being refashioned,
modulated or totally discarded, to suit what is considered the specific
character of this new phenomenon. Janheinz Jahn has been closely
following the seasons that determine his fortunes.

The sub-title of the expensive volume is Writing in Two Conti
nents. Obviously, the author has taken upon himself the onerous
taks of pinpointing and, where possible, documenting the origin and
development of what he has come to define and establish as Neo
African literature. The dangers might not be obvious at first sight.
The whole concept is that the indigenous population of Africa, that
is, black Africans of Africa and those resident abroad, by citizenship
or adoption, who claim, or are deemed to claim, descent from some
African ancestor whose heroic feats are now lost in the mists of time



produce a body of imaginative literature styled Neo-African and
characterised by some common bond-or even bondage!-that makes
it desirable and compulsory to tie its headwaters neatly to one spot,
at least in geographical terms. Slavery, we are told, is the progenitor
of this gigantic, almost, legendary tree. This is a Herculean task which
turns out to be the waste of much needed energy on the arid wastes
of weird speculations and far-fetched hypotheses that result in con
fusion worse confounded.

The crucial point is: What is literature in terms of space and
time? The theory of migration apart, no one has laboured the theory
of neo-Germanic literature, or neo-Romanic literature. Even fot that
matter neo-German or neo-Anglo-Saxonliterature. Janheinz Jahn's
basic assumption is totally fallacious. One suspects that he is not
aware of the political and social implications of his stand. He is bent
on fitting people into compartments and peg holes. There are Amer
ican, Carribean, Latin American, and African LITERATURES. With
in these we talk of Senegalese, Brazilian, Jamaican, Zulu, Xhosa,
Sotho, Nigerian literatures. In a given continent we come across a
number of literatures with writers of varying degress of artistic
maturity and various ranges of vision and world outlook. Why
should Jahn arbitrarily lump together into a mysterious parcel so
many and diverse historical and cultural mosaics and label them
Neo-African Literature? Why should there be this pigeon-holing
which will make American children, for instance, study Hughes-
to whom the volume is dedicated-Wright, LeRoi Jones as, apart
from Whitman, Miller, etc., Neo-African Literature? Indeed, this
is all American Literature, which must be treated as such. The
similarity of some aspects of this literature with the one produced
by the creative artists of the Republic of South Africa, for instance,
is due to the determining factors in the two areas which coincide.

The material and the ground to be covered are so wide that
the author is forced, now and again, to take refuge in omission, and
brief treatment that is not justified. It is not clear which period the
author has chosen in the two continents and why. There are many
loose ends, the author failing to round off some of his well presented
arguments. There are not any lines of demarcation and salient fea
tures pertaining to a number of literatures he is treating.. In a num
ber of cases he satisfies himself with deplorably incomplete tables,
though he mentions that the volume does not pretend to be exhaus
tive. Ostensibly, yes. In point of fact, J. Jahn, in his marathon,
gives the impression that what he terms neo-African literature is a
continuum, without a specific, differentiating stamp which is in
imitable, of the people from whose social milieu it originates. One
speaks here of national consciousness and historical experience
pertaining to a given people. What he gives us is a veritable geography,
and not a history, of the subject.

He is prone to make dogmatic statements of which he accuses
Ezekiel Mphahlele and some other critics of negritude. He says, not
understanding French, they rely on second-hand, often faulty and
crude, translations of the sophisticated poets of his beloved word
magic. Granted! The same accusation, with more relevance and
pressing validity, must be levelled against J. Jahn himself. For
instance, how does he deal with Southern Bantu Literature(s)?

One finds his title: "The Tragedy of Southern Bantu Litera
ture", in keeping with the title and ambition of the volume, inaccu
rate. Quite rightly he observes that "neo-African literature in
African languages begins in South Africa. After 1900 it made great
strides but these advances came to an abrupt end; and after brave
but unsuccessful experiments in the 'thirties, it sank into insignifi-
cance'." (p 100}_. .

It should be noted that the author does not concern himself
with the causes and stresses, political, economic, or social, that were
responsible for the arrest of this early and striking development. And
he is dealing with the history of the letters. In the following sentence
he falls into ineptitude as follows: "Since the end of the Second
World War the only significant African literature from -the south of
the continent has been written in English by those who have left
the country." Dogma and categorising!

From now onwards it should be clear to J. Jahn and his ilk that
Southern Sesotho Literature, starting from 1944 (K.E. Ntsane's
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Masoabit) and the subsequent years, saw a qualititavely new upsurge.
In fact, the prolific Makalo Khaketla started publishing only in 1947
with his drama on Moshoeshoe, the founder of the Basotho people,
who died in 1870. The same year saw J.J. Machobane's romantic
romp, in the spirit of a heroic tale, together with K.E. Ntsane's first
collection of poems. There were some then and others followed;
and are still following. Curiously enough, some of these books and
others figure in J. Jahn's table at pages 140-141. Contrary to facts,
he alle~es that the Zulu poet's (Vilakazi's) "essay on the develop
ment of Zulu poetry'is South Africa's only important work of liter
ary criticism . (p 107) The thirty-eight pages of Khaketla's collec
tion of poems, "Lipshamathe", published in Johannesburg in 1954,
is an Aristotelian effort in Southern Sesotho prosody, a crowning
achievement, a document of historical, literary, and linguistic impor
tance, just like the one of Vilakazi referred to by the German
Africanist. Khaketla's was couched in Southern Sesotho. One must
immediately admit that these works were not without faults. But,
then, the colonial period being what it was with its educational
orientation and objectives, who sauntered with enthralled Khaketla
in the paradise of the Muses, filling the pitcher with the invigorating
waters of the theory and practice of language together with prosody
in the mother tongue? It would be rewarding, on the one hand, to
study the contribution of these writers to their language on their
manipulation of it for artistic and literary purposes; and the cross
fertilisation that took place between the literatures of the Southern
Bantu, on the other. Khaketla's latest novel, published in Johannes
burg in 1960, Ntsane's and others' published even later are what
should claim the energies of a serious Africanist. The Southern
Bantu authors, together and individually, give us authentic African
literature: in themes, spirit, language, speech patterns, locality
and characters.

Living under different conditions-when the nationallibera-
tion movement has forcibly brought the attention of African literature
to the smug European centres of learning-they have broken away
from nebulous interpretations of life and idyllic aspirations before
the forces of coercion or humdrum, pseudo-monastic life of Lermon
tov's Mtsiri (This was a romantic hero in the nineteenth-century
Russian literature who broke away from the monastery in search- of
freedom among open fields and the hearths of the fathers! M.B.)
Only that they lack the flawless ear and cadence, the range of vision
and optimism, even sheer, rugged humanism of the heroic past.

The author is most at home when he deals, on a purely theore
tical plan, with Zulu prosody as projected by B.W. Vilakazi in 1938,
that is, on the eve of the second World War, when Mother Europe
did not even suspect that Mother Africa boasts of Aristotles and
Goethes. There are some fresh insights at his command only that,
again, they are too sketchy.

He has not understood Thomas Mofolo in his cultural setting.
Hence, according to him, Chaka (1925) is a condemnation of paga
nism which, paradoxically enough on his own authority, the mission
aries rejected outright. His valid doubt about the expurgated form
of the novel is quite legitimate and calls for investigation on the part
of competent people. One has had occasion to observe that Chaka
is a legend, history, myth, heroic tale, poetry, fiction, all rolled into
one. For sure, there's Shakespeare's "there is a tide in the affairs of
men ... " persuasion in the book in Southern Sesotho at page 9.
The same T. Mofolo's Pitseng (1912) opens in Chapter 11 with the
opening, in variation ofHard Times. Having had the instrument
available to study-repeat study-the original text, one must infer
that Mphahlele's observation about the affinity between Chaka and
Richard III is permissable though MphaWele is discreet enough to
avoid the suspect word "influence" which Jahn imputes to him.
The same author's Moeti (1907) could best be appreciated against
the background of Southern Sesotho mythology and allegory, a
treasure of oral lore and the atmosphere bedevilled by the deleterious
influence of excessive religious control and indoctrination. Perhaps
Jahn might feel inclined to dismiss as a figment of the mind that
there are touching points, the same pervasive world outlook, between
Chaka and The Song ofHaiawatha.



34
The learned Africanists, as they dispense indulgences from their

palatial homes or stinking slums to Senghor's Chaka and poetry writ
ten in European languages, chuck Mofolo and Vilakazi, for instance,
somewhere in Dante's system of hell! Energies are devoted to the
galaxy of twinkling stars in the African firmament that has just caught
the attention of the blue eyes and long legs only after the Second
World War. Of course, they have fallen in love with their own image
and likeness, which, they tell us, has parted with the erstwhile exotica.
In this, indeed, we find the tragedy of the Southern Bantu Literature
... A Mosotho novelist and poet comes to and leaves London with
out attracting anybody's attention, simply because his cultural setting
never quivered with the rhythms and stresses of the language of the
metropolis ... It is for us, and not neo-Africanists, to build a monu
ment to these daring souls whose only desire and consuming passion
has been to harness the harmonies of the mother tongue and to
preserve a treasure trove for the rising generation destined to fulfil
"the resolutions passed in ages now gone blind!"

One of the properties of the odd mixture called neo-African
Literature is the African style. Now stylistics is a discipline that is
more allied to linguistics than to literary science: or the. theory of
literature as such. It is one of the tenets of stylistics that it singles
out a writer for his artistic craftsmanship, for the literary use of
language in envoking the atmosphere or depicting this or that trait
of a character. Wole Soyinka and J.P. Clark: Chinua Achebe and
Cyprian Ekwensi; K.E. Ntsane and B.M. Khaketla; Mongo Beti
and Ferdinand Oyono - everyone of them has a particular way,
peculiar to him alone, of artistically reducing his thoughts and obser
vations to writing. Perhaps one might speak of the style of a given
literary movement but not about the uniform stylistic phenomenon.
Where this happens litefature disappears.

Actually the book is a compendium of Jahn's platitudes
scattered in his various writings. For those familiar with his pub
lished -works he does not break fresh ground except that some
weird notions of his Muntu have been discarded or expressed with
more caution. One admires the author's industriousness and sound
technical apparatus. He has a flair for the piquant phrase and some
wry humour in good store. One wishes he, as a scientist, could re
frain from the periodic doses of puerile intolerance, a suggestive
touch of settling accounts, which harm the free development of
science. The general impression is of erudition and encyclopaedic
tendencies in this defiant stretch, this yawning gap, from Muntu to
Neo-African claptrap ...

The Resurrection
M.Bulane

THE BLACK HERMIT by lames Ngugi (Heinemann Educational
Books Ss)

It is gratifying to see an African novelist of renown turn to a
different genre, while his substantial literary output has firmly
established him in the field.

We have here a delightful drama by lames Ngugi, first pro
duced at the Uganda National Theatre in November, 1962. The
piece is more than welcome considering the range of questions
dealt with, directly and indirectly, in so slight a volume. To start
with, the drama unfolds in two spheres of human relations, namely,
on the political and the social level, with ramifications so skilfully
handled that they do not impose themselves over the overall trend
of events. The result is a panorama of conflicting attitudes and

tendencies in human society with such an impact as to submerge
the somewhat tragic finale in the mainstream of topical issues, of
a larger dimension and immediate dramatic appeal, that the play
Wright has set himself to deal with. Indeed, the inevitable struggle
of the old and the new, the growing disenchantment between the
fathers and the sons, the forces of reaction and progress that, in the
African context, outlive the colonial period, together with the single
mindedness of purpose and immunity from widespread corruption,
rampant among the new crop of politicans - all these burning issues
of the contemporary African scene are deftly dealt with. And here
the playwright is on the bright side of things.

The three acts of the play take place respectively in the
country, the city, and the country again. The characters, so well
drawn with intimacy, sympathy, inside knowledge, psychological
depth, come to life. We find here demolished the thin wall of types
and individuals or, which is about the same thing, the interplay be
tween the two unhampereds which is the liberation and enrichment
of vision. Not only are Remi, the "black hermit", Omange his friend,
on the one hand; and Nyobi, Remi's mother, the Leader, the Elders,
and the neighboIirs, on the other, representative of opposing genera
tions, with diametrically opposed assumptions and world outlook.
Fundamentally, remaining true to themselves, they also represent
the various trends and varying degrees of fermentation, stimuli and
responses, going on in the two generations. The playwright poses
the c'ontradicitions with which the community is fraught without,
thanks to the flexibility and undogmatic preoccupation of the
writer's creative stock-in-trade, identifying the characters with their
motivations. While they are subject to the impulses and immediate
personal gains governing their actions, they are not the aggregates,
the robots, of the forces lying beyond their will.

Whatever the conception of the playwright, or the factors con
tributing to the creative impulse, one must stress the importance of
the foregoing observation if creative minds in Africa and elsewhere
are to free themselves from the stilltifying effects of detrimental
regimentation. Stripping imaginative literature of its vital elements,
this regimentation produces rhetoric and banal pronouncements
that are better left for the soap box and decrees of intolerant govern
ments eager to maintain their abuse of power.

What drives the former student-cum-politician, Remi, into the
city, away from the two-fold tyranny of custom and tribalism, is the
humiliation-for him now that he has outgrown the narrow assump
tions of the tribe-of levirate custom. Rather than get married to
his deceased brother's Wife, Remi chooses the throbbing life of the
city, which, unfortunately for him, is not the desert of the biblical
hermit. With his education, he fIees the community that he meant
to serve, only to become fed up with the office routine in an oil
company. He came unto his own, and his own knew him not! The
gradual change he undergoes in the new environment as he interacts
with Omange and lane', his white girl-friend, ultimately forces him
to abandon the life of debauchery. Despite lane's pleadings and
tearful reminders of a broken promise, and an unquenched thirst
" ... to breathe the air in the mountains and feel the bite of the
cold wind, the smell of the wild flowers and the deep darkness..."
among his people, he is determined to get back home, to cease being
a hermit in the city. For Rernithere is not any conflict between per
sonal comfort and the burning desire to play his role, which is almost
messianic, in the national reconstruction. To lane he says, " ...
tribalism and colonialism, the tyranny of the tribe and the settler
are an abstraction". (Act 11, Scene Ill) To him it is immaterial that
lane denounces her father's South African background, which coun
try they have left, she discloses, because of its inhumane, apartheid
policy. But, given the call of the mother which is also the call of the
land, the lovers part roads. The wounds are there; but the way to
.freedom is not decorated with roses. The Leader and the Elders seek
him out in the city. So does the Pastor for whom he does not conceal
his contempt. The Pastor with 'his parables and garbled biblical quo
tations is a figure drawn with pithiness and derisive laughter. He is
even deserted by Nyobi, who divides her loyalties between tribal
custom and religious fanaticism.



As the dramatic conflict lays bare the inner mechanisms of
self-to be or not to be a hermit- and the external forces of social
orientation batter against the walls, eroding the heights of resistance
and presenting the challenge of the situation-to answer to the clarion
call of annihilating and reconstructing-the monologue rings out from
the wilderness, exploding to smithereens the shells shrouding the
kernel of consciousness, Remi is liberated from the perfidy of self
deception, indecisions, inward-looking emotional upheaval, on the
one hand; and is thrusting from the horrifying impotence of the
primeval darkness into the dawn of the new era. there to forge the
instrJlments of meaningful life. I shall rise and go to my father!

"I have been too long a hermit
In the City.
I'd thought I'd escape"
From things that were me 
That were part of my life..
I must now rIse and go to the country
For I must serve out people,
Save them from traditions and bad customs,
Free them from tribal manacles.
Now.

(Then he sees the Bible, takes it, and also the small handle left by
the elders. He weighs them in both hands. He is clearly moved.)

These-These-
Pieces of superstition
Meant to lure me home.
Shall I find my peace and freedom there?
These are part of me,
Part of my life,
My whole life."

(Act 11, Scene 11)

In Nyobi and Thoni the playwright has portrayed motherhood,
vividly, tenderly, and intimately, in that setting where fecundity and
childbearing are a virtue; and anything to the contrary a stigma,
almost a taboo. Indeed, the speech and pattern of thought in its
poetic simplicity and clarity of expression is firmly anchored in the
social relations of the peasantry. It is replete with popular idiom
that reflects that unmistakeable, stark reality characteristic of oral
poetic tradition. We see them in their reaction and response to
situations. The pattern of thought itself, given favourable conditions
of development and transformation, is capable of grasping subtle
,issues, and establishing moments of psychological and mental poise
that strike home in any human heart. Hence, Thoni's part in the
final line of the play adds a new and lasting dimension, colourful and
yet frightening in its implications. Her suicide is a result of indigna
tion and frustration at her unrequited love. At the same tinle it is a
fury of death celebrating, in the slow rhythm of the drums, its
victory over stagnation occasioned by harking back to tradition,
thereby checking back the potentialities, and blurring the perspec
tives, of human life. Her fateful journey to that dark country of
frightful stillness "from whose bourne no travellers return", whilst
an outright doom for the out-moded attitudes and the body of
factors upon which they rest, is an unequivocal indictment of the
society concerned. In this context, The Black Hermit stands up
right, in sharp relief, resplendent in the new shaft of light emanating
from Ngugi's immediate dramatic appeal and incisive, penetrating
mind that so remarkably strikes universal themes from so modest
and seemingly partial a start. The playwright's feel of langugage in
patterning and diversifying character, in probing the lower levels of
its being as the situation prompts is subdued but triumphant in its
beauty and felicity.

Despite the precarious existence of creative artists in Africa
one wonders how the exploration of other art forms-ballet and
opera- should not be considered, especially in multi-lingual and
largely illiterate communities. With this fertilising seed the African
theatre must spring to vigorous life to suit the fashionable cultural
revolution ...
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Laughter of a
Big BlackGod
M. Bulane

SONGS FROM THE WILDERNESS by F.K.Parkes (Oxford University
Press 1965)

Ghanaian poetry, in the person of Frank Kobina Parkes, reached
a new horizon with the collection of poems under review-a landmark
not only in Ghanaian poetry but in African poetry as a whole. Here,
for the first time, African poetry questioned tenets, myths and mis
conceptions that had been comfortably dominating the African scene.
This not being a tract, the poet has used poetic language to fuse a few
artistic modes and trends of expression into one organic whole that
evokes atmosphere and gives authenticity to his theme. The current
reassessments of negritude make a late look at Parkes's work inter
esting at this time. (See Aime Cesaire reviewed by John Okai else
where. ED).

The opening piece pinpoints the poet's aspiration to exploit. the
rich mosaic of Ghanaian lore in such a way as to rub off all tribal dis
tinctions, some of which have become exagge~ated. His intention is
to mould them into a new poetic device so that they will find their
deserved place in literature. He makes no bones about engaging in
poetry that blends national culture with the achievements of mankind
in the field of letters:

I do so want to sing the song
Of Homowo and Adea
Of Aboakyer, Odwira and Bakatue
And I want to embalm my songs in verse
The kind of verse which opens wide the graves
And sets the wild ghosts free

Free
Free to fly heaven-bound with my songs
Which must be heard in some far-off corner
In heaven

See how he labours the word Free. While the labouring of the word
is a common phenomenon of oral poetry, F.K. Parkes's approach in
this collection is conspicuously Whitmanesque. This, on the other
hand, must be viewed as having to do with declamatory poetry.
Indeed, the poet's mind is being exercised by a number of questions
of social importance. His songs do not belong to the narrow, personal
world of an individual's yearnings and experiences. Rather his is a
poetry that gushes like torrential equatorial rains to sweep away all
the dross from the earth. He interferes with man's suffering, not like
a detached tribune but as one of the afflicted mankind who, through
the gift of poetic language, has taken it upon himself to reflect in apt
images the scourge of the times:

How can I, who cannot control
My own waking and dreaming, ever hope to make my

voice heard in the wrangling for mankind's soul?

How can I, dumb in my own self-defence
Dream of forging words of salvation for billions with

cares and well-drugged silence?

After these rhetorical questions, which are not devoid of essence, the
poet spins out words, and splashes images which conVincingly spell
out his attitude:
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nisable. All this despite, however, it would be incorrect to see here
influences and imitations. The SImilarity of the situation, despite
time and space, forces the artistic mind to move along the same track,
to re-project the masters that have been etched upon the poet's sub
conscious. (This is a theoretical issue that is widely known in world
literature). The Ghanaian is original, and casts the images in his own
mould. The smouldering volcano bursts forth with an impassioned
cry. The patriotic zeal and the longing for sweet home are obvious
in the following lines:

I shall return
I shall return to sun-warmed lands
Where rivers flow all through the year
I shall return with the glory of sun-down
Only to battered citadels will I return
To bashed-in skulls and sun-picked bones
Wild groans of shattered hearth-stones pierce my ears
Knock, 0 knock down the battlements of pride

Caress stone breasts with benumbed hands
That fire may rise
And coldness burn
And warmth return
And in red glow, behold:
The sign sure write in blood
Shall these bones live?
Shall these bones live?

Go tell those priests
Messengers of gods across the seas
Since our juju is powerful
And like all other gods
I WIll after no other
I stay here with my own
The graven image and the struggle
The hunted deer and libation
I stay here with the Eucharist
Of kpekple and rich palm nut soup.

He freely interprets the Holy Writ to suit his own purpose, namely,
that of celebrating and confirming the new nation coming into being.
All over there are quotations and constructions from the Bible, which
he employs in his novel way without becoming a poet of the Faith.

Here one hears the cannons and the charging chariot of the god of
militant Negritude. That is, Negritude as a literary trend and not a
hotch-potch of idealistic philosophy and reactionary politics that
.relegate the blackman to the irrational, the rhythmic and the retua
listic. Watch the verbs and the epithets, so full of tension and violence~

Contrast: "glory of sun-down" and "battered citadels". Thank
heavens, in the harshness making the poet's heart bleed, Africa has
not been portrayed as a leg~ndary paradise of twittering birds and
idyllic life. The skulls have been bashed in and bones picked because
of the struggle on all fronts, even after fake independence.

The poem "Blackrnan's God" smacks neither of religiousness ~"

nor Negritude, that is, black exclusiveness. Rather it is an indictment
of the much vaunted whiteman's civilising mission and the mi.ssion
ary effort in Africa. On the other hand, the poet shows the univer
sality of religion at a particular stage of human development:

Blackmen, heathens, idolaters
Our God is like all gods
Slow to anger when fed on yams
And of great mercy when suckled on blood.

One remark on this poem: In the magazine Dawn then edited
by F.K. Parkes in London, the poem appeared in plural we. In the
present collection, however, the we, the collective, the mass, has given
way to I. The poet, belonging to his society and to mankind prefers
to be an ambassador so as to speak on behalf of his people without
su~merginghis own person as if all people were coins or mechanical
devices. The lyrical I here is very inclusive. He maintains his inde
pendence of worship, even his right not to pander to conventional
religion:

Madness is virtue's beholding redemption in pools of
blood squashed from dreams and inexpressible fears
of men whose sole bastion is the booth

(Wruch also is the paschal knife)

Sanity lies in submitting to the bitter-sweet dream created
in factories of democracy by tired, drained-dry brains
doped to senselessness by fact-effacing ether

(Which is their sole refuge)

Here follow the pain and the accusing finger pointed at the society
that the poet sees engaged in a series of relentless clutches for justice
and genuine q.emocracy. His sense of judgment, however, is tainted
~y a certain suggestive sense of sarcasm and irate response:

And I, blown by thick puffs of factory smoke
Mad neither for my sorrows nor the world's
Seek faith in the vision I know is false
In sanity I know is mere soul-effacement

And my doubts catch up with me in the flitting cloud
Which cannot provide an anchor
Which is as empty as a dream
And barren as the tomb

The stark reality of existence in a society that tortures a man is brought
. to light by'means of the simile in the stanza above. The poet, alas, .
finding himself hemmed in by the cruel forces unleashed to make a toy
of him, dismisses the whole issue with resignation:

I, feeble, spineless speck, dare not hope by warm word
To wreck the sovereign peoples' dream
The salvation of the world lies in a deserted garden
In a blind worm's scrawl.

The Title, 'liBlind Steersmen"·is more than telling! In appreciating
these poems, one might say, the only approach would be linguo
stylistic, as opposed to purely literary. This method, on second
thoughts, might be of interest to limited circles of specialists.

The whole spirit behind these poems rests on sociological con
text, the wilderness here being highly symbolic. These are songs of a
great soul, crying out at the dead of night 'but receiving no response.
These songs are a trumpet blaring out about things present and things
to come. They are a poet's warning to mankind; and their study
should not be confined to abstractions of academic chairs.

In these glimpses into the poet's creative world, his cognition
of the world, his biting satire and merciless irony, his descriptive
powers and poetic imagery, his tendency to philosophise through
poetic images, his down-to-earth character in folk motif and the
harmonious blend of the latter with biblical motifs, interspersed with
flights of religiousness-in all this we find a man seething with revolt,
revulsion and rebellion. We find a poet in whose able hands the
feeling of personal injustice and bitterness, aggravated by a frighten
ing sense of exile, assumes the authentic mantle of universali~y:

I am a potter's vessel shaped by knowing hands
Fallen from sky of earth-dreams that never flower
The eye of the Lord is on me
(And His wrath too)
How long,
How long shall I riddle rock breasts for warmth
How long shall I, a worn Silesian exile, turn
Sore feet for refuge to shrines of past oppression?
Suffer me
o suffer me not to be separated
From breasts that milked my toothless gum
1n the desert place
Let my crycome unto Thee!

Here, one should observe, the erudite mind recognises a number of
voices and devices quite unlike one another. Is "Silesian exile" not
relnotely reminiscent of the German Heine? Is this the prayer of a
Christ on the desert or a supplication of a hermit on a mountain?
Alfred Tennyson's "Tithonus" and G.M. Hopkins's, inter alia,
"Carrion Comfort' and "The Pulley" spriI}g up to mind. Francis
Thompson's "Hound of Heaven", perhaps only debatably, is recog-



In a poem like "Renaissance" the poet aspires for the larger
world of humanity, where tribal and national affiliations are insigni
ficant. The refrain: "Sea, sea, swallow me whole" underscores the
uni ty of the world as consisting of various nationalities and races
which, says the Poet:

Making one big sea
In the unity of the Ocean
All are free.

In "Spectre and the Talking Drum" and "Twentieth Century
Epiphany" the poet comes to grips with the burning issue of the
national1iberation movement. In both of them the poet has not
compressed his thought. They are technically loose., The final judge
ment he talks about is the one of the day when the last colonial post
shall be removed from Africa, and the former masters shall be called
to book.

Hear, 0 ye nations, the drum of Africa calls
And will you not march forth to join this great crusade?
Strijdom's oxen want to break the yoke
Can you not hear?
The talking drum peals loud
Will your ingenious mind
Deep sunk in Nature's conquest
How to subdue the atom
Colonise the moon
Not rise to hear the call of one distressed?

With the imperialist being haunted by the conflagration of our times,
the poet says:

On, on grim spectre, for evermore live on
The echo of the talking drum grows faint
Civilisation, rise 0 rise
And see the tongue of Africa grow cold

The voice of the oppressed is no more heard...

"Two Deaths, One Grave", strangely enough, oonjures up three figures:
Christ, Lumumba, and Kennedy! The centre of the stage seems to
be held by the blackman's destiny, on the one hand, and the under
dog on the other:

He died,
Not because he was black
(or goateed)
He died because he stood for right
For justice and human dignity
He died to save the many
From the devouring few
Even as he also
(Not because He was a Jew)
Found Calvary,
Trying for justice
And freedom
And dignity for all mankind

The poet stresses that the root cause of the world's strife is not man's
colour but greed.

But colour
What of it?
Nothing
Only a side product of a sin
Against a system
This system of have and hold.

Experience is proving that the question of colour is observed even
where economic factors are not concerned. A white aristocracy, unde'
the cloak of the working class, has all the comforts and privileges of
the capitalist caste. It is this aristocracy, for all its dirty overalls, that
one fears. Despite all the ideological face lifting, the colour issue,
overt or covert, can be agonising and degrading at both ends.

Poets are very sensitive. They can become too depressed or
depressing. "The Unlaid Ghost" shows the Ghanaian poet facing
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the odds with all the optimism imaginable. What one admires is that
he has not sought to conceal that despair was haunting him. This is
a fine piece for those often overtaken by despondency:

I am not alone in the cold clutch of the world
In this dungeon of sightless bats, I'm not alone
There are true friends somewhere, I dream
Praying from hollows of man's brain
Imploring the spirit of dust
'That in this hour of blank despair
The chains fall off my heavy heart
And all my feckless doubting cease

There are true friends somewhere~,.I see
Whose restless eyes are streaks of ~ght
I'm not alone in mankind's black night
In the hopes of true friends, I'm not alone ...

"A Call to Youth for Sanity" expresses pointed repugnance to all
the bureaucracy, personality cult, mass hypocrisy, and mystique of
the leader. He tears masks from established gods, leaving them
naked in the scorching sun of irrefutable truth. Here is a gifted and
bold poet whose brilliant verse bristles with life because he looks
truth into the face. He is not reluctant to pour scorn over some
sacred cows. A poet-diplomat with the laughter of a big, black god.

No Saviours
Ama Ata Aidoo

THE BEAUTYFUL ONES ARE NOT YET BORN by Ayi Kwei Armah
(Heinemann Educational Books)

This novel has already been published in the United States to
what seems to be a torrent of controversy of the kind which seldom
accompanies a first novel. But in spite of all the spate of words which
is pouring out from professional reviewers about it, somehow it seems
to me that the most interesting comment on it that has come to my
notice so far, has been made by a friend and in a private letter: "I
have since read (the) novel ... may be he wrote it to provoke, to
irritate-but I think he over did the tone of contempt ... it is too
aloof, in a foreign sort of way, like some report from a casual foreign
visitor who is visiting a primitive society for the first time and is bent
on exposing it in all its primitivity, crudity and so on. I can't take
that from a fellow African."(All emphasis mine, AAA) I insist that
this is the most important statement made so far on the Beautyful
Ones Are Not Yet Born because its author (name withheld), without
having any literary pretensions of his own, is nevertheless an extremely
articulate African student, and by all regular standards, radical. Only
the good Lord knows what is going to happen then when it is published
for the British Publishers Traditional Market (!!) which solidly includes
Ghana. Because if this young man who is not even from that country
cannot take the novel, then one wonders how many of the English
reading Ghananian "elite" can.

The un-named hero is "the man". He is a worker on the rail
ways. Born and bred in towns, he has no rural roots to escape to.
He went to school but could not make the comfortable heights
(University and equivalents) where once reached, one is protected
from the harsh realities of la vie Africaine. The man represents the
"masses" whom all African politicians daily yap about but no one
ever plans for. What distinguishes him from the ordinary worker
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though, is a mind and body which together form the nerve-centre of
a radio-active kind of searcWight which probes all that is Ghana and
of Ghananians. What is revealed is not in fact the horrors of "primi
tive Africa" but the nauseous essence of Africa civilised. For insofar
as the "modern" Ghananian is not in any way different from any
other "modern African"(except perhaps by a higher degree of scep
ticism!) What the man knows about the country reads like a case
book on African corruption. It is of such incredible filth and shit
and stink, it will make anybody puke. One automatically holds
one's nose with disgust-literally too. Only the peasantry is spared.
And perhaps this tells us something about the author's life. But
more important: if we are aware of Frantz Fanon, we would realise
how crucial this reluctance to discuss the peasantry is, in terms of the
author's perception of what can operate revolutionarily in Africa. He
wrote about the dead and not even the dying.- "When this caste has
vanished, devoured by its own contradictions, it will be seen that
nothing new has happened since independence was proclaimed, and
that everything must be started again from scratch." *

It is quite clear that the main thesis behind the story is that
what we see around us of the so-called modern Africa is nothing but
one messy offal. A mess in which everybody from the establishments
to the most oppressed urban worker is caught, irredeemably. The
leaders are busy swindling the people with meaningless verbiage. And
the people, frustrated and bewildered, are cynically looking out for
ways, very often shady, out of their nightmares. But then, the latter
are just going round in circles since there are no ways out. It is a
funny story; African funny: " ... There is no difference then. No
difference at all between the white men and their apes, the lawyers
and the merchants, and the apes of the apes, our Party men." "And
it is also a Third World tale told with rare bitterness." ... So it should
be easy now to see there have never been people to save anybody but
themselves, never in the past, never now, and there will never be any
saviors if each will not save himself. No saviors. Only the hungry
and the fed.

Indeed, it could be quite misleading to approach the book as
though it is just a novel in any "traditional" sense of the word. I·t
might be that as well but for all practical purposes, it is an intellec
tual exercise executed with rather formidable precision. There is
nothing out of place. In fact, sometimes, one feels that there is too
much in one place especially in the author's efforts always to make
physical decay sy'mbolise or correspond to spiritual degeneration.
But then, it could also be proposed that he packed up the atmosphere
precisely to show how stuffy it is. Everything has been thrown up
and each has come up with a stench: from the Gold Coast of the
years of political agitation against British colonial rule, " ... there
were tales of white men with huge dogs that ate more meat in a
single day than a human Gold Coast family got in a month, dogs
which had as little love for black skins as their white masters,"

through Nkrumah's Ghana, "there was a lot of noise, for some time,
about some investigation designed to ,rid the country's trade of
corruption... The net had been made in the special Ghananian way
... to catch only the small dispensable fellows ... And the big :)nes
floated free, like all the slogans"

to post-coup Ghana, "The policeman extracted money, rolling it up
dextrously into an easy little ball hidden in his palm," for nothing
really had changed, only the set of people who would now be eating
well!

There is something frightening about the book. And this is
the clarity with which he has seen the African urban scene,. as no
visitor can be capable of, and the mercilessness with which he has
opened it up-as no foreigner would dare do today. The following
is only on a banister on a staircase of the "Railway & Harbour
Administration Block. "And the wood was not alone. Apart from
the wood itself there were, of course, people themselves, just so
many hands and fingers bringing help to the wood in its course to
wards putrefaction. Left-hand fingers in their careless journey from
a hasty anus sliding all the way up the banister as their owners made
the return trip from the lavatory downstairs to the offices above.

* Frantz Fanon, The Wretched of the Earth

Right-hand fingers still dripping with the after-piss and the stale
sweat from fat crotches. The callused palms of messengers after
they had blown their clogged noses reaching for a convenient place
to leave the well-rubbed moisture. Afternoon hands not entirely
licked clean of palm soup and remnants of Kenkey. The wood
would always win." The condemnation is total. Of course it is
too much and people would want to ask Armah what gives him the
audacity to do this. For he does not even for a moment do us the
kindness of letting us think that we are just the casualties of a
colonial past. He makes it quite clear that we are dead. Not freshly
dead. No, we've been dead a long time. Especially the politicians
and pricking them with any sharp point releases such poisonous gas
that only further poisons the terrible atmosphere symbolically,
metaphorically and literally. The stink exists side by side and is part
of the false "gleam" of the post independence scene. Koomson
"the party man," surr.ounded by the beautiful and good things of
life, his beautiful wife Estella of the soft hands, his smooth expen
sive car, his shining row of glasses. This socialist is inside, only a
vessel carrying around so much rot. In the moments of extreme
anxiety following the coup he is not only reduced to a whining
animal, but the only other things which issue from him are farts.
"The smell was something the man had not all expected. It was
overpowering as if some corrosive gas, already half liquid, had
filled the whole room, irritating not only the nostrils, but also the
insides of eyes, ears, mouth and throat."

The friend quoted earlier on is right of course. The author is
contemptuous of us-but Lord, do we deserve it! The only consola
tion is that he, like the hero is of us too. For the hero, whom one
might in haste almost think self-righteous in his seeming incorrupti
bility is after all, he whose mouth water had dropped on the bus
seat at the beginning of the story and of course one wonders what
elements in the insides of this good man could shoot off this dis
gusting liqUid. Nor should we worry too much about what made
Ayi Kwei Armah write this expose of his own people and in this
almost masochistic manner. Perhaps it is pessimism since at that
level, there is no involvement. And yet the fact of the novel itself
is the proof of the author's concern. Perhaps it is just an honest
description of how one man has seen his society. Certainly, he has
-spared himself and us either the pain of an Nkrumaist apologia or
the terrible boredom of ahy anti-Nkrumaist pro-coup rubbish.

And his symbolism, both evocative and descriptive, is always
de'ad accurate. The chichidoodoo bird, with its sad sweet song,
wanting to eat worms but despising the filth that produces it is the
hero, the society, and ironically the novel. Yet The Beautyfui Ones
is not an allegory. The characters he creates are too much alive.
From the man to the unfortunate Maanan the prostitute who went
mad with the colossal disappointment of what independence came
to mean, each is there in his and her own right. The details are
incredible. Poor Oyo, the man's wife, attempting to survive what
to her is a degrading tife by trying hard to impress involuntary lis
teners in public places with accounts of glories that were not, are
not and never will be hers. Estella the beautiful, selfish and stupid
wife of the party man, holding forth on socialism!!

Unfortunately, the only aspect of the book that is unclear
concerns the role of the Teacher. One feels like asking the author
for his true identity. Is he just a good man or does Ayi Kwei feel
in spite of himself, that he ought to give us someone who is of us
and yet wise enough to be our guiding light? And if so why does
he envelope him in such mystery, this Plato-Aristotle quoting
African pilosopher?

Because of Ferdinand Oyono's Houseboy, one cannot say
glibly that Armah's Beautyfui Ones Are Not Yet Born is the"deep
est" modern African novel yet published. However, in what way
the latter is different from the former shall be evident by and by.
But we find here, the same awareness of the basic weakness Africans
have exhibited over and over again since the beginning of our en
counter with the West. That is, it seems not to matter what genera
tion we belong to or what social class we come from, we have got
this unhealthy attraction for "the gleam"-ing and very often trashy
products of someone else's civilisation. And that this, more than



anything else has been and is our undoing. Indeed, it is going to
finish us completely unless a new generation is born which will be
able to define the validities of life for itself (n.ever mind what the
white man or anyone says) and be prepared to take on fully, the
responsibilities that will surely come with this definition. Furth~r

more for Armah at any rate, the present intellectuals and politicians
are clearly irrelevant or worse: what little wisdom remains is with
the people to whom he goes for imagery and symbolism and after
all, the gorgeous title of the novel with its ungrammatical spelling
of "beautyful". He took it from the tailboard of a mammy wagon.

Meanwhile it should be remembered that this type of purga
tive exposure, however painful it is, is absolutely necessary, depen
ding upon whether or not one believes that truth as represented in
writing can be in any way effective in helping social change. If on
the other hand, even those of us who basically agree with him on
the need to have this kind of job done feel that he has killed a
patient instead of performing a surgery (though knowing Ghanau
ians one wonders how such an accident can ever happen!) then we
have a right to our anger. Especially when one considers the fact
that certain sections of "international opinion" which never rejoice
at what is indicative of Africa's good have been praising the novel
to God's own skies! One comforting thought though, is that at no
point in the story does Ayi Kwei excuse the colonisers. Indeed, he
seems to feel that one should spare as little of one's breath for them
as possible. What he does proclaim aloud is that he thinks of us:
those who are still having their civilised dialogues with the former
oppressors of Africa and with them are busily consuming illegally
the continent's strength and fertility. While at the same time-
and this is the worst of all-they congratulate themselves on the
excellent job they are doing, ushering Africa into the 20th century.
Perhaps, the beautiful ones, when they are born, and let's pray it
will be soon, will take care of everything and everybody once and
for all time. The least we can do is to wait.

the politieian
I wish I was a politician
I don't care much to be a don
But being a politician
Without logic
Is better than none.

There was once a politician
Who was boisterous and furious
Who used to curse on the public
At the people of his country
But the people regarded him
As a good politician.

His name was Kamutombole
When his mother died he ~Tas spied
When he was asked
'Is this your mother who has died?'
He said 'I don't know,
She may be my mother or not.'

MAYBIN KONSE
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Caring Enough
YOUSSEF OMAR

STEPHANIE ON TRIAL by Albie Sachs (Harvill Press)

The book describes movingly and at times with great humanity
the struggles of the author, his friends and the eponymous heroine
(now the author's wife) and how some remained loyal to the cause
of the resistance movement in South Africa despite the gruelling
experience of interrogation and subsequent trials.

The account of Stephanie's imprisonment and trial seems at
times almost incidental to the autobiographical sequence of events.
Albie Sachs is a lawyer, who had on many occasions represented .
people accused of political offences. Because of his associations with
these people he himself came undeL:5uspicion and was detained under
the notorious 90-day detention act. Stephanie had entered the resis
tance movement through her friendship with members of the African
Resistance Movement and although she had been brought up in an
Afrikaner nationalist family, she emerged having made only a fairly
innocuous statement to the police.

To have done so was a victory for humanity over her upbring
ing and the extremely sophisticated methods which the police used
to break down their victims: the failure rate of the police is almost
nil.

The struggle then was one between humanity and the forces of
entrenched privilege represented here by the entire white populace.
A love of humanity entails care about individuals and it is to their
credit that Albie Sachs and Stephanie Kemp cared enough about
people as individuals to endure the hardships of interrogation and
imprisonment without giving evidence against their friends in the
movement. It is particularly strange, therefore, that the author has
devoted almost a hundred pages to a description of the character and
behaviour of the chief prosecution witness at the trial, who had once
been a leading figure in the A.R.M.

The main villain of the book is, oddly enough, not any of the
interrogators; indeed the portraits of Captain Rossouw; 'Spyker'
Van Wyk and others are almost sympathetically drawn while the
character of the person who had broken down early in his interro
gation is dilated upon and not spared one iota. True, Mr. Sachs allows
others to call him a rat, while he simply marvels that such a hero could
turn into the man whom he saw giving evidence.

Do the accusers, in their courtrooms and newspaper offices in
South Africa, calculate that by some political arithmetic their exe
cration of the unfortunate who broke down diminishes from the
suffering of others? Let them weigh their contributions against the
dismal failure of this one human being and see who falls short in the
balance. On the contrary they are enriched both materially and
prestige-wise for selling their empty words where others pay with
their lives or at least part of them.

It would be revealing indeed to know why the book was writ
ten at all. If it was to show the heroism of Stephanie Kemp it has
not entirely succeeded in doing this; despite her bravery there comes
to the fore the picture of an uncompromising girl completely dedica
ted to the ideal of not giving evidence against her fellow resistance
workers-partly one suspects to preserve her own integrity. I would
like to go on believing that this is not the true picture, that she with
stood these enormous pressures because of her faith in the human
ness of every individual and a loathing of i_njustice.

Reading 'Stephanie on Trial' brings one to question the right
of all of us who are out here in safety so to depict our own conduct
and to vilify that of others. For what happened? After the move
ment for freedom had turned to Violence, after the mass arrests and
trials, most of the participants were incarcerated. A few escaped to
other countries. The only ones whose political records are quite
unblemished are those who remain in prison. For the rest of us
"use every man after his deserts, and who would scape whipping?"
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Sithole's
Analysis
TREVOR HUDDLESTON
AFRICAN NATIONALISM by Rev. Ndabaningi Sitho}e (Oxford
University Press Revised Edition 1968)

In the introduction to the new edition of his great book,
African Nationalism, Sithole explains why a new edition was neces
sary: 'When I first wrote the book my main task was .. to explain
the rising African nationalism, but as I revise it today that is no lon
ger my task. My task has been to explain how African nationalism
has achieved its objectives as evidenced by the emergence of thirty
more fully independent African countries ... ' and again 'Events
in African defy any pattern. Things seem to sort themselves out .. '
It is a measure of the achievements both of the new countries of
Africa and the man who writes about it that such words can come
from a Rhodesian prison and an African pen. For the most com
monly accepted white judgement on the Rhodesian situation is, in
the first place, that the majority are not fit for -independence and,
in the second, that there is no leadership which is not wholly irres
ponsible even if they were. Sithole is the answer, in his own person,
to both lies.

In reviewing this edition I will confine myself to what is new
in it. For, as Sithole explains, the pace of change over the past ten
years has already made obsolete the study of 'emergent' nationalism.
It has consequently made even more important the study of the new
issues which nationhood has thrown up. And he has added a whole
section on these issues.

To one, like myself, privileged to have lived in Tanzania during
most of the time covered by Sithole's new assessment, it is qufte
astonishing that he should have been able so succinctly to grasp the
meaning of all this from a prison cell. It is also very difficult for 'me
to view such questions as 'The One/Two Party System' : 'Non
alighment' and 'African Socialism' from any but a Tanzanian angle.
For all these issues, now that the Arusha Declaration has been pub
lished, are difficult to view in any abstract sense. Difficult that is,
for one who has participated in their implementation.

Recently I was asked to speak about Arusha to an audience of
university students in London. There were also present some guests
from a Rotary Club nearby. When I spoke of a one-party state and
attempted to' explain how the electoral process operated, one of
these guests said 'No one here agrees with you: we all know that
one-party states are either communist or fascist'. I pointed out that,
so far, no ooe had expressed an opinion either way, for I had not
been allowed to finish my explanation. But the Rotarian was un
convinced and will no doubt stay that way till his dying day. So, I
suspect, will a great many liberal-minded Britons. But they will be
wrong. Sithole points out, very objectively, that from the history
of the new countries of Africa in the past ten years no clear evidence
of the advantage of one over the other can be shown. Instead of
asking whether success lies on one side or the other, he asks 'What
is a good political system?' And he answers this' one that yields
maximum political satisfaction ... ' which means ' each African
country must be realistic enough to take into full account what its
needs are and how best these needs can be met. Each country must
sing its own tune if it is to realise itself. It is extraordinarily diffi
cult to persuade people who equate democracy with the Westminster
nl0del that anything else can be genuine democracy at all. Yet I
would say categorically that in the Tanzanian system Julius Nyerere's
determination to use the one-party system as a means of carrying
debate on all important is ues to parliament (rather than to party

causes) has vindicated itself. I would also agree with Sithole, however,
in believing that national differences, rooted in history, economics
and social order should be determinative. There will always be weak
ness in one-party systems: the weaknesses of haVing no immediately
available alternate government and therefore the danger of military
co.ups d'etat. But, in the new Africa at least, and especially in the
yea~s immediately following independence, when all institutions are
fragil~ and when development of resources must have first priority,
the weakness of the two-party system is obvious too: it is the weak
ness of a divided and disunited nation.

A much more fundamental question that the one party/two
party issue is posed by Sithole in this form: 'Does satisfaction
achieved under democracy also incJude the masses?' 'Are the
common people at the mercy of a wealthy few who control the
instrument of government directly and indirectly?' This indeed is
a question which all African governments should ask themselves
very often. For if it goes by default the consequences are certain
to be disastrous. It is tre· great'strength of Nyerere's Tanzania,- in
my view, that this is precisely the question most firmly faced up to.
The whole purpose 9f the Arusha Declaration is to make the prin
ciples of African Socialism (Ujamaa) and Self-Reliance (Kujitegemea)
a reality at village level. To prevent the emergence (whether at
governmeot level or at university, or local administration level) of a
privileged class. In Sithole's words, ' ... the first requirement of
an ideal system is that it -... shall be people-centred in a fundamen
tal way'. And this involves, for a poor country dependent upon
agricultural development, many sacrifices in every area of life: not
least the subordination of personal ambition to common wealth.
Any leader who appeals for such sacrifices needs great courage and
~ill face much ~isun~erstandingfrom his own people. But, in my
VIew, the questIon whIch matters most to the countries of free Africa
is that of non-alignment. 'The purpose of African nationalism' as
Sithole rightly stresses 'was to create a free and independent Africa
with a distinct posture of its own, befriending both the West and East
but bowing down to neither'. Or, as Nyerere puts it 'We will not
allow our friends to choose our enemies for us'. But, when you are
poor and in need of development-aid for the creation of a viable
i~fra-structure to your economy-what can you do? How is it pos
SIble, when you are at the mercy of the affluent countries (both
West and East) for finding a market, to retain your own national
freedom and sover~ignty? 'Africa is not, and she cannot be, and she
should not, and she must not be, any country's prize'. Yet, as the
Nigeria-Biafra struggle so tragically illustrates, the big power-blOCS
are not much intereste~ in Africa discovering her own varied national
ide.nt}ties or in maintaining her own political or ideological ideals.
ThIS IS the supreme tragedy of nations, emerging into nationhood
in a divided world.

And Sithole, in his quiet analysis of all these problems and
opportunities is perhaps himself the most encouraging answer to
them all. Here is a man (I am proud also to say, a Christian minis
ter) who from his prison can speak with an African voice to the
world: and say things which it is desperately important we should
hear. Compared to his words, how pathetic the petty parochialisms
of lan Smith and Enoch Powell and the rest appear!

Certainly we should pray that before too long men like Sithole
may be given the chance to lead and guide their country as a free
nation. For, if his book is to be his plan, freedom will really mean
something in Rhodesia for the first time.



TANU
before Arusha
GEORGE SHEPPERSON

TANZANIA: PARTY TRANSFORMATION AND ECONOMIC
DEVELOPMENT by Henry Bienen (Oxford University Press for
Princeton University Press £5 9s 6d)

Professor Bienen's study of TANU has already been praised
by outstanding political scientists such as James S. Coleman and
David Apter as "the first critical examination of the actual struc
ture and functioning of a post~colonial African one-party state,
illustrating the dilemmas of creating an ideology and of economic
mobilization and development" and as "an outstanding contribu
tion" to African studies.

It was, however, written before the Arusha Declaration, the
departure of Oscar Kambona and the ending of British aid to
Tanzania. There is, therefore, for the reader who is interested only
in current African affairs relatively little to be gained from this
book-although if he includes what now seem such far-off happen
ings as the l\rmy mutiny of J.anuary 1964 and the parliamentary
elections of 1965 in his survey of recent events he will find some
interesting comments from Professor Bienen on these. But, for
the reader whose concept of current affairs is very up-to-date, there
will be frequent moments in the book which seem anachronistic.

Yet, for those with wider horizons, to read the Arusha Decla
ration of February 1967, against the background of this book is to
perceive how much of it is relevant to "that magnific~nt document"
as Bishop Trevor Huddleston called the Declaration on his return
from Masasi to Stepney-in its way, another notable event in the
history of Tanzania and Africa. Bishop Huddleston's admirable
summary of the Arusha Declaration indicates the challenge to
"progress" (however defined) in Tanzania which Professor Bienen's
book discusses: "To be truly free, a country must be self-reliant.
To realise their nationhood a people must use their own wealth,
the land, the labour, the leadership that is theirs. To have a goal
and a purpose it is not necessary to be :rich: even a coun~ry as poor
as Tanzania can have these things if it refuses to depend on the
gifts or the loans of others for its national life." The implication
of Professor Bienen's book seems to be that this is easier said than
done. _

How can profound economic and social change be brought
about in a nevl African state without a highly centralised, forceful,
ruling political party? Professor Bienen suggests Tanzania's dilem
ma when he states that it is questionable "whether countries with
eConomic structures similar to Tanzania's can have ... parties ruled
from an authoritative and monolithic centre". Professor Bienen's
conclusion about this dilemma is worth quoting, not only because
it reveals his thesis but also for the reason that it indicates how his
study is squarely within the tradition of work-with its weakness
as well as its strength-of American political scientists in the new
Africa: "Nyerere's own image of 'Tanu' conforms to the realities
of Tanzania. But this image carries its own dangers: the conditions
for tightening 'Tanu' have been stipulated; but the conditions for
further loosening 'Tanu' are already at hand. The present political
configuration is not bound to become more centralised any more
than economic development is bound to occur. In fact, the present
connections between various levels of 'Tanu' and between them
and the countryside can be strengthened only if inter-relationships
prove mutually beneficial. There is no way of forcing such inter
relationships upon unwilling partners."
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Wishful
planning
REGINALD HERBOLD GREEN
ECONOMIC PLANNING AND DEMOCRACY by Firmin Oules
(Pelican 1966 10.6d)

'Economic Planning and Democracy' is a readable, humane
and insightful book. Whether it is very hopeful guide to. economic
policy formulation and implementation-especially under African
conditions-is another matter.

Professor Oules is in a rather special sense both a neo-liberal
in economics and an advocate of participatory democracy in society.
For him efficient economic planning is vital to ensure the main
tenan~e of private initiative and personal freedom which he sees
as integrally linked to a basically capitalist system. To this end he
proposes rather extensive social as well as economic planning and
virtually complete divorce of economic functions from government
on the one hand and quasi-aristocratic independent planning bodies
and competition on the other.

The nature of economic and social planning in the most gen
eral sense is clearly set out and numerous examples are adduced.
The case for planning in a modern economy is made cogently-if
perhaps rather more apocalyptically than the evidence will support.
Similarly the relatively high degrees of planning in some capitalist
economies - with the most attention devoted to France - is
demonstrated and the limitations of present capitalist economy
planning pointed out.

Proposed solutions-as opposed to suggested areas for mqre
planning-are rather weaker. That special interest group politics
have not led to efficient government does imply a need for more
integrated and broader participation in public decision making but
not to the parallel call for economic decisions to be made by "inde
pendent educated third parties". Professor Oules economic insti
tutional mechanism bears a family resemblance to Professor Lewis'
proposed aristocratic (in the sense of "rule by the best") political
proposals. for West Africa albeit formulated in t.erms of a rather
curious tripartite technocrat, jury, referendum system. Unfor
tunately-like Gaullist participation-this system in practice would
tend to mean "I, you, he, we you participate-THEY RULE".

However, the greatest single weakness is Professor Oules
firm belief that politics and economics must be separated. (For
eign aid, incidentally, is classed as politics and seen as something
apart from economics or economic planning.) In that economics,
especially under planning, is centered Oh the allocation of resources
to uses and on the distribution of consumable income among
individuals--i.e. "who gets what when and how"- it is very harq
to believe that any proposal for separating economics from politics
is even theoretically plausible. It is precisely because economic
issues-at various levels- are central that the primacy of politics
is so marked in most African countries.

INDUSTRY IN AFRICA by A.F. Ewing (Oxford University Press
30s)

'Industry in Africa' is an important, cogent, and readable book.
It sets out to consider the possible strategies of economic develop
ment open to Africa and, having made a convincing case that no
strategy not placing heavy emphasis on industry has any·realistic
hope of success, to evaluate the past, present, and potential future
of African industry. As such it is a pathbreaking volume. Other
studies on industry and development in Africa, e.g. those of Lacroix
and DeBernis are more limited geographically while other endorse
ments of a strategy with heavy emphasis on industry usually appear
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either in country or area studies, e.g. those of Samir Amin, or ana
lyses of economic Pan-Africanism, e.g. those of the reviewer.

Ewing-for many years of the Economic Commission for
Africa though now moved to ECAFE-presents the structural case
for industrialisation simply and clearly. Basically the demand for
industrial sector outputs rises more rapidly than that for primary
products. Thus-barring temporary windfalls and initial resource
development periods-an economy heavily dependent on primary
production for export markets will be unable to grow as rapidly as
one with a more balanced economic structure. Further without
an industrial sector to create local demand for an increasing array
of primary inputs (including food for its workers) agricultural
development is likely to stagnate and, in a vicious circle, to deny
industry a buoyant rural market.

A more controversial thesis is the refinement of the struc
tural case to argue that as intermediate and capital goods industries
face demands rising more rapidly than those for consumer goods it
is preferable to adopt a strategy concentrating on capital and inte!
mediate goods rather than direct consumer goods import substitu
tion. The conclusion that at some stage in development strategy
industry must broaden beyond consumer soft goods is impeccable.
The real issue is one of timing. In some African economies, e.g.
those of the Mahgreb-a national, regional, and export oriented
intermediate and capital goods sector appears to be a first priority
because the national resource endowment is singularly ill suited to
a wide ranging consumer soft goods sector. In others-e.g. Congo
(Kinshasa)Senegal, Kenya- the existence of very substantial mass
consumption consumer goods sectors today suggests that the next
phase of industrial development should give priority to intermediate
and capital goods production. But in economies with high mass
consumer goods imports, raw material supplies relevant 10 consumer
goods production, fairly small markets, and little industrial exper
ience,-e.g. Tanzania, CamerooI)- it is not self evident that a mixed
mass consumer good, construction material initial emphasis would
not payoff better. Once mass consumer goods are produced locally
and largely from local inputs the basic balance of payments cons
traint on further development is very considerably eased.

Another key factor-as emphasised by Ewing-is market size.
The fact that intermediate and capital goods industries have num
erous linkages to suppliers and users within the economy means
that a cruel price is exacted throughout the country if they are
phenomenally inefficient-as has all too often proved to be the
case in smaller Latin American and Asian countries. To achieve
a minimum efficient scale of production for many industries
requires a market far larger than that of anyone African state.
Ewing thus argues that African economic sub-regionalism (or
regionalism, though his emphasis is on the former) is a 'sine qua
non' for sustained development because without it only an import
dependent, small scale industrial sector (or else a terrifyingly in
efficient one) can be built. This would seem to suggest that until
one has made progress in building up economic communities to
allow efficient capital and intermediate goods production that
interim emphasis might well remain on those industries -consumer
or otherwise-which have low import content, adequate markets,
and low unit costs relative to other national market opportunities.
Nothing will raise obstacles to African economic unification so
rapidly as proliferation of micro sized, inefficient capital goods
factories which would inevitably perish in a unified market. Equally
it underlines the need for speedy action on economic community
building.

Ewing's survey of the present state of African industry is al
most as depressing as his sweeping projections of its potential growth
over the next two decades is exhilarating. Unfortunately, it is the
depressing half which is real; the exhilarating remains potential and
will remain so until economic co-operation is expanded significantly
and national indu trial strategies are refined and far greater national
(and in most case public).resources devoted to their implementa
tion. Beyond this anumber of particular problems will require
energetic tackling-manpower, finance, institutional competence
and tran port are among those examined in this volume. The tact

that Africanisation of high I vel manpower even when pursued
seriously (whi h i by no means everywhere) rarely extends beyond
the civil servic education, arid trade leaving large scale productive
sector management and technical posts almost totally expatriate is
underlined by wing as is the equally often overlooked fact that
institutional capa ity is not simply a matter of finance and man
power but of experience and a working structure relevant to the
problem in hand. For example Uganda's National Development
Corporation has not necessarily had more funds or better talen t
than the notably unsuccessful ones of other African economies
e.g. Ghana, West ameroon-but it has evolved a far more efficient
and viable operating pattern. To assume that men and money with
out organisation equal success is quite as much wishful thinking as
assuming that African resources and labout and foreign money and
high level manpower will ever equal an African industrial sector,
wishful thinking one hopes this volume will help combat.

Kindness
Unkind
M.BULANE
LESOTHO: THE POLITICS OF DEPENDENCE by I.E. Spence
(Oxford University Press)

Lesotho, an independent enclave within the Republic of South
Africa, has also become the subject of the spate of literature froIn the
former metropolis, due to the belated discovery by European schol
ars of the international significance of the erstwhile political doldrums
and non-existent cultures. Or so they were thought of in the good
old colonial days!

One must regret that the author did not digest and systematize.
the findings of his research, for which he had received a grant. For
the most part, the work is a rehash, and not an imaginative one at
that, of the well-known treatises and data of the architects of im
perial hist.oriography, for instance, Lord Hailey, Sir Alan Pim, Lord
Lugard et a1. Where ambitious and well-informed sources like I.
Halpern and Hugh Ashton are drawn upon at length, the author
does so without skill and freshness of approach, disenchanting one
with boredom. Since the author had research facilities, it is dis
quieting how the findings of his field work do not throw light. He
simply abdicates his own judgment before the source material of
others, which, to him, has the finality of a catechism.

One finds the background material to the social and historical
development of Lesotho superficially dealt with, while the formation
and disintegration of the political parties lacks in-depth study and
convincing conclusions. Indeed, one finds the crystallisation and
regrouping of forces as corruption and the power struggle ravaged
the ranks before and after independence not only a rectilineal,
sterile exercise but rather a terrain ripe for exploration It does not
get. The political personalities he light upon should have been con
ceived of as living and acting in a flux situation, with temptations
and tendencies of its own. The situation should have been seen \'
within the global political conflagration with its specific effects on
the South African melting pot. Mokhehle Khaketla Leabua are
not chance orphans of an age devoid of landmarks. They reflect in
themselves,and for themselves, the conflicting mores which give
that society its ustenance and also cause it inner convulsions. The
Profe Sor of Political Theory and Government gives the impression
that he is dealing with pieces of inert matter mysteriously anchored
somewhere beyond the pressures exerted upon them by the mem
ber and enemies of their society, with whom they are interacting
in the teep road of self-determination.
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*See his article "Kingship, Archaelogy, and Historical Myth",
'Uganda Journal', I, (1966),1-22. I am also grateful for analysis
in unpublished papers by Kennell Jackson and Gail Schoettler,
graduate students at UCLA and UCSB respectively.

THE DAWN OF AFRICAN HISTORY by R Oliver (Oxford
University Press 2nd edition 13s.6d. cloth; 7s.6d. paper)

AFRICA FROM EARLY TIMES by P.J.M.~McEwern(Oxford
University Press, 5s.)

The cover picture is not that of a Mosotho, which is contrary interaction on the West African coast; resistance to white penetration
to the good intentions of the credulous specialist in Lesotho. The and proto-nationalism) but which also show signs of conflict on over-
drain-pi~e-size tobacco pipe dangling with beads, the necklace and all interpretation.
the ear-rIngs, the bracelet and the way the blanket is worn! That
the author received this unrepresentative specimen from the Lesotho The revised version of 'The Dawn of African History', taken
Department of Information eloquently speaks of the misdemeanours, together with 'The Middle Ages of African History'(1967), with the
the towering arrogance and baneful ignorance of that office in the same editor and publisher, might be expected to demonstrate the
new dispensation. results of this spate of research: "revisions have been made" claims

The style of the study is too trendy, threadbare. the foreword to the 'Dawn', "to take into account recent historical
The title itself betrays the author's lack of appreciation of the research". But the alterations in the book are minor: Leakey's new

precarious situation in which Lesotho finds itself. He has a markedly hypotheses on man's evolution, very minor changes in the histories
soft spot for the Republic of South Africa, whose vacabulary and of Ethiopia, the Fulani Empire, Benin, Dahomey, and the Congo,
posture he uses. For example, " ... lacking geographical access to and almost semantic revisions elsewhere. In some cases recent re-
independent Africa, Lesotho ... cannot be used easily by the O.A.U. search is incorporated in chapters in the ·'Middle Ages', which grew
as a channel for the infiltration of guerillas and saboteurs into the from BBC talks in 1967, and whose chronological and regional focus
Republic". (Footnote, p 54.) Whereas guerillas and saboteurs in in fact overlaps that of the 'Dawn'. No doubt authors are reluctant
civilian clothes and with technical-aid camouflage are the mentors to devote time to revision of short chapters in introductory works,
of quislings in the New Kingdom! particularly if later findings are partly incorporated in a companion

This veritable precis is a challenge to politically mature Lesotho volume. No doubt too a large part of the last ten years' research has
to exploit its resources, natural as well as human. Basotho resear- been on the nineteenth and twentieth centuries rather than the
chers must come to the fore-but for some bureaucratic chicanery historiographically more complex pre-colonial period. Nevertheless
to frustrate intending ones, mistakenly considered undesirable. We these minor revisions leave the 'Dawn' as neither fish nor fowl:
have within these eighty-eight pages, writhing like a wounded python, neither a "classic" of synthesis of the state of knowledge in 1958,
kindness grown unkind. . nor representing the state of knowledge in 1968.

This is most serious with regard to the sort of speculative
theories that thrived on the vacuum of detailed evidence existing when
the 'Dawn' was published. A number of these hypotheses are per
pefuated in the new edition, giving them the dubious sanction of a
revision date of 1968. The matter is doubly unfortunate in that some
of these hypotheses are a hangover from colonialist African historio
graphy, from the attempt not only to make broad and unsupported
generalisations, but to do so in a way which would reconcile racist
theories of African "primitiveness" with the undisputed facts that
significant states and cultures did exist on the continent. None of
the authors in the 'Dawn' can be accused of racism, so one can only
explain the hangover by the logic that it is harder to kill a theory
than to create one. Nevertheless historians, in marshalling their
evidence into judgments, have a duty not only to the facts but to
the history of ideas: that certain hypotheses flourished in a racist
climate, and grew out of the Social Darwinist and "conquest" schools
of sociological thought of the end of the nineteenth century, should
lessen their credibility as much as specific pieces of refuting evidence.

Coming
of Age
MARTIN LEGASSICK

Ten years ago, as the political decolonisation of Africa was
beginning, a series of lectures on African history was given on the In a quite unmodified chapter by A.J. Arkell, for example, we
BBC General Overseas Service; they were published in 1961 as 'The are told "This region [Cush] in the Valley of the Nile ... was in
Dawn of African History'. "Dawn" was used in two senses, but in fact the vital channel through which the influence of ancient Egypt
the historiographical sense the lectures marked a rebirth rather than passed southwards into the rest of Africa. .. after the fall of Meroe
a dawn: the rebirth in a new form of the idea of an African history, the royal family that had ruled there for more than a thousand years
which had been repudiated by whites during the colonial period. moved west ... and sired many another little kingdom where the
And if the new vehicle for African independence was the nation-state ruler was divine and the institutions reflected the degenerate Egyp-
so the oral folk traditions which formed the bulk of what had been tian institutions of Meroe. With them went the knowledge of iron-
history to pre-colonial African societies were to be integrated into a working across Africa ... once iron-working was known [in the Lake
modern scientific history of Africa. At that time the nature of this Chad area] it was diffused by more than one route into Africa south
history mattered less than the assertion, revolutionary for whites, as well as west of Chad" (pp.9-12). These hypotheses, supported else-
that Africa had a history; that a few years after the battle of Crecy where in the book (pp.27, 60-1) were also central in Basil Davidson's
Ibn Battuta could write of Mali that "there is complete security. . . earlier writings and.Qliver and Fage's 'Short History of Africa'. Even
Neither traveller, nor inhabitant in. it, has anything to fear from ignoring the theoretical issues of the nature of "divine kingship", and
robbers or men of violence." And if such statements have now the concept of diffusion as applied to social institutions (both of which
become rather hackneyed, they are still unfortunately necessary are controversial matters), the hypotheses are highly dubious. It
to rebut views (still held even by some eminent historians) of Africa's seems more likely-and much of the evidence has been collected or
past as a meaningless ferment of barbaric peoples. analysed by M. Poznansky at Makerere College- that the civilisation

But in the meantime the new African history has come of age. of Cush, rather than "degenerate Egyptian", was a southern-influenced
African children are increasingly learning of their own cultural past (i.e. Negro) culture whose Egyptian overtones were relatively super-
instead of "our ancestors the Gauls". Not only in African universities, ficial. The civilisation decayed gradually, and not in a single battle
but in Britain, Western and Eastern Europe, the United States,. and against Axum. Nor is there the slightest evidence for (and some against)
elsewhere, teaching and research in the history of Africa is well
established. A flood of writing has appeared, and the maturity of
the discipline is evidenced in indications of the growth of historio
graphical "schools". Schools which for the moment differ mainly
in their concentration on different problem areas (European-Africa



Despite these deficiences of theory and detail, one detects
only two major gaps in the coverage of the 'Dawn' and the 'Middle
Ages' together: one of these is the controversial story of the dis
persal of Bantu-speaking peoples over East, Central and Southern
Africa. This type of crucial controversy-like that over institutional
diffusion from Egypt-is perhaps best dealt with in selected readings
rather than a textual synthesis. Two such readers have recently
appeared: one, in three volumes, edited by P.J.M. McEwen, and
the other, entitled 'Problems in African History' (1968) edited by
Robert CoUins: of these tpe latter is by far the more satisfactory.
It is always a possible temptation to quibble with selections inclu
ded in a reader, and this is not my intention here. But whereas
Collins groups his readings around problems (such as the two
mentioned above), offering selections with different viewpoints,
McEwen's volume (that given me for review covering 'Africa from
Early Times to 1800), seems to be attempting an inclusive "scissors
and paste" history. Although it is valuable to have included a num
ber of items translated from the French, the inclusion of extracts
from books-and sOlnetimes from works in political science to
describe early history! -gives an overall uneven quality. This book
would simply confuse the student being introduced to the subject,
while more advanced readers could turn to the original books and
articles themselves, almost all of which are available in the normal
library catering for African historians.
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the diffusion of iron-working and social institutions westward or south- Africa, and carrying with them a particular, rather characteristic
ward through the "Meroitic filter": dates for iron-working in South- version of African divine kingship, which blossomed in these widely
Central Africa, at Nok in Nigeria and at Meroe are almost contemporary~ separated regions. (2nd ed. pp.58-9)
and it seems far more likely that for Nok at any rate the knowledge cam, Oliver has indeed purged his references to "Hamites"-a term
across the Sahara from the north. wpich can now be used linguistically if at all (and which, incidentally,

The importance of the Sahara over this perio.d is underlined in although not in the index, is still used in the old sense on pp.5, 14,
Basil Davidson's recent 'Africa: History of a Continent' (1966). He 22, 28 in the revised 'Dawn'-but the thesis has not been essentially
argues that the common features of West African, Egyptian and other altered. Evidence that the stone building begun at Zimbabwe in the
societies bordering the Sahara should be sought in the formative period eleventh century should be attributed to pastoral migrants deriving
from 5500-2000BC: this was a period when the Sahara was fertile from Ethiopia via the Great Lakes simply does not exist. The rulers
and when agriculture commenced in the adjacent pre-dynastic Egypt of Ankole and Ruanda are now recognised as of the same culture as
as well as, rather later, in the Sahara itself. The common "Saharan- the Chwezi dynasty of western Uganda (c.1350-1500AD): it is as
Sudanese" culture dispersed as the Sahara dried ~p, and soon after likely that they were Bantu-speakers as non-Bantu immigrants from
this we find the first evidence of trans-Saharan trade routes which the north, and their differences of physique from their subjects may
were an important avenue of stimulus between North Africa and the be explicable by different diet. The pottery associated with Chwezi
Western Sudap until comparatively modern times. The Sahara, and culture does not appear between that area and the south, nor in
trans-Saharan trade routes are inadequately treated in the 'Dawn' the Rhodesia itself. Further, as Oliver has stated elsewhere himself, the
unrevised chapters by A.A. Kwapong and Bernard Lewis focus al- dispersal of Bantu-speaking peoples was proceeding from a nuclear
most exclusively on Africa north of the Sahara. centre in Katanga over roughly the period 0-1500AD, and a south-

The "diffusion from Egypt" theme permeates more of the ward movement needs to be correlated with the presumed north-
'Dawn'. C.G. Seligman, in his classic formulation of this thesis, ward Bantu-speaking thrust into the Interlacustrine area at this time'l
imagined that. one of the routes by which Egyptian influence pene- Finally, assertions on "divine kingship" in eleventh century Rhod-
trated to Negro Africa was up the Blue Nile and along the Ethiopian esia must by their nature be entirely speculative. It seems rather
foothills to Uganda, and then south-east to the Congo. In some that the large-scale state associated with Zimbabwe arose from a
rather corfusing way he associated this diffusion with the movement complex of internal and external factors, including trade with the
of the "Hamites", a Caucasoid people, pastoralists, supposedly of Indian ocean as well as new (and certainly Bantu-speaking) migrants.
superior racial ability, who imposed their domination on settled There are other chapters in the 'Dawn' which have, fortunatel~

Negro peoples. Such theories are now widely rejected largely because foresworn such speculative history: those by Gervase Mathew~

of their unsophisticated approach to the definition of physical types, Thomas Hodgkin and Jan Vansina, for example. When first published
as well as their invalid linkage of physical type, language and culture. these were models in the lucid presentation of the slim evidence that
Nowadays variation in physical type is regarded as more likely to have existed; none has been revised, perhaps because the authors prefer-
occurred naturally through evolution in breeding populations than red that the original form should stand as it was. This does however
by the mixing of definable ancestral "types". Vestigial remnants of perpetuate some gross inaccuracies as well as depriving us of later
Seligman appeared, however, in the first edition of the 'Dawn' and research on the regions concerned. For example, Mathew asserts
have not totally been expunged in revision; this can be seen by com- that "there is no evidence that any Arab penetrated the [East] coast
paring two versions in Roland Oliver's chapter "The Riddle of Zim- south of Cape Guardafui until the second half ot the eighteenth
babwe": . century" when it is known that by the start of the sixteenth century

[In Ankole and Ruanda] There is a governing class of Hamitic, many Arab traders were living in the Rhodesian area. One would
Caucasian pastoralists, and a subordinate class of Negro cultivators have liked to see Vansina revise his chapter to summarise his
... There is no evidence-at least not yet- on which to argue that seminal 'Kingdoms of the Savanna' (1966) instead of concentrating
Southern Rhodesia was colonised precisely from Ankole and Ruanda. as he does on the comparatively minor Kuba state: Mathewand
We have no reason, as yet, to suppose the kingdoms of Ankole and Hodgkin could have given fresh syntheses of the East Coast and·
Ruanda go back as far in time as the buildings at Zimbabwe ... But Western Sudan respectively. Of these three chapters only Hodgkin's
there is, in my judgement at least, more. than sufficient evidence on (and the slightly revised chapter by Fage on the West African coast)
which to argue that the political and dynastic institutions of the are amplified by material in the 'Middle Ages'.
Zimbabwe-Monomotapa culture and of the Ankole-Ruanda culture
must have had a common ancestry. And, given the notion of a
ruling minority, of Hamitic or Semitic ancestry, with political insti
tutions of this particular kind, it seems to me that in the present
state of knowledge we must look for its origins somewhere within
the frontiers of modern Ethiopia ... in the group of Hamitic or
Semitic kingdoms which bordered the ancient Abyssinian kingdom
on the south and west ... (1st ed. pp.58-9)

[In Ankole and Ruanda] There was an upper class of people
leading the life of specialised pastoralists, herding cattle, living entire
lyon milk or meat, and disdaining all forms of cultivation. And there
was a subordinate class of people who lived by agriculture. Though
both communities now speak the same Bantu language, the pastora
lists have traditions of an original migration into the area from the
far north, whereas the cultivators have no recollection of having lived
elsewhere. Physically, the pastoralists are markedly taller than the
cultivators and most of them have sharp pointed features, more
typical of the peoples of the Ethiopian region than of Bantu Africa.
Zimbabwe, too, is set in typical ranching country, and a tenth
century Arab writer, in what seems· to be a reference to this area,
speaks of the great king of the Zanj as the possessor of vast herds
of cattle ... Though we have no evidence as yet that the pastoral
aristocracies of Ankole and Ruanda are as old as this, it is rather
tempting to see this part of East Africa as a kind of halfway house
for pastoral migrants moving down from Ethiopia into central



The other major gap is the scant treatment accorded Africa
south of the Limpopo in both the 'Dawn' and the 'Middle Ages'.
Shula Marks has made a gallant effort in the second volume to
repair the defects of W.M. Macmillan's chapter in the 'Dawn' (a
chapter which, even after revision, is still primarily concerned with
the Cape Coloured in the nineteenth century) but both chapters
together indicate the lack of monographic assessment of the pri
maryevidence. Even McEwen can reproduce as readings on sOllth
ern Africa only an extract from Isaac Schapera's writing on "Early
migrations of the southern Bantu" which was first published in the
1930's. I have pointed out before in these pages the lack of research
on the Southern African Iron Age: fortunately a conference held
in Lusaka in July, sponsored by The University of Zambia and the
University of California (Los Angeles), and organised by Professor
Leonard Thompson, has been a start towards closing this gap. The
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papers on South Africa presented at this conference, which deal
both with pre-1800 history of Africans and with African societies
in the nineteenth century, will hopefully be published in the near
future. But they are only a beginning. The trite observation holds
that more questions were asked than answered, though they were
questions that no one was bothering to ask before. With concen
trated effort by those involved it should be possible over the next
ten years to illuminate the processes at work in .the South African
interior before 1800, the dynamics of African state-building, and
perhaps most important in an era when the people of southern
Africa are reasserting their history through a programme of revo
lutionary war-to rediscover the magnificent epic of the long and
widespread wars of resistance to white conquest fought by the
peoples of the subcontinent, at first separately and never as a
united force, but with growing co-operation and co-ordination.

Moli, I'm still weeping, for Enanga was going to become my
wife and now you say she is dead!

I think of the past. I think of our hopes and I do not know if
I shall ever want to marry again, for I loved her as I have never loved
before, as I am sure I shall never love again. I do not know how my
mother took the news for she too loved her.

Moli, I'm weeping like a child, thinking of the night I asked
Enanga to become my wife.

It was in Tiko, nine years ago. We had been visiting her aunt
in the town and were returning to Upper Costain.

It was shipment day, or rather shipment night. And here, on
this side of the world, so far away from home, I close my eyes and
see locomotives with all their carriages loaded with bananas rumbl
ing to the wharf where they are unloaded and the bananas shipped
to Europe. You cannot imagine how expensive they are over here.
We pay very highly for them. And I see lorries from Molyko and
other plantations tearing down Likomba Hill with more bananas.
And I see the night sky of our country, the few stars, and our
mountain in the clouds. And I think of you all and I'm sad but
not as sad as tonight that I have your letter before me with the
news that Enanga is dead.

"Why did you decide to go to Lagos?" I recall her asking me
that night.

It was at the Water Tank. I think a locomotive was there;
perhaps two, drinking water and dropping ashes and fire on the
rails.

"I have to go", I told her. "They have huge public libraries
there; and you know I want to further my education."

"Education."
"Sure."
"Areh't you tired of books."
"Not yet. Are you?"
"I am," she said. "I'm tired of the Convent. I'm tired of

studies. I want to be free."
"It will come."

"When."
"Some day. And luckily pretty soon. Two years isn't a long

time."
"I think it is."
"Patience," I said, putting my arm around her as they do in

the films. "Patience."
"That's just what I haven't."
"It will come."
"That's right" she said sarcastically. "Every thing: it will

come;. every thing, it will come-"
"Yes," I said, smiling. "All will come. Everything. Learn

to hope and wait."
"I'm tired of learning," she said and stopped and then she

was shaking her head as if she was really tired of everything. "Tired."
"Come on," I said. "Let's go, my portable darling."
That was how I used to call her, you know, because she was

so small. Tell her, if you should see her in a dream, that I am prai
sing her looks and her character to the world. Her black oval face.
Her sincere eyes. And she was courageous, especially as she had
lost her father and mother and for the last three years she was
working her way through school.

She worked in the Mission during holidays to make some
money; and from what she told me the Reverend sisters liked her
very much.

"And how long are you going to be there?H she asked:
"How am I to know?" I answered. "Maybe one year, or less

or maybe two years. My plan is to go to Europe from there."
"When win you sail?"
"To where? To Lagos or to Europe?"
"Europe:'
"I don't know."
"Everything: ,you don't know; everything, you don't know.

And still you are talking of going away."
I laughed. "I still have the G.C.E. Advanced Level to pass,

you know. That I intend to sit in Lagos. And for your information



When our own dear mind deceives us
How can we tell

When we ourself deceive ourself
When what we see is not really how it appears
What we hear not really how it sounds
Or what we touch not really how it feels

Why can't we tell
When our own dear mind tricks us
Into fear oLbravery or happiness, love, affection or hatred?
At night the rose is a tiger in' the garden
A white sheet on the line is a ghost.
What makes a coward fear a brave man, a brave?
Why do we keep on believing the deceiving mind?

soon the long separation would begin.
And then the ~frica.n afte~noon became the evening which

gradually darkened Into nIght, nIght of conversation in low voices
and of love and very little sleep.

The next day didn't delay. The dawn broke over Lagos with
~he shrill vo~ce of the muezzin, calling muslims to prayer, and soon
It was mornIng, the rumble of buses and other noises.

Two days later we w.ere at the airport.
"Don't cry," I said.
"Yes," she sobbed, dabbing her eyes with a tiny handkerchief.

. "I shall wri~:." We had no time left. "Bye, Enanga," I said,
takIng her hand. And be a good girl."

"Bye," she sobbed. "Write, write ... "
" I will,'·' I promised. "Bye."
As my plane rose into the night gathering over Ikeja I looked

d?wn througb the small glass window and saw the lights of the
aIrport and those of the city a little to the south.

Mountains of clouds. Luminous dots, the lights of the city in
the grey dusk in which Enanga was returning to my room to pack
my things and return with them by road to Tiko.

T~e noise of the aircraft's engine. And I thought and thought
of my fust love. I thought of the moon and the sirens of trains and
the wind-borne voices of happy children that night she promised to
become my wife. I wished I would be returning the following year
and not after seven years if I was lucky, and ten or so, if I wasn't
very lu~ky. How was Europe? I would be arriving in autumn; and
accordIng to the books the trees would be losing their leaves. It
would be very cold, and even colder in winter. And I knew I would
be alone.

And the plane droned on its way through the night under tiny
tropic~,l star~ which, twinkling, seemed to be signalling very sadly: '

Safe Journey, you who travel with your hopes and the hopes
of others."

But I had more memories than hopes and I felt tears come
into my eyes when once more I thought of Enanga as if already I
knew we shall never see each other ~gain.

Now your letter says she is dead!
I am seeing her now in my imagination. Her oval face; the

sincere eyes. A beautiful girl and I feel the warmth of her heart.
And I hear her voice, soft, talking of hope.

Write to me. Tell me in detail how her funeral was. I am
writing a book about her in which we shall have our children and
be happy in a long dream.
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1 am leaving Tiko next month." 1 had wanted to keep the actual
date of my departure secret from her because I knew that if she
was made to realise how soon I would be going away she would be
very sad and she would cry a lot. It made her look even smaller
and frail. And she looked alone. When~ver she was sad 1 was re
minded of the fact that she 'had lost her father just after she was
born; and her mother when she'was thirteen. They had gone
away fo.rever, silenced by death, covered up by the earth, leaving
her behInd at the mercy of anyone who would decide to be 'her
husband. And I had decided to be that man, convinced that I
would make her and our children happy.

"Next month," she said under her breath.
, We walked in silence. "I shall write often," I said to break

the sIlence.
"What date next month?" she asked.
I could feel how chilly she had become.
"The seventh."
"That is in a fortnight's time?"
"Yes."
She didn't cry as I had expected; but I knew she was suffer

ing as I had neyer seen her suffer before; for I wasn't only her lover.
She hadn't any brothers or sisters, as you know' and I had become
a kind of brother to her. '

How was she to know if we shall ever see each other again?
How was she to know if I wouldn't meet another girl in Lagos or
in Europe and forget her?

As we w~lked in silence it seemed to me that those questions
were on her nund. And for the first time in my life I thought there
was something unfair in growing up. Hearts which were full of
hopes, hearts which were always looking forward to tomorrow,
become he,arts heavy with memories as life becomes a bitter strug
gle to surVIve, succeed and prosper-an internal and exterI1al strug
gle. We turn our backs on home, as I would be doing in a fortnight's
time. I was going to take a look at the world and to work. It was
a gamble. And it was a pity that 'I was leaving Enanga behind.
Leaving love behind.

"What are you going to study when you finally go to Europe?"
"Medicine, I think," I said. "I'll be a doctor." I felt very

prou:d of myself and I. wanted her to be' proud of me. "Yeah, I'll
quahfy and then come back right here and marry you." She
glanced at me and I think she gave a little laugh which sounded
slightly bitter. "Don't think I'm joking," I cried almost furious.
"I mean it. I'm going to marry you!" ,

"But don't shout!"
"I'm not shouting," I said. "But you didn't seem to think I

meant what I was saying."
"What did I say?" she asked. "Did I open my mouth?"
"You didn't," 'I said, quickly. "Now I want you to open it.

Are you going to be my wife?" She didn't reply for a long time.
!he mo?n had risen. I could hear children singing bolobo songs
In the dIstance. The moonlight was silvery on the banana leaves.
And from time to time the siren of a locomotive rose into the
night. Not many stars in the sky; and clouds were still on the
mountain. "Enanga."

"Yes?"
"You heard what I said."
"Yes."
"Will you marry me?"
"Yes," she said; and then added. "But you are going away."
"I shall return," I said. "Just be patient and wait for me."
But circumstances were unfair to her; for nine months after

my arrival in Lagos everything was set for my departure to this
land of sunshine and snow.

I wrote to her and was surprised to see her in Lagos ten days
later, exactly three days before my departure. She said she had
come to say goodbye to me. She brought good wishes and parcels
from my parents, and especially pieces of advice from my mother.

It was one of the happiest days of my life when I saw that
girl. We loved each other more than we had loved each other be
fore for there was de~pair now in our embraces, seeing how, very
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