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£dward Brathwaite

Bread

1

the knife
that should have cut it, the hands that should have broken open its 

victory of crusts
at your throat: balaam watching with red leak­
ing eyes: the rats

of isaac: warm dead, warm merchandise, more than worn merchandise 
life
itself, the dream of the soil itself
flesh of the god you break, peace to your lips, strife

of the multitudes who howl all day for its saviour 
who need its crumbs as fish, flickering in their element 
of dumbness need a wide glassy wisdom 
to keep their groans alive

and this loaf here, life
now halted, more and more water add­
itive, the dream less clear, the soil more distant
its prayer of table, bless of lips, more hard to reach with pennies

of heat, the years of green sleeping in the volcano, 
the dream becomes tougher, settling into its shape 
like a bullfrog, sun rises and electrons
touch it. walls melt into brown, moving to crisp and crackle

breathing edge of the knife of the oven.
noise of the shop, noise of the farmer, market.
on this slab of lord, on this table with its oil-skin cloth 
on this altar of the bone, this sacrifice

Slowly the white dream wrestles to life 
hands shaping the salt and the foreign cornfields 
the cold flesh kneaded by fingers 
is ready for the charcoal, for the black wife



rolled into night into night without morning 
rolled into dead into dead without dream 
rolled into life into life without bread

her feet tapping, the lights of the motor­
cars watching watching round­
ing the shape of her girdle, her back

finding only this young empty husk 
sharp­
ening their rachets: your wife
going out on the streets, searching searching

u



Edward Brathwaite

Labourer

3

the crunched bone was juicy 
to the iron, there was no difference 
between his knuckle joints 
and ratoon shoots: the soil 
receives the liquor with cool flutes 
three fingers are not even worth 
a stick of cane; the blood 
mix does not show, the star­
gaze crystal sugar shines 
no brighter for the cripple blow

Look at his hands 
cactus cracked, pricked 
worn smooth by the hoe 
limestone soil’s colour; 
he has lost three fingers 
of his left hand falling 
asleep at the mill; 
the black crushing grin 
of the iron tooth’d rachets 
grinding the guinep hill cane 
have eaten him lame 
and no one is to blame

and nothing more to show
for thirty year’s spine
curving labour in clear
rain, glass-eyed, coming off the sea
fattening up the mud
in the valleys, cours­
ing down hillsides, causing the toil of the deep,
well-laid roots, gripping soil,
to come steadily loose, junction and joint 
between shoot and its flower to be made nonsense of



and the shame, the shame, the shame­
lessness of it all, the name­
less days in the burnt cane­
fields without love; crack of its 
loud trash, spinn­
ing ashes, wrack of salt odour that will 
not free his throat, the cutlass fall­
ing, falling, sweat, grit
between fingers, chigga
hatching its sweet nest of pain in his toe 
and now this and now this 
an old man, prickled
to sleep by the weather, his labour, 
losing his hands



Keorapetse Kgositsile

THE PRESENT IS A DANGEROUS PLACE TO LIVE

I. In the Mourning

II. Beware Of Dreams

5

And at the door of the eye 
is the still voice of the land. 
My father before my father 
knew the uses of fire 
My father before my father, 
with his multiple godhead, 
sat on his circular stool 
after the day was done. At times even 
between the rednesses of two suns, 
knowing that time was not born yesterday. 
The circle continues 
Time will always be 
in spite of minutes that know no life. 
Lives change in life 
At times even rot 
or be trampled underfoot 
as the back of a slave.
There are cycles in the circle 
I may even moan my deadness 
or mourn your death, 
in this sterile moment asking: 
Where is the life we came to live? 
Time will always be 
Pastpresentfuture is always now 
Where then is the life we came to live ?

The present is a dangerous place 
to live. There were dreams once, 
riding past and future alike; we 
embraced the dream, drunk past 
any look at the present in the face.



6

Beware of dreams 
they will so readily send 
your eye shattering against nightmare 
any time as any place you are alone. 
You will moan your impotence or mourn 
the quick rotting of the seed 
that could have been your life, 
silently. Now shuttered, you may run deep 
enough into knowledge to understand this decay. 
But your bony fingers remain so weak 
they cannot seize even a moment.

I live here now 
without a shadow, but not even 
dead since the dead are a vector 
on the cycle of all that lives

I live here now 
silent. And the silence 
does not have the peace 
of understanding wrung from the past.

There were dreams once 
and the illusion led 
to the present.
There were dreams once, 
gold or red 
green & black 
but the present is here 
like me and you. And is articulate. 
And knows no peace; neither do you 
nor me if we are friends 
enough to have known the dream

III. Without Shadow
I live here now 
among my silences, 
without life, an artifact 
with as much use as a fart.



IV. Mirrors, Without Song

7

When I laugh, my brother, less and less 
do not tell me to reach 
out and touch my soul. My 
soul is inside and thin 
and knows your death too.

Do you see now 
another day, like a slave, 
shows its face to be nothing, 
nothing but a mirror of the death of another?

I die in the world 
and live my deadness 
in my head, laughing 
less and less.

Morning does not wake up 
with my eye out the window 
moaning, or mourning, 
a thing or day gone to waste

Does it matter then how 
often my teeth are seen 
when I laugh less and less?

Do not tell me, my brother, to reach 
out and touch my soul. My soul is 
inside and thin 
and knows your death too



' f- r- BAB5 —a short story

-'i' .tz.zi or two. Just as long as it took to fa
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:" :r. the brief impulsive moment
..'.z I don't mean the symbolism such t 

-."■erf rial and obvious. No. Itwasratherl
Geac.’y earnest.- es:

It la.. tec . re : ' " .............
Ins hand into his sugar-bowl, grasp a handfill and fling it out of the windo

- ■ 7 -■ Tz er. ft crumbled again in the gentle soln
of a vague smile.

A.-.-a..".: • at.ted cne of the other two present, or perhaps hl 
taken aback arc completely mystified.

“Only tc she sugar that today I am greater than he, that the day! 
arrived when I can afford sugar and, if it pleases me, throw sugar aw)

They roared with laughter then. Cletus joined them but laughing w 
moderately. Then I joined too, meagrely.

“You are a funny one, Cletus." said Umera, his huge trunk shakingw 
mirth and his ey es glistening.

Soon we were drinking Cletus' tea and munching chunks of bre 
smeared thickly with margarine.

"Yes." said Umera’s friend whose name I didn’t catch, “may bul 
crack sugar's head!"

"Amen."
“One day soon it will be butter's turn," said Umera. “Please excu 

my bad habit." He had soaked a wedge of bread in his tea and carried 
dripping into his enormous mouth, his head thrown back. “That’s ho 
I learnt to eat bread." he contrived out of a full, soggy mouth. He to 
another piece—quite small this time—and threw it out of the windoi 
"Go and meet sugar, and bullet crack both your heads!”

“Amen!"
"Tell them about me and sugar. Mike, tell them,” said Cletus to rat 
Well. 1 told them there was nothing really7 to tell except that my fries 

Cletus had what the English would call a sweet tooth. But of course tl 
English, a very moderate race, couldn't possibly have a name for anythin, 
ike Cletus and his complete denture of thirty-two sw'eet teeth.

It was an old joke of mine but Umera and his friend didn’t know! 
md so graced it with more uproarious laughter. Which was good becaus
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I didn’t want to tell any of the real stories Cletus was urging. And fortu­
nately too Umera and his friend were bursting to tell more and more of 
their own hardship stories, for most of us had become like a bunch of old 
hypochondriac women vying to recount the most lurid details of their special 
infirmities.

And I found it all pathetic and painful. I never possessed some people’s 
ability (Cletus’ for example) to turn everything to good account. Pain lasts 
far longer on me than on him even when—strange to say—it is his own pain. 
It wouldn’t have occurred to me, not in a thousand years, to enact that 
farcical celebration of victory over sugar. Simply watching it I felt bad. 
It was like a man standing you a drink because some fellow who once seduced 
his wife had just died, according to the morning’s papers. The drink would 
stick in my throat because my pity and my contempt would fall on the 
celebrator and my admiration on the gallant man who once so justly cuck­
olded him.

For Cletus sugar is not simply sugar. It is what makes life bearable. 
We lived and worked together in the last eighteen months of the war and 
so I was pretty close to his agony, to his many defeats. I never could under­
stand nor fully sympathise with his addiction. As long as I had my one gari 
meal in the afternoon I neither asked for breakfast nor dinner. At first 
1 had suffered from the lack of meat or fish, and worst of all of salt, in the 
soup but by the second year of the war I was noticing it less and less. But 
Cletus got more obssessively hinged to his sugar and tea every single day of 
deprivation, a dangerous case of an appetite growing on what it did not 
feed on. How he acquired such an alien taste in the first place I have not even 
bothered to investigate; it probably began in lonely winter days and nights 
in the black belt of Ladbroke Grove.

Other tea and coffee drinkers if they still found any to drink at all had 
learnt long ago to take it black and bitter. Then some unrecognized genius 
had lightened their burden further with the discovery that the blackest 
coffee taken along with coconut lost a good deal of its bitter edge. And so 
a new, sustaining petit dejeuner was born. But Cletus like a doomed 
man must have the proper thing or else nothing at all. Did I say I lost 
patience with him? Well, sometimes. In more charitable and more thought­
ful moments I felt sorry for him rather than anger, for could one honestly 
say that an addiction to sugar was any more irrational than all the other 
many addictions going at the time? No. And it constituted no threat to 
any body else, which you couldn’t say for all those others.
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One day he came home in very high spirits. Some one recently return 
from abroad had sold him two dozen tablets of an artificial sweetener! 
three pounds. He went straight to the kitchen to boil water. Then he brotg 
out from some secure corner of his bag his old tin of instant coffee—her 
longer had tea—which had now gone solid. “Nothing wrong with ii 
he assured me again and again though I hadn’t even said a word, “list 
humidity; the taste is quite unimpaired.” He broke off two small rock-li 
pieces with a knife and made two cups of coffee. Then he sat back with 
song in his face.

I could barely stand the taste of the sweetener. It larded every sip with 
lingering cloyiness and siphoned unsuspected wells of saliva into themout 
We drank in silence. Then suddenly Cletus jumped up and rushed ouBi 
to give way to a rasping paroxysm of vomitting. I stopped then trying 
drink what was left in my cup.

I told him sorry when he came back in. He didn’t say a word. He«r 
straight to his room and fetched a cup of water and went out again to rit 
his mouth. After a few gargles he tipped the remaining water into a cupp 
hand and washed down his face. I said sorry again and he nodded.

Later he came where I sat. “Do you care for these?” He held out' 
little tablets with palpable disgust. Strange how even one attack of vomitti 
could so utterly reduce a man. “No, not really. But keep them. 111151 
we won’t need to go far to find friends who do.”

He either was not listening or else he simply' could not bring M® 
to live with the things another minute. He made his third trip outside a 
threw them into the same wild plot of weeds which had just received 
vomit.

He must have worked himself to such a pitch of expectation over I 
wretched sugar-substitute that he now plummetted headlong into 
nervous collapse. For the next two days he kept to his bed neither showing 
in the morning at the Directorate where we worked nor going in the even, 
as was his custom to see his girl-friend, Mercy.

On the third day I really lost patience with him and told him a few ha 
things about fighting a war of survival, calling to my aid more or less 
rhetoric for which his radio scripts were famous. “Fuck your war! Fi 
your survival 1” he shouted at me. All the same he got better soon afterwa 
and suitably shamefaced. Then I relented somewhat myself and be! 
privately to make inquiries about sugar on his behalf.

Another friend at the Directorate told me about a certain Father Dohe 
who lived ten miles away and controlled Caritas relief stores for the em
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district. A well-known and knowing Roman Catholic, my friend, he warned 
me that Father Doherty though a good and generous man was apt to be 
somewhat unpredictable and had become particularly so lately since a 
shrapnel hit him in the head at the airport.

Cletus and I made the journey on the following Saturday and found 
Father Doherty in reasonably good mood for a man who had just spent 
six nights running at the airport unloading relief planes in pitch darkness 
and under fairly constant air bombardment, getting home at seven every 
morning to sleep for two hours. He waved our praises aside saying he only 
did it on alternate weeks. “After tonight I can have my beauty-sleep for 
seven whole days.”

His sitting-room reeked of stock-fish, powdered milk and powdered 
egg-yolk and other relief odours which together can make the air of a place 
uninhalable. Father Doherty rubbed his eyes with the back of his hand and 
said what could he do for us. But before either of us could begin he got up 
sleepily and reached for a big thermos flask atop an empty book-case har­
bouring just one tiny crucifix, and asked if we cared for coffee. We said yes 
thinking that in this very home and citadel of Caritas whose very air reeked 
solid relief one could be sure that coffee would mean with sugar and milk. 
And I thought too that we were doing excellently with Father Doherty 
and set it down to our earlier politic admiration of his dedication and 
courage in the service of our people, for although he had seemed to wave it 
aside with his hand judicious praise (if not flattery) was still a weapon which 
even saints might be vulnerable to. He disappeared into a room and brought 
back three mean-looking fading-blue plastic cups and poured the coffee, 
a little on his little finger first, into the cups apologising forthe incompetence 
of his old flask.

I began politely to swallow mine and watched Cletus with the corner 
of my eye. He took a little bird-like sip and held it in his mouth.

Now, what could he do for us, asked Father Doherty again covering 
three quarters of an enormous yawn with the back of his hand. I spoke up 
first. I had problem with hay-fever and would like some antihistamine 
tablets if he had any in stock. Certainly, he said, most certainly. “I have the 
very thing for you. Father Joseph has the same complaint, so I always 
keep some”. He disappeared again and I could hear him saying: “Hay-fever, 
hay-fever, hay-fever” like a man looking for a title in a well-stocked book­
shelf, and then: “There we are!”. Soon he emerged with a small bottle. 
“Everything here is in German”, he said, studying the label with a squint. 
“Do you read German?”



• c.' do ! : ry taking one thrice daily and see how you feel.”
“Thank you. Father.”

hzt.!” '.aid, jovially.
I:,'. tablets had enabled Cletus to transfer mo
the coffee from his cup to his mouth and, moving smartly to the lo 

• • behind h..~. a nd putting out his neck, disgorge it quickly outsd
“Name your wish. Joost wun wish, remember,” said Father Dohert 

now really gay.
“Father,” sard Cl etc almost solemnly, “I need a little sugar.”
I had been worrying since we got here how he was going to put th 

-.f-.”t rds he would use. Now it came out so put 
and to pit .'the r abed truth from the soul. I admired him for that perfe 
mance for I knew I coofld never have managed it. Perhaps Father Doher 
• ~u . t . t . as-isted z_ lending the circumstance, albe

pica. s~pZft::; if st he r.o'.’. demolished it justt 
uuftbl; ar. d tit r: __hh _s a tapricttus child might kick back into sand th 
~tug.: ;■ . d ; : created. He seined Cletus by the scruff of his net-
ana sc:: . c rets sen ec hfttt cutside. Then he went for nt
uu: I :: . -  and tubers an: tier exit. He raved and swore at
stamped like tr_b demented man He prayed God to remember tt 
< u tracta g.t: .-st -~.;s Ghost cn Judgement Day. Sugar! Sugar!! Sugar!
he sc .. rse crescendo. Sugar ” hen thousands of God’s innocent
ret.s u’o co:; tor .to.-, o: a glass of milk! Worked up now beyond endurans

’ ■ ords te rushed cut and made for us. And there was nothin! 
r. ’ s to.;, tmprec-atfons ringing in our ears.

■ . o. miserable. tongue-tied hour at the road junction trying t 
h ox to An-.sfc. In the end we walked the ten miles again bt 

..he. rg heat and fear of mid-day air-raid
f '.etus presumably wanted me to tell to celebrat; 

 old II couldn't see it as victory in retrospect
ere many, the worst yet to come.
r.ter with Father Doherty I was selected by the 

s .vo? o "to go on a mission.” Although it was a kind rf 
«.c-.- . s.-..-.g a week and taking me no further than the 

. . . so s cf Sac Tome I was nevertheless overjoyei 
os s . .•.boc.-d and 1 had never stepped out of Biafra since 

o . ..’. .od. to dismiss one outright in the opinion of 
o ce.'.sequence, but more important, which meani



. .he rushed out and made for us. And there was nothing for it but run..
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that one never had a chance to bask in the glory of coming back with th< 
little amenities that had suddenly become marks of rank and good livii 
like bath soap, a towel, razor blades, etc.

On the last day before my journey close friends and friends not so clos 
mere acquaintances and even complete strangers and near-enemies cat 
to tell me their wishes. It had become a ritual, almost a festival who 
ancient significance was now buried deep in folk memory. Some lucky fello 
was going on a mission to an almost mythical world long withdrawn beyor 
normal human reach where goods abounded still and life was safe. Ar 
everyone came to make their wishes. And to every request the lucky or 
answered: “I will try, you know the problem.........”

“O yes I know, but just try ” No real hope, no obligation ( 
commitment.

Occasionally, however, a firm and serious order was made when on 
of the happier people came. For this words were superfluous. Just a slip c 
paper with “foreign exchange” pinned to it. Some wanted salt which wa 
entirely out because of the weight. Many wanted an underwear for them 
selves or their girls and some wretch even ordered contraceptives whicl 
I told him I assumed was for office (as against family) planning, to the grea 
amusement of my crowd. I bustled in and out of my room gaily with nr 
note-paper saying: Joost wun wish!

Yes, near-enemies came too. Like our big man across the road, a one- 
time protestant clergyman they said, now unfrocked, a pompous ass if eve 
there was one, who had early in the war wangled himself into the vena 
position of controlling and dispensing scarce materials imported by thi 
government, especially women’s fabrics. He came like a Nichodemus as: 
was about to turn in. I wouldn’t have thought he knew the likes of us existed 
But there he came nodding in his walk like an emir on horse-back ant 
trailing the aroma of his Erinmore tobacco. He wondered if I could buy 
him two bottles of a special pomade for dying grey hair and held out a 
five-dollar bill. This was the wretch who once asked my girl-friend when 
she went to file an application to buy a bra to spend a weekend with him in 
some remote village!

By forgoing lunch daily in Sao Tome I was able at the end of the week 
to save up from my miserable allowance enough foreign exchange to buy 
myself a few things including those antihistamine tablets (for I had aban­
doned in our hasty retreat the bottle that Father Doherty gave me). For 
Cletus—and this gave me the greatest happiness of all—I bought a tin of 
Lipton’s tea and two half-pound packets of sugar. Imagine then my horri-



I bought him/

indeed! Mercy was just a shameless grabber like all the rest of them.”

15

“Sam!” shouted Cletus across to his house-boy. “Put some more water 
on the fire”. And then turning to me he said again, his eyes glazed in crazy 
reminiscence: “Mike, you must tell them the battle I waged with sugar.”

fied fury when one of the packets was stolen on my arrival home at the airport 
while (my eyes turned momentarily away from my baggage) I was put 
through make-believe immigration. Perhaps if that packet had not been 
stolen Cletus might have been spared the most humiliating defeat that sugar 
was yet to inflict on him.

Mercy came to see him (and me) the day I returned from Sao Tome.
I had a tablet of Lux soap for her and a small tube of hand cream. She was 
ecstatic.

“Would you like some tea?” asked Cletus.
“Oh yes,” she said in her soft, purring voice. “Do you have tea? Great!

And sugar too! Great! Great! I must take some.”
I wasn’t watching but I think she thrust her hand into the opened packet 

of sugar and grabbed a handful and was about to put it into her handbag. 
Cletus dropped the kettle of hot water he was bringing in and pounced on 
her. That I saw clearly. For a brief while she must have thought it was some 
kind of grotesque joke. I knew it wasn’t and in that moment I came very 
near to loathing him. He seized her hand containing the sugar and began 
to prize it open, his teeth clenched.

“Stop it Cletus!” I said.
“Stop, my arse,” he said. “I am sick and tired of all these grab-grab 1 

girls.”
“Leave me alone,” she cried, sudden tears of anger and shame now 

running down her face. Somehow she succeeded in wrenching her hand free. 
Then she stepped back and threw the sugar into his face, snatched her hand­
bag and ran away, crying. He picked up the sugar, about half-a-dozen cubes.

“He was called Sugar-Baby at School,” I said, dodging again.
“Oh Mike, you’re no bloody good with stories. I wonder who ever 

recommended you for the Propaganda Directorate.” The other two laughed. 
Beads of perspiration trembled on his forehead. He was desperate. He was 
on heat begging, pleading, touting for the sumptuous agony of flagellation.

“And he lost his girl-friend,” I said turning brutal. “Yes, he lost a nice, ; 
decent girl because he wouldn’t part with half a dozen cubes of the sugar 
T K/Mirrlif- liim ”

“You know that’s not fair,” he said turning on me sharply. “Nice girl |
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“Like all the rest of us. What interests me, Cletus, is that you did 
find out all those months you went with her and slept with her until I broug 
you a packet of sugar. Then your eyes were opened.”

“We know you brought it, Mike. You’ve told us before. But tha 
not the point.........”

“What then is the point?” Then I realized how foolish it was and he 
easy, even now, to slip back into those sudden irrational acrimonies of o 
recent desperate days when an angry word dropping in unannounced won 
start a fierce war like the passage of Esun between two peace-loving friend 
So I steered myself to a retrieving joke, retrieving albeit with a razor edg

“When Cletus is ready to marry,” I said, “they will have to devise 
special marriage vow for him. With all my wordly goods (except my Ta 
and Lyle) I thee honour. Father Doherty if they ever let him back in 11 
country will no doubt understand.”

Umera and his friend laughed again.



Odia Ofeimun

AUGUST ’67
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we are moving camp, 
piqued against the panic-studded thoroughfares 
of self-defensive untruths.

we are moving camp 
to the stuttering irony 
of the twice-occupied

Appallingly tossed 
disconsolate feathers of wind-hounded hawks 
dip down towards earth, the turbid earth 
of flagging diffidence
And faith is moving camp—

Ominous shards fall, father 
the huge doubts in depths

A glass god shatters itself 
against the black laughter 
of heavy rain-clouds, to no effect.
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Odia Ofeimun
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Comes oppressive silence 
convulsing the selves in wild sensations 
of prostrate-innocence, guilt.

gruesome go-crash 
of a million souls 
in the speech of automaton, 
the thrust of a monster-thought 
strangling your sleep;

Another hawk tears through the womb 
of the night—

Mooning love, do not wake 
in this filthied hour of soot; 
don’t stir to share in the burdening swoop 
of insomnia raping my being;
—let me alone in my choking helpless rage 
WEEP MY LAND.

SLEEP OF INNOCENCE 
(On being shaken to the roots 
(by the drone of a jet-bomber 
(in Benin, 1968.)



Quincy Troupe

YOU COME TO ME

20

you come to me 
during the cool hours 
of the day bringing 
the sun; if you come 
at midnight, or at two 
in the morning, you come 
always bringing the sun; 
the taste of your sweetness 
permeates my lips and my hair 
with the lingering sweetness of Harlem 
with the lingering sweetness of Africa 
with the lingering sweetness of freedom; 
woman, eye want to see 
your breast brown and bared, 
your nippled eyes staring, 
aroused-hard and lovely;
woman, eye want to see 
the windows of your suffering 
washed clean of this terrible pain 
we endure together;
woman, eye want to see 
your song filled with joy, 
feel the beauty of your laughter; 
woman, black beautiful woman, 
eye want to see 
your black graceful body 
covered with the sweat of our love 
with your dancers steps to music 
moving rhythmically, panther like 
across the african veldt;
woman, eye want to see you 
naked, always in your natural beauty; 
woman, eye want to see you 
proud: in your native land
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let time go there 
where tears hang 
heavy, like stones 
in the valley, 
hang heavy like blood 
drops from the heart, 
like blinding fog 
that settles down 
in the deep places, 
the subterranean places, 
in the graveyards 
of our lives, 
let time disappear 
like the burning eye 
beyond the distance, 
and come back beautiful 
like the royal robe 
draped over summer, 
let time fly, 
in reversed consummation, 
into deeper meanings 
of why it all happened 
in the first place, 
let time fly deeper 
into pure meaning 
of itself, and extract 
juju miracles that smile 
upon this world
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the birds singing joy 
within the green zones 
within the timeless zones 
the feathers beating joy 
from the fluted flights of motion 
the world bleeding wars 
within the death bones 
within the human bones 
the flesh drumming wars 
from the flaming grip of earth 
inside the words without meaning 
between the womb and point 
of departure, the elliptical seed 
of creation fusing, between 
confusing pulls of motion hanging 
between loves and undeniable hatreds 
suspended between nowhere 
and everywhere 
between what eye am 
and what eye ought to be 
the heart bleeding music 
outside the pain tones 
outside the drum-drum tones 
the blood singing music 
from the swinging branches of tom-tom 
the sky breeding distance 
within the unknown 
within the magical unknown 
our shadows falling down the distance 
to kiss the temples of our mothers



ART AND ARTIFICE IN OKARA’S THE VOICE
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Gabriel Okara’s The Voice was released by Andre Deutsch in 1964. Its 
reception was instantly favourable though the enthusiasm of reviewers 
was always hedged with certain reservations about the problem of its expe­
riments with language. Everyone, of course, has tended to agree that the 
novel has an importance totally out of proportion to its small size. My 
concern here is to examine in some detail some of the ‘technical’ procedures 
adopted by Okara which have given this short novel its considerable weight 
and power.

Perhaps, I should begin by stating some of my conclusions before going 
into more detailed discussion. The Voice has such moral earnestness and 
is so deeply concerned with social corruption that it is difficult for anyone 
to read it without responding in some measure to its serious preoccupations: 
its approach to the moral problems is so pervasive, so intensive and so 
passionate that it cannot but arrest the attention of the sensitive reader. 
Its use of a heavy, solemn, moralizing tone and a highly inflected and symbo­
lical language to explore what is essentially a moral universe dominated 
by the evils of dictatorship and materialism is one of the author’s major 
strategic successes. Okara’s use of a rigid close-drawn structure also proves 
ideally suited to moral exploration. The total effect of the novel is in the 
nature of the reader’s having been conducted through a nightmare into the 
horrors of a lunatic asylum. This effect, in my view, is largely a result of 
Okara’s deliberately chosen and doggedly pursued artistic and technical 
strategies.

The plot of The Voice is very slight. The hero, Okolo (which in Ijaw 
means “the voice”) after having studied and lived abroad returns home to 
the village of Amatu. He is appalled by the moral decay which he finds 
everywhere and more particularly by a persuasive and all-pervading materia­
lism which corrupts the souls of the people both within the village and in 
the neighbouring town, Sologa of the Big One, and which destroys the 
people’s moral vision of life. Okolo feels called upon to draw attention to 
his people’s moral predicament by going around and asking them if they 
have got ‘It’ and thereby stimulating moral revival in their lives. He assumes 
for himself the mantle of reformer, prophet and messiah, but like all such 
moral revolutionaries, he antagonizes the corrupt establishment and is 
quite predictably crushed, just when his message is beginning to take root.
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There is hardly any doubt as to the tradition to which Okara’s 
belongs. The moral campaign which the hero mounts right from the beg 
ing, the morally-dominated atmosphere and the inside details of the' 
point irrevocably not only to an obvious analogy but to a close patten 
on the passion story of the Gospels. In his excellent study, The Non 
ami the Passion Story, F. W. Dillistone writes about such novels:

‘The .... possibility open to the novelist is to write about his 
contemporary world openly and frankly but with the essential 
pattern of the Passion narrative forming the inner framework of 
his own story. It is, of course, impossible for him to do this unless 
he believes that the successive stages in the recorded life of Jesus 
do correspond to the general sequence of events which may be 
traced in the career of every heroic figure who carries out a mission 
of redemption for his fellow men. Such a mission may be performed 
by an individual seeking consciously to follow in the steps of the 
Christ and to fashion his life after the pattern displayed in the 
Gospels. But not necessarily so. In dedicating himself to the 
service of his fellows he may almost unconsciously find himself 
caught up into a sequence of temporary acceptance, growing 
opposition, rejection, suffering, dereliction, vindication, strangely 
similar- to that which marked the career of Jesus of Nazareth 
himself.’1

Though The Voice is not as closely patterned on Christ’s life as say Ki 
zantzaki’s Christ Recrucified yet there is enough of the Passion story in it I 
justify attention being drawn to the fact. Okolo carries on his moral campait 
from a position of moral superiority—he possesses It while the people who: 
he sets out to convert do not possess It. He is single-mindedly devoted I 
his mission in spite of the obvious personal risks involved. His complei 
commitment to his messianic mission actually contrasts with the differer 
kind of commitment evident in the artist who “puts his shadow into creatin 
faces out of wood”2—a kind of creative virtue which though commendabl 
in itself is too subjectively-centred to have a wide cleansing impact on th 
moral environment.

Okolo, like Christ, is the man who cares where everyone else is conten 
to let things slide. In a world in which everyone else is a comedian (to us 
Graham Green’s famous differentiation) he is the only tragedian. He ha: 
the awareness of the extent of moral ruin which has overtaken his societ) 
and he is prepared to risk life and security to assault the forces of darkness 
One of Okolo’s main targets of attack, like Christ’s, is the establishmea
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which is not only corrupt in itself but corrupts the rest of the people. Chief 
Izongo and the Elders of Amatu may be paralleled to the Scribes and Phari­
sees; the white colonialist in charge of the Big One’s security service and who 
imprisons Okolo in Sologa to Pontius Pilate. We even have the equivalent 
of Nichodemus in the Elder Tebeowei who comes to Okolo at night, not to 
learn more about his message of course but to persuade him of the futility 
of his effort. Okolo’s collaborators and converts, the outcast Tuere and the 
cripple, Ukule, could be likened to Christ’s humble disciples. Most of the 
evils denounced by Christ are also the evils deplored by Okolo in the village 
of Amatu and the town, Sologa of the Big One—an establishment which 
corrupts the ordinary people by its concupiscence and self-love as well 
as a general moral laxity distinguished by too much love for material security 
and too little concern with social morality.

All the main stages in the Passion story are present in Okolo’s life—notice 
that the actual drama of Okolo’s moral campaign is very short-lived. As 
with he story of Christ, the most formative period of the hero’s life remains 
inexplicably shrouded in obscurity. Like Christ also Okolo goes through 
the stages identified by Dillistone—temporary acceptance (because people 
are beginning to listen to his moral promptings, the autocrats had to move 
quickly against him), suffering (Okolo has a good deal of this both in the 
village and in the town), dereliction (the very limit is marked by Okolo’s 
death by drowning, tied with the unfortunate Tuere in a rudderless canoe 
which drifts from one bank of the river to the other like ‘debris carried by 
the current’ until drawn into a whirlpool), and vindication: there is more 
than an ordinary hint that Okolo’s mission will triumph over the forces of 
human tyranny. Ukule the cripple assures Okolo before he is led away 
that “Your spoken words will not die”. But even before this time, a convert 
to Okolo’s view-point has said with emphasis:

“Nobody withstands the power of the spoken word. Okolo has 
spoken. 1 will speak when the time is correct and others will follow 
and our spoken words will gather power like the power of a hurri­
cane and Izongo will sway and fall like sugar cane”.3

The story leaves no doubt but that the cause for which Okolo dies will in 
the end triumph, just as the cause for which the Christ was crucified has since 
triumphed.

This patterning on the Passion story is interesting but what is even more 
impressive is the means whereby Okara creates for us an overwhelming 
vision of evil and corruption, the vision of a wholly corrupt environment
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‘Through the black black night Okolo walked, stumbled, 
walked. His inside was a room with chairs, cushions, papers 
scattered all over the floor by thieves. Okolo walked, stumbled, 
walked. His eyes shut and opened, shut and opened, expecting 
to see a light in each opening, but none he saw in the black black 
night.

At last the black black night like the back of a cooking pot 
entered his inside and grabbing his thoughts, threw them out into

within which everyday activities are distorted into 
only comparable to life in a lunatic asylum.

Here is an extract from the incident of Okolo’s first arrest:
Okolo seeing the messengers, recognized them and questioned 

them. But the men, in spite of their grim faces, opened not their 
mouths. The remaining crowd hushed. The silence passed silence. 
The three messengers faced Okolo, opening not their mouths. A 
man from the back of the crowd pushed his way to the messengers. 
The four of them put their heads together while with their eyes they 
looked at Okolo. They put their heads together for a while and 
walked towards Okolo, as if stalking an animal. And Okolo stood 
looking. They moved nearer. Okolo stood. They moved nearer 
and suddenly, pounced on Okolo. Okolo and the men fell to the 
ground. Hands clawed at him, a thousand hands, the hands of the 
world. Okolo twisted, struggled and kicked with all his shadow, 
with all his life, and, to his astonishment, he saw himself standing 
free. He ran. Running feet followed. He ran. A million pursuing 
feet thundered after him. He ran past his house without knowing 
and ran into another. A woman giving suck to her baby screamed. 
Out Okolo sprang and ran. The running feet came nearer, the 
caring-nothing feet of the world. Okolo turned a corner and 
nearly ran into a boy and girl standing with hands holding each 
other. They did not look at him. He turned a corner. A dog 
barked at him. Okolo ran. He was now at the ending of the town. 
Only one hut was left and beyond it the mystery of the forest. 
Okolo ran and as he ran past, a voice held him.

“Come in” it said, “Come in quickly”.
In Okolo went, instinctively and in the gloom, stood panting.’4
And here is a description of Okolo’s first night in Sologa of the Big 

One:
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the blacker than black night. And Okolo walked, stumbled, walked 
with an inside empty of thoughts except the black black night.

When Okolo came to know himself, he was lying on a floor, on 
a cold floor lying. He opened his eyes to see but nothing he saw, 
nothing he saw. For the darkness was evil darkness and the outside 
night was black black night. Okolo lay still in the darkness enclosed 
by darkness, and he his thoughts picked in his inside. Then his 
picked thoughts his eyes opened but his vision only met a rock-like 
darkness. The picked thoughts then drew his legs but his legs did 
not come. They were as heavy as a canoe full of sand. His thoughts 
in his inside began to fly in his inside darkness like frightened birds 
hither, thither, homeless.. . Then the flying thoughts drew his 
hands but the hands did not belong to him, it seemed. So Okolo 
on the cold cold floor lay with his body as soft as an over-pounded 
foofoo. So Okolo lay with his eyes open wide in the rock-like 
darkness staring, staring.

Okolo for years and years lay on the cold cold floor at the rock­
like darkness staring. Then suddenly he saw a light. He drew his 
hands and his hands came. He stood up with his eyes on the light 
and walked towards the light. As he moved towards the light, the 
light also moved back. He moved faster and the light also moved 
faster. Okolo ran and the light also ran. Okolo ran, the light ran. 
Okolo ran and hit a wall with his head. Okolo looked and the light 
was no more. He then stretched his hands forth and touched the 
wall. His fingers felt dents and holes. Okolo walked sideways like 
a crab with his fingers on the wall, feeling dents and holes, dents 
and holes in the rock-like darkness until his feet struck an object. 
As Okolo stopped and felt the object his body became cold. His heart­
beat echoed in the rocklike darkness and his head expanded. Still, 
he felt along the object until his fingers went into two holes. As his 
fingers went into the holes he quickly withdrew them and ran. He 
ran and fell, ran and fell over other objects. He ran and knocked 
against the wall and fell. Still he ran, then suddenly stopped. He 
saw a light in front of him. He moved gently crouching forward like 
a hunter stalking game. Then when he nearly reached the light, he 
rushed forward.’5

Those two passages have been selected because they illustrate the quality, 
range and variety of Okara’s art. In fact, what is most striking about it is 
the careful, deliberate manner in which Okara works the different rhetorical
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devices into a sustained and singularly successful medium to convey tin 
peculiar experience which we find in The Voice. Okara’s art would reward 
some study because Okara is easily the most “artificial” of all West 
African writers. We use the word “artificial” in connection with Okara’s 
style in the word’s old and modern connotations of having “constructive 
skill” or art and as the opposite to “natural”.6

The most outstanding feature of Okara’s art is his reiterative rhetoric, 
his repetition of single words, phrases, sentences, images or symbols to 
produce diverse emphatic effect. Notice for example the effect suggested 
in the first passage by the repetition of ‘Okolo stood’ and ‘They moved 
nearer’. It is as if Okolo is fixed on the spot under a hypnotic spell while 
his sinister adversaries make their sharp, furtive moves, full of menace and 
danger to the hero. The metaphor already suggested in ‘as if stalking an 
animal’ is fully justified by what happens. In the very next lines the sinister 
nightmarish quality of the episode is reinforced by vividly described physical 
activities. The assailants ‘pounce’ on Okolo and a struggle ensues.

“Nightmare” is the only word which adequately describes the physical 
sensation of ‘a thousand hands’ and ‘the hands of the world’ which cla» 
at Okolo as he ‘twisted’, ‘struggled’, and ‘kicked’ at his four adversaries. 
To Okolo, the hands of four men in that brief and silent struggle produce 
the sensation of ‘a thousand hands’— the reader feels this sensation just 
as he feels the sensation of being pursued by a million ‘thundering’ feel 
in the dark silent night. The reader feels these sensations because the drama 
is so vivid, so concrete that he has become Okolo, sees things through Okolos 
haunted eyes, experiences the thrill of horror which Okolo experiences when 
the four silent men suddenly pounce on him and when the whole crowd 
begin pursuing him in the dark.

The reiteration of the action in short dramatic sentences like ‘Okolo ran 
reinforced by clearly hyperbolic statements like ‘a million pursuing feet 
give rise to a terrifying concrete physical sensation which is felt in the very 
marrow7. Notice also Okara’s method of giving concreteness to the action 
by' the repetition of the proper name rather than the personal pronoun- 
‘Okolo stood’, ‘Okolo Twisted’, ‘Out Okolo sprang’, ‘Okolo turned a corner, 
‘Okolo ran’.

The use of reiteration to give concreteness of physical sensation to situa­
tion is even more developed in the second passage. Here, the reiteration 
of ‘black’ is to give to the darkness of the night a near-tactile quality in 
expressions like ‘black black night’, ‘black black night like the back of a 
cooking pot’, ‘the blacker than black night’.
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Tlie sinister nature of the darkness is very much heightened by its being 
raised to a physical sensation. In fact the symbol of‘darkness’ is so pervasive 
not only in this passage but also in the rest of the narrative that the atmos­
phere of the story could be said to be completely dominated by it. Light 
appears intermittently and merely helps to emphasize the darkness, not to 
dispel it.

The reiterative image of darkness in this passage is particularly effective, 
especially as it is further reinforced by Okara’s invocation of the horrific 
in terms of the human sensations—eyes trying to pierce an impenetrable 
darkness, hands and feet that refuse to move in one moment and then shoot 
out in a single automatic movement in the next, the groping of the fingers 
into dents and holes, the crab-like movement, the head knocking on the wall, 
the body becoming cold, the heart-beat echoing, the head expanding, the 
running and falling, etc,, all these physical actions and sensations which are 
given great vividness assume a dreamlike nightmarish quality because they 
take place in the dark.

Now, this evocation of horror and nightmare would have been a point 
of weakness in Okara’s art, mere sensation-mongering, if it had been indulged 
in for its own sake. But it is not. It provides superb background to the 
serious moral issues with which Okara is dealing in the novel. This is not 
a normal world but one which has been terribly distorted by evil and corrup­
tion. The very prospect of living within it assumes an aspect of physical 
danger and spiritual terror, especially for the only man who is courageous 
enough to challenge its standards of morality, its rotten values, as well as 
the invidious forces which dominate it.

Of course the story is a parable with the universal theme of man’s indomi­
table struggle against the evils of spiritual oppression and social corruption 
as the blurb says but we can only wring out the limit of its rich moral signifi­
cance by apprehending it on the two levels of particularity and generality 
and on the literal and symbolical levels, because each level tends to reinforce 
the other. For this realization of his theme of ‘good versus evil’, Okara 
has had to build up the physical aspect of his environment, a horrific and 
nightmarish environment, with which we feel, through physical sensations, 
the oppressive presence of evil as well as the heroic suffering a.nd torment 
of soul implicit in the hero’s moral campaign against it. Thus the theme 
has both universal significance as well as a contemporary application: the 
novel’s setting is both the world and an African country in which the dic­
tators have set up police states and destroyed their people’s liberties. Okara’s 
reiterative rhetoric makes the realization of the actual physical implications
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of the moral problem and the representation of the moral situation throng 
physical action and physical sensations reasonably easy. But there is mo; 
to it.

Okara brings his poetical gifts to bear on his choice of images and symbols 
He uses metaphors, similes and other figures of speech to give concreted 
and body to the heavily oppressive moral environment which he buildsup. 
By such devices even the most abstract notions are reduced to physiol 
realities. Okara is in this sense, more than any other West African novela 
a materialist, because he attempts to reduce actions, feelings, and sensation 
to material or physical realities. This tendency in Okara’s technique conli 
be regarded as a process of ‘reification’; the process of giving the quality c' 
‘thingness’ to mental and abstract constructs. Okara for example describe 
Okolo’s confusion of mind in the dark room by likening it to ‘a room st 
chairs, cushions, papers scattered all over the floor by thieves’, Okolcr 
‘thoughts in his inside began to fly in his inside darkness like frighted 
birds hither, thither, homeless’. There is an example of the use of synecdocfi 
to give concreteness to the squalid moral outlook which exists in the fount: 
Sologa: z

‘So Okolo walked in Sologa of the Big One passing frustrated 
eyes, ground-looking eyes, harlot’s eyes, despairing eyes, nothing­
caring eyes, dust-filled eyes, aping eyes......... ’7

Only by evolving a consistent style with its own inner logic can Okara mail 
‘eyes’ do duty for him in this bold unconventional manner.
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of Okara’s prose, the rhythm of words spun under the immediate presstr 
of what is being done, felt or suffered. This when accompanied by Okaru 
reiterative rhetoric can enhance immediacy as well as fixing imp:
ssion in a concrete and vivid v 
passage is the result of Okara’s 
of physical sensation through c 
sensuous and sinister overtone 
W hat gives ordinary innocent 
tenor is the context in which tl 
the hero's movements in the dark. When 
cuter into t ac ‘tw e .teles' and lie immediate, v withdraws them, we feel witho 
really k .tew w ty — - - — - - ■■ mere are human skeleto:
and with the hero we are chilled and exrerier.ee rite sensation ofhorrora 
revulsion. Vet raps the term which adequately describes Okara’s abil 
to prodr.ee physical sensations and attendant emotions by manipulati

exrerier.ee
prodr.ee


31

words, actions and rhythm of language is T.S. Eliot’s famous phrase, “Objec­
tive Correlative”.8 The accumulation of physical sensations and emotions 
have the effect of fixing our moral reaction to the issues which the writer 
has so clearly stripped bare before the reader..

The main impulse within The Voice seems to derive from the oral tradi­
tion, especially the folktale. Okara’s rhetoric, more especially his deliberate 
repetitions, his metaphoric and hyperbolic elaborations and his colloquial 
rhythm, belong essentially to the oral tradition. The ghoulish and the 
nightmarish which are so well developed in The Voice are the regular features 
of the folktale. Okara’s interest in the Ijaw oral tradition goes much further 
than any other novelist’s interest in the oral tradition, for Okara, of all the 
writers, attempts to reproduce not only literal meanings from the vernacular 
(such as is evident in expressions like ‘Okolo had no chest’, ‘he had no 
shadow’,6 all his inside’, ‘with all his shadow’), but also actual syntactical 
forms in sentences like: ‘Who are you people be?’ “If you are coming-in 
people be, then come in”. Even the process of reification already noted 
may have been derived by Okara from the vernacular since it is quite well- 
developed in the West African languages.

It has been suggested that Okara wrote the story first in “ordinary 
English” and then as an experiment translated it into “this medium”.9 
This may well be so but it is equally true that Okara’s experiment with 
language and imagery in The Voice was clearly foreshadowed in his poetry. 
We find in The Mystic DRUM, for instance, expressions like ‘in my inside’, 
‘with their shadows’, ‘the eye of the sky’ and this sustained image:

‘and smoke issued from her nose
and her lips parted in her smile
turned cavity belching darkness’10

which may have prepared the way for the dominant symbol of darkness in 
The Voice. Another poem, Adhiambo, suggests the theme of The Voice. 
The opening lines read:

‘I hear many voices
like it’s said a madman hears;
I hear trees talking 
like it’s said a medicine man hears 
Maybe I’m a madman, 
I’m a medicine man.
Maybe I’m mad, 
for the voices are luring me, 
urging me from the midnight



noon and the silence of my desk 
to walk on wave crests across a sea’11

The hero of The Voice is also a visionary and is said by the people to 
a mad man. What is being hinted at here is that The Voice is perhaps t 
sublimation in prose fiction of Okara’s poetical visions of his mission throu; 
literary creativeness, to reform and purify society. The poet-reformer w 
bring out of his creative imagination the full image of the appalling corn 
tion of society so that all those who see this image will be shocked into 
mood of moral revival. Thus, the real key to why Oko o is so passive 
moral reformer, a Christlike rather than a Promethean lero, may actua 
lie in the fact that Okara conceived him essentially as a P°et-re: ormer an 
not as a political revolutionary, as a man who appea s to c 
finer faculties and emotions of people rather than one w i 
emotions into revolutionary violence Okara 8iveS U^nt^litarianism am 
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extreme materialism but Okara’s moral position remains ’ 
elusive poetic suggestion. The It is the quality of moral excellence which 
the autocrats have emasculated in their subjects:

‘For him it has no name. Names bring div.s.ons and divisions 
strife. So let it be without a name; let it be name ess ...._ 

The novel is sometimes criticized for taking a too rigid mo.al po oa 
But this criticism is hardly fair at all. As a parabolic tale w ose .
°n a certain rigidity of moral positions, the novel may be excus P = 
a one-sided moral outlook which bears out the theme of the 
he false to compare its moral riaidity with, say, the moral complexly of 
Achebe’s Things Fall Apart since they are different types of novels and diffe­
rently conceived works. It is a work that seems to stand away and apart 
lrom other works.

The conclusion which one can reasonably reach in ‘his j’^k^e usually 
is that the view often held that the artistic intentions of a work are usua ly 
destroyed by too obvious manifestation of artifice may not be true in all 
circumstances. Where artifice serves the interest of the author well, as in 
Thr Voice, it can be a positive fo7ce (Jr\Xthening insight, as well as a
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devices of language and symbolism, and by a consistent patterning on a 
well-known, emotion-packed mythus. The experiments with language prove 

- immensely useful for moral exploration while the patterning of the inner 
movement of the novel’s action on the Christ story and the reiteration of 
the symbol of darkness help to build up the emotional atmosphere of the 
novel and to give it power and significance.
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Blue is the colour of Love 
Love is the colour of Blue 
Blue is love 
Love is blue

Love-blue, blue-love.

Jingles and rattlers howled: 
Stir dull sensibilities 
pound stale mortar 
With sensitol gossamer 
Sip the dew drops 
in the potsherd 

Love-blue, blue-lower.

Puke more popgun and words 
Aphonic and hollow, 
Spew cold sweat 
Into the psychedelic haze 
Of sizzling body fume 
And burnt-out tune

And Moses went down
Howling—
Love is Blue, Blue is Love.
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I saw the faithful watchman
Frozen at his post
His eyes cluttered with unspoken avowals 
His soul drawn into the gyroscopic dance 
Of the moving train

Must we for ever stare through space
Wave a million byes, 
Tremble with the deep perception
Of our new-found contact?

And the dancer went down, 
An unmarked luggage tag 
Floating out of the window.

Parting leaves
Such dog-nose wetness on the cheeks, 
Leaves an airless cheerless void 
In my one-room heart.

And the dancer cried, 
Cried and waited:
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I heard the foot fall 
of the dancers 
approaching land’s end 
feet groping down 
the spiral rungs 
of the past historic

approaching road’s end, 
the present continuous 
of the newfound beacon.

I heard the dancer 
at the pulse choke of time
I heard 

Listen! Listen to 
the deafening silence 
of a soul 
lost in the web.
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The toad is like us 
slow at decision 
It panics and pants 
In its own element.

Wide of girth 
Small of hind 
Bandy-legged 
The toad is like us.

Sweaty
The toad is like us 
Wide of mouth 
Kwashiorkor.

The toad is like us 
Fat at the haunches 
It gives the impression 
Of weak goggle eyes.



“He simply requested the mermaid to give us another child"
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THE MERMAID—a short story
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“Now tell me what happened,” she said.
“Is Alfred asleep yet, do you know?” he replied, sighing.
“Yes I think so,” she said.

Alfred, lying on his small mat on the floor between the two bamboo 
beds on which the man and his wife lay, opened his eyes, peering quietly 
at his father on his right. The room was dark and he could only make out 
dim outlines of his father smoking a pipe in the darkness.

“Well,” his father said wearily, “the dibia and I went down to the bank 
of the Niger at midnight. The goat which he had asked me to tie to a boat 
was there. He slaughtered it and sprinkled some of its blood into the water. 
Then he took the money from me, buried it in the sand and began to invo e 
the mermaid—”

“What exactly did he say?” the woman asked.
“He simply requested the mermaid to give us another child.”
“I see, go ahead.”
“Soon after his invocation, something stirred in the water and the 

maid’s head and bare breasts emerged—”
“Something really appeared ?” the woman asked in shocked arnazemen^
“Yes, something emerged. I so shivered with fear that I passed 

urine inside my shorts.” The woman laughed nervously. “But 'v^en
mermaid began to speak 1 knew that the whole thing was a trick.

“Was a what?” The woman sat up.
“It was a trick, Ada,” her husband said. “She was nothing nea^_a 

maid. She was just one of those free women who hunt for men a- -
“Merciful God, how did you know?” voice.
“I had met her before I married you. 1 recognised her unusua 

In those days men used to go to her just to hear her voice. As so 
heard it I recognised it immediately. It was a moon-lit night an 
able to make out her familiar face in the water.”

“Oh God, Emeka, what did you do then?” , aBged
“I dived into the river, chasing her about until 1 caught her and e 

her to the bank. By then the dibia had fled. The carcass of the goat wa 
and so was the money buried in the sand.”

“You mean the dibia escaped with all that money!” , , jon’t
“Yes, Ada. He escaped with the money and my fattest goat an



harlot’s place."

42

Ja

even know where he lives. We met always in the
“Which harlot?”

The one who posed as the mermaid.”
.Before you married me?”
When I was looking for a dibia to solve our problem people directed i 

to tier place and the dibia and I always met there.”
So you could hold the woman, couldn’t you ?”

. No. She denied that she knew any dibia. Said she was just bathi) 
ln the river!”

She sagged back onto her bed. “The trouble now,” she sobbed, ‘ 
w ere Alfred’s school fee is going to come from.”

Alfred listened hard.
1 don’t know,” his father said wearily.
But we must do something,” she said. “He is our only son, after all 
That’s what makes it harder to bear,” the man said, sighing deepi 
*t not only makes it harder to bear, it makes it imperative for us to < 

something.”
j Yes, but we must face facts. There is no money and you kno«'i 

am no! going (Q stea] Alfred wjlj havg f0 Jearn my trade.”
( he cleaned away the tears on her cheeks with the back of her hai
t oor Alf,” she muttered.

tell b° allead and say it>” the man said irritably. “Go right ahead at 
me that I have ruined our only child.”

that lih°U know 1 don,t mean that way’” she said chokin8'y- “it’5 011 
‘ dad expected he was going to be educated enough to work in an office 

scho ] tl’rew an an§ry g,ance in his mother’s direction. He doesn’t h- 
rubb°i, Tile teacher flogs you mercilessly when you fail to recite so® 
she I t CorrectIy. Mother likes him to go to school to be flogged beca®

"vJV,0 him herself. >
should f” his fatller said> “it doesn’t seem to be the will of God that •

, finish school. Perhaps it is his destiny.”
°’If is not his destiny,” his mother said firmly.

so he Fed returned his gaze to his father, wishing he could know the 
p o°uld befriend him. But now his mother began to sniff quietly.

conti'1 • Said: "AH right Ada, since you feel this way about it, Alfred
„ Uc in school. I will sell two of the goats, unslaughtered, tomorro"'
P ’ Emeka,” the woman said, enraptured; “I am proud of you.” 

Want^^ st00d in Alfred’s eyes now. He doesn’t like school. He does’1
a,,y office work when he grows up. All he wants is to be a butcher $
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Father. He likes the way Father ropes a goat, slits its throat, and burns off 
its hair. He likes the smell of singeing goat hair. He likes the expert way 
Father cuts up the animal afterwards. And what is more, he likes goat­
meat. To get plenty of it one has to be a butcher. Now Mother has spoilt 
it all with her trouble-making!

The man reached out his hand and balanced his pipe on the sill of the 
low window of the hut. Alfred’s eyes, now accustomed to the darkness, 
followed his father’s hand.

“Ada?” his father said.
“Yes, Emeka?”
“Come over here.”
She said nothing.
Good, Alfred thought, Father will beat you up now for making trouble.
“Ada?” Father repeated.
“What is it Emeka?”
“I said come over here.”
“Oh Emeka I don’t feel up to it. But if we must then you come over.’
Bad news for you Mother, Alfred thought, watching his father; bad 

news for you 1 He has you now beneath him and that will teach you not to 
make trouble. Alfred waited for Mother to cry out but all the crying he 
could hear was the one done by the bed. Mother must be dead, he thought 
frightened now. Oh she is dead! Father has beaten her to death!

“Father! father!” he shrieked; “stop, Mother is dead! Stop! She is dead!
“My God Ada,” Father said, sighing and struggling out of the bed; 

“I thought you said the boy was asleep ?”
“Oh, I thought he was, Emeka. Alfred! Four strokes for you in the 

morning!”
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The neck of a toad 
the entrails of a spider 
the tongue of a vulture 

fume in a liquid collation 
of life and death 

the pot-bellied man sits by 
a sage in a blind search 
taking a look into the future 

into the future of mankind

transparent man-god
man-spirit

moving between two worlds 
in a silent divination

cowries in hands
ready to cast the lots 
of stern faced mortals 
waiting to know 
waiting to learn

where have we gone wrong?
sometimeS t'ie ®0<^s are difficult to please.

the dibia sits by cross-legged 
before the gods

seeing but not saying 
nOt daring to ordain ...
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I recall
the thunders thundering away 
in the rough darkness of the night. 
I saw 
slim lightnings twining 
through the thick coat of darkness. 
There I was with you 
lying quietly until the 
heart was near bursting, 
the head overswollen and 
the eyes battered 
terrified before you— 
horrible image of fear 
that pivots around me, 
moving too slow or too fast 
to be grasped and fixed 
by a dazed mind.
Everywhere there was confusion; 
there was so little order in 
the heavens and on earth: 
thundering noises above 
with splattering ocean of fire below 
and I between!
Do you still wonder I didn’t smile?
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46

I have my one room in tomato light, 
my half wall long radiogramme, my brass 
posted bed, dressrails, jelly-like 
stacked scent jars, colognes, creams. 
Foreign’s free. A square yard’s enough 
floor to put on a narrow dress. 
The taxi sags over road lumps, dust 
funnelling up its beams, my earrings 
rocking inside, past a muslim girl 
shuddering a calabash up onto her 
crown of rags. In Central Hotel 
bulbs drip through the leaves. Shorn 
like a collaborator I walk 
with as still a wig as a mannequin 
wrenching cotton creased across 
laps that then push it slowly smooth 
with the performance of life along 
these ownerless malt coloured limbs. 
Chicken grease quivers along knuckles. 
Bones hinge and creak apart.
From where I sit I can fix a man’s 
position with the whites of my eyes. 
One click in the carpark brings on 
my dawdle towards the silhouette 
of a head turned against the driver’s seat 
so that the hotel lights shine veined through its ears



John Haynes

SABONGARI MARKET

The meat trader picks out my mini-gear 
in the crowds and the corrugated, 
and my long silver leg and slaps flies 
like sequins off his steaks; they wobble 
like bottoms. My pearl nails close 
on one and hold it up as by a throat. 
Shillings trickle from my fingertips. 
Welcome madam: a beggar with twig legs 
and the sandals on his hands lifts a 
leper fist in salute of my dark glasses 
as I near the car, carrying my bag 
like a European, my head as still as 
a model’s, my smile only a mouth.
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IN A FREE STATE
by

V. S. Naipaul 
(Published by Andre Deutsch, 1971)

books happened to be social comedies set in Trinidad. Well-meaning British 
reviewers—whether in sheer ignorance of the background, or else uncon­
sciously reflecting the prevalent attitudes of neo-colonialist embarrassment— 
responded to The Mystic Masseur, The Suffrage of Elvira and Miguel Street 
in dismayed tones of patronising rebuke. They would have preferred a 
simple study in compassion where a clear distinction is made between the 
oppressors and the oppressed, or a ‘charming’ exercise in the faux-naif, 
or a steamily incoherent drama of miscegenation and primitive brutality. 
The West Indian public, with a refinement of irony, expressed a similar 
reaction—thus proving that the recent confusions of neo-colonialist libera­
lism had already travelled as far as the original imperialist settlers and 
taken roots as deep. In 1958 the Times Literary Supplement published an 
article by Naipaul in which he mischievously transposed some of the sillier 
remarks made about his early novels in order to reveal the gratuitous insult 
hidden within them: ‘Imagine a critic in Trinidad writing of Vile Bodies: 
“Mr Evelyn Waugh's whole purpose is to show how funny English people are. 
He looks down his nose at the land of his birth. We hope that in future he 
writes of his native land with warm affection.’”

With his fourth book, however, he gave people what they expected— 
and a good deal more. Conceived and executed within the great tradition 
of the humanist novel, A House for Mr Biswas is as subtle and comprehensive 
an analysis of the colonial situation as anything in imaginative literature. 
It has been widely admired and—more important—understood. When it 
came out, Naipaul was still under 30. He went on writing—and again he 
was in difficulties.

A novel set in London was automatically assumed to contain inaccu­
racies: the English could not recognise themselves in Mr Stone and the 
Knights Companion, for the same reason that a voice played back on a tape-

During the Fifties it was considered rather bad form, in literary circles, 
to approach an ‘underdeveloped country’ in a spirit of sophisticated humour; 
and it was therefore perhaps unfortunate for V. S. Naipaul that his first three
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recorder sounds at first distorted to the speaker who is now a listener to. 
The Middle Passage and An Area of Darkness, non-fiction books about ft 
West Indies and India respectively, gave offence: these are tender ares, 
where criticism is expected to be tempered with tact, even if the critic. 
himself a West Indian of Indian descent. (Indeed, criticism from a tot 
stranger is more readily accepted—yet a further paradox inherent in ft 
neo-colonialist relation, based as it is on a cynical and sadomasochist 
collaboration between sentimental guilt, on the one hand, and righteo. 
resentment on the other.)

From this point on, a note of despair is sounded with increasing intense 
throughout Naipaul’s work (except in the collection of stories, A Flage 
the Island): he seems to have become painfully aware of some fault in ft 
system of communication between himself and his invisible audience which- 
as in a nightmare—grew more pronounced while his literary reputatic 
grew more firmly established. Many writers complain, in private, o t. 
loneliness of their trade: something related to this agony—a sense of p act 
lessness—is the central theme of his novel, The Mimic Men, and is imp® 
In his history of Trinidad, The Loss Of El Dorado. In the latter, a deep, 
emotional involvement in the squalid tale of exploitation combines with, 
ehill, elegant constraint in the telling to produce a shocking effect w ic 
triumphantly matches the subject.

Returning to fiction with In a Free State, he amplifies the note of despair­
hut at the same time resolves it by applying its resonance to a range hot 
further from his personal experience, and wider in the technical sense, tha 
anything he has previously achieved. The detached delight in characti 
of his early books was succeeded by an obsession with the lost individui 
here both are brilliantly harmonised in a series of episodes through whit 
moral and political generalities are particularised and illuminated. It J 
now whole groups of people (racial, national) who are seen as lost; but th 
'act that a social group consists of a number of individuals remains pan 
mount. The ambiguity of the specific instances serves to strengthen the fort 
°f the generalities they embody : for such generalities require a full ackno« 
^dgement of the complexity of human experience

An initially baffling prologue, written in dairy'form and set on U-- 
Greek steamer crossing to Alexandria, establishes themes which are elabc 
rated later in the book The important motif appear
ln a low but ominous key, on the first page A p .. tjm/ntian Greel 
are returning home, uncertain of their 3!' ,A P y °f EgyP \f. 
Egypaft,r manv humiliations Egypt wa7Cfeptlon- ‘The invaders had 1 

sypt, arter mu SJPi was free; and these Greeks, the poc

50
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ones, who by simple skills had made themselves only just less poor than I 
Egyptians, were the casualties of that freedom.' The narrator observes, and I 
clinically records, an arbitrary case of casual, calculated cruelty. The victim 
is an English tramp; his persecutors are two Lebanese, an Egyptian and an 
Austrian. The other passengers watch and, like the narrator, do nothing. 
They are not exactly indifferent, but cruelty has become a common-place, 
even to the victim.

The bulk of the book consists of three tours deforce. ‘One out of Many’ 
is told in the first person by an Indian servant whose employer, a diplomat, 
takes him to Washington. In Bombay, Santosh had a position in the world, 
albeit a humble one. America offers him the opportunity to improve his 
circumstances—but the capital and its people make no sense to him. His 
misinterpretations of this alien society are desperately funny and desperately 
sad. During his muddled attempts to reject it, by escape and concealment, 
he does succeed, however pathetically, in asserting his own independent 
personality; and when at length his uprooted position becomes unbearable 
and he settles for limited security and American citizenship, he knows that 
he is accepting a future of permanent solitude. ‘All that my freedom has 
brought me is the knowledge that I have a face and have a body, that I must 
feed this body and clothe this body for a certain number of years. Then i 
will be over.’

‘Tell me who to kill’ takes the reader further into the heart of darkness • 
the transition is like turning from a story by Chekhov to a chapter by Dosto­
evsky. Here the narrator is the elder of two West Indian brothers disastrous y 
adrift in London. He tries to work so that Dayo, considered the promis*r*S 
member of the family, can ‘pursue his studies,’ and become a rich profess*011 , 
man. Again, he misinterprets his surroundings, as well as his brother 
capabilities and his own nature; again, his confusions are both funny an  
sad; but in this case the desperation has an undercurrent of violence. Enve 
loped as he is by an atmosphere of hate, his love for his brother becor*1 
an explosive force which destroys itself in disgrace and disillusion. he

These short, concentrated narratives have a shocking effect; but 
shock, given the subject-matter, is in some degree expected. The rea<Le-ch 
guard is down, however, when he proceeds to the long third section (w1’1 j 
gives the book its title) and finds a polite retreat into the third person a^ 
a formal change of pace: here Naipaul delivers, in the most gentle111® eS 
manner, a blow beneath the belt. The displaced persons are English w sajc 
in black Africa. A fastidious homo-sexual and a sharp but essentially Pr° try 
matron share a long car drive from one end of a recently independent c°u
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ul ler)i J Tro Th ary C°UP ('eft’Wing’ Growing a heredis
thoniht P 8 Their conversation, which is designed to conceal th
such a d;ad?vTtrtmetnugudeeper\Seld0m haS diaI°gue been used 
nor blunder/ ? 6 y'j B°bby and Llnda are neither wicked white sett).

, -wF do'gooders: they are ordinary middle-class people, moye 
Mels, mildly cynical, conventionally liberal and extremely self-centre 

h t nr“°Ha *eS °f ,he Afriean ‘free state’ are fleered through their blunt 
thntPnC y P®rcePtlons as their journey and the crisis involves them (thou 
nntli searcely the ”>ot juste) in a series of non-adventures. These have 
rAim/ ° i • rnenace> a sort of sinister flatness. Somewhere in I

SOmetllng terrible is happening; but there is not much point 
He wit'".8 AS B°bby Says t0 Linda: *What does it matter what you thinl 

i s ay on under the new regime; she will move south with herhusbanc 
witne«peP1 °8Ue ,eVerts t0 ESyPt and the diary form. Again, the narrat. 
and thi J an kCt ofunProvol<ed cruelty. This time, Egyptians are the victim 
Germane m16 V01ces a Protest. Again, he observes a floating mass of alien 
(distributilg giftnorththe inC*dent)’ ltal'anS (Wh° Ph0t0graph it}> Chine 
announcmTtself A ‘Now another> more remot,e ®lnpn'e 
wasanoArt 7 A meda1’ a postcard; and all that was asked m retui 
and of a nenT afS-nSe of'“jttstice.’ The book is itself an expression of anp 
feelines are <Jf° lnjust*ce’ hut h has made the unpalatable point that the1. 
and as these sh?/?etuat‘nS> endlessly shifting from one minority to anothe 
into callous indifference1116 'nCreaslng,y comPlex the world can only retro 

writheTrnoKo?6 Sa‘d that 1 consider Naipaul the finest living novel! 
His consummate te/^ his most imPortant work since Mr Bima. 
sation (seen it it? lnica mastery of narrative, dialogue and character 
Pinpoint an elusive™05' da22l'n8 in the African episode) enables him I 
purity. These gifts conlPlevity of meaning through a prose style of luci 
shes In a Free State™ reir|h)rced by a rare, tough moral honesty that establ 

as an original, unsettling work of art.
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— Yambo Ouologuem
(Harcourt Brace Jovanovich)
Translated from French by Ralph Manheim 

pp 182 Price $5.95

African creative fiction is today haunted by a spectre more sinister than 
any that had threatened it in the past. This spectre is the foreign ‘rave 
reviewer and sensational blurb-writer who will not let the African writer 
do his work with frankness without pouncing on his book and smothering 
it with misguided, and sometimes mischievous praise, and provoking against 
the writer and his work the critical back-lash of African commentators. 
This state of affairs is increasingly placing the outspoken African writer 
in an altogether invidious position in which he is open to the accusation 
that he is using his medium to ‘do down’ his continent and provide ammuni­
tion for the racial detractors of his people.

Yambo Ouologuem’s Bound to Violence is a most recent illustration 
of the danger about which I speak. Here is a competently written novc , 
in fact, one of the best contributions by an African writer to contemporary 
prose fiction. But so much ignorant, mischievous and fulsome praise ba 
been heaped on it, and so much anti-African propaganda made out of it 0 
both sides of the Atlantic, that the reaction of African readers has bee 
to treat it with suspicion and veiled hostility.

And well might African readers of this novel show resentment for 
use to which the racists of America and Europe are putting the book, esPe 
cially their use of it as a perfect exhibit to support the Euro-American my 
that the African continent is the home of primeval barbarism. Not ev^ 
the better informed literary journals of France and the United State5 
America have been able to resist the temptation to use the novel as a Pre 
to restate well-worn, and largely discredited, racial prejudices. sS

Why, one may well ask, is there this indecent insistence on the Africar,n5:a 
of this novel? Africa there certainly is in the novel, but so also are Ara 
and the Orient, France and Europe. To ignore this fact is to do le®5.} 
justice to the novel and to pander to age-old mythifications. In truth, i* ° 
were clinically to disentangle the various elements in the world of the n°ve' 
that is, granted that this disentangling were to serve any useful purp°s tj.. 
one could not fail to recognize in the quality of the novel’s violence and er
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1

the
°f the innt 
and (  
modern and

and'the Ik6"11 °f Zflan natura'*sm> the perversities of Le Marquis deS 
as well no doubt ? existential vioIence of Jean-Paul Sai
in Arab n • ’ u le type °f feudal-medieval cruelties widely celebr;L and? °ne W°Uld a,S° nO,ice in the authtSIS 
imaEc srh P U'iar'tles of lan8uaSe a certain kinship with the Fre 
S i X u P°e?y and the Iush orie,,taI 'yricism such as one enco 

ters m the Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam.

The silence sleeps, dreaming of the sky 
where the clouds envy the moon’ (p. 105) 

certainly belongs to this latter tradition.
nnvoi^'u ’i*.°ne ta^es l°nS opening sentence of Section Two of 
novel which begins with

How in the profound displeasure, with perfumed mouth and 
e °puence °n his tongue, Saif ben Isaac al-Heit endeavoured to 
mobilize the energies of the fanatical people against the invader  

tion ?U'|^ *° notice that the writing belongs essentially to a literary tra 
is at w F and comP'ex’ty of sentence clearly show that an autl 
Even tho h u *S US‘ng the facilities °f alphabetic writing to great effi 
-•e vast U8' t narrative Posture is that of a recorder of dynastic histo 
' le C°mp oP die sentence structures as well as the complexit

toZl,,nZ“s*n.fsKr'i^ nuances of language suggest firn 
e y t iat the author’s organizational outlook is preeminen 

dours is hr U?’t0'date- The world of Arab court historians and troul 
an eye cnmrr ' a!*ve ar|d seen, not through oral traditional eye, but w. 
Writing '10ne '°8'c and sensibilities of modern alphabe

by the author?11^ ^'s nove‘ therefore rests in the successful fusic 
tCultural and iing^‘

the kind of
IS •*

ynca’ that we are s

zation, its vice5 tU™°d’ this dissolute life with its general bastardi- 
several centuri30 Corrupt’on> the Arab conquest, which had come

S earber, settled over the land like a she-dog baring

number of traditions and the distilling out of a variety 
■—J peculiarities a communication medium adequt 

not authentic??^ With which ‘he novel deals. That this experien 
frino’ u—x e African’ is made absolutely clear by the author. T 

shown is ‘bastardized’, first, by Arab conquest ai 
’ more recently, by European (French) conquest ai

domination
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her white fangs in raucous laughter: more and more often, unfreed 
slaves and subjugated tribes were herded off to Mecca, Egypt, 
Ethiopia, the Red Sea, and America at prices as ridiculous as the 
flea-bitten dignity of the niggertrash’ (p. 18).

Very early in the novel, we find the following passage:
‘In that age of feudalism, large communities of slaves celebrated 
the justice of their over-lords by forced labour and by looking on 
inert as multitudes of their brothers, smeared with the blood of 
butchered children and of disemboweled expectant mothers, were 
immured alive  That is what happened at Tillaberi-Bentia, 
at Granta, at Grosso, at Gagol-Gosso and in many places men­
tioned in the Tarik al-Sudan of the Arab historians’ (p. 4).

The story opens in medieval Nakem, an empire in western Sudan 
(probably Mali), bordering the Sahara Desert and watered by the River 
Niger, referred to here as Yame. This empire is ruled from the Middle 
Ages by a moslem dynasty, part Arab, part Jewish, the Saifs. The life o 
this empire is explored in terms of its feudal brutality, blood lust and sadism 
and the well-tried techniques of feudal oppression through religion, manip11^ 
lation of supernatural beliefs and magic, and the underhand methods o 
stealthy poisonings and assassinations. The story traces how this mediev 
Arab empire has maintained its power and political strangle-hold on Afric‘1'1 
tribes, the ‘niggertrash’, up to and even beyond the establishment of Fred 
colonial empire.

The awareness in the plot of a series of definable movements and currents 
of historical events over several centuries give the novel a distinctly historj 
quality while the clearly developed ideological position taken by the aid1 
in the exploration of historical matter makes the work a typically P0’1 ,s 
novel. The method of narration, controlled by the nature of material, s^a^ 
between the epical in the early part dealing with the early history of the Sa 
and the mock-heroic in that transitional period covered by the Ft®*1 
colonization when the oppressive descendants of the rulers of the Na 
Empire assume the mask of progressive nationalists and defenders ofna [(? 
rights. The third section of the novel which attempts to tear off the dhoti­
reveal the true nature of the rule of the Saifs is handled more or less tea 
cally and is manageably centred on the hero of the story (if one may e 
call him that), Raymond-Spartacus Kassoumi, an offspring of slaveS inaS a 
household of the Saif, educated in mission school and Paris and mad®
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kind of peace offering by Saif to the new colonizing power and its pa 
drive to spread white civilization. Like the French colonial adminis 
Kassoumi, this ‘black pearl of French culture’, is to become a dupe 
cunning Saif and a representative of his interests in the French parli 

While it must be admitted that this novel surprises and fascinates 
skill in technical manipulation which has made it possible for the. 
to condense the history of many centuries into a tightly packed short 
it must be recognized also that its most abiding interest remains the 
and expressiveness of Ouologuem’s language, especially the poetics 
evocative energy which he has successfully infused intoitthroughouttl 

novel. The opening of the novel is, from this point of view, inimitabli
'Our eyes drink the brightness of the sun and, overcome, marvel i 
their tears. Mashallah'. wa bismillahl To recount the blood; 
adventure of the niggertrash—shame to the worthless paupers!- 
there would be no need to go back beyond the present cental) 
but the true history' of the Blacks begins much earlier, with the 
Saifs, in the year 1202 of our era, in the African Empire of Nakem 
south of Fezzan, long after the conquests of Okba ben Nafi al-

wiei'?■ h'gh’ epical Style of lhe Sriot> punctuated with pious prayers 
witn !mprecatlons> frequently switched on and off at will and altera 
irrever't"'Style„thef,nne-Of "’hich is often bitingly satirical, mockin 

'erent, as m the following passage:
wouSPati0n of !hek8rcat a”d not too distant day when a world 

ould dawn in which a serf would be the eaual of a king, the 
eametthaSh-d0§F b'te’leash them tight'—accepted whatever 
camethcrway. Forgwe us, 0 Lord. Amba koubo oumo agounf.

And so, taking refuge beneath th» ’ • i,
cency, a mage of knowledge with dead tree oP academic compla­
the dead carcasses of words, Ra '°Ut dearth or home, living amidst 
apery in which he took on thc''!"0'^ Kass°umi, after a period of 
himself up to literary drivel, turnaCCent of a Paris wise guy, gave 
ventriloquism and sinking unde" ft® his. learning into a demagogic
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Or even this impressive vignette of total despair and discomfiture which 
stands out in broad relief against a background of faded dreams and drowned 
hopes:

‘........He (Kassoumi) rose from his wicker chair, sat on his bed,
and spent hours and days thinking about his misery. It was not so 
much anxiety as a nervous, physical need to nibble at himself, to 
kneel down to his narcissism, to glut and intoxicate himself with 
his despair........ ’ (p. 148).

But by far the most important test for the novel, and one on which 
it stands or falls down, is how successfully it is seen to prove its central 
thesis that violence, systematically applied and ruthlessly supported by an 
undeviating will to power, is capable of sustaining political power and 
domination almost indefinitely. The matter is succinctly expressed by the 
Christian missionary, Henry, in that long chess game with Saif that concludes 
;he novel:

‘The crux of the matter is that violence, vibrant in its unconditional 
submission to the will to power, becomes a prophetic illumination, 
a manner of questioning and answering, a dialogue, a tension, an 
oscillation, which from murder to murder makes the possibilities 
respond to each other, complete or contradict each other.’ (p. 173)-

Thc surface layer of this thesis must be seen as largely proven by tbe 
details of the story as the ‘niggertrash’ is trodden down and totally subdue 
hrough the mighty Saif’s meticulously organized cruelty,’ and by San 
ylacchiavellian elimination of one French colonial governor after anotheI 
vithout being found out. The violence we have here has nothing to do "'ll 
hat other kind of purposeless outburst which is often equated with a state 0 
ncivility and barbarism. Every single act of violence undertaken by 11 
laif or by his hatchetmen with his prompting is a deliberate act, a deliberatc 
iclicy, geared towards the furtherance of a specific political objective or tn 
ireaking down of a specifically obstructive will. The quality and subtle y 
f it raises the act to an artistic undertaking which adds an extra dimend0” 
f narrative realization to the novel. And to further elucidate his P0’1 , 
y contrast, the author gives us numerous examples of ugly, uncha11 
iolence, like the murder of Awa by her angry lover, Sankolo, which dear 
espeak of a crude and perverted use of the same instrument which has be 
y refined in more sophisticated hands. . .

In an interview given at the conference of African Studies Assodat! 
i Montreal in October, 1969, Ouologuem explained his central inteIltl
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to the marrow! On all

in this novel by drawing a clear distinction between violence and bark 
“Violence, to be efficient,” he said, “must be presented as a kind ofpo! 
propaganda—a barbarism stripped of all its repulsive and shocking as; 
Violence is closely akin to drama.” And then a little later, “when I ns 
word prehistory 1 mean that there is something one doesn’t under? 
a certain brutality, in barbarism; in violence there is a sophistication,an 
ment. It is as if barbarism has a brutal, rough style, while violence! 
style which shows the mark of a leader, a mastermind. Barbarism isi 
or less collective, violence always needs a guide, a leader, an ideolo; 
suPport it. Barbarism does not have an ideology.”

This opinion, even though delivered in what one suspects to be a 
°f solemnity, is really not saying anything new. The principle that pot 
Power is, in the long run, sustained by force or by the possibility of the t’ 
°l coercive violence, is well known to anyone who understands the dyrat 
of power. What is important here, however, is that Ouologuem hasacti 
>n fair measure a successful application of the broad principle to his t 
An alien, domination clique which has imposed its will on millions o pt 
'vho cannot possibly partake of its destiny, in spite of its presumptions t 
contrary, cannot validate its position on any other grounds than a 
caPable of holding them down by force and coercion. Any other strata; 
can only be of secondary and supporting interest to this major pro, 
Animation through violence.

One can therefore sympathize with the author's withering scon 
ni°dern-day European and American romanticists, the ‘ShrobeniusolOt 
'v|’o idealize the bloody feudal empires of the African Middle Ages. 
^ ’r°benius, the German anthropologist, assesses the Nakem empire' 
's Past in the following terms:

“These people are disciplined and civilized to the marrow! On all 
sides wide, tranquil avenues where we breathe the grandeur, 
the human genius of a people  jt was Only when while 
imperialism infiltrated the country with its colonial violence and 
materialism that this highly civilized people fell abruptly into a state 
of savagery, that accusations of cannibalism of primitivism, were 
raised when on the c^ary-witness the Sp]endoUr of its art-
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Ne. are left with no choice but to agree with the author that, in the light 
jf what we know already about the reign of the Saifs, that such new-fangled 
nterpreters of the continent are not to be trusted. And that whatever lesson 
s inspired for the African continent through such obvious falsification of 
tistorical experience cannot but hurt the people in the long run. Escape 
o romantic fantasy is no way for a continent to grow up by coming to terms 
vith the past of its history. The existence of the Saifs must be recognized 
is part of the historical burden of the continent. The exorcism of every 
esidue of that existence would thereafter become part of the serious dialectal 
Jfort of every modern African state in its march towards the modern stage 
md the liberation of its peoples.

My one serious criticism of this novel is that it is too rigidly tied to its 
deological sign-posts. Having safely reached its last sign-post, it is bewildered 
o discover that the way still lies ahead, that the journey still continues, 
hat the process of historical development is still taking place under our very 
yes. Having therefore got to this last sign-post, the author is so bewildere 
hat he can do no better than stand about biting his nails. To project the 
uture of African history in terms of a continuation of tyrannical rulers like 
aif and to predict that such rulers will be

“for ever reborn to history beneath the hot ashes of more than 
thirty African republics” (pp. 181-182)

: to be altogether guilty of the misreading of the signs which so conspicuously 
re appearing on the African horizon. This misreading of the signs "'aS 
irlier evident in the story when Raymond—Spartacus, the real hope 1° 
le emancipation of the down-trodden ‘niggertrash’, is made into something 
f a caricature. Part of this sodden pessimism of the author’s, which preven 
:d his following the dialectal lead so well established earlier in the nov ~ 
) its logical conclusion, was a playing down of the power of modern e 
ition for dispersing the gloom of feudal darkness. The tyrannical f°*c , 
f feudalism are undermined, weakened and broken up when assaul 
y the counter-vailing forces of modern education which heighten I1111113., 
trinsicality and therefore generate the confidence necessary for reS*stl 
iman oppression.

The novel, in spite of its oddly over-projected pessimism, seems to 
te of the most important things that have happened in the broad fie'' 
frican literature.
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Chukwuemeka Ike
Harvill Press, 1970

Chukwuemeka’s Ike’s satires upon African university life are unre 
in their exposure of pomposity, ambition, national pride and politics 
Sue. He never draws our attention to the fact that precious little te 
or learning can get done in institutions where the entire academ: 
Sccm to be intent only on becoming Vice-Chancellor, stopping so; 
else doing so, getting into bed with each others’ wives or putting ji 
their professional competitors. Let us hope that his picture is dar 
by his own delighted interest in intrigue, which leads him to seta 
those characters or episodes which will best serve his purpose. Oth 
°ur hearts can only bleed for the students, who seem beneath the le 
everyone’s concern.

The naked gods of his title are the academic ‘masters’ of Songhai l 
sity> a new institution in a newly independent country. The Arne 
are determined to dominate the development of the university througt 
c°ntrol of the post of Vice-Chancellor and their big financial stake: 
British are well posted to oppose them through the Registrar and th 
that the most senior African academic is British-trained. Everyth: 
$et for a remorseless struggle between the two national factions, supf 
•airly consistently by ‘their own’ Africans on the staff. But the hr 
. *ckened by the addition of local chiefs who want to establish their pet 
’’’fluence on the campus, politicians who want places reserved for 
pr°tegees, and sexual intrigues which extend from a nympho Regis 

to the girls of the nearby villages.
• Mr. Ike presides with glee over a fast-moving plot which culm 
’” a riot and the sudden removal of the Vice-Chancellor on orders sti 
r°>n Washington- He has a nice eye fOr the complementary forms of co 

Lesion practised by .is.e pa.nates: the ritual bonhommie of the Anie>
by the 6«l]!l to lake refuse in 'seed chaps' W 

.heir ties."1,.t this tab if that all thei.» 
ave a familiar ring, being a mere roman a cIef_ Anyone ad
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led with the chief academic scandals of Nigerian universities in the past 
rwenty years will recognise many of them here, but the mixture and the 
relish are Mr. Ike’s own.



-



NIGERIAN JOURNAL OF NEW WRITINGA

INAIKJINAL LlbKAKT 
NIGERIA

QKiKe



rswamife
book

'iSLWn gm<£.

8/6d110 pp.

12/6d100 pp.

(PUBLISHES:

Tel. 2566

Stories

ORDER 
THROl’Gfj

L

EWARE, SOUL
' Chinua Achebc

ent—the years of the^gj *̂S .a,."a>s a literary event But in the last five years he has'bee 
•fore, the voice of poetry. The J™15 and the civil war. Now he speaks again in a voice he has 
sensitive writer’s agony. Few Xcnis 'vr*tten during the war and immediately after reveal e! 
S‘ress ,and.,‘r??edr-v' We Predict lh,C,P?Ts SP«* directly about war but they all bear the m 
hteved with his first novel in j,™1 Achcbe’s poems will become the kind of literary lane 
me 1971 . p,Paper Back
HIS IS LAGOS and Other
' Flora Nwapa
I this impressive collection of
|,d7<A/(1970).^m?atp‘^uiComniissioncf,fS’t,aving “ eommon denominator the life of w 
eputs in bold relief the r "S °utgood li Heaith and Social Welfare and author of £fi„ 
umc on men who haie tralion* Lam iv that is both illuminating and entertaining. S 
amen. All the stories hav pr?Vcd to be , S .• f°r our women, and naturally places a l< 
Uv-August 1971 at scnsi'ive t5a,bJe- Shc emphasises the importance of educ.

8 ’ ’ n Uc*1 that makes her work a most exciting experience
'aPer Back

k 150 pp. 8/6d

NWANKWO-IFEJIKA & co.
26 Ogui Commercial Layout, 
P-0. Box 430. Enugu 
Nigeria

news
NWANKWO-IFEJIKA & co. (PUBLISHERS) LTD 

^sTandmlT “d PeaCe f*°m

iters, notably Chmua AriX.ShArt.iS,Ories "ritten "‘th inside knowledge by old and ne» 1 
-■tachcdly. the nine vital storirV . . ?r A’ N"’antyo, Samuel U. Ifejika, Flora Nuapa. < 
itury African Society strumlin?°",ain?d m The Insider tell of the malaise of a crisis-torn r 

?ir principal motivations the X’Jr thr°,es of the most urSent passions of today. They han
j 9^ earc" ‘or understanding of the forces of contemporary African

Paper Back 130 pp. 8s

iterature for the masses
•Anaiytica! Study of popularpan,ph|cicc.
r. Emmanuel Obiechina

imberles* noveletteFttat’m? C?tlcal "r'ters, Dr. Obiechina. this book is an analytical stuc 
bjcct as Onitsha Market I it. , profu5c|y from Onitsha. sometimes described by studen 
n be complete ‘-'rerature. Without them, no study of literary development in
arch 1971 n

Paper Back
■BROTHER!



OKIKE
A Nigerian Journal of New Writing

April 1971Number One

PUBLISHED FOR OKIKE MAGAZINE BY

NWANKWO — IFEJIKA & CO. PUBLISHERS 
26 OGUI COMMERCIAL LAYOUT 

ENUGU NIGERIA



© Okike Magazine 1971

Editorial Committee

Editor

!

440
n

E. N. Obiechina, M. J. C. Echeruo, 
Ulli Beier, Romanns Egudu, Wole Soyinka, 

V. Chukwuemeka Ike, Bernth Lindfors, Edward Brathwaite

a
i

d

n
sj 
?<
e 
.t 
h
n

CHINUA ACHEBE
Institute of African Studies 

university of Nigeria, Nsukka

The Editor Is grateful fl// whosc generosity 

made this issue possible, in parlicular Mr Vlli Beier 
“nd for the supporl of mw adver Users

Cover by Obiora Udechukwu 
from traditional image of Ala, goddess of creativity 

Vignettes and drawings by Uchc Okekc

Received

^IijRARY OF
'-“lA



CONTENTS

Page

1Dennis Brutushree Poems

3Wole Soyinkapres la Guerre—a poem

Gabriel Okara 4addenly the Air Cracks—a poem

Chinua Achebe 6engeful Creditor—a short story

21T. C. Nwosund They Arrive—a poem

Chinua Achebe 22hree Poems

hree Poems Uche Okeke 26

bull for the District Officer—a short story Nathan O. Nkala 29

Kalu Uka 34tree Poems

Pol Ndu 37>ems

>ng of a madman—a poem E. N. Obiechina 40

inus Everything—a short story Cyprian Ekwensi 41

saps of Human Dust—a poem Kevin Echeruo 46

Romanus Egudu>ems 47

'ok Review E. N. Obiechina 49

ates on Contributors 54



■

11'

3
1

S'
d

_n 
■i

E 
1 
□



Dennis Brutus
POEMS

1

!

(January 20, 1970).

Il

1

And of all treasured and essential freedoms 
what is more integral than will?
But because the ship sinks while you dance 
I must command your choice for you: 
It is prison you must choose.

Who can escape the spittle and the dung 
and whose nerves are not part 
of the fine human mesh?
It is time for you to agonize.

It is the human form 
that you see mutilated 
before your eyes: 
it is time for you to rise.

The instruments of terror 
that are wielded
to lop, amputate, deform— 
their circle narrows to where you stand.

Landscape of my young world!
Land of soft hills and huts 
of aloes and grey-green dreaming firs; 
these are the images to lacerate, 
against which I glass myself in distance 
or a rebellious walling of reserve. 
Heartbreaking hillsides and green slopes! 
There is no armour to exclude your poignancy, 
no blunting, and for me no ease.

(February 5, 1970)



, Gabriel Okara
SUDDENLY THE AIR CRACKS

I

Suddenly there’s silence — 
and a thick black smoke 
rises sadly into the sky as the jets 
fly away in gruesome glee —

t
n
a

n 
e- 
f. 
se 
st 
h
m
H
'1 

igi 
id 
.c 

-an 
=>n

Suddenly the air cracks 
with striking cracking rockets 
guffaw of boffbrs stuttering LMGs 
jets diving shooting glasses dropping 
breaking from lips people diving 
under beds nothing bullets flashing fire 
striking writhing bodies and walls —

Then a babel of emotions, voices
mothers fathers calling children f bunker •
and others joking shouting “wher
laughing teasing across streets sadness
And then they gaze in groups witn_
at the sad smoke curling skywards

Again suddenly, the air cracks
above rooftops cracking striking ,qs 
rockets guffawing boffors stuttering
ack ack flacks diving jets
diving men women dragging children 
seeking shelter not there breathless 
hugging gutters walls houses 
crumbling rumbling thunder 
bombs hearts thumping heads low 
under beds moving wordless lips —

Then suddenly there’s silence — 
and the town heaves a deep sigh 
as the jets again fly away and the guns 
one by one fall silent and the gunners 
dazed gaze at the empty sky, helpless —

4
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I

This also passes as dusk descends 
and a friendly crescent moon 
appears where the jets were.
Then simmering silence—the day passes — 
And the curling black smoke, 
the sadless hearts and the mangled 
bodies stacked in the morgue 
become memorials of this day.

Things soon simmer to normal 
hum and rhythm as danger passes 
and the streets are peopled 
with strolling men and women 
boys and girls on various errands 
walking talking laughing smiling — 
and children running with arms 
stretched out in front playing 
at diving jets zoom past 
unsmiling bombing rocketing shooting 
with mouths between startled feet.

And then voices shouting calling 
voices, admiring jets’ dive 
pilots’ bravery blaming gunners 
praising gunners laughing people 
wiping sweat and dust from hair 
neck and shirt with trembling hands.
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VENGEFUL CREDITOR
“Madame, this wav”
of a row of cash machine 5' high'wigged salesgirl m 
full-stacked trolley ev .■le suPernlarket- Mrs Emenike

“Madame, yZ ' S° S Y t0 the girL
next machine.’ '?re com,nS t0 me>” complained the cheated, 

“Good°Xrny NeXt time-”
madame’s niiJ?°°n r”adame,"sang the sweet-voiced girl already u 

" “Cash or ' aSCSonto her counter.
I “Cash.” °Unt-madame?”

i Nine pounds Pnces as fast as lightning and announced thei
t. from it a Wa,|e ecn and six. Mrs Emenike opened her hand-bag, broui
r notes. The . ’ llnzipped it and held out two clean and crisp live-]
u She put madam ?llnched again and the machine released a tray of
n receipt. Mrs g e s money away and gave her her change and a foot
a ^„ere llle polite enike Sauced at the bottom of the long strip of p

HANK YQ(j ,aachine had registered her total spending with the v 
E n was at this °ME AGAIN, and nodded.

to°h°dy ar°und P°'nt tflat fhe first hitch occurred. There seemed 
2Car outsidp0 ,Oad madame's purchases into a carton and taker^

Where ar ,e'
anJ °f our carny.Se *’Oys •” said the girl almost in distress. “Sorry mac.^ 

Pack m 'J °ut as shS ,,ave gone away because of this free primary ... kr
John anie's t*’ings<p>ll8ht Slght ol~one of~the rema,n’ng few’ “com J 

emp^d com?Ing 4°-year-oId boy sweating profusely even it(B 
“I don?011 he er„ Ort °f the supermarket. As he put the things int, 

"tonkey^say^Wed aloud. »
“yOu Orh-” e Una tell Manager make e go fin’ more people 

wigged girile.Ver. hear , ~ 1
“Alrigij^Haliy a-v everybody don go to free primary?” asked, .

. °utinth fiut 1 „
'’’he’s grey ’e Car-parL°,80 hiU myself for sake of free primary.” r^^ 
handbag and ercedes "e stowed the carton away in the boot of Mrs f,----

’hen her ad,'hen straightened up to wait while she openec
Vailet and stirred a lot of coins there with one fi

carny.Se
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until she found a three-penny piece, pulled it out between two fingers and 
dropped it into his palm. He hesitated for a while and then limped away 
without saying a word.

Mrs Emenike never cared for these old men running little boys’ errands. 
No matter what you gave them they never seemed satisfied. Look at this 
grumbling cripple. How much did he expect to be given for carrying a tiny 
:arton a few yards? That was what free primary education had brought, 
t had brought even worse to the homes. Mrs Emenike had lost three servants 
ncluding her baby-nurse since the beginning of the school year. The baby- 
turse problem was of course the worst. What was a working woman with a 
;even-month old baby supposed to do?

However the problem did not last. After only a term of free education 
he government withdrew the scheme for fear of going bankrupt. It would 
eem that on the advice of its experts the Education Ministry had planned 
nitially for eight hundred thousand children. In the event one million and 
. half turned up on the first day of school. Where did all the rest come from? 
lad the experts misled the government? The Chief Statistician interviewed 
'u the radio, said it was nonsense to talk about a miscalculation. The trouble 
/as simply that children from neighbouring states had been brought in in 
liousands and registered dishonestly by unscrupulous people, a clear case of 
abotage.

Whatever the reason the government cancelled the scheme. The “New 
,ge” wrote an editorial praising the Prime Minister for his statesmanship 
nd courage but pointing out that the whole dismal affair could have been 
voided if the government had listened in the first place to the warning of 
lany knowledgeable and responsible citizens. Which was true enough, 
ir these citizens had written on the pages of the “New Age” to express their 
lubt and reservation about free education. The newspaper, on throwing 
>en its pages to a thorough airing of views on the matter, had pointed out 
at it did so in the national cause and, mounting an old hobby-horse, 
lallenged those of its critics who would see no merit whatever in a news­
ier owned by foreign capital to come forward and demonstrate an equal 
a higher order of national commitment and patriotism, a challenge that 

me of those critics took up. The offer of space by the “New Age” was taken 
' eagerly and in the course of ten days at the rate of two or even three 
tides a day a large number of responsible citizens —lawyers, doctors, 
trehants, engineers, salesmen, insurance brokers, university lecturers, etc— 
d written in criticism of the scheme. No one was against education for the 
is, they said, but free education was premature. Someone said that not
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even the United States of America in all its wealth and power had intro: 
it yet, how much less...

Mr Emenike read the various contributions with boyish excite: 
“I wish civil servants were free to write to the papers,” he told his v. 
least on three occasions during those ten days.

“This is not bad but he should have mentioned that this country as. 
tremendous strides in education since independence because paren^ 
the value of education and will make any sacrifice to find school ees c, 
children. We are not a nation of Oliver Twists.”

His wife was not really interested in all the argument at that s age . 
somehow it all seemed to hang in the air. She had some vague, per 
doubts about free education, that was all. .

“Have you looked at the paper? Mike has written on t is 
her husband on another occasion.

“Who is Mike?”
“Mike Ogudu.”
“Oh, what does he say?”
“I haven’t read it yet... Oh yes, you can trust Mike to “ aJ’ 

spade. See how he begins: Free primary education is tanta 
communism?... That’s not quite true but that’s Mike all ove „ sca(, 
someone might come up to nationalize his shipping line. He 
communism.”

“But who wants communism here ?” riuh
“Nobody. That’s what I told him the other evening at the „

“How did you know your father was sick?” asked Madame.
“My broder come tell me.”
“When did your brother come?”
“Yesterday for evening time ” ’
“Why didn’t you bring him io See me 9” 
‘InonosayMadamegOwansee“®;,

his Mr Emenike up.
make^oul^Sm^o’per^p 80 h°me- But today one mind tell ®

Ps e de sick too much. So derefore .. •

8
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“AU right. You can go but make sure you are back by tomorrow 
noon. Otherwise...”

“I must return back by morning time sef.”
He didn’t come back. Mrs Emenike was particularly angry because: 

ties. She didn’t like being outwitted by servants. Look at that lie 
imagining himself clever. She should have suspected something front t 
tie had been carrying on of late. Now he had gone with a full month 
which he should lose in lieu of notice. It went to show that kindness t: 
people did not pay in the least.

A week later the gardener gave notice. He didn’t try to hide any 
His elder brother had sent him a message to return to their villa? 
register for free education. Mr Emenike tried to laugh him out < 
ridiculous piece of village ignorance.

“Free primary' education is for children. Nobody is going to at 
old man like you. How old are you ?”

“I am fifteen years of old, sir.”
“You are three,” sneered Mrs Emenike. “Come and suck breast
“You are not fifteen,” said Mr. Emenike. “You are at least t«. 

no headmaster will admit you into a primary school. If you "'ant tot 
try, by all means do. But don’t come back here when you’ve go 
failed.”

“I no go fail, <?ga” said the gardener. “One man for our village 
pass my fader sef done register everything finish. He just go for M 
Court and pay dem five shilling and dey swear-am for Court juju «e) 
Kill porson; e no fit kill rat sef ”

“Well it’s entirely up to you. Your work here has been good W 
Mark, what ts all that long talk for? He wants to go, let him go. 

“Welmve’heard^ TouZ” But '

'""Slveoneweek And>«M‘

“Don’t worry about notice « ,»

“Madame, for dis ten davs 1 a
“Don’t annoy me any furthe Q°n Wor^ ^Or mont’
But real annoyance was vT JUSt 8° away‘”

baby-nurse, came up to her tw t0 COme f°r Mrs Emenike. Abig= 
work and dumped the baby ^°1m°rnings later as she was getting res 

her iap and took off. Abigail of all I

10
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.fter all she had done for her. Abigail who came to her full of craw-craw, 
-ho used rags for sanitary towel, who was so ignorant she gave baby a full 
owl of water to stop it crying and dropped some through its nose. Now 
-bigail was a lady; she could sew and bake, wear a bra and clean pants, 
nt on powder and perfumes and stretch her hair; and she was ready to go.

From that day Mrs Emenike hated the words “free primary” which had 
addenly become part of everyday language, especially in the villages where 
rey called it free primadu. She was particularly angry when people made 
jkes about it and had a strong urge to hit them on the head for a lack of 
:eling and good taste. And she hated the Americans and the embassies 
jut particularly the Americans) who threw their money around and enticed 
te few remaining servants away from Africans. This began when she learnt 
iter that her gardener had not gone to school at all but to a Ford Foundation 
lan who had offered him seven pounds, bought him a bicycle and a Singer 
ewing machine for his wife.

“Why do they do it ?” she asked. She didn’t really want or need an answer 
ut her husband gave one all the same.

“Because,” said he, “back home in America they couldn’t possibly 
fford a servant. So when they come out here and find them so cheap they 
o crazy. That’s why.”

Three months later free primary ended and school fees were brought back, 
he government was persuaded by then that its “piece of hare-brained 
jcialism” as the “New Age” called it was unworkable in African conditions, 
his was a jibe at the Minister of Education who was notorious for his leftist 
empathies and was perpetually at war with the formidable Minister of 
inance.

“We cannot go through with this scheme unless we are prepared to 
npose new taxes,” said the Finance Minister at a Cabinet meeting.

“Well then, let’s impose the taxes,” said the Minister of Education, 
hich provoked derisive laughter from all Inis colleagues and even Permanent 
ecretaries like Mr Emenike who were in attendance and who in strict 
rotocol should not participate in debate or laughter.

“We can’t,” said the Finance Minister indulgently with laughter still in 
is mouth. “I know my right honourable friend here doesn’t worry whether 
r not this government lasts its full term, but some of us others do. At least 
want to be here long enough to retire my election debts ..

This was greeted with hilarious laughter and cries of Hear! Hear!! In 
ebating skill Education was no match for Finance. In fact Finance had no 
jual in the entire Cabinet, the Prime Minister included.
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“Let us make no mistake about it,” he continued with a face and to; 
serious, “if any one is so foolish as to impose new taxes now on oc , 
suffering masses...” (

“I thought we didn’t have masses in Africa,” interrupted the Mt. , 
Education starting a meagre laughter that was taken up in goo v , 
one or two others. . .

“1 am sorry to trespass in my right honourable frien^1® ; 
communist slogans are so infectious. But as 1 was saying 
talk lightly about new taxes unless we are prepared to bi mg,1 
quell tax riots. One simple fact of life which we have com® w 
painfully and reluctantly—and I'm not so sure even now 
learnt it—is that people do riot against taxes but not aga^ 
The reason is simple. Everybody, even a motor-par 0 ’ 
school fees are for. He can see his child going to schoo m 
coming back in the afternoon. But you go and tell ’ i^ghjst 
taxation and he immediately thinks that government is s 
from him. One other point. If a man doesn't, want to pa 
doesn t have to. After all this is a democratic society.
happen is that his child stays at home which he probably tQ'e 
But taxes are different; everybody must pay whether they 
The difference is pretty sharp. That’s why mobs riot.” laK:

A few people said Hear! Hear!! Others just let ou 
relief or agreement. Mr Emenike who had an unrestramau _ 
for the Finance Minister and had been nodding like a 
peech shouted his Hear! Hear!! too loud and got a scorchin. 

the Prime Minister. .
nonofeahnieSbU1rt0ry Speechcs fo,,owed and the government took

“ susp“d “ ,,

Her mother a ne^r from.lhe drabness and arduou 
farm and, on markeVdl^Vt^ "J0 T/V’1 '’wcaS ‘he W 
caring for the younger chi d h market’ left Ver° ™meest a? 
needed much looking after -Th"’ Actually only the ^ndfour W 
enough to fend for themselv?6 °ther two aged seVCn d ratchinf 
hoppers to eat, were no nr ki*’ pick‘ng palm-kernels and - 
She cried a lot even after sheu?' a11 t0 Vero. But Mary was 
saved for her (with a little been fed her mid-morning foo-foo * 

Edition of water to the soup) from W

12
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/hich was itself a diluted leftover from last night’s supper. Mary could not 
ranage palm-kernels on her .own account yet so Vero half-chewed them 
rst before passing them on- to her. But even after the food and the kernels 
nd grasshoppers and the bowls of water Mary was rarely satisfied even 
nough her belly would be big and tight like a drum and shine like a mirror.

Their widowed mother, Martha, was a hard-luck woman. She had had 
n auspicious beginning long, long ago as a pioneer pupil at St Monica’s, 
hen newly founded by white women missionaries to train the future wives 
>f local evangelists. Most of her schoolmates of those days had married 
■oung teachers and were now wives of pastors and one or two even of bishops, 
lut Martha, encouraged by her teacher, Miss 'Robinson, had married a 
'oung carpenter trained by white artisan-missionaries at the Onitsha 
ndustrial Mission, a trade school founded in the fervent belief that if the 
ilack man was to be redeemed he needed to learn the Bible alongside manual 
■kills. (Miss Robinson was very keen on the Industrial Mission whose 
Principal she herself later married). But in spite of the bright hopes of those 
:arly evangelical days carpentry never developed very much in the way 
caching and clerical jobs were to develop. So when Martha’s husband died 
or as those missionary artisans who taught him long ago might have put 
t—when he was called to higher service in the heavenly mansions by Him 
Vho was Himself once a Carpenter on earth) he left her in complete ruin, 
it had been a bad-luck marriage from start. To begin with she had had to 
vait twenty whole years after their marriage for her first child to be born 
>o that now she was virtually an old woman with little children to care for and 
little strength left for her task. Not that she was bitter about that. She was 
simply too overjoyed that God in His mercy had lifted her curse of barren­
ness to feel a need to grumble. What she nearly did grumble about was the 
disease that struck her husband and paralysed his right arm for five years 
before his death. It was a trial too heavy and unfair.

Soon after Vero withdrew from school Mr Mark Emenike, the big 
government man of their village who lived in the capital, called on Martha. 
His Mercedes 220 pulled up on the side of the main road and he walked the 
500 yards or so of a narrow unmotorable path to the widow’s hut. Martha 
Was perplexed at the visit of such a great man and as she bustled about for 
kolanut she kept wondering. Soon the great man himself in the hurried style 
of modern people cleared up the mystery.

“We have been looking for a girl to take care of our new baby and today 
someone told me to inquire about your girl...”

At first Martha was reluctant but when the great man offered her



I'

V

I

c
SC 
St 
h
in

H

____ ,v.v — ot. Shea« —fining trom a dark comer of the adjoining room d* about0 Worked out in her mind the time it would take the baby » b the a 
own and it came out quite short. So she went happily t0 1 . e en 
in a great man’s family and look after a baby who would soo sC' 
to go about on his own and then she would have a chance to g were 

Vero was a good girl and very sharp. Mr Emenike and his v

14

I

five pounds for the girl’s service in the first year-plus feedint 
clothing and other things—she began to soften.

Of course it is not money I am concerned about,” she said “but si 
my daughter will be well cared for.”

“You don’t have to worry about that, Ma. She will be treated jis 
one of our own children. My wife is a Social Welfare Officer and she fa 
'v at it means to care for children. Your daughter will be happy in ourL 

can tell you that. All she will be required to do is carry the little bat 
*’ school ”S milk Whik my Wife ’S aWay at the °ffice and the °Ider Chi,t

= tn Ver° and her sister Joy "ere also at school last term,” said It 
.. without knowing why she said it., Yes, I know. That thing the government did is bad, very bad. B. 
1 to kS that a child who wiU be somebody will be somebody whether^ 
, 0 school or not. It is all written here, in the palm of the hand.”
r eve u,tha gazed steadily at the floor and then spoke without raise 
r ys When I married 1 said to myself: My daughters will do better
J Coiu xCad Standard Three in those days and I said they will alii
r I thiJC' rNoW they W1U not have even the little I had thirty years ago- 
a mnk of it my heart wants to burst.”
r °f uS d°n,t ’k d tr°Uble you t0° much. As I said before, what at 
E « going to be is all written here, no matter the difficulties.

'VhatXnsmv‘ledaad she is obedient and ^od.ia

“She is ten.”
scho J.U See' She 1S onIy a baby- There is plenty of time for her to!

ig eveakin.8' And MaXVnew nd'n8 hW t0 sch°o1 W“ rSJ
'ed w„7thinS from a dark corner of Vero who bad b®®” g^att

ar <
ar i
Uj t



"Ma, don't let it trouble you too much”
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quick to learu’ SI1C tod “nse °f • SM twice her age end warm 

sour over her recent diffict 
about the fiasco of free-nrim?^ le<L°W again- She could nw 
go anywhere and stay as In U- kSbe t0 d ,ier frlends ‘hat now she 
man. She was so hapjy with Vem’ '?h°Ut WOriying about htl 
mcknamed her “Litt /m j Ver° s work and manners that she affectio: 
Abigail’s departure The ni8h,mare °f ‘he months foil,
for another baby-nurse " at an end- She bad sought high as 
young lady had presentone. One rather oie 

. But it wasn’t just ??Cntcd berself and asked for seven pounds a c 
exchange attitude ,money- It was her general air—a kind of la 

' the right presumably t ?ne'V aU the rightS in the ,abour Code inc!
have a go at your 1 h bave ab°r‘ions in your servants’ quarters and 
Wasn’t right. After uUSband- N°t that Mark was that way but the g 

r er no other person had turned up until now.

were leaving for'schnn/-16 °,der Fmcn i ke children—three girls and a I 
Fiat, Vero would bri m‘heir father’s Mercedes or their mother’s little 
‘heir fine dresses and' i ' baby ou‘ t0 the stePs to say bye-bye- She 
What she envied the Shoes~~she’d never worn any shoes in her life 
going away from hOmp ?°St Was simply the going away every mo 
‘his envy was very v. ’ ,m familiar things and tasks. In the first n 
from the village, from?' mi,d- Jt Jay beneath the joy of the big going 
Wisted the intestines JCrmother’s drab hut, from eating palm-kernel 

Botng away was someth' mjd'day> from bitter-leaf soup without fish, 
grew for these other Jim8 enormous. But as the months passed the h 
andwiches and biscuits,6 dai,y departures in fine dresses and shoe

ool bags. One morn'Vrapped in beautiful paper napkins in daint) 
oddy began to mng as the Fjat took (he chiJdren away and 

"ero’s back a song sprang into her mind to
Little
hfyou’reT-1110101'car
Please ra g01ng ‘° the school 
Pee^p^me

All morning She San e^pee!~poh-poh—poh!

new song. They all liked it and for d

16



“What is

supplanted Bah Bah Black Sheep and Simple Simon and the other songs 
they brought home from school.

“The girl is a genius,” said Mr Emenike when the new song finally got 
to him. His wife who heard it first had nearly died from laughter. She had 
called Vero and said to her, “So you make fun of my car, naughty girl.” 
Vero was happy because she saw not anger but laughter in the woman’s eyes.

“She is a genius,” said her husband. “And she hasn’t been to school.”
“And besides she knows you ought to buy me a new car.”
“Never mind, dear. Another year and you can have that sports car.”
“Na so.”
“So you don’t believe me? Just you wait and see.”
More weeks and months passed and little Goddy was beginning to say 

a few words but still no one spoke about Vero’s going to school. She decided 
it was Goddy’s fault, that he wasn’t growing fast enough. And he was 
becoming rather too fond of riding on her back even though he could walk 
perfectly well. In fact his favourite words were “Cayi me.” Vero made 
a song about that too and it showed her mounting impatience:

Carry you! carry you!
Every time I carry you!
If you no wan grow again
I mus leave you and go school
Because Vero e don tire!
Tire, tire e don tire!

She sang it all morning until the other children returned from school 
md then she stopped. She only sang this one when she was alone with Goddy.

One afternoon Mrs Emenike returned from work and noticed a redness 
>n Vero’s lips.

“Come here,” she said, thinking of her expensive lipstick, 
hat?”

It turned out, however, not to be lipstick at all, only her husband’s red 
nk. She couldn’t help a smile then.

“And look at her finger-nails! And toes too!! So, Little Madame, 
hat’s what you do when we go out and leave you at home to mind the baby? 
zou dump him somewhere and begin to paint yourself. Don’t ever let met 
atch you with that kind of nonsense again. Do you hear?” It occurred to 
er to strengthen her warning somehow if only to neutralize the smile she had 
miled at the beginning.

“Do you know that red ink is poisonous? You want to kill yourself?

17
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Well, little lady you have to wait till you leave my house and returt. 
mother.”

That did it, she thought in glowing self-satisfaction. She could 
Veto was suitably frightened. Throughout the rest of that aftent:, 
walked about like a shadow.

When Mr Emenike came home she told him the story as he as- 
lunch. And she called Vero for him to see.

“Show him your fingernails,” she said. “And your toes Little a.
“I see,” he said, waving Vero away. “She is learning fast. °h- 

the proverb which says that when mother cow chews giant grass i 
calves watch her mouth?” ’

“Who is a cow? You rhinoceros!”
“It’s only a proverb, my dear.” .
A week or so later Mrs Emenike, just home from wor 

the dress she had put on the baby in the morning had bee 
something much too warm.

“What happened to the dress I put on him ?” R
“He fell down and soiled it. So I changed him,” said Vero. « 

something very strange in her manner. Mrs Emenike’s first tn 8 ■£ 
the child must have had a bad fall. ... hllZ.

“Where did he fall?” she asked in alarm. “Where t 
ground? Bring him to me! What is all this? Blood?
My God has killed me! Go and bring me the dress. At once. >

Only Vero
Emenike collapsed into a chair 7 ls

He stopped on the main road 1" ed On com,ng> and with 1P’ 
He just opened the door of th 3 Usual- But he dldn 1 S°. t- thrfn 
little bundle of clothes after Car’ pulled her out and W‘f 

r- And they drove away again.
to meet her and to teUhe^f^1 and grimy. Her children rusi'r. 

ero was back and was crying in the
18
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om. She practically dropped her basket and went to see; but she couldn’t 
ike any sense of her story.
“You gave the baby red ink? Why? So that you can go to school? 

>w? Come on. Let’s go to their place. Perhaps they will stay in the village 
ernight. Or else they will have told somebody there what happened, 
ion’t understand your story. Perhaps you stole something. Not so?”
“Please Mama, don’t take me back there. They will kill me.” 
“Come on, since you won’t tell me what you did.”
She seized her wrist and dragged her outside. Then in the open she saw 
the congealed blood on whip marks all over her head, face, neck and arms, 
e swallowed hard.
“Who did this?”
“My madame.”
“And what did you say you did? You must tell me.”
“I gave the baby red ink.”
“All right. Then let’s go.”
Vero began to wail louder. Martha seized her by the wrist again and they 
off. She neither changed her work clothes nor even washed her face and 

ads. Every woman—and sometimes the men too—they passed on the way 
earned on seeing Veto’s whip marks and wanted to know who did it. 
trtha’s reply to all was “I don’t know yet. I am going to find out.”
She was lucky. Mr Emenike’s big car was there, so they had not returned 

the capital. She knocked at their front door and walked in. Mrs Emenike 
s sitting there in the parlour giving bottled food to the baby but she 
ored the visitors completely, neither saying a word to them nor even 
king in their direction. It was her husband who descended the stairs 
ttle later who told the story. As soon as the meaning dawned on Martha— 
t the red ink was given to the baby to drink and that the motive was to 
ompass its death—she screamed, with two fingers plugging her ears, 
t she wanted to hear no more. At the same time she rushed outside, 
= a twig off a flowering shrub and by clamping her thumb and forefinger 
one end and running them firmly along its full length stripped it of its 
•es in one quick movement. Armed with the whip she rushed back to the 
se crying “I have heard an abomination!” Vero was now screaming and 
ning round the room.
"‘Don’t touch her here in my house,” said Mrs Emenike cold and stem 
.n oracle, noticing her visitors for the first time. “Take her away from 
= at once. You want to show me your shock. Well, I don’t want to see.
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Go and show your anger in your own house. Your daughter did n 
murder here in my house.”

This stung Martha deep in her spirit and froze her in mid-stride. SI 
rooted to the spot, her whip hand lifeless by her side. “My daughi 
said, finally addressing the younger woman, "as you see me het 
poor and wretched but I am not a murderer. If my daughter Ve 
become a murderer God knows she cannot say she learnt from me.

“Perhaps it’s from me she learnt,” said Mrs Emenike s ow 
faultless teeth in a terrible false smile, “or maybe she snatche it rom 
That’s right, she snatched it from the air. Look, woman, ta eyour . 
and leave my house.”

“Vero, let’s go. Come let’s go!”
HtoZh. had to trying vainly to find a" 

clearly needed male intervention now spoke. known tl“It is the work of the devil,” he said. "I have always known t 
craze for education in this country will one day ruin 
children will commit murder in order to go to sc oo .

This clumsy effort to mollify all sides at .once s
As she jerked Vero homewards by the hand s called here
in her other hand. At first she rained abuses on i g > 
child that entered her mother’s womb by the back: o „If

“0 God, what have I done ?” Her tears began to 0 might ha« 
with other women of my age that girl that calls me m That’s wk
no older than my daughter. And now she spits in m and jerk
have brought me to,” she said to the crown of vero 
along more violently.

“I will kill you today. Let’s get home first well up at first!
Then a strange revolt, vague, undirected beg me a|)[

inside her. “And that thing that calls himself a m thati
craze for education. All his children go to school, e It is onl)
two years; but that is no craze. Rich people have no craze 
the children of poor widows like me want to go with 
a craze. What is this life? To God, what is it? And no y 
she must kill the baby she is hired to tend before she can ge 
put such an abomination into her belly? God, you know i

She threw away the whip and with her freed hand wipe er
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Scream scream you eyes
that mark the bound between earth and sky 
while the storm gathers on our brows 
so that the heavens may dry 
their eyes before the earth cries!

who would say there’s no god
in these flames spurting from lamps of clay? 
these limbs threshing on the sod ?
who would dare to bare
their door, their unspoken word ?

the adumbrations of our night, 
our doors hinged with ferocious 
muscles, our reddened brows left 
on other eyes, our fairest link 
with the comfort of cannon fire;

and they arrive
in shroudless mats
and rags and tatters
like apparitions of our death 

and they arrive
in helpless groans
and tears and pain

floods of our blood, our bonfires 
drifting in the dark, line shadows 
falling on scorched grass, like stream 
ebbing out its vital force, spirited 
ones, shambles on the willing earth;
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Angled sunbeam lowered 
like Jacob’s ladder through 
sky’s peep-hole pierced in the roof 
to my silent floor and bared feet. 
Are these your creatures 
these crowding specks 
stomping your lighted corridor 
to a remote sun, like doped 
acrobatic angels gyrating 
at needlepoint to divert a high 
unamused god ? Or am I 
sole stranger in a twilight room 
I called my own overrun 
and possessed long ago by myriads more 
as yet invisible in all 
this surrounding penumbra?
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Hurrah! to them who do nothing 
see nothing feel nothing whose 
hearts are fitted with prudence 
like a diaphragm across 
womb’s beckoning doorway to bar 
the scandal of seminal rage. I’m 
told the owl too wears wisdom 
in a ring of defence round 
each vulnerable eye securing it fast 
against the darts of sight. Long ago 
in the Middle East Pontius Pilate 
openly washed involvement off his 
white hands and became famous. (Of all 
the Roman officials before him and after 
who else is talked about 
every Sunday in the Apostles’ Creed?) And 
talking of apostles that other fellow 
Judas wasn’t such a fool 
either; though much maligned by 
succeeding generations the fact remains 
he alone in that motley crowd 
had sense enough to tell a doomed 
movement when he saw one 
and get out quick, a nice little 
packet bulging his coat-pocket 
into the bargain—sensible fellow.

I
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VULTURES
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In the greyness 
and drizzle of one despondent 
dawn unstirred by harbingers 
of sunbreak a vulture 
perching high on broken 
bone of a dead tree 
nestled close to his 
mate his smooth 
bashed-in head, a pebble 
on a stem rooted in 
a dump of gross 
feathers, inclined affectionately 
to hers. Yesterday they picked 
the eyes of a swollen 
corpse in a water-logged 
trench and ate the 
things in its bowel. Full 
gorged they chose their roost 
keeping the hollowed remnant 
in easy range of cold 
telescopic eyes

Strange 
indeed how love in other 
W so particular 
WI11 Pick a comer 
in that charnel-house 

y it and lie there 
coned up—perhaps even 
all asleep—her face 

tumed to the wall!

■ • • Thus the Commandant at Belsen 
thJ1? ®°'n® home for 
™daywithfumes of 
rebelinr°aSt *8 

0Usly to his hairy
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Praise bounteous 
providence if you will 
that grants even an ogre 
a tiny glow-worm 
tenderness encapsulated 
in icy caverns of a cruel 
heart or else despair 
for in the very germ 
of that kindred love is 
lodged the perpetuity 
of evil.

nostrils will stop 
at the wayside sweet-shop 
and pick up a chocolate 
for his tender offspring 
waiting at home for Daddy’s 
return ...



Uche Okeke

THE HOME OF IMAGES
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I shall return to the home of images;
I shall go back to the city of ruins;
I shall return to honour the Oba, 
his court and his all;
I shall return
the lone light in the city of the night- 
sad, solemn, solitary star in dark domain;

there shall I be
image of time in timeless sphere.
Life longs for life for light,
and I long to flame yellow in my desolate grey-

I shall learn to live and be lost
I shall learn to be lonely, to be forgotten 
to die and remain granite-grey.
I shall return to the graven people;
I shall go back to the city of darkness;
I must know how to feel lost,
how to live lonely among grey granite people;
I shall return to the home of images— 
the home of long forgotten folk.
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MOON DANCE
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Deep in the moonlit glade
under the sombre shadow of the forest within me, 
Oyoyo, in all her glory, in all her grace, 
weaves her pattern of rhythmic steps— 
her moon-maid dance.

■ Or is it dance for the yet unborn!
I see her in my forest, free from nature’s rules, 
dancing to the tune of unmade music, 
but, the no-music resounds, masters me— 
grave echo of no-world.
Oyoyo, 1 am sure she is
Oyoyo in the seventh moon dance of life in death 
in carefree clearing of my moon forest.
Can she return, 
return from the glade of death?
Can she dance ceaseless in my dream glade 
far away from her seven graves?
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ant water way­
in their timeless sphere—
ive race,
of sad immortal people keep 

iromise to one eternal queen, 

wata.
rved them well-
ought them wealth and fame—
■■ed them well,
■ved all worldly goods and flitting fame, 
'ed them more
•Id their souls or souls they loved 
rchased lavish favours here on earth, 
er, the one and selfish queen, 
vata.



Nathan Okonkwo Nkala

A BULL FOR THE DISTRICT OFFICER

29

n Umungodo clan (Awka Division), the dead are so present that the 
daily lives of the living are deeply affected by mysterious happenings. 
Ancient events do not just survive as legends; they are occasionally 
■eenacted in a way that totally baffles the modern scientific mind. So it 
rappened the day Mr Solomon Ogu, the new District Officer, came to open 
:he Umungodo Health Centre. That was in October 1958.

Throughout Awka Division, a harrowing reputation hangs over the 
Umungodo clan. The twelve villages of this clan are strung along the belt of 
thick forest flanking the banks of the Mamu River. Although the clan 
is today linked to the seat of government administration by a “native 
authority” road, together with a County Council ferry service it lives in 
virtual isolation; no Divisional Officer has set foot there since Solomon Ogu 
had his encounter with the bull.

Whenever the elders of Umungodo wake up in the morning, the first thing 
they do is to wash their hands and face in clean water. Thereafter, they break 
a kolanut and pour a libation of day old palm wine, invoking the spirits 
of their ancestors to remain vigilant before and behind them to ward off the 
‘unseen presences” of the land. These spirits ruled the lives of the people 
more than any king could. The fear of them enforced among the people 
i deep respect for their deities. And Ajana was the highest deity in Umun­
godo.

But in 1958, Mr Solomon Ogu, the new black District Officer, did not 
know of these forces. The government had just issued a new rural develop­
ment programme, to which he found his administration very deeply commit- 
:ed. And he found the Umungodo Health Project a step in the right direction.

Some time before that fateful visit in 1958, some stories had been reaching 
tim at Headquarters. They seemed incomprehensible to him. First, it was 
:he League of Umungodo Women leading a delegation to his office to 
:omplain against the ravages wrought on their cassava farms by the wild bulls 
Much, they said, were sacred to Ajana, the high Earth Deity. No one in 
Umungodo knew what to do to the bulls without incurring the wrath of 
\jana. They appealed to the Divisional Officer to save them from this 
menace.

Mr Ogu delivered an extempore sermon on the need for greater faith in 
he “living” God than in Ajana, and advised the women to organise their men
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J’pply to the government for a permit to shoot the wild feu
, hut. the women were disappointed, Go man in Urner,^.-.
' W. fJ-jM huJH of Aj'dlTd

A?/in there /w. the cav; of L'duma Omckokv/ulu who/.: bod; „>.■ ■ 
polio; headquarters by a band of frightened villagers, 7 heir 

"teaningJe',-;; 1,'duma stabbed a bull for '.mashing up his wine-tap;;.-, 
-aid on his way to climb the first palm he was matchctcd to rfe" 
‘-/'rwilnes'z ■ , ...„ yM-ie‘. rainin','. on 1,'duma but ■.
t-inds wielding them Of sour'/:, the Police disbelieved them and'/.

''I them It v/as the IJIo-nabo, then the ruling age grade in L."
" 1,1 appealed to the Divisional Offieer hr their release,

*he District Officer was getting increasingly worried at what the ■ 
1 -’t'lent of Police called these funny talcs of our people, He hep' 
'''’o his minds memory the outline of a powerful speech he wouIG 
''''he occasion of his first visit to the clan. When W. II- >'■ I''-'- 
" ll,':in:in to r(lp. ij,<; Division handed over to .‘dr <)gu, he had, i.t t 
,,:ir:,kraph of ih,; Handing-Over Notel; entitled “General Obser^ 
■''Oded 014 the Umung'/loclan as one of the few places Mr Ogu ms. 
^'^■ipiiaie in ru-.hiii;' throu;')i v/ilh the nev/ /’ovcrnrrient rural de/;. 
Pr"Wtimme,

t ^hy?" J4r r>;/u //hen they were discussing the iVo/r",. 
if «• cxl''l!l'n':'1 the white man, “the forces <f-'-

!' ;,’c stronger than the forces behind your government. '
, ’i'/' "'"ieiii: for that matter. You may wish to refer to Paragraph

'"V Iniclfij/ooo; I'eports on the clan.''
^, ffgu waved the v/hitc man's warning aside as one of those paler - 

o/-' '"'"t". of the colonial regime. Many white administrators had th
1.. . n,er,Cfl posscssiveness about some clans or tribes. (Jmungodo coi-
1., '.'1 ,<;":nt from any other place, lie felt vindicated when in OctoW

r,:,;cived an invitation to open a Health Centre built entirely^ 
y<>u^,,lniil ,:ll"rl ,hc Umimgorlo clan. He was jubilant. “Didnl

’ ,K: told himself again and again,
■Pc, ",,li!' forking diary he carefully noted the day. And the bone.'’ 

Ch his mind started acquiring f]csh.

*



31

7 he League of (Jmungodo Women held an emergency meeting to hear the 
-eport of the delegation to the District Officer. They were furious at the 
mcaningles.ness of the D.O.’s advice. So they made their plans, and decided 
lo use the occasion of the opening of the Health Centre to carry them out. 
\ gang of stalwarts were hired from the neighbouring Otanzu clan to appre- 
lend one of the bulls. It was to be one of the items to be presented to the 
District Officer. Let him eat the bull of Ajana and Jive, they said.

The District Officer was met at Mamu beach by a boisterous crowd. 
I he air was a festive one. Several groups of dancers were there and crowds 
if people lined the route from the beach to the Health Centre, some nine 
hundred yards inland. He was welcomed at the beach by all Umungodo 
iignitarics leading among whom was Mazi Akunwata, the newly crowned 
Ngodo of Umungodo. On reaching the Health Centre itself, the District 
Officer was impressed by the sight of so many people milling around the 
spen grounds of the Health Centre. After an inspection tour of the buildings, 
he was led to a raised dais under a shade built of fresh palm fronds. Someone 
pushed into his hands a “Programme” of the day’s proceedings. After the 
‘Welcome address” came “the presentation of Kola to the D..O”, then would 
:omc Izaga Masquerade dance, Ijele Masquerade dance ... etc, all before 
he “Reply by the D.O.” Mr Ogu sighed under his breath.

Ihe Master of Ceremony was none other than the inimitable Stephen 
\kwckc, the no-leavc-no-transfcr Headmaster of the Umungodo C.M.S. 
Central School. He was known to his fellow teachers as “Erudite”, and, to 
vritc the welcome address he did conduct, he said, a special research into his 
lictionary. To the Umungodo people he was known as a man who used 
English words that filled the mouth. And Mazi Akunwata, the Ngodo of 
Umungodo who sat beside the D.O. fanning away the evil forces around him 
with a huge vulture-wing fan was bursting with pride and self-congratulation 
it his choice of Stephen to read the welcome address.

But the D.O. was bored by the long address. In fact he was almost 
Jozing off when Stephen Akweke at last laboured to the end of the address. 
Stephen waved a finger to the gift-bearers waiting for the cue under the 
>il bean tree a little distance away. Four stout musclemen heaved the long 
baskets of choice yams onto their heads, each basket crowned with a fiery- 
cathered cockerel. Then two other stalwarts untied the rope with which the 
pull was tethered to the oil bean tree.
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And it happened! The bull stood on its two hind legs, stood perfectly 
erect like a human being, pored the ground with one of the two legs, balancing 
its body on one leg. Then it came down on all four, and as it did so, it 
cleft the air with one metallic roar that shook the earth. It roared a second 
time, poring the ground with its foreleg and backing a few paces. And then 
in one swift charge, it dashed towards the dais and overturned it. Without 
a pause it charged through the crowd, in a beeline and vanished into the 
clump of bushes behind the Health Centre, the bushes contiguous with Ajana 
grove. Vanished without any trace, leaving behind a mess of mangled bones 
and furniture, a wake of howling, whimpering humanity!

All this happened in one breathless moment in which no one seemed to 
have moved at all as if the entire gathering had been held under a most 
powerful mesmeric force. For what looked like an eternity after it had 
vanished, the quick seemed more dead than the dead. Mazi Akunwata was 
perhaps first among those in the beeline to recover his senses. As he scram­
bled up from the wreckage of furniture, bamboo poles and palm fronds, 
he heard cries of pain from his side. It was the District Officer. His tibia 
was broken, his swollen leg still twisted around a piece of broken 
furniture

Today Mr Ogu, retired from the Civil Service, is a permanent invalid 
having lost that leg by amputation. Before the war he owned a chain of 
department stores at Onitsha which he acquired through a judicious invest­
ment of his gratuity. But that is all gone now. He just limps about on one 
leg nowadays, his artificial limb having been broken in a scramble for air 
cover during the war. If you meet him he will promptly tell you how he lost 
that leg to the mad bull of Umungodo. Not during the war, oh no.
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last night I heard—it was not in a dream— 
the sound of hollow drums and harsh trumpets 
as if a village was marching to a graveyard 
last night when I pasted my ear to the wind 
and tasted the spice of eternity on my lips, 
1 had really turned my mind away into fear. 
The night grew colder and colder beneath 
the blankets and I knew love is always 
a thing of wounds, of hurts and smarts, 
and so in the sound of hollow drums and harsh flutes 
we trudge on through silence to eternity-

Only the thunder will revive the drums and flutes 
we travellers love so much when they arrive 
to warn us, when they whirl from behind 
that beautiful shining orphan mountain. 
Oh, do not mind this song of flutes and drums 
think only of the little stars strung round crad es 
think only of the light whose crest we fflust r®ac 
in the blind rage of the spark divine, think of it, 
and night sounds shall be only the anger chaine 
within our breasts, dark like the deep grave 
where souls are pasted to eternity and know not any e
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meteors draw to a close a certain fame 
i draw a name to a certain close 
nor downgrade the leprous scar 
burning on each coffined soul.

but a coffin is limited, unlike 
night where the soul never burns out 
only retreats, recedes, recalesces 
and soundings of its new tunes seep up.

i do not downgrade dark cavernous 
wounds, or any wounds, for the star 
will repeat its fall, return to its sphere 
though many weary years carry its light, 
which is why i keep asking what night 
is, what meteors choose day rather than 
nightfall, what fame did not rise 
by a fall, what triumph did not stand

by colossal failure in frail limited 
woodwork such as is the casing earth 
or the brittle, crumbled ancestor hearth 
or the steel leprous technology of foreign

legions, meteors endure in time, night is time, 
and here i draw to a close, rubbing 
my scar, which is a cavernous wound, 
the beginning and the end of fame and death.

I

1
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We let this one die;
We let cobwebs sweep 
A skein over her face —

The ripest moment is saddest encounter
Performed without banter
In memory of other seasons
Of a lived love now still.

Wooing was our labour then, 
A trouble-wrapped chrysalis 
Grown in the pause taken 
Between that visit and this.

As if men hung here unblown, 
Their mildewed buds of love like pollen 
Late caught, damp in a swollen 
Drop of rain; or, like the hot 
Tear that chills a fevered pit 
After heads into bodies are suckt

Like urine into parched earth 
Or ancestral wine into scorched hearth. 
And wear ashes and shrivelled petals,

On a morning, dewdrops
Are tossed, earth to earth, 
Like a veil and a shroud
Over ground imprinted by wooing feet.

*

Comes this season of the cassia flower, 
And pent passion peers through the bower; 
Comes this season, and all labour is fallen 
All earthen pitcher as china broken.
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Let us pull ourselves together 
each to each, here, 
as brothers with brother, pooled. 
Take past events as the 
repentant woman’s past 
always forgotten and always retold.

Take our flesh lost
with the traditional Christian resignation, 
stored in God’s vast vault.
Take these sacked cities
as thy-kingdom-gone:
bull’s horn broken
in hot red-riddle.

Homeless bones await your hoes 
and payment of the fare 
for this trip, round from where you are, 
to here, where you are, 
your new-built city in brick 
with its power sump 
the supreme executive trick.

We are married here, 
staring skulls amid burnt bricks, 
in the plain of all past-present-future pain— 
the magnificent mangle 
and battery mast.

So,
what printers mint
from what thinkers eke
out are dirges, lip-deep sobs
on the shattering of the barest crop of skulls 
at Golgotha.
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Brothers, smokers, or wrecks 
in the jet-black limousine, 
sharp as arrow, 
fast as storm, 
in a heap of ruin.

They clutch,
foaming in the smoking wreckage,
crushed limbs
and fractured plates
and broken breasts and shattered bones:

£ 
f
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bones, and limbs, and plates 
are the same, after-all: 
cartilages and sockets 
disjoined at the joint, 
even before the attack of harmattan

laze in the shred of plates
Look!
at your blood ablaze 
when the rain soaks, 
and the sun plies 
and the wind blows 
and the child cries

if the pain soothes 
the ruins will live 
>n mounds ofthe crust 
du""d”«.1»E“disms,.
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I arose from my kneeling 
and watched the fierce fight 
between 
darkness and dawn.

That face had appeared before, 
angel-borne in lightning-mirror: 
glimpse of corridors of years. 
They pierced me through 
like the steel-stroke 
on the giant bell 
gone, gone into dim yesteryears

When we gazed into lazy oil-light, 
tending innocence and weakness 
with so much life in the eyes, 
so much heat in the throbbing tom-tom 
seated in the bones

Before then,
cleanse me O Lord!
let me through your gold-gate into the fathomed vault 
to dwell with other treasures
forever
a shattering of the clay-up holding an only-day-oil 
digging the bowels of the earth 
forever.

Shall we ever join hands again, 
as in the deserted sands of distant moon-nights 
dancing the merry-go-round carried in the waves?

I see song in the movement of their lips, 
figures soutaned in black veil, in dumb procession, long 
grief bent, raucous, tortuous, ranting:

Asperges
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SONG OF A MADMAN

* * *

However fast the yam runs the goat will eat him, 
However fast the goat runs the tiger will eat him. 
However fast the tiger runs the man will eat him, 
However fast the man runs the earth will eat him, 
However fast the earth runs something will eat him. 
However fast something runs something bigger will eat 1 
So, that s how it is, something bigger will eat him.
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fhe boy waited till the lorry in which they were travelling stopped 
iroperly in the Market Square.

“Papa, we have reached,” he said and slipped his hand into his father’s.
‘Let us get down.”

“Is this the Education Office?” he asked.
“No, papa, this is not the Education Office. It is the motor park.”
“What are we to do now?”
“We will use a taxi.... let’s go. Be careful, people are many.” He 

;uided his father expertly.
Sharp smells hit his nose and the din was deafening. Lorries were grinding 

heir engines and horns were tooting. Motor park touts were yelling names 
>f distant towns.

“Umuahia . . . Lagos . . . Oturkpo . . Nsukka.”
The boy pulled him up and said, “Here is a taxi. There is nobody in 

wo seats.”
The woman in a shining headtie was sitting in front next to the taxi driver. 

>he glanced at the two new entrants and suddenly stared hard at the impene- 
rably dark glasses worn by the older man. The boy saw her eyes fill with pity, 
rhe occupant in the back seat was too busy reading his Observer to notice 
vho had come into the taxi.

He let out a cry suddenly as he felt the weight of the man against him.
“Can’t you see? You’re crushing my suit!”
“Sorry!” said the other.
The woman seated in front chided the suit man.
“Can’t you see yourself? or don’t you know a blind man when you see 

me?” She turned to the boy.
“Take care,” she said.
The boy nodded. He adjusted his father’s position carefully and the taxi 

noved. It turned a roundabout, coasted uphill and entered a grove of trees 
tear the office buildings. The suit man stepped down, fished in his pocket 
md produced his fare. The taxi drove on.

“They are like that,” the woman hissed. “Conceited fools. 1 bet he knew 
tothing about the war.”

The boy said nothing. The man smiled. The smile lighted up his dark 
ace. The taxi driver spoke up.

“If he had carried a gun and dodged bullets he would know that life is

I



the road.

was killed in an

I

nothing. I have seen men die like—like goats in the slaughter house.
I now be rude and conceited ? He has seen nothing—nothing!”

The boy’s father said, “You are right. If he had lost everything hi 
not behave like that. As I am today, I am Minus Everything.”

“Oh dear,” said the woman.
“Three years ago, only three years ago, I was a young man.”
“You are still young.”
“Yes, but 1 feel old without my eyes. Shell blast. I was in hospit; 

months. They invalided me from the Force. Property ? I lost ever 
That’s war.”

He touched the boy’s head tenderly. “This is all I have—this bo 
raim. Without him, I am Minus Everything.”

“Papa we are nearly there.”
Osuakwu did not complete his story. He put his hands into his 

to pay the fare and the driver said, “Never mind.”
"Thank you, but I am no beggar. Please take my fare.”
“No .... it’s all a help ...”
The taxi driver waited patiently till they had got down. At thatii 

young man and a woman came in carrying their shopping. The taxi nW'
“We will go and register,” said the boy’s father. “And on N' 

you will start school.”
“Yes papa. • ■ Papa!... look at a new bus passing on 

the bus they say will take school children and—and, Papa- 
will buy me reading books and—and, a ball... We are there.”

The crowd was noisy and thick and groups of parents were standing- 
filling forms.

Ephraim sat his father on a seat and went to ask for forms. • • ■

They got back to the village. The mechanics were still working f 
vehicle which had been jacked up for three years.

“A little more,” they said when he asked how they were pro?
“It’s useless telling me a little more. I have gone on my jourft 

returned.”
•>Motor can never be useless, anytime it’s ready. We are trying ”
He smiled- useless was scarcely the word. If only the mechanic 

what they were talking But how were they to know that he had n°- 
If he could resurrec at car with the help of friends it might eaf 
something to feed ori to pay the boy,s

The owner ot the car, his immediate brother, was killed in an a«

42
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What had he done? Registered Ephraim at school. That meant! 
now be alone. Well, the boy had his own life to lead. Better to 
younger generation a chance.

Their room was bare and completely without furniture, a bald 
floor and naked walls.

He felt the floor with his feet till he came to the mat.
“Make some food,” he said to the boy.
“It is good, papa. I am coming.”
Night came. They spread their mats. In a moment the boy was:
Osuakwu stared long at the ceiling which flickered in the cantfl 

The village was quiet. Tomorrow would be another day. The mecta 
brought the encouraging news. The car might move tomorrow.

Sleep stole down on him with a dark mantle that shrouded eve:
At first when the sounds came he felt he was dreaming. He stir 

the candle had burnt out but the boy was already awake. He heat, 
thing like iron tinkering on iron. It was coming from outside, perha; 
the car. He had been asleep and yet not asleep. He opened his eyes.

“What is it?”
The boy came and whispered. “Thieves. They are armed. Icans 

by moonlight.”
“Is it the car?”
“Yes papa.”
“Then leave them. Life is everything. Let them go with the car' 
He heard the boy move and thought he had sone into the next roe. 
“Where are you going?”
"I’m coming papa.”
“Come back at once. Thev wilt ri .
“They won’t shoot me." ’ 100 y0U'
“Don’t go anywhere son
But the boy was out. He sat un^T*' j t, f the car & 

a cry of pain. He ran out callin' X heard '
In a short moment evervonf ■ boy’ no rep y’ haq st

boy. “He is gone,” said a villas a'Vake and ab°Ut' N° °'ie h
“Ephraim! Ephraim!" 8er’
“The car is gone ...”
“That’snothing. God! \Vka(
For about one week they i am ’ S°’n£ t0 do?” cried Osuakwu 

Military police came from the nothin8- Police came from the' 
notes. Everyone agreed that They asked questions. The.1

c Way robbers were terrible, ruthk-
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leartless. And they left him to brood. It began to dawn on 
ost Ephraim.

“I am now really Minus Everything.”
One afternoon, he heard a car park in front of his house.
“Osuakwu, you in?”
“Yes.” He moved to the door.
The policemen identified themselves as coming from the town.
“We have caught the thieves.”
“Well done. And my boy?”
“We saw him too. But........ ”
Osuakwu called out, “Ephraim!” But there was no reply.
“Did you not bring him with you, did you? or is he in hospital?”
“We brought him with us.”
“Then—why is he not answering?”
“He cannot answer. We are deeply sorry.”
Osuakwu began to cry.
A neighbour came near and told him that an ambulance had arrived and 

'as driving towards his hut. He listened.
“A minute, I think somebody is coming down this way. It is a military 

oliceman, and—and a nurse in a white overall.” Osuakwu listened.
The military police said, “I heard of your loss. I am on the way to the 

ospital with the ambulance. We have the body of the thieves.. . The car 
'as destroyed.”

The group went towards the ambulance. A man 
olice and whispered something.

The military police raised his eyebrows.
“Is that so?”
“Yes,” the informant said. “During the war.”
“Pity.”
He waved his arm and reentered the ambulance.
A man in a white suit with a stethoscope round his neck was sitting in 

ont as they drove away.
A fortnight had passed and in the market place Osuakwu sat on the body 

f a burnt out car. In his hands he had a battered instrument which looked 
ke a radio and he was busy tuning it. A group of boys came near and jeered 
t him.

He was tuning it and applying his ear to the instrument and shaking it.
Some said he was mad, others whispered ‘Minus Everything.’
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Screaming group of maidens 
along the streets 
where the sand is wet 

and red
under heaps of human dust 
after the torrential waves 
of red-hot lead .. .

Our spirits hum a dirge 
over these silenced heaps of 

dust...
They have signed the Big Books 

and fertilized the land 
with their blood 
leaving their fractured walls 
to those chapters 
that will remind the young ones 
of this day ...
They have left those rumpled heaps 
to scavengers 
and flown on eagle-wings 
to the limits of the sky.
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Vision of light 
on a day born red, 
and clawed fire-thorns 
clutching at sky-roots; 
thoughts desiccated 
flying in flakes 
round the borders of sour mind 
to drench the rays of desire 
flaming like red fire:

Ram in fire sweat 
behind cold wool at dawn; 
toad in lone race 
at hot mid-day;
and the crow of hen 
at midnight confirms 
man’s suspicion of redemption.
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The ivory-holes are full of 
marshed frowns 
dulling the cool reflection 
of naked thoughts:

When through the silvery ruins 
of expectant rains 
scatter the fibrous feelers 
of the blind wind, 
let not the nursing hen 
look for roost 
in the soot-dressed kitchen 
that has always known 
but roasted chicken.
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Ayi Kwei Armah 
Heinemann Educational Books, 1968

his novel is sure to engross the attention of readers in a way no other 
:cent work of fiction in Africa has done. Its central theme, social corruption, 
of course a familiar one with African writers. What is likely to attract the 

Mention of readers to this work is the variety of technical approaches 
lopted by the author in dealing with the well worn theme, especially his 
iving imposed on his matter a consistent pattern of symbols and images 
hich insinuate into the consciousness a physical confrontation with the fact 
' corruption.

‘His mouth had the rich stench of rotten menstrual blood. The man 
held his breath until the new smell had gone down in the mixture 
with the liquid atmosphere of the Party man’s farts filling the room. 
At the same time Koomson’s insides gave a growl longer than 
usual, an inner fart of personal, corrupt thunder which in its fullness 
sounded as if it had rolled down all the way from the eating throat 
thundering through the belly and the guts, to end in further silent 
pollution of the air already thick with flatulent fear.’

The style is deliberate, cumulative and successfully contrived to heighten 
e feeling of disgust and revulsion. Its invocation of disgust and nausea 
’ongly recalls Swift and as in Swift’s satire the moral, physiological and 
mospheric states are studiously fused to produce a unified and powerful 
oral suggestion. In this brief passage, Koomson’s corruption is no longer 
simple, abstract moral issue. It is corruption given body, a physical 
enomenon which is the more oppressive because the more concrete 
d all-pervasive. This close assimilation of the moral state to the 
ysiological and the atmospheric is maintained throughout the novel 
d must be seen to give it its strong parabolic quality.
It is as a parable that we are likely to see the novel at best advantage. 

ie thinness of its plot, its rigid moral positions, its symbolical and metaphor- 
.1 elaborations are all typical of the parabolic narrative; and so are its 
t, symbolic characters some of whom do not even bear proper names, 
e good man clinging precariously to his moral integrity in a corrupt and 
erupting world, the disillusioned and bitterly cynical outsider, the corrupt
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struggles for: to be nearer the white man. All the shoutingagai 
the white man was not hate. It was love. Twisted, but love all: 
same. Just look around you and you will see it even now. Espeo. 
n°“;i have looked, Teacher,” said the man- onl>'12 

with your contempt for what goes on But I do n
envy that makes me hate what I see. 1 am not

‘ “It should depend on what a person wants
• “Bui,W.wb«an 1 want! Howj-W‘

S„1 hate lung shiny cars! How c.n^ „
and despise international schools? And tn everfeelt 
and the family sees Jesus Christ in him. Ho
* X Sthard when veranda toys

in a matter of months. If you come near Pe°pJr,, have you|j
you, what about you? Where is your house. ]ovej 
your car? What do you bring in your ha,lds ople. peo;. 
Nothing? Then let us keep quiet and not getclo
will make you very sad that you do not have ; g
onlookers stumble with looking, or a car to n ed Lelt 
know that a big man and his concubine have jus p
keep quiet and watch.”’

This is an apologia for pessimism and wlthdr ‘ f certain Ee 
In a certain overripe, “deja vu” kind of way reminiscent o & 
writers this is in itself perhaps a manner of a choice. 
completely out of things, to turn one’s face to the wa • 
characteristically narcissistic pose. The face that is turned i 
really asleep but trapped in the vainglorious contemplation o 
self. . •

As for the dragging in of Nkrumah and some of the pointed1 c: 
against this regime, one must regard them as a result of an erroio J 
on the part of the novelist. The whole thing is capable of stoking p • 
unnecessary controversy. The events surrounding Nkrumah s reip 
overthrow in Ghana are too complex and open to diverse interpret 
to be safely handled in this kind of fiction On the level of parable, itr 
pass but on the particularized level of fact it raises numerous W 
questions which, given the limitations of the’ fictional medium, cant: 
easily or adequately dealt with. Maybe Armah has not heard of the'
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‘neocolonialism” or how it operates on the African man and on the African 
political destiny. Maybe he underrates what has been called “the colonialism 
of the mind.” Nkrumah was far from an angel but he did at least project 
:ertain ideas of African liberation which deserved to be given serious consid- 
:ration by those who plan for the emancipation of the continent. The 
ourney to socialism is full of false starts and unexpected cul-de-sacs. Yet, 
one needs to be sufficiently mature to recognize that those who are most 
.nxious to pull African leaders of Nkrumah’s persuasion down are not 
lecessarily the most sincerely interested in the salvation of the African. 
Jn the contrary, they may in fact be playing the devil’s game for him.

In spite of the many reservations one has about this novel, one must 
.ccept that it is an important contribution to the ever-growing body of 
kfrican fiction, both from the point of view of its experiments with technique 
.nd its author’s facility in the use of language and images to produce striking 
ffects. Even its pessimism is somewhat redeemed by the message of hope 
ymbolized by the beautiful, lone flower and the inscription which gives the 
lovel its title. The beautiful ones may not have been born yet, but they will 
ie bom. The beautiful flower is both a symbol of hope and a prophesy.
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Chinua Achebe. Novelist and short story writer, he has also 
criticism and lately some poetry. At present he is in the Institute 
Studies, University of Nigeria, Nsukka.

Dennis Brutus is a South African poet in exile. He has published twi 
poetry. He lives in London and is President of the South Aft 
Racial Olympic Committee.

Kevin Echeruo (1946-1969). Born at Okigwi in the East Central 
N*geria, he was studying Fine Arts at the University of Nigeria 
when the Nigerian War broke out.

He held exhibitions of his paintings in Nigeria, Canada and 
He won the AH Africa Student Art Contest in 1964 and over 
and certificates in Nigeria’s Festivals of the Arts between 1963 an

Died October 1969.

Romanus Egudu studied at the University of Nigeria, Nsukka, and * 
State University. A lecturer in English at Nsukka, Dr Egudu is 
critic, and has appeared widely in literary journals and antho ogies.

Cyprian Ekwensi, a pioneer of the modern novel in West Aft* 
written many novels and short stories. He has been a forest guar 
'Racist and a Director of Information. He lives in Enugu.

Po1 Ndu. Born November 14, 1940, he graduated from the Uni* 
Nigeria, Nsukka where he now lectures in English. His poetry 
widely published.

Nathan Nkala is a graduate of Ibadan and a new figure in the > 
literary scene. He writes short stories and has an unpublished novel

Emmanuel Nwannonye Obiechina studied in Ibadan and the Univer 
Cambridge and now lectures in English at Nsukka. His two books, 
rature fOr the Masses: An Analytical Study of Popular Pamphlet#1 
Nigeria" and “A Selection of Omtsha Market Literature” are con* 
this year.
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he Okeke was born in 1933. He trained in art at Zaria and in Munich, 
stern Germany. His work has been widely shown in Africa, Asia, Europe 
1 America. He lectures in painting and drawing in the Department of 
e Arts, Nsukka University.
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bricl Okara. Best known for his poetry, he has written one widely- 
cussed novel, “The Voice.” He works in the Rivers State Ministry of 
ormation. Port Harcourt, Nigeria.

u Uka, born March 1938, was educated in Presbyterian schools and later 
he University of Ibadan, and Toronto, Canada. He has lectured in Leeds 
iversity and now teaches Literature in the University of Nigeria, 
<kka.

le Soyinka. Poet, playwright, critic and lecturer, Soyinka has also written 
rize-winning novel. Lately he played the lead role in his film adaptation 
t>ne of his plays “Kongi’s Harvest.” He is Head of the Department of 
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Our current list has 82 titles listed all (with the exception of a few now in prinlir
This is a selection of the most recent titles:

God's Bits of Wood 
Danda .....................
The Voice 
Fixions ....................
Chief the Honourable Minister 
Nocturnes....................
Selected Poems 
North African Writing 
Myths & Legends of the Swahili 
The Interpreters
The Challenge of Nationhood

12 other titles arc listed for publication during 1971

AFRICAN LITERATURE TODAY ed. Eldred Jows 
s ls Perhaps your best journal for fresh thinking and original essays about Ate 

The first four volumes are now available at 6/6d. each. Please ask your to

LITERATURE

studies of authors, groups of authors or themes in African 
Appropriately enough the first two titles published are:

Protest & Conflict in African Literature by Pieterse & Muns
The Novels of Chinua Achebe . by D- G. Killam

h'^en f°r ’’ub“cation during the next 18 months including a joint;
Cd",°hnHe™ a?7 “"I Hreincmann: Towards Critical Standards in Aft* 

Heywood, former Professor of EngIish> If7^versity.

Heinemann educational books (NIG.) lM 
P M'B. 5205, IBADAN

by S. Ousmanc 
by N. Nwankwo .. 
by G. Okara 
by T. Liyong 
by T. M. Aluko . • 
by L. Senghor 
by T. U.Tam'si .. 
ed.G. Moore 
by J. Knappert ■ ■
by w. Soyinka • • 
by T- Mboya

Please watch out or u
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of traditional African poetry. The 
whether handed down from antiquit)' 01 
J in the past century,- distinctly convey tl 
voice. And even these English translation 

. us that the mark of un-Africanness is 
but rather the form, the attitude and th 

into the treatment of a poem.
language or the sheer talent of the poets 

Risibility, I shall use poems written in Eik. 
'shed African poet to illustrate the is 
’ Modern Poetry in Africa and Modem Ata 

^nem “Watermaid,” a section of toI 
follows: i

a*

Modern Poetry from Africa is poetry written I 
poetry dominated by modern European sen: 
African Poetry, on the other hand, is poe 
Africans, and, above all else, dominated by a sei 
from the African tradition. And to get a flavor ol 

might consult Beier’s Yoruba Poetry, hisAfric 
wejrezjewski and Lewis’s Somali Poetry. In 

tmnsiatio^ 
works, '■ 
c^lectfv 

Si tl^est tl,e
Leofsen: 

^tid^Modem 
d,:tWeeZ poem 

^b°en^beeinSaS
^yesopen, of th/Prodigal: 

^w^-

rwtvho gets to his “Path ofThundtr 
.pe ^demity of ltis early “Heavensgate tsth

for Slit-drum.” And it begtnr 
^^^nces . . . from our swollen UP^aden^

^thmaker accompanies us
- th^ies are here with us

. mces from our split-tongue of the slit druf 
;ie^es

,ue full of f‘re 
’ ie full of Stone -
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II

Whatever happened to the elephant - 
Hurrah for thunder —

The elephant, tetrarch of the jungle:
With a wave of the hand
He could pull four trees to the ground;
His four mortar legs pounded the earth:
Wherever they treaded,
The grass was forbidden to be there.

condolences from the twin-lips of our drum parted in 
condolences 

s tired syntactic jugglery of “Watermaid” is gone. Vanished! 
d in its place? Stirring sequences of rhythmic lament; the 
vncrier’s clear and unambiguous declaratives, each short line 
:omplete and telling expression, firm in tone, ending on a 
flighting stress; each stanza of short lines followed by one 
ig line, an echoing variation anchored on the rhythms of 
ndolences. And to anyone familiar with the recurring chorus 
es of African folk tales, children’s stories and songs of 
nentation, familiar with the rhythmic phrasings of Ikoro 
umming, the basic African influences on “Elegy” are not 
ysterious. (To determine the tradition to which “Elegy” 
irtly belongs one should re-examine various popular recordings 

the ’50s and early ’60s in which deceased notables were 
mented. Onwu Nwapa and Odoemezina are two Igbo laments 
tat come to my mind right away. The declarative lines, the 
ne-or-more-line refrains are all there in these Igbo songs of 
mentation). One could use Okigbo’s “Elegy” at a wake, the 
tort declarative lines going to a lead singer, the long 
Condolences” lines going to the assembled mourners! Here is a 
owerful use of traditional form in a non-traditional poem in 
inglish; an enrichment as well as an extention of African poetry 
1 English by elements from the African traditional.

In considering Okigbo’s “Hurrah for Thunder,” another 
•oem in his “Path of Thunder” sequence, the juvenescent 
nfluence is even more readily presentable. From “Hurrah for 
hunder” we have:
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Now compare that with the following lines fa, 
onkt tnn :

Elephant, a spirit in the bush.
With his single hand
He can pull two palm trees to the ground.
If he had two hands
He would tear the heavens like an old rag.

iVith his four mortar legs 
fje tramples down the grass. 
Wherever he walks,
■fhe Srass iS forbidden to stand up again.

— Tr. by UUi Beier & Gin 
Taken from 300 Years of Black 
Edited by Lomax and Abdul.L

blurb on tbe back cover of the Africans afc 
Tbe .us says that Okigbo’s "Path of Thunder saps 

^chov/s a new fierceness which held the proa 
gyps .le development.” That is an unavoidable imprs 

f>°.prk^fgd out some of the African sources ofthisc:
P°\>oetic power. This triumphant juvenescenceis: 

tter of rhythms. (It is that too!) It is not a mail 
1 fpn1 , imitations and direct borrowings and 

rrt^f fo^ns K is far more a matter of his having abr- 
' f static", joneS called the "meta-language and f 
jdP Te of contemporary academic British poetry. ' 
llr l̂Arer'1 fJorne). Okigbo abandons it for a languageofi 

if'- he accepts an African poetic landscape with* 
,'ands“Pe of elephants, beggars, cM 

mpkms, baskets, towncriers, iron bells, slih 
n bares, snakes, squirrels; a landscape that isnot 

ex°“clsm for background effect, no longer uf
^feCe^hehaSSh«kled arnonS anemic images. ‘ 

z- C '^‘wscane n tmoved to the dramatic centre.
native eyes to 1 

pator aPPear as iron bjrcjs. a landscape in1

&
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e animals behave as they might behave in.African of

S— is resultof his 

n^ging^o hk°work%aTuable lessons^he h^ad^eamed^from criher 

CXt^rmd^TModern European poem m^ade 

radhional modtlsshowZodeariy through gaps in, the^titche^ 
n “Elegy...” we find a poem which, though written tn 
English, owes nothing to modern European sensibility; a po 
it the third transmuted corner of a cultural triangle at 
zither corners stand the African Traditional and the Mo 
European sensibilities; but still a poem whose African lineage 
beyond dispute.

This distinction between Modem African Poetry and Mo tern 
?oetry in Africa, based as it is on continuities or discontinui ies 
with the poetic traditions of Africa’s indigenous cultures, is a 
paradigm of the distinction between African Modernity an 
Modernity in Africa, (i.e. Western Bourgeois Modernity in 
Africa). A Modern African Culture, whatever else it is, must be 
a continuation of Old African Culture. Whatever else it includes, 
it must include seminal and controlling elements from the Old 
African tradition, elements that determine its tone, hold it 
together and give it a stamp of distinctiveness. The problem of 
an African Modernity is the obverse side of the problem oi 
African traditions. Those who deny to African traditions-and 
traditional Africa-a controlling place in their consciousness 
have no alternative but to formulate African Modernity in 
Western Bourgeois terms.

Echemo’s discussion of Nigerian poetry is a case worth 
considering. He is a modem-minded Nigerian, a poet as well as a 
critic. He discussed the problems of Nigerian poetry in a paper 
he read at the University of Nigeria, Nsukka, in 1966; a paper 
which was published in Nigeria Magazine#89 and has been 
acciaimed in African and Africanist literary circles. In this paper 
Jntendsthat B°rrowed Elements in Nigerian Poetry,’ he

“one of the problems facing the Nigerian writer today in 
transferring from indigenous to modern poetry is that of
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■lie over-explicit nature of tradin', 
of encouraging a more subtle co. 
flection and resolution.”

•ends that both modem European 
Shun explicit moral tags, “prefer 
= setting and reflecting into one s.

point out, right away, that he mis 
ntemporary Nigerian writer, be he 

— he traditionalist,-such as the lat< 
—tba, and Tutuola who writes capth 
abandoning his traditionalist imagi 
an his tradition, and is not trans! 
s to “modern poetry” if he is a, 
e said to be faced with Echenio’sj 

~an writer—such as Okigbo at the er 
ng from “modern poetry” to the trad 
i.e. if he is a poet). His problems are t 
pposite direction from that claimed! 
problems then is Echeruo concerned 
those of any Nigerian writer who» 
ious tradition and write modern Ear 
rds, the problems of a would-be "it 
i-be modern European poet, who It 
it up in the African tradition and 
dicap”; the problems of the uni 
ho wants to abandon his traditiois 
ibalizing” African writer.
f the expressions “modern EutC 
' Nigerian poetry” is cause for i— 
Ided as if they denoted two a/tt= 
But what really is this “modern Nif= 
>odern European poetry, alias aicz 
opeanized sensibilities in Nigerians 
Brians who are disciples of modes 
roni the way Echeruo denotes thenM 
that they Shun the same things btc= 

-independent and different. Whi— 
act one’the Nigerian, shuns whaten=
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1.

2.

3.

4.

is said to shun, not because it is “modern” in some culturally 
neutral way, but just because the other, the European mentor, 
shuns those things. The impression that they are two different 
but equal things, two things which by virtue of some common 
modernity share some common attitudes—that impression 
vanishes! The derivativeness and dependency of the Nigerian 
imitation now stands out to be dealt with. And once we have 
stopped modernity of its cultural commitment to the West, 
once modernity ceases to be an alias for Western Modernity, it 
becomes much easier to attack the substantive issue raised by 
Echeruo s claims.

Is there anything modern, in a culturally neutral non-Western
">n a “Subtle complicating of narration, reflection and 

w t '°m j °Ut brst’ let us detour and understand what 
be• 7117 W rity is a11 about- A 8°od reference for that would 
Irving H™ Modern in Literature and the Arts, edited by 
antholoev°We J” bis introduction to this anthology-an 
us what Mort .cb outstanding Western critics and writers tell 
of the West eiuity ^Or M°dernism) is in the literature and arts 
Now Howe ■0We lists some of the attributes of modernism, 
does not bott'7™1”1® as be *s f°r members of his Western culture, 
and the Arts of '? Say: tbe idea °f tbe Modern in the Literature 
keep his own ' ^esl- but any non-Westerner who wants to 
himself the an CUltural perspectives straight must supply for 
what he has t r°Priate modifiers. And in my recapitulation of 
necessary. say ' shall supply such modifiers whenever

Among the rea
' The Ava t^18 Why modernism emerged are:

Western nt . rde came into being as a special caste in 
from it ?°ciety> a caste at its margins, a caste alienated 
This A?",'ts Editions.
esthetic M'jarde criticised the classical Western idea of 
modified ?rder and either abandoned or radically 
Nature c n tbe Process naturalism was out and
Western ,eased to be a central subject and setting for 
in contS^^-Also,
whole new'Stl"Ct'°n to tbe c'ass'cal western hero, a 
the prot sense of character, structure and the role of 

And foremost ®°n’st or hero appeared in the Western novel.
m°ng the literary attitudes and values which
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6.

7.

a

emerged triumphant from all this are.
5. I

These 
modern Western literature.

;U ll lumpiiaii t num •■***----- e .
Perversity—which is to say: surprise, exate

Western tradition has been considered prim 
or atavistic (e.g. Negro art!) brMkdown and a, 

values as guide h 
feeling that human «

t!f. and central preoccq

Nihilism—which is to say: 
of belief in traditional 
together with 
meaningless, 
became dominant
.. western uieiaiuiv.jern or moueniiw 

attitudes brought into being, the moo compretien(1 
of the West, is almost always dllnc“ us 
a sign of its modernity,” Howe assu beconie domini

That a literature
West at the tune when it did can jaI history. The*
closely into Western literary and fern modernism
specific burden of tradition tha nlji;ar we may be< 
against in its revolt. But however  traditions 
that: however familiar we may be Symbolism. D; 
the various modernist revolts agains part of our b 
Surrealism, Futurism, etc.) they ar African^
They do not belong to our past. 1 1 . oW]edge (just 11 
may school himself into all tha ^(ns that (quilt - 
Western contemporary), but the fac revolt affecte- 
his Western contemporary) none o culture. But 
went directly into the constitution o this raie
culture? The African or the Europea^bo are their aul 
question: who do our writers work for- cliltural comnt—
their listeners, the responding part of tire Africans’'— 
The Europeans—and the Europeanized function in? Are- 
community and tradition do they elect to (|]ey
Africans or Europeans? Or more exact ans influe 
influenced by Europe, or are they Black must stopthi= 
by Africa? Which do they prefer to be. W. literal—
that the past trajectory of Western «« X )1(= 
otherwise, is our own. We may have been hit ° 
the West; but that does not make us Westerners 
yet.
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It should be obvious by now that the attributes Echeruo 
considers “modern” are merely attributes of “modern Western 
literature"; are culturally determined by the history of the 
Western tradition, and cannot be regarded as modern in any 
culturally neutral non-Western sense. Since their taste was 
cultivated on that modern Western tradition, our Nigerian 
“modernists” derive their attitude to explicitness and complex 
obscurantism wholly from the West. By becoming “modern” in 
the way of the West, any Nigerian or African writer would be 
inheriting the distinctly Western, as against the distinctly 
African, tradition. Since African society is far different today 
from Western society in its hallmarks, attitudes, and crises, in its 
sense of problems and fulfilments; since our crisis of values 
consists in our having to make hasty choices while reeling from 
confusing blows from the West, blows that are dislodging us 
from the equilibrium of our traditions, would our 
communicators of values not be avoiding their responsibility to 
our community if they, rather than be clear and accessible, 
aTr t0 emulate the Western fashion and be perversely
aimcult and irrelevant? Let us assume (and :t that an 
„™arn?nt!:d assumPtion?) that these African poets are writing 
thnJr'‘w US Afr‘cans. Then, as regards most of the works of 
mnct in- e?tern modernist” poets who happen to be African, I 
must jorn Ama Ata Aidoo in saying:

who are Waiting ar°und for answers and praying that those 
the fp311 Sre things wil1 sometimes speak in accents which 
tired of h US wbo read English can understand. For we are 
in the dark «ayals’ broken promises and forever remaining

Am 3 At 3 a i
Soyinka’s/d°°. entered this plea while reviewing Wole 
have been in lVesf Africa #2641. But that plea could 
reviews of’tli St‘" could be’ entered with equal aptness in

Another r e.many more Western modernist poets among us. 
Soyinka is jn Wcr of Manre remarks in Nigeria Magazine that 
convulsively ■ "at Work “at once snobbishly detached from and 
Perhaps befitslnV°’Ved with the goings on around him,”-as 
work is diffiCU|.ny d>sciple of Western modernism. He says the 

u’ obscure and (perhaps therefore?) a work of
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If

unsure of his ff- * be expected fr‘ 
glamour nf it ^tncan responsibilities when fi 

f }\esterrl modernist attitudes. (Which 
drama/' d°es not have 8enius—whatever that i 
befo ' Pxce^ent and compelling. Look at his 

.re "e abandoned the transparency and
. e ePnone Conversation” and chose to wallo 

obscurities! It is just that “genius” is not a word I h 
s oo damned up-cloud elitist forme. It sticks in m; 
or me is craft, not a romantic wet-dream!) Whereas< 

,sf a hallmark of African poetry, the obscurity we fu 
°‘ °ur Poets, the obscurity they impose upon their| 
O' that creed that demands a “subtle complicating of 
Election and resolution,” this obscurity is a badgeo 
m°dernism. And while talking about explicitness, cl 
o scurity let me, in passing, note that there is a di 
oetween an obscurity, explicitness or clarity of surf 
those of depth. And I am talking of the former 
P'stinction lies, perhaps, the root of Echeruo s error. I 
4 ote P°u id against Echeruo. Pound warns:

Obscurities not inherent in the matter, obscurity 
not to the thing but to the wording, are a botch. 
Work lives not by them but despite them. (Italics 
(In the essay “Early Translators of Homer.” See

of Pound p. 268)
eultivTtA V‘Ce of Western modernist poetry that Echeruob 
virtue nf If Precisely this obscurity of surfaces. Joycen 
can? that v,'ee; he pulled it off. How many othersh»

COrnplicatno^eh then that when Echeruo encourages^ 
the African afnd obscure our diction he is advising us toabi=z 
the best in th 1 tion for the Western, and for what is not 
.cultural resnn* .7'esten’ tradition. He is advising us to dexiSz 
!" African cuit',ity ,o speak intelligibly to our commune 
Westen, cuIturereEand tO instead speak to the communicir 
Puts down thn ’.. a,lcruo again decries explicitness whe^—- 

,s~“Fate is a fujlv resPons>ble’ moral tag. ” His exampl== 
fully determined thing,"-is from an Old Er^
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But, of c"“ 
this kind of

The male lion is on the path listen, O babbler 
do not criticize me secretly while ostensibly supporting me 
it is better to master yourself so restrain yourselt 
such behavior is like finishing up the firewood a bone is 
not cookable.

poem, called “The Wanderer.” The effect ot Echeruo s razor, 
were it to cut into Nassir’s poetry, would be to rob his tine 
stanzas of their last lines:

Reflect and take measure of the world though you talk nonsense 
don't do what is meaningless these things are not proper 

for a man
don t shame yourself 1 give you what is true 
though you put wood on the fire a bone is not cookable.

- From “A Bone is not Cookable” 
Tr. by Lyndon Harries from Nassir’s Swahili.

^course, Echeruo’s modernist temper would frown on 
' “f writing altogether. Well, well, what shall Africa not 

hear from her teamed children!
. e Tt,estern Modernists among us are firmly in the Western 
thcvd' d^ S'1°W ''hie interest in the African poetic traditions', 
they hi ^i t'lern’ and make little effort to learn from them. If 
ourselve^ t ,'r Way we must desert our habits and surrender 
repackaged tfle a'tar A’6 West, there to be killed, skinned and 
critics of | under Western labels! To Echeruo and other African 
and on ou "S persuas'on (and they abound in our universities 
had thina'l r?agazines-Echeruo is just a good example of a very 
trained as h t'le Pr°hlem of the Modern African Writer, 
reconnect w'thSU^ *S *n t'le Western Modernist attitudes, is to 
indigenous t' a’ *° trans*'er hack into, not transfer out of, his 
learn from ;/■ ltlon' His problem is to understand his tradition, 
in African Cult 11Um‘'ity> in order to become a true participant 
and Okigbos* f^’ '''s 'as'< *s t0 the Nassirs, p’Biteks 
Western write ° J'16 conbnent and so cease to be a modern

Nassir hasf t llaPPens to be born African.
n°t left home: p’Bitek has never wandered off a
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prodigal. Okigbo did. But after Pound l— 
Cowley and Tagore had left theirMalla^ L—

r*>Ato71ards home-And °n theXx^i- 
asked. And how does one say NO in thnna !,s?0^— Silent Sisters). And reaching home ft " 
Onkis. humbly sat and closely listened and ?he,» 
heard. When he got home he did not treat 
cunos; he did not treat them as exotica fit only to? 
in after the fashion of the ethnologist. He treaMfe 
we should-as his mentors, as ancestral guides who 
his feet to wander no more; as the dibia who would ctT 
his long demonic “pursuit of the white elephant.”t- 
which had taken him through “Heavensgate,”' 
“Limits,” and through “Distances.” He treatet 
embodiments of an African tradition as the masters is 
he would learn how to say NO in thunder to those te- 
from another culture. He listened, he practised, and her 
again. And he became a true native, a true sontandher 
his kind and spoke in his voice of thunder.

If the careers of Nassir and p’Bitek have nothingtot 
cultural exiles, Okigbo’s certainly does. For he had be 
them; had been foremost among them; yet he fou 
home to his cradle. But if it is already too late to 
wander back home, let our prodigals stop masquei 
them declare themselves for what they are-moden 
West, not modernists of Africa. Let them acknow 
they are and cease and desist from influencing an 
and our posterity in the wrong directions. Ifan 
Okigbo, they return home, we shall gladly ce 
homecoming. For we cannot reject our prodigals i 
home.
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the end of the world 
is like any other event
to me

the end of the world 
is like any other day 
to me

Curiis Lyle
Two Poems

SUDDENLY

you burn off my wings 
and I recur as a buffalo, 
a butterfly, 
you cut out my heart 
and suddenly you feel me come back 
as the new double pulse 
of your love, 
immanent impulse, 
a series of twisted hands 
for you to heal, 
a sequence of bleeding arrowheads 
for you to arrest 
and then harvest

would you have
the heart grow right 
you must take 
a little trouble

_ Jalaluddin Rumi

I m not afraid to die, nor
to spill my blood, in fact
I would welcome it like a fire in the loins 
of the earth 
when my work is finished 
but,
the end of the world
is just like any other time to me
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whether some rippling wetness, 
whether a wave or a bird in the dii! 
like a flying boat at the tips of the, 
of my body

in Benin or Belem 
its a simple arrangement 
of power and similar fluids

and
this time has status
only when measured by me, 
it only gets high when rated 
for me

enameled spoons
the hands like hewn oak water bucktl 
dipping the south wind.
a pool of stunning light,
an ocean trembling
for luminous paths,
a sudden and coterminal stillness 
hurtling my life 
into the permanent soul 
of plants

eyes like black windows, meadows 
in Brazil or Benin, 
bellowing teeth
in a mouth like invisible frost shaped 
against that hollow organ

so whether in the birds of Belem 
returning
to the mute black fish
of Bengal
the end of the world

is like any other thing to me
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but calmly

loistureandwc

a pool

listen to me bending
and I will wade through you massive and breath 
like a flurry,
as the first movements of birds whistling
comes forward with difficulty
opposing the wind
listen to me
like the passage of currents
and I will change you into heat

» —~r—— ■

listen to me
suddenly
electric herald of coming good 
and I will listen to you 
like some lustrous cinder detoured 
t rough silver stoned luminous holes 
listen to me, 
the photosynthetic cell

but calmly
listen to me
like the sun’s rays 
come down speeding into your body 
and I will listen to you 
raising dead breasts . .
through the carbon of beautiful cities 
listen to me investing twelve tones intelhg 
and I will listen to you 
dancing inside of me like my bowels, 
a double loop of recurring thread, mo. 
bleeding in a bamboo skirt

inside of me you are 
of braided comets 
inside of you
1 become the low pressure center 
of some immense hurricane
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JRTIS LYLE

now

you are half man 
and 1 am half fish

I am David
and you are Dagon

and woof,

you are molten
but 1 am marked and wooded 
like a man
uncertain of his dignity 
crying some brittle authority 
motionless and dumb 
into a river’s bank

you are precise 
and 1 am dark, but then, 
1 am opposed to darkness, because 
it makes me nervous, so now, 
you are what you say 
but 1 am how you say it, 
you are what you do 
but 1 am how you do it, now 
you are what you are 
but 1 am always moving through it, 
and now
you may diffuse the world 
but 1 will whirl myself into it, 
regardless of the risk

but you are fire like thirteen flowing cle s 
of fine metal
your weight, an obscure and narrow pa 1 
with steep sides

and 1 will listen to you, 
the opposed lime tree, warp 
an exalted tranquility 
listen to me weaving 
and I will listen to you



listen to me

create my heart
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IGBOBI NIGHT: For Ron & Ellen

GHANAIAN SONG

After rain 
dark trees & 
ghost shadow: 
sit upon 
shoulders of 
grey mist

Dark fall 
african masks 
martell bottle 
shadows 
the wall spider 
in the comer 
of the cognac 
bottle a lone candle 
burns on the table 
invisible sounds 
hum from Imagbon 
street climbs through 
the open window 
& love in 
the heart will last 
beyond distance 
beyond time 
beyond separation 
of the grave

nine)' Troupe 

oems



John Munonye
Silent Child

With silent anger. Oji
udara fruit up, out of reach That tru1' nature_wtll 
didn’t know how to shout; he was q . .)d whereasCh 
why many people called him the si ontjnued toinsii tongue was a rattle itself. Chioma had contrnu^ 
the fruit belonged to him, and IMo thought, he nib
convincing the man when, on ur a f^it that was hi
they should compete tor it-compe nirnanded.

“Up, higher, jump!” the man again c°™ herstill.
Oji tensed, jumped. But the han spotted black
The fruit, was big and luscious, p type whose n

The tree was the kind-hearted-morn oryoung,ande 
enclosed in the fruits, was desired orgy of longing
by things that flew in the air, winch n hes, discharged! 
feasting, usually, while perched on . ause the tree want 
matter that spotted the fruits. An , er than others, 
popular, everybody tried to get there n after cockcro-

Today Oji and Chioma had gone o and brjghI. In» 
The moon was shining. Everywhere was a{ a djstanK r 
were crying and a lone cock was stil t0 the entire m-s 
a voice, that of the crier, was announ qUfet when thef
the loss of a big he-goat; otherwise, a they were close
boys left the house. In another five nun when Chior~
the tree. Oji was bending down to pic was wj]0 first sa»" 
dived, his mouth wide open already. **e ],js foot; and^ 
he declared; and he had even touched it )]and (t waste 
on. He now tried to wrench it out 01 J 
that the man appeared.

“Up, higher, jump!”
Chioma’s turn. Chioma mustered all 

jumped. He landed on the hard ground 
rotund navel bounced. „„ cfnn(| ar~

“Up, higher, jump!" His legs wide apart, the ma 
holding the fruit up as before. , „,„-d a

Oji leapt wildly up-high enough to grasp the man s • 
time. But he took care of him by merely twisting the wnsi.v

the energy in him — 
with a thud. His tea
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dropped on the ground almost noiselessly.
Unlike his rival, Oji was slim; and he looked sickly and grim, 

even though he had never really been seriously ill. It was said, 
especially by his indifferent foster-father, that since his birth, 
seven years ago, same day and nearly same hour as Chioma, he 
had not had the appetite for a full meal but rather lived on 
fruits, which was why he looked so thin and frail. Biting his lip 
and panting, he gazed at the stranger, this self-appointed arbiter, 
while the latter stood his ground and stared back gravely: it 
seemed in fact he was trying to overawe them both and make 
away with the fruit.

When he first arrived at the scene, they had welcomed him, 
and later on gladly handed the fruit over to him, an elder, for 
arbitration. For the dispute had been developing steadily into a 
fight, with Oji holding the fruit stubbornly and Chioma 
shouting and trying to extract it from his hand. Chioma’s voice 
rose over all the sounds of the early morning. Then, the man 
suddenly appeared. He was dressed in khaki shirt and shorts, 
like one of those people, the agricultural superintendents, who 
travelled on their bicycles each morning to the distant 
plantation at Ewe where, it was said, they grew palm and 
coconut trees. Perhaps he was one. But where was his bicycle? 
Oji now looked him over once again, from the feet upwards, 
with a mixture of respect and disgust.

The moon, bursting through a thick cloud in a final sally 
before dawn, cast its light point-blank on the man’s face. Ugly! 
Oji thought, shrinking back: flat and flabby face; light-skinned, 
perhaps with a squint too; yet neatly dressed even at such an 
early hour.

“Who next?” and the man coughed. “Come on, whose turn. 
He gave them a brief lecture: “ . . . Four consecutive leaps eact 
this time ... Up, higher, jump!” ., «

Chioma jumped and missed, four times, and stoo asi » 
he began to stroke his stomach, around the nave clearly 
suppressing a pain. Then, before the man called, J 
furious leap. But the man, still very much alert, merely aUowed 
Oil’s fingers to touch the fruit. Bitterly disappointed, Oji

“It’s mine!” Chioma dashed forward.
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The man swung his hand out of reach, deftly.
The dispute went on. Neither of them jumped forsometi

• ■. It’s mine.”
“It isn’t.”
“It is.”
“It isn’t.”
“Jump for it,” the man urged.
They continued to argue . ..
“Wait a moment then,” said he at last. “See!”
They watched lim cup his hands, with the fruit between, an 

broke it into two. He gave one half, to each. “Neither of jo 
“Serves to have the whole,” he declared.

Qii was busy studying his own share and did not knowwte 
*"e man left. One half to each! That would have been bi! 
enough: his own fruit.. . And then, to add to it all, his waste 
sn,aller half: with only two out of the five seeds. That waste 
case everywhere, every time; people were always prejudiced

Coma’s favour.
See, mine is bigger,” Chioma now boasted. That sho 

‘"at I jumped higher than you.” ■
Pouting, Oji threw hisshare into the bush, using hrs left naw 

°ut of contempt. He wiped the hand on his bare buttocks.

♦ * *

. *n the solitude of a glade, he sat on the ground, all alone, 
ater on in the day, drawing fantastic shapes and patterns on the 
and with his fingers. A nut dropped from a palm-tree close bj 
e Picked it up. It was big and succulent. The umbilical cob 

in° • ng 't hl position between the spikelets had been cut b) 
p CjPient decay; all the same, it was still sufficiently fresh to cat. 
„ r"aps the man was right, Oji reflected as he ate the nut 

'onia had leapt very high at one time-so high indeed that he 
f arly succeeded in grasping the man’s hand and the man had to 
an °Ut a snort> as of admirati°n. In his own case, he had been so

that he could not make a calculated leap
'vouMhaPf n°t; P/4ideS ’inWrVUSt the usual prejudice, lite) 
accord- wayu d m J Chroma's favour-Chioma who.

ordmg to the world was more lively and more cheerful and fftendly> and cooperatrve, and fu„ ofy“£ e"*
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Ibeing that Oji was none of these. It was Chioma’s mother who 

praised Chioma most. Had he his own mother, she too would 
have been singing his praises, in the same way.

She had died at childbirth—his own birth. So the story went. 
And because of that, people called him an evil child, their point 
being that he had demanded his mother’s life as the price for his 
coming out into the world. Nobody really loved or cared for 
him. Nobody, except Ugo, one of his father’s surviving wives; 
and, later, Enyinna, a remote aunt on his mother’s side. Ugo 
soon realised what risk she ran in the society in offering shelter 
to him, the child who had taken his mother’s life, and so 
dismissed him from her house. It was then that Enyinna took 
him on. He was barely five years old at the time. He would 
Mways remember his happy days in Enyinna’s house. Enyinna 
had indeed treated him like a dear child, her only child, in every 
respect. But that happiness was short-lived: she suddenly died.

He could still see her dead body with his mind’s eyes: tall, 
shrivelled, still, yet seeming to smile, seeming to want to open 
her mouth and call his name as before with a fond twist of the 
voice. It was while they were burying the body, close to the 
entrance door, that he left the compound, never to return; and 
he moved over, on his own accord, to stay with Chioma’s father 
who, they had told him, came from the same mother’s womb 
with his late father.

That was two years ago. He had endured a lot in silence in 
Chioma’s mother’s house; he had had to bear all the jeers and 
taunts from both old and young. They said he wetted the bed, 
and fouled the air, and other things. As if such things were 
unknown in this world until Oji was born! Just a few days 
before, Chioma’s mother had struck him full in the face and 
called him an evil one and then invited him to watch Chioma 
and see how good children were supposed to behave, and t en 
bad topped it up by withholding his breakfast. His offence was 
that he got up from sleep later than the fowls in the pen. 
retaliated of course, as he nearly always did. On that oc^’. ’ 
be broke the big earthen pot in which she ha ee 
some precious dried vegetables against the mon s
And he also twisted her son Ibera’s ear .. . 9 if it

Up, higher, jump! That could happen again decisively 
did, he must beat Chioma this time-and beat n
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* *
H-night moon sent its rays f ’ . 

qAe children button-holed each 
.cally, then rose in silence.

±rci?£th^ into the
1 other hurriedly and. f> The fa*

Silent t 

too. In that case, he had better begin now to practise. Ta 
his thoughts seriously, Oji looked right and left; then, lie si 
up and turned round. Nobody was in sight. And there wen 
human voices, except those from the house. Chioma was sin; 
while some younger ones did the chorus, to the rhythm t 
drum they were beating. They were all happy. Nobody rei 
took much notice of his absence any more than of his presea 

He swept aside the dry leaves which lay close to his fe, 
“Lip, higher ...” He aimed at the sky with his skull. His bod 
pOw elongated, bumped and bounced as he landed and went u

“Higher, higher!” He reached out his hands, to th 
verhanging branch. And then! ... At long last, he had touch® 

° [ branch ... He had touched it again .. . several times. He 
f 1 . discovered the secret; he could shoot himself up better The 

cool and held himself together, tilting to one side mi 
^e^rly bearing himself on one leg.
Ji panting but smiling, he sat down to rest. Before his minds 

stood the man with the fruit, tall, bald-headed, imposing.
&yet_skinned, white-clad today, and grinning without cause. Hie 
JiTfl t man! You are disgusting-you! You, you, you decide 
unfitly ■■■

he began blaming himself. Why didn’t he attack 
f°r withholding what was his by right? He should have 

tl^e Ited his protest and then thrown handfuls of sand into the 
face; or he could have fallen on him and struck his groins. 

^1^rl51vhich he would have gone into a race... into the 
1 fter . on and on .. ■ into swampy grounds... The man is 
i’^li ' pursuing—hot and relentless; and Chioma »
f jj „ . . . The man has raised his leg; he is about to kick me 

Jlis boots. Dodge; Oji dodge! Chioma shouts, 
/Jl.^Jl tbeticaHy- Then, I dodge; then, I run into a cluster of 
^iil’rrom where, unseen, I pour out the foulest abuse on the 

his sense of justice.
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They left the house noiselessly, bearing themselves on the 
balls of the feet, towards the udara tree which, more than any 
other object, linked their hearts. It was necessary that they get 
there ahead of other children in the neighbourhood, and a single 
sound, like of the crushing of dry leaves under their feet, could 
betray them. They also kept to the fringe of the road where 
they could be shaded from the light of the moon by 
overhanging tree branches. Ten minutes later, they were only a 
few feet to the tree.

Two fruits dropped almost simultaneously . ..
"How many now?” asked Chioma after some time.
“Five.”
“The same number with me. You’re trying today ...”
“Six. No, seven; I’ve just picked one more,” Oji definitely 

sounded triumphant.
iu press them between your hands to test for“Do yoi 

ripeness?”
He ignored the question. They continued to search. They 

swept the grass away with their hands or turned the fallen leaves 
with their feet.

Another, making eight.”
‘And another for me too ...”

As soon as dawn came, they began to examine the fruits they 
had picked in the moonlight. They discovered that some still 
had pale-green patches, instead of the completely yellow and 
somewhat soft rind which was the sign of ripeness. The result 
was that they each had only three fruits that were really ripe.

Yo-oh! You were almost jeering at me as we searched.” 
Chioma split one of the ripe fruits between his hands. Sucking 
with his mouth, he drained off the juice that was escaping from 
the crack before he finally tore the pod up, into two. “Look at / 
this one-it has a lot of flesh inside it,” he boasted, and then I 
went on to rhapsodize: “My sweet fruit, you are two in one! 
And you have real milk in you.”

“You’re lucky,” Oji answered him.
“Thanks to daylight. You would have been boasting by now 

*hat you picked more fruits than Chioma. You can never never 
beat Chioma in anything in this world, I’m telling you. o 
while there is daylight.” One more seed, with a thick, sugary 
hning, went into his mouth.



Silent C26

* * *
They were together again at mid.day and seemed to 

forgotten everything about the earlier incident. Cft'OTO 
mother had sent Oji to the nL , , fairly big water pot 
and Chioma had volunteered to gTwhh him Pt°vided "ft 
not carry even a cup himself •>„!, i 7 J Liven her approval.« 
was always like that, Oji had e d s.’e "i ,,r only to himself 
Not even a cup on Chioma’s S hould he not smasl1 
that pot and face the conseot "7 f her cane and her 
mouth? The last time he ma n“s~fac,e ,hat barely t»» 
months ago, she had finished al? on his back and
called him all sorts of nani lenfth of stick °"ously as she 
performed, whether he ha™no ;'iSk,n8 him’ ^dayshe had 
promised to roast him alive if ?e‘e.ars in him‘ T°? „ot to talk 
of returning without water o' should return ' ’itself WhV 
doesn’t she first roast her OWn° w>thout the pot it ■ ■ 
and her mother’s mother; and ?n; then. after that> h® d q-alfr 
ftersejf? her father’s father; and final!)

“You’re so happy because we are equal, isn’t it?”
“Equal? But my own fniits are bigger in size than yo 

See.”
Oji did not look, and did not even seem to have heard.
“Do you remember what happened last time? the o 

asked with contempt,
“What happened?” ,
“You don’t remember? I’m sure you do. You“l‘l .' 

was yours. And indeed it was.” He sniggered. Yet 
divided it between the two of us. And he gave met e w 
share.”

Oji stared at him for a brief while. „„„ m,
“I jumped higher than you-that’s why the man g

bigger share.” He laughed out. .. ked bir
“So you think you jump better than I do.

after some interval. ,
Chioma advanced to within a foot. “Sure!” He slapped W 

the cheek, lightly. The latter bent down but just miss H 
He ran away smiling, intending it all as a joke. He ra 
into the house, which was his best sanctuary.
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you afraid that I’ll beat you again?”

‘Oji, let’s rest here and let us play,” Chioma proposed.
Rest and play! thought he. And then your mother would 

roast me alive on our return, and she would not say one unkind 
word to you. It was always Oji, Oji, Oji!

“What do you say?”
What kind of play?” he now wondered, with interest.

“Any.”
“I won’t play.”
The afternoon was hot and the sand burnt the feet. They 

walked by the edge of the road which was lined with oilbean 
trees.

‘Play? No,” Oji said reflectively. “Unless—”
“What?”
“Jumping.”
“What type of jumping?”
Up, Higher, Jump-the one the man did for us?”

He hesitated. “Would you like that?”
“Yes, I would.”
t But there is no udara fruit.”
‘We can just be reaching out our hands for a tree branch.”
Then let’s go inside the bush.”

“Not now.”
Why not? Are ;

"I’m not afraid.’
‘You are, you are, my very delicate child.”

He quickened his steps. “When we get home.”
“What will happen?”
“We can then go out to play and jump, and find out who is 

delicate,” Oji proposed with inward bitterness.

* * *
They would not go into the bush for the comP®ti‘j°n' I??* 

the way of monkeys, and of madmen wiI fhe
Instead, they went to a disused square, some dis ..round, 
house. It was evening and a market day. Nobody 
and an eerie sensation possessed the place. enough to

Once, not long ago, the clearing had een ®ad inva(jed it 
Me two score men at aJti™!:2Ut"°:’Snace l thick rope-like 
having only a small, and sandy, open sp
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creeper hung perpendicular over the centre of the spar • 
the children of the neighbourhood had often J"'. 
Monkey Chase, one boy pursuing the rest on the r 
Oji never did well in this game-he was easily cau& |f 
turning pursuer, took too long to make a cate’. 
playmates, at Chioma’s instance, had nicknam 
monkey. Then one day, they denied him a sliar„b|is|ied a ne« 
they had gathered on the trees, after they had es jiad gone 
rule that sick monkeys should not feed. That ^a<Le jay, lata 
home most sorrowful, nearly sick. It was on tha s n exact|y 
in the evening, that Chioma’s mother asked hi because lie 
he intended to die and disappear from her vieW-J _.reW001j!He 
had reminded her it was Chioma’s turn to go 0 s(ore the 
had made no reply, except to set fire to her r neverfind 
next morning. They had never found out, and
out, what really happened. rrious.

“Let’s begin,” said he, looking grave and mall 
the stake?” reluctant

“Anything,” Chioma sounded indifferent ano to gripe- 
The navel was a nuisance, he thought; it tnigm
“Anything you like,” he repeated mechanically- t0 exact 

“We’ll see who will outlast the other: he will be furttier 
any fee he likes.” Allowing the other no i,,te7‘L„an leaping 
deliberation, he called “Up, higher, jump!” and 0“B |ater,

up, eyeing him provokingly. And indeed, nion 
Chioma joined in. e was1,0

They reached out their hands as they leapt- Veidy frog­
rhythm or delight in their movements. Oji wore a stea r face 
even when he opened his mouth to call, while cm« 
was utterly expressionless.

They sat down to rest after some time.
I touc.hed it four times,” Oji panted. he jast
And. tlIree,,™eS' His voice was ainking/mwerPart 

managed to finish the sentence. And he carried the lo've 
of his stomach in his hand as he spoke

“We have had enough rest; let’s nowcontinue.” 
You begin.

“We’ll begin together.”
They began.
“Who are these?” a voice called
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IThey were both startled. Ah! It was he—the man—again 

They halted.
Are you not the same boys whom I saw yesterday 

morning?” the man asked. Just then, a dog came out from the 
bush and began sniffing round the square.

Yes, ’ Oji replied. “Today we are jumping to know who is 
the stronger.”

True? ’ He turned to Chioma who gave a stiff nod, of 
affirmation.

■ “It’s true,” Oji went on with unusual eloquence and 
aggression-so anxious was he that this man should not thwart 
the cause of justice again, today. “Watch us!”

“Go on; let me see you.” He moved aside.
They got set to jump. Then the dog, a small mangy, grisly 

animal, began going round a second time on its mysterious 
errand, smelling the ground and sniffing now and again.

“Up, higher, jump!”
They jumped and jumped while, hands akimbo, the man 

watched, and the dog kept circling the space. Still the two 
children jumped, panting, sweating, with that mechanical 
strength and rhythm which come from total abstraction, each 
struggling to outlast the other in this breath-consuming 
competition.

But their heights had begun to diminish. And the dog began 
t0 bark, just as if, with some extra sense, it had detected a 
Presence they could not see and was announcing it to the 
human race. It barked louder and wilder, looking at the ground 
sniffing with a fierce disgust.

“Go on; Up, higher, up!” the man urged. “Sing that too a 
you jump.”

In their exhaustion, they picked up the song. As they panted 
*1 out, they wasted their breath all the more.

Suddenly, Chioma held his navel in his hand, groaned. The 
gripe, his great enemy, had caught him, almost paralysing his 
body. But this was a serious competition. He must try again .. .
. "My height will be greater than yours. Sing so now as you 
jump,” the man ordered. , . . . . . .

Oji rallied, sang, and leapt. Chioma snorted, poised he tried 
to leap, but could not. He dropped down instead, and he threw 
Ns limbs apart.



30 Silent Child

he went, leaving Oji

“I have won and my witness is here.” Almost hysterical, Oji 
shovelled a good quantity of dry, brown sand into the face of 
the vanquished opponent. Then, he stamped his foot hart on 
his stomach. He did this several times.

A long, broken, shrill cry came from the sprawling body. 
They both drew back momentarily.

“You’re killing, or have killed, hint! No!” and the man 
walked away, quickening his steps as he went, leaving Oji 
trembling as he gazed at Chioma’s body.

The question which many people asked afterwards was how 
it had come about that Oji, the silent child, should have been 
responsible for what happened.
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War

TO A FRIEND MADE AND LOST IN WAR

Ossie 0. Enekwe
To a Friend Made and Lost in

God had saved you 
at Ihiala, Ozubulu 
and Eluama where you lay 
on the tracks of enemy guns. 
But a hungry driver 
and a tired truck 
hauled you into a ditch 
in a thick bush.
Blood oozed from your nose, 
mouth and ears;
and at a village hospital 
where they nursed you, 
“God may get tired 
of saving me,” you said 
to me, a smile on your lips.

Two days later, 
Soviet bomber rockets 
burst your belly 
and tore your intestine 
on the white sheet 
of the hospital bed. 
Slowly your life spread 
purple about you. 
They bore you weeping 
to another place 
and tried to stitch you,

But you had too many holes. 

So you died among strangers. 
We could not find you.
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We could not have 
dug you out for a better pit.
We only wanted to identify your portion 
and stand over you awhile.
at least to prove to you 
that you had friends.

We came too late to the morgue, 
and too late to see you buried. 
We could not tell 
from the many mounds 
which was yours, 
since the grave diggers 
had left for the weekend, 
after a tiring week.
They must have let you drop 
like cargo in the hold of a ship. 
We could tell how tired 
they must have been 
from the half-covered pits.
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TO AN OBSCURANTIST POET

Chinweizu
Four Poems

Self-struck
Cloud headed poet:
What is all this
Mental calisthenics on the page?

And poetry is not mental indigestion.

“And God said, Let there be light: 
and there was light.”

Who strains to understand that?
And is it not
Of the enduring best?

0 maker of contorted aridities
Bring memorable speech
Back to our tongues

For poetry is not mental indigestion.

And why these barren
Artistic austerities
That take the vigor out of the manner
The heart out of the matter
And leave a lean frame
Of limping obscurities?

And poetry is not mental indigestion.
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THEY DO NOT LIKE ANGER

the chasm of

They like their loves tame and tepid
like weak tea sipped from heiripn ate'y and sedate, 
porch in the mild hour of sunset- c'1‘na on a penthouse

They do not like anger:
----------understandably.
It upsets the table, sets the wineglasses jumping, 

fingers poking into eyes, shouts reverberating across 
a quarrel, insults flying out from cravats, venom 
shooting from foaming hearts 
in tailcoats and tophats.

They do not like anger:
--------- understandably.

They do not like passion:
--------- understandably.

and thereafter forget their p|a“ ® ,te sons of ‘ makes 
their only daughter dash out a~ nd get UPP'^’ ■„ 
blinding rain and lashing storm t??S dense woods „.e nigger. 

They do not like passion: ’to run off with some mgs
--------- understandably.

They do not like disorder:
--------- understandably.
It rips televised bullets into quiet suburb couches and, 

during a general strike, it conjures off taxis from 
impatient streets, strands elegant travellers in airp° 
waiting-rooms, dirties their collars with sweat; it 
makes a stinking mess of things, delays transaction5' 
swindles, deals, wipes out securities, and brings ants 
and dust clambering over the beams of decaying e5ta

They do not like disorder:
--------- understandably.
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They like their order, calm as gravestones, under which 
maggots burrow and devour the eyes of living cadavers;

And their grief 
shoots a drop of anger 
from my heart.

I
I

I |
! |

They like their equanimity in ghost-rooms of papers, banknotes, 
bills of lading, where anger is referred to lawyers for 
vengeance by due process and proper smiles.

But what do we care for their order
their equanimity
their law
their castrated clinical passions
their money-hedged loves

we who own nothing 
and ever shall own nothing 
except our stinking bones 
and perhaps not even that? 
For poverty is our cold suit, 
a skin we cannot shed or cleanse; 
poverty is our coffin 
that refuses to be nailed shut, 
a pain no anesthetic can blot out, 
not even death.
We do not need to raise our heads to see 
those hungry ghosts 
weeping with the winds, 
howling from the far side of the grave 
where agonies of old hungers that buried them 
still machinegun their bellies.
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NERUDA’S BOOKS

TO THE ACCLAIMED MASTER OF EMPTY CRAFT

h

Bum all his books;
Cut off all tongues that speak up for life;
Sew up all lips . . .

But all shall be in vain.
His words can’t be entombed:
They are the rain, the sun, and the wind
That worm a wide pass
From a granite mountain.

Ask the Inquisition.

I’ve read all the rave reviews.
They say no other poet 
Ever wrote so well so young. 
Which is sadly true.
You write so well about nothing-’
I do hope when you’ve lived a little 
You 11 still write so very well 
But about something.
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Anele 0. Ebizie
Death At Dawn

and
and

• was going to die the next day! It was not just a suspicion or 
a fearful probability but a confirmed and unalterable fact. And 
there was nothing I could do about it.

My mind was a medley of flitting and confusing recollections. 
Out of these, one swam into clarity for some seconds. A musty 
room with guttering candles reeking with cheap incense and the 
huge bearded Aladura prophet whose presence dominated the 
small room. It had been in my more adventurous early teens 
and I had gone at the instigation of a friend to ask the Aladura 
if he could tell me the exact day I would die. Right then I 
fancied I was hearing his rumbling reply, “You shall know, my 
son, you shall know ...”

And it seemed my wish had been granted, in fact more than 
granted for I knew the exact hour and minute.

I was to be executed by a firing squad for armed robbery!
Unless-unless what? Last minute pardon by the governor? I 

Eave a sick laugh at that. I had once prided myself on being an 
optimist and you can’t remain an optimist to the last minute in 
your death cell. What more my Dad had “seen” every sort of 
Person that was supposed to be “seen” and petitions had been 
written to practically every official in the country by ever^ 
conceivable type of individual or group on my behalf. Bu nox 
this was the last night. Or was it already dawn? I con 
Pacing round my narrow windowless cell with its PerP • 
burning electric bulb. All sorts of wild fancies an ,er. 
flitted through my brain-there was nothing I di military 
an earthquake to crumble the confining walls, ano outer 
takeover, a third world war, even rescue by eir!® t more 
sPace! As my imagination mounted my paci circles,
agitated until I was practically running round in then
Panting heavily I came to a sudden stop nea 
with a low half moan half cry I threw myse for I pushed and

I think I must have gone completely er screaming 
shook and kicked the door, all ® pounding 
screaming. Then I dashed at each wall in
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reverhplnf’j screams rising higher until the ecta 
,v„r„ nCra ed tilling rite room as if a thousand tortured demon 
were there with me yelling out their agony.
ti lcn “rierly spent I collapsed on the only piece of fumitun 
wh 6 "i cned helplessly and hopelessly. I cried as 1 used to cry 
anc WaS smad> calling on my mother, father and departed 
t C'’S,ors' ' cried and cried until I could cry no more and the 

qS ned UP of their own accord.
n a Sl|dden whim I knelt down on the cracked cement floor 

to tlS,d Paying. I prayed as I had never prayed before, first
, benevolent God I had been taught about in Sunday 

s. 00 ' ri'en to the native gods of my people. The gods of the 
themmnand rivers> the bushes and the market places. I called on 

a making wild appeals and promises.
feelinOtrUp s,ow,y and sat down on the bench again. I started 
and "h °r the first (ime the pains from my self-inflicted bruja

I V bras.’°ns- ' ,ooked at my fingers and they were all bloody, 
about h stra"Sely calmer and calmer. “Why not be philosopher!

Snatr'|C w ’°le thing,” I told myself. . n
valiant n,',!S S,lal<espeare went through my mind . • • 
should fn er taste death but once . . . most strange ,ia 
'''Hl come ” Seeing tIlat death, a necessary end will come wi

never in a°U!d not help thinking bitterly that Shakespeare 
minutes Pnre a.'vaiting execution within the next few hou

1 tried tn a,cr™Q116 did not commit. .
if * dashed ,5heck *he resurging bitterness and resentment. E 
Up my nime?/se f against ,he floor, I reasoned, or even chewrf 
dawn? would that prevent my being shot stone dea

if'I-had-known. Sa,n’e 1 cou,d not check the rising flood of 
dlsPassionatl.|" , placed my head in my hands and ® 
that had bronaht 1 COuld’ lried to trace the course of events

Actually th? ™e ,° my pres“t predicament.
^le fact that I h dTdeath I faced could be attributed to 
One fateful niphA raken an Unfair share of the tea at table on 
11P very late thnt ca CW n?°,nt^s a&°- Consequently I'd had to got 
2° and ernotv mv rat,ler early the next morning to
W back to tte bladder- " was while I was on my

use (our toilet being detached from the main
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house) that I realised something was up. There were some voices 
giving commands in guttural tones that I knew did not belong 
to any of the other tenants. I stepped back from the door which 
I had just been about to open and peered cautiously through a 
crack in it. From the dim moonlight filtering in through some 
now open windows I could make out some masked figures 
rummaging through boxes and wardrobes while two stood guard 
over the rest of the occupants of the hall who were all lying face 
down in the centre of the room.

I withdrew further into the shadows to do some swift 
flunking. I discarded the idea of going to wake up people in 
other houses because I felt that would just be making them 
cannon fodder for the robbers-it being an age when honest 
men are prohibited from carrying any weapons for self defence. 
The nearest police station was up to half a mile away. I knew 
everything would certainly have been over before I reached 
there. I took another quick peep and saw one of the robbers 
striding towards the door, quickly I faded into shadows again as 
he threw the door fully open and looked around.

I knew time was running out and I continued racking my 
brain. Then I had it: the idea that came to me did not seem 
strange or foolhardy at that time—a quixotic disposition 
brought about by reading one thriller too many, I can assure 
You, can make one do a lot of foolhardy things. Well, having 
just finished reading ‘Teach Yourself Self-Defence,’ I reasoned 
that I could adequately tackle the last man out as they lett ana 
then putting on his dress I would follow them into t leirv®c’ 
and then follow them to their hideout. As I elabora e 
plan I gave myself a mental pat on the back, nc 
hideout I would either “stick them up in c'asslcal y ', „ 
then tie them up or sneak away from there and go and reveal a* 
to the police. Then would come the kudos, my■ p’ d b n
Perhaps. Better still 1 could imagine myself^urrounde^ y^ 
adoring audience of girls while spinning
casual way. riot when tl

My imagination had already start , hope(j the last 
came trooping out, all six of them. A ---- „„
carrying out a sort of rear guard ac i 
distance behind the others. As he ur 
leapt on him.

to run

and was quite so. 
to dash after them .
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sped

i

The hold J got on him was what the self defence book called 
a half-Nelson” and was supposed to have the victim helpless. 
But either I had it all wrong or the book was wrong becausemy 
victim with an angry oath was already freeing himself. Luckily 
(or unluckily) for me we both tripped and as we fell his head hit 
the edge of a step with a crack and he went limp. 1 looked up 
but the others had already turned a corner. Quickly 1 stripped 
him and hastily put on his none too clean dress, collected he 
gun and tied on his more grimy cloth mask on my face then I 
dashed off after the others.

I made my way into the darkest corner of the vehicle, whic 
I guessed was a Ford Transit van, with a wildly beating he 
No particular attention had been paid to me so far apart from * 
cursory ‘Na wetin hold you’ when I had first caught up witj 
them. That might be attributed to the fact that the victimsf 
started shouting and an almost panicky rush had been made! 
the getaway vehicle with a few shots fired into the air forgow 
measure.

The vehicle sped on through the predawn st]H'ie,ss' 
bngands were jabbering away in high spirits and I hst 
carefully and soon made out our destination and all th 
aliases.

Treble started brewing when the name ‘Bolinlcana'« 
sTn °HCd and then ea"ed severaI ^es before I realisedII« 
uppo^d t0 be .BoIinkana , Two of them started cor-

I T en,d °f the van with a torch.1 tensed and then slowly started getting up. However a shout 
me from the driver followed by a screech of shredding rubber 

Sings that’sm hard Th re was a crash into soM
spl nterin‘wood m '*e d™ms followed by the sound ° 
the sound8 o7°t^khn" aJ°mP,etC StOP- Si'enCe 
firing broke out outside reigned for a few sec0 dS 
myself flat^theX'^^ ‘he ^ng as well but I threw  
ambush and that my trouh . e Van’1 guessed it must be a P 
wrong I was! es were about to be over. But h I

The firing, interspersed hv j I
after several minutes. I crenr5. screams and curses petered 0 
out. Two of my companionsth/ door and cautiously peepw 

a few minutes back had made it
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only as far as the edge of the bushes. Further up the road I 
could make out another two surrounded by uniformed men. 
One must have got away.

I jumped down from the van and started walking towards the 
group with hands stuck deep into my pockets whistling softly. I 
was still some yards from them when a warning shout came 
from somewhere to my right. All the men spun around in my 
direction and for one brief moment stood perfectly still.

I raised one hand casually, “No need to fear, officers, I am 
not....” I stopped abruptly. It was my turn to be petrified as 
one of the uniformed men raised his rifle and cocked it. There 
was only a dull click, as recovering, I threw myself on the 
ground.

“Now don’t be a dommed fool,” I shouted almost angrily as 
another, now with rifle butt upraised charged at me.

“Oh, no, don’t, please, for heavens sake I am not one of 
them!” I shouted desperately raising my hands to ward off the 
descending blow. But it was quite a futile effort because the 
next moment my head seemed to split into bits; there was a 
Hash of deepest red dissolving into kaleidoscopic patterns then 
terminating in an impenetrable blackness.

When I came around I thought I was in hell, but as awareness 
returned fully I realised it was a sort of cell of indescribable 
filth. In fact, despite the tendency of my mind to push into its 
deeper recesses the horrors of those first three days in custody, 
yet I cannot forget the ‘special treatment’ I got. I gathered one 
of the policemen had died during the ambush so what I was 
subjected to by his colleagues would have left some thir 
degree’ experts green with envy. On the few occasions I trie o 
tell my story I either got back handers or boots to t e ace 
depending on which was nearer to which. Though thoroughly 
miserable by then I didn’t have any doubts about my re: 
nnrp I tniv tn nnv ‘reasonable’ person or at tnonce I could talk to any ‘reasonable’ person 
when I presented my case in court. b_„r:ne

My Dad had traced me by the third day. < r 
story he went off saying he was going o s 
concerned and I would be out in a Ji y. . ed , 
however I only got transferred to a rool?f , t« pirsJ 
meals a day and no more third degree t0
anxiety as he told me he would have to g
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free byd‘feein«’e !aWyer they had- ^at he could not get 

he had, for examnle ew?S re serious considering tl 
university just bv ■’ T??® cd me a scholarship to a torsi 

The lawyer h ,S he peop,e concerned.
confidence Thn . 8,Ot tli°UBh gave me back some of m 
story was “net e. ‘ K to d me initial,y that his belief of tn. 
simple or»A 1Cr lere nor ^iere> he assured me my case was. 
enj"nerated iSenX0’1'” W°"

(not to^0 rt0 know ,us name but 1 ca,,ed him Baldie chaP,m 
ChanJin>!?S lace^ because of his almost egg bald head and 
ihembe ' lke moustache. In court, though, he was referred toby 
positjo dle tr‘bUI1al as “learned eminent counsel,” with the 
and ern-S tke *wo adjectives varied on occasions. How learned 
aPPro’r>,nent he was ordy struck home when I gathered that for 
PoundXlma'e'y every time he opened his mouth it cost us a 
"'as'2Cr,tile tlret session though Chaplin must have realisedhe 
and <|0, ® outside his usual metier: witnesses for the defence
f<a^ were not needed by the tribunal and
niouti ate,y or unfortunately he was not allowed to open his 
When | n’uch- I could actually gather the drift of things from 
honor n stoPPed addressing the panel as “esteemed and most 
first d e members of the tribunal.” Their spokesman in tom 
Was „froppeti eminent then learned and by the third session he 
no |a(Ven six months for contempt of court. At the fifth session 
hfum Vy!r Was allowed to come and represent me again. My 
barred3 m t,le children also either could not be present or were 
but / P)ad tried unsuccessfully to smile reassuringly at me. 
b°Pele SUppose he knew that I knew the case was getting 
^’ih t|M H°w hopeless I didn’t guess until the session started 
force le. s,xth member of the tribunal, an officer in one of the

, us addressed me directly.
“y !ere you bom?” he demanded. I answered him, startled.
I °u don steal before?”
“uphed m the negative, my heart starting to beat faster.

erstwi°7 you come follow thcse Pe°P,e’” indicating my 
stay?’. ,e cornpanions, “go steal for the place where you dey

1 started retelling my story for about the twentieth time but I
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I
II only got out the first sentence before he jumped up from his 

I seat.
• “Quiet!,” he roared, “the car where you begin enter, na your 

mama car?”
“1 don’t see how its being my ...” I started almost angrily.
“Quiet!” he shouted again, “you no know say many days na 

for thief one day na for owner.”
“Hear, hear,” I muttered, still capable of some dark humour.

i By now he had thrust his face a foot or so from mine. “You 
think say,” he continued sneeringly, “all this money where your 
papa they take call bukuru lawyer and ride different kind motor 
we know no where he get am?”

I don’t know why, it must have been the strain, but I 
| suddenly laughed. He drew back his swagger stick and hit me 
. across the face.

"You be shot!” he pronounced and went back to his seat.

* * * *
I lifted up my head at the sound of approaching footsteps, 

j y hopes soared momentarily, maybe something had 
nappened-a reprieve maybe. But it was only the officer in 
charge coming to ask me what I would like for my last 
rcakfast. At this I broke down again. I pleaded incoherently 

"dh him to spare me. I went on my knees and clung to his legs.
Oh, officer wetin I don do, you no say I no fit steal, oh you 

say make day shoot me!” I cried in absolute agony as the guards 
ragged me away from his legs.

, “Chai, officer just look at me, look at me you say make dey 
kill me!”

He was quite a young man, he stood irresolutely l,1®n e 
abruptly. As the rest of the guards left I saw through i 
that dawn was fast approaching! . the door

My tears abated after some time. I sat staring acock 
through which they would come for me. In the is • crjec| 
crowed. I put my head on my drawn up n 
brokenly, despairingly. . . octaves. “Oh

Why should I die?” I shouted in _,ncreas! ®ave I done to 
Cod, what have I done to deserve this, w
you!”
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To d'^e questions echoed and re-echoed unanswered.
the w ''al this particular time when I had the best prospects 
watchinr d? So I would never again enjoy the everyday thin, 
^r,er>ds ® ^he sunset in the evenings, going swimming wi 
u,’e cou '’.the river- a stroll in the moonlight or even the scent, 
o ’at of ‘ryside at ter the first downpour of the rainy seasoi 

ly son , tortures my family must be undergoing at losing® 
ra®[ ‘'tro, 1 bought of the baby. So I wouldn’t be able t o can) 
»UHtUre the Barden and the fields sharing her absolute 

hl' th* of a flower or a butterfly, clapping her 
'vhends wi‘h glee. Or the smile that always lit t‘P 'crb .

went to carry her out oi the bed in
■ I' y°uld she know she wouldn’t be seeing ig r 

'vas
I gently calm when they finally «me forme 

'Vj?, evhejjj as bent on not affording the crowd aI P ^eW 
‘t. My resolutions were nearly upset (e

8r°und by the conversation of the

S? •• «««■« ““"S;
’kjJ H ttvi nd their Children to lead armed gangs and g

’-It W'1 - s'’* 
», 'Vsh.’h "'hy ” 1 you tell them so and spare me this (k say 

\ V^hter °ne of them laughed nastily, ‘ y°u y Qyasx'V'•'< ati,i °Ur motor make you help police cate
5ir!'ht 15y?U 80 die- Na °nly you life dey sweet.

■>, n already at the execution ground. I fa)tere,d 
Saw the thousands who had come to watch 
motion was terrible; at the sight of us they start 
°ur blood.

-uuidad ‘° c,ub a way through the milling crow 
l,'d get to the stakes. The three of us had so fa 
l,ye|y calm and the crowd was already getting 

qy'hn rh? ,aek °r °utbursts. The pressmen '*ere 
g a field day, photographing from every angle.
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Have you anything to say,” one of them came up to me. I 
started because I knew him quite well. My hopes started 
nsing-maybe they were planning something for me-a last 
minute rescue bid maybe.

Don’t be afraid,” he added under his breath and went on to 
the others.

They started tying me up. For the first time I looked fully 
around me: To my left was the V.I.P. stand roofed over with 
palm fronds, containing top brass, pot bellied business men and 
bewigged ladies in lace with rings sparkling on all ten fingers. 
Some yards in front some six soldiers stood at ease with their 
rifles. A path was being cleared through the crowd again and I 
could make out two figures in white approaching. The priests 
had arrived!

The tension was building up unbearably. Already the person 
on my right had started shouting his innocence denouncing 
everybody from the administrator down.

Tire priests were taking their time with each person. The sun 
was getting higher and the crowd wilder. My two partners were 
both crying now and shouting their innocence. An army officer 
had arrived and the soldiers were taking up kneeling positions. 
To my left even the V.I.P.s had jumped up from their padded 
seats to join in the frenzied shouts of “shoot, shoot.” I felt an 
uncontrollable desire to join in and start yelling anything but I 
held myself in check.

“Repent of your sins.” „
“But Reverend you know I am completely innocent, I said 

painfully a lump rising in my throat. .
“Only God knows,” I continued desperately as he appeare 

to be listening. “Okay, ask this man,” I added on impu s 
indicating the man on my left. , .

“Yes he no be one of us oh, make una no shoot am o .. • 
no be one of us-. O . . . o, Oh Chey, God forgive d

“You will not die, my son,” the Reverend said quietly 
the two left. , ... „„pn as they

“I won’t die,” I clung to the words e m’en who were 
went towards the V.I.P. stand and not to
about to shoot me. . . |ooVed up and“Firing positions take!” shouted the officer. I loo*
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gasped. I suppose my imagination must have become qui 
overwrought because the faces of the soldiers under tin 
helmets had some resemblances to those of some of my dos 
friends at school. And the officer, dammit! He looked exact! 
like my Mathematics Master and he appeared to be smiling!

“Fire!”
I didn’t feel any pains at all, only the sound filled my ears 

but slowly I pitched forward free of the ropes that held me...
“Aha, please stop I’ll be getting off here!” He got out and 

banged the door. “Thanks for the lift.”
“No, I never told you it was a free lift, but hold it man, I 

couldn’t restrain myself, “what happened next?”
He stuck his head through the window smiling broadly. 

“Well, let’s strike a deal, you agree it was a free lift and then HI 
tell how at the last...” he paused, “well, is it a deal?”

I swallowed hard. Five shillings or my insatiable curiosity. 1 
closed my eyes.

“Okay, I give in, what happened.
“Nothing so dramatic really,” he paused again and carefully 

drew his head out of the window, “when I opened my eyes'1 
was dark all around me. I was perspiring all over and felt one or 
two bruises at my hip where I had hit the floor. You see," I" 
added stepping back, “My bed is quite a high one!’ ’

“Bye ” he continued blandly as I engaged the car in gejr- 
“make sure you don’t have a dream as nasty as that tonight-’

“I just hope that next time it will be the real thing for you- 
I spat out through clenched jaws before I drove off.
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FLYING

-
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I
I

Chinua Achebe
Flying

by different adjustments 
of vision I caused the clouds 
to float over a stilled 
landscape over towers and masts 
and smoke-plumed chimneys 
or turned the very earth unleashed 
from itself a roaming fugitive 
beneath a constant sky

something in altitude 
kindles power-thirst; mere 
horse-height suffices 
the emir bestowing off 
prodigious folds of a rich 
turban onto crawling peasants 
in the dust rare imperceptible 
nods wrapped in princely boredom

1 too have known 
a parching of that primordial 
palate, an urging to reflex 
life of a long recessive 
appetite. Though strapped 
and manacled that day 
I commanded from pinnacle 
of a three-tiered world 
a peephole fit for a proud 
deranged god; a magic rug of rushing 
clouds rubbed its white softness 
like practised houri fingers 
on my sole and through filters 
of its gauzy fabric revealed the wonders 
of a metropolis magicstruck to fairyland proportions
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exhausted 
returned again to rest on that puny 
legend of the lifejacket stowed 
away quite forgotten under our seat. ■ ■

then a sudden brightness came 
over the world a rare winter’s 
smile it was and printed on my cloud 
carpet a black cross set in an orb 
of rainbows. To that splendid 
nativity who came—who should come- 
but grey unsporting Reason faithless 
offering a bald refractory name? 
But oh, what beauty! what 
speed! a phantom chariot 
in panic flight from our royal 
proclamation of the rites 
of day! And riding out our phantasy 
that day we slaked a huge-grown 
vestigial greed poison-barbed 
by ages of dormancy till the eyes

now I think I know 
why gods are so partial 
to mountains and spires, to proud 
iroko trees and thorn-guarded 
holy bombax, why petty household 
divinities will sooner perch 
precariously on rude boards 
strung from brittle rafters of thatched 
huts than sit squarely 
on safe earth.
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WHEN WILL.HE EVER LEARN?

THE TRANSFORMATION

I

Ijeanyi Menkiti.
Three Poems

Perhaps I should close my eyes 
like a good lad.

Will the gentleman next door 
draw down his shutters 
before commencing to kiss 
and et cetera his wife?
Will he?

And now they talk of their new morality 
and of the positive assertion of drives 
but give no credit to the savages. 
Have we not invented lechery?

Europe indeed is changing
America following fast behind—

When all of us shall become confirmed lechers, 
the black and the white together, 
one riffraff of passion.

Europeans with their civilization; 
Africans confirmed in lechery, 
lacking civilization.
Then came Freud and said

“Fellow Europeans, copulation 
might not be that bad after all.”
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THE DRUNKEN PRIEST

Flower of the Church 
triumphant in Africa 
thriving on alcohol
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Ezekiel Mphahlele

From the Black American World

c

It should not be amiss to start this series with my impressions 
of the general situation of the black American. Although 
Afro-American intellectuals have tried since the turn of the 
century to reach out to Africa, there is little evidence that 
independent Africa has had either the energy or the 
psychological need to come across, to study the Afro-American. 
Blacks in this country have of course tried to project themselves 
outward because they have felt a desperate need to compensate 
for their own situation of loss. Africans cherish an ancient 
cultural heritage on their own soil, whereas the blacks here have 
always been searching for a base. In order to assert a genuine 
and credible claim to American citizenship and civil rights they 
had at the same time to ruthlessly break off from their African 
origins. Either way they were going to pay a heavy price.

As the educational systems in independent Africa become 
progressively freed from the English tradition, and as the 
English syllabus in turn breaks out of its Oxbridge shackles, one 
hopes that the history and literature of the Afro-American wi 
be studied more systematically. Why especially so? Because 
reckon if Africans can cultivate a special interest in, say, ie 
British constitutional history or any other aspect of European 
history, I do not see why they cannot interest themse ves’ ■ 
African diaspora. There is such a thing as a 
consciousness which readily links up in the European dW 
at a certain level that is spiritually meaningful to tne 
Why should it not be the case in the black world. and

More exactly, why should the dialogue no p of
deepen? In 1788 Paul Cuffee, together . a sc]1eme 
Afro-Americans of Newport, Rhode Island, p emigration 
to the Free African Society of Philadelp ua sjerra Leoy' 
of blacks to Africa. He managed to carry a Am'
The scheme inspired the fo[rna,tl°|n,_ sending free 
Colonization Society in 1817, d®dica 5 rican leaders b 
to Liberia. After the Civil War. Afro- d> they set 
oppose this back-to-Africa movemen
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I create links with Africa through education, religious and othei 
bodies.

Then there was W.E. Burghardt DuBois who died in Ghana 2! 
90 while he was working on the Encyclopaedia Afncana. The 
late Dr. Ralph Bunch of the United Nations studied in logo and 
Cameroun. The Pan-Negro conferences of Lond°n,a"n 
with which DuBois was to be actively associated-1VW, 
i919 ,19231 1927-were> further 
understand Africa more. The NAACP (Nation" s 
the Advancement for Colored People) finance 
congress and backed the two subsequent ,ones'. lonjaj an(j 
NAACP helped sharpen the black American s an 
Pan-African sensibilities. Through the Association 
of Negro Life and History, Carter Woodson, the prou(j’ofto 
the Afro-American to interest himself in and
African origins. 33 (he NAACP

When, during the depression years, -pan domestic
concentrated its attention on the AfrO'A*11^ ^ouncj|oi
struggle, the main leadership fell in the hands o bass singer,
African Affairs, led by Paul Robeson, 
and DuBois, among others. Then there was 1920s.
Garvey’s back-to-Africa movement of the ' r|ietonc 
Although his mission was bound to fail, his Pers^ „eneral anJ 
of black pride advanced the interest in Africa 1 . moreai«l 
black nationalism in particular. Harlem was becom between 
more conscious of itself as an ethnic entity P°' affi|jati®- 
America and Africa, not daring to undermine eitn 
The name “African” became more commonly accep 
“Negro” for churches and other organizations. Edwa 
inaugural speech as president of Liberia College O ’ org3, 
was printed in 1920 and distributed in Harlem. V ’-ffairs 
of the NAACP, devoted so much space to Afnca 
between 1911 and 1945 that the educated Afro-America 
more about the geography, history and the art of Atnc 
the average educated white man. j|(ja

The now defunct American Society of African Culture o 
lot to inform black Americans about Africa. AMSAC 
affiliate of the Paris-based Society of African Culture. (Prese> 
Africaine)

Individual civil rights leaders like the late Malcolm X, J31"'’
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nuHtri'es^n eac"’™ US!C\anS and writers have visited African 
Z olorie Uy deen'Vu there must have been something 
h™ if they were viA ” curiositV. a feeling they would not 
Baldwin expresses vividly^noth1 °J- ‘he Whltef *Orld- James 
with Africa. In 1961 h " dimension of the encounter 
mnifmnhted hie 01 be Vlsited Israel, from where he 
somehow he rennrtnned V'Sd t0 Africa. He knew in his bones 
nlavine it’mv own S’ Wbat awaited him. He was afraid. “I am 
to be able to drp Wa?’ ed®‘nB myself into it: it would be nice 
wilf not beable tn u °U' Africa’ but °nce 1 have been there 1 
black Americans di/163"1 anymore-” Baldwin contended that 
b carne idenXn ?°‘ identify with Africa until the latter 
true in the light *flth P°wer- This is of course only partly 
degrees of idemifir?r What 1 have Just said about the varying 
there are mm. Icatlon since the turn of the century. Certainly 
concern about Ar"d m°re hlack Americans who are showing 
_■ them ■. ir ni?a todaV: the independence of African states 
Alm e Se pnde they never experienced in colonial times.

■ in „Upport fhe Africans living under the heel of white 
r(1 a Dh .lern Africa. Dockworkers recently refused to 

offload Rhodesian chrome on the east coast.
am talking here primarily about black Americans who are 

“t sharply aware of Africa because they can read and write 
about Africa or because, as workers, they can be influenced and 
uiformed by the committed and enlightened. Time will tell how 
far on the vertical, horizontal and time scales this desire to 
reach out to Africa will gO; how Africa will respond outside of 
protocol; what the imperatives and actualities will turn out to 
be in the game of getting to know one another across me 
Atlantic. The black worlds do not really know each other 
Come to think of it, how much do we Africans ourselves kn 
one another? The Pan-African attitude towards South*m jn
so far amounts to a mere gesture: African leaders q-
Addis Ababa do not really know the Southern Afn e 
white. Because independent Africa does not yet pp 
importance of mass media and the c'assr° t|ie contii 
vehicles of information about one another acr fullj 
We wait till the student is in university*
specialize in African affairs. . It speaks with man.

But back to the black American world.
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and diverse voices. And yet when any leader speaks for his 
organization you feel he makes sense. On the other hand, put 
these views together and you are bewildered by contradictions. 
People will tell you that the Southern Christian Leadership 
Conference, under the influence of the late Martin Luther 
King’s non-violence politics is working at grassroots (in the 
non-pejorative sense in which we use the term in Africa); that it 
is changing the traditional image of the church as a custodian of 
a subservient doctrine; that the movement needs to address 
itself to the basic wants of the people—bread, decent shelter, 
schooling, the vote. Then up comes the Black Panther. It te s 
the people they will have to shoot their way to freedom an 
wrench justice from the whites. The police clamp heavily down 
on the movement, and some of its leaders flee abroad. e 
Huey Newton, one of the Panther’s top leaders, makes 
dramatic about turn and tells the people that they should go 
church; he regrets his organization’s mistake of rejecting 
basic institutions of the community. Now Panthers are o 
found working in community projects. j

The Black Muslims want out. They want their own a • 
carved out somewhere out of the American south. A P 
where the blacks, presumably with a Muslim bias, can live , 
develop their own economic, political and other institu ti 
When they speak to black problems and black pride the Musw 
make sense. When they say whites should give them m°n •' 
establish a black state in America, one wonders . ■ • when , 
are used to seeing vendors of religious pamphlets-those auste 
and severe clothes, those agonized faces they wear or m 
conventional smile, those god-stricken eyes-and you see » 
ostentatious slick suits Muslims wear who sell Muhanrn120’ 
literature, you wonder... But you also get the message. « 
outward trappings of economic independence the Mush® 
preach. But prosperity for whom’ How do they reconcile 
individual ambition with communal goals’ There is 
austere about Elijah Muhammad or L „;oht boxer Muhammad Ali, who has a Cadilla° XZ -v Ford 
cars, and now a sports car worth $22 000 KoyC ’

The African People’s Congress'have 
declared themselves an “African Republic*”th ACP whose 
organ The Crisis was edited by W.E.B. DubIXts early days.
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Iwas founded in 1910. It contested bills which Southern whites 

were introducing into Congress to suppress the blacks. It 
investigated lynchings and recorded them for publicity. Soon it 
was evident that the NAACP could not take in the problems of 
housing, employment, industrial education, family welfare. The 
National League on Urban Conditions Among Negroes (now 
simply called the Urban League) emerged, which brought 
together existing bodies concerned with urban problems. 
Agitation was to be the NAACP’s way, and persuasion the 
Urban League’s, which utilized white philanthropy. Because of 
its basic humanitarian appeal, whites were readier to support it 
materially. The NAACP, for its part, moved into the arena of 
constitutional rights, wresting what legal rights for blacks it 
could through one court case or commission after another. This 
and publicity remain its main functions. Given the historical 
and present-day realities, NAACP and Urban League make 
sense, although those who call themselves militants consider 
them outdated, too dependent on the Establishment, too 
committed to integration, too middle-class in attitude, to be 
revolutionary.

The Congress of Racial Equality recently reformulated its 
goals and declared it was for separation between black and 
white in practically every sphere of life. There has been ^the
—vi JL11UU1 Uliamg uj a invmv.. w. — — -o-

Federal government, the custodian of the right to equal 
mitres for education, has had to 
that do not want school busing.

and the Federal 
--------  Some whites resent fevtciiiiiiciii sick.ch one as an wow..—.

school busing because their children have to si nex 
“nigger”; because if their children are bussed to another school 
to balance up numbers, the pupils do not return om 
afternoon; some whites resent it for the ^m<= reasons but try. 
make it appear as if they were concerne or presi<je

all round. He proposed a petty sum of money

for separation between black and

controversy of school busing as a method of desegregation. The 
ederal government, the custodian of the right to equal 

education and equal opportunities for education, has had to 
cope with intransigent states that do not want school busing. 
The dishonesty and half-truths and lies that whip around 
between white spokesmen and the electorate and the Federal 
government sicken one as an observer. Son— .....

— « fl
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and

bureaucrats 
was and damn 
macks and 
Purports to  
own blueprints.

Afro-Ameri< 
integration and 
integration and

vote for these improvements.
Some black people argue that school busing is the only way 

..u are ever going to confront the suburban white with i 
uation he can no longer delay-that of having his child 
rown into the company of blacks: a real exercise in 

co-existence. They also argue that social ideas always outstrip 
ac uahties, so it is going to be a long time before the 
governments put money into the improvement of ghetto 
schools, if even they do get round to doing it one day. 
Meantime, is the black child to be subjected to such degrading 
schooling conditions that are his lot today? As people take so 
long to change their attitudes, you’ve got to legislate at least to 
?fev.ent them fr°m discriminating against other people. Some 
blacks again regret that although children should be bused to 
better schools, it does not answer the questions: What kind of 
white teachers are they going to? How is the child to outlive the 
content of education that glorifies the white mans 
interpretation of society? In 1971 the first Black Peoples 
k-onvention of its kind that met in Gary, Indiana, decided 
aFa,.nst ,bl,sin& Among other things the feeling was that the 

0 who remains in a black neighbourhood school is at least 
hl? vted against a hostile white environment out there: that 
th/K ,communities should rather work toward impromg 

mselves, consolidating local power so that the schools*® 
n’eveXn. *heir ethnic aspirations, than lose the child to the 
clear ■ zone that is controlled by whites. What is quite 
painful? finaI analysis is that at no point in this whole 
sought ti te does one get the feeling that the government ever 
desegrenar? eonsensus of black opinion on the issue of 
against school ln tile . beginning. The Supreme Court ruled 
u-- segregation in 1954, and that was enough for the

and autocrats. They knew what the letter of the la* 
mn the spirit of it. They knew what to do for the 
kno? uead with busing. The Nixon group also 

w w"at is good for the blacks and whips out its 
.Integration, and separation. Lerone Bennett Jr., the 

' semr? d°es not see fbe choice between 
itsanrith°n as relevar,t at this time. That is.

antnhesis at the national level. He wrote in
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be achieved b
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_______ ■ w‘t*lin L

• which acknowledges pluralism,
’ .... PenaliseStill L.~ —
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i

Ebony (Aug. 1970): “The proposition is liberation by any 
means necessary. Not liberation by any means except violence 
or non-violence; not liberation in this place and no 
other... not liberation by any means except integration, or 
liberation by any means except separation.” Bennett observed 
that most people confuse desegregation and integration, 
integration and assimilation, segregation and separation. These 
words, he said, were generally used in terms of the interests and 
assumptions of white people. You integrated with whites, you 
assimilated white values, you did these in the presence of 
whites. The standard of reference is white.

Contrary to the popular notion that integration means the 
elimination of blackness, Bennett stressed that although 
integration may or may not lead to assimilation, assimilation 
did not necessarily mean the disappearance of a minority. “If 
the minority represents a larger majority (i.e. the world, which 
is much larger than the white population) and if it is the soil of 
a seed vital to the movement of the world, then assimilation can 
mean the disappearance of a majority in a particular area.” 
Liberationists, he said, recognize that blacks must assimilate and 
not be assimilated, “not because they are blacks but because 
they stand as witnesses for man and representations of the 
majority of the peoples of the world.” Integration is not 
disappearance, Bennett further explained, nor does it 
necessarily have to bring people physically together. 
Desegregation is not integration, but a prerequisite for it. 
Integration, correctly used, is more than “doing with an 
“being in the presence of”; it is being with and refers not to 
physical proximity but to the quality and the meaning o 
togetherness.” For integration to attain its ideal, whites 
realize that they too have to abandon their exc 
institutions and enter black ones. In other words, they must m 
prepared to lose something of their dis inc i 
Integration has to be a two-way movement. finn bu

Separation is not segregation. Y°u choose separabon^u 
segregation is forced upon you. state or separat
creating an autonomous exclus vely f existence within £ 
groups may maintain communal acknowledges pluralism, 
multi-ethnic state. In the latter, w together. Because
integration and separation can still live tog
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integration cannot be a unilateral movement of blacks into a 
white world. The decision is in the hands of whites. The onl) 
Americans so far who ever believed in integration have been 
blacks. Until the whites decide to give up their excusne 
position, Bennett insists, “blacks must organize and use eir 
group strength to wrest control of every organ,*zaj!0rl|ri,|1 
institution within its reach. Which is what the Jews, w • 
the Poles, the Italians did while blacks were trying to inw - 
Bennett quoted from a review by Robert Chrisman in 
Scholar who said that integration and separation we^(jonan(j 
emotional responses to white oppression: “Both in egr^ 
separation are proposals for dealing wit re of 
society . . . Neither truly challenges the racist s r 
American society, instead, each accommodates i « . ton’s 
ways. White America pushed segregation during 
time and integration during the Martin Luther jatjon,” 
both for the same purpose—the control of a black p 
Both integration and separation, then, remain o jnslSt 
defined by whites. The liberationists on the other ’s pie 
that blacks should cease to be preoccupied wi 1 '/-orniation. 
white man may assist liberation “by contributing n 
sweat, arms, money, blood. But he is not free 
struggle or to define it. Finally, before blacks can in -^grate 
whites (in the healthiest sense of the word) they mus 
with themselves.” y of the

Lerone Bennett makes more sense to me than a ef j^ve. 
protagonists of traditional integration or separation e 
The dialectic is at some level tied up with cultural dua ^vC|S 
blacks are something of a nation that has at cer 31 qjnSt it. 
resisted assimilation without even organizing directly.ag anj
They have their music, their speech idioms, their spin se 
historical heritage. At the same time they are Americans, 
who go to Africa often tell me that they only realized ho' 
American they are when they came in contact with A n 
Their commitment is very American; that is, they have 0 
or lose on American soil. The power they seek can only 
defined by their Americanism. e

Always in situations of political conflict people call 0 
another names. Labels are handed out and stuck on liberal F 
Among black Americans, labels like “Uncle Tom”
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subservient nigger), “Negro,” “middle class” have become 
words of abuse, and a rhetoric of militancy. In reality it 
depends on which side of the counter you are. Like the phrase 
common man.” You could be boss at one time and place, 

selling something to the common man who comes to buy or 
solicit; at another time and place you could become a customer 
and regard yourself as the common man. The black revolution 
in this country is led by the middle class whether or not they 
like to call themselves that. Tick off the names that loom large 
on the pages of black history over the last fifty years: Marcus 
Garvey; W.E.B. DuBois; Paul Robeson; Roy Wilkins (NAACP); 
the late Whitney Young (Urban League); Stokely Carmichael 
(now in Africa); Eldridge Cleaver (now in Africa); Rap Brown; 
the late Malcolm X and Martin Luther King. All middle class. 
Tlie students who like to equate everything that is reactionary 
or that shows a sense of caution with a middle-class mind are 
themselves on the road to that status. As students, particularly 
at university, they are privileged; it is after all not everybody 
who has the money and the capacity to go to university.

Inequalities are inherent to a capitalist society. A significant 
segment of the youth in America, black and white, feel guilty o 
being children of privilege. They do well to try to jo e 
middle class out of its complacency, to demolish its v u 
system which includes respectability, title to imm°v . 
property, several inhibitions and taboos concerning s 
marital relations, obsession with one’s children s s in 
Private interests, and the let’s-do-it-together ha 1 ucu time 
parent-child relations. I think Americans spend too n 
with their children, are too solicitous of them, c want us to 
to know if their children are not bored-w/mj _th;ng lurking 
do this afternoon, honey? As if they feare s waiting to be 
there in some corner of the child’s person' oment. Indeed the 
unleashed upon the family at the first i e tramples upon 
child often does turn round as he grows . m and forages on 
his parents, fights them all the way, iur 
their affection even while he resents i . challenged. But t

These are values that need «-rewy, any more tha 
middle-class status cannot of itsel ti n a society opera . 
can be avoided, given the type of ^““^tions that such 
and the economic and political
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education sets up. On the other hand you could attain a midd 
status as a means rather than an end. Otherwise it does not s 
easy on one’s shoulders and one’s head can’t stay together.

The Uncle Tom label says less about a personality than it i 
credited with in the black American situation. It seems to® 
that an Uncle Tom should really refer to a man who is setup® 
a course that will systematically aid the oppressor in his own 
community, either for financial gain or out of a congenital sens 
of inferiority or both. Outside this category, the significance^ 
the term grows more and more relative until it is meaningless 
and merely vituperative. Think of the number of times when»< 
yield an inch here to the thrust of authority, a yard there.1 
mile here, and so on, in the often brave, often humiliating g1™1 
of survival. ,

The literature and life I shall be writing about sho» 
therefore be considered in the light of these tensions. Poets at 
dramatists in particular have consciously been striving tore10 
the tensions, to harmonize the many voices one hears on 
black front. Some of the black poets of this part of the cent i. 
speak like prophets who admonish, harangue, counsel, exh 
console, inspire self-pride and sense of survival. Others re 
and explore the black experience. The creative imaginatio 
alive to conflict and diversity, but it can also perceive org ‘ 
wholes. The artist feels beyond social realities even while 
constitute his raw material.

In the arena of social thought and debate and organ® 
are also leaders who, like the artist, perceive organic who 
Like Dick Gregory, the stage and radio humorist. P“ 1 
speaking and civil rights now claim most of his time. He" 
become a mystic too, after the fashion of Gandhi. Like all 0® 
mystics, he is full of contradictions. Gregory thinks the sys,e® 
puts people in this or that bag when in fact they are talkuW 
about the same thing: the Black Panthers, Urban Leagut' 
NAACP, Malcolm X, Martin Luther King. One organizationO" 
do without the other but the masses can’t do without either on1 
of them. He is against violence, but says non-violence should*0 
beyond the United States constitution. “Non-violence gets11110 
universal order.” He is also a vegetarian. He recently fasted11,0 
dropped in weight from 170 to 98 lbs., drinking only fr1"1
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juices and water. He fasted because he’s dedicated to 
non-violence: “You fast to create a rallying point where all the 
honest, ethical forces can gather ... You purify your body, and 
your body tunes in.” If your body is in order, he says, you can 
tune in to any message that’s negative to you. Gregory believes 
that because he is morally strong now, it will be impossible for 
anyone to kill him: “the stronger the man the closer the 
assassin.” Whoever wants to kill a strong man will have to come 
close. The central contradiction about a mystic is that he sees 
things together that are in conflict; he can create an illusion and 
try to make it work. This is a violent country, and no 
administration in the world functions from a spiritual base. It’s 
plain brutal politics. Politics have no respect for mystics. 
Whether or not the assassin has to come closer, he will still blow 
out the strong man’s brains and plead insanity or serve life 
imprisonment.

These are some of the tensions.
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Jayne Cortez 
Two PoemsI

__

of my mistreated heart 
bound and gagged between 
and lizard tails 
stroking sperm compositions 
in ear shots of oil red altars 
the smell of iron bells 
afternoon street of dying dogs 
sacred shells and dodo leaves 
the air fonky and soft 
the music up and low down 
the homeland poised between lungs 
tense in the memory of fever 
hot in the chest of a returnee

Here in my lateness 
in nerves of my sweetness 
churning in the fact of 
my flooded sadness 
hour to hour
I am arriving at the fork of my blues 
standing on ramps of torn mouths 
sometimes confused 
sometimes free
the heat of my soul at the entrance

torsos of studded knives
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SCREAMS

■

I wanna take him in my arms 
wrap him between my thighs 
seize command of his body and 
seal it with this love of mine 
Yes I am the fine new bad mouth queen of 
trumpet screams woman 
free the life juice in my eyes and 
let the long years ride my rolls 
cause I got a man who cries when 
the sun goes down 
cries when the sun goes down

I
I
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It relieved his mind.
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John Pauker
In Solitary

In the extremity of anguish, 
Lonely in solitary confinement, 
Men have been known to perform 
Prodigious feats of memory 
Through sheer concentration of wt

That was a feat which Svetlov, 
Who prosecuted Grozny, could perm 
With no effort whatever. Svetlov 
Was singular in that he 
Had a photographic memory. 
Svetlov scoffed at the performance 
As a mere mental trick. He valued 
Other powers. Perforce, however, 
He retained entire volumes in his mi

Including the old directory of Moscow.

Svph d°es wI’at he can:
On O°V’ trainin8 the floodlight 
Gro?n°Zny’s face with no effort whatever. ■ 
Over th’ Sln8le-mindedly blinking the Pages of an old directory . • •

Not es°pVcianCialIy ,o Grozny’s credit, 
^y> that his feat was the result

Grozny, after seven years in Lu ’ 
Had memorized every name an 
In an old directory of Moscow, 
The only book he had.

i
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Now you have memorized this poem, 
Has it relieved your anguish?

Similarly Svetlov,
Who was assigned to prosecute the matter. 
It was his sole concern.

Grozny was determined to resist 
Until he had no choice, 
The deprivation of which 
Was his sole concern 
Even after being cornered.

Each does what he can.
Each does prodigious feats.

Of singular, almost superhuman effort.
Each does what he can.
Nor is Svetlov’s performance the less 
Because it cost less effort.
We are talking in terms of cost and credit.
Men are called to account, they
Give a good account of themselves, or not, 
And their singularities are taken into account, 
Or not.

Grozny resisted
The imposition of ideas 
Upon his mind 
Even when cornered.

Svetlov, after capturing Grozny
Amid a blaze of floodlights,
Was determined
To deprive his prey of choice
When cornered.
You and Grozny and Svetlov, picked at random 
Out of an old directory of effort...
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A prodigious effort.

■

Now you have resisted
The imposition of ideas when cornered, 
Does it concern your anguish,
Or not?

Picture the scene. There is a photograph 
Of just that moment in your secret archive. 
Brilliantly etched under the floodlights 
In your own directory of anguish:

Svetlov enjoying a moment of greatest elation 
And all the world all clear and all its motives 
Manifest
And all his effort justified when Grozny 
Succumbed to superior power and truth prevailed

And Grozny, feeling superior to Svetlov, 
P™er °f charity having induced elation

Under the floodlights,
A psychological state and for Grozny a triumph

With no effort whatever.

Svetlov believed it was charitable toward Grozny
To relieve his mind, while Grozny
Believed it a kindness to confess to Svetlov.

Svetlov enjoyed his greatest triumph
When Grozny confessed.
Grozny confessed out of a sense of charity
Toward Svetlov. The latter er
Believed he and truth had triumphed throng
Of psychological means,

After an extremity of concentration in Lu ia 
Had arrived as he thought at the charity o wi 
Or the will to charity
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After which Grozny too experienced elation—

I

no one.

A solitary value.

What is the truth of it?
Svetlov believing in power and 
Thinking his triumph a true one? 
Grozny, believing in charity and 
Telling a lie?

Picture the scene: amid a ruffle of snaredrums 
In a closed courtyard, at the last moment 
Svetlov’s eye caught Grozny’s and he thought

He saw himself reflected in that floodlight 
Before the blindfold and the trap descended 
And another account closed to his cost and credit.

His triumph forever caught 
Under that closed lid, a picture 
Of concern:

l
I

Grozny’s confession, being false, hurt 
Now you have heard him confess, 
Can you say the same 
Truly?

He thought of Grozny, lying
Thl SUU had°p^ded the coffin. Svetlov, the rest 

Except Grozny’s lie, which lay under contribution 
Both Svetlov and the State.
So farewell, Grozny . •.

After the hanging Svetlov envied Grozny
Who, having confessed, was purged of evil while 
For Svetlov evil went on and his work was 
Root it out,
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A prodigious address:

power.

I

Root them out equally 
Of the old directory 
Of drumhead terms . . . 
Snare and ruffle of 
A mere mental trick,

Root it out,
The charity of anguish,

To you. Farewell.
Now can you find yourself
Of no account whatever
In this old directory of mental Lubianka,
Singular, superhuman,
Blinking?

And farewell, Svetlov, training his memory on 
A photographic performance or trick of effort... 
The snaredrums, the trap, the truth. And soon

The work of evil, contribution, will, 
Determination, choice, the hurt of memory 
And the memory of hurt,

Relieve your mind 
Without any concern whatever 
bor solitary feats
Through sheer concentration 
On a secret floodlight 
Picked at random:

Now you have the 
Is it especially 
Singular, 
Or not

At the last anguishK Isn of moment?
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IOssie 0. Enekwe
The Last Battle

It was about 7:30 p.m. in Uzolla sector.
Noise of battle completely swallowed the whole front. The 

battle line was one vast furnace as Federal and Secessionist guns 
roared and thundered like a thousand wounded monsters. 
Flashes of fire lit the jungle as shells burst into fragments, swept 
away in all directions, carrying with them dust and rocks, 
branches torn from trees and pieces of flesh and bone.

It was in this circumstance that young Lt. Joseph Umeh, 
formerly of the Suicide Squad, arrived at the 30th Brigade 
Camp at Emele-uzo. He was angry to be sent there. His request 
to be transferred to the rear had been rejected and he was now 
being sent to another hot sector. .. . lin

“To another hot sector,” he murmured, biting his lo 
with his front teeth, “I must be told whether 1 alone causea mi" 
war. How can 1 be moving from sector to sect° have 
armoured car, whereas other officers, those 
God-fathers, remain at the rear attending parties. he

He had felt like this, disillusioned and angry- mad 
received the deployment signal. He had a not been 
Something would have happened to him i wanted to 
restrained by some of his fellow officers• „ wouid have
march to his C.O. and tell him to “go to a 'him the scar of a 
ripped open his fading battle shirt and s’ to his groin. He 
tenet wound spreading from his nave said t0 him.
would have shown him his buttocks too. let, gut hisTe 
Sir, have you ever heard the whisthng have ende
officers had restrained him. No dou bim hjs jife.
in a Court Martial which might have kit on his h ^ctor

And to top it all, he had als en miles to . ]e tohim 
hitchhike a distance of _ab°u refused to assign a e ou(d n0- 
What an affront! His O.C. h .,respOnsibilify- him because o 
because he was no longer batman ,n |ns head to th
even allow him to take.?^0 carry *s klt °" 
“scarcity of men.” So he h
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stepped back into
- ~'5 Adjut‘~t;7

front.
So, Lt. Joe Umeh was like a battered old pugilist. He had 

joined the Rebel Army because he wanted to cut a figure. His 
bravery in battle was not all as a result of his belief, but 
something inside him. a capacity for hard labour andI an 
obsessive desire to excel. Many of his kind had kissed the dust 
and rotted in hundreds of fields. But, he was lucky. Since the 
start of the shooting, he had taken part in twenty ba t es. ere 
were some he knew who got killed in their first battles. Berore 
every battle he never expected to return alive, but God was set)

It seemed he would never die. After each battle, he 
full of praises. Once he had single-handedly wrecke 
which he had trapped in a ditch. The proper nani 
should have been the “forest fox.” But, his mates and foil 
called him "Atila.” He was tall and heavy, but ms 
manners were gentle. He smiled often, even when e . ere

God was kind to Lt. Umeh, but his fellow human 
hostile. In spite of all his exploits, he had been passe a 
and again for promotion. Maybe it was because 
stammerer or because he did not curry favour 
superiors. It could have been both. It could also be: 
face was ugly (not from nature, but from the han n 
bullet which had hit him between his righ t eye and his ■ 
was lucky though. The bullet had travelled very far be 
him and buried itself two inches deep. The doctors had P . 
off quickly. So within four weeks he was again battle-

The 30 Brigade Camp in which he found himself we 
and cold as a mortuary. There was a tiny arrow of light s 
out of some place. So he walked towards it. It turned out to 
a batcher. He halted and listened and then tapped 
bamboo door. After about ten seconds, he heard boots

The soldier stepped back into the „ a “Come 
” on„. » d » -

“Thank you.”
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exploits.” Umeh sighed and said, ‘ But, yo 
my problems.”

“Everybody has problems.
But Umeh said, getting a I

away. But he will be here

trifle angry, “> d°"’‘ care ab°Ut

“How did you come?”
“On foot.”
“Hah, you must be tired.”
“Yes, I am really exhausted.”
Captain Ofili led the way to the end of the hall. Lt. Umeh 

noticed that he had a slight limp. He was happy to see a man 
who had got a battle scar, like himself.

Captain Ofili said: ‘‘Lt. Umeh, we have no food in the camp. 
But, we have some palm wine. Let me get you some.”

“It’s okay, sir.”
Captain Ofili indicated a low bench by the comer and asked 

Umeh to sit down. There was a cupboard full of files by the 
corner, too. Ofili opened it and brought out a bottle of palm 
wine and a tumbler which he handed over to Umeh. Umeh filled 
the glass, drank half of it and looking up at Ofili asked, “When 
do I meet the C.O.?”

“Not this night. He lives five miles 
tomorrow morning.”

Umeh sighed. “When did the present operation begin?”
“Exactly at 18:00 hours. It has always been like that here, 

^e have lost over eighty men since the present ops. Over ten 
officers have died since the last 20 days.”

“This is a disastrous war,” said Umeh, full of premonition. 
“We are doing the impossible, like throwing pebbles at a man 
armed with a spear.”

“And on top of that, hunger,” added Ofili.
There was a long pause during which the two men reflected. 

Presently, Ofili said, “Umeh, come along, let me take you to my 
room. I suppose you want to sleep?” „

“Yes,” said Umeh, “I need to sleep. I am dog tired.
Ofili limped along, leading the way, across the ar ofili the camp. Soon, they approached a collection of batchers Otm 

tapped on the door of one of them. A young pnvate opened

When he was seated Ofili said, o‘f y<
^U,.hera ”,,Bu! “ LeSL?;%ut you have not heard
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were to 
the war

Captain 
 sleep. 18° 
reports f-

>uldl'1'e

;v,i nio'ing 
and »

worn’
would

0® 
back 

from *he

other peoples’ problems.”
Ofili was surprised. He asked, “What1S 'vr°nSbut that doesn’t
“I have two fat bullets inside my bu ' those who 

qualify me for a transfer to the rear. I an enjoy.” 
have to die so that the mighty lords may iv couldn't

“Yes, I understand. I too have a crippled knee.
the doctors remove your bullets'? corners where

How could they? No. The bullets we, me out unless my 
tey cannot be tampered with. They won deserve tot* 
°nes are split like firewood. And yet infuriated as he

?’Ve,n rear duty.” Lt. Umeh was getting more 
Spoke. . ki shjrt and
1O'*N°W look,” he said, unbuttoning his k’ at Onitshi 
se°Seni"8 his belt, “this is a ferret wound 1 g

Cant’. m when he saw the scar-J1'
did Xa*n Ofili drugged his shoulderswhebodyCOt 
had "ot say anything. It was amazing that so

Umi a Wound and remain alive. bave been
frOm h continued: “So you can see . • ■ * nds a- 
St*tehe?ctOr to sector collecting bullet

. can, .a11 ‘he time like a punching bag.
?hopt ‘[■n Ofili sighed and said, “Hah, I 
lave e ’e injustices inflicted on us little ■ 
inJthere ed a long time ago.” „,,tes.
tr d’cate,i 'Vas silence for about five min , 
ba ‘he r*Jle bed and said, “Umeh, you be

^le.’’ ICe- I’ll remain there until I hear
°hh^he?,ashed, “What of the other officers? ]ose them-

"\VWo ofp a" taking part in the ops'/"ou and me.” 
■■U hy?’’ Ocers wih be left in the Brigade-you a

'S,/' haveSbed Umeh in amazement. he dhQ. Bat
j ‘as ar .heen expecting several officers from
C%e,htail dved. Good night.” ,.ration

did ’!> wanted to get away fast. His con a<drnirers
Jhb. °t cheer him. When a hero loses faith, his

stag*’le n*ght, remnants of the attackers from
V a“acvred back into the camp. Of the one hundred 

,ng force only forty returned. The two 0
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who led them had been torn to pieces trying to charge a Federal 
position. The report, though shocking, was not altogether 
disheartening for there were several reports of cold-blooded 
bravery. There was the story of a young private who charged a 
machine gun crew with an empty rifle. It was only the lack of 
ammunition that brought them defeat, claimed the survivors.

The next morning, during parade, the C.O. drove up in his 
landrover. There was a hush as the six soldiers on escort jumped 
out on to the field and spread out, brandishing automatic rifles. 
It was as if the whole camp was full of enemy troops. The 
escorts stood in a horseshoe formation behind him. The 
Adjutant limped towards him and saluted. The C.O. got the 
report of the last operation and asked, “Have the Infantry 
officers deployed here arrived?”

“Only one sir.”
“His name?”
“Lt. Joe Umeh, sir.”
“Dismiss the parade and bring him to me.”
In the office, the C.O. congratulated Lt. Umeh on his 

previous exploits and explained his plans, one of which was to 
launch an attack on the Federal positions the same night. He 
told him, “As soon as the objective is secured, at least five 
hundred troops will arrive from other sectors to help. Lt. 
Umeh ... I’ll allow you to draw your plans and choose your 
men. You have ample ammo.”

“Yessir.”

“Yessir. Please, can I have some automatic rifles for my 
men?” „

“There are no automatic rifles ... As you were.

Lt. Umeh walked across the wide school field t°*?”lof,theni 
school hall where the privates were being res e ■ breaking 
were sitting on the grass in front of the bu^"18. hurriedly in 
palm kernels which they chewed and swa maws all th 
order to numb the hunger which was gnawing tneir
time. . v.a Some had tatterei

Some of them were naked, stark na • clearly
rags around their hips. The outlines of their 
discernible on the dark skins.

:sted. Some of them

J i” 
all th:
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of his rank.

fe t len saw striding towards them, they got to their 
like tired dogs and began to scuttle back into the hall. Ll 

bc?1^1 sm,Jed—a wan, painful smile. He was not surprised. These 
af were b’ke waifs waiting for extermination. These boys were 

of the world. The world had treated them badly. They 
iIlfre bitterness; an inexpressible feeling was eating deep

^leir hearts. They were the boys who won and lost battles.
en they were well led by good officers, they fought. Knot 

\va ran’ They were used to being kept at a camp for rest which 
Xver\IT1<:ant to ^eeP them available for new attacks. And so they 

e afraid of new officers, new signals and new movements.
$tr Um eh walked on as if he was not interested in them. e

c*e into the hall and saw many of them lying on the bare 
among little heaps of kernel husks. They stood up"1 

effort and saluted, “Mon sarp.” J
°od evening, my brothers,” he said. “Wey the sergean ■ 

s,r' sa,d a tall boy who had no visible sign of his ran ■
I want everybody outside immediately.”

r ressum.”
Umeh stood there and watched them shuffle along 
who had never drilled before. Only two or three ol 

on‘ But those boots were worn to the sole.
side, they stood in lines and waited for him. Lt.
? fonv:‘rd and said, “I be Lt. Umeh. I don fight fore^

’ but I never die. And I no go die. Those wey
’ hn ’r*' * di?n conie make I come help you people here.

' X/’rJ fear’ Ev„ervtliing go be alright. You go get plenty W
, by • Re*t and sleep. Biafra, Kwenu!.. • Biafr

i '
fra8mentary sounds of “yah.”

, 3ere wn <1 ’ Make una sing me one song.” .'~Envi n?nrce for about thirty seconds. Then the serge*1 
to rey4chn r!,'e ,c- Enyi B'afra 'c 'e le,” expecting'*£ 

but he t- the h'te. There were only hre^

Ms™-"' -
Illb°ng bu nwa Biafra, Enyi.”

gmg continued for a few more minutes and died.
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Lt. Umeh was now incredibly down-hearted. His head was 
full of voices speaking to him at the same time. He went back 
and lay on the bed till midnight.

At 5 a.m. Lt. Umeh was at the battle line with the boys. With 
the light they would see the Federal positions and attack 
immediately. That was the plan. The Federal side would not be 
expecting them so soon after the previous day’s disaster. It was 
going to be a surprise attack.

The boys were armed with bolt-action rifles which they 
called “cock-and-shoot.” They had six bullets apiece. Lt. Umeh, 
since his last encounter with the C.O. had been very taciturn. 
But these boys had never fought under him and so could not 
tell that he had changed.

His position was about five hundred yards to the enemy 
trenches. He was looking up at them from a valley. He said to 
the boys, “You no go fire until I command.” “Yessir,” they 
murmured with fear in their hearts. At six, he said, “Advance.

When they marched about a hundred yards he pulled a dirty 
white handkerchief from his pocket stuck it to his bayonet and 
said, “Make una drop your guns. Raise your hands. We are 
surrounded.” They obeyed easily enough.

From where they lay with their guns at the ready, Federa 
troops watched in amazement as the platoon marched towards 
them with their hands raised over their heads.
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Ikechukwu Madubuike
The Pledge

Dissatisfaction
Is
My
Pledge
Blood
My
Redeemer
On the elephant tusk of blac n
I build
A tower of salvation
A new torch
On the colours of the sun
Blackshine!
A fresh rhythm
In a tired world
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IJeruido I). Oke

Equal Share to All

The Golden Rule says: 
do unto others as you 
would like them to do unto you. 
Bernard Shaw’s law says: 
do not do unto others as you 
would like them to do unto you 
for their taste might be different.

The law of Aristotle says: 
take the mean between two extremes.

The law of Moses says: 
an eye for an eye 
a tooth for a tooth. 
The law of Jesus says: 
turn the other cheek.

But I say unto you, my son, 
these laws are conflicting.
Show the world you have no prejudices 
Hate everybody equally 
regardless of age 
regardless of race 
regardless of color 
regardless of creed 
regardless of shape of nose 
regardless of national origin.
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Micere Githae-Mugo
Wife of the Husband

His snores 
welcome her to bed 
four hours to sunrise

His snores
rouse her from bed
six sharp:
Arise
O, wife of the husband!

His snores
protect the sleeping hut
but the day’s
load
and the morrow’s
burden
weigh heavily over
the stooping mother as she

sweeps the hut 
bolts the pen 
tidies the hearth 
buries the red charaai 
and finally seeks 
her restless bed



79

Rasheed A. Gbadamosi
In the Beginning

I The charitable old man had a white, long beard. He plucked a 
lew strands off his beard and wrapped them in a leaf. Then he 
gave the charm to Arinjo adding, “This comes from my body, 
take it. It will come in handy. In time of need, suck it. And if 
you have faith, wish anything and it shall be done.”

Arinjo set out on the journey. He paid his respects to the old 
man. He was going into the wild, through the gate into the 
Everlasting Forest.

But the gate was shut. Iwin stood there, his forehead emitting 
smoke. He would not allow entry until Arinjo had paid homage 
to him, acknowledged his might, his supremacy.

‘‘I’ve never paid respects to anybody else,” Arinjo said.
‘‘Then you’ll have to go back,” Iwin told him.
“If I turn back I’ll be dead. I’ve got to go beyond this gate.

Beyond this gate into the Everlasting Forest.”
“Then bow to me.”
“I can’t.”
“I guard this gate. Nobody goes through until he touches the 

earth with his chin and pays homage to me.”
“For the third time, I bow to nobody else.”
Iwin was furious. He trumpeted for the beasts. He called 

them to come and watch the battle: the battle for supremacy 
between him and Arinjo.

Within a few moments all living animals were assembled 
outside the gate of the Everlasting Forest. The elephants were 
there. The lions sat down, regal. Monkeys beat war drums. The 
snakes curled up in silence. Birds perched on the trees, w 
tortoise surfaced from underground. Even the foxes ignore 
chickens. And rabbits appeared in daylight.

Up in the sky, the sun started to fade away. It appeared the 
moon was attempting to overshadow the sun. own o • 
Arinjo and Iwin commenced the battle. They wrestled^sr 
violently the ground trembled and threw up s° h 0 
were barely seen. The more furious.the fighting thmo 
smoke emitted from Iwin’s forehead. Like the
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eclipse above, it was hard to judge who was dealing the heavier 
blows.

Suddenly, Iwin disengaged and took a few steps back, 
breathing hard. At the wink of an eye, he was transformed into 
a lion. That was not surprising. He was a spirit. And spirits come 
in all forms; they’ll do anything to break man.

Courageous man never turns back at the gate. He fights the 
spirit as he must to finish his journey. Sometimes he is defeated 
and he dies. But he fights and fights and fights again to enter 
the Everlasting Forest.

So now, Arinjo fished in his pocket and brought out the 
charm the white-bearded old man gave him. He stuck it in his 
mouth and he too became a lion. The two lions roared and 
clawed each other. Presently, the lions turned into tigers and 
the tigers into rhinoceroses, the rhinoceroses into hippopotami 
and the hippopotami into cobras.

All the time, the spectators silently watched the struggle 
between Arinjo and Iwin.

Up in the sky, neither the sun nor the moon had triumphed.
Just then, a cobra turned into an elephant and, within a 

second, the elephant seized the cobra with his trunk and 
smashed the cobra’s head to the ground. Slowly, the elephant 
split open and out emerged Arinjo, sweaty and exhausted. TO® 
beasts cheered and paid homage to Arinjo. The sun came up and 
the moon raced across the sky to another world.

Arinjo was now supreme. He threw away the charm. He was 
through with the white-bearded old man. And he would g° 
through the Everlasting Forest alone.

Quietly, the animals dispersed afraid of each other and afraid 
of Arinjo.
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Omolara Leslie
Kalu Uka
Reviews
THE EMERGENCE OF AFRICAN FICTION by Charles Larson 

Indiana University Press

What interfered with the promise of the title: The Emergence 
of African Fiction? This study, is, after all, a much-needed one 
in African literary criticism. More than this, Mr. Larson has 
made a significant contribution to that discipline by making 
coherent and sustained analysis of single works of African 
fiction, by going through their form and technique in careful 
detail, thereby providing an admirable precedent in a field 
where impressionism and expertism predominate.

But with some thought, the sources of irritation become 
manifold. First, there is the title itself—“The Emergence of 
African Fiction’’—which indicates a scope not attempted. 
African fiction is not African prose literature since World War II 
because fictional arts existed in Africa since traditional times. 
Neither did African fiction in European languages emerge only 
after World War II since such fiction goes back to the 1880 s in 
Portuguese Africa. (See Moser: “African Literature in 
Portuguese: the first written, the last discovered,” African 
Forum, II, 4, Spring 1967.) Mr. Larson’s study is as generally 
weak on history as it is on non-Anglophone African fiction as a 
whole. . .

It appears that “emergence” is used, not in an etymo 
but in a figurative and personal sense of “emerging 1,1 ,
mainstream of Western tradition” the note on whic i ie s 
'“In'kTepingwhh this approach, the.^^"disSgmore 

The Emergence of African Fiction obtrudes,dand 
and more, as the chapters progress, careful consider^^^.^^ 
scholarly statements for ex-cathedra ' ’tr0| of personal
hearsay and personal prejudice. The discree Africa or the 
whim such as is found in Judith Gleason kjng Qf course 
critical writings of Bernth Lindfors is ° Echeruo. Ogunba 
African scholars such as Anozie, Irele,
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and Wali, demonstrate more humility before their subject 
matter than Mr. Larson who ascribes to himself the right to 
appoint deans of African letters, to challenge Tutuola about his 
writing habits, to throw aside African culture as passing 
anthropology, to pretend to inside knowledge of Africa for 
having taught some time there, to claim knowledge of “the 
African reader,” to intimate to this “African reader” what his 
aesthetic and literary preferences should be, and to speak for 
him regarding reasons for his likes and dislikes—which in 
summary are that the “average” African reader (who is never 
identified) cannot appreciate the lyrical, the subtle, e 
complex, or the cerebral. . .

Suspicion is aroused initially by Newton Stallknec: s 
introduction which says this book is about a cultural ev®n 
prime importance-to wit, the emergence of an African ,c 10 
“that responds to Europe an influence and interprets its o»n 
world in European terms.” . h

Wonderment sets in when Mr. Stallknecht en s 
introduction saying that the novels discussed “remind us » > 
we study African letters we are in contact with 8' c 
sensitive people, now for the first time acquiring or M S 
forced upon them, perhaps rather too suddenly, sophistic 
habits of self-observation and self-criticism.’ Thoug 
author, Mr. Larson, seeks to dissociate himself from 
condescension and impertinence, he never quite succee s.
tone approaches Mr. Stallknecht’s as the study proceeds.

In the opening chapter, “Critical Approaches to AW 
Fiction ’ which is a fitting start to such a work and a P01®.11*1 / 
interesting study in itself, Mr. Larson does not accomplish tn 
required scholarly task of collecting the major critical ideas 
critical approaches regarding African fiction and discussing 
them in some depth. Rather, this first chapter skims the surface

Ar '°U8ht and “eludes the theoretical ideas o 
eLav:s s8unerrnanr,ritiCS- Suspicion « aroused generally by th 
Africanist ePn " ja .“y: *hc “elusion of serious African and 
better-than thou n lc,spars'ty of ideas considered and finally the

Unfortunately, Mr Lars™ •h P'eCe- . h,
sejf-righteously condemns HisSmU’l,y °f a" ",e .

,s main points are: one, tht
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reception of African literature by the West has, for the most 
part, been sympathetic. (Who needs sympathy?) Two: 
Anthropologists have been favorable to African literature 
because they have been interested in African cultures per se, 
and not literature itself. Three: literary critics have been 
unsympathetic simply because they have attempted to force the 
African writer into a Western literary tradition to which he does 
not always belong. Mr. Larson thinks “The African writer has 
relied on his own traditional African aesthetic. It is therefore 
unrewarding to the non-African reader and critic to look at any 
of the major genres in contemporary African writing—the novel, 
Poetry, and drama—solely from the perspective of Western 
literary criteria and terminology.” In his view, this is too much 
hke trying to force a glove with three fingers on to a hand with 
*ne- Instead we must look at African writing not only for 
whatever its similarities with Western literary forms may be, but 
also-once we have identified these—for what is different, and 
therefore African.”

But the last conclusion does not follow. Distilling the 
Western from the African does not leave an exclusive y 
indigenous residue. Contemporary African writers do not wri e 
wholly from their traditional aesthetics, nor would Mr. Larson 
be capable of identifying those aesthetics, even if the w" 
did. Culture is not separable from literature if literature is m 
imaginative rendering of life in words; the image 
individual or collective cognition of reality. rtu;prtives9 He

How does Mr. Larson meet his stated c”‘‘c structure, 
gives a topology of African novels based h'e discusses
’nd narrative technique. In the second P1 > African
nings Fall Apart which is named the arc ^jfied as the
novel-the archetype being the situa 10 Afrjca and the
conflict resulting from the European s a an societies. An 
subsequent cultural stress created m writers appear
insightful point, since, indeed, Urson also does a carefu 
Preoccupied with this drama. Mr. Anart which desery 
step-by-step analysis of Things ting original analysis o ’ 
emulation, just as he gives an "1,er“Vne®’into the novel s mode­
integration of oral material an kened by a po°r who|

Unfortunately, the chapter i African novel, as 
of the sociology and history o
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continual in the study. While Mr. Larson’s empirical approach is 
good in this part, as it is in the rest of his work, his final 
judgment is as troubling as Mr. Stallknecht’s introductory 
remark. Mr. Larson feels that through Obierika, Achebe has 
indicated that the man of the future will not be a man of action 
but a man of thought. Nowhere does the novel or Mr. Achebe 
imply that the man of thought was absent in Old Ibo society. 
Nor was the reflective consciousness absent; in fact, Okonkwo 
was atypical in his time and among his peers for his tragedy 
derives in part from this predicament. The reflective elder 
(Obierika and Akuebue in Arrow of God) is and was the norm 
in pre-colonial Africa. So when Mr. Larson says that “one is led 
to believe within the past eighty years, Ibo society has shifted 
radically from one extreme to another, from the active 
Okonkwos to the thinking ObierikasMr. Larson is projecting. 
He is supposing that the activity of mind did not occur in or 
govern traditional society, that there was a conformism in 
traditional society, conceivable only to the Euro-American 
imagination, which precluded thinking and which made every 
person a mirror reflection of another, except for extraordinary 
men like Obierika. Obierika, however, was a typical elder.

In chapter 2, Mr. Larson discusses Onitsha market literature 
and types them “Pamela in Africa,” though this study i 
supposed to use not only Western terminology, but r* 
variants from an African point of view. Mr. hara°o „ 
additional or alternative African terminology to his a 
and “Gothics,” as he promised in his opening c

I Assertions are generally unfootnoted. After q(. 
undocumented history of Onitsha literature, t ie s’ ava|s”

i which he attributes to “a unique series of cultura P this
Mr. Larson proceeds to discuss the literary qu, novellas 
genre. He analyses in detail one example ofthe because he 
and two novels of Ekwensi including Jagua of- African 
rightly sees Ekwensi as belonging to that sc interesting. 
literature. Mr. Larson’s analysis is aW usual flaWS’

I Unfortunately, the chapter is maned by traditional 
inadequate sociology (“the Nigerian who drawings 
familial ties”), inadequate social psycho °®y rtions (Pr0VJr f 
on the novellas are of white women), a^^ t|ian jn any 0 1 
have a more important function in Ibo s
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. r?a/Og!es Wlth Anglo-American examples tend to obscurethe 
iai background and mores of African fiction for the constant 

c erences to Defoe, Richardson and Fielding will tend to 
equate in the reader’s mind, the differing expansionist, 
ccmmercial and economically insurgent period in England with 

ie dissimilar Nigerian situation as it equates the social and 
economic position and possibilities of the Ibo woman to those 
° the eighteenth century English woman who had fewer 
participatory' rights and duties in society than the Ibo woman.

ot this, these facile comparisons affect Mr. Larson’s 
appreciation of the African drama that is active in the novellas. 
t n being apparently unaware of the powerful economic position 
a? Jlence s°cial possibilities in traditional times and today, of

!e Ibo woman, and in particular, the Onitsha trading woman 
wiom Mr. Larson wrongly calls the “Merchant Priestess” for 
princess,” he dismisses what he feels is Ekwensi’s “glorification 

iv ti ncan Wonien” and is obviously puzzled by the fascination
* t ?Vo,.llen in Onitsha literature in general. What is new in 

ofn[.s r ^"terature is not the economic independence or capacity 
r t woman but the new freedom from ethical and so™ 
r ra,n.t®: . the freedom from emotional and social 
C onsi“ihties and a disorderly sexual comportment spring"1/ 
abov >e pursu,t personal sensual gratification over and 
traum ^f^thiog else which all together horrify to the point of 
there 'r *le consciousness of the didactic authors. Not only" 
approv .r:%ma '3ut Psychological stress because these audio's 
introdiir c?lern'zation while they condemn the malate >t 
disorder-5 int° their society. It is from a concern with 
attitudes sexl|al and social-that their condemnatory 
society. Y^th’ because order is at the heart of traditional 
mai’ntainine tl , tension in contemporary Africa is between 
behavior that , ,order and embracing, at the same time, the 
laws of the statpnVes ^ronl atomic individualism where only d,e 
interests, restnin protect,n8 property, not human emotionsand

Were Mr t ‘ eB0 s raPacity.
African point o?v?ewt\ielwould1C'Z'ng *heSe novell!,s fronl “j 
humor which the epistola™°“'d ,recognize the socially derived 

epistolary style evokes in certain Nigenan
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I

does he 
made

I
Icircles and the artistic use that is made of it by African writers 

like Mr. Achebe; he would not dismiss the age of JaguaNana as 
irrelevant to the story (for in the U.S. a woman’s sensuous life is 
viewed to be definitely over at forty); nor would he 
underestimate the pathos deriving from Jagua’s inability to have 
a child at forty after years of prostitution nor mock her 
attendant moral drive to return to her village to commence a 
traditionally upright life. All these have meaning and 
psychological significance from an African’s point of view.

In the fourth chapter which is on Amos Tutuola, Mr. 
Larson's discussion of Time, Space and Description is at times 
brilliant and always ingenious. It is clear however, that he 
cannot deal with the ontological gap or with Yoruba cultural 
symbols such as the Thumb Child. It is in fact striking that Mr. 
Larson makes no use of Yoruba sources and authorities, nor 

use the most important literary studies which have been 
on Tutuola apart from Harold Collins. He does not 

employ insights of the Yoruba linguistician, Afolayan, on 
Tutuola’s prose when a linguistic understanding is mandatory to 
the appreciation of Tutuola’s stylistics and literary effect.. 
Statements deriving from a lack of information necessarily recur 
in such a work. Tutuola’s post-Drinkard writing is not totally 
uninfluenced by the West; the simultaneous occurrence of a tale 
in Dahomey and in Tutuola does not attest to “the permeation 
of the folktales from culture to culture” but to the existence o 
Yorubas in Dahomey and Western Nigeria.

From chapter five onwards, Mr. Larson covers safer ec 
more technical grounds. Ngugi is discussed as an examp e 
“situational” novel. In an originally c<?ntributiv^_firtprs and 
African fictional criticism, Mr. Larson discusses <c i . f feels 
modes of characterization in African fiction. writing of 
Mine Boy is not important enough to represen t tlie other 
Peter Abrahams or to measure up in mai un discussed 
novels under discussion. In chapter s^en’ 5* nce of the King) 
in close detail Le Regard du Roi (The a st of all African 
which he claims has been considered 11 g Larson, the novel 
novels” by “several” unnamed critics. °*„ ’whjCh is dfr 
is an example of “assimilated negfn2f -can cultural 
implicitly as the deft weaving in o . f .g unawar 
into a work in such a manner that



88 African Fiction

I

presence and to such an extent that ultimately the writer 
produces “a more intellectualized concept of African traditions, 
values and life.” This is a useful definition and insight.

Mr. Larson’s preoccupation with racial harmony and 
subsumption infuses his impassioned and sometimes beautiful 
analysis and interpretation of Le Regard du Roi. Yet the thrust 
of these emotions, the direction of this subsumption becomes 
suspect in the very next chapter where he discusses Lenne 
Peters’s Second Round as a West African Gothic which is 
“universal” because of “its very limited concern with Afnca." 
Universality is apparently equated with being Western (pp. 
229-30). It is possible for Mr Larson to conceive a universality 
which excludes Africa. A little more information on thesocul 
history and sociology of Sierra Leone would have revealed to 
Mr. Larson the reasons for the literary differences in Dr. Peters s 
novel.

Too short and final|y dishonest shrift-of one paragraph 
length-is made in this chapter, of the contemporary black 
aesthetics” movement in Third World criticism which is nor 
demanding that a frontal attack be made on the race situate 
°r that a writer protest since the psychology of Pr°‘e.st ls "° 
d passe. What is being demanded is that Third World literate 
exi Y ng refIeet the objective condition, the reality of the 
existence of the oppressed who may comprise whites and 
aXhe N° tn,e and ^011 representation of‘”eir lives as 
directlv Sltuation wiJl fail to encompass, con tain, and signal 
their IxiX lndlrectIY» the oppression which is at the cte of 
remote^ and Which affects their reality >'11"ed,af.,e'y

Mr- Larson, oinhe assert and define their human dignity. 
to be a work of a°p!rary’ believes in works which try solely 
existential condition i indePendently of human culture and 
Third World aestheti ° ^ne’ inadequate discussion of the 
"ttellectual considers- reduces these serious aesthetic and 
universality is not beh£"S .to absurdity. The concept of

8 rejected by certain black schools of
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“civilised’

I
Ithought because it is Western or white in conception. It is under 

attack because universality in Western scholarship is usually a 
synonym or euphemism for Western as Mr. Larson proceeds to 
corroborate in his discussion of Lenrie Peters.

In the final chapter, Mr. Larson declares the fiction of 
Soyinka and Armah to be the novels of the future because their 
authors ignore the past(!) to solve “present day social and 
political problems”; and because they treat Western themes 
such as individualism and the alienation of the artist, using 
modern Western techniques and modes of experimentation. 
When Mr. Larson’s study ends with a sigh—so much like the 
reversal of Clarence, being subsumed into the bosom of the 
king in Le Regard du Roi . . . “How surprising we might 
conclude that with Wole Soyinka and Ayi Kwei Armah, the 
African novel as a literary genre now moves into the mainstream 
of Western tradition, yet how even more surprising, we might 
think, that this did not happen long before now”—the irritants 
crystallise. The facets declare a belief in a literature in vacuo, 
the myth of a necessary evolutionary progress from a different 
traditional literature to the mainstream of Western tradition; 
the movement from a mindless African past to a “civilised 
thinking present. And at the heart of the crystal is the shining 
faith that we are all Americans under the skin; that given time 
Western education and the inevitable erasure of cultural 
aberrations, we shall all walk into our An8|°ym ic 
inheritance: of individualism, monogamy and ine 
family; free enterprise and free competition, e of
emotional order and a superficial challenge o liuman 
authority; masculinity neurosis and the loss culturally 
moorings-all of which, of course, are 
determined.
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THE CROCODILE

air-raid, its inspiration

_____ -

By Vincent Eri 
The Jacaranda Press, Papua, New Guinea

‘By the Creek a pretty young girl was lathering 1 t0 
with soap. Hoiri threw away his RAMI and walke sj,ow 
her. Miraculously he felt no shyness, and she didnfjt ” 
any inclination to escape. “You must be starved 
she said simply. “Well, what do you expect when my 
has just had a baby?” “Come here! Let me soap Y011 
this is probably the best rubbing down you have e „ 
had.)) “The touch of your hand makes my hair stand- 
“What, don’t you like it?” “No, I mean it is giving me 
nice feeling.” “You needn’t thank me for that. I’m °n y 
being helpful.” Her hands moved about his abdomen

This novel is clear, eloquent, and solid, a masterpiece of 
description. Accurate and sensitive in the rendering of natural 
scenic variations as well as in rendering the fluctuations of 
human emotions, whether of love, or fear, fear of sin, or a 
dream or a hallucination and terror, the terror of an eerie night 
or of a panic-stricken village during an air-raid, its inspiration 
must well up from deep springs.

For example, here is the opening.

“The harsh rustle of the sago palms contrasted sharply 
with the slow gentle swaying of the coconut palms. (P-

But we are not in the highly romanticised and e^e,?'es<:.e.^ 
surrounding of the South Sea Islands or the Caribbeans fam i 
to foreigners through Hollywood. . .

No, here we are firmly entrenched in a real village witi ft 
people. We have a real hero, who is not fairytale stuff, u11. 
quick transitions of an accomplished writer’s pen and mm » 
moves from school to youthfulness and early manhood, 
graduates to status of “carrier” for the white overlord, so 
after he has attained native status through marriage and 1 
birth of a tender young son. He tries to erase the unpleasa 
tedium of an arduous day of canoe paddling on a river patr 
with an intolerant white bully by imagining sexually pleas311 
sensations in a dream.
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carelessly. He felt himself growing taller. “Look, let’s get 
on with it. Why don’t we leave the conversation part for 
afterwards?’’ He pulled her towards him. She followed the 
direction of his hands willingly. Hoiri felt himself sliding 
steadily into her, forcing the soap out. Just then there was 
a violent pull at his legs. “Wake up, cousin,” shouted 
Meraveka.’ (p. 88)

There everything dissolves, the pleasant focus of dream is 
scattered by day-break. Such a realistic touch could only be 
given by a sensitive writer who understands the uses of therapy 
fora tired body and soul.

It is thus with sure, authentic touches here and there, 
throughout the eight chapters of the novel, that Mr. Vincent Eri 
demonstrates, vindicates and deserves his citizenship of Papua. 
He has, with this first published novel of those parts, dispelled 
the journalistic fiction and exotic myth about primitivity and 
superstition with which journals, and even Time Magazine, 
recently, clothe such islands as Haiti and Papua, New Guinea.

Here is true fiction, coming from a sympathetic and 
understanding imagination. For Mr. Eri is keenly aware of his 
primary readership: intelligent and humane people the world 
over who have subsisted thus far on the mythical diet about 
bizarre black folk on those islands. Specially is he aware of the 
white Australian masters. The novel is as much education or 
them as for the hero, Hoiri, in his effort to penetrate ie 
arrogant soul of a white man through mother-wit retor s an

Therein, lies the spine of the entire novel. First the 
growth, development and maturity of Hoiri, an seco 
factors that prevent meaningful communion between 
and the white races. , . .. _lie Black

This latter, the racial question, is usually a heated ^fmolten 
American writing on the subject sizzles witn . ience. The 
lava erupting from centuries of dormant s}‘ fiery, as Mr. 
symbols in such writing are usually apocalyp' »<' s|10Wn 
James Baldwin or Eldridge Cleaver or Leroi ye eqUan

But Mr. Eri writes about race with ,a $ . derisive
Yet his attitudes are clear, his tone unI™Sbitter or satiric, 
white man’s pretentious poses. He is n
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pooh-poohs the

' ~ —

‘H°w njce it would be if people cooperated in the affairs 
ol their day-to-day living iike the two feet of a man. ... One foot does not boast of holding up'he rest of

‘Friends, you’ve all heard and seen what has happen- 
This patrol officer is new, besides being young. He iss 
wrapped in the cocoon of his white-man thinking.
colours of his eyes have not changed to enable him to see 
our way of life, which is outside the cocoon.’ (p- K*!)

Several instances of such reversed and ironical portrayal 
abound. A young Australian soldier during the war gives Hom. 
as his friend, tins of rice and beef, a Government official accuse 
Hoiri of stealing. While a carrier during the war, Hoiri nic e 
toys and earns by his skill and patience over fifty pounds o 
American troops, but the Angau officer impounds the money- 
In each case the excuse for exploitation is the same: natives are 
no good bastards; undeserving, except of the pittance o 
tobacco and sugar.

Again, ironically, true wisdom the kind of temperament 
which is needed to ameliorate situations, stems from the native- 
It is during the hunt for the crocodile which had snatched his 
young pretty wife that Hoiri voices his intelligence. He jumps 
down from a tree, a spear, bow and arrows in his hands, steadies 
himself, and muses:

he is disparagingly ironical, a master of the back-handed 
compliment which deflates whatever it seems to commend.

For instance, Hoiri receives news of his wife’s death. The 
patrol sergeant, Latu, an indigene, seeks permission of the white 
officer for Hoiri to go home. But the white man pooh-poohs the 
idea in very supererogatory mocking terms:

. . . You want the whole patrol called off. Yes, that’s what 
it is. And how cunning ... I wasn’t wrong thinking you 
were a cunning bastard . . . (p. 100)

The superior understanding expected from the “super race 
having failed, ironically, it is the despised black who shows 
wisdom.
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the body longer than the other. If one is maimed, then the 
other accepts the responsibility without a grudge.’ (p. 110)

The truth about the relationship of the races in that part of 
the world, however, is that those who stand to gain, those 
colonizers who apportion the pittance to the native, would 
never see a change in the status quo. Without indulging in overt 
moralizing the author underlines the crux of the matter. The 
problem, really, is that:

... The last thing white men want is that the black 
become their equals.’ (p. 94)

even though it should be clear to anyone with just a modicum 
of decent shame and moral qualm that the wealth white men 
enjoy so proudly is not really theirs alone. The white man’s real 
achievement then is to destroy what should be the organic 
relationship between the races. Not even integration of efforts 
and forces during the war against Japan teaches the white man 
any truth.

But Mr. Eri’s criticisms are never just partial barbs against the 
white man. His hero, Hoiri, is equally critical of his fellow 
indigenes, especially the evil sorcerers who spirited away his 
wife. If only those people too reckoned with the retributive 
powers of the ancestors, or with the organic necessity of 
reciprocal good manners between citizen and citizen, then the 
world would be a better place for everybody.

It is clear therefore how gracefully and sanely balanced t ie 
novel is. It gives the foreigner encyclopaedic information a ou 
commerce, education and history of the tribe, abou 
vegetation, and village life; about marriage customs an n u . 
Philosophically there are religious juxtapositions 
inexorable spirit world and a Christian supenmposiuo / 
Missionaries. With all this, Mr. Eri tells his rea ers ,it H 
islanders are real people, people who try to f 
fascinations, mysteries and pleasures of life in i s « 
of war and peace, just like most other communiiies.

In so faithfully re-presenting fictiona„’itv jn Papua, 
transitional and modern life of the com ture j . 
Vincent Eri has done worthy service to i

Christian superimposition

grapple with the 
various phases

traditional, 
Mr.

For us here
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Editor

ANNOUNCEMENT
We are glad to announce that OKIKE is returning 

to Nigeria this summer after an 
years. Its new address will be:

P.O. Box 53
Nsukka
Anambra State
Nigeria

We take this opportunity to thank our many 
readers and friends in the United States for tn 
help and patronage during these years. In Par 1C, 
lar our gratitude goes to the W. E. B. DuBois Depar 
ment of Afro-American Studies, University 
Massachusetts, Amherst for giving us shelter, a 
to the Ford Foundation whose grants saved us r 
the worst pressures of these inflationary times.

We look forward to many creative years 
OKIKE in its native soil of Nigeria and continuing 
friendship with our readers and friends abroad.

Although there are contributions in this num 
from other parts of Africa and elsewhere, the focus 
is primarily on writing from eastern Africa. The next 
issue will focus in a simiiar manner on southern | 
Africa.
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Abdi Sheik-Abdi

THE MAN WHO SHOT THE SKY

In the beginning the Heavens and the earth were not so far 
apart. Mans prayers weie answered without delay. The life­

fl giving rains were more frequent and one had a greater sense 
t of security, having the bright sky so close overhead. Then man

S’nning a8a^nst his Maker and for every transgression 
e sky receded in proportion. A sorrowing man’s arrow 

inally drove the sky out of human reach. That distant blue 
mirage had once been a comforting canopy over man’s head.

• T'h6 be uP°n the offending Midgan’s arrow.
There is a flat, grassland region between the Eastern Coast 

and the town of Galkayo in Central Somalia inhabited by a 
tribe of men known as the Midgo. These are people who have 
not been affected by modern civilization. They live simply, 

I dress minimally, and herd no cattle or sheep as the rest of the 
People in the region do. The Midgo subsist on wild berries and 
roots, supplemented with venison and fowl, ostrich meat being 
the highest prized delicacy. The Midgan’s tools consist of bows 
and arrows and a simple snare which is set by attaching it to 
a flexible branch on one end and anchoring the other looped 
end with a pressure-triggered device hidden in the ground and 
covered with dry leaves and grass. The Midgan adult invari­
ably dons a piece of tanned hide worn around the hips, the 
women often going about their business bare-breasted while 
children under fifteen run free, stark naked.

The Midgan is a no nonsense, tight-lipped species o man 
who minds his own business and hardly crosses t e more 
numerous Aji’s path. Conversely, the Aji (gentile) has a certain 
grudging respect for the Midgan on account o is Pr°ver 
temper. It is not unknown for a Midgan to shoot a man for no 
greater provocation than a mocking look.

Aside from his temper, a Midgan’s choice o dieI is h s mo. 
unique characteristic. It is believed that ear y 
opment, after Adam’s seed had populated the ea
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irre-

icted

-

such

opfj>re *n a Cer,aln paten «■ o-- . 
pensively. "After rains pack the |

progeny, each nation was bidden to choose its own staple diet 
among nature’s bounty. Some elected to herd sheep and goats 
and live off their milk and meat; others preferred to herd 
cattle; some chose the humped camel which not only yielded 
life-sustaining milk and meat but also provided them with 
transportation; others among Adam’s seed were content with 
tilling the land. But the Midgo would have none of these tire­
some occupations. They would rather eat whatever they found 
wherever they found it. A hungry Midgan has no qualms about 
what he eats. He eats not only wild berries and roots dug up 
with his bare fingernails but also the putrid flesh of dead 
animals left on the open field by satiated savage beasts or by 
the haughty Aji who never touches meat that hasnt been 
prepared according to Islamic custom. The most odious thing 
about the Midgan’s diet, however, has to be his much cher­
ished ostrich meat. The offensive odor peculiar to this bir s 
fat is enough to make an Aji woman swoon. Despite ms in 
discriminate taste, the Midgan does occasionally crave J 
food: the meat and milk of domesticated herds. ,

Once a Midgan was sitting in front of his grass hovel t m 
ing how wonderful it would be if he killed a full-grown ram a 
feasted on its fat-rich flesh. His wife, meanwhile, sat by 
preparing a breakfast of ostrich eggs, while he himse ' 
busy making arrows for his bow. Even though the Midgan w 
a formidable hunter with his bow and arrows, the surest w 
of landing a kill was with snares. But one had to lure the e 
to the snares somehow. And though the Aji did not like 
practice, the best way of luring game was to set fire to a po 
tion of the grasslands and lay snares there the follow S 
season after tender shoots of grass had begun to sprout- Dee 
found the new pasture growing upon fired soil most 
sistible.

"Woman." began the Midgan as he put the finishing touches 
to the feather of an unusually straight arrow which he hao 
just made.

"But dear, where will vou r- . j she,
matter-of-factly. such a ram!’ mquir

"This very day, 1 will start a fire i„ l f crazing
land I know,” he proceeded pen?!. Cer,ain Patch B - -I--



The Man Who Shot the Sky

sip of it, dear,” his wife responded.

I
I

3 

ashes, continued he, "there will sprout tender shoots of grass 
among which I will lay my snares. Deer will be caught in these 
snares. After we feast on their venison, I will tan the hides and 
rom them make water-skins and other articles which I will 
arter for a black-headed ewe among the Aji. This ewe will 
ear me a ram which will be cared for by you until it attains 
ull maturity. Then we will make a feast of it and you will know 

what domesticated meat is like. Its fat tail will yield a lot of 
t Oq?°r US N°w how would you like to take the first sip of 

You have a sip of it, dear,” his wife responded.
No, you have the first sip," the Midgan insisted.
No. You are the hunter. Have the first sip," his foolish wife 

persisted, mule-headedly.
“Don’t argue with me," 

you to have the first sip!"
cried he in exasperation, "I want

No, Horrif. You are the man of the house. Have the first 
S’P"“- why insist so, fated woman!

I say you have the first sip!" cried the Midgan irately. His 
brows contracted and his nostrils quivered as he spoke. Any 
sensible person would have recognized these ominous signs. 
But his unwary wife wasn't even looking.

No, dear. Really," continued she teasingly, "you must do 
the honors . .

It is alleged that when a Midgan gets angry he begins to 
exude a strong odor which can be detected from afar. The 
peculiar odor of the Midgan’s sweat is attributed to the ostrich 
fat he relishes. This angry Midgan was now giving off his 
peculiar odor which soon reached his unwary wife s nostrils. 
She quickly looked up in terror, but before she could open her 
mouth to mollify her husband’s ire she felt a sharp pinching 
sensation just above her breast and a ghastly whooshing 
sound fell upon her ears. At the same instant she staggere 
backwards as her jaw fell and her husband’s image became a 
blurred dot on the horizon.

The Midgan’s bowstring quivered, making 
as his wife uttered a L.lld 
poisoned arrow could do its deadly work^ in_a 
onds. His wife was g*.—------
enormity of his action. He meant no 
valued above all. Only she should hs'. 
argue with him.

a mournful tune 
mild" reproachful gasp. A Midgan's 

’ :— matter of sec- 
dead befoTe the rash man realized the 

meant no harm to her whom h 
should have known better than
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The grief-stricken Midgan whirled about like a mad dog 
seeking after its own tail. Beating his bare feet against the 
ground wasn’t going to bring back his dead wife. But it was 
imperative that he do something. It wasn't like a Midgan to 
sit idly, brooding over a misfortune. He laid another arrow 
across the wood of his bow; then looked fiercely about him. 
searching for a worthy opponent upon whom he might vent his 
anger. But there was only his dead wife and some low bushes 
growing around his grass hovel. He wished there was some 
rapacious beast, such as a hungry lioness, with which to do 
battle (death was preferable to the guilt-ridden lonely life that 
awaited him), but there was no living thing in sight besides 
himself. The sun, large and resplendent, had just emerge 
from the encircling horizon. The sky hung pregnantly, a fatno 
or so overhead. The stars, appearing large and bright even 
broad daylight, bore wide smiles on their moonish faces. 1 e 
complacence was more than the sorrowing Midgan could o 
He took aim at one conspicuous star which seemed to be Par 
ticularly amused by his sad antics. With a demonic cry he 
the arrow fly at the Heavens. But the missile never hit its i 
tended target. The sky receded at a prodigious speed as 
unwilling to come in close contact with an earthly object, 
believed that the arrow has been flying heavenward ever sin 
while the sky continues to recede at an astronomical Pa 
With the shooting of that fatal arrow the life-giving rains a 
gotten scantier and very few prayers have been heard 
Heaven since.
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POEMS

UON tamers

men,

I
I

I’m looking at 
published in a 
spread wide

a group picture of you, 
safe Sunday newspaper, 

— on a family table, 
thousands of tightwire miles away 
from your lion-hunting silence.

(For the revolutionary women fighters in the Eritrean Libera­
tion Movement)

Your faces are all set against 
the world’s hill and gully 
and your own flat savannah, 
reported only during every other drought, 
every other famine, every other genocide, 
across the centuries of leonine serfdom, 
across the uselessness of the burnt grass, 
across the stench of the stinging wind.

At this distance, even I can hear 
the dying swish of the useless tail, 
the hereditary roar dropped to a moan, 
the old lion house crumbling away, 
the new land rising slowly in your eyes.

You sit down now with your re-educated 
the unity healing the ancient divisions 
with touching elbows and shoulders, 
locking out the crippling solitude 
with matching dreams and actions.

All the world is underdeveloped, and the proof is the existence of the Third 
world —Josue de Castro
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APRIL ’71

(In memory of Josina Machel—8/10/45-4/7/1971)

Those who remember you 
remember you walking, fighting 
and making Mozambique come true;

You wouldn't leave Mozambique; 
you simply wouldn’t leave. 
April had to take you away.

You wouldn't leave Mozambique; 
you simply wouldn't leave. 
April had to take you away.

You wouldn’t leave Mozambique; 
you simply wouldn’t leave. 
April had to take you away.

You wouldn’t leave Mozambique; 
you simply wouldn’t leave. 
April had to take you away.

Instead of going abroad 
on your hard-earned scholarship, 
you went to Cabo Delgado, 
Niassa and anywhere else 
Frelimo sent you.

What you’ve left behind 
has grown deeper than the northern gorge, 
broader than the early confidence 
of the solitary walking teachers, 
stronger than Cabora Bassa.

April had to take you away, 
though you were cheek and shoulder 
in the long struggle in the bush, 
facing the burning day and the uncertain nig t. 
April had to take you away.
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THE MAN FROM NEW KENYA

You wouldn’t leave Mozambique; 
you simply wouldn’t leave. 
April had to take you away.

Looking for all the world 
like a loyal Kikuyu, 
misshapen felt hat, 
cast-off jacket, 
settler's tennis slacks, 
a glint of urban hope 
in his eyes, he said, 
with lancing regret, 
“The land’s still not ours.”

those who remember you 
remember the April killer, too.



Melvin B. Tolson

Introduction

1939 was a critical year in world history. The pact between 
Hitler and Stalin was a cruel surprise ominously increasing the 

fear of the spread of fascism.In 1939 Melvin B. Tolson completed his novel, The Lion and 
the Jackal, a portion of which is here published for the first 
time, and "Dark Symphony," the poem which won first place 
in the National Poetry Contest sponsored by American Negro 
Exposition in Chicago, Tolson's first significant recognition 

as a poet.In 1944 Tolson published his first book of poems, Rendez­
vous with America. In 1947 he was appointed poet laureate 
of Liberia. In 1953 he responded to this honor with his book 
length poem, Libretto for the Republic of Liberia. The follow­
ing stanza indicates the meaning of Liberia for Tolson.

LIBERIA?
No waste land yet, nor yet a destooled elite, 

No merry-andrew, an Ed-dehebi at heart, 
With St. Paul's root and Breughel's cheat:

You are
The iron nerve of lame and halt and blind,

Liberia and not Liberia,
A moment of the conscience of mankind!

hnl198LS Tolson Published Harlem Gallery, his best-known 
been 1Wh‘ch caused Karl shaP‘r° 'o write: "A great poet has

'aken through the •province into the worid a Ias craft defies parochialism. For them • * large. Also,
the discovery of a brilliant artistic conception pleasure^ in

From THE LION AND THE JACKAL
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Robert Farnsworth

I

of the big

The Lion and the Jackal

so that it holds together and works. Melvin Tolson’s Harlem 
Gallery gives us such delight, independent of its ethnic 
center."

The following excerpts of The Lion and the Jackal evidence 
Tolson's early attempt to dramatize and strengthen the com­
mon political interests of the American and Ethiopian peo­
ples. Tolson’s experience as an Afro-American caused him to 
write of this fascist threat to Ethiopia with personal and racial 
intensity.

he front of the coach sat two Italian nuns. One was a 
osomed woman with a hairy lip. As the war chant surged 

ln . ,e outer night, she gazed straight ahead, a belligerent 
Smir k°n white solid of her face. Beside her shrank a 
swjrthy companion, luminous-eyed, with quivering nostrils 
an long eyelashes that fluttered up and down. They were on 
a strange and belated mission to bring back the little mulatto 
daughters of Italians who had gone native in that land of 
burnt faces.

The fragile hands of the younger woman flitted to and fro 
across the black folds of her lap. "Sister Mary," she whispered, 
oh, why should we rob these poor people of their land and 

freedom?"
A scowl cracked the frozen white face. "That is the business 

of one greater than we, Sister Naomi."
"And who is that?"
“n Duce!" • VI f
Sister Naomi laughed nervously a laugh like the tin e o 

vesper silver. "How can we convert the natives to the Son or 
Man when we practice such inhumanity to man?

The big woman shuddered. "You remember w at appen

Sister Nmmi" eyes dilated. "The horror! How can anyone 

forget that?" ,"The New Order is born in travail. T e squ 
woman’s jaws set like granite in a Roman quar

"One finds oneself on an island of fears.
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a8°. the girls should ve

knows where their 
up with her litter ”

OU1 ,.War was Plated years

"Oh, ye of little faith."
"Hate begets hate, Sister Mary."
“Si, si, Sister Naomi. Didn’t the black ^savages murder our 

beloved countrymen at the Ualual Wells?
The swarthy woman's voice peaked in mocking aug 

“Didn't II Duce’s own Popolo d'Italia boast that the Ethiop 
dead tripled those of the Italian?” iviliza-

"What else could one expect in a meeting between c 
tion and barbarism?" s0|.

“Per I'omor di Dio, Sister Mary! Pray tell me what
diers were doing in Ethiopian territory? , oj a

The big woman's mouth popped open like the?™0
stranded bass. “Do you realize what you re saying-

"I got the facts from Father Debesri himself.
“That diavolo of a man?” „ .j sister
“It was the hypocrisy of the Ualual incident, s -nst 

Naomi, passionately, “which turned Father Debes s^rjn 
Caesar Africanus for ever. Father Debesri said
Stampa printed the map showing Ualual in Ethiopia- j 
Italian maps deposited with the League of Nations s s 
wells at least forty miles inside Ethiopia. Later t e 
were stolen from the League Library by---------

"Sister Naomi!" . . s like
"Father Debesri said such infamy must rise agains ro 

the ghost of Banquo!” The fragile hands fluttered to her 
"And yet we're on our way to Addis Ababa!”

‘‘On a French train.” . sta-
Did you see the hate in the faces of the natives at 

tions along the way, as they looked at us?”
t What of it? Aren't they barbarians and black?”

^1O’ Sister Mary, aren’t they human?" uSt
I suppose our strange journey, since war is what it is. m . 

be a trial to a virgin.” Sister Mary bit her lower lip and PaU . e 
to et the acid of her sarcasm seep in. "But what about 
little girls we’re trying to rescue?"
anyway6’’118 t0 me they Sh°uId be Ieft with their

OmTntecIenmr0'terS?" quaked with mirth.
always kX\kpnOw7hYereim^r A S°W

' Since the 
been got
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"Great is the

steal land and

it dragged up an acute 
cries of the Danakils 

billowed and echoed like the monster roar of a jungle pack.
i Sister Naomi shuddered. "They say Haile Selassie keeps

f a frescoed 
'and their heads hung

lions in the Palace."
Imagine a Roman holiday among Blacks!" A humorless 

grin twisted the blond face. "O Dio, the poor Whites!"
Sister Naomi said sharply, "The Romans threw foreigners to 

the lions for much less than robbing the land and enslaving 
the people."

Our concern is not the lions, Sister Naomi, but the future 
mothers of our African empire. Viva il Re!"

May the Virgin Mary bless the motherless . .
"Sister Naomi, I do hope you do not remind them of their 

motherless fate. Of course, they are bastards. But their Italian 
fathers did only what pioneers have always done."

“And what's that, Sister Mary?"
The big woman laughed, "O Dio, my innocence! In building 

an empire, the pioneers have to take their women where they 
can find them."

Molto serio, Sister Mary," said the little nun.
pity."

“I am a true Roman," the big woman declared, her gray 
eyes ablaze with arrogance. "My ancestors come from Perugia, 
not a thousand feet above the Tiber—a city of Cathedra ar 
racks and moated battlements and dashing condottieri!

The slaughterhouses of fiefs and overlords! exclaim 
Sister Naomi, in disgust.

"Si, si," said the other, drunk with the
past, "traitors were hacked to pieces a..« -----
around the square."

“In order to revive these glories,
beget children!"

"If you had met Sign< 
Modre Prolifica, as I did

we must

"The Italian consul at Addis Ababa did the best it could. 
Those in the convent school are already gone. The late ones 
are from the interior."

The express jolted and creaked as 
grade into the cavernous hills. The war
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II

■

you would not talk as you do. Signora Loffredi is the mother 
of twelve; and although her husband is without work and her 
children are hungry, she is happy that another Roman baby 
comes to her little family."

"O Dio!" cried Sister Naomi.

Near the middle of the coach sat John McKnight, rawbone . 
prematurely gray, with the fine wrinkles at the eyes and nose 
indicative of the man who habitually screws up his face m 
seasons of thought. For four years he’d served in the Rome 
office of the Star-Gazette, but last month he’d been expe 
for writing dispatches II Duce considered offensive to the go 
name of Fascist Italy. Near the correspondent slouche 
Caillavet, unkempt, sardonic.

“Ours is a ringside seat," said the Frenchman.
The American’s face loosened in a wry smile. “I he’r<1 T 

Paris that you'd settled in Djibouti to write the Great rr 
Novel.”

“Monsieur, what’s the American proverb about a fool 
ing his mind? In France, when a man says ‘second floor 
means ‘first.' And maybe that’s how my Paris friends co 
fused you, an American, just as they confused Monsie 
Woodrow Wilson before you, at Versailles. Two days a$>° 
received a cablegram from Echo de Bordeaux. I've agreed to 
a series of articles for Genevieve Equem, one of the few human 
beings I've known. Then, too, I have the artist’s urge f°r a 
tremendous climax. What could be more stupendous than 
closing the memoirs of Henri Caillavet with the death march 
of Europe?”

"The death march of Europe?" exclaimed McKnight.
"Oui- monsieur. The invasion of Ethiopia is the first 

went. Listen t0 the drums The staccato of machine guns y°u 
cannot hear. That part of the alleorn ic k ■ lovpd now beyond passo Gaschiorchi." The French be'n® ,P k long 
draught of brandy. "Have a swig. monsku^"’0 t0°k “
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that he was under 
whose every 

the cue of

No, said the American in the French of Harvard. “There’s 
excitement enough."

Excitement enough? My dear fellow, wait until you hear
I the scherzo with its bombers and tanks and gas!"

How,long do you think the war will last?"
■ That s a gamble with the rainy season." With a wave of his
' bottle, the Frenchman ventured, "Six months."

“Six months?"
Out of the darkness, above the rumble of the train and the 

whoops of the warriors in the gondola, came a voice of protest. 
I take issue, monsieur," said Colonel Jacques.
M. Caillavet turned impatiently. "The issue was settled, 

monsieur, in the bloody legend of Cain and Abel."
| Colonel Jacques leaned forward, and his words shot across
[ the intervening space: "Bombing deserts and forests is foolish; 

nest-ce pas? Can you gas an enemy when you don’t know 
where he is? What good is a tank against a guerilla?”

Abba Micah Soudani listened, unaware th«v
| the benevolent scrutiny of Colonel Jacques, 

word was aimed indirectly at the Amharic, even as
| a billiard expert strikes one ball to pocket another.

"Quand meme," said M. Caillavet, "are there not towns—
i Addis Ababa, Ahrar, and Adowa?"

Recalling an article in the London Times, McKnight said, 
Their inhabitants are doubtless in the eucalyptus groves by 

now."
Colonel Jacques chuckled, "Monsieur, to conquer Ethiopia, 

the fascists must conquer the unholy trinity thirst, hunger, 
j disease ’*Abba Micah smiled into his beard. Here was a White who 

knew the land of burnt faces. The odd palaver of t ese 
gave him a camel steal to chew and kept his mind rom 
ing drunk on the talla of a bard’s fancy. ,

M. Caillavet waved a deprecating hand, then he
tie aloft before mouthing it. "Monsieur, ® js the dead 
les miserobles bread or circuses. Man is a w ■ Caesars, 
bone II Duce dragged from the catacom s ] than
The result is the circus Africanus. It is easier to supp 

bread." , nf the Caesars, but he
The colonel agreed P™„r what has that to do with

cut in with mock severity, Monsieu 
the point of contention?
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John McKnight said: “I got in bad with II Duce 
thing. A Swiss doctor from Berbera told me 
Castellani had sent tons of quinine and serum

M. Caillavet went on doggedly: “Now a circus must have 
equipment as well as performers; n’est-ce pas? When I was in 
Eritrea last month I saw endless donkey water-trains, huge 
bags of thalers, caravans of supplies, shiploads of stevedores 
and artisans, corps of the Benito Mussolini Engineers putting 
up hangars and airports.”

Colonel Jacques brushed those facts aside determinedly. 
"Disease kills more Whites in the tropics than hunger or 
thirst.”

"Among the slaves of fascism,” retorted M. Caillavet, in t e 
facile manner of the intellectual snob, "none renders a service 
greater than science. I know myself that Sir Aldo Castellan^ 
the specialist in tropical diseases, has been busy for II BU 
since 1932."

Stirred by unpleasant memories of his expulsion fr°t£.R°gry 

that Sir Aldo 
tubes in1’ 

Eritrea, established hospitals and laboratories, '"“’“'“'g. 
tens of thousands of fascist soldiers at Massawa and M 
discio. In a dispatch to my New York paper I said this indie , 
11 Duce had cast the die for war in spite of his talks for pea

M. Caillavet shook his head understanding^- The v 
trained Castellani well in Uganda and Ceylon. He is 
ready to combat typhoid, cholera, gangrene, malaria 
snake bite in Ethiopia.” Micah'

This revolution brought pain into the eyes of Abba M* 
as he realized for the first time the magnitude of the as 
Preparations. For a few moments he felt as if the Passa^Ljg 
3ir had stopped in his lungs. And then he closed his eyes, w 
the bard’s fancy sped back to a Byzantine painting 0 
Christ, nailed to a cross between thieves, on Golgotha, 
Mountain of the Skull. It was a picture done in sombre co 0 

y his young friend, Balachjo, on the wall of the Coptic chur 
at Adowa. The Christ was black. Abba Micah Soudani 8r[PPf, 

e old English pistol and the Chinese dagger in his girdI 
and this choked his impulse to groan aloud. He remember® 
b Words of Lidj, now in jail in Djibouti: "The differenf 
anH ean master and slave is a gun." Then he sighed deeply 
Yes theawh:tW°Uld th.is.,poky.train ever reach Addis Ababa7 
fan/ h Whlles were stl11 arguing. He was sorrv he had let h,s 
fa»cy wander. A man with a burnt face c^d^k up
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chunks of meat from the palavers of the Whites. Already he 
had odd news to give the distressed King of Kings.

Colonel Jacques was saying, “Didn’t the guerilla, Abd el- 
Krim. fight France to a halt?"

That war almost ruined France,” the American observed, 
with an almost exultant alacrity that puzzled the listening 
bard.

France is a bourgeois democracy," said the French cynic, 
and therefore two things are certain—freedom of speech 

and topsyturvydom of blunders.”
You re pro-fascist," said the colonel, bluntly.
Non, non," protested the Frenchman. "Nom de Dieu, non!

I am pro-Caillavet."
Silence, in the coach. The drums talked back and forth in 

the night—north, south, east, west.
M. Caillavet lit a cigarette, leaned back in his seat, inhaled 

thoughtfully.
Put that out!" shouted the tight-visaged conductor, who 

was already in a nervous sweat. "Do you want to get us 
bombed?"

As he flicked out the match, M. Caillavet sneered, "Mon­
sieur, are you a lover of liberty egalite et fraternite?

The conductor mopped his brow and scratched his ea
Oui, oui, of course," he mumbled. .iin

Then you shouldn’t be afraid to die," laughed t e mau 
Frenchman. "The death of the believer should Pre.cecT flt 
death of the belief. I heard the legions of fascism singmu 
Assab, 'We are ready to die for II Duce."’ Above them

And now the Whites looked up in amazement. ufianring 
towered a shommoed patriarch of a figure wit wra 
eyes, his magnificent busby of lion mane aWJ'Y’ njjShed his

"Messieurs," he thundered, trembling as he ,r d the pros 
old English pistol and Chinese dagger, I ave ^e^ore dawn. 
and cons of this invasion that comes like a ie g^^pja!" He 
Messieurs, there is just one way to conquefaces jn the 
paused, breathless, and glowered at t e w 
shadows. , roilUvet “Let us hear y<

Speak, prophet!" yelled M. Cailla ' slumped s- 
gray-bearded wisdom " Then the Frenchman 
ways in his seat. Ethiopia." Abba

"There is just one way to conqu dignity that f- 
Soudani repeated, with a grandeur
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eyes of the Whites. “Castrate every man and boy in the land of 
Ethiopia, so that no sons shall rise, in the rainy season nor the 
dry, to wreak vengeance in the names of their fathers!"

Not since that memorable Fourteenth of July in his boyhood, 
when he first heard the surging multitudes marching through 
the Arc de Triomphe singing the Marseillaise, had Colonel 
Jacques felt the uprush of patriotic sentiment that he expe­
rienced now in his callous soul.

‘‘Bravo!’’ cried McKnight. “I think I shall see
—without the ice and snow."
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POEMS

NAIROBI

Faceless crowds.
Voices.
Furious.
Stampeding.
Like hungry Tsavo elephants,

I
I

Wires, lights, spires,
Scream by, groaning, weary in panic.
No liberty statue,
Out of this
Burning their way in diamond-hard sobriety
The upward sky,
Hot, blankblue and static, 
Investing everything with gazelle motion.

Blazing sun,
Scorching steel, strike bronze, stone, glass, 
Black charcoal ways criss-cross below. 
Flashing windshields of crawling cars, 
Stretching, snarling, turning, trembling loath 
Mile upon mile.

Houses square high, 
Low and gabled, 
On howling antennae. 
Sparse weak trees, 
Towers in heaven’s distance, 
The whole earth slanting, 
Now  
Leaning against the windows, 
Dropping out of sight, 
Work of man’s hand.
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Waving arms like crossing dread highways, 
Vanish into nowhere, 
Or erupt out of buildings.
Millions downtrodden,
I for one,
Under this bone-cracking weight.
Days and nights
Filled always everywhere
With the eternal cry of human 
Pain and agony.

Chasing a water-hole, 
Brutal, sardonic, skeptical. 
Spring out of the ground, 
Pushing trucks.

Be gone!
Insanity and conceit.
Passion resort spots, 
Brandy soda cigarettes.
Female flaming hair floor-length robes, 
Feeling excitement close to pain, 
Mercy of mysteries. ,
Son's faces answer abjectly to proddings, 
Never felt Afro-saxon before, 
Tightening the huge hunger-knot, 
With backward discoursed smiles, 
Bound for prison or “Heaven.

Continent’s folk.
Homecoming.
Stepped into a new and healing light,
Too late:
Like the armpits under my arm
Familiar loneliness and contempt, 
Mocking smile.
Cosmic, knockabout, macabre, nightmarish.
Formless.
Illogical.
Ironic and bawdy
Miscarried expectations.
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THE SIEGE

1 remember I remember
Huts afraid, sooty, rusty, sticky and dripping 
Quiet petty immense hatreds knead 
Miscarried hopes and vanities 
Nowhere to put!
The river listless in its hopeless bed 
Unsure in its flow emptily.

No despise no disgust.
All dump there, all pedal there
That dismal 1 am not
But content and yelp
The great dog licks and bites 
Devours our skins all of us.

Bursting torments stopless
Rolling along alleys of fear.
Tunnels of anguish
But tweaking the tail of the nearest devil
Imperceptibly
To abolish fear in fine sands of dreams vain.

Visual nightmare.
Dozing in anguish, singing in pains staying all through 
Crawling into false friendship daily.
Like eyelids of rose petals.
The daylight comes pimpled like a yesterday, 
Anguish woes.
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A SOLEMN QUEST

Crippled-bird
Dusk-eyed infirmity, 
Unpretentious wounded-tiger.
Drop-by-drop,
I will squeeze this slave blood 
Out, out of me.
Deepen my eye
Extend my vanity art
To self-perceived dimensions.
Perforate deaf ears,
Rip apart blind eyes
See and hear.
Supple intelligence
Dissolves incredible sweetness of disposition.
Delusions?
Delicate minor, wan,
But tremendous figurine.
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SEVEN MEDITATIONS

benefactor 

•wwsriss* “
deed was merely the preliminary a ur
the more important undertaking- an who cut Y°

It is also more comforting to.know!*£* To know hat he 
throat is going to squeal to is^ a fellow human^ a her0 
would like to justify himselh approbation. That c(juld do 
killed you in order to men threat to her th victim)- 
because he has sinned. With th *re(not her as 
it again, and God help him choose

ment. Adv*3 6 °Per.ate °PenlY. calling for acknowledge- 
for a trin "'I!8!118 their achievements. Preparing their way 
audience 'rP 3 entr^ .to Rome. Rome, that city of intense 
men wh orne’ that city whose gates always opened to the 
the citv SUPermen- Rome, the city of the wolves. Rome, 
Rome tb- embroils its inmates. Rome, the heart of intrigue, 
fight thV1 wbiph Romans quarrel, to rush out of gate and 
win Q emselves, in the colonies, in the provinces, in order to 

. w n a march back to Rome ,n Tr.umph
arL atnous People, no less than the famous, want their actions 
JKnowledged. Biggs robbed the train in Britain. The accom- 

aient °f the robbery is greater than the punishment to be
^eted out to the culprits. The fact that an impossible mission 

as een made possible, is enough gratitude to one’s intellect, 
th 6| aC-t th3* one has outwitted a system—foolsproof—and all 

e rains the system had used to design a protective device,
>s enough pat on the back. The game is up. One has won in a 

at °f wits. The winner please step forward.
did it, you hear me, it was me who did it. Vice or virtue, we 

eave clues leading to the perpetrator.

realize that your 
public acclaim-
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dead heat toward5 
to immolate on6'

For four years (1964-67) I worked at q( 
Platonism. Platonism is good enough pil]ar

Taban Lo Liyong

It is comforting to know, that ancients knew the power of 
an audience. That intelligence has to be passed on. Thai even 
a carefully guarded secret has to be dispersed little by little. 
That nobody has a secret because he has narrated parts of it 
already. That in our dreams we inform on ourselves. That if 
a man keeps on talking he will have no more secrets left. That 
we actually become saner, healthier by unburdening our­
selves of secrets. That man's heart is not a dead end for secrets.

That, if you have seen the chiefs asinine ear, you will have 
to confide that fact to a hole, the hole to echo, echo to us all.

Man prides himself on being exceptional. We are afraid that 
the others look down upon us. We fear we don't have much to 
justify ourselves in their company unless we come with gifts.

Friendship is an exchange of gifts. The elephant invited the 
duiker to visit himself. His mother cooked a sumptuous feast- 

On the return visit, an exceptionally wonderful dish was 
consumed by the elephant. Wishing to congratulate the 
duiker's mother, the master cook, the elephant inquired about 
her.

Whereupon the duiker said: We just ate her. I have no 
substance with which to acquire meat. I have no other way 10 
repay your hospitality."

Unequal exchange of gifts results from friendship between 
people without the appropriate currency. The poor duiker has 
to cook his own mother for him to continue meriting invitation 
to the elephant’s table.

The poor man has to become informer. The woman who be 
comes a gossip has made her looseness an asset. She goes t° 
extremes listening at keyholes, to come up with a story 10 
justify her presence where it would otherwise have been 
resented.

When God and Kings were there, we knew where to gossip 
With profit. Now. with the dispersal of the Godhead gift beat­
ers clash with one another going left and right.
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self against. At least Plato is religious, intellectual, idealistic. 
An approbation from Platonists is a very recommendation, in 
deed. A very good reassurance, in deed. That is a good com­
pany to keep. With Platonists you. can maintain tension for 
the duration of a discussion. You poke left and right. You probe 
here and there. You explore the various twists of an argument. 
You straighten out the grooves, before they reform again. 
You withdraw, and re-explore. You plunge inwards. You 
question. You don’t let up. Maintain the inquiry. Ask new 
questions. Brush side-tracks aside. Forget about the red- 
herrings. Search and search. Search for the way towards 
understanding. The proper study of mankind is man (and 
woman]. Man know thyself. So we continue with the Socratic 
method. A dialogue, so the teacher does not tire himself out 
unnecessarily. It is not a solo performance. It is a group 
therapy. Group confrontation. The origin of light is one. But 
the areas illuminated are many. The way up and the way down 
is one. So we go on, probing the path of knowledge. On, an 
on. and on we probed. Hoping to find wisdom at home.

I climbed the hill of knowledge only to 
home. Let down, once more, let down.

Then I came back, wiser, because I had developed wings o 
fly away with from my enemies and towards areas oi con­
cern. I came back wiser, because I had programmed into y 
computer sense data all the way from here up to er , 
and from there back to here. More technically e ici 
my dejd vu strengthened. t the

I came back better of judgement because knowl-
difference between a process and an end. T e i^^ ^.g 
edge does not exist. Wisdom does not cap its op. state of 
exists in the realm of symbols and You im nt to be mean­
personal ritual. You want to relate to it. You the moun- 
ingful to yourself in its vocabulary- So Y°^ ^hammed. It 
tain, and the mountain knows neither you mernory's sake, to 
is inert. You bruise yourself against 1 . 0 
reinforce certain grooves of thought in y of speech and

I came back knowing that there is  a literally one can g 
reality. A manner of saying things.
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When I was descending the hill of wisdom, I stopped in 
limbo, rested my head against my folded arms, and saw. as 
in a dream, the rushing up by those who are still searching 
for an object of devotion; and those who were busy trampling 
on temples and cows because they felt cheated that heaven 
was not at home; and of course there were those, happy in 
their ignorance, whose understanding, whose curiosity a 
not yet awakened, who were busy acting, oblivious of the as 
news from Jupiter.

I stopped in limbo, and as in a dream, I saw approach me. a 
figure clad in understanding who told me to write down w 
I had seen, for the better guidance of those of awa en 
consciousness, who are likely to sin, and sin worse, t ro 
disillusionment. . j

I took out my pen, and on some leaves he had offere 
set down on paper, what I had seen, heard, thought, reai 
those who are unfamiliar with my progression an . 
gression; those who don’t know of my anabasis and ca a, 
Those who don’t know how I regrouped myself after mj 
integration, when they read this, they will not know it- .

What you are reading was written there in limbo 
divine guidance, guidance of the lord of understanding-

Taban has reached another stage in his advanceme 
some of you might remark when you see the publication 
other works in the future. . . j jn

I see the possibility of my past Platonism being punis 
my later-day Aristotelianism.
Judge: Taban, you are guilty of this publication, 

aban: It is not I who wrote that.
Judge: What do you mean, you are Taban, aren't you?
I aban: Of course I am Taban. But, your Lordship, the TaD 

who wrote that is not here with us.
Judge: Do you have a twin brother of the same name? . n
1 aban: No, your Lordship. What I mean is that the Taban 

wrote that lived here four years ago.
And he is no longer here with us.

Taban Lo Liyong 

on from confusion to confusion. Understood at the level of 
illustrations to point out ways for us, we make more meaning 
out of it.
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product

about

of ownership

. Gone with- 
possibility of

the house 
, faint, the 

ampli-

]udge: Where is he?
Taban: He belongs to History. He is up there in Parnassus in 

Utopia, sitting on the right hand of Jesus and Plato.
Judge: Please explain yourself.
Taban: 1 can only explain the Taban now standing here before 

you. That too I shall try, to the best of my ability, be­
cause he is shifty, all the time changing, that Proteus. 
You see this Taban here in the dock, he has changed a 
lot since he stepped in here. But, your Lordship, I have 
no commerce with the Taban who is up there, intel- 
lecting. I knew him four years ago when he lodged in 
these mansions. But he has since gone, 
out leaving a return address. There is no j 
conjuring him back to life.

Judge: Don t be ridiculous. Here before us is a document 
written and duly signed by Taban. Did you write it 
or not?

Taban: With due respect to your Lordship and this august 
court, sir, I agree that the said document is a pro uc 
of the house bearing the official stamp of the irm. 
But, each year, as a rule, we have new tenants 
in and old tenants moving out. You should have e 
there, your Lordship, at the last changing ot g“ ' 
How the old crony was spirited away, yes- 1smQ|<e 
spirited away, squeezed up the chimney m rough 
your Lordship, and the new tenant boo e i 
like a Mussolini peasant. f .,e house
Now, there have been four occupants o j j am 
since that document was produced an s Went 
the latest occupant, absolutely ignoran * the 
on before, and equally oblivious o w 
fate of the house after I am gone. . ,
I submit, that echoes of past 80ing^j . s0 
reverberate to my ears. But the of an
memory so blurred that, wit^.0U, iess. 
fier, transformer, 1 am virtual y o stion me 
In any case, My Lordship. y°u ca can you? 
the activities of the former occupant .

Judge: Are you the heir? in the
Taban: What do you mean? * arriprshiP t0 everything 
Judge: Have you the right 

house?
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:r Taban. 
court, for

or present self?

or Taban

Taban: Yes and no. Mine is strictly the right of occupancy 
within temporal limits. But I do not own the scars of 
yesteryear. I am not the alcoholic whose smell is still 
present in the house. Three years ago, there was a 
sexmaniac who went about raping girls and women. 
I am not he. I am, as you see, myself, sir.

Judge: This has gone on for too long. Who are you? 
Taban: I am Taban present and not Taban to come, 

past.
Judge: In your former life, did you write this document?
Taban: Difficult to tell. But, I guess so. I recollect it very hazily 

But, as your Lordship has learnedly put it, that docu­
ment was written in my former life. .
If I may be of help, Sir, could I suggest that you shou 
have brought up your accusations to that former ie. 
against that former Taban? You do wrong to earn 
Taban present (who should be otherwise engage J 
the commissions by Taban past.

Judge: Case dismissed. Sergeant, search for former 
accuse him for his former acts, in the former co 
my former self to judge.

Sergeant: Should I go in my former
Judge: Both.
Plato: Ridiculous.
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THREE FABLES

hare, ogre and tortoise

look*for 'i,ad ®rown very long and clumsy, so he began to 
People kn ar.ker' He Went from villa8e *° village, but many 
sa in 'W n na‘Ure °f °8re's hair aad refused “> »•
Hare said6 “i3/3!110 razor-’ When he approached Hare's home 
Oerp tnlri u UnC.e’ we^come: what are you looking for?" 
hair H • Was l°°kmg for somebody to cut his
work are lnv*ted him into the house and immediately set to 

cuttiT 0®re.s hair was a very strange type. When you finish 
sidp h* °ne S^e °? th® head and begin the other side, the other 
his u 6?1,ns growin8 very fast and long. Hare struggled with 
BvthnCf,eS 3a*r th® whole day without making any progress, 
fed G i?116 the cattle were coming home Hare was thoroughly

UP. ut there was nothing else to do for fear of being eaten

Suddenly Hare shouted "Yes," as if someone had called 
"JvJUSt wa^* let me first finish my uncle’s hair.” 
Who called you?" Ogre asked.

it is my wife. but. of course. I cannot go before com­
pleting the work."

Ogre said, "Just go and hear what your wife wants to say. 
ut come back as soon as possible." Hare walked out of t e 

house, went to the back and dashed across the plains at a great 
speed, saying, "What kind of hair is this? If Ogre wants the 
house let him take it." . □

After some time Ogre realized that Hare had escape a 
went out in hot pursuit, singing in a deep and frig 1 u V01

Hii, hii, Hare, hii!
How dare you run away
Before completing my hair?
Hii, hii, Hare, hii!
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took

seen Hare

. Tortoise replied.
TorVohe yt0^H“le 'h!n^ 

onrp W8‘c matvfesxxr"°gre cried v •’ 
mv stomach is terrTbie.’ please help me, the pain 

s°me porridge to soothe mJ

_______ ••a.y iticiiu oarer ,, Qgre thr®^ "O, my friend Tortoise, you must help nne. , thunder 
down his walking stick. Lightning flashed, a pioUted. 
roared. ‘‘Tortoise, Hare is in your house,” Ogre

"So?" Tortoise replied. red."
----  ----- e, my eyes will soon beco
told Ogre that his eyes will also becom toOk

and swallowed him. Tor 0 tjne5 
and started cutting up Ogre’s m jn 

with pain. ’‘Hare, olpa^ ,hP
ie terrible. Make

When Hare heard this song he ran even faster towards Ele­
phant’s house. "Elephant, Elephant," he panted, “Help me. 
help me."

"What is the matter, Hare? Who is chasing you? Elephant 
asked.

"Ogre, can you not hear his song? He wants to eat me e- 
cause I could not finish cutting his hair." , „

"Go into the house and hide on top of the firewoo s ac ,

Ogre had a walking stick made of thunder and n;
he entered Elephant’s compound, Ogre threw the sic 
there was a blinding flash and an ear-splitting thun e . 
is that?" Elephant asked.

"Elephant!" Ogre roared, “Elephant, have you 
fhis way?" quickly. I

Elephant whispered urgently to Hare, s .
cannot help you." As Hare escaped through lhe a s|,ort
Elephant said to Ogre. "Yes, I saw him passing
while ago." , Rhin0 with

Hare raced across the grass towards the house
Ogre at his tail singing the frightful song:

Hii, hii, Hare, hii,
How dare you run away
Before completing my hair?
Hii, hii, Hare, hii. . place

Rhino saw them and told Hare not to come 0 tereC] the 
Hare sped past towards Python’s compound and en {0 
house. When Python heard the voice of Ogre he to strong 
get out quickly. Hippo, Lion, Buffalo and all the o p|are 
animals could not help Hare. Then, almost giving 
limped into the house of Tortoise.

What is the matter, my friend Hare?”"o, — ~
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married, but

"You

abandoned.

stomach ache.” Hare brought boiling porridge in a large gourd. 
“Open your mouth wide,” he told Ogre. Then he spoke to 
Tortoise, "Jump on the other side, quick.” Hare poured the 
whole gourd of boiling porridge into the mouth of Ogre, and 
he died. Then Tortoise came out.

Hare brought a basket of mushrooms to Tortoise and 
thanked him for saving his life.

HARE AND HORNBILL

and ^oriibill were great friends. One day Hare said, 
y riend, we have looked for girls all over this land, and 

unt6 ql I?°ne are good enough for you and me. Let us go 
H° k-nan^’ Per^aPs we will find some suitable ones." 

ornbill replied, "I know it is getting a bit late for us to get 
terribl /°U ^now mV problem, you know I have this 

You mean your chronic diarrhoea? But this is nothing to 
t\orry about, said Hare. He produced a large cork, and 
sealed up Hornbill's anus.

e two friends made preparations for the journey, an 
a er packing their luggage and saying good-bye to their fam- 
“es. Hare got on Hornbill’s back and they flew up througn 

the clouds into Skyland. There was a big marriage dance; Hare 
an Hornbill put on their dancing costumes and went straig 
mto the arena. Hornbill danced gracefully, touching 
^Ound lightly and moving his wings up and down 0 
rhythm of the drums. His neck swayed this way and that way. 
and his eyes sparkled with love. Hare danced as best he ■ 
hat he could not follow the rhythm of the dance, and s g 
0 tune, and his big ears looked funny. Beauti u S' p]are; 
to dance before Hornbill, but none came anywhere him
and when he approached the girls they ran awa slept
That night Hornbill slept with a very pretty gir ■ 
c°ld. oain slept cold.

The next day Hornbill won two girls; Hare beside his 
The next night when Hornbill was asleep, r unhooked the 
fourth lover. Hare tip-toed into 'heJhou,sa spewed out and 
cork. Three days accumulation of dhiarose°like smoke and the 
flooded the entire house. The stench rose ■ abandoned. 
dancers fled from the arena, and t e
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LOAF, HARE AND TORTOISE

are

Collect me!" Hare hit the ground and disintegrated,into many 
many small pieces. The smallest black ants ‘ "
pieces and put them together again, and Hare I 

Today when Hare is running you hear his < 
crackling sounds, because the bones of his chest 
together very properly.

I IB

o.„, saw Loaf coming along the p
He immediately began dancing and singing with joy-

Loaf is so sweet, sweet, sweet;
Loaf is so sweet, it must be eaten;
Loaf you are so sweet,
Loaf, let a child eat you, 
Loaf, you are so sweet.

When Loaf came near Hare, Hare said, "Loaf, where 
you going?"

"I am going to visit my mother-in-law," he replied. () r 
"But Loaf, you are so beautiful, and I am so hungry-’ L° 

said that that was not his problem. "I am going to eat yoU'

Hornbill sped down from Skyland in great shame leaving 
Hare behind.

The Skylanders made a rope from grass and tied it around 
Hare's waist, and gave him a drum. As they let him down they 
told Hare that they would continue making the rope longer 
and longer until they heard the sounds of the drum, which 
would indicate that Hare had reached earth. Hare descended 
slowly, but on seeing the faint tips of the highest mountain he 
hit the drum. So the Skylanders dropped the rope. And Hare 
came hurtling down like a falling stone. But just before hitting 
the ground he cried to the smallest black ants, "Collect me!

collected the 
became alive, 
chest making 
were not put

One day Loaf set out to visit his mother-in-law. On is 
he put white ostrich feathers. His hunting horn hung on 
neck, and a beautiful leopard skin on his back. Loaf ca£ , 
his battle axe and his spear in one hand, and in the other 
was a rope pulling a big black he-goat, a present or 
mother-in-law. On the belt around his waist there hung a 
bell. You could hear Loaf coming from a long way off. as 
bell went ting, ting, ting.

Hare who was very hungry,



31
Three Fables

Hare said, and attacked Loaf at once. Loaf knocked Hare down 
with his battle axe, and continued with his journey.

When Hare had recovered he ran fast through the grass and 
cut the path ahead of Loaf and met Bushbuck. "Bushbuck, 
are you hungry?" Hare asked him.

I am very hungry, my friend."
Good, said Hare. “Do you hear the bell down the path?" 

Bushbuck listened and said he could hear it. "That is Loaf. 
He is going to visit his mother-in-law, to whom he is taking a 
fat billy goat. Let us eat them." Bushbuck put his head down 
with the horns at the ready. And as Loaf was just about to 
Pass Bushbuck charged. Loaf wielded his battle axe and 
knocked Bushbuck to the ground. "You are big for nothing. 
Look at you." Hare told Bushbuck, and sped through the grass 
and cut the path ahead of Loaf, and met Rhino. "Rhino, my 
friend, are you not hungry?"

I am dying of hunger; but why do you ask me such a 
question?"

Look down the path and listen carefully." Hare said, Do 
you hear a bell?"

Yes, and I can see a beautiful Loaf with a billy goat.
Hare touched Rhino’s horn gently and said, "Do you think 

we can kill him and eat him together with his goat? in0 
took up position by the side of the path with his sharpJong 
horn at the ready. Hare also hid in the long grass by the side 
he path, but in a position where he could witness the gre 

killing of Loaf.
As Loaf reached the place Rhino charged n jfad.

hut Loaf hit his head with the battle axe and he fell do d 
What a weak beast you are. how can you be knocked down by 

Loaf?” Hare said. Buffalo, Hippo, Elephant "he 
by Loaf. By now Hare was very tired and ve y hope of
saw mighty Elephant knocked down he gave through the

who is coming down the path? Hare sai
No," replied Tortoise.

"It is Loaf."
‘‘What about Loaf?" Tortoise asked
You mean you are not hungry!

'■No, I am not hungry," Tortoise repbe js taking to
"But you see Hare has a billy g°at w
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soon as

bent over

to tell me is 
„.i the rock or 
strike his shell

■

mother-in-law. Let us kill Loaf, then you will take the goat 
and I will eat Loaf.”

Tortoise hid in the grass with his club lifted up. As 
Loaf reached the spot, Tortoise hit him on the head and killed 
him. Immediately Hare seized Tortoise and said, “Tortoise, 
how do you want me to kill you?”

But Hare," Tortoise protested, "did you not ask me to kill 
Loaf so that you may eat him, and I take the goat?"

That is not the issue now. What I want you t 
how you would like to die. Shall I dash you on 
throw you in the fire?” Tortoise asked Hare to Su»»w — - with a piece of rock. He did and there was a spark of fire. ‘Did 
you see the fire?" Tortoise asked. "Yes," Hare replied. “Now 
listen my friend," said Tortoise, "if you really want to kill me 
do not waste your time dashing me on the rock, because on j 
a big fire will be caused. And you must know that I cannot 
burn in fire either." Immediately Hare threw Tortoise into 
river.Tortoise dived to the bottom of the river and caught a big 
fish. He held it up to Hare and said, "My friend Hare, 0 y° 

want some fish?"
J^are asked, "But why have you not drowned? ,
But I am asking you if you want fish?" Tortoise sai • a 

mouth was watering because of the fish. He nodded his ea 
show that he wanted it. So Tortoise asked him to come ne 

e shore, and he did. Tortoise moved nearer and nearer, 
ing .the f>sh high. "Here, take it," and as Hare bent over 
receive the fish Tortoise grabbed his legs and pulled him 1

e water, and Hare drowned. fi utn k°rtLise took ‘be dead Loaf, the big billy goat and the ns 
° ms home.
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POEMS
DO NOT WEEP FOR ME

I lay golden eggs

is .

. b . . .

<=8g

Do not weep for me 
Daughters of my brother 
Wives of my brother 
Kinsmen of my brother 
Weep for yourselves 
Weep for your children 
Weep for my brother

This . . 
My bro 
My . . 
My . . . 
M . . .

A gun
My twin-brother’s gun
His finger on trigger
A gun
Pointed at my heart
Aimed at my skull
By my brother
Intent on my golden egg
For being natural
With the gradualness of evolution

1 m the layer of golden 
I never die
I go

but
I return
Terror!

My bro
Tup .... tup .... tup

. too .... much!
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REFUGEE

I come to live with you
To sup with you
Have no peace
Slayer of brother
For every human face you see
Have no rest
For every blade of grass touched by wind 
Have no peace
For every stone you lay your foot on 
Have no rest
I come to dine with you 
Terror!

Aman running at dawn
Aman fleeing at break o’ new day 
A woman screaming at dawn 
A child running at break o’ new day 
A child fleeing at dawn 
A black man 
A black woman 
A black child
Running, fleeing at break o' new day 

which is everyday
From

I Black men
I Black women 

Black children
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M

George Kapa drove to the airport to see David o 
There had been stories two weeks ago that the lists j 
grants were stopped at the various road-blocks an 
George could not stand to see these buses; they remi 
of the Jews in Europe being carted off to Hitlers concentra 
tion camps to their deaths. But the comparison wa 
the East Indians were actually being saved rom v f,ad to 
least, those of them who were not so poor tha y 
travel by train to the coast of Mozania, from 
would go by ship to India. According to press repo 
Mozania, when the trains stopped at some s*ation\he men. 
diers went in and raped the women and girls, beat up 
and stole the few possessions they were allowed 0 ^pt 

George could not understand why the foreign pap pajnj. 
saying that East Indians were hated fanatically y 
bians and that the General had gained in popularity j 
shrewd decision to expel them. The foreign press a 
photos of Damibians dancing with joy when the Gene of 
nounced his expulsion. Well, one could always get P flr 
Africans dancing and say that they were dancing for s 
that reason. This was an old game of the colonialist p 
In fact, whenever George saw these buses passing, he is > 
ashamed that he tried to block them from his mind. An . 
noticed that the Damibians by the roadside stopped 
watched silently. They did not dance for joy. c(]

George had not been to this airport earlier. A not-yet-oPen . 
aircraft engine workshop about a mile from the airport but 
mg was being used for the “expellees," a new word that aP 
peared on the news these days. George drove along ChaPe 
,oa5*’ round the curve, and then down the slope leading * 

e hangar. A new car park had been hastily cut out of m6
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waste ground near the lake shore. He parked and walked 
slowly over to the wire-fencing. He reached the gate.

Simoma! Wapi wewe na kwenda!”
Two soldiers in battle fatigues guarding the gate, rifles 

raised.
Ko ono Rafiki.” George knew it was not safe to reply in 

English when the army spoke in Swahili. Swahili had never 
really become one of the languages of Damibia, but as there 
was such a multiplicity of languages, a kind of pidgin Swahili 
had become the lingua franca, mainly among the uneducated. 
Most of the soldiers were highly conscious of being uned­
ucated. So they took every opportunity to humiliate those 
who could not speak Swahili. Moreover, today was the last 
ay of the expulsion and the soldiers could be jumpy-
“You have a Muindi friend?" asked one soldier in some 

astonishment.
"Well, actually a Mugoa friend." George knew that although 

Goans were also lumped under the term East Indians, gener 
ally they were not disliked at all. This would be a safe rep y- 
It was.

Kuju, said the soldier, opening the gate. Do you havr ^Y 
identification?" George produced his driving licens 
had his name and photograph. He was let throug •

George looked around, looking for Dav‘d'TmLgr'^ hangar. 
018 sheds, one of them to be a workshop and the work-
The hangar was being used to deal with peop e w & & match­
shop was piled high with suitcases, trunks. boxe„^in they ever 
“ox skyscraper. “Good Lord," thought George, any.
be able to clear those things? I doubt anyon the pre. 
Ihing. The army will steal it all." Geor®5 . ort when there 
vious day that some soldiers had gone to . trunks. Then
was no flight and took many of the ox jree things or
they passed the word round that the wanted none o 
everybody at the airport. Some of 'he P j the taint 
h: they did not think of having things that, thought 
blood on them. But others were Petc. which they

the property of the East In ian
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bad for the image of the country. The police went along just 
as people had started to take things and arrested them: the 
ex-houseboys, garage attendants and ex-ayahs. The police 
took them to the jail and locked them up. Later, army per­
sonnel came over, forcibly took the keys from the police chief, 
took the prisoners out, and stabbed and shot them to death, 
not caring one bit for the screams of the wounded and dying 
or even that the police-station and jail was just off the main 
road.

George looked around cautiously, from behind dark glasses. 
It wouldn't do for the army and security personnel there o 
see him looking around. He gazed into the other building- Was 
it crowded! East Indians of all shapes and sizes and ages. 
There was an old woman, so old that George won ere 
whether she would be able to make it to the plane. She w 
limping around, bow-legged, helped by a young gid- *.h' 
was a young Sikh in a smart bell-bottomed suit and wearing 
turban. His beard was small and very neat; it looked ■ e 
had used an invisible trapeze net to hold it in place. Strang • 
when George was young, he used to be afraid of these 1 ' 
who looked very fierce and warlike and were all over the p ' 
Unlike the other East Indians, the Sikhs came into con 
with Damibians all the time because they were carpen ■ 
lorry-drivers, contractors, plumbers, and even P0'icelf re 
George had been to Malaysia last year and had seen that 
were Sikhs in the police force there as well. The British seern, g 
to have liked using Sikhs as policemen in the old days, 
it was easier to frighten the people with such a foreign a 
foreign-looking people. The Malaysians seemed to be eV 
more terrifieci of the Sikhs than he had been. What would t 
1 lniji saw the Sikhs leaving Damibia so tamely? J 
wou think the General was a real monster, to be able 
vmmoViT tllese fierce people! George was sure that t 1 
nlavp*L lkk W.as Gurmeet Singh, one of the national hockey 
Common^0: ^ad recen,1y represented the country at 'h

The General had made an offer oj 
and he had n°> ‘J16 Eas' Indians representing the country
East Indians wl*h 'hern on their return, saying, a 
t^hVs^arti^u0!?^^,'^]?^60
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whole

customs check was taking place. There had been stories that 
the women had been completely stripped and searched be­
cause some of them had hidden gold round their bodies or even 
in their menstrual pads and up their vaginas. He could not see 
this happening here; maybe it had been only a rumor. 
Sq—eea—allk! Bo—ooo—wwwww!" A groaning from the far 

end of the table. George's heart leaped up. What was going 
on? Oh, it was only one of the customs officers taking out a 
saxophone and blowing it, perhaps looking for hidden gold. 
He saw the officer handing it to the owner, a short, mus­
tachioed man, and gesturing to him to play. It was Ramos 

acheco, who played for one of the well-known Goan bands,
1 obby and his Nobs, after civil service hours. There must 

ave been a farewell ceremony for Ramos at the Institute 
ast night. Ramos had been a good and conscientious assistant 
treasurer. Ramos took the saxophone and wailed out a whole 
verse of "St. Louis Blues.” God, the man could play with feel­
ing! George had never heard him play like this with Nobby an 
his Nobs. That blues had been George's favorite music ever 
since Louis Armstrong had visited the country in the early 
sixties. From Satchmo, George had learned that the blues 
carried the suffering of a people helpless against their Pr° 
ems and oppressed by the whole power-structure ut a s° 
determination of the people to carry on living- amos . -s 
be hating to see the evening sun go down because 
baby but he would be leaving this town.

George was amused to see so many cloth aKpt^aroiied into 
[ied with twine and string and so many b an e from the 
bundles. East Indians thought they were so George was 
Damibians but actually they were the sa . with
always embarrassed when he wanted his uncRes. She even 
him to Lubele and she came with all t asa had to go to 
did this when she travelled by taxi, an himself, as a sea-
the taxi and carry out all the stuff- e° light and smartly
soned, modern traveller, always trave se bought in New 
with two small suitcases and an a a taking a piece o 
York. But perhaps these East India which you couldn 
the country, the touch and smel 0 ' {
with modern valise cases and suii thg distance, on

David hadn't appeared. Oh. Mims'" and
the hill and near the fence . procession
ship & Internal Affairs, was a
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plane 
—o 

IM* " ,
forehead 

and nose, and then stumble off. "The people have a 1°^,^ 
endurance!” thought George, admiringly. "The ^en®,rfzaybe 
find that it is not easy to kill everyone in this country.
David was right—he should have identified more wi 
people than with the toys of the West. ep

The bus was through the gate and the passengers wer wjtJj 
ting off. Some of them looked like Damibians, Africans- 
dark skin and kinky hair. Maybe they were half-cr*eScover 
General had extended his decision three days ago t0 x. 
those people in Damibia who were “of East Indian orig>n' 
traction or ancestry.” This meant, in effect, that anyone ' 
had as much as one East Indian grandparent had to ,e“' 
Many such people had considered themselves indigen . 
Damibians. Africans, and had never gone to the Cit>zenS 
Department to apply for citizenship. They had to leave I’"'. 
So much for the General’s occasional accusations that >» 
East Indians had not integrated and intermarried. Those 
had still had to leave and so had their offspring. There W05 . 
black woman! Could she also have an East Indian ances^’

a bus. That must be him, escorted like a king. (And he was a 
socialist, smiled George.) Suddenly, George heard shouts and 
thumps. He lowered his gaze to the gate. A black Damibian 
in black rags was just buckling at his knees. A soldier was 
near him, rifle butt raised. A smartly-dressed civilian African 
next to him raised his arm and gave the black Damibian a 
karate-chop on the back of his neck. The man collapsed like a 
sack of potatoes. Before he hit the ground, the soldier had 
struck his back with his rifle butt. As soon as the man was 
down, the soldier and the civilian kicked him over and over 
again with hob-nailed boots. "God!" thought George. They 
are killing him in front of everybody!”

"He was trying to steal one of the bundles," said an African 
at George’s elbow. George did not say anything. Like the ot er 
two, this man did not look like a Damibian. He could be an 
agent provocateur. George began to feel pains shooting 
his back. 0

The man was then dragged to his feet, grabbed by t e 
men around the shoulders, and rushed to the gate, whic 
been opened for the new bus. He was thrown through t e 
and sailed into the air, just missing the bus. "Just like a P 
taking off,” thought George. But amazingly, he saw t e 
pick himself off the ground, wipe the blood off his for^

General
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He made as though 
sighed down with a 

"Good to see you,

A few years ago, a group of very Indian-looking Indians had 
come from India to Damibia, saying that they were trying to 
trace their African ancestors who had come to India from 
Eastern Africa in the sixteenth century and intermarried 
there. It seemed that there were no racial problems in those 
days. No, George could not believe that the black woman had 
any East Indian blood—or, more correctly, genes. She was 
wearing a sari, but wearing it badly, as though it were a busuti. 
Maybe she is trying to convince people that she has Indian 
blood because she does not have any: maybe she is so scared 
of what the army will do after tomorrow that she is running 
away while she can.

Ah, there were David, Josephine and their children getting 
off the bus. The daughter was carrying a doll and the son a 
locally woven cot for the doll. George checked his impulse to 
rush to the bus and waited for them to get off and join the end 
of the queue. He then went up.

Jumbo, Daudi!" he said.
' Who—" exclaimed a startled David. "Why, George! He

looked like he couldn't believe his eyes. ' 
to embrace George, but he was too wei 
case, a camera and a transistor radio.
George!" said David. "How is Miriam!"

Fine!" said George. "She couldn’t come-
I know," said David. "You have come. I appreciate it.
'Where’s Evaristo?" asked George.
I told him not to come," said David. "He is staying on to 

sort out our affairs. He’ll join us after that. He 11 go to oa
• first to collect my mother and bring her along.

What could one talk about at a time like this except the mos 
literal facts and the most banal cliches, hoping a 
ing could be sneaked in under the words? I wan„y know, 
you a final thing for good luck," said Geor®en long trjp,

I among our people, when someone is setting o tkjnp of
to unknown territory, we believe in giving hmi som g, 
the old soil so that he will still have roots. But I could n

'■Yes, I know," said David. It something to one
of all a Damibian, to be accused ot nanun» looking over 
°f the expellees. David looked nervous a eone to co

! George’s shoulders, as though he expe
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along and stop him from leaving.
The queue was inching forward. George moved to one side.
George was getting impatient. David was probably used to 

this business by now. He had had to join queues nearly every 
day for the past few days. He had to queue first over checking 
his citizenship, then to get his exemption, then for his identity 
card, then for cards for his wife and children, then to be inter­
viewed by the Canadians, then for the medical results from the 
Canadians, then to get his emigration papers, then to get ex­
change control approval to take a travel allowance (which 
had been reduced to shs. 1000 per family, one month's rent in 
Canada), then to be innoculated against yellow fever and 
smallpox, then to have his belongings accepted for air­
freighting: and he was one of the lucky ones. What about 
Jackson Gomes? Jackson had to queue outside the Britis 
High Commission to see if he could get back British citizen 
ship, since the Damibian authorities had taken his citizenship 
away on the grounds that he had not correctly renounced 
British citizenship. After queuing for over a day, the Britis 
told him that he had in fact correctly renounced his Britis 
citizenship; the Damibians were not right to tell him that as 
the British Home Office had stamped the Certificate our 
months after his Damibian Citizenship came through, 

itizenship was invalid. He would have to take the matter u 
with the Damibian authorities, the British said. “Might as we 
e someone to talk to a hungry lion," Jackson had told Georg 

. e night of David’s farewell. “People have been beaten up 
just or looking suspicious near the Immigration Depart11161'’ 
Jac son had to queue: the Indians would not accept him.

ana uns didn’t want him, the Australians only wan e 
Ttfp tV cUa ified doctors, the Indians said he was not an Ind,a ‘ 
Fact r ‘ ' 8°vernment took a decision to accept 1,000 stated 
exDPriinla»nSkWith no qualification. Jackson joined this queU : 
and “Wk8 be asked "What did Lincoln say at Gettysburg' 
asked tn60 W3S Peorge Washington born?" Instead, he w.a 
When it ,1hat he was s,ateless- This he could not d •
stateless- the M, “7acceptance' he had proof that he W* 
him to remove h 7/”, '^ration Department ask>"8
Jackson left th/ f ’he coun,ry by December 21S



Departure 45

doubt decided 
slices. No. what 

had no respect 
had even 
its word, 

only to be 
■ 2 ' r no 

w..o ancestors? 
md" rials. There 

» not worthy 
imored t

But George had forgotten how to queue and was getting 
tired. He kept shifting from one foot to another. The only other 
time he had seen so many Indians was when he passed through 
Bombay on his way back from Malaysia. He hadn’t known until 
then that there could be so many poor Indians in India. He 
thought that was why so many Indians had left their country 
and come to Eastern Africa. On the other hand, as an official 
visitor, he was taken to visit some of the factories and to have 
dinner with some of the owners. There he had seen wealth 
and luxury such as well beyond the reach of even the wealth­
iest of Damibian East Indians. It all reminded him of the 
pyramids he saw at Giza, Egypt. The broader the base of the 
pyramid, the higher the topmost point was from the ground.

Wealth had certainly not saved the richest East Indian 
family, the Mankoos, a family of industrialists. The head of 
the family had been locked away in “the Tokyo" while the 
checking of citizenship was taking place. He was freed three 
days ago and told he was not a citizen because he did not have 
his papers checked. The whole Mankoo family was told to 
leave before the 21st. The General grabbed the big industries 
belonging to the Mankoo family, or rather, to the foreign capital 
and run by the Mankoos. George did not have any sympathy 
with the Mankoos. It was true that they must have worke 
hard; the first Mankoo had walked in from the coast an 
walked round for hundreds of miles selling small things to t e 
people. It was also true that all East Indian family businesses 
were run on small profit margins as they had low overheads 
and as the whole family worked. But they must have a so 
bribed their way to success. There were rumors about me 
‘gifts" they had given politicians in the P^^ous regime and. 
after the coup, it was rumored that they pai jprid 
the army for two months. And the General no dou- - , 
to grab the whole cake instead of taking 
pained George was that the Damibian regime 
for international law. Once people were ci iz®n ’ 
indicated their wish to be so, Damibia a‘ c
How could a man travel on a Damibian pass£? for 
told eight years later that he wa® n.° the wrong 
specific crime except that he h arj •_
There should have been specific aacu\ ho were 
even were many indigenous Daml ia , was rui 
of being citizens. The General himself.
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were 
the gate 
shilling.

sending cash in U.S. dollars to a Swiss bank. So many African. 
Asian and Latin American leaders did this—and then they 
died, leaving their ill-gotten gains to be enjoyed by the gnomes 
of Zurich and Europe. It was also said that the General was 
born across the border . . .

George pulled himself out of his thoughts, feeling they 
becoming too dangerous. What if the soldiers near 
could read them? His life would not be worth one 
He would be fed to the fishes in the lake just across the car­
park.

David had at last been cleared by customs. But he was sep­
arated from George and they were not even within shouting 
distance. David waved. George nodded his head. David began 
to articulate something. George took it to mean that he ha 
better go. George was not used to going to see someone off a 
the Damibian airport and then leaving before the plane too 
off. His feet were turning to lead.

David broke close to the rope fencing dividing him ro 
George and croaked, "The General has destroyed us.

George looked around. Was that soldier eyeing him sus 
piciously? Maybe they would accuse him of stealing so 
property belonging to an East Indian. It was getting ar 
George decided that he had better leave. He raised his arm 
David and waved it back and forth, like a wiper brushing aw 
the muck from a dirty windscreen. This was not the way to s 
goodbye, but he had made the gesture. They would me 
again, if George lived. He waved his hand again and artic 
lated the words, "See you!" ,. g

And then George turned and walked to the gate. The so 16 
looked at him and asked him to identify himself. He produce 
his driving licence again. They looked at it and reluctan 
opened the gate. .g

"After tomorrow, eh, we will see whether the Genera 1 
right or wrong. Kwaheri!"

George was startled. Was the man trying to trap him int0 
making a statement against the General? He couldn’t take a 
chance so he openly replied, "Kwaheri," walking to the park­
half-wondering whether he would find his car. Once, his car 
had been stolen when he had gone to the Blanwa Post Office’ 
in broad daylight! The Damibian car thieves were real experts- 
they could make duplicate keys, steal wheels, strip do^n 
cars, and so on. When he had bought a new car with the insur-
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across 
to the 

s Rake 
while the coun-

, the old 
in a tea- 

U‘f''blood. He 
into the

- Church, he 
iaie’fHsh1- r/a'v’ingbyair.ther

ance. he had fitted it with five anti-theft devices: a concealed 
ley which cut off the ignition, a switch which caused the horn 
tosound off if the car were touched, a steering lock, a gadget 
which locked the steering wheel to the clutch, and round 
wheel-nuts which could only be removed with a special spanner. 
Sull, he had no doubt that his car could be stolen if the thieves 
wanted. And lately, they were doing it at gunpoint. His car was 
gone! No, there it was, obscured by someone who had parked 
badly. These days, the car thefts had slowed down, probably 
in anticipation of the cheap and even free cars that would be 
available soon after the expulsion. But George knew that this 
was only a lull. In fact, once it was clear that the Indians were 
8°ing. people had gone on a spending spree. Blanwa had be­
come a beehive city for the past two weeks, like Cairo. The 
people somehow knew that there would be commodity-prob­
lems after the expulsion and were stocking up. As for cars, 
there would not be enough Indian cars for everyone in Damibia 
"ho wanted one. When the lack of foreign exchange combined 
with the lack of experience and lack of sources of foreign 
credit for the new importers, there would be an acute shortage 
ofcheap cars and then, would there be car thefts!

As he started his car, George wondered whether it wou 
not be safer to buy a bicycle. It had been fun in his younger 
days, and during his visit to America he found that it. wa 
shame or loss of class to ride a bicycle. The peop e 
ksep in shape and he might have to do it as we 'demand. 
unshot shape. His Peugeot 504 would be in g cle!
Wouldn't David find it ironical if he saw Georg brand of 
He would feel that George was being conver e 
ascetic socialism. . . of light

The evening mist had risen. He saw P° in„ going 
the lake, from the islands. Flashes of 8 famous 
bottom of the lake. One of those islands, , . wh.‘- ” ’
Island, where the British diplomat ha tbat affair seems, 
try thought he had been kidnaPPed\H° reements with t..~ 
he thought! That was one of his disi8 A gtorm
regime: it made a fuss about smal g lake Gr 
sup. while now there was a hurric: a.rport faded
rounded the climb and the makes Catholic _
gloom behind him. Passing the a safe ' was a
made a sign of the cross, wishing u _ air. ther 
tically, with so many East Indian
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plane crashing. He had always wood

.P o^'trf 

. lef

chance of at least one plaiic viaaiiing. ne naa always wono 
when taking off whether the plane would fail to make it an 
would end up in a watery grave, fitting for a water engir 
These days, he seemed to think a lot about death. He 
begun to feel that just to have a marked grave on land 
relatives who could visit it was a kind of luxury, like ownir 
car ten years ago.

George arrived home. He heard the screaming of a jet 
gine and a rumbling. A plane was taking off. Was that Da’ 
taking off? He wished him well. But what the hell, he t ouj 
as he entered. The way things were going, it was no use e 
sentimental about David's going; he would probably W 
quit himself. He did not see how the killings would d 
When things went wrong, the General always wanted t 
someone, and by the laws of diminishing returns. ,. 
turn would come sometime, although he was not *nV(\ 
any kind of politicking. Better prepare himself [oraCCep 
he had to leave in a hurry. That is, if any country wou 
him. With all this foreign publicity about Dami ian 
ically hating East Indians, he would be blamed for th' 
sion and be told he had to live with the consequence^, 
inhumane action, just as after the General's public s yori 
that he admired Hitler, the Damibian Embassy in V fie" 
had received eighty bomb threats from very acl1 
Yorkers.

George switched on the television. Tom Kisorwa 
East Indians are reminded that today is the last day ] 

departure. They have four hours left. All who have 
will face the consequences." uja

George felt betrayed. He wanted to leave 0317,1 rt 
shake its dust off his shoes forever. He had better s ? 
paring himself psychologically for having to leave ho#1 

The General has let God down very badly," he sai
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EMS

\CK SWEEPER

a faded grey suit coat 
dblue bowler hat 
i swishes his broom 
i long brown twigs 
cross the sidewalk 
nd into the gutter.

And as 1 walk 
where he has passed 
I see ahead of me 
on grey pavement 
moist half circles 
and swirling designs 
like the torn petals 
of fallen dark flowers.

His dark face 
seems composed 
though Haiti 
and Dahomey show 
in his astonished eyes, 
as he turns, sweeps, 
dips to keep 
the water flowing, 
turns and sweeps 
papers and garbage 
into the stream 
which flows 
to the sewers, the Seine 
and the sea . . .
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THE PATH

seen

in the shadow of the steamship's funnel 
he watches
as three birds
fly beneath the arching path

Half way between breath and Earth 
colors borrowed from the Sky 
the bent back of the Snake 
above the gateway

(For Kofi A*00""1

the first is a bird of metal 
its voice tears the air 
the white chalkline of its passing 
is too straight to form a circle

the second is a bird of flesh 
it dips close in the wave 
picks up a discolored orange peel 
turns its wings into a window 
of distance, flies through it, is gone

the third is one which cannot be 
its feathers brush his cheek

it is the one
he has returned to follow



Michael S. Harper

HEALING SONG FOR ROBERT E. HAYDEN 
(AUGUST 4, 1975)

He stoops down eating sunflowers 
snowballed at his prayer-rugged 
•able, ‘message/solution/masses’ 
bis ghetto-blues-plantation, 
driven into inner/outer realities 
as buffers drawn from his eyes.

Panned in that magnificent voice 
where victorola mutters ‘Koppin’ songs, 
bis sedge burning night-trains, 
•bis serape-man found wanting 
°nly in that ‘God Don’t Like Ugly’ 
Phrase; he draws his own lightning, 
believing differently, 
an angel surrendering angles of desire: 
his masked heart-centered soul reveals.

Rused in dance steps of jubilo, 
atavisms of worship shutting out sound, 
his full essential flowering 
balances in the 4 am traduction.
his Emancipation Tree.

Midden in ancient tetters
autobiography,

be tropes of 1863 moverings, 
bis Osceolas already sacrificed 
as Lincoln’s mass production lines 
funnel bodies to the Crater;
bis Easter families agonize 
al blue doors of transformation.
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I

I 1

iTi'ngling 
0

Self-accused in venial sins, his gorgeous 
offerings lift blind pigs to Bessie’s 
witchdoctoring, her blue-black tongue 
singing down Jesus, 
‘watch your goin’ be like cornin' back,' 
he witnesses flesh pull down in anger, 
killing calves of hunger to no higher law.

Ragboned Bob Hayden, shingled in slime, 
reaches for his cereus ladder of midnight flight, 
fiis seismographic heartbeats 
sphinctered in rhiney polygraphs of light; 
pee-troit born and half-blind

diction of arena and paradise, 
fris ambient nightmare rea"^ streak his tongue;
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A STORY
I 
j

Ido not even n r ernat*cady work to shreds a piece of paper. 
I ln my mind I W^at ^ey are doing although somewhere

I should picL ° 1Ce w^en one has been worked to shreds that 
"'hole thine anot^er one. I would be pleased to put the 
"'hole life i a more sophisticated level and talk of my 
a decision- 3 i*/18 towtards Ibis pinpoint where I have to make 
"'hole of ni s® “Consciously feeling that it might “affect the 
Pr°blem wh" k • ®ut ^at it is to dramatize a rather personal 
the exact *S ^est al°ne- In anY case it is hard to know 
°ther is rp0]^0160? when your deciding to do one thing or the 
events and^y ?°/n8 to be influential later on. I have found that 
dogs wh’ h ecisi°ns which lead towards them are like playful 
off at a t1C rUn ^ar ahead and come tearing back only to go 
be conf Ribbons which cannot be held in one hand and

Tke ed’ time, that old gypsy man.
sciou*; ,ces °f Paper are torn to shreds and now I’m con- 
open 7hat 1 have done- The table is littered with them; the 
some lnd°Ws let in some slight wind that fearfully tugs at 
hav ° periphery and guiltily drops them back before they
^m°ved ^om where they are

tnw ! funnel through which all the past pain passes leading 
m Trds some fine point in time. I realize that I always have to 
"ake up rny mind even when I decide not to, because that is

° a decision. I’m helpless before this anger that has decided 
existence, making my deepest and most private thoughts 

™rnmon flags for e eye to see; making my cry a profes- 
‘“nal Show in which fm in competition with the rest of my 
entury. Very melodramatic and all that; giving "J nv tfoat I 

the stream of platitudes; comforting me with Company that 

never can physically enjoy. It’s all moc on the book
She lies there on the divan, her min listening

“he is reading, pretending just like I am that she
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1 speak2'^ B,u 1 her words do not hurt anymore. As she 
so tham?8' 1 f0rget ,0 1 

hat the music is loiy'
speaking, I forget

ing'XT^hTnlap'iS 'earing ,he whole fiat *° P^ces. Consider- 

neighbours h;n *S n°* S0Und Proofed, it’s a wonder that the 
groans thp j- °Ot comPia*ned about the screams, the 
have rnmo »Parad,ng °f °nly undergrounds unknowns which 
I hear not I • ° Te3n S° mucb *n our lives. She listens, I listen 

ar norhln8 but the feeling, the feeling. . . .
me w th W. haVe recent,y been increasing. I look about 
nrpqonr’ k cornPiete stranger's eyes. I cannot understand my 
and nnt ik^j' r?°r wby tbls table should be known this way 
oanir n ar^er way the record player is. I look around in 
irniinri'1 3 c *s. new everydayness which seems to be all 
want t me . d,n8 me down, and I’m ready to run. I dont 
I kn ° tk013*?1 where I am for even a second. And even though 
everv^t ^00^,ng at a reality that I have been seeing
mab; C ay'  wonder at this new perspective that has been 
making me ear even to cross the street

,?',e unfurls herself from the di van and restores my vision. 
rpillv0.!*6 StuP!d’’’ she saVs- Her weak brown eyes look at me. 
that "v me She ls the only one who has ever been able to o

cl ik°l\are stupid. And she goes back to her reading.
With Words Wi" goad me in,° aC,iOn if She 'aUn,S mC

-Vo., . , 1 know why she is doing it.
awZ here lvri"ng what you think are masterpieces 
only one d‘sc°Yery and yet you don't know that you are the 
anger Co h° thlnks thal ,hey are worth it. Even the artistic 
th"ng7° T ,he *ear*n8 of your works makes the whole

I look 2rl,d Show vvhich should be reserved for children, 
doing heerre?She " She is not a child. What the he

that will 7 ^2° Wld *hink that you have heard a moving 
down someon ’y. doWn y«ur feeling: only you will write 
will be asham f Sf s dne~or some platitude which even y

She sneak? .°f readin8 af,er you have written it." 
interview aga/nst* ^°ok‘ Deliberately as if she is in a 
her words. I InnL h°stiIe pressmen; she clearly pronoun 
Somehow <?hp d 3t ^er and see ber. But I also don’t see he • 
ing frames in exist- Her words are more alive, forin
But she does no^is^ Which 1 try to Put to mV way of seeing- 

goes on speakino i^-Ut ^er words do not hurt anymore. As she 
v°ice so that tk„ or8et to listen, deliberately shut out her

'^in.
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She grew into my mind slowly over a long time so that I can­
not exactly remember how we could have met the first time. I 
don t think it would really throw a lot of light on the situation 
anyway. We just happened to be in contact and it became 
rather ridiculous not to admit each other's presence. So we 
settled on "hi" in the corridors; that was all. Then of course we 
at one time ended up in each other’s company among many 
others and we had a casual conversation that meant entirely 
nothing but which somehow made me think that we were 
privately telling each other what no one else should hear. And 
to clinch it we would laugh and smile in a knowing way so that 
later on when I was asked by some curious person about it, I 
"’as all secrets:

It s nothing really.”
Oh come off it."
Honest . . laughing at the same time, hiding something 

big.
Shit." Pronounced slowly so that the final "t" does not come 

Out and the whole word sounds respectfully like "shea," what­
ever that is. They never believed me that it was just a casual 
conversation from an acquaintance.

There is something wrong in me that I cannot understand. 
Physically, I'm all right. But I cannot find the cause for my 
tiredness and sadness which has become a second nature to 
me- When confronted with this, we tend to look at our minds 
to find the cause. But what is there cannot make one feel the 
way 1 am. I don't understand. ,

I suspect though that mine is a fashionable sadness, true tor 
the world to see and exclaim: . ..

"How deep! How sad!" While I look out of pathetic eyes at it 
and beg it not to treat me so bad. It is all a persona |,ut 
stage with a critical audience. I am disguste wi 
what can I do? Am I really stage-acting? ,

When hard-pressed for an answer, say in one ° t0 (w0 
intellectual conversations, then I usua yr waste [ see 
answers. I grow angry—and it is so. so easy concentrated 
around me. Our people neglected, a educated, uncouth 
tn one place where it looks as it store and she simply
whore was suddenly let into an e’‘pen^ ta„s show that those 
chose a riot of colours because t e P you see what 1
are the most expensive she cou e (o speak o
mean? It's so easy to grow angry o
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the oppression our people are suffering and al the same time 
w en I m allowed to be prophetic, I quote Fanon and how all 
this is going to end in trouble for all of us. Then of course, 
ironically I say that some of us—meaning not me and therefore 
that those people who see me should look at genius for the last 
time might survive. I don't wax lyrical because that has 
become suspect nowadays. I spew out revolutions in words 
instead. And people listen. By god they do!

But these are usually only fools who happen not to have read 
the right books. It's all in the game of trying to impress so 
that you can stick out. It’s exactly the same game that a sore 
finger plays.

What makes me angry is that I start listening to myself and 
ind that I am fed up with the formulas someone has set before 

which govern our conversations. I’m so quick at understanding 
these formulas and varying on them that it cannot really be 
noticed except by my me that somewhere inside mocks at 
sayi^gSUSe °f the brain; ,aughing and laughing-mockingly 

it?..Yes' a11 that is very good, but what do you want to do about

What can I do about it?"
■■ButXt?'8aniZe’ S‘ar* some,hi"8 "
"Get to know the people."
But how? I mean, fm not popular " 
Make yourself!"

one," *’ I te^ y°u* B s *n my nature not to rhyme

"Hah!"
Yes! I mean—uh—"
Yes? You mean 

bothered about the 
'You’re now i 

Crete reality."

Still a cliche7, 
huh? Criticizing 
you can comr — 
cliches which 
my conversation. But r- 

° any dissentim

can bemean you are an intellectual who nev
nt the common man." r r to any

using cliches which don't rete

"The people, then?" wreck m6'
“Still a cliche. You dirty old man. You want ^en even 

huh? Criticizing me for not thinking originally throW 'n 

come up with my sentence but you mus on with 
l.l-'.i you overheard." It (he) keeps quiet- 1 *mUC11' 

" ■ now I'm listening to myselt . j them.
>senting voices. I do not, but J

waiting to hear
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content to remain

A Story

feel that behind that silence there is profound criticism. I end 
lamely, someone takes over, using me for a reference as if I'm 
some text book on revolutionary thought.

1 reserve this argument for those who are 
waiting outside on the walls.

/There have been times when I have
I don't wont to have control over my 

anger, my actions. But outside I appear tc 
b” under weather." The usual blues ev- 
*ne other. The rage builds up and my

rise and rise.

After disappointment in the leadership of a few people 
'' °m I had trusted entirely. I became disillusioned about the 
evolution. But I did not tell them of my disillusionment. No, 

• at would have been like trying to make someone who wants 
,0 eBeve in a lie see the truth. You create unnecessary ene- 
mies who won’t even see at the end of your efforts. I agreed 
entirely with these dialogu es but also decided that I would find 
some more important things to take the place of the Revolu- 
,10n In any case, it was stupid and futile to talk of a Revolu­
tion here. Being bloody, a revolution would mean my seeing a 
■"others blood flowing in the streets. Maybe someone who 
font understand but to whom I was pointed. And because of 

■niseducation that man would not realize the difference be- 
Iween me and his bitterest enemy. Thinking that the evolution 
0 Jhe people’s minds would be much more important, I e 
oided that there really was not anything a lone person cou 
°-Teaching did not appeal to me and in any case I wou en 

UP with people who had already decided on what systems 
,h°ught to have if ever my inclination was towards that u - 
bng some obscure—but paying—job (I made sure o 
needed a bit of maneuvering. ctrictlv a

But I got it. And then Revolution came to mean 
relationship between me and the next person w j
b°'hered to be interested in. It would be a P“ e‘\£"tua. 
■natter and I would make sure I didn’t lose con r
lion any one minute.

“if
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i not exactly sure 
day, I only found

She played around with me so that I was 
what I was. Thinking that I was special, one i 
out that I was only one among the many who shared her. Yet 
I was sure I was kind of special. But then this could only have 
been because of different reactions she had to each one of us 
so that we tended to think that we were the One. Right. I don't 
know how many people dislike me—still do not. I also did some 
disliking of my own. But this is getting ahead. The first time I 
discovered this was in a rather cheaply sordid way where, 
finding two people, you do not fail to notice that they were in 
a compromising situation. You notice how I deliberately avoid 
trying to use “crude" language, resorting to sophistication to 
hide exactly what happened. Actually it was nothing more 
than a kiss. I was all politeness; excused myself, asked for the 
file that I had gone for and then left. I tended to see it in “ 
funny light—an I-was-right-all-along kind of light. That's what 
I thought. Somehow I forced myself to eat lunch and I never 
lasted it. It was sickening. There was something in me tha 
rejected each and every thing from outside. Still I f°und 1 
amusing, consciously.

But in the night, only self-deception broke and I turned an 
turned, my chest burning—not with shame but anger. It 
not even anger that was directed towards her, wishing 0 
harm her. No. She somehow had committed the ultimate m 
betrayal. I had never known such a deep change happen so as 
in me. I literally didn't know myself. And I swore that was 
last time I would make room for anyone in my life. I had neve 
realized just how much I had allowed her to intrude in 
life-making me intimately take her into my very being. <Jnl* 
to be told that I shouldn’t have done that in the first place 
without prior consultation.

The mixture of anger, sadness, disappointment and deep 
loneliness made me feel as if I was outside of everything’ le,‘ 
to myself to slow down into nuisance while the rest of 'he 
world whirled faster and faster. I got headaches swallo'ved 
medicines whose effects I doubted even before I put them in 
my mouth; everything was a nightmare.

We went on behaving exactly the same » k r tn each 
other. I even wondered at myself. It,



A Story 59

“11 gratifies 
You know it r

qualms about hypocrisy otherwise I don’t know what would 
have exactly happened. We in fact "took it in our stride" as if 
nothing had changed—but I knew I had. Since one of the things 
I respected about her were her brains and she had shown so 
many times that she had them, 1 really looked at her many 
limes in genuine puzzlement. I could not understand her 
actions, her attitudes. I just could not.

which some- 
myself as *“® 

mess withoy. J

I'm afWaJ"S me ,0 marry her bt*1 * know I'm incapable of love, 
reall might happen if ever I was to let myself
ful a ?)Ve 1 would hate to do most of the liking. It is too pain- 

nd I cannot pretend in this since it will not be taking 
vantage of the other person but really allowing someone to 

°nie and fix her life with your own.ane feels that for me to make anything of my writing, I have 
'“have peace—lots of it. I agree with her. She wants to creale 
some for me-I am afraid-of her. She might give me security 

Without any peace. I don’t know where to turn.

5 one to have attention paid to her by many men. 
reassures her that she has got appeal. This is so 

ulal to her ego. The moment she loses them, she knows she is 
inished. I think I admired her for one thing then: that she 
ad the guts to say that right out to me; that she still had what 
it takes ; that whatever she would soon be fearing was not 

there was still there in enough measure to make her flaunt it 
on faces. I felt a familiar sensation of anger, old, old anger I 
ad felt at the cheating come boiling up and I killed my mind 
rom that thought; not because of my charitable feelings but 
oacause of what I was fearing might happen in me.

highly y°U more meaningful answer would be petty, 
^tinds P?r.Sonal an(d in its own lame way, characteristic of 
ntarr'S have begun to stagnate. She wants me to get 
a to her so that I safely write revolutionary books from 

1 die class angle, arriving at safe conclusions which some- 
will seem to be new; "making a name" for —«lf as the

n y young genius ever to come out of this
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life.

special.

profoundly disturbing vision about the society I live in. She is 
content to wait—so long as I make sure that I do this. Her 
goading me with intellectual insults does not really want to see 
anything come out of this mind. She has already decided 
that as a potential, I’m more powerful than if I actually write. 
It would be hateful to her to realize that all the while she never 
had genius under her leash. But I realize this and so to be 
cured, I’ve got to reject each and every value she stands for. 
But I can't do this. I just can’t. She is the only person whom I 
have cared deeply enough for to make me not laugh at the 
ridiculous way we hunt each other in our scramble for survive 
and happiness but rather to grow angry. She is the ony 
person whom, if ever such a word could be applied in my 
I could say she inspires it. (But this is not so. I like her, deep y- 
Love. No! A thousand times and a thousand reasons No!)

The October evening yesterday was looking more sr 
as if it had meaning for only one of us who saw it. e 
that that was not meant for me. Somehow, as usual, I ha e 
left out of things; always on the periphery of the full experience 
of beauty, love, pain or anger. And suddenly there was a 
of light through the leaves as the sun sank lower than so 
branch that had been obstructing the full light—and my P 
blazed so that I felt dizzy. I swayed and held onto a tree. 
the anger could not come. I could not make myself cry to s 
myself from all this.

I turned away, back to her.
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Anthony McNeill

ungod poems

UNGOD at the font of the blues

poetry is o cose of the loser winning. And the genuine poet 
C^ooses to lose, even if he has to go so far as to die, in order 
l° "'in. ... He is certain of the total defeat of the human enter- 
Pr‘se and arranges to fail in his own life in order to bear wit- 
Pess, by his individual defeat, to human defeat in genera 1.^

Un8od who endure in the desert lift 
e lush way ,

s laste listen smell touch 
kee 'he shape of this One 

through the garden, 
’p? acute, tinnient cry- 
ri e adamant know 
tk ar methods of tracking. 
t-o®*1 lay the grief d°'vn 
O^8edly singing- 
th e rises announces 
h e sky
Un8 bUrst into flames: O-

the window 
the bird blind

e in such fing 
so long
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HELLO UNGOD

Ungod disconnecting.

Ungod my lungs blacken 
the cities have fallen 
the easy prescriptions 
have drilled final holes in my cells 
Ungod my head sieves in the wind 
Ungod I am sterile 
Ungod it appears
I am dying
Ungod I am scared
Ungod can you hear me
Ungod 1 am testing for levels
Ungod testing 12 3 
Ungod are you evil 
Ungod I can't hear you 
Ungod I am trying 
Ungod I can’t reach you 
Ungod my lungs blacken 
the cities have fallen 
head sieves in the wind
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FURY UNGOD

...

schemata smoke in his brain. 
He summons a fluent grenade 
to each hand. Every rock is laid 
at last in his contract. His aim

stuns & deftly drought re-begins.
He hustles The Wizard of Oz, 
dilacerates ether, switches 
his arms cruciform Steel programs,

Ungod turns to fury & flits 
the 4 psychic ways of the moon. 
His eyes are neutral as porcelain. 
He fidgets with boxes/ He stacks

is the flushing of planets.
His track culminates in ashes, 
eggs, flowers/ The fisher grubs ashes 
and sings in the ooze of the heart

symbols deasil from Z to A.
He mutates for struck children.
He shuts like a Buddha/ then spins 
lunar gardens until the day
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TROUBLES

in ,he 8Un ” 8he ,h0Ught- The

_h"b1^ carL:‘Pi"* the trickle of tears with the sleeve of 8’rl and she felt fr k R looked at her eight-months old baby 
avery cold momin Gu tears rolling down her cheeks. It was 
lngl scratchino h , ghter Akinyi was literally scream-
^Ven Aloo herqplV motaer s chest; obviously she was hungry.

had had w W?S ^e^ng stun8 by hunger. The last meal 
maternal unrl 3S ^a’ze and beans at the house of her distant 
Plead in Or(j e. Wao was living in Majengo. She had had to 
mugof dihit d ° 8e! eVen t^lis mea8er dish. Akinyi had had a 
she Was «•« 6 P°rridge. She had refused breast-feeding when

The inn months old.Were sitt?°Cen* crealure was starving. Mother and daughter 
Some vve °n ^otel"Pavement. People passed hurriedly. 
SIniles Th 1D' some came out of the hotel, all wearing serene 
selves Were at peace with everything, including them- 

ihouphV A^aVe I done to deserve such suffering?’ Aloo 
fat p ' Amidst plenty, the masses starve: a few gluttons grow 
Pasqp^d’ Selfishness. All inherent in man. Could not these 
ing htt^X any sympathy and give a dry crust to the how - 

■ .fitter dead than alive,” Aloo muttered to herself. , 
had could James be so cruel to me?" she wondere • 
|,ad been darlings for the last three years. Everybody knew 

ey Were going to marry each other. They were sen j 
ve and when her pregnancy announced itsel . Ja doubts; he wasUhe father-to-be Aloo stayed wdh

? rents as she waited for her School Cer i i djd not
bad conceived towards the end of her final year * from
have the misfortune and shame o being sen ta i. 
chool. She was at peace with hersel ,
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constant touch with her. He was proving to be an unusually 
responsible young man. He often came to see Aloo.

Somehow, his frequent visits and letters began to dwindle 
in Aloo’s sixth month of pregnancy. At first, she excused it; 
James was busy, being a medical student finalist at the Uni­
versity. Aloo soon lost her optimism and her final blow came 
when her already budding fears were confirmed.

In a one-sentence letter, James rejected her. Five hours 
later she brought forth her Akinyi.

Aloo’s mother gave her all the comfort and consolation she 
needed at this miserable period of her life.

"That’s the order of the day, my daughter. In our 
an act of irresponsibility and cruelty could not L- 
the mother said.

"But mama, how can James be . . .?” Aloo started.
"Play it calm, dear child. Don’t worry. He changed his mtn- 

his was a rash decision, my daughter. You were his wi 
day he made you pregnant.’’

"But,” . . . Aloo started hotly.
Her mother, realizing that she was 

away.
Aloo had lived through nightmares since she got 

ing letter. Could James have gone mad to do such 
her? Why had he suddenly changed his mind? Hz- - e 
mistress or a wife in Nairobi? How did he expect her to 
for the baby, His baby? I have been his only darling t- 
last three years; why does he decide to ruin me so?

The child started crying. Aloo frowned, looked at it a" 
hesitantly started breast-feeding it. The child fell asleep » 
her chest; she laid her on the sack spread at the corner of tn 
room She knelt beside the child, hot tears started rolling do* 
her cheeks and she started sobbing aloud. Once more, 
mother came to her rescue. The old woman called her daughter 
tor a calabash of porridge.

Mother and daughter engaged in some talk about life. Life 
won nd . » "v a esPeciaHy when one is rejected. N
tossed Al‘oneS ePT 'han that °f love turned to hate. All t > 
Tears H^“ lhmind and she felt a lump swell in her throat 
Experience mv d"“h"* her’ "Somebody is having a similar 
man after ah Wlf 7’ eVen worse' ’ames is not 11,6 °" man. after all. Why should . |f because

losing her temper, walk

the bomb- 
a thing to 

Had he got a

for the
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selfish creature?" This sounded hopeful and Aloe calmed 
down. They talked on and by the time they had finished drink­
ing the porridge, a decision had been reached. When Akinyi 
was five months old, Aloo would go to Nairobi and stay with 
her distant maternal uncle. From his house in Majengo, she 
would try and get a job and above all, she would trace James 
and try to reconcile the wrongs. She had genuine love for 
James and was prepared to forgive him everything of the past. 
She cared for her reputation and dignity. She did not want to 
lose her face in society; although she had already started this 
process; having a child outside marriage gives the impression 
that one has been promiscuous though this was not the case 
with Aloo.

This morning, as she and her daughter sat on the pavement, 
a these thoughts went through her mind.

Why had life been so cruel to her? she wondered. Her com- 
'"g to the city had trebled her disillusionment. In her, the 
bosses had seen a desperate, beautiful girl ripe for exploitation.

''Come next Monday at 5:30 p.m.," one boss had told her.
Meet me at Brunners Hotel at 6:30 p.m. promptly, then we 

can see how to fix you," the director of some company had 
told her.

"Do you mind accompanying me on my
Coast during which we’ll sort out your problem, one man g 
"ad ,he audacity to ask her. . . , .

Who are you? Where is the official letter of introduction?
as een asked in one government office-After these attempts8AlooTad lost the hope of getting even 

th Th y lOb- Which office iS °pea had wondered. Meet 
him ^lng hours been extended, she ((j take
care of P’!”" 8° to the C°aSt! ^holiday making mood? I 
,l ' ,fand Who told him 1 am in ns/appropriate letter 
of ,my scbo°l certificate was the m expected to

esp".1!?86 bit*ar memories rushed lhJ°]y8giHsgoing in and 
8 "‘al Y when she saw some elegant, ugly

of offices. h,es with the police.
She could not help recalling her tro“ herself harassed 

?Clag new in the city, she had often fo d she had to do 
b^,ha Police. She had no money for buB'fari
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hherftiS%7dfXl‘ 'T \°UrS' the P°'iCe had a™ 
twilight f)n 8’ • m|staken her for one of those ladies of t
identity card saved h8er a'm°Sl bUt ber Schc 

na^v*^ She TaS 7Ca"ing a" this bi,,er Past' °ne Par,Icular 
nasty scene kept lingering at the back of her mind: she n 

em ere with great horror the way James had treated h« 
w en s e had tried to get a reconciliation. She had gone t 
James room, early one Monday morning. She had not for 
g° ten the frown on James' face as she entered his room. Hi 
carried his nose up, as if Aloo had brought some sordid stench 
into the room. She sat on the nicely made bed although James 
had not asked her to sit.

James sat on his desk, switched on the table lamp and 
opened a huge file. Aloo’s presence did not appear to bother 
him. Aloo felt tension magnify within her and the silence 
worsened it. She gathered herself.

So how are you for so long? It is ..."
Don t be piggish. Can't you see that I am fine and that s 

why I can sit here and open this big file?" James interrupted 
her rudely. . . .

There was silence, now broken by James: "What brings you 
here so early in the morning? I thought we had forgotten 
each other," James said harshly.

We may try or pretend to forget each other but there is a 
permanent reminder glaring at us: Akinyi. She is eight mont s 
old now.”But James," she started hesitantly, "the letter. What . . • Did 
you mean what you said?" she asked.

Did it give you the impression that I 
was joking? Gone are the days, when we 
retorted.

But why? What happened? Why this drastic change ° 
mind after all the promises? I still ca n’t bring myself to believe 
your letter, said Aloo in desperation. ,

What promises? We signed no contracts with each ot 
and the sooner you bring yourself to believe that I am serious, 
the better. It is high time you stopped nursing this hope 
yours," James almost stormed at her. f

Aloo had shrunk in terror as she saw the glaring eyes o 
James. He had walked out of the room, with a murderous 
countenance, leaving her there.
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These incidents rushed to Aloo's mind as she stood in the 
cold. Her situation had worsened. She felt pity for her 

.daughter; that an innocent soul should suffer thus: how cruel 
life can be! She decided there and then that Akinyi would go 
lo her grandmother. Her uncle willingly accepted the idea and 
look Akinyi home. There at least the kid would have the 
warmth of a grandmother and some food to eat, however 
meager. Akinyi did not deserve suffering. But did Aloo?

Aloo continued her job-hunting mission. She was now 
lighting the battle alone as her daughter was now under the 
care of her granny. Often, she met some of her school-mates 
who were now working; some were happily married. At such 
times, she always felt ashamed. Her friends pitied her, their 
Pity only served to tickle Aloo’s deepening wound of bitterness. 
She always ended up in tears. She continued her fruitless 
search. She was on the verge of a nervous breakdown. Her 
clothes, her shoes were wearing out. She had nobody to ean 
on for help. She decided to have a last try at James.

In spite of the rough handling she had gotten from him. 
some love for James still lingered in her heart and s e ec* 
’o manifest it. This was her last chance; either she succe

won James or she was doomed. .
11 Was a lovely Sunday afternoon when she went to a

On the way, she tried to calm her fears s.h . nad 
er best. She knocked; no response. She hesi t a e reading 

me door softly. The room was empty- On Ja
esk, there was a note: „ r ove.’
"Visitors.- 15.2.74. We have gone to see Language

V|ll be back at 9:15 p.m." . .. ied her on.
"Who are WE?!" Aloo wondered. Her cun s (jme left 
ne opened the wardrobe which was or present state1 

mlocked. In it, she found the explanation of a wonianj 
here was staring at her, 3 dresses and tw fainted
hoes. She stood motionless. She fe bitterly* 
*owly collapsed on the bed and sobDea her situation;
She calmed down eventually aCC®P, ^een given a

S*’e had been re4laCnlwS|ha' she haa 
'“t. What was she to do, now bed. .■■■—= .
■th? For half an hour, she sat on a daclslon,
,ught ran through her mind.
"e and for all.

to see 'Longuage
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Did she deserve this? Could she love another man the way 
she had loved James? Was life worth living? She recalled a 
speech she had once heard during the grand celebrations of 
ten great years of independence: what fruits of independence 
had she reaped? Misery and suffering were her delicious 
fruits.

Moving the pillow a little, more grief overcame her as she 
saw a photograph of James and his girlfriend in the nude. 
Tears now ran freely, she did not bother to wipe them.

James' table was a small dispensary. Numerous bottles o 
various medicines, chemicals, mixtures, tablets. An idea struc 
Aloo. She looked eagerly through these and picked out a sma 
bottle labelled POISON. She shook the bottle and the content 
framed. She got excited, opened the bottle and saw the ye ow 
content. At that moment an idea struck her, she too a Pe 
and paper on which she wrote:

"Note: ...
James, the happiness you have selfishly denied me, 1 
find it in the other world. Enjoy yourselves. Life wi 
love is hellish. Your rejected Scrape Aloo. . j
She carefully placed her note beside the one JarT1^S e.

left. She lay on her back and sipped two mouthfuls an 
fully replaced the bottle. She felt dizzy. Then one sharp p
A deep groan. Silence. J , rnom

At 9:30 p.m. James and Annie walked towards t e 
holding each other tightly. They were excited. The 1 
been a thrilling one and tonight their bed would be the

ey realized that in their hurry they had not locke 
A cold chill ran through James as he walked in. followed by 
Annie who was staggering behind.

^WhTtV'h Pu°n his bed-
“What do ?seer** t0? °/ *7 V°iCe’
"Mama yangu.' ? r31^ wept aloud. The earth
Uf-' save ^and Wnted on the floor-

^e saw the two ghastly



Malusu Jose

MATUNDA YA UHURU

What do you take, 
Honey?
Let’s eat
Let’s eat for those
Who cannot eat!
Drink!
To your health 
And love!
Cheeerssss!!!
Pro-sperity in trade . ■
Let's eat
Matunda ya Uhuru.
Cheers!
Let’s drink
To our country 
To our Uhuru . • •

■I

Hey you there!
Come around.
Sit down.
Open this one, eh!
Relax
Feel at home in
Our Democratic Country
Tell the Manager 
I've specially 
Selected you 
You must join me—

I've selected you . • • 
What’s your name, eh?
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We don't ask for names here, Bwana.

Man is subject to change
Give me your full name and address, Dar.

Well,
I am The Fruits of Uhuru . . .
Matunda ya Uhuru.

Phruuuu!!
Mmmthwa.

No! I must 
Why? I must
I must know you . . . 
I must do . . . eh . . . 
Know what I mean? 
Eh, how much, eh? 
‘Nngaaappi’?



c

Terry Mphahlele

POEMS

KIKUYU SUNSET

I

I
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Kikuyuland
Tucked away behind dusty 
Red-painted skirts of Nairobi. 
Fiery suns threatening to 
Bum through the night 
Should we dare survive, 
So it seems to say. 
All thirsty for skies’ 
Rationed silver droppings, 
Kikuyuland awaiting sunset.

End of long hazy 
Days dragging lazy folk 
Surely making matters worse 
For hardworking folks, 
As beaming rays of 
Sun caress heads of 
Bald-headed women 
Who religiously till 
Red cemented earth.
They will just have to wait.

Then growling bellies 
Of ordinary men beckon 
Their weary hunchbacks, 
While young lovers whisper 
Secret plans to sneak away 
Behind see-through curtain busne . 
I know they can’t wait.
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It’s only now the sun realizes 
Its secret love affair and 
Dares me to get involved. 
Kikuyu sunset must win 
Those crickets don’t seem to 
Know; we wait no more.

Then comes my turn to seek 
Secluded spots to watch 
Sun loose the silent war: 
Those crickets get so involved. 
As clouds in bloody skies 
Speedily push the tired sun 
Behind love-sick horizons, 
As though it had been a menace.
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KIKUYU LOVE AFFAIR

Now I know why 
Mothers insist 
On early bedtimes 
For the young: 
It's true 
horizons in 
Kikuyuland 
Make passionate love 
To submissive suns 
On fiery red 
Low sunset grounds.
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your name since?' 
no answer but

Aminu . . . Aminu . . . Aminu ..."
It was the peak of the dry season and the silently oppress* 

afternoon re-echoed the call several times. It rever era 
around the new blocks of offices and sailed to the eX.r 
corner where Aminu sat with his wrinkled chin resting in 
cupped hands. As he opened his eyes in search of his c^^ 
they were greeted by the sharp rays of the sun. He stre 
his arms in a sweeping arc and their joints creaked li 
off tune with its hinges; then he yawned with his mou 
open showing remnants of a once complete set of teet •

After listening a while and thinking that whoever was 
had given up, he sank back onto the piece of crumbling c 
block that had served him as a stool. Gravel chippe 0 
sides of the piece as he sat on it.

"Aminu!’’
The call this time was loud, with an 

urgency.
Aminu got up determined to go after whoever it VAJaSDjrjts 

was so insistent on howling his name for all the evil sp 
walking the afternoon to hear. Just as he turned the corn 
the building he literally ran into the Chief Messenger w 0 
fuming all over with rage.

So you did not hear me shouting u
It was a question that demanded 

quietly murmured “sorry oga."
"Be sorry for yourself,” retorted the Chief Messenger- 

wants to see you in his office." .
That must be trouble for him, he thought. The D.O, 

hardly ever asked him into his office. He ventured to ask 
Chief Messenger what the trouble was but he was as un-cooP 
erative as always.

tinge of
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Go and see for yourself,” was the curt reply.
Aminu walked gingerly up the steps that led into the D.O.’s 

office and his aging limbs trembled uneasily as he mounted 
one step after the other. When he got to the door he hesitated 
for a few minutes and shot a pitiful look at the rags that went 
by way of clothing for him. The numerous tracks of black 
'bread that snaked all over the dusty shirt reminded him of his 
"ifes constant attempts to stitch the tears. His pair of trousers 
laughed sadly at the areas around the knees which were the 
points of greatest friction during his daily chores of watering 
•be flowers and cutting the grass around the office blocks. As 
be looked down towards his dust-laden motor-tyre slippers, 

*s eyes caught the rolled-up bottoms of the trousers and he 
blinked in recollection of the tatters that were carefully con­
cealed within the bulging bundle of folds.

He took off his slippers and stamped his small feet on the 
concrete balcony to remove the dust, gave a careful tap on the 
ooor and was answered by a loud, sonorous, and haughty voice 
'bat commanded him to come in.

Good afternoon, Sir." , , .
The D.O. looked up at him, nodded a reply and wen ac 

’be speech which he was writing. He was one of the ma 
young graduates who had decided to settle for the suppo 
«sy civil service jobs rather than work with firms and corpora- 
hons. He walked straight and tall, hardly saying an q| he 
anyone, nodding his head in answer to gree ing' but 
bad been the most outspoken critic of the reading files 
was now perfectly complacent sitting in e o overnment. 
and writing welcome speeches in praise Governor's pro- 
cor two weeks since getting the news writing of this 
posed visit he had busied himself wi speech had
welcome address. The concluding sectio bargained for. 
obviously given him more worries than e poetic
He read it over silently and then a witnessed a
effect . . . "Your regime, your exc Y’ there has been 
Phenomenal progression in maS®, -treet, your watch wor $ 
comfort for the common man in and eqUitable 1
have been equality of 0PP0I?un!^’d fair play for eVer^xt? 
Uibution of the wealth of the and U I come xL
before the law and . . ” He broke of • and th Gov nor
What would make the P^P1* J* 0>nt pen between h.s 
smile broadest? He put his
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white teeth and bit hard at its tip's end.
his eves caiip^l *° Crei1""8 in search of Ihe missing words. 
foreoHen th S,gh °f„,he waitin8 fi8ura of Aminu. He had 
orgotten that he was still waiting. He got up and walked up to 

the window which gave view onto the long lawn that ran from 
one end of the blocks of offices to the other. With one hand 

o ing up the window blinds and the other akimbo, he fixed 
is gaze on an object directly opposite the window.
Aminu watched him, silently fearing what must have given 

rise to these dreamy actions.
I he D.O. continued his gaze at the small tree that stood in 

the middle of the long lawn—beside the post which bore the 
fluttering flag of the nation. The partial greenness of this 
small tree contrasted with the dry and brown grass around it. 
Despite the prolonged dry season the little tree had retained 
that greenness due to Aminu’s constant effort at watering it. 
However, things had not been the same in the past few weeks. 
Women had trekked miles in search of water to drink not to 
talk of having any to water a tree. The dry season had lingered 
on for too long.

The D.O., when satisfied with the survey of this privileged 
tree in his dry domain, turned from the window, letting fal 
the blind, and faced Aminu.

“The Governor's tree is dying."
The D.O.’s utterance was no question, neither was 

statement of observation.
"But oga . . . there is no water . . . the pumps are no longer 

flowing and . . stammered Aminu, not knowing how else 
to react to the D.O.'s remark.

“And so the Governor’s tree should die? interrupted t e 
D.O.

Aminu felt like asking the D.O. if he was expected to water 
the tree with his blood. He felt so the more when he remem­
bered that it was the D.O. himself who, acting on the advice o 
the Water Superintendent, had issued a circular informing the 
populace that because the rivers which supplied water to the 
Waterworks had dried up, they had to put a stop to the pump* 
ing of water till it started to rain again.

"Let me tell you," the D.O. continued, "in a fortnight the 
Governor will come round on a meet-the-people tour and he 
must meet that tree alive. If that tree dies, you will lose your 
job. Do you understand me?"
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nu understood him all right.
implications of the situation flooded him and tears 

” ' UP 'n eVes but he suppressed them. He would not
. . no ... not before this upstart who was young enough his son.

=du can go.”
i^minu shuffled out of the D.O.’s office with the music of 
■■hat tree dies you will lose your job" tormenting his mind

the continuously playing sound of a stuck record. It played 
ill Aminu felt that it was all the reality that existed in life. 

—hing else mattered now other than the tree. He shifted the 
w of the tree from one facet to the other in his mind's eye 

^il it finally culminated in the stooping Governor as he 
wanted the young seedling to declare the foundation of the 
Sices laid.

That was some months back and the site of the now dazzling 
Hocks of offices had been crammed full of an anxious crowd 
^)me to catch a glimpse of the newest breed of rulers. Aminu 
■ad stood with the crowd and watched the Governor plant the 
ceremonial tree to commemorate the laying of the foun ation 
stone of the District Office. He cut a highly impressive figure 
in his dashing military uniform and the people were impress 
by the dog-sense alertness of his gun-carrying an s e , 
looking bodyguards. Aminu hardly knew then tha 
completion of the building he would be emp oye 
dener to look after the tree. . etprniv

"No ill must befall that tree," the D.O. had ^a^ded to his 
on the day he was employed. The tree ha P longer
magic touch until the dry season camei an ^ge his job if
than anyone bargained for. And now he w
the tree died! as Aminu walked

The D.O.’s threat rang on ominous y afternoon. Mama 
absent-mindedly into his thatched °ua . tbat something was 
Olu—his wife—knew almost imme i response t0 , .
wrong. She noticed the hollownes oCj housewi e
children’s greetings. But she p ay 
she had always been.

He suppressed his misery 
to please his wife. When ■ 
children had started scrambling 
drew up to him and aske

"But you could easily g°

1119 r- 
good housewife

-J and ate with for*ed^el.sh sow 
■h.e^aodveX leftover. Mama Olu 
;ht£,off">’Wwa.erfroInhome
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tree, suggested Mama Olu after she had heardto water the 
his story.

,frOn? h°me?” Aminu asked wi,h “ 
-<Y lc declared that such a scheme was ridiculous, 
^es, go with water from home.”

Ve? wben we haven t got enough to drink at home?" 
queried Aminu.
fa y°U \ave ®°* *° retain that job in order to sustain the 
handle it eaVe ,be bome end to me- I know how best to

Many people stared at him as he walked along the street 
.,1 a Pot water carefully balanced on his head. Some 

ought he had gone mad and others thought that he was only 
trying to be funny. But Aminu walked on not minding their 
glares and unspoken jeers.

As he poured the water around the base of the tree a shoot 
o joy sprouted within him. And a ray of hope rose within his 
eart and he hoped that this would grow in magnitude as the 

Governors tree resurrected.
Before the turn of the first week, the figure of a man carrying 
P° >°j v^a,er along the streets every morning had become 
ep ed. People no longer stared openly at Aminu. But the 

h vernars ,ree made no perceptible progress. The dry season 
bakJ MUa y ‘ed UP *° a bought and the earth had become 
ciX S,aT0.Unl °f catering could now save the tree espe- 
anv ent t h.e baked ear(h absorbed almost all the water before
/ got,,0 *he roots °f ,he “-ee.

the end V ^minu vvas summoned to the D.O.’s office towards 
be B L ,TC°nd week’ he ^ew what the decision would 
Progress de J t u- ,ha* ,he Governor's tree had made no 
Was it hisdfaSi eth,LPLerSis.,ent effor,s 10 see H b,ossom 'vL 
were lone ov1,1 that the rains had refused to come though they 
ask‘ngOMm°thesdUque^Hofel( "a'ki"g Up the

He was preoarnd < L°ns and many more. ,
O.o.’s office. He knn°t/jar ,be obvious as he went up to 
before the voice with ed ,hard and Pushed the door open 
even bothered to Zbke"°wad a “come in." He had not 
he bother to dust then/ J1*8 dus,daden slippers, neither 
going to carry some more aea”' Af,er all. he thought, he w 
must the dust of the Cn^"' out °f ’he D.O.’s office. But why 
dusty life? Why must thp?°r'8 ,ree be added to his already 

e People at the top turn him m



The Governor's Tree 81 1rdust before God asks him to return to the dust that he is and 
that he will eventually become when the final call comes? 
He could neither comprehend these whys nor could he ask 
them aloud.

The D.O. was looking out of the window again, surveying 
the surroundings like a monarch. But he did not wear the smile 

a contented monarch. The wind was mounting and the 
0.0.could see the dead and the dying leaves of the Governors 
,ree dropping one after the other with every puff of the wind. 
H was as if every falling leaf intensified his anger against the 
gardener. Aminu felt like telling him that what he saw through 
his window was not all that there was to life. He felt like asking 

lm to go out to the world and see the realities of life—the 
realities of the drought.

When he turned to face Aminu, the red glow of the anger in 
is heart blazed through his face and lighted red his eyes. 
nd as he spoke, his voice sparked like coal fire amidst dry 

grass.
The tree is dying and the Governor comes tomorrow . . •• 

e broke off, not knowing how to continue.
'J told you that," he continued after a momentary silence 

a few vigorous shakes of his head, “that . . . i t a re 
<hes you will lose your job. You think you can ruin my caree

■ The Governor will never give me a good recornrnen 
''hen he discovers that proper care has not been a 
lree that he planted. But before you ruin my c®ree"’ !jvable 
[Uln you." And with his voice charged with every 
bl‘terness he made ready to pronounce judgement

Arninu looked straight at the D.O. s face. , e . > nt 
a ^ck so he was not surprised at the D-O.s wrul nt 
rather he felt like telling the D.O. one or two home L- 
°Pened his mouth to speak but no wor s ca

At that moment there was a knoc 
hief Messenger came mwitha'etterforthe^  ̂
He hurriedly opened it as soon as - . s0 he went to t e

seal on it. The day had gradually dar in some )lght.
Window and parted the window bhnds to
He held up the letter to the light o on the a

''Damn it!" he muttered, fhng.ng fell on the G. * 
looked out of the window an oUtline as c e

10r’s tree. He could not now make out^ graduaily 

le had on his previous surveys-

expecting 
!_..t anger, 
truths. He 

out of it.
„ ... the door and the 
for the D-O-

as he n<
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chance
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‘ed to 8° 

. inucli 
at ‘he

. his seat 
take a ^{‘^other

^dennoPtnr^-o

to^^Tad'y/ch^

' °°o^
1

ened and there were now signs 
turned away from the window to 

Messenger.
"Aminu," he started after taking ^e((er 

away but make sure that you lake a 
nor's tree. Next time I will not give

His next words were drowned by ar.. - 
sharp arrows of the first rain of ^js roo  
Thoughts of the numerous leaks o 0 °' 

occupied him that he did not se^ ^essen^tail 
letter and then instruct the Chie coC 
Clerk to cancel all invitations t0 
Governor.
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'HE OUTSIDER IN EUROPEAN AN ° 
AFRO-AMERICAN LITERAL

r m the norm—'he 
fheOutsider is the one who stands apart r bates the 
agious, racial, or class minority, the arneCtual whose par- 
afority (or not seeing as he sees, the inte {ween him and 
Ar kind of knowledge creates a chasm definitions o 
1)1 "arm, the nihilist who does not acceJ, -e are only a few 
«!i and reality posited by the majority- neSs in Western 
"ho inhabit the nether world of Outs' |ienation.w 1C 
tdture. The very nature of their condit'°n ’ortantly,a v'a^ ° 
is only a state of being, but more imP reality- 
s|Mg. an attitude toward what is aCcePte.he sociol°8'ca, jj 

fke most obvious kind of Outsider >s minority ' a 
*' member of an ethnic, religious or cl This is' (hem. 
'ejected by and unacceptable to the ma' try to 01 test 
^'Si-Outsider, for most in this categ0^ |jteratu'® majority 
st'’es acceptable to the majority. Here- vjnce’ purpose 
aad Petition is created which seeks to re wm’ avior of 
01 'he injustices of exclusion. It is a e„ntly. tbe 
'■’b change the attitudes, and consequ rtem Rena's 
'e majority toward the minority. t0 the na btief for the 

Much of Afro-American literature up w05 majority- 
s’nceof the 1920’s reflected this att'tud oersecUt' \ithin it>» 

efe"se against a prosecuting and expre5jy 
^'ever, the Outsider found a unique in ea™jca| O“ls*d h

e !1§ure of the mulatto, a dominant tyP sOc'°l ,]tho«S ] 
The mulatto is, perhaps, the ult'1’’8 b'ack,e ,s Outsider 
’’king white but defined by society eriea 0
0 'he literature about the mulat'0 e lbe tn sse(j into 
'? 'one and style, it hints at one 0 ipe Pa |Qved by 
"Mature: Life is absurd. o' ed a"“ | identity

this literature, the mulatto he 3cCe'fUe ra
'"e White world, married white, bero5
"Htes until the fateful day when the
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was revealed, generally through the hero’s own admission. At 
such point, those who had loved him when he was white now 
hate him, because he is really black, and the hero returns to 
the black world where he is accepted for himself, i.e., his 
essence, not his appearance.

In his person, the mulatto asked the question, "What is 
real?" Is it what it appears to be, or is it something in the 
mind? "Appearance is reality,” answers the mulatto, passing 
into the white world. "Appearance is reality," the white world 
agrees, until it learns that white is really black, at which point 
it declares, "Reality is what I define it to be." Black writers in 
the mulatto genre could not b^ing themselves to face the log­
ical end of the mulatto challenge to white definitions of 
reality, which was—white people are absurd.

Such a declaration could not come from a people un­
certain of their place in existence. It was safer to define alien­
ation as socio-political rather than philosophical, for if one 
could not hope for eventual acceptance by the majority, how 
was life to be lived?

In European literature, the Outsider who yearns for accep 
tance is represented by Thomas Mann’s "Tonio Kruger, 
is a good example, representing many facets of the Outsi e 
experience which black writers would explore as they plunge 
deeper into their own hearts of darkness. .

Tonio Kruger's marginality is seen first in his name—Tonio, 
a shortened form of the Italian, Antonio. "Tonio—why w a 
sort of name is that?" asks Immerthal, one of Krugers a o 
lescent classmates. "Though of course I know it s not you 
fault in the least." What a new dimension is placed on, • • • 1 
not your fault in the least" when heard through the ears o 
black experience, and Tonio Kruger’s response parallels 
black response to being deemed guilty for what he could no 
control: "Yes, it's a silly name—Lord knows I'd rather be cal e 
Heinrich or Wilhelm." The mulatto changes race; the darker 
skinned black creates white fantasies, as with Pecola Breed­
love in Toni Morrison’s The Bluest Eye: Tonio Kruger wishes to 
change names, to be called as others are called, and proving 
Shakespeare wrong: a rose by any other name might wither 
and die.

Names are important to the Outsider, for it is not what he 
does that identifies him, but who he is. There was a man 
named Malcolm Little, who was reborn in prison and chris-
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m histT/nsdf'T’ha?' X a S’ash mark ne8a,‘n8 West‘ 
was rebantited = v, a‘ man was reborn a8ain in Mec<=a and 
record fh‘ ■ s Hajj Malik Shabazz. His names are a 
African ritun’l’’^"? throu8h identity. Naming is an important 
known f°r by °Ur names’ we know ourselves and are
it is id ?t° name’s more than a symbol of identity.
it.nl er'n1 y Tonio—why what sort of name is that?" Immer-
vont'^Tt.^ meant' 'What sort of person are you? Who are 
stro US’. ews and Italians pass into the American main- 
Kri am' *ry *°’ by changing their names, for like Tonio 
Other^ their names Place them outside, identify them as 

To the more advanced Outsider, however, names are so 
portant that they do not have them: Kafka's Mr. K. the name- 
“ ^r°eS Barbusse’s L’Enfer and Ellison's Invisible Mon, 
" amea Baldwin's declaration, Nobody Knows My Nome, 
S5™8 tbateven he doesn't. Kafka and Dostoyevsky go even 
men and the8black"OratSera Wi"li“mbyPcalls a town Beetle-

wSi0MKann8er'S "ame raprasentS ^dark'and

light. Tonic's motherCarUy ^‘^“bUck-haired” and Tonio's 
father “had b«u‘ht h T on from some place far down on 
the map." That nU " ’°n8 ilvrevealed to be Italy, which 
is not all "far dn!Ce *S T " but, in 'h<= ATn psfhe' 
M.d:i... down on the map, »ul' nrpsents Consuelo as 
somennpafnean pe°Ple are Other. Mann Phe collective human 
osvrbe t A1"0^ tbe hidden underside o Afrjcans would have 
been to L One shudders to think what At 
been to hlm.) as the mulatto in

Tonio hates this dark side of hinrselt' The self-hatred m "tio^10" ha‘- Ms hidden dark ™ul[ilied longin 

Tonio Kruger" is symboiized by T°nand his rejection of tl 

girl who is^ttracu’ the adul.

... ......
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a virginal aloofness that was at once both simple and full of 
pride. He becomes aware that someone is looking at him. It 
is a woman, nameless, who is reminiscent of Magdalena for 
she was looking up at Tonio Kruger with black swimming 
eyes. He turned away." The description is so brief that one 
wonders if this woman is real. Perhaps she is the spectre of 
that side of himself he refuses to acknowledge and accept, 
that side of himself "to whom nothing mattered at all," as he 
characterized his mother. He turns away from it and the story 
ends with Tonio seeking to escape his Outsiderness by roman­
ticizing the bourgeoisie and pledging his life to them.

It is odd to find such a window onto the black experience in 
European literature, but then, blackness has always been a 
symbol of terror and the unknown since the Middle Ages, as 
well as a symbol for the sensual, the emotional, the "nothing 
matters at all" of Mann, the "dark gods" of D. H. Lawrence. 
The white Westerner projects onto non-whites what he fears 
in himself, and since darkness symbolizes the unknown, dar 
people become the hidden aspect of the white soul.

The dark self has also been difficult for blacks to accept, 
but for different reasons. Society as a mirror which gives its 
members a beautiful image of themselves never existed or 
blacks. They looked into mirrors and saw not themselves u 
happy slaves, Stepin’ Fetchit, and minstrels. Unable to be ieve 
their eyes, they spoke and said, "Who am I, mirror, mirror on 
the wall. And the mirror said, "One to whom nothing matters 
at all." America convinced blacks that they would not e 
accepted until they gave up watermelon, stopped talking 1 e 
niggers and singing trashy music, used deodorant and g°I 
B.A. Claude McKay in his trilogy, Home to Harlem, Banjo, and 
Banana Bottom, depicted what happened to the sociologies 
Outsider who followed this advice, even in part. He became 
a philosophical Outsider.

The hero of the first two novels is Ray, an educated Haitian, 
whose education alienated him from blacks. He is no longer 
of them. They call him "Professor" because his education 
shows in his speech, his love of books, and the way he moves. 
□llcedhTm >h,tmUbULitheiy and he know lha( his education has 
placed him outside black culture hie dark

from .h.. v.nl.,. , X cr|,|QU,
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>reat white world,

and make him

ofWestern culture and civilization, which has become a theme 
of twentieth century fiction, black. American, and European.

inclassed all con-

eW statement of

over Superego. He asserts cultural b** ry sour
ones life by, and in so doing. waS.frican P°et? ° makes an 
spiration for the French-speaking A1,?,cKay. alS°„„nizes the 
in the 1930's, particularly Sengh°r' M for he re 8n every- 
unconscious link with Thomas poSeS >•* ily socio­
Anglo-Saxon cultural tyranny wh>c,n i5 not P" jftcantly 
one different. He sees that the OU^Lyle d'f'e n however, 
logical, but one whose values and >'f ^jjke M 
bom those of the dominant culture'

He hated civilization ... He hated civilization because its genera 
attitude toward the colored man was such as to rob him o is warm 
human instincts and make him inhuman. Under it the 1 in ’n 
ored man could not function normally like his w ite Qr
sponsive and reacting spontaneously to the emotions op 
pain, joy or sorrow, kindness or hardness, chanty., ang • 
giveness. Only within the confines of his own world 0 wor|di 
he be his true self. But so soon as 
where of necessity he must work and roam and br (| 
air to live, that entire world, high. low. middle, unc a 
spired to make him painfully conscious of color and r

cled instinctively. 
It was easy enough for Banjo, who in all matter slanding watch 
But it was not easy for a Negro with an mte e: white man's
over his native instincts to take his own way >n „ wouJd nol
civilization. But of one thing he was resolved: civi 1|(e
take the love of color, joy. beauty, vitality, and no 
and make him one of the poor mass of its pa>e crc

Could he not see what Anglo-Saxon standards of being
the world's most interesting people? Some few [w |hf |esus of 
jews. Changing their names and their religion ■  „f lhHr own 
the Christians, The Irish objecting Io lhe nonlies- Educated 
rich idioms. Inferiority bile of non-Nordic m ( wrapping 
Negroes ashamed of their race's intuitive Io o[ Co„go-sound g 
themselves up in a respectable gray. rh,ng out). asb.al" iose 
laughter, ashamed of their complexion lb,°0CRay Rather than 
their strong appetites. No being ashamed lor 
his soul, let intellect go to hell and live mslin
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McKay is not afraid of the dark.
Further into the twentieth century, European Outsiders 

would not only cease to fear the dark, but through it, find 
some kind of meaning for meaningless existences. In Sartre's 
Nausea, Roquentin's psychic nausea disappears only when 
he hears a record of a black woman singing "Some of These 
Days."

When the voice was heard in the silence I felt my body harden and 
the nausea vanish; suddenly it was almost unbearable to become so 
hard, so brilliant . . I am tn the music. Globes of fire turn tn the 
mirrors, encircled by rings of smoke.

Herman Hesse’s Steppenwolf presents another "mulatto"- 
like figure, Harry Haller, who divides himself into a civilized 
man and a wolf-man, the latter, of course, representing the 
"Tonio" of his "Kruger." He opens himself to this dark side of 
his nature, goes to a tavern, where he meets a girl who makes 
him listen to jazz, introduces him to the saxophone player, 
Pablo, and a sensuous woman, Maria. Other European Out­
siders seek their darker, outside selves through violence, like 
Raskolnikov. Most significant, however, is that the more 
blacks become a part of Western civilization, the black Out­
sider begins to resemble Roquentin. Harry Haller, and Ras­
kolnikov. Richard Wright’s hero in The Outsider only becomes 
alive when he listens to the blues or engages in the act of 
murder. Ralph Ellison’s invisible man sits in his underground 
home listening to a Louis Armstrong recording of What Did 
I Do To Be So Black and Blue?,” wishing he could hear five 
recordings of it simultaneously. And, in a statement that 
foreshadowed white rock music of the sixties, the Invisible 
Man says, “When I have music I want to feel its vibrations, not 
only with my ear but with my whole body.”

The philosophical Outsider, European and black, is dead in 
some essential way and only by awakening the dead part of 
himself—the senses, the emotions—will he come alive. And, of 
course, no people in Western society are more alive to their 
feeling selves than blacks.

Jean Toomer is the poet of the Outsider experience, black or 
white, and is the only writer to examine in detail woman-as- 
Outsider. For our purposes here, it is enough to say that 
Toomer describes women whose essence is violated, thus
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transforming them into spiritual Outsiders. In this context, it 
is significant that most of Toomer’s women are mulattoes. 
However, it is through a male, dark-skinned character that we 
are presented with a solution to the Outsider’s problem.

In the story “Box Seat," Toomer's hero, Dan Moore, is un­
educated, one who holds firmly to the canestalk of his racial 
heritage, which enables him to see the falsity and hypocrisy 
of black bourgeois existence. , , . co

Dan is walking down Thirteenth Street toward the hou 
"here his girl friend rents a room. He feels out o place on 
the street, because the houses are “virginal, shy g 
eyes shine reticently upon the dusk body of the s .
People who live in them “Open gates, and
iectly, the black version of Eliot's In the r $ on the 
tome and go/ Talking of Michelangelo. Da" he can-t 
Porch of his girl friend’s house and is enraged 
bnd the doorbell.

r faces I'll show em.
Break m.Get an ax and smash ln. Smash ..power hre truck. 
Break mto an engine-house, steal a thousand nor cm Cut
Smash in with the truck, i'll show em. Grab an lhcn the cops
™ up. Jack the Ripper. Baboon from the w* „ poor man
come "No. i ain't a baboon. I ain't Jack the W kcd bears. Look 
out of work. Take your hands off me. y°“ nefield
into my eyes. 1 am Dan Moore. 1 was born m (j e Out-

_r the asset
Here we have one of the rare instana bere is nothing C»er 

sider. sure and proud of that identity- The Tonio Krug ■ 
Aout Dan. He does not stand because othe^
longing to get in. He is the Outsider touched m • 

o not see as he does. "The hands o>‘/continues. > with 
Moore s doorstep interior monolo8“ is the black cane.
to a sick world to heal it." Dan Moo waS bur I white
the truth of the earth within him- its conta 
held. He is the race unpoisone , of cane ' than t e 
civilization, because his soul is anotherJ8friend's land-

Because it is, Dan hears and seribby, h>s 8
one society upholds. When Mrs. r being
lady, sits in her chair, Dan hears * ,0uo^/b,tp.edged.

a sharp click ... The click is mel“”'ts ab°UpribW '“’'‘'ws'o f hoUseS 

shot into place ... The house con MrS. The ,hsm. 
massed metallic house. Bulled A prjbby s " coUldn 
less rows of metal houses. Mrs. woOder 
belong to other Mrs. Pribbys- N
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Muriel, Dan’s girl, is afraid of him, and she asks what he’s 
doing now, and Dan gives the classic Outsider reply: “Nothing 
as the world would have it. Living, as I look at things." The 
Outsider does not "make a living": he lives and his living is a 
threat to the world. Muriel tells Dan, "You ought to work more 
and think less. That’s the best way to get along." Dan re­
sponds with the Outsider’s vicious judgement: "Mussel-heads 
get along."

Dan goes to the theatre and one of the acts involves dwarf 
prizefighters. They, too, are Outsiders, but degraded, humili­
ated Outsiders, a spectacle for the entertainment of the socio­
logical black Outsider audience seeking to become Insiders. 
The dwarf who wins the fight sings a song to the audience, 
holding a mirror that flashes in the face of each person he 
sings to, the dwarf’s way of saying that “You are me." The 
audience laughs, however, and the tension in Dan, who iden­
tifies completely with the dwarfs, increases until he leaps to his 
feet, shouting, "JESUS WAS ONCE A LEPER!"

On one level, this extraordinary story is the black Outsiders 
critique of white society and its values. Dan sees the falseness 
of others. Like Sartre's Roquentin, Dan finds civilization so 
repulsive, it makes him ill. But where Roquentin sees only 
meaningless, which is typical of the self-pitying Outsider, the 
weak Outsider, Dan is aware of a deeper meaning and is im­
pelled to try and communicate it. His one-ness with his racial

an understanding of suffering 
a suffering Christ figure intent

experience has brought him to 
so profound that he becomes 
on redeeming the world.

The only other figure in Outsider literature similar to Dan is 
the hero of Richard Wright’s story, "The Man Who Lived 
Underground." Fred Daniels lives in the sewer beneath the 
city streets, hiding from the police for a murder he did not 
commit but was beaten into confessing. (This is a metaphor for 
an aspect of the black experience, because all blacks have been 
accused of and confessed to a crime they did not commit and 
cannot name.) Fred Daniels, like Dan Moore, is uneducated. 
(It is no accident that both men are named Daniel, with its 
Biblical symbolism of society as a lion's den.) How Dan Moore 
came to his Outsider vision is unknown, but Fred Daniels 
comes to his by living underground. His will to survive impels 
him to sneak into the outside world for food, but he does not go 
above ground; he penetrates the underside of the world by re-



91

li

of

reality is

people were laughing at their lives, he 
were shouting and yelling at the ■ 

•hemselvi

fh* Outsider in

”dhP‘"',,‘'d 'h° fGlds and Id-had
W,,h clusters of -----..
int>P^h of human faces, tilting upw

• aughing. Dangling before the
,Ven wer* jerking shadows.

. l* IS.a rnovie house and on realizing it, he laughs- But because
ni..at \s caHed reality is now 'unfamiliar to him, he discovers

■-e (hough' w"h amMe; 
,he animated shadows of

'he nude waxen fi, 
,Abov" 'he naked 

™'dwithahluo 
“"crouched clo, 
l,n"d wnh pink ,

realizes e- 
—-cause he is

». . *8'Jre of a man stretched out upon a white table
hlnnri""'V\ i '8Ure was suspended a huge glass container 

i „i re ^uid from which a white rubber tube dangled
>ser to the door and saw the tip end of a black object

Fred later spies into an officeJ^/but 
foney. He steals it, not from 8
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moving bricks from the sewer wall and entering buildings. He 
spies on the world without being seen and without being a 
participant, and it is this act of non-participation that gives 
him a new perception of reality.

He makes his way into a building, stumbles down steps and 
comes to a doorway, where he peers through the keyhole into a 
room and sees,

but becau eS, eventua^V that he is looking into a mortuary. 
5ignswhi h1/ 'S- n°W outs^e the world, unable to read the 
striking C nt*fy everything in it, everything has a new and 
follows f68 hears a roaring noise from behind a wall,
thrnimk * a wading stairwell until he cautiously goes 

rough a black curtain.

1 into a convex depth that gleamed 
shimmering lights. Sprawling below him was a 
faces, iiiung upward, chanting, whistling, scream- 

,,uRhing. Dangling before the faces, high upon a screen o 
r- were jerking shade

a movie house and
3bsurdity“’“'v

These r
,'?enl They
"■""selves.

^an Moore, he wants to tell them they are unreal.

and wn?,PaSS'on fircd his imagination and he stepped out of the box 
hov... ked Oul uP"n Ihin air. walked on down to lhe audience, end 
I,,..., '"R 'he air just above them, he stretched oul his hand Io 
He h ,h™ ■ N“. il could not be done: he could not awaken them.

Sighed Yes. these people were children, sleeping in their living.

■1Wahe m their dying. - " safe crammed with 
because "he was inFred later spies into
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trigued with the form and color of the money, with the mani­
fold reactions which he knew that men above ground held 
toward it." He also steals a typewriter because it is one of "the 
serious toys of the men who lived in the dead world of sunshine 
and rain he had left. . . ."

He papers the walls of his sewer with hundred dollar bills, 
laughing uproariously. "If only people could see this!" he 
exclaims. "He wanted to run from this cave and yell his dis­
covery to the world." Along with the money, he'd also stolen 
hundreds of watches and diamonds, and he winds the watches, 
jrjves nails into the money-covered sewer walls and hangs a 
v<atch from each one. "People certainly can do some funny 
.|,ings’" he says to himself, talking about the world that in- 
vented watches and worshipped green paper.

j^js euphoria gives way to deeper insight, however, 
_„s into the heart of the world.

fvlaybe anything's right, he mumbled. Yes. if the world as men 
jjiade it was right, then anything else was right, any act a man I 
(0 satisfy himself, murder, theft, torture.

has reached the existential vortex. There are no values, 
is no right and wrong: there is no reality except that 

tl1 jch tbe majority defines as real. But the black Outsider does 
| succumb to the Nietzschean will to power, or theCamusian 

r>£’hjlisrn of Mersault in The Stranger. Fred Daniels and Dan 
p* 01* because they are black and despised, drop through 
fA0 vortex into the humanity of saints.
fD ed Daniels crawls through one of his holes in the wall and

I into a shop from which he d stolen a radio and there sees 
black b°y being accused of tbe thef<-

& . . he f(,lt a sort of distant pity for the boy and wondered if he ought
(t? bring back the radio and leave it in the basement. No. Perhaps it 
W0S a good thing that they were beating the boy; perhaps the beal- 
jpg would bring to the boy's attention, for the first time in his life.
|he secret of hls existence. the guilt that he could never gel rid of.

el Daniels has plumbed the depths of Outsiderness, and 
f Pan ^oore, he is brought into a closer relationship with 

F^«-5'nUfnrike European Outsiders who exjs( jn Pnizing 
pon *rom others and themselves.

Daniels nncovers within himseIf Original sjn and he
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ine'dienTthnt* ^gf°und,and ‘ums himself into the police, tell- 
glJi!ty Of killin '* doesnt make any difference that he wasn’t 

’ "I’m n8 *,ke woman’ which the police now know, be- 
ZicinaTJ Wha‘ is he guilty °f? He is ^Ity °f having 

olsunoort' ln,the ‘Huston which everyone accepts as reality, 
Lee in n b"8 hx ‘ iUusi0n with his Iife’ of suPPOr'ing its exis- 
liberatpri- ^ow that he knows the truth, he does not feel 

k e ls overwhelmed with the depth of his sin. The 
shoot his k*1*U?dy kill Fred Daniels, saying, "You’ve got to 
^rhaps i?is' Jn^yLuLk writers who could have written this 

leprous I Utsider’ a man who identifies with dwarfs and a 
and Wri kt’8’ and another who knows Original Sin. Toomer 
through ?b Outsiders overcome their alienation by going 
ofhpr" 'he tunnel of racial suffering and coming out on the 
baron, T S0 intensely aware of everyone’s suffering that they 
world eSUS ^ures, going mad or dying for the sins of the

European Outsiders never resolve their alienation. Some. 
Mersaul?U/ Mei'sa“lt. are unconscious of being Outsiders, 
sauh L °es n°t agonize as do Dan and Fred Darnels. Mer- 
that he b !y°nd such. accepting absurdity as bemg so normal 
ness leVes in nothing and is undisturbed by the nothing- 

■X" b“'™' o-s’s 
which is the ra^8)6 the b- 3Ck suffering- (While writing this 
essay, I Was In experience o Wilson's Religion
and the Rpt °°k‘ng through a copy o'Jyear a( Fjsk Uni. 
versify anri 6 ’ tke Bible of my s kibbled on the inside cover 
a reminder 07aS Startled '° w'ith Oetsiderness: "SufferinS 
is Awaren» ’ my own s1™88!6, . ‘ middle-class white Amer­
ica." How r' This is Preferable * we write things it takes 
decadec t, n as adolescents oo suffering is awareness 
and the b a7in8 t0 fully Undrata"uffering Awareness to be­
come hu ’ k Outsider uses hat J ,f wh he stops

a humanity. Qne can only sec literature, the Outsider 
seesh.V01'. his ^flection. In ^r°^ck literature, the Outsider 
se h mSe f and sees nothing- lnb a sider identity of blacks 

disXfahnd ^everyone.Th^ a, st wholly absent 

"7."“We are all Outsiders, and 1‘ >s
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in darkness should be the ones to proclaim that, at least in 
literature. (In reality, or what passes for it, it appears that 
blacks are becoming Mersaults.) Tonio Kruger should have 
looked through the window of his dark self and seen that Inge’s 
blondness was a sheen hiding her leprous sores. If he had done 
that, however, he would have been forced to see his own. That, 
of course, is what none of us want to do.

On the eve of America's Bicentennial, which promises to be 
a masturbatory ritual, perhaps the vision of the black Out­
sider is needed more than ever, to hold the mirror to the 
audience's face and hope that they will see that Jesus was a 
leper, to walk out of our personal undergrounds and admit 
that we didn’t do it, but we are guilty. Then, perhaps two 
hundred years from now there might be something to celebrate.
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^OTES FROM THE BLACK AMERICAN 
WORLD: IV: IMAGES OF AFRICA 

IN AFRO-AMERICAN LITERATURE

a preface to From 
Qji Bistory of James 
SI P'n, 1H4Q1 fho ,,.fhn 

th?'

the Fugitive Blacksmith or Events in 
jV C. Pennington (London: Charles 

-in inaoi ti. ' qavs: "It is under the mildest form 0 
S, as it ex-stsUin Maryland Virginia and Kentucky, tha, 
no mothPeCimehnS °L.CandUreduca^ainSthTnatuJal graces. 

danphfers Wu° rGthe Ethiopian women, who haye I 
n f>st ck 8 ers ,ban t0 their maternal affections."' I* 1 
^‘te c) 7° 8'Ve SC°P JP-200 years since the first slaves 

na th-at by ,‘hiS kTvTsual memory of Africa had th.n- 
that’ 3  ̂had worked itself into folk 

h^friCgncl music- reported from the mouths of old
Sb*t>le .appears in ane,%dp slave south. A narrator relates her 

C,arne from ,b ( how they had been lured vvi 
*fherj anecdote ab°,ite slavers in Africa. They had 

uhi'^tecl°,redflannel brl they were °n ‘he boat where 1 .
had !flanne1’ un The gates had then been shut and 

I Ured them- ^he grandmother said she h
*t ona?h° karriedThrgranddaughter ends the narrate 

''’SC ‘No t .e,boat- Tb .gn0 desire to go to Africa, caus 
. A '-‘ t '1 ain * never had

t^ther^ .where I is- 2 anecdote tells how the narrator 
the 3nd 8Ood’hurnOi vtd as a slave. A man came up t0 

and63 'vhere she ' a free train going back to Afr>c8’ 
sold fkSaid there W d oot on the train. We can imagme 

Q he,r things and g brjef account of h-s ro)e on the 
,he ConTedeSm the Civil War. "My white folks see
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:hat I was not abused," he recounts. "When the news of the 
surrender come, lots of colored folks seem to be rejoicing and 
sing. Ts free, I’s free as a frog,’ ’cause a frog had freedom to 
get on a log and jump off when he please. Some just stayed 
on with their white folks. One time they say they send all the 
Diggers back to Africa. I say they never git me. I been here, and 
my white folks been here.”*

Age and the need to survive in territory one knew so well 
had a lot to do with the attitude to Africa those days. In blunt 
language, one narrator tells how his father said to his master 
"hen the news of freedom came, “You brought me here from 
Africa and North Carolina, and I going to stay with you long as 
ever I get something to eat. You got to look after me!

African folktales and African historical accounts were con 
lamed in the lyrics of many songs Black slaves sang at ne 
secret camp meetings, before the lyrics were changed to

.pW. i.-. ««■ *
heaven," the “refuge," the "promised land, that s 

s» many guises in the spirituals. "The parting son s for
"ho sailed to Africa conditioned the r®™inl eop|e com- 
eolonization," says Miles Mark Fisher, te. - 
Pared the difficulty of securing manumissions i r By Jate 
,0 the deliverance of Daniel from the den 0 . in African 
1924, Fisher observes, the interest o territory one 
colonization was weakening. Again survl t concern. 
had come to know well became theparam stories that be- 

We are now familiar with the Brer Rabbit’s ancestor 
came a distinctive part of slave lore. although re a-
was the African mythological charac survived. He ne 
lively weak, outwitted other anima s are told. his eq 
gave up the struggle. In West A rlC ' anger oftl,e .801pader- 
alent would be Legba, the sliPPeryj a sense of organs 
•hese West African versions, there i Anansi th P
ship between the people and Leg • tbe forces o A[rican 
another form he takes, and t e ick puts ><■ mind. his 
verse.”" Obviously, George • content of " whcreby the
■lave "brought with him “the pr°ce ^js neW 
nemory."7 He also observes h order t While
African in the New World change ^ican^ slavery
nvironment was depende rjcan unde
I is certainly true that the At
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changed, he did so in ways that were recognizably African."1
We have come a long way from the sixteenth century, but in 

spite of the much greater mobility of the Afro-American today, 
in spite of all he has assimilated from his Anglo-Saxon en­
vironment, Africa still haunts him. Always with the emer­
gence of a new cycle of black consciousness, Africa features 
prominently in Afro-American literature.

One feels too embarrassed even to mention in passing 
Phillis Wheatley (c. 1753-1784) and her notion of Africa, e is 
something of a curio in the history of black American e ers 
But as Africa has always been bound up with the Afro- ™ 
ican's view of himself, we cannot ignore even the cu^q 
Phillis Wheatley wrote a verse structured after 
classic models of eighteenth century England, an age decorura 
poetry was largely a bookish enterprise in whic efore 
toned down emotion. Her images of Africa were 
shaped at once by the poetical diction she had literary 
studies (a diction in which language stagnated), by jn
pictures of African “primitiveness" that were„circ ^er
England during that "age of enlightenment, an 
Christian upbringing in Boston. jve Africa

She is grateful to have been removed from her na ^ad 
as a slave—“the land of errors," as she puts it, w was by 
lived in "Egyptian gloom," in “those dark abodes. ..pagan 
divine mercy, she states, that she was saved from ething 
land,”—the “benighted soul" that she was. There is „ 
in the poem "On Being Brought from Africa to Ama 
uncannily antedates Booker T. Washington when sn

Remember. Christians. Negroes, black as Cain.
May be refin'd, and join th' angelic train."

It is quite obvious of course that whenever Phillis ^ng'in 
wrote Africans, she was thinking both of those 
Africa and America. 1797)

The prose writings of Gustavus Vassa (c- 'hows 
breathe a nobility that is sincere, vigorous even while 1 aS a 
refinement. He had a much more cosmOpolitan exposi 
sailor. His patronage by the whites, whether they ' r lhc 
or not, was nothing like that Phillis Wheatley enjoyed- , 
white man whose name Phillis look ad (j an Afncan Slo 
was the kind of moral investment Vassa was never * 
fall victim to. He was more a commercial commodity
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masters. When he writes about Africa, it is to recall wi'b "os 
lalgia the splendour, pomp, and humanism of the pe p 
the kingdom of Benin. He writes with reverence an a 
lion of his people's love of music, dance and poetry, a 
we are not familiar with since the treasures of ent 
nation were revealed to us. Naturally, he was 
Western audiences. He felt it necessary to even i 
that his people were “extremely cleanly, —whtc 
part of their religion. Iilerature. which

In this pioneer period of Afro-American Ute arrive(j 
began a century and a half after the first blac. s m0(jes of 
Virginia in 1619—about 1760—writers evinced t r s0 
responses: they might try to contain the agony ° tjon; or 
that they survive: or they might express their in would
they might, as Phillis Wheatley did. write in a way any of
prove to the white man that blacks could be as g assertion. 
them. A curiously ironic mixture of escape and s ((j be 
In any case, the African connection would na,“” y 1883) was 
played down. George Moses Horton (c- 179 0]]ect money 
accommodating, but he hoped to be able to Africa. He 
from his writings that would enable him to re*urcountry- 
ended up an accommodationist and died in ,hlS.. (hr0Ugh the

The period of concentrated protest. esPeCia a preoccupied 
medium of slave narratives (1830-1865). was bream deter- 
with the agony of slavery to dream. Africa aS |. But wha 
mined some of the lyrics and mood of the sp'r Africa prov 
mattered more, as the idea of returning man'sc0" 
Progressively that the stark realities of the b ’ the fad• 
■on were to be acted out on American s011' sSion a d> ]an 

e spiritual, like the blues, gave black eXp slon, 'ike Anglo- 
'wely American stamp. These modes of exP^ while » of 
Pottery, were indigenously American. eV an exte" 
Americans were still writing and thinking (be Afri 
England. We can say this without negating oda-
ments in black expression. both acC,cally by

The period 1865-1910 is characterized W ,deol°8Bojs; The 
'■on and protest. It is a period dominat 0 pu Amer- 
“ooker T. Washington and his opponent W- but A 0rOwn's 
s,ave narrative was still an important gen We1 me an 
^an fiction had made its mark with ' as 10 ? Laurence 
clotel (1853). The theme of the mulat,t°tion- pS 
'ncreasingly intriguing one for black 11
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K

He quotes W. E. B. Du Bois himself as 
ideologies of the era “embraced more than

On every hand in this fair land.
Proud Ethiope's swarthy children stand 

Beside their fairer neighbor.

observing that the 
 „ — our reasoned acts-

They included physical, biological, and psychological forces: 
habits, conventions and enactments . . ,”n

Garvey’s back-to-Africa movement had its bitter opponents, 
e.g. Du Bois and other socialists, and nationalists who, having

The Iwentieth century revolution had churned up too many in­
gredients from the depths of society for any one govement to suc­
cessfully contend with. A post-world war period that could give rise 
to the ideologies of colonial unrest, migrations, nationalism, 
socialism, communism, unionism, racism, reformism, and all forms 
of radicalism and federal repression could hardly be comprehen­
sively grasped.1"

Dunbar (1872-1906) was by and large an accommodationist. 
although occasionally his verse strikes a posture of mild in­
dignation. When he wants to express intense indignation, his 
Victorian mannerisms get in the way. So even when he writes 
his "Ode to Ethiopia,” one feels an awkward distance between 
the poet and his subject:

He is of course talking about all people of African descent. The 
name “Ethiopia" projects an image of independence which in 
turn suggests that of slavery in the New World. Although the 
image “tune their lyres to sing of Ethiopia’s glory" echoes 
Ethiopia’s past, the country is still only an idea rather than a 
physical and human reality; indeed it is much too facile to 
leave a lasting impact on the reader's mind. But Dunbar was 
beset by many problems—money and misguided white 
patronage.

To move into the Harlem of World War I, into the 1920's, is 
to move into another set of issues that were hotly debated: an 
era of as many contradictions as was possible amid such a 
great diversity of personalities, leadership, ideologies, social 
goals, as appeared on the scene. It is an era dominated by 
men like Du Bois once again, by Marcus Garvey, other nation­
alists, black socialists, the communists, etc. Commenting °n 
the complexity of the issues of the time, Harold Cruse writes.
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taken a cue from Booker T. Washington's plea for self-help 
projects and economic self-sufficiency for blacks, had staked 
all they had on survival in the American society. "Garveyism," 
writes Edmund David Cronon in his Block Moses—The Story of 
Marcus Garvey, “failed largely because it was unable to come 
up with a suitable alternative to the unsatisfactory conditions 
of American life as they affect the Negro. Escape, either emo­
tional or physical, was neither realistqc nor a lasting answer.

Toward the end of the 1920's, sociologist E. Franklin Frazier 
was hurling stones at some of the assumptions of the black 
condition in the Harlem of the decade. He argued that the 
black man was selecting certain values out of American life 
because he needed to acquire a culture. "In spite of the efforts 
of those who would have him dig up his Africans past, the 
Negro is a stranger to African culture." Still less were t e 
educated blacks attracted to Garvey's nationalism, because 
they had by natural process invested in certain American w ite 
values. Negro business was abundantly dependent on white 
capital. Frazier commented further that the Harlem movemen 
that was rediscovering its potential out of an et me ex 
rience was preoccupied strictly with culture. Even en. 
writers were not being read by many of their ac

understood as a state of mind. In pointing to “self- 
Hack culture, thinkers like Alain Locke „ saw what 
respect and self-dependence" among the alj “nrimar- 
he called the black man's "new ‘ntar."?tI.?"ascattered peoples 
'ly an effort to recapture contact witn American
°f African derivation ... the possib e ro of (he most
Negro in the future development of rl ,. ^ote that
constructive and universally helpfu mis , And yet he 
he thought of Africa as a place to a . a_tlirough the arts, 
sensed another level of contact wi Ancestral Arts
Locke noted in an essay, "The Legacy rhythm from 
that, apart from the carry-over of t evidence of any
Africa to Afro-American art his "ancestral
direct connection of the Afro- , d a jot from its in™ 
arts." Afro-American art had new had blossome<L
diate cultural environment an ernotional kinship e 
There could not therefore ^”0^ '>* AfriCa" 
the African spirit and the
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art was disciplined, sophisticated, laconic and fatalistic." 
whereas the Afro-American was characterized by "naivete, 
sentimentalism, exuberance" and improvisation. Afro-Amer­
ican art was a natural result of the American experience and
the emotional upheaval of its trials and ordeals." But inas­

much as African art had influenced the art of certain Euro­
peans, there was the "possibility that the sensitive artistic 
mind of the American Negro, stimulated by a cultural pride and 
interest, [would] receive from African art a profound and gal­
vanizing influence. The legacy is there at least, with prospects 
of a rich yield."12 He observed further that the closer knowl­
edge of "the skill and unique mastery of the arts of the an­
cestors" would help boost the black American's talents in 
those arts Africa excels in, i.e. sculpture, painting and deco­
rative designs.

Du Bois and the NAACP were getting involved in Pan­
African conferences; churches and other organizations were 
calling themselves African this and African that. This state of 
mind that was trying to grope and reach out for an image of 
Africa—a consciousness that was going to experience a revival 
generation after generation—persisted in some of the poetry 
of the Harlem Renaissance. It was as if the writers of imagin­
ative literature, poets especially, felt the burning urge to rec­
oncile the sense of an African heritage with the unrelenting 
demands of an American commitment. While, significantly. 
Jean Toomer was searching for his more immediate an 
therefore more palpable past in Georgia, in the period of cap­
tivity, other poets were making statements about Africa tha 
perceived only hazy outlines of the continent, mostly from 
what they read about it. One can imagine the poets and nove - 
ists in those days trying to maintain an equilibrium between 
the romantic and the realistic. The temptation to ascribe to 
an African heritage the zest for life, self-abandon, passion, 
instinct as against intellect, was often too strong. White 
novelist and critic Carl Van Vechten reinforced this in his 
portrayal in Nigger Heaven (1926) of what was popularly 
called "primitive" passions. Indeed this is one of the reasons 
why in retrospect, the patronage of Harlem by the Greenwich 
Village whites (including Van Vechten himself) has become so 
suspect. It is fair to say, however, that the initial impulse to 
search for a metaphor for Africa was in itself a response to the 
degrading political and economic condition of the black
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with the 
man's menace,

masses. It was more elevating to point to Africa as the source 
than to the slave south.

Claude McKay (1890-1948) hardly touches Africa in his 
poetry. In “Exhortation Summer 1919“ he apostrophizes: 
Africa! long ages sleeping, O my motherland awake!" The 

poem was the cry of a man outraged by the "Red Summer 
of 1919—a time of bloody rioting in several places in the U.S.A. 
Africa here is merely an all-embracing term for black people. 
Indeed, as one or two of his Jamaica dialect poems indicate, 
having left Africa was a kind of blessing: the West Indian 
would still be wild and uncivilized back in Africa. Anyhow, 
Africa is just “a dim unknown land." The thought of it fillsi him 
with "a rare sense of things remote/ From this harsh i e o 
fretful nights and days." Still a vague if exotic picture.

There is also that continent whose ancient empires an 
civilizations he recounts in the sonnet Africa. He is no ex 
Ploring his feeling about it: he is merely making a statemen 
about Africa’s past grandeur. By the same token he pit 
Africa—"the harlot” whose time has passed, as a result

It is^uHe clear that McKay was ambivalentjn^his msjmnse 

io Africa when she seemed to whisper in -riti for
is a moving poem that indicates inis-1 e „ wouid go 
Africa: “dim regions whence my fat eI^ c white world 
back there, "to darkness and to peace. wouid make a 
holds him to ransom. a light; he feels
"eturn to Africa look as simple as must live w,th the
a commitment to this hemisphere. man-s menace,
burden of having been born un e images like jung e
out of time.” Quite apart fromi ,g a moving state­
songs," “darkness” and "peace, raJ dualism of the a 
ment that says a lot about the the commitmen 
American, his American con regard cultura strength
claims. There is often a is the enduring streng
as a pathetic condition. > what his fic.
of the Afro-American. comes throug novei Home

McKay's ambivalence al ex-soldier mjh^ student or 
tional characters say. J lectured to by , Africans a
to Harlem (1928) ls e r8 africa as jung hv tde lecture
a train. Jake’s 
“bush niggers, 
The student ti
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Educated Negroes ashamed of their race's intuitive love of color . • 
ashamed of Congo-sounding laughter, ashamed of their complexion 
(bleaching out), ashamed of their strong appetites. No being 
ashamed for Ray. Rather than lose his soul, let intellect go to hell 
and live instinct.

McKay is toying with the exotic image here. Sterling Brown 
did not like Banjo much as a whole. He wrote that Ray. 0 
whom his creator says, among other things: “a black man even 
though educated, was in closer biological kinship to t e 
swell of primitive earth life," is a vitalist, not a radical, how­
ever anti-bourgeois and anti-imperialist he may sound.

Writing on Countee Cullen (1903-1946), Darwin T. Turner 
reminds us in his authoritative book In a Minor Chord of the 
twentieth century stereotype of the black man—as "a child 
nature, whose uninhibited behavior is directed by unrestrain^ 
able passion, innate rhythm, an inherent talent for music. 
He tells us that Cullen succumbed to the myth. Cullen was 
sure of the achievements of the Afro-American. He admired 
the walk of a waiter in Atlantic City “Ten thousand years 0 
jungle clues/ Alone shaped feet like these." In “A Song 
Praise, he exults in a girl’s dark skin and walk which is 
the replica/ Of some barbaric dance/ Wherein the soul o 
Africa/ Is winged with arrogance." Again we see here a poet 
who is trying hard, so hard, to project his mind into a con­
tinent he has only read about in books. The best remembered 
of t"e P°ems he wro,e ar°und a black consciousness and 
published under the title Color in 1925 is "Heritage."” He sus- 
pnh.rJereif °ng dlal2gue between a dominant twentieth- 

h m „ Vlrand another-almost a shadow-that reminds 
him oi his African heritage.
deairnn? flT Cullan a "sorrier." There is a great 
deal of truth also m what Nathan Irvin Huggins says 
Harlem Renaissance—that Cullen’s efforts were 
grasp the meaning of Africa for himself and

slaves of the Egyptians; that West Africa, Ethiopia and South­
ern Africa had flourishing civilizations and kingdoms in 
ancient times.

Ray, the wandering intellectual in Home to Harlem, is also 
in McKay's second novel, Banjo. He is intrigued by the violent 
longshoremen who act out their "primitive instincts";

.s says in his 
not merely f° 
as “the well-
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Ne8r° SPirit and identity ' ' ' Africa and P^nisin' 
lian h ,ru,uents in his personal rebellion against the Chris- 

1c urch- He was confused. The poet was later to say in a 
on thMp° h‘S anthol°8y Caroling Dusk (1927) that "dependent 
from 6 |Tn . sh language, [Negro poets] may have more to gain 
tha he r'Ch background of English and American poetry 
inh r°m any nebulous atavistic yearnings toward an African 
t(lieritance-" Quite obviously he was thinking of poetry as a 

lng made, a manipulation of bookish language, and not a 
Pontaneous expression of emotion and thought as well, which 

oeeniLnts are shaped by history, by social reality. In his anthol- 
sy he introduces his contributions by saying: ''.... reared in 
' conservative atmosphere of a Methodist parsonage, Coun- 

'Ee Cullen's chief problem has been that of reconciling a 
istian upbrineine with a pagan inclination.

out” fHerita8e" Cullen would have us believe that he is writing 
'°f some kind of pain. Nothing suggests any Particular ex- 

Pe"ence that has caused the pain. He generally feels the 
fcin him U^ing him to "doff thiswnew exuberancy and 

ate ""ver toT16’ SenSnvUwhyX Pflin? AWCa C°meS *° "d 
in £ suggests distance in time an

"brne: "Eden" “jungle star or jung1 tmck,^„ 

birds men'” “spicy rumpling tall defiant 8rass/ Where 
fOr ’ Jungle herds . . • TrarnfPizpats Cullen loads the poeir 
Witt, ’ Overs lie” A s‘udent °f L was SO fond of in his early 
Po? au,0Inatic epithets his maste a even raore distant 
from^' This use of rhetoric keeps what „e to
Un? What Cullen thinks he 1S. f when he says pride, dear 
ddars'andhim rea lly to be feeling w„dark blood" is damned 
d stress," jov ar„ mixed in him.,h . r What is it about 
ln him “i- y’ m icine tides of w that makes his

£ ^rds and almost unbearab far as to cab 
tb,L,hetorioal device. H S are confr the continent

•os listlessly." Aga " f the P‘c ureflowers" with "fierce 
us back to the Afr‘ca "leprous
conjures up picture "what is Africa to me? is 

'he question he keep

“leprous

asking



^side. My Africa. Motherland of the
°! Africa' The real thing.’7

>re about Africa in his non-fiction' 
ontinent for readings and confer' 
till shortly before he died. In the 

ed in some of his poetry, as wel 
’es. He also edited, much later, 
and prose.
I. too, sing America ... I, t0°' 
made it known to his whitg
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orry, it fails to register in those terms, 
—bout the effect of rain on him: "like a 

n" he twists, writhes, "like a baited 
—tred drip" through his body . . .

into his own religious questionings: 
then gods" are not for him; he wishes 

=e the supplicant would be bringing to 
^ge of the black man’s suffering. This 
■t Africa is meant in a romantic-mys- 
^aension the poet hopes will enrich the 

ullen knows about African religions 
questioning depth. The picture-book 
not say anything about his heritage 
religious doubts. It is no wonder

■y asking his Lord to forgive him 
mes a human creed." Don’t we, after 
mk serve our needs?
"anie famous in the 1920's, probably 
Poets, Langston Hughes (1902-1967)

acquainted with Africa. In 1923 
5. Malone to pay his way to Africa- 
aphy The Big Sea (1940):

lrkening the sea’s edge with the loam of 
’nd beautiful as the night. The bare, 
he market places. The rippling muscles 
cocoa beans and mahogany on ships

°r that was why our ship was there— 
Africa.
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blood.
shine 

soul-

could distil a Poi8"1a"Cvyennwhi1le 

And yet, in his own fashion. I* American man at
!>nes that defines his condit he says he drovc hiro
il expresses a nostalgia- s ^hite man c "caged in the 
°ne time, a black man. and h les and « scattered all
out of the forest. He lost h^l defines the 
circus of civilization, ne

All the tom-toms
And all the wild hot moans of

I am afraid of this civihzotmn 
So hard.

So strong.
So cold.”

patroness that she could not expect him to write poetry that 
advanced the popular notion of the black man's passions and 
instinctive behavior patterns usually associated with Africa. 
He was urban and American. And this characterizes Hughes' 
attitude to Africa throughout his life: never patronizing or 
condescending or apologetic to Africa for being American, or 
v’ce versa; never denying his heritage. Nor did he see it as his 
jnission to crusade among Afro-Americans to embrace Africa. 

1 was unfortunate that in his last years be became something 
!”e a spokesman for America in Africa, under the auspices of 

1 e United States Information Agency. He was reluctant to 
Jead his militant poetry at social occasions sponsored by the 
’"formation Agency. But it was still better than if someone 
e|se had been sent who did not have his warmth, humility and 
d,8nity.

The Negro Speaks of Rivers"-Hughes’ first poem w 
Tf* Crisis published in 1921. is a lyrical expression o h^s 
?ckn°wledgement of the black man's African heritage^ 
eritage he exalts and which unites all the ac j.za|.on 
e world. It evokes memories of the era es MjssjS.

1,ke the Euphrates, the Nile and of the Congo
s*PPi- , f Africa in the

There was much that black poets wrote a ncju|gence. As 
920 s that sounds today like a frivo ous about Africa

' some poets merely wanted to hear o ab0Ut Africa
funded. At times Langston Hughes early P»

as this kind of ring:
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I

“ver *he world in the telling imagistic lines of "Black Seed." 
Hyorid plants" growing on strange soil, "in another’s 

garden, pruned and mutilated by white gardeners.
Africa was a state of mind that knew where the black man's 

commitment eventually lay—in a land where he had invested 
so much in human life, human labor, in political drive and 
energy, in material resources—however frustrating life still 
was. It has been so ever since, each time Africa has loomed 
large in the consciousness of Afro-Americans. One knows that 
the image of Africa generally serves a real and psychological 
need for blacks. They seek cultural stability in a society that 
gives you lots of space to run, but keeps you running.

Hughes could also sing in muted tones about Africa that 
express a sense of loss. As in "Afro-American Fragment"—a 
1930 poem, “So long,/ so far away is Africa," he admits.” 
Most of what he knows about Africa, his trip to West Africa 
notwithstanding, is mere memory of what he read in history 
books, and what has lain in his inherited consciousness all 
along. Otherwise, Africa is out of reach. Later, when Africa 
became independent, Hughes was to sing much less exuber­
antly but still with pride. Africa is now a giant waking from 
sleep, an occasion marked by storm clouds, lightning.

thunder.20There are reasons why Africa was often nothing more than 
a rhetorical prop for imagistic fancy in the poetry of the 1920 s- 
The various directions black consciousness was moving m. 
the inequality of oppression and economic advancement; the 
controversy around Garvey’s nationalism; the realities o 
cultural dualism that mitigated against this fugitive kind oi 
nationalism; the fact that Afro-American arts received greater 
patronage and dissemination among whites, who were much 
more mobile, had more money, were more literate, tha 
among the small black middle class; the rather thin layer o 
acquaintance with Africa, which came to the American mostly 
through reports in The Crisis and other less sympathetic 
media; the time and physical distance between the two blac 
worlds—all these factors would tend to make it difficult f°r 
Africa to become an organic part of black consciousness- 
Organic to the extent to which a Jewish consciousness i® 
rooted in a religion that connects a Middle Eastern nation with 
its diaspora. Organic to the extent to which Africa could be­
come more than a rhetorical or political posture. The very faC



109From the Black American World. Part IV

that the theme of African ancestors disappears from black folk 
poetry, and generation after generation of written poetry, is 
a measure of the ruthless urgency of the claims the American 
commitment made on blacks. Nor have we heard the last of 
this, alas.

In addition to it all, it seems that in any case the diction and 
form Langston Hughes chose for his verse, which is closest to 
everyday speech and highly imagistic, was unsuited to carry 
the pyschological and philosophical weight of such a theme 
as Africa in Afro-American terms. Even when he writes on 
topical subjects like tyranny and military rule in Africa, the 
Angola, the Lumumba we are presented with come to us in 
mere predictable vignettes, questions, epigrams, however 
fitting the brooding sentiments of the poet may be.

Sterling Brown repudiated the Harlem poets. He distrusted 
the facile use of Africa as a poetic idea—“more poetic dream­
ing than understanding," as he said. He said of Walter Everette 
Hawkins that he "combines race-pride and race-history in a 
manner favored by many contemporary Negro poets. I am 
Africa," Hawkins had written in the poem "Thus Speaks 
Africa," "wild is the wail of my waters/ Deep is the cry of

Congo." Again: "And then like the Phoenix of Egypt,/ 
!rose from the ashes immortal." Hawkins was less convincing 
h^e. Brown stated. Brown was himself busy grapplingwith 
'he Southern idiom and themes in the attempt to capture he 
^elity of life down there. He considered hims ebove^the 
excessive optimism or the faddism in ceram Soulh. 
Preferring to deal with the cruelties of black * of the Harlem 

s Africa was part of consciousness 0 . wietjge the fact, 
poets, the best Brown could do was to jn hjs fr,end
without approving it. He acknowledge more |renchant 
Arna Bontemps who, he insists today ( a member of that 
remarks about the Renaissance) was, ^-s tr;bute he pays 
motley crew . . . that Mystic Order. Brown warns the

Arna Bontemps after the letters deat^ , 
,y°ung militant Black poets ,hy*u^ denunciations of wh y 
>n Ama's few poems than separated
°r honky, and . . . your phoney ™her Afr'oans or 10 miies 
Africa, from a bunch of F°ney Chicago in c“j jay t0 them: 
be caught dead 10 miles fro would ge t'y some 
from Harlem in Hoboken. *5" hren end stst
Stop shucking and jiving
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We are back here to the lyrical use of Africa as a point of 
reference without any concrete center in the poem from which 
to take off. Bontemps' poetry usually has an intellectual and 
emotional center, and perhaps he was merely trying to be with 
it, so to speak.

In “Golgotha is

Let us go back and search the tangled dream 
And as the muffled drum-beats throb and miss 
Remember again how early darkness comes 
To dreams and silence to the drums.

a Mountain" Bontemps has an emotional

s of 
‘pendulums of vine," which 

Bontemps associates with darkness, wherever he may be.21 
It is difficult to understand why a particular "night of love" 
should necessarily have been, as he puts it, "retained from 
those lost nights our fathers slept/ In huts;" why this "night 
must not die." Why does he find it so necessary to "keep the 
dance of rain our fathers kept/ And tread our dreams beneath 
the jungle sky"? Later in one poem, one senses a fondness 
for the image of rain, and that the poet revels in the imaginary 
land of dance, “golden moon,” "naked feet," "young spice 
trees,” “jungle tapestries.” There is no limit to what this state 
of mind—the image of Africa—can expand, turn into itself and 
out, becoming more and more ephemeral, fanciful and there­
fore self-indulgent.

Ezekiel Mphahlele 
sense in your heads instead of cornrows on top of it, and stop 
this nigger obsession with dashikis and HAIR!!!”22

Arna Bontemps (1902-1973) does not dramatize or flaunt his 
esteem for Africa. In his typical subdued manner he imagines 
himself coming back, “if there can be returning after death." 
But he asks not to be looked for in this desolate country of his 
birth. Rather, "Beneath the palms of Africa." If not there, then 
“across the shining dunes," perhaps . . . following a desert 
caravan. He wants to cling to the memory of Africa—"a jungle 
tree with burning scarlet birds." There, in spite of the cen­
turies of slavery, he will still be "seeking ornaments of ivory," 
“a jungle fruit." This is still a romantic sentiment. But the 
general brooding tone of the whole poem—"Nocturne at 
Bethesda" (1926)—elevates the sentiment, lends depth to 
his grief.23

“The Return," also a brooding poem, evokes images 
jungle, “muffled drums" and "p-"-----—- of vine," -.vh
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mountains in Africa too.

among the diggers of that treasure,

of glory with our hands.

center.« The 
the imi 

him:
■catalogue cf 

lage of Golgothj
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of mountains that he recalls is sparked 
:tha and the sorrow that overwhelms

African mine workers slave for the white man: 
Those mountains should be ours.
It would be great
To touch the pieces

There are mountains in / 
Treasure is buried there.

wher^8ineS himseif

is wealth was once the African’s pride and splendor, 
epitomized in the legend of Sheba's association with Solomon. 
n s*avery, we walked with bowed heads. Bontemps makes it 

possible for us to make a meaningful transition from the 
frican hills that lie ravaged by the white man’s greed to the 

Afro-American situation. This should give us a hint that it 
is the awareness of African political and social realities that 
will restore a meaningful relationship between the peoples of 
the black world, that will make romantic affiliations un­
necessary.

Reading Libretto for the Republic of Liberia by Melvin B. 
Tolson (1900-1966), as with the rest of his verse, is a cerebral 
experience. Emotion is dissipated by the verbal horseplay, 
the dazzling or befuddling allusions he makes. Consequently 
I fail to extract an image of Liberia or Africa that I can fee.

Between the Depression and the 1950 s Africa Matures v y 
little in the overall imaginative li,eratuI?° ‘reached bottom 
■can. The Pan-African sentiment must ha f| , j ou,. 
in the Depression, just as the Harlem Renaissan h 
Then World War II made its own deman . whetheon 
joined the army or stayed horn. An.>^ aafrjcans 
claimed all of Africa's political and ^jr elhnic differ- 
became more aware than ever be defjnition, to unify 
ences and divisions. As nationahs ' . the struggle for
ethnic groups against a coloma pan.African conference 
independence had to be localize • years had to pass
did, however, materialize in 1945. Thirtee
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before Kwame Nkrumah called the All-African Peoples Confer­
ence in Accra. The aim here was to unify freedom movements 
all over the continent, instil into them a singleness of purpose. 
This was exclusively an African concern. Earlier in the nine­
teen fifties the Afro-Americans had become involved in their 
own civil-rights activism—boycotts, sit-ins, demonstrations 
and so on.

Robert Hayden (b. 1913) makes only slight and inconse­
quential references to Africa. Margaret Walker (b. 1915) re­
members the “bizarre beginnings in the old lands" that made 
her. There was, of course, Alabama where she was born. There 
was Africa too. Some day, she promises, she will roam the 
"hot lanes of Africa and Asia. I shall stand on mountain tops 
and gaze on fertile homes below."26 She seems to be looking 
for a new faith. The Africans first believed in “black gods" of 
ancient times, in seeresses, charmers and evil spirits. In Amer­
ica blacks have believed in white gods. This has gone on too 
long. Neither set of gods has helped. "The touch of one fiery 
iron, . . . the cleansing breath of many molten truths” will 
perhaps begin another epoch of awareness and action. Miss 
Walker feels her roots “deep in southern life," in the “mud 
and muck of misery of lowlands,” so she is not about to go on 
an imaginary spree to Africa.

The image of Africa in the Afro-American mind of the sixties 
and the seventies has become more complex than ever before. 
Africa has become independent since the last group of poets 
collectively sought a release from their bitter realities and 
indulged in romantic fancies about the African continent. The 
attainment of self-rule by Ghana in 1957 was the beginning of 
an era that was to experience a more fervent and more en­
lightened interest in Africa among American blacks. The 
Afro-American visitor to Africa found a people who were 
proud of their newfound freedom, of their presence in world 
affairs. The African is no longer the same man as he was as a 
colonial subject. But then the enlightened Afro-American has 
also changed. The climate that made possible those Pan­
African get-togethers has changed. A new basis will have to 
be found for any new relationship. And this is the reason for 
the games we are playing with each other today in the four 
main black sectors: the African, the Caribbean, the American, 
and the British areas. There are painful awkwardnesses. In 
addition, and unfortunately, there is a tendency for some
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black militants to interpret the second prospective African 
revo u ion in Afro-American terms; to create African heroes 
t r considered as such any more by Africans; to over­

ik kr* that Africans still have t0 live at ease with one 
ano er efore they can acknowledge and accommodate a 
num er of Afro-Americans as a group—in the profoundest 
sense o acknowledge" and “accommodate”; they also fail 
o appreciate that neo-colonialism has its complexities in 

re a ion to the African’s consciousness. And yet there are Afro- 
mencans who understand all this. It becomes more and more 

di ticult to grasp the measure of diversity in the Afro-Amer­
ican s images of Africa, to grasp the depth of feeling or other­
wise in his invocations of the continent. Poetry, by its very 
nature, can be deceptive as an index of this. It can lend a 
surface of dignity and importance to some very shallow and 
banal sentiments when the rhetoric that whips around on the 
political platform and through the mass media, when the 
whitl ,na*ionalism and its by-product, withdrawal from 
white society_wh these factors have prepared the mind to -n such^X^n "into ritual-1 shall thus be merely con- 

,enl 'o show the various facets, colors, dimensions of the 
lma8e’ without pretending that I fully grasp the nuances, the 
paradoxes nf

Let us right°atr fk acknowledge that in social terms
the African-Am* -he ? f lines about Africa are an on-going 
process hAmerican s feel n8s a us moment when he was 
coptured in e8an that fiFS‘ ‘X slave ship. Since then, he has 
had to recon3 •‘iaid and t0 If often without knowing it, the 
proud m„ Clle within himSe African past, with the memory 
of anoth ftfry of a glorious A fraught with untold pain, 
shame er ,and later phase that bu( wjlich he survived. 
Howeverndignation- fortitude- h ' ’ recall of Africa may 
be m^^'’^^-^""‘"-XcTn-A^r.cans. it is still no 
lauohin esser poetry of Air

Wp k8 ,matter. nrselves as we go along: what
do wp ’ need to keep asking ®u whenever he invokes or 
m_, n°tice in the authors feeling does he want to

image enCe? Does he feel it en)otional and intellectual

an easy way °ut 0
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dilemma? Is it a mere act of self-indulgence, an act that 
undermines the intelligence of the reader, because it does 
not care whether or not the poem increases the reader's aware­
ness and feeling?
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REVIEWS
I). R, Dnlliornu. The Black Mind: A History of African Litera­
ture. Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press, 1974. 527 
pugim, aoiected bibliography, index.

In it possible to write a history of African literature without 
systematically covering the chronological development of 
African ethnic and national literatures? Is it possible to write 
it history of African literature without discussing the specific 
influences on the development of individual creative writers? 
Is it possible to characterize the African mind in literature 
without knowing the languages in which authors express 
themselves? Is it possible to characterize the African mind in 
literature without any reference to non-literary characteriza­
tions of the African mind? These are some of the general 
questions raised by Dathorne's book.

Many specific questions also are raised by Dathorne's book. 
Is it possible to discuss indigenous African literatures without 
mentioning Amharic literature? Is it really true that the 
writing of African poetry in English began in the 1940s? Can 
one adequately discuss negritude without reference to Lilyan 
Lagneau Kesteloot's two major works. Les ecrivoins noirs de 
langue franjaise: naissance d'une litterature (Brussels: Institut 
de Sociologie. 1963) and Intellectual Origins of the African 
Revolution (Washington: Black Orpheus. 1972)? Is it possible 
to discuss Ijimere’s plays without mentioning that Ijimere is a 
European, Ulli Beier? Are there really only three important 
contemporary South African poets who write in English: 
Dennis Brutus. Keoraptse Kgositsile and Mazisi Kunene? 
Is a selected bibliography adequate support for a history of 
African literature when many of the works of literature are 
not cited in the footnotes?

In view of the development of criticism of African litera­
ture in recent years, it is truly amazing that one person would 
try Io write either a one-volume history of African literature 
in a one volume characterization of what Africans say about 
llmmnelves in literature. (Dathorne says that this is the focus 
id liln book, p \ii.) But Dathorne has tried to do both in one 
volume n quite substantial volume with 458 pages of text- 
mid linn not -nil reeded in doing either. The lack of success is 
pm Imps no built ol Dathorne's per se. for he has been a
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scholar of African literature for many years and has a com­
mand of more languages than many African literature scholars. 
The problem is largely that Dathorne has tried to do what no 
one person could possibly do.

No one person can possibly be familiar with all the relevant 
sources for writing a history of African literature, as the omis­
sions in Jahn’s comprehensive works make all too clear. With­
out a command of resources on all African ethnic and national 
literatures, generalizations about African literature are bound 
to be skewed, as some of Dathorne’s certainly are. The very 
organization of his history shows his relative lack of famil­
iarity with sources in French and especially Portuguese com­
pared with English, for in the chapters on literature in English 
he discusses individual authors and their works, whereas in 
the chapters on literature in French his discussion is partly by 
author and partly by topic and in his chapter on literature in 
Portuguese the discussion is by topic only. In all of his chap­
ters such historically important data as dates of birth and 
death of authors, formal and informal education of authors, 
major influences on authors' writing and publication are 
absent. While such data are randomly presented about authors 
in English, they are only occasionally presented for any 
authors in Portuguese. A striking absence for a history of 
African literature is a systematic discussion of the in uence 
of African authors on each other. Probably this is a sent e 
cause Dathorne has organized his discussion by author and 
topic and has focused on the content of individual liters y

Dathorne’s study is not a history of ideas in African over. 
ture either, for the topical organization o rides the chronological organization. Althoughthe^ book^.s 
generally chronologicah beginning wit^h
pre-European writing, and discus gJ janguages, 
and French before contempora y few examples:
the book is specifically ahistonca ussed jn the section 
literatures in African languages recent literature
on the heritage of Africa"'“‘^t is'discussed, it is categorized 
of this type is discussed. Wh writing." There is little 
as "heritage," not "contempor atures other than Swa- 
indication that African langu g literatures and that
hili, thrive alongside Europec' languages also write in
some authors who write i
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African languages. Because Dathorne organizes chapters by 
genres, in addition to language, authors' works in prose, poetry 
and theatre are separated. Thus the development of African 
literature in general, as well as in specific regions, nations and 
ethnic groups, are not discussed. The section on tradition 
which discusses traditional artists, oral literature including 
song, and African scripts stands apart from the two sections 
on written literatures. There is no indication of the current 
mutual influence of oral and written literatures. In fact, such 
an influence is sometimes denied in contradiction to the evi­
dence Dathorne himself presents. For example, Dathorne says 
that the link between new staged theater and unwritten in­
digenous drama is tenuous (p. 407), and then goes on to de­
scribe the use of dance, drumming, choruses and music in 
the plays of such writers as Michael Dei-Anang, Pat Maddy and 
Wole Soyinka.

To discuss the black mind as it is revealed in African liter­
ature should involve more than delineating themes in the 
works of the same genre written in the same language as 
Dathorne does. It seems that much of the recent African- 
oriented criticism of works of African literature has pointed 
out that their intellectual content is related to the manner in 
which the works are written and their contexts of creation, 
rather than merely being related to the major themes stated 
in them.

A first-hand acquaintance with the language in which liter­
ature is written is essential to appreciate the way in which the 
literature is constructed (or “creatively ordered" to use Da- 
thorne's term. p. 5). The loss of meaning and style in transla­
tion are well-known, and meaning and style both are crucial 
for delineating the African mind as expressed in works of 
African literature. A knowledge of the socio-cultural and 
literary components of the literature also is needed. This, of 
course, requires the detailed study of literary artists within 
their general socio-cultural backgrounds, as well as their 
individual idiosyncratic backgrounds. Dathorne has included 
relatively little data of this type. Of course, neither Dathorne 
nor any other individual has time to acquire this kind of data 
about all African literary artists.

In delineating the black mind as it is revealed in African 
literature, comparison is essential, both to show what is re­
vealed through African literature that is not revealed through
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black mind" is a loaded term which does not seem 
precisely to the content of Dathorne's book,

1

°ther sources about Afr-
differs from the India/'t3 and t0 show how lhe black mind 
many themes in African , tatln American or other minds, for 
world literatures and hterature are common in other third 
•ures. Dathorne maL„ S°me are even found in European itera­
tions of the hlacb S j° comParisons to non-literary descrip- 
olthoueh ho min° nor to other third world literatures, 
abstract ■ ’°nS New World literature by blacks in rather 
“Crosscurrent J" "re .J6™5. hiS short concludin8 section 
mind, Dath„ u there is anything unique about the black 
a cornoar i-™? book does not reveal it, since it lacks not only 
genre a H ‘raniework, but also a synthesis of the author, 
arate chapt an^Ua^e summaries which are provided in sep-

fhe term
which related
arv ls essentially an uncoordinated synopsis of major liter­
in otKenies- Some of the material has been published before 
jp er contexts. "Ibo Literature: The Black Man’s Burden"

f°r example> appeared in Africa Quarterly 7 
as All PP' 365‘368- under the title "Ibo Literature: The Novel 
lect e8°ry-" One has the nagging suspicion that Dathorne’s 
tit|tU.re notes were the basis for much of the book and that the

6 *s too lofty for the contents. In any event, the term "black 
lnd" has numerous negative connotations related to philo- 

, “Phical speculation of the ilk of Lucien Levy-Bruhl in Pnmi- 
i'Ve Mentality (London: Allen and Unwin 1923) and How 
Stives Think (New York, 1925), biological determinism as 
aXandned by J. C. Carothers in The Mind of Man in Africa 
[London- Starpv 10721 and anthropological over-generahza- 
!>°n recently e'xempHfied in Jacques Macquefs Africonity 
(New Ynrb X r A 10721 Surely Dathorne did not intend to 
Login , k' Oxfo^d' , .. black intellectual functioning. The
term not seem to be a precise expressionof his laCk mind d°eS-wia do we say about ourselves?" 
(p U‘S stated focus on what u

T, ■ literature and the intellectual traits
f he history of African 1 African literature are certainly 

hterary artists revealea topics are beyond the scope 
Ptcs worthy of study- To adcquately cover these topics 

1 any individual to maste •J.terature js needed—an encyclo- 
an encyclopedia of Africa" who know the languages' and 
Pedia with many contributor
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socio-cultural backgrounds and personal histories of the 
authors whom they discuss. A true history of African literature 
must expand on some of the ideas only briefly mentioned by 
Dathorne, for example, that some short stories were broadcast 
before they were published in West Africa, that radio plays are 
a part of the literary creation of African writers2, and that writ­
ing in non-European scripts had an impact on the development 
of contemporary African literature.3 It must be based on 
primary sources for literature in all languages, not on primary 
sources for some languages, translations for other languages 
and secondary sources for others. Through group effort a more 
comprehensive history of African literature than Dathorne's 
could be written, and through group effort of scholars dis­
cussing literatures in languages they speak and read a more 
penetrating analysis of the intellectual content of African 
literatures should be possible.

NOTES
1. Albert Gerard has related the inadequacies of histories of South African 
literature to the linguistic limitations of the authors of these histories, and 
has suggested that team work by persons with complementary linguistic com­
petencies is essential for writing an adequate history of South African liter­
ature. ("Towards a History of South African Literature." in Hena Maes-Jelinek, 
ed., Commonwealth Literature and the Modern World. Liege: Revue des 
Vivants. 1975, pp. 79-80.) Surely his observations apply equally to other local 
literatures of the continent.
2. An obvious connection between the oral and written literary traditions is 
the oral presentation of literature over the radio. Yet there has been no sys­
tematic survey of literature read over the radio for African audiences and 
there is no basic bibliography of literature by African authors which has been 
broadcast to African audiences. An investigation of this topic seems essential 
both to delineating the relationship between oral and written literatures in 
Africa and for learning more about the aesthetic criteria which African audi­
ences use to evaluate literature.
3. Attitudes toward writing in Africa are related to purposes for which the 
script is used, as is made clear in the African case studies in Literacy in Tradi­
tional Societies (Jack Goody, ed. Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 
1968, pp. 161-297). Therefore, it is not the existence of an African script per se 
which is significant for the development of written literature, but the purpose 
or purposes for which the script is used and the extent of literacy in the 
script. To show the relationship between African scripts and the development 
of written literature in Africa, literary scholars will have to engage in field 
studies of the African scripts and/or collect a wider range of written sources 
about these scripts than Dathorne utilizes.
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she first 
were no 
drove in ; 
the stabh
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cZtIdfby Peter"BeardaNan,yS ?'eS from Out of Africa 

™h. 1975. $19.95. ard' New York: Harcourt Brace Jovano 
Harold Courlander AT.
Crown, 1975. $14 g* Treasury of African Folklore. New York:

Baroness Blixen k
-- of Isak Dinesen,ri"v^dainnAfrkSen’ Wh° Ch°Se ,he pen 

came to Kenva «c k N -3 many years ag0- when 
cars in the co as she tells it in Out of Africa, “there 

a cart with «?iv an<^ We roc^e into Nairobi, or 
—les of The Hiaki UJS *° anc^ sta^ed our animals in 

beauty of Kenva’^ '8hland Transport." Carried away by the 
lordly elephants ountains> she felt as she watched the 
rooftop of the w irf ac^oss P^a^ns sbe was living on the 
were no ceilino °F Unfortunately, even in her time, there 
disasters rent* and when her farm suffered
and an invas.Cessi^e *n coffee crop, its flax production, 
it to oav h lfLn u grassh°PPer-locusts, she was forced to sell 
Africa w k tS’ ^oss ^arm* and the leaving of 
through tirou®ht profound sorrow in her, and it was only 
that sh 6 recaPture °f her African experiences in her books 
Denm e,Was able to come out of the ancestral family home in 
- ii. ar i° which she had retreated, and to face another 

lc responsibility—this one, the role of the writer-artist.
tLFen BHxen’s African world is a matter now of history and 

y • She was an aristocratic lady farmer who loved the 
rican land and what she considered the unspoiled, pristine 

state of the animal kingdom there. Her life, as revealed in her 
books, is a testament to an ideal of public service based on an 
aristocratic order, a state of purity in which beauty is measured 
oy the tightened bow, the courage of the undaunted brow. 
No one really knows what she would have done, had she 
stayed on in Kenya and had to choose between a way of life 
bred in her bones and a spirit abroad in the land native to the 
country but alien to her aristocratic principles.

What every reader of her books does know is a e 
colonial lady never shirked her role as provider and supporter 
of the vast realm of her farm; nor did she ever cease to love her 
African servants, and the world the two o em crea e .
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know, was a young boy when Baroness Blixen came across 
him while riding on the plains of her farm. He was a wounded 
calf, thin and sickly, with an infection in his leg that hobbled 
him. Blixen, who also served as doctor on her farm (again, her 
aristocratic training impelled her to take responsibility for 
the “squatters" on the farm), nursed him and saw him recover. 
Till the day Baroness Blixen left Africa, Kamante remained 
in her service, filling various capacities and achieving fame as 
her superb cook and loyal retainer.

Karen Blixen knew the world she had found—the Kenya 
farmland 6,000 feet above the sea where she could watch a 
shy orphan bushbuck (Lulu) being suckled by a bottle of milk, 
or ride her horse, with her two Scotch Deerhounds behind, 
through the morning mist and dusky landscape of an after­
noon—was a dream world, that it would soon pass into a 
dream, and the remembrance of it. In Out of Africa she wrote: 
"The colony is changing and has already changed since I 
lived there. When I write down as accurately as possible my 
experiences on the farm, with the country and with some of 
the inhabitants of the plains and woods, it may have a sort of 
historical interest.” In Shadows on the Grass, her last book on 
Africa, she confessed (in 1960) that she "realized to what 
extent my own book (Out of Africa) had become history, a 
document of the past."

What appeal then does Isak Dinesen hold for the modern 
African, and the reader of modern African literature, today? 
Is she, like Lady Gregory, an august patron of the folk art, a 
genuine character, or merely an amiable eccentric and brave 
adventuress? Is she indeed, as some African literary analysts 
would think, a relic of past condescensions, of writers like 
Haggard and Hemingway and Joseph Conrad who sentimen­
tally and arrogantly applied epic vagueness to the "myste­
rious" qualities of the black African? Dinesen, every reader is 
likely to agree, was no fool, though she was often given to 
madly generous acts. She was strong-willed and hot-tempered 
(she could be provoked to strike her servants, among them 
Kamante, and then suffer remorse). She could write in gross 
generalizations, “It was not easy to get to know the Natives. 
They were quick of hearing, and evanescent; if you fright­
ened them they could withdraw into a world of their own, in 
a second, like the wild animals which at an abrupt movement 
from you are gone,—simply are not there. Until you knew a
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°und one another since.”Now, 43 years after she left Africa, and 13 years after her 

death in Denmark, her servant Kamante has put down his 
recollections of the woman who changed his life. Peter Beard, 
the author, photographer, and Africanist (he like Dinesen lives 
on a mountaintop farm in Kenya; he now employs Kamante),

Native well, it was almost impossible to get a straight answer 
from him. Even when she thinks she is paying a compliment, 
she could be patronizing: in writing of the stoic nobility of the 
Natives, she observes that "in the face of pain or of a great 

operation they generally showed little fear,—but it was their 
great dislike of regularity, of any repeated treatment or the 
systemization of the whole; .... When I myself got to know 
the Natives, this quality in them was one of the things that I 
liked best. They had real courage: the unadulterated liking of 
danger,—the true answer of creation to the announcement of 
their lot,—the echo from the earth when heaven had spoken.

Dinesen's honesty—and her refusal to evade decision and 
choices—can be viewed as admirable or foolhardy, depending 
from which bureaucratic niche it is observed. When all else is 
stripped away, she remains heroic in her willingness to stand 
alone and not accept the shelter of the crowd. T is 1 
above all marks Dinesen's writing, and the character w i 
comes out of the writing; she was a believer in that order w 
posits the responsible leader and the faithful fo Howe nbut 

is no need in this hierarchy for the midd and war.
to establish legalistic and schematic sa eg eighteenth, 
rantees. Her ideal is the sixteenth, the
century gentleman and gentlewoman a c|osest friends in 
twentieth. In a passage about tw0 ° h of whom died in their 
Africa—two aristocratic gentlemen, o instinctive attach-
adopted land—she wrote: "The Par ‘ t0^,ards Berkeley and 
ment which all Natives of Africa te kindi made me
Denys, and towards a few other pe past, indeed of any 
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is largely responsible for the publication of Kamante’s book, 
Longing for Darkness: Kamante’s Tales from Out of Africa. 
Over a period of twelve years, "sometimes casually, some­
times scrupulously," he worked with Kamante, putting Ka­
mante's recollections down on tape. "In Room 205," he recalls 
in his Introduction to the book, “of the New Stanley Hotel in 
Nairobi, Abdullahi (from Shadows on the Grass), Saufe Aden 
(from Out of Africa), and I sat down with Kamante and three of 
his sons to make hundreds of hours of tape recordings in 
Swahili, translations, transcriptions, and editings. A few 
months ago, the final version was copied out by hand in ten 
days in the main tent of Wart Hog Ranch, the camp outside 
Nairobi where we had all come to live. On April 17, at the best 
hour of the day, under the eyes of two passing giraffes, a 
couple of dik-diks, and the incorrigible hogs, the last page was 
completed."

These words from Beard's Introduction show his love of his 
subject, of everything connected with Dinesen’s and Ka­
mante's world. It is extraordinary—this book's love affair with 
Kenya—with its feel of the country, its fables, the spirit of 
African landscape and the body of its animals, vegetables and 
minerals. Love, passion, joy, and tragedy are all here, in the 
transcribed words, in the brief introduction by Thomas Dine- 
sen (Karen’s brother), and most of all in the drawings done 
by Kamante which dot and flit across the pages of the hand­
some book. Beard has contributed photographs, and Dine­
sen’s own photographs of her farm and her animal progeny 
and her human staff are reproduced from early prints. The 
note from Jacqueline Bouvier (Kennedy) Onassis that ends 
the book is a sincere tribute to a magic world that is gone from 
reality—but then what magic world ever existed in reality?

The book contains memoir, history, and Kamante’s charm­
ing animal fables illustrated by him in color and in black and 
white line drawings. Instead of being set in type, the manu­
script in Kamante’s hand-script is reproduced on lined paper. 
The book, in sum, is a production that re-creates an Africa 
that may never have existed but which has nevertheless sus­
tained African and non-African dreamers and visionaries alike. 
The book is of another age, or really of no age at all, an ageless 
time.

Harold Courlander's A Treasury of African Folklore, on the 
other hand, is what one might call “the real stuff—the real

*
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1myths of African tradition as opposed to Dinesen's self-created 
mythology. Courlander is a novelist, scholar, critic, and col­
lector who in his thoroughly documented study gives a re­
counting of various myths, their histories, and introductions 
to each of the several cultures and traditions surveyed in the 
collection. Among these are the unwritten literatures of the 
Sudan, the West Coast of Africa, the Bantu areas of the Congo 
and the South, the Eastern hinterlands; his survey includes 
myths and oral traditions told in the languages of the Hausa, 
Kanuri, Yoruba, Zulu, Amharic, Mbundu, Hottentot and 
Shangaan peoples.

Courlander’s book is indeed a "treasury,” but its jewels 
have been badly packaged by the publisher, and possibly by 
the editor-author-collector. For one thing, the book is seem­
ingly a collection of tales of unwritten literatures, with ac­
companying essays by Courlander. Many of the essays how­
ever are excerpts from various (and highly respectabIcJ 
studies written by other scholars. Courlander s jo rea y as 
been that of an editor-and a good one; it is misleading how­
ever to list him as an author. For another, Courlander is per­
haps too ambitious. His subtitle, "The Oral Litera ure, 
tions, Myths, Legends, Epics, Tales. Reco lee hens. Wisdom. 
Sayings and Humor of Africa, exposes a g P unow]. 
limited goal. The Western world is sadly detaenlI .
edge and study of African folklore, and th^ b gap-
aid, but one collection alone cannot ti jew com.
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and with ideas have provided particular answers to questions 
of organization, survival, and the meaning of life." In defining 
African history as "innovative, creative and frequently 
unique," but with "influences from outside black Africa that 
affected its traditions and literature," he is able to free himself 
from the tyranny of a black cultural nationalism (and the 
agony of finding justification for every defeat a black person 
has encountered and every mistake he has made), and to con­
centrate on experiential and historical knowledge. Cour- 
lander's courage is exemplified in his admission of the defeat 
and servitude of Africans during past centuries, but for him 
such an admission of historical misfortune is simply another 
way of stating a shrewd means of survival in a transitional 
epoch of history.

In this sense, Courlander's book of folklore is again at the 
opposite pole from Kamante's memoir. The subject matter of 
Courlander’s book is the past, the far past, but its concern is 
very much with present time, and how to reflect present ap­
proaches to the past. Kamante's accounting, superficially 
about early twentieth century life in Africa, is really a remem­
brance of things forever gone and out of reach, and without 
any attempt to alter that past through a contemporary ob­
servation on it.

Indeed it is Kamante's world, only 40 years past in chrono­
logical time, which is myth in its most rarefied sense: an im­
possible notion, an ideal, a dream. The myths Courlander has 
collected still have some basis in everyday life, they operate in 
the realities of African consciousness and tradition.
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“nee inLMoHoFnrOpn,,SBn,b0n,° SuperSPade: The Expert-
301 pp mo” ,C'Ure9’ B°S,On: Boughton-Mifflin Co.. 1975.

Lindsay Patterson, editor. Black Films and Film-makers: A 
vOnLPnhj j8IVe AnthoI°gy from Stereotype to Superhero, New 
York: Dodd, Mead and Co., 1975. 298 pp. $12.50.

The discovery that much of the American audience for films 
in the post-television era was Black has led not only to scores 
ol execrable exploitative films, but also to a veritable flood of 
academic critical-historical writing on images of Blacks in the 
cinema. Unfortunately, some, at least, of these books and 
articles are also exploitative. Writers with very little or no 
cinematic sensitivity, research ability or vitality of mind have 
ground out literally millions of words on this popular and con­
troversial subject, hoping, I am sure, to net, if not millions, 
then certainly thousands of dollars in royalties and stipends.

Daniel Leab’s history of "the black experience in motion 
pictures" must, I’m afraid, be seen in this light. What other 
explanation can be offered for a book by a well-placed and 
experienced historian (Leab teaches at the University of 
Texas), which is virtually innocent of conceptualization? From 
Sambo to Superspade is a naive history, almost a mere chronol­
ogy. It fails to look critically at the interaction between in­
dividuals and the economic system in the development of 
marketable literary (or pseudo-literary) images. Leab relates 
developments in the cinematic images of Blacks only to social 
phenomena that affected the mass audience-the Great De­
pression, World War II. the Civil Rights Movement-without 
significantly considering perhaps equally influential changes 
in performance and directorial personnel, tastes in correlative 
popular literature, structures in studio management Most 
disturbing is the fact that Leab. who has written extensively 
on labor history, hardly touches on the re at.onsh p between 
biased unions and black personnel in the film Ind“®‘ry-

Donald Bogle, in his more casual but rather elegant inter-
~° .. coons, Mulattoes, Mammies and
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that black audiences—and good screenwriters—could respond 
to. These efforts seem to be lost on Leab. It also does not occur 
to him to consider the effect of long-term interest on the part 
of talented directors like Martin Ritt (Edge of the City, Pens 
Blues, The Great White Hope, Conrack, Sounder] in the devel­
opment of more sophisticated roles for Black artists.

Leab's subject is too large for the conceptual framework he 
brings to it. For example, the fascinating question of British 
and American films on Africa. Leab does not ask, as he might, 
why it is that stereotypes of Black Americans slowly alter in 
ratio with changes in racial politics, while the stereotypes of 
Africans continue unabatedly racist and colonialist, despite 
the rising tide of African nationalism and the increased iden­
tification of American Blacks with their African cousins? The 
perennial popularity of Tarzan, with his unexplained mastery 
of the African environment, and the intermittent appearance 
of films like The Roots of Heaven and Born Free, with their 
assertions that whites are more responsive to the "conserva­
tion" requirements of African "natural resources” than local 
Black Africans, strongly suggest that audiences, actors, critics 
and even historians are slow to relinquish their comfortable 
stereotypes of Africans as incompetent, superstitious, corrupt, 
inarticulate and altogether negligible human beings. The 
consideration of this possibility might have served to com­
plicate a rather shallow and over-general thesis.

Leab’s analyses of individual films, though often extensive, 
are rarely original or insightful. At best, he brings to the sur­
face of his argument the kinds of racial, cultural and ethical 
paradoxes involved in white producers’ contemptuous pro­
duction of ghetto-based, black-casted, sex-and-violence fea­
tures for black audiences. Of greater value are his summaries 
of some older films that are almost impossible to see. The book 
is also quite meticulously researched, handsomely laid out 
and illustrated.

Lindsay Patterson’s anthology is an altogether less ex­
ploitative and more useful book. It consists of essays and 
articles, almost all of which have been previously published, 
and a few excerpts from books. Patterson's general topics 
are heavily weighted in the direction of performance studies— 
there are nine pieces on actors and acting, seven on particu­
larly important films—but there are good sections of criticism 
on stereotypes, producers' practices, black financed produc-
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tion efforts. And although there are rather a few too many 
pieces by the editor on films he idiosyncratically admires, the 
selection for the most part is excellent. Some are already 
classics, if in such a relatively recently developing field one 
can speak of classics. Albert Johnson's discussion of Sidney 
poitier s film personality has been relied upon by many 
later writers, Leab included. Of similar value to students are 
several casual comments on blacks in films dating from 1929 
and 1936. Other selections range from autobiographical 
excerpts to fragments of history (useful as supplements to 
more general works such as Leab’s) to sophisticated cultural 
criticism—and cracking good writing—by Patterson himself 
and the inimitable Pauline Kael. Patterson’s essay on how 
films have spread the forms of American race and color con­
sciousness and discrimination to countries like Brazil and 
Mexico is a powerful reminder of the international significance 
of the American film industry's racist distortions of the 
human image.
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Chinweizu. The West and the Rest of Us, New York: Random 
House, 1975, 505 pp. $15.00.

Within the past decade, an important new political and 
economic literature has emerged from Africa to challenge tra­
ditional western theories of development and underdevelop­
ment. Walter Rodney's How Europe Underdeveloped Africa 
and Samir Amin's Accumulotion on a World Scale are, perhaps 
the best examples of this new genre.1

The significance of this new work is that it locates Africa 
within the past and present circumstances of world history and 
world political economy and asserts, without equivocation, 
that the much-admired "rise of the west” is inextricably linked 
to Euro-American exploitation of Africa and the Third World. 
These critiques, though often hurled as gauntlet to the West, 
are however much more than that; they are also part of a pro­
cess of internal self-examination by African intellectuals, part 
of their search for a usable perspective by which to liberate 
Africa—once and finally—from colonialism and neocolonialism. 
In that sense, Rodney, Amin et al are the scholar-heirs of an 
analytical-visionary tradition fathered by the Martiniquean- 
born psychiatrist and Algerian revolutionary, Frantz Fanon, 
who urged Africa and the Third World to realize that:

It is a question of the Third World starting a new history of Man, 
a history which will have regard to the sometimes prodigious theses 
which Europe has put forward, but which will also not forget 
Europe’s crimes . . . (so) ... if we want humanity to advance to a 
step further, if we want to bring it up to a different level than that 
which Europe has shown it. then we must invent and we must make 
discoveries.1

Because he makes the same call to Africa to self-criticize and 
self-reform, that is, “to invent” and “to make discoveries," 
we may place the bold and ambitious new book, The West end 
the Rest of Us, by the Nigerian author, Chinweizu, within the 
Fanonesque tradition. Subtitled: White Predators, Black 
Slavers and the African Elite, the book is intended to be “a1 
critical investigation into the purposes of western imperialist 
expansion during the past five hundred years . . . [and] ... an 
investigation, within the context of that expansion, into the 
man-made causes of Africa’s backwardness.”

In keeping with that intent, The West and the Rest of Us is a 
wide-ranging survey of western imperialism and of the rise
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Chinweizu reserves his special spleen, however, for his own 
c ass-kinsmen, the African elite, who, from slave-trading days 
down to the present, he lambastes for witting and unwitting 
betrayal of Africa's heritage and interests. The struggle be­
tween the West and Africa has never been one of the racial 
inferiority of peoples, he declares, but a struggle over re­
sources. Modern African elites have misperceived Africa's 
Problems because of their fawning need to imitate and please 
their colonial masters. Subservient to western culture and 
analyses, these elites have neglected the proper control of 
African resources and the autonomous development of 
Africa's economy which could alone create that power which 
leads to true equality and respect among nations.

It is a realpolitik for Africa then which Chinweizu is advocat­
ing; a realpolitik grounded in industrial development, cultural 
authenticity, and—last but not least—nuclear technology. For 
only through girding Africa with industrial and military power 
commensurate with the age in which we live does Chinweizu 
feel that any legitimate claim to modern-day statehood can 
be made. Indeed^^uggests. that 
the selZoli’ing timidity of African "leadership" (not to men-
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tion the horror with which such a prospect would be viewed 
by the West) and the patronizing racism of the West.

This audacity of position, this posing of the previously un­
thinkable (the atom bomb in black handsl) is what character­
izes the volume throughout, so The West and the Rest of Us 
is an important book for that reason alone: it challenges us to 
think things anew.

Appearing as it does at this juncture of African and world 
history with the forces of liberation and the forces of oppres­
sion confronting each other eyeball to eyeball in southern 
Africa, with the collapse of the British pound and the eroding 
viability of bourgeois ruling parties in Japan, Italy, France, 
et passim, The West and the Rest of Us is another example of 
the revolution in ideology and world political relations occur­
ring before our very eyes. To seize this moment of opportunity 
positively, “to advance Man a step further," Africa and “the 

of Us" must understand and face without sentiment, ro­
mance or evasion what the West has done to us and what we 
have done to ourselves. Chinweizu merely reminds us what 
another heir of Fanon, the martyred leader of the national 
liberation struggle in Guine-Bissau and Cape Verde, Amilcar 
Cabral, bid us never forget:

W note ■ that one form of struggle which we consider to be funda- 
ental has not been explicitly mentioned. ... We refer here to the 

m ele against our own weaknesses. Obviously other cases differ 
S" ” that of Guine: but our experience has shown us that in the 
fr°mral framework of daily struggle this battle against ourselves- 
gene alter what difficulties the enemy may create-is the most 
difficult of all. whether for the present or future of our peoples.’

William L. Strickland
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Home Malcolm Heartland, a novel; and Writing in Cuba Since the Revolution, 
an anthology.
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JOSEPH T. SKERRETT. JR. is an Assistant Editor of OK1KE. He teaches in the 
Department of English of the University of Massachusetts at Amherst, and 
has published articles on American and Afro-American fiction in TWENTIETH 
CENTURY LITERATURE and BLACK WORLD.

WILLIAM STRICKLAND teaches political science in the Afro-American 
Studies Department of the University of Massachusetts at Amherst. He is 
Vice-president of the Board of Directors of the Institute of the Black World 
in Atlanta. Georgia and has published articles in BLACK SCHOLAR. BLACK 
WORLD and the NEW YORK TIMES.

MELVIN B. TOLSON was bom in Moberly. Missouri in 1898. He was educated 
at Lincoln University in Missouri and at Columbia University in New York, and 
for over twenty years he taught Drama. Debate and Literature at Wiley Col­
lege in Texas and at Langston University in Oklahoma His poetry was achiev­
ing critical recognition at the time of his death in 1966. Best known among his 
books are Libretto for the Republic of Liberia and Harlem Gallery

MARTIN TUCKER. Professor of English at Long Island University (New York), 
is the author of Africa in Modern Literature (1967). His study of Joseph Conra 
will be published this year. His work has appeared in COMMONWEAL, 
NEW REPUBLIC. THIRD PRESS REVIEW and RESEARCH IN AFRICAN

LITERATURE.

ABDI SHEIK-ABDI. a native of Somalia in East Africa, has studied Literature 
at and holds degrees from the State University of New York at Albany His 
short story. The Luncheon, appeared in BLACK WORLD in June 1975. He is 
at work on a novel.
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Heinemann Nig. Ltd.
P.M.B. 5205 
Ibadan, Nigeria

Heinemann (EA) LlJ 
P.O Box 45314 
Nairobi, Kenya

Heinemann Group of 
Publishers 
The Press at Kingswood
Surrey, England

82 Mbella Sonne Dlpoko: 4 Few Nights 
and Days
*435 90382 9 40p net
+435 90082 X 30p

83 Jan Knappert: Myths and Legends ol 
the Congo
*435 90383 7 70p net
+435 90083 8 55p
Cyprian Ekwensl: Beautiful Feathers 
*435 90384 5 75p net 
+435 90084 6 60p

85 Onuora Nzekwu: Wand of Noble Wood 
*435 90385 3 45p net
+435 90085 4 35p

86 Francis Bebey: Agatha Moudio's Son 
*435 90386 1 60p net
+435 90086 2 40p

87 Bernard B. Dadle: Climbie 
*435 90387 X 55p net 
+435 90087 0 45p

88 Mongo Betl: The Poor Christ ol Bomba 
•435 90388 8 65p net
+435 90088 9 50p 435 90632 1 £1.50

89 Pat Amadu Maddy: Obasai and Other 
Plays
•435 90389 6 65p net
+435 90089 7 45p

90 Taban Lo Llyong: Frantz Fanon's 
Uneven Ribs
*435 90390 X 65p net
+435 90090 0 50p

91 Onuora Nzekwu: Blade Among the Boys 
•435 90391 8 45p net
+435 90091 9 35p

92 Sembene Ousmane: The Money Order 
with White Genesis
*435 90392 6 50p net 
+435 90092 7 35p

93 Jan Knappert: A Choice of Flowers 
*435 90393 4 85p net
+435 90093 5 60p

94 John Munonye: Oil Man ol Obange 
*435 90394 2 65p net
+435 90094 3 45p

95 Sonallah Ibrahim: The Smell ol II 
*435 90395 0 50p net
+435 90095 1 40p 435 90633 X £1.50

96 David Cook and David Rubadlrl 
(Editors): Poems from East Africa 
*435 90396 9 65p net
+435 90096 X 50p

97 All A. Mazrul: The Trial of Christopher 
Okigbo
*435 90397 7 55p net
+435 90097 8 40p

Tayeb Salih: Season of Migration to the 
North

‘436 90366 7 45p net
+435 90066 8 35p 435 90630 5 £1.25 
Nkem Nwankwo: Danda
*435 90367 5 45p net 
+435 90067 6 30p 
Gabriel Okara: The Voice 
*435 90368 3 80p net 
+435 90068 4 60p
Taban Lo Liyong: Fixions 
*435 90369 1 35p net

• +435 90069 2 27’Ap
[ T. M. Aluko: Chief The Honourable 

Minister
*435 90370 5 60p net
+435 90070 6 45p
L. S. Senghor: Nocturnes 
*435 90371 3 50p net 
+435 90071 4 40p 
Tchlcaya U Tam’sl: Selected Poems 
*435 90372 1 55p net 
+435 90072 9 45p
Len Ortzen (Editor): North African 
Writing

I .*435 90373 X 45p net
■ +435 90073 0 35p

Taban Lo Llyong: Eating Chiefs 
*435 90374 8 45p net

I +435 90074 9 35p
Jan Knappert: Myths and Legends of 
the Swahili

■ *435 90375 6 60p net
+435 90075 7 50o
Wole Soyinka: The Interpreters 
*435 90376 4 80p net 
t435 90076 5 55p
Mongo Betl: King Lazarus 
*435 90377 2 45p net 
+435 90077 3 35p
Cosmo Pleterse (Editor): Short African
Plays
*435 90378 0 80p net
+435 90078 1 60p
Driss Chraibi: Heirs to the Past 
*435 90379 9 45p net 
+435 90079 X 35p
Nuruddin Farah: From a Crooked Rib 
*435 90380 2 50p net 
+435 90080 3 45p
Tom Mboya: The Challenge of 
Nationhood
*435 90381 0 85p net
+435 90081 1 68p
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115 Dennis Brutus: A Simpl 
•435 90415 9 60p net 
1435 90115 X 50p 435 90640 2 £1.75

116 Taban Lo Liyong: Another Nigger Dead 
•435 90416 7 45p net
1435 90116 8 35p

117 Tewfik al-Haklm: Fate of a Cockroach 
*435 90417 5 80p net
1435 90117 6 60p

118 Gulla Kell and Ronald Moody 
(Translators) Amadu's Bundle 
*435 90418 3 45p net
1435 90118 4 35p

119 Chelkh Hamldou Kane: Ambiguous 
Adventure
*435 90419 1 70p net 
1435 90119 2 50p

120 Chlnua Achebe: Beware Soul Brother 
•435 90420 5 40p net
1435 90120 6 30p

121 John Munonye: A Wreath for the 
Maidens
*435 90421 3 80p net
1435 90121 4 60p

122 Kole Omotoso: The Combat 
■435 90422 1 45p net
1435 90122 2 35p

123 Nelson Mandela: No Easy Walk to 
Freedom
•435 90423 X 70p net 
1435 90123 0 50p 
Modlkwe Dlkobe: The Marabi Dance 
•435 90424 8 55p net 
t435 90124 9 45p

125 Danlachew Worku: The Thirteenth Sun 
435 90425 6 70p net
1435 90125 7 50p

126 Syl Cheyney-Coker. Concerto lor an 
Exile
•435 90426 4 45p net 
1435 90126 5 35p

127 Gwyneth Henderson and Cosmo 
Pleterse (Editors) Nine African Plays 
for Radio
•435 90427 2 80p net
1435 90127 3 60p

128 D. M. Zwelonke: Robben Island 
•435 90428 0 60p net
1435 90128 1 50p

129 Romanus Egudu and Donatus Nwoga:
Igbo Traditional Verse 
•435 90429 9 50p net 
1435 90129 X 40p

?8Oomlnic Mulalsho: The Tongue of the 
Dumb
435 90398 5 75p net 

1435 90098 6 50p
99Yambo Ouologuem: Bound to Violence 

Africa only 435 90099 4 75p net
WChinua Achebe: Girls at War and other 

stones
■435 90400 0 30p net 
t435 90100 1 25p

01 Bessie Head: Maru 
435 90401 9 40p net 

t435 90101 X 30p
02Kole Omotoso: The Edifice 

435 90402 7 40p net 
T435 90102 8 30p 435 90102 8 £1.50 
Lenrie Peters: Katchikali 
435 90403 5 50p net 

1435 90103 6 40p 435 90636 4 £1.50 
Can Themba: The Will to Die 
435 90404 3 45p net 

T435 90104 4 35p 
Bonnie Lubega: The Outcasts 
435 90405 1 40p net 

T435 90105 2 35p
“"John Reed and Clive Wake (Editors) 

French African Verse 
435 90406 X £1.00 net 

t435 90106 0 75p
Mbella Sonne Dipoko: Black and White 
’h Love
'<35 90407 8 SOp net 
M35 90107 9 35p 
noli Awoonor: This Earth. My Brother 
435 90408 6 70p net 
I435 90108 7 SOp 435 90634 8 £1.75 

us Emmanuel Oblechlna (Editor) Omtsha
Market Literature 
435 90409 4 70p net 

. ’435 90109 5 55p 
u Alex la Guma: In the Fog of the

Seasons' End 
'435 90410 8 60p net 
1435 90110 9 SOp 435 90637 2 £1.75

1 Jared Anglra: Silent Voices 
'435 90411 6 SOp net
1435 90111 7 40p

2 Lawrence Vamber: An Ill-fated People 
'435 90412 4 75p net
1435 90112 5 SOp

3 S. O. Mezu: Behind the Rising Sun 
'435 90413 2 70p net
t435 90113 3 55p

I Cosmo Pleterse: Five African Plays 
'435 90414 O BOp net 
t435 90114 1 SOp




