*SIERRA LEONE*

The cotton tree (known to have existed in 1787) under which Freetown, Sierra Leone, was founded in 1792
(Page 2)—200.170 A Collection Of Temne Traditions and Fables\fn{by an unnamed professional story-teller, “one of the
oldest Temne men living at Port Loko about twelve years ago [c.1849] who has since died” (c.1780?-c.1860) } probably in the Temne
country, “about from 11º 15´ to 13º 10´ of western longitude and from 8º 15´ to 9º 6´ northern latitude”, i.e., in
Porto Loco District, Northern Province, Sierra Leone (M) 20
1819
(22)—290.100 Excerpt from West African Countries And Peoples: “Description Of The Original And
Uncivilized State Of The Native Tribes”\fn{by James Africanus Beale Horton (1835-1883)} Gloucester Village, Western
Area Rural District, Western Area, Sierra Leone (M) 5\fn{ The following observations were made by James Horton in his book
published in 1868. In what follows I have reproduced what footnotes there are—and I have subdivided his text (though without distrbing its
sequence) into its consituent thought-units, reflecting the author’s abrupt changes: H }

*
(27)—90.208 Shadow Of Darkness\fn{by Adelaide Casely-Hayford (1868-1959)} Freetown, Western Area Urban
District, Western Area, Sierra Leone (F) 3
*
(30)—122.23 1. The Story Of Na Nyale 2. Why The Senior Wife Should Not Abuse Her Junior Co-Wives: Two
Folktales\fn{by Kenya Fina Marah (before 1970- )} Kondembaia, Koinadugu District, Northern Province, Sierra
Leone (F) 6
1920
(36)—44.238 & 45.102 1. The Feud 2. Excerpt from Kossoh Town Boy: “Eden Discovered”\fn{by Raymond Sarif
Easmon (1913-1994)} Freetown, Western Area Urban District, Western Area, Sierra Leone (M) 15
(50)—290.105 Excerpts from Baby’s First Year: 1. Congenital Conditions 2. Complaints 3. Acidents 4. Beliefs
About Prgnancy 5. Customs Concerning Babies 6. Twins And Triplets 7. Some Questions And Comments\fn{by Dr. Irene Ighodaro aka Elizabeth Beatrice Wellesley-Cole (1916-1991)} Freetown, Western Area Urban District,
1

Western Area Region, Sierra Leone (F) 17
*
(66)—265.169 Excerpt from The Last Harmattan Of Alusine Dunbar\fn{by Syl Cheney-Coker (1945- )}
Freetown, Western Area Urban District, Western Area, Sierra Leone (M) 7
*
(73)—266.86 Excerpt from The Devil That Danced On Water: A Daughter’s Quest\fn{by Aminatta Forma
(1964- )} Glasgow, Scotland, United Kingdom\fn{But her father moved his family back to Sierra Leone when she was only six
months old} (F) 9
†
200.170 A Collection Of Temne Traditions and Fables\fn{by an unnamed professional story-teller, “one of the oldest
Temne men living at Port Loko about twelve years ago [c.1849] who has since died” (c.1780?-c.1860) } probably in the Temne
country, “about from 11º 15´ to 13º 10´ of western longitude and from 8º 15´ to 9º 6´ northern latitude”, i.e., in
Porto Loco District, Northern Province, Sierra Leone (M) 20
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Bey Farma came from the East, where he was for a long time; he was a great warrior. More than three hundred
generations have passed away since he lived.\fn{ These stories are all told using King James English; I have edited the text to
modern English:H}
At that time the Temnes had no gun, and no cutlass; they had only sticks, and spears, and bows, and arrows,
and bill-hooks, and knives to fight with. He destroyed the whole country. He took upon him the office of a captain
of the army in the East, and waged war against the East-country, and went all over it. He was the first who got
money, and guns, and gunpowder, and cutlasses, and all sorts of arms. He stayed a long time in the East, and did
not straightways come down to Port-Loko.
He killed Limbas, and sold some of them; he was long there; he killed Lokos, and he destroyed it\fn{ The country} entirely.
He came into the Temne country, and lived at Belia. Then he fought against Bey Yare, who fled, and went into
the water with all his children, and with all his property, with all his rice, and with all his cattle; and Bey Farma
remained and lived there. Then he went forth, and waged war against all the Temne country, and went all over it.
He expelled the Bakas, who where formerly at Port-Loko, and who went down the river in canoes toward the
West; and the Maruns,\fn{By which name the first settlers of Sierra Leone were called } and all the people fled. He also expelled the Boloms and the Queas, and they came away from Port-Loko; he entirely expelled the people on the
whole of the Rokel,\fn{The Rokel River, which runs from Freetown on the coast to approximately the center of the country } and
they all fled.
Then he settled in the Quea country. and did not wage war again; he died, and it remained so, then they did not
fight again.
He taught people the art of war; there was no war before. Bey Farma was the first who waged war. Farma the
Conquerer tied white men, and went and cut their throat; he tied kings, and went and cut their throat: because he
was superior to them. There was no matter again, and for a long time they did not fight again.
*
It was long before war was coming, till Mr. Korombo rose up as a warrior.
He destroyed the whole Temne country, he fought till he reached here to Port-Loko. Here at Port Loko he did
not fight, he only traded with the Europeans. When he was ready to come here to Port Loko, at the towns, where
he slept, he asked for boys; he took them and brought them, and went and sold them.
When he met with a woman in childbed, he saluted the woman in childbed; he took out cloths and palm wine
and gave them to the woman, and said:
“When your child is worth the amount, I shall sell it.”
He took out a gun, and gave it to the husband. They were not able to kill him; they chopped him, but the
cutlass did not enter his body; they shot at him with a gun, but the balls did not hit him; and he was able to fly.
When he came to a town, he assembled the people, selected a number of them, and sold them. His sword was a
Turkish sabre.
Korombo went up the country, and destroyed six towns; then he said:
“I do not fight again.”
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*
An officer of Korombo, Ya Fura, he placed himself at the head, he went and began the war; he caught people,
and killed many of them. The East-country collected a large army, they went and waylaid him in all the roads, and
the army began war in the East.
Korombo Funti was an old captain, and they invaded the whole Temne country; then they went and invaded
the whole Loko country, and destroyed it entirely, so that not one person was left there. Then they went into the
Limba country, and invaded it also, and destroyed it; and they destroyed nine countries entirely. Respecting the
tenth country, Ya Fura said:
“I go, my army is complete.” Korombo said to him:
“Do not go.”
But he went, and left Korombo, an old captain; then he went and invaded the tenth country, and destroyed it.
With regard to the eleventh he went and invaded it, and reached the middle of it. And the people, whom he had
expelled from six countries, returned; they came and waylaid Ya Fura; but he did not know it. A large army came
to fight against him; they drove him away; he came and sat down between them; they came to fight with him
there, but did not succeed. And he sent some officer to Korombo to tell him:
“They fight against me, come and help me.”
But the officer, whom he sent, met in the road with the people who waylaid Ya Fura, and for six days they
fought with him. Then the old officer returned to Ya Fura; but his people went to Korombo, and said to him:
“They have destroyed us in the road.” And the old officer went and told also Ya Fura:
“They have destroyed us in the road.”
When Ya Fura heard lhis, he rose up and all his army. They came and fought in the road two months, and it
was not easy to pass.
And Korombo departed from the West, and came to meet Ya Fura in the road, and to help him to fight. As to Ya
Fura’s army it amounted to one hundred men.
They arrived again at another town, and the people of the town destroyed them. And the army which formed
the rear was numerous, they came and passed all along, and they tied all the people, and burned their houses; but
they whom they took prisoners, they did not kill them.
And they came and met again another town; as to those who were in advance, they entirely killed them all; but
many arrived again, and they fought, and killed the people, and passed on.
They came and met again another town, and those who were in advance amounted to two hundred men, and
they destroyed the whole of them also; but the gross of the army which was behind, arrived, they fought against
the people, and killed them, and then passed on. When they went and met again another town, Ya Fura said:
“Let us surround the town.”
And they surrounded that town, and fought there six days, and they entirely killed the army of Ya Fura, only
few were left.
When they came and told the army, which waylaid Ya Fura, “Korombo has arrived!” they fled; then Ya Fura
burned the whole place, and passed on, and went to meet Korombo. Korombo said to him:
“Let us return; I told you before: do not go. Do you see how they have killed the children of the people?”
And they returned again. As to those, who had gone and enclosed Ya Fura on all sides, they would have
apprehended him, if Korombo had not arrived, who came and drove away the people.
As to Ya Fura, when he returned, he just came and settled in a place till he died; nobody killed him. But as
regards all his towns there was no youth again, but only children and women; young men were not there, they had
killed them all in the East.
*
And Korombo located again young men everywhere, in all those towns, and he was left the only great warrior
again; he vanquished the people in the whole world, both all the white and the black men. At last they killed him.
As to Korombo, because he conquered all people, therefore they acted deceitfully against him in order to try to
kill him. They gave him many women, and told those women that, when they were plaiting his hair, they might
bring his hair. As for the pillow whereon he was putting his head when he lay down, they told them that when
they were going to wash it, the water which they wring out they should put that water into a bottle, and carry it to
the Mori-men. When he cut the nails, he said to the women:
“Go and throw them away for me.”
And they took them, and carried them to the people, who sought his life. When they said to him: “Let us go
and meet together,” they just went to that meeting.
And Korombo had a large army; but his army which he had, had entered into a conspiracy against him. They
coaxed Korombo, that he might come in order to kill him; but he did not know it.
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And the kings raised a large army; they had gone to Korombo’s place at night. When he came to meet them.
the army was all around the wood where they met; six kings came and sat upon one log of timber. A king, who
was of his own family sat upon the log. When Korombo came, they cried, they drew him close, and he sat between two kings. They were crying; Korombo was crying. They asked him:
“Friend, why have you destroyed us?”
And he who had drawn him close, put him upon his lap, and was crying. Another king took him, and put him
upon his lap. Korombo looked up, he lay in the lap of a king, who had a dagger. Then that king took out the
dagger, cut him into the neck, and cut his throat; all the other kings fled, and went into the wood. Korombo got up
and said:
“Let us fight together!”
And he killed ten captains. When he had put the cutlass again into its sheath, he fell down and died.
The sun had just reached the Meridian, when he fell down; and when the sun set, they did not see it again, for
the space of six days. On the seventh day, when the sun reached the Meridian, then only they saw it. But as regards Korombo, they had killed him; but he was still twinkling with the eyes; till they buried him he was
twinkling with the eyes.
As to his sword, nobody was able to unsheath it; except his son; he came and unshea!hed it.
When he was dead, everyone took upon him the office of a captain of the army, and they fought together.
*
War was now at an end forever, and there was peace in all the Temne country. They called the white people;
they came and met together. And the kings and the white people made an agreement. They said:
“Let none raise a large army again, except an army of forty, or of sixty men only; it is sufficient. If anyone
raises an army of eighty men, he becomes liable to a fine, he must pay for it; because he wants to spoil the
country.” Thus Korombo did before, and spoiled the country.
2
Our fathers did not tell us much about the creation of the world, they only told us that when God made the
world, he put it on the head of a giant, who was below it. This person carries the world on the head.
They told us that all the trees, and all the grass, and all things, which grow on this earth, are the hair of the
head of this giant; and all living creatures are the lice of his head.
He, on whose head the world was put before, has died, and another man carries this world again on the head.
When they put the world on him, he was in a sitting posture, and turned towards the East. They told us that this
person turns himself, but that he turns softly, so that people cannot know it; except that time when he turns
towards the West, then men know it; because at that time there arises an earthquake, so that houses and trees fall
down.
At that time when this person falls down, and dies, the whole world is at an end, and everything in this world
will perish.
After a long time God will take this world away, that he may put again a new world. God did not make a world
lasting forever; after a long time he will put a new world again. What the black and the white people say respectting the world, that this world will be at an end some day, is truth.
*
In the beginning, when God made the world, he made two persons on the earth, a male and a female. At that
time when God made the world, there was no man in it till the day when God made the male and the female.
When God had made them, they just sat down, he did not give them anything to eat. They felt hungry, and they
said to God:
“You have made us; but what thing shall we eat?”
At that time they did not know anything. Therefore God told them that he will give them something to eat. God
gave them clean rice, that they might make flour of it; this they were to mix with water, and to make a cake of it,
and to eat it. They had not yet seen any other food.
God did not give them fire at that time. This food they ate for one year. Afterwards they asked God again:
“This only we shall eat always?” Therefore God told them:
“It does not matter. I shall give you also some other thing to eat.”
In the second year God gave them all sorts of victuals, and animals which were proper to be eaten; he sent
them by the servant, that he might carry them, and these they were to go to eat. At that time he showed them also
the animals which they were not to eat. Some they were not to eat. He brought them all together, and separated
them; he put those which they were to eat by themselves; those which they were not to eat, he put by themselves;
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he showed them those which they were to eat, and those which they were not to eat. At that time they did not
know anything but to eat only.
Afterwards God showed them all kind of medicines, and all sorts of tools to do work with in the ground, as a
hoe, and a digger, and an axe, and a bill-hook. He also gave them fire. They were naked, and had no clothes.
When they saw that they had plenty of victuals, they sent the servant, that he might go and tell God:
“Now we have plenty of food; but we are only two: what must we do to increase?” God said:
“It is of no consequence; wait for me.”
God went and fetched medicine, eight pills, and gave them to the servant. that he might carry them, and that
they might eat them. That God made them they knew; but they did not know, what they must do to increase.
When the servant brought the medicine, the woman said that she must first eat the medirine; but the servant was
not willing for this; he said:
“Wait for me, that I may go and inform the Master of it.”
Therefore he returned in order to tell God, what the woman had said. God said to the servant:
“Go and give her the two large ones, that she may eat them first.”
And the servant went, and gave them to her; and the woman ate the two. This is the reason that the woman has
a stronger sexual desire; this is the reason that all women have the menses when the moon is full, or when the
moon is new.
The servant took out the six pills which were left, and gave three to the man and three to the woman. The man
ate his medicine, and drank also water. When they had eaten the medicine, they had power to get children; but this
thing could not happen unless they had a sexual commerce with each other. God asked the servant:
“Did they eat the medicine?”
The servant answered in the affirmative. And God gave. him another medicine, and said:
“Go and put modesty on the woman, and boldness on the man.”
This is the reason that all men are bold; this is also the reason that women are modest. The desire to have a
sexual commerce with each other was strong with both of them; however the woman could not begin, she was
ashamed to do it; but the man he was more bold, he began to do it.
*
When they lay down, the woman conceived. When the servant came, the woman showed him her pregnancy;
and the servant went and informed God, that as for the woman she was pregnant. God gave him clothes to go and
give them to them, to the woman and to the man. He brought them, and came and gave them to them.
When her pregnancy had come to the full time, she brought forth a black boy. She conceived again, and
brought forth a white girl. The woman conceived once more, and brought forth twins, a boy and a girl; the boy
was white, and the girl was black. When the servant came, they told him, that he might go and tell God:
“We have got four persons.”
The servant left, and went and told God, that the people, whom he had made, had got children; the boys were
two, and the girls were two. When he went to tell God, God asked him:
“Of what kind are they?” And he said:
“A boy is black, and a girl is white, and another boy is white, and another girl is black; therefore they said, that
I might come and ask you how they must do with them.” God said:
“Go and separate them; carry the white ones to the water side; as to the black ones locate them in the country.”
The servant came, and separated them, he did as God sent him to do; and he went and told God:
“I have done as you have said.” God took out all sorts of implements, and gave them to the servant, and said:
“Go.”
*
For those in the country he gave to the servant, that he might carry to them all sorts of agricultural implements;
as to those close the water side, he went and gave them all sorts of shipping implements. To the white people he
gave artisans, and tailors, and clerks. As to those in the country he gave them blacksmiths. The artisans made
houses for the white people, and ships to walk on the sea; that they might get money, and that they might be
gentlemen; and he put them close the water side. The black children he put in the country, and on hills, and in
forests; he taught them to make grass houses and mud houses, and to make farms, and he made them to do all
laborious work; but white people have not to do this work, they have not to make country-medicines, they do not
practice divination. As regards all these things, he put them only on the black people.
Therefore, as regards the white people, God made them superior to the black people in power, and in property,
and in intelligence; therefore, as regards a white person, although he be but a boy, black people are inferior to him,
they dare not vie\fn{Compete; contest} with him. All nations in this world descend from these white children, and
from these black children. The servant went and said to God:
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“I have shared out to them.”
*
When he had separated them, the white people went and brought forth six children, the black people went and
brought forth six children; the white ones three females and three males; the black ones three males and three
females. When those children had grown up, they also brought forth children again, these six, and these six. The
black ones brought forth black children again, the white ones brought forth white children again. The servant went
and told God:
“The people are increasing.” God said to the servant.:
“Go and divide them into nations.”
He left, and went and divided all the nations. The white people had their nations, always a woman and one man
at a time. As to the black people, he went and divided them into nations, as he had divided all the white ones; but
the white ones were in one town, and the black ones were in another town. When they were amounting to many,
the servant went and said to God:
“Your people are numerous now.” God said:
“Let them go and give them the country of their nations.”
When he came, he gave to the white people all their various countries; then he returned and gave to the black
people their various countries, because the nations were numerous.
*
In the beginning, when God made man, men had not to die, as at this time by sickness and by bodily pain. At
that time there was no sickness, there was no death. At that time the people, whom God brought first into the
world, were living to a great age; some were living till they reached six hundred years, some eight hundred, some
more than that; they did not die, God only sent, and they came to fetch them. God fixed formerly a 1ong time for
every person, he did not come to fetch them quickly.
When God wanted to take away a person, then he first sent his servant to him, who was coming to tell him,
that God had sent him to come and see him, and to tell him, that his time was up, that he might make himself
ready. The man, after the servant had told him thus, made himself ready for the departure from his family; he sent
to all his people, and to his friends, and bad farewell to them.
When he had done thus, and when that time spoken of arrived, the servant of God came again, the man got up,
and just went with the servant, he did not see death. Thus it was with every person at that time.
*
But at a certain time a man was born, who was a wicked person, and a violent person: he was also a great man,
he had plenty of money, and many slaves, and plenty of cattle, and many servants; but he did not care for anyone,
and did just as he pleased, and troubled all his people.
He became the author of death in the world.
As God gave him great power, he was a warrior, and he was a gentleman. The servant went and said to God:
“Your child is a bad person.” God said to the servant:
“Go and fetch him; tell him, that his time is up.” When the servant came for this man to fetch him, he told him
as God caused him to say; but he said:
“I will not, I do not go; I am still a young man.”
For many years the servant came to fetch him from time to time; but he was not willing; and at last he said that
he would not go there at all. The servant returned, and went and told God:
“Your child is not willing to come.” When God heard this, he said:
“Well, I am glad that you tell me this; but I shall send other people.” God picked out many persons, and said to
them:
“Go and fetch him.” They came, they were many, and they said:
“Sir, we come to fetch you.” He said:
“I do not go there.” They said again:
“We do not leave you, let us go.”
Therefore he got up, and beat them. They returned, and went and told God:
“Sir, your child beat us, he is not easy to bring away.” God. said:
“Sit down. I shall send one who will go and fetch him quietly; I shall send two servants, who will bring him
away softly.”
*
Two years passed away, he did not send a person; the next year, which was the third, God first sent Mr.
Sickness, and said:
“Go, take hold of him. Go before; your companion will meet you.”
6

Mr. Sickness was an old person; he went into the house of the person; and met him lying down in his
hammock; he said to him:
“I take hold of you today. As they came to fetch you, and you refused, I, Sickness, come to fetch you. I take
hold of you today.”
The man got up, and looked all about; but he did not see any person. He called his servant, and said:
“Call all my people.” The servant called them; the people came, they sat down all over the room, they asked
him:
“What is the matter?” He said:
“Mr. Sickness took hold of me; but I do not see him.” Mr. Sickness said:
“I took hold of him; as he always refused and did not go, therefore he is sick, I took hold of him today.”
All the people, who were there, heard the voice of Mr. Sickness; but they did not see him at all. The man lay
down, he was awake all night, and did not sleep, he could not get up again, and could not turn himself. In the
morning Mr. Sickness said:
“The sickness is getting heavy upon you.”
*
At the early sun, Mr. Death, who was a young man, arrived. When Mr. Death came, he told his friend Mr.
Sickness, that this violent man would not live here again long, that he would have no pity on him, that he would
not be here all day today, and that he would carry him away. They all in the house heard their voice; but they
could not see them.
When Mr. Death had said this, he look away the breath of the man, and the man died. Then they went, and told
God that they had done their work, and that the man was dead. Then all his people, and all his children, and his
slaves, brgan to cry, they said:
“Our father is dead! Our father is dead!”
For at that time they did not yet know to mourn for a dead person. Then the servant said to God:
“The man is dead, how must they do with him?”
God took out some digging tools, a digger, and a hoe, and gave them to the servant; he also took out clothing,
and a mat; he also informed him how they must do in order to bury the one who died. He said:
“If the white people die, let them make a coffin, and put him into it, and bury him in the ground; if a black man
dies, let them dig, and put him into clothes, and into a mat, and bury him; if a Muslim man dies, let them put him
on a pair of trowsers, and a shirt, and a cap, and bury him”
Therefore the servant brought the things to the people, and showed them, what they must do with the one who
died.
At that time they knew to bury people, every nation according to their customs; the white people in coffins; the
Temnes in a mat, and with clothes, and sticks. With regard to the one who died, God said:
“Go ye and bury him, and put on him the clothing.”
They left, and went and buried him. When they had buried him, they went and told God:
“We have buried him.” God went and took out a drum, and a cymbal, and liquor, and gave them to the servant,
and said:
“Let them go and bewail him, that they may drink liquor, that they may be drunk, that they may dance, and that
they may be no more afraid.” As death is terrible, people became alarmed at it: therefore he sent his servant, and
said to him:
“Carry these things, that the terror may have an end.”
This is the reason, that everywhere, where a person dies, they make the death known, they are making music,
they are dancing, and they are drinking liquor. It became fashion among all black people, if a person dies, they are
playing and dancing.
*
After this, God, as he looked with pity upon people, sent again something into the world: the Nemi, which
resembled a hammock; for he thought, that another person would not arise again as the one who was before.
This hammock was to make a person well again, if he was sick. If someone was sick, they put him into the
hammock, they swung him, and he was getting well again.
The servant gave the hammock for all people; but there was again a violent man, who did not give the hammock to anyone, when they were sick, but who hid the hammock in his box.
When God saw it, he spoiled the hammock in the box, where he hid it, the man did not know it. So when he
himself got sick, he sent that they might take out the hammock from the box to make him well again; but when
they brought it, and put him into it, and swung him once; the rope of the hammock broke, and he fell down on the
ground, and died.
7

After this God gave power to Sickness and Death, that they might walk all about in the whole world; lest some
time, another person arise, and act again as this one did before. The servant of God, as God sent him, went and
told Sickness and Death to take hold of some person. That time people were hearing, that this person that he was
dead.
But it is not proper for anyone to act wrong; because eight persons surround him; two are at his right hand; two
are at his left hand; two are before him; and two are behind him, when he is walking. These are telling God everything which man does; they are helping the white people in the war, and in every danger. Therefore while people
do not use country fashion, they do not set up a Krifi,\fn{An altar to a tutelary spirit } they do not tie on amulets, and
they have no Greegree for war; but they are victorious in battle.
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If a person dies in the morning, he spends the whole day in Hades, he returns in the evening, and sneezes
repeatedly. Then people ask him:
“How is it?” He answers, and says:
“Nothing but trouble!” They say again:
“As you were all day in Hades, and did return again, what thing happened to you?” He answers again:
“All the old people came to fetch me, and my father drove me, he said:
“‘Return, and tell them: Every man let him follow God; let him fear the world; let him not commit sin. Let him
also honor women; let him honor the poor people and the old people.
“‘If a woman marries, let her honor her husband; if she does not honor her husband, and does not do him good,
great trouble will await her in Hades, when she is dead. If the woman does not care for her husband; when she
dies, she will get great trouble in Hades.
“‘A man also, if he marries a woman, who treats him well, if her husband beats her without cause; but his wife
does not abuse him, and does not take a lover, and if her husband does not care for his wife: if that man dies, he
will go into the fire, into great misrry.
“‘Concerning rice also they sent me to tell you, that you should take care of rice, that you should not spoil rice.
If one spoils rice, he will go into the fire, when he dies. As people were wasting the rice; therefore God sent down
locusts and rats to spoil the rice.”
At that time he tells them also what he saw, where he was all day; if he saw a place of gladness, he states it; if
he saw a bad place, he states it. He says:
“‘I saw a place of joy, no work whatever is there, nothing but joy; they are only engaged in praising the name
of God all day and all night. These words, which they said, I came to tell you.”
When he has said these things, the man dies again, and returns to the Hades; he is not able to speak on the first
day, nor on the second day, nor on the third day, till on the fourth day then only he can speak again in Hades.
*
There was a man in the time of Fatima Brema, whose name was Lensene, who died in the Camp, and they
brought him to Kabata, and buried him there; and it is long since his slave died at Gbonko. As soon as he was
dead, he met Mr. Lensene in Hades. Mr. Lensene said to him:
“Return, I will send you. When you go, tell the Muslim-man Lamina about the axes, which they were seeking,
they are behind. Let them turn up the stone, let them dig there; there are the European axes, and there is the praykettle; let them look. at the stone, which is near to the fence, that they may move it away, and that they may dig
there; there the country axes are.
“Let them look at the brook, and go up at the brook., and go and look at the large timber trees, that they may
look at the hollow, where the timber trees join together; there the box is; let them take it out. When they take it
out, Lamina the Muslim-man shall preserve it for Lahai, his son. When he is keeping the box, let him look for a
white fowl, and for rice flour, that he may perform all the ceremonies requisite for the keeping of the box, that he
may give it to his son, when he arrives at the years of discretion. Tell also Lamina the Mori-man:
“‘If you have to pay money to one, pay him well. I, because I did not owe a debt to a person, fared well in
Hades.’
8

“Tell it to all gentlemen, if one has to pay money to a person, and does not pay, there is a heavy palaver for him
in the future world. Let them be afraid of deceitful dealing; everyone who is not afraid of deceitful dealing, will
be in great misery in the future world.”
The slave came to Lamina the Muslim-man, and told him all these things; and when he had told all, he said:
“When I die again, I shall not come out again from Hades, I shall now go forever.”
When he had said these words, he died again, and did not come back again.
4
There was once an Iguana and a Dog. The Iguana was in the bush close to the town; the Dog was in the town.
The Iguana was always hearing the voice of the Dog in the town, he heard that they were always calling him by
his name. When he saw the Dog, he said:
“Friend, you are fortunate in town!” The Dog said:
“Yes, let us go.”
They went into the town. The Dog said again:
“I will carry you on my back, as you do not know how to shift for yourself in town.”
He carried him on his back, and carried him into a kitchen; they met them putting meat into a bowl. The Dog
took the meat in the bowl. The child said:
“O dear, mother! The Dog took the meat!”
The woman took a burning stick, and knocked the Iguana on the back of the Dog. The Dog ran—he had the
Iguana—and they went and sat without. They put a little cooked rice into a bowl, and came and gave it to the
Dog; but the rice, as it was a little, was not sufficient for both of them. When they had eaten the meat, they look
out the bones, and went and threw them for the Dog. The Dog said to the Iguana:
“Friend, let us eat the meat.” The Iguana said:
“This is no meat for me. I have no teeth to eat bones.” When the Dog had eaten the bones, he said:
“Let us go yonder.”
They went and came to the other yard, they met them eating. The Dog went and lapped the sonp; they took a
whip, they beat the Iguana—as he was on the back of the Dog, the whip did not reach the Dog.
The Dog went out, they went and sat without. The Iguana said:
“I want to go away.” But the Dog said:
“Do not go, friend; I am lucky, you will get a present today.”
They had bones; they came and threw them for them. The Dog said:
“Friend, come, we will eat the meat.” The Iguana said:
“Do but eat; as for me, I have no teeth.” The Dog, when he had eaten the bones, said:
“Let us go yonder to the other yard.”
They went and met them taking out boiled rice from the pot in the other yard. The dog went and upset the
soup; they took a whip, and flogged him; but only the Iguana was getting the whipping. They drove the Dog
away; he ran. The Iguana said again:
“I want to go away.” The Dog said:
“Do not go, our present is before, let us go.”
They went into the other yard, they met them eating. The Iguana was on the back of the Dog. The Dog went
and upset the soup; they took hold of the Dog, they flogged him and pulled him out while flogging. The Dog ran,
and went into the bush from whence they came—he and the Iguana. The Dog said:
“Let us go.” The Iguana said:
“I do not go again, it is hard in town.”
The Iguana ran, and went and hid himself. The Dog said:
“I go.” The Iguana said:
“Go, it is hard in town, I do not come again.” The Dog said:
“Come, let us go, because you said I was lucky in town.” The Iguana said:
“I do not go again.”
Therefore the Iguana does not dare again to come near a person, he does not come to town; he is only in the
bush. As to the Dog, as soon as he but sees again the Iguana, he catches him, and brings him to town, and they
come and devour him entirely. They asked the Dog:
“Why are you troubling the Iguana?” He said:
“I show him what luckiness is; because he said I was lucky.”
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Therefore the Iguana does not venture again to come near a person; he does not venture again to come near a
Dog; he does not venture to town again.
5
Is it not so that there was once a Spider?
A certain king took care of his cows, and the Spider went to look at the cows; and when he saw a large cow, he
came and told Mr. Taba:
“As to the cow of the king, which is large, come, let us kill it to eat it.” Mr. Taba said:
“I do not dare. How shall we manage it? The Spider said:
“As for me, I know a trick.” Mr. Taba said:
“What trick is that?” The Spider said:
“Let us go to the grass-field, where the cows are grazing.”
They went to the grass-field, they went and met the Ant-Eater, he was making a hole in the ground. The Spider
said to him:
“Why are you digging here? If the cows of the king get into the hole, you will get a matter and a palaver.”
When the Ant-Eater heard this, he was afraid, and went to some distance, and brought earth to put into the hole
which he had made. The Ant-Eater said again:
“I want to go and rest myself.” The Spider said:
“Let us go yonder to the place where you sleep.”
But he acted deceitfully against the Ant-Eater, that he might know where he was sleeping. They went again.
When they reached there, the Spider said:
“I shall return.” The Ant-Eater said:
“Go, I am sleepy.”
The Spider left, and went and fetched the large cow of the king. He brought it, and came and put it into the
hole—the place, where the Ant-Eater lay down was near to it—and he returned to town.” The king said to his
children:
“Go and look after the cows on the grass-field, it wants to get dark.”
They went to fetch them. They went and met a cow in the hole: she only put forth the head. The children ran,
and went and told the king:
“A cow got into a hole, and is about to die.” When the king heard this, he called all the people, and said to
them:
“Let us go, and pull out the cow from the hole.”
They all went there. They found that the cow was dead already. The people dug and pulled out the cow from
the hole. The king said:
“This thing puzzles me—the large cow came and died here. How is this?” The Spider said:
“Let them call the Ant-Eater, he is on the grass-field.” They said:
“Where? We do not know where he is.” The Spider said again:
“Let them call him, he is close by.”
The king called him; the Ant-Eater answered. The king said again:
“Come here quickly!”
The Ant-Eater arrived. The king said again:
“My friend, come here, look at something!” When he came there, the king said to him:
“Who did this work, that my cow came to die here?” The Ant-Eater said:
“I did this work; but it was not I who brought the cow here; it was not I who killed it.” The Spider went and
came near to Mr. Taba, and told him softly:
“As for the Ant-Eater, we shall eat him today.”
The king and the Ant-Eater were debating the matter. The king said:
“Mr. Spider, was it not the Ant-Eater who was on the grass-field?” The Ant-Eater said:
“I was on the grass-field; but it was not I who killed the beast.” The Spider said:
“Are you expostulating—when I used to tell you, do not dig at the grass-field, there beasts are grazing, if but a
cow comes, and goes into the hole and dies, you kill i?.” The king asked the Ant-Eater:
“Did you dig these four holes?”
He answered in the affirmative. The king said again:
“Friend, you have killed the cow!” The Spider went softly to the minister of the king, he went and told him:
“Take hold of him, he killed the cow.”
The Ant-Eater was expostulating with the king. The minister of the king took hold of the Ant-Eater, and said:
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“You expostulate in vain with the king.” And said:
“As he killed the cow of the king, let them kill him.” The Spider said: “Well, let them kill him,” because he
wanted to eat the Ant-Eater.
They killed the Ant-Eater. The king said:
“Let us carry him away, that we may go and bury him in the town.” But the Spider said:
“Let them not bury him in town; bury him on the grass-field in his town.”
When the Spider said this, they buried the Ant-Eater in the hole where the cow died. When they had buried
him, the king said:
“Let us go to town, that I may go and share the cow.”
They went and arrived in the town, and the king shared out the whole of the cow. The king said again:
“As to the Spider, he caused me to know who killed the cow: let them give him a leg.”
They gave it to him. The people dispersed, they went and lay down. When the people had gone asleep, the
Spider went out, and called Mr. Taba; they went and fetched the Ant-Eater at the grass-field, they carried him
behind his house; they went and cut him up entirely. He shared the meat with Mr. Taba. And Mr. Taba said:
“Spider, you do not fool around!” The Spider said:
“When 1 said that, you did not know cunning.” And they ate of it till the month was done.
*
Mr. Taba said: “Oh dear, that time of eating meat is over!” The Spider said:
“Let us wait till tonight. We shall eat meat tomorrow.”
When it got dark, and people had gone asleep, he went and called Mr. Taba; they left, and went and met the
cows of the king. (They\fn{ The king’s people} had tied them up.) The Spider took out his medicine, and went and
stroked a large cow, and said:
“Cow, break wind! Cow, break wind!”
The cow broke wind, and they went into her belly, he and Mr. Taba. The Spider showed Mr. Taba the heart, and
said:
“Do not cut here.” He took out a knife, and gave it to Mr. Taba; but Mr. Taba said:
“I do not know how; cut, that I may see it done.” He said:
“Yes, bring the basket.”
The Spider cut, and gave the meat to Mr. Taba; he put it in the basket. They filled the basket. He pulled out the
medicine again, and stroked the cow and said:
“Cow, break wind! Cow, break wind!”
The cow broke the wind, they came out, and went and ate of that meat for four days.
*
Another time at night the Spider went and called Mr. Taba, and said:
“Let us go.”
They went and met the cows of the king. The Spider came, he took out the medicine, he stroked the cow, and
said:
“Cow, break wind! Cow, break wind!”
The cow broke wind; they went into her belly. The Spider took out a knife, and gave it to Mr. Taba, and told
him:
“Go and cut at the breast.” He went and cut at one of the of the loins.
Mr. Taba went and met with much fat at the heart; he went and cut the heart-strings; the cow fell down, and
died. Mr. Taba did not know it; but the Spider knew it. The Spider said:
“Mr. Taba, the cow is dead!” Mr. Taba said:
“How must we do, as the cow is dead?” The Spider said:
“Let us hide ourselves: as for me, I shall hide myself at the liver.” Mr. Taba said:
“As for me, because 1 do not know cunning, I shall sit down here.”
The Spider hid himself at the liver; Mr. Taba went into the rectum. When it had fully dawned, the children of
the king, said:
“Oh dear, Sir, the cow is dead!”
They went and cut up the cow. When they were cutting up the cow, they chopped with an axe at the ribs. The
Spider said within the cow:
“Mind you do not chop me! Mind you do not not chop me!”
When he spoke thus, they were afraid; they went and told the king, that something talked within the beast. The
king came, and said:
“Chop now here again!”
11

But the Spider hid himself again in another place of the belly. When they had done with chopping, they went
and saw him and his basket; they pulled him out and the basket, and went and tied him. When they had cut up the
whole of the beast, they went and flogged the Spider. The king said:
“The Spider, he was destroying the beast; let them flog him.” When they struck him once, he cried, and said:
“I and Taba, we were together! I and Taba, we were together!” The king said,
“Let them leave off now from flogging him, let them question him now.” They asked the Spider,
“You and who else came to kill the beast?” He said:
“I and Taba, we killed the beast.” They said:
“Where is Taba?” He said:
“I don’t know where he went to.” And the king said:
“You tell a lie about Taba; you alone, you killed it.”
But Taba was in the rectum, he hid himself. They took out the rectum, and gave it to the children to go and
wash it at the brook. They went to the brook, and went and burst the rectum, and shook out the bag into the water.
While they thus shook it out into the water, Mr. Taba came out, and went and jumped to the other side, and said:
“Why do you treat me in this way?” The children said,
“Oh dear, Sir, we did not know it!”
Some child went and informed the king of it. The king came, he looked at Mr. Taba, and said to him:
“What is the matter?” Mr. Taba said,
“The children treated me in a vile manner, they just bespattered me with cow-dung!”
The king went and fetched a shirt, and a pair of trowsers, and brought them and gave them to Mr. Taba, and
said:
“Wash thyself, my friend!”
When he had washed himself, they went into the town. The Spider said again:
“It was Mr. Taba and I.” But he denied it. They said:
“Call the wife of Mr. Taba, that we may inquire of her.”
When they had called her, they inquired of her. She said:
“Mr. Taba did not sleep here; the sun was still high yesterday when he went out of the house, and went away.”
The king said:
“It is the Spider; when he said that he and Mr. Taba killed the cow, he only told a lie against him.” Mr. Taba
said:
“Look at me here; he told a lie against me; if it had been true, you would have met me in the, belly of the cow.”
They then said:
“Let them flog the Spider, he killed the cow.”
They led him to a young palm-tree, and cut a branch from the young palm-tree; they flogged him with the
palm-leaf. This is the reason that he got many legs. The king said:
“Let him go.”
When they let him go, he departed, and went and was sick; he recovered, he had many legs; he ran, and went
away into the bush.
6
There was once a child who set a trap under a root, and he caught a bird. Well, when he had eaten it, he
returned and set the trap again, and he again caught a bird; and he ran and loosed the bird; and carried it into the
hut; but his mother drove him to the outskirts of the farm to go and drive birds away. And the child said:
“Mother, roast me the bird.” And his mother said:
“Yes.”
Well, when the child was gone, his mother killed the bird, and plucked it, and went and roasted it, and ate it
entirely. When the child came, and asked his mother for the bird, his mother said:
“I have eaten it.” And the child cried, and said:
“Mother, give me my bird! Mother, give me my bird, which I killed under the root, at the waterfall, under the
root!”
Well, the mother gave him maize, and he put it on the top of the stump of a tree; and when the termites had
eaten it, the child said to the termites:
“Termites, give me my maize! Termites, give me my maize, which the mother gave me! The mother ate my
bird, which I killed under the root, at the waterfall, under the root.”
Well, the termites made him earthen pots; he carried them to the brook at the waterfall to scoop water with.
And when the cataract was breaking those earthen pots, he said:
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“Cataract, give me my earthen pots! Cataract, give me my earthen pots, which the termites gave me! The
termites ate my maize, which the mother gave me; the mother ate my bird, which I killed under the root, at the
waterfall, under the root.”
The cataract gave him a skate;\fn{A fish} and when a hawk was taking it away, he said:
“Hawk, give me my skate! Hawk. give me my skate, which the cataract gave me! The cataract broke my
earthen pots, which the termites made for me; the termites ate my maize, which the mother gave me; the mother
ate my bird, which I killed under the root, at the waterfall, under the root.”
Well, the hawk dropped a feather for him. Well, when the wind was carring it away, he said:
“Wind, give me my feather! Wind, give me my feather, which the hawk gave me! The hawk ate my skate,
which the cataract gave me; the cataract broke my earthen pots, which the termites made for me; the termites ate
my maize, which the mother gave me; the mother ate my bird, which I killed under the root, at the waterfall,
under the root.”
Well, the wind made many country-beans to fall down for him. Well, when baboons had eaten the beans, he
said:
“Baboon, give me my country-beans, which the wind made to fall down for me! The wind carried away my
feather, which the hawk gave me; the hawk ate my skate, which the cataract gave me; the cataract broke my
earthen pots, which the termites made for me; the termites ate my maize, which the mother gave me; the mother
ate my bird, which I killed under the root, at the waterfall, under the root.”
Well the baboon said:
“I have nothing to give.”
And he tied the baboon, and when he had tied him, he carried him into the town.
7
There was once an Elephant and a Goat; and they contended with each other in grazing on the grass-field. As
to the Elephant, he said:
“I surpass you in grazing.” The Goat said:
“No, you tell a lie; I surpass you.” The Elephant said:
“How do you surpass me?” The Goat said:
“Let us graze all night and all day.” The Elephant said:
“Let us go to the Lion, that we may debate the case together.”
Well, they went to the Lion. The Lion said:
“Mr. Elephant, what is the matter that you come here?” The Elephant said:
“The Goat despises me; the Goat is little, I am big; he said that he surpasses me in grazing.” The Lion said;
“I will not decide the matter yet; let us go to the grass-field.” The Goat said:
“If we are going to the grass-field, let us begin grazing here in the bush.” The Elephant said:
“I am willing.” The Lion said:
“Very well!”
The Elephant was to the right hand of the road; the Goat was to the left hand; the Lion stood in the road. The
Elephant pulled up the trunk, he broke the trees, and was eating the leaves of them, and said:
“The Goat boasts in vain, I surpass him.” The Goat said:
“Let us but continue, whether it be so that you surpass me.” The Liou said:
“Let us just continue, it is you I am looking at.” About four o’clock the Lion said:
“Let us go out to the grass-field.” When they arrived at the grass-field, the Goat said:
“Let us graze, let us vie with each other.” The sun set, and the Goat said:
“As for me, I have not yet enough.” The Elephant said:
“Shall we not lie down a little?” The Goat said:
“Let us graze till midnight comes.” Midnight came, and the Lion said:
“Let us now go to the rock.”
The rock was large, there was no green for grazing. They went out to the very middle of the rock. The Lion
said:
“Let us now rest, and let us sleep a little.”
They lay down on the rock. The Elephant went and lay down on the rock where it was good; the Goat went and
lay down, where the rock was rugged, there he put down his head. The Elephant slept; the Lion slept; the Goat
slept; but he was chewing the cud. The Lion awoke, he heard that the Goat was chewing the cud making ma-rát,
ma-rát. The Lion said:
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“Mr. Goat, what are you eating?” The Goat said:
“I am not yet satisfied.” The Lion said:
“Mr. Elephant, do you hear how the Goat is eating?” The Elephant said:
“What is he eating?” The Lion said:
“I don’t know that thing which he is eating, ask him,” The Elephant said:
“When we lay down on the middle of the rock, there was no green there. Mr. Goat, what are you eating?” The
Goat said:
“I am eating the rock; I do not see green.” The Elephant said:
“When you have done with the rock, what will you eat?” He said:
“I shall have something sweet to eat.”
The Elephant rose up, and went forwards, and lay down. The Lion said:
“Let us come close together, I have to settle the matter, I did not yet settle it.”
They went to the Elephant, they went near him. The Goat was but still chewing the cud making mar-rát, marát. The Elephant said:
“Let us go grazing!” The Lion said:
“Well, let us go round the rock while grazing.”
When they had grazed all about, they went out on the rock, and stood. The Goat bent himself down, and raised
himself again, and was ruminating. The Elephant said:
“Ah, this boy is not satisfied!” Therefore the Lion said:
“The time of settling the matter arrives. As regards the Goat, do not take him out from town with the people,
because he does not get satisfied, that people may assist him to give him food.”
The Lion located the Elephant in the bush. The Elephant was afraid of the Goat, and ran away from him. The
Lion said:
“What is the matter?” The Elephant said:
“I do not dare to vie with the Goat as regards his grazing. He does not know that which he is eating: he is
sleeping and is grazing.” The Lion said to the Elephant:
“You can not be together with people, you are spoiling people’s houses and fences; people do not dare to cope
with you. Stay in the bush; you are not able to keep up with the Goat in grazing. As the Goat has eaten of the rock,
he will devour you.”
*
Therefore the Elephant fled, and went into the bush, and did not come out into town again. He went and challenged the Leopard, and said to him:
“We were contending with each other in grazing, I and the Goat, and he almost devoured me. He ate green, we
went and lay down on a rock, and he ate of the rock. Where the rock was very rough, there the Goat lay down, and
said:
“If have eaten the rock, I shall have something delicious to eat.” Therefore the Elephant fled, and went and
challenged the Leopard, and said to him:
“Catch me the Goat; at all times, whereever you see him, catch him. I do not know where we may meet each
other, I do not dare to cope with him again; perhaps where we are meeting each other, he will entirely devour me.
I make you a prcsenl of the Goat: catch him for me.”
Therefore the Leopard is now catching the Goat; the Elephant formerly made a present of him to the Leopard:
The Elephant thought that where they would but meet, the Goat will entirely devour him; therefore he was afraid;
therefore he gave him to the Leopard.
8
The Spider said to the Bushgoat: “Come now with me for a hunting!” The Bushgoat said:
“I will.”
But the Spider put a snare for him.
[Earlier on], the Spider had met a stone in the bush which grew a beard. He said: “Oh strange, a stone grew a
beard!” When he had said this, he fell down, and was there all day, and awoke in the evening. This is the reason
that he [was able to] deal deceitfully towards his companions in order to devour them. Therefore he went and
called the Bushgoat, saying:
“Let us go hunt.”
They went, he and the Bushgoat. When they came near to the stone, the Spider told the Bushgoat:
“Go and wait me at the stone; I go to ease myself.”
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The Bushgoat went and sat upon a log of timber, and looked at the stone which had a bea.rd; but the Spider did
not go in order to ease himself, he only went and stood, that the Bushgoat might reach the stone before him. When
he came, he said:
“Mr. Bushgoat, let us go.” But the Bushgoat said:
“Look how the stone grew a beard!”
When the Bushgoat had said thus, he fell down there, and the Spider took him up, and carried him to his place,
and went and ate him entirely, he and his children. When he had eaten the Bushgoat, he called the Deer, and said:
“Come with me to the hunting.”
They went, he and the Deer. When they came near to the stone, the Spider said to the Deer:
“Go on before, as for me I shall make water.”
The Deer passed on, and went and stood, and was looking at the stone. The Spider came, and said:
“Let us go.” But the Deer said:
“Mr. Spider, see, how the stone grew a beard!”
When the Deer had spoken thus, he fell down there; and the Spider took him up, and carried him to his place
and ate him, he and his children. Another time the Spider called the Antelope, and said to him:
“Let us go hunt.” They went, he and the Antelope. When they came near to the stone, the Spider said to the
Antelope:
“Go on before, I go to cut a rassa branch.”\fn{ Apparently to swallow the juice of the plant; which, to judge from its place in
the tale, is used as an emetic; there is an accompanying vocabulary of the native language:H }
The Antelope went and stood, and was looking at the stone. The Spider arrived, and said to him:
“Let us go.” The Antelope said:
“Look, how the stone grew a beard!”
When he had spoken thus, he fell down there. The Spider, as he saw that he was not able to take the Antelope,
because he was large, went away running, and went and called his children. They came, they fetched him, and
went and ate him altogether. The Spider called again the Bushcow, he said:
“Let us go hunt.” The Fillentamba said:
“This matter is puzzling!” His companions said.
“Why?” The Fillentamba said:
“This hunting, because they do not return again!” The Bushcow said:
“Let us go, Mr. Spider!”
They departed. The Fillentamba followed them; but they did not see him. When they came near to the stone,
the Spider said to the Bushcow:
“Go and wait me at the large log of timber; I go to ease myself.”
But the Fillentamba hid himself in the bush, and was looking at them. The Bushcow went and stood, and
looked steadily at the stone. When the Spider arrived, he said:
“Let us go, Mr. Bushcow! What are you looking at?” The Bushcow said:
“Look, how the stone has a beard!”
When he had said thus, he fell down there. The Spider departed quickly, and went and called his children; and
they came to fetch the Bushcow, and went and devoured him. When the Fillentamba saw this, he departed, and
went and told it to all his companions.
*
Another time again the Spider went and told the Fillentamba saying:
“Let us go hunt.” The Fillentamba said:
“I am willing, let us go.”
They went. When they came near to the stone, the Spider said:
“Mr. Fillentamba, go and wait me at the large log of timber, I go to ease myself.”
When the Fillentamba reached there he went on, and went and stood beyond the stone. When the Spider
arrived, he said to the Fillentamba:
“Is it there I told you to wait me?” The Fillentamba said:
“Is not this the road?" The Spider said again:
“Come here.” The Fillentamba came; they stood at the slone. The Spider said:
“Why are you silent?” The Fillentamba said:
“What shall I say?” The Spider said again:
“You, do you not see?” The Fillentamba said:
“I see nothing.” The Spider said again:
“As for you, you have no sense.” The Fillentamba said:
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“I have sense.” The Spider said again:
“Ah, Mr. Fillentamba!” He said:
“Ah, Mr. Spider!” The Spider said again:
“Look here now!” The Fillentamba said again:
“Look here now!” The Spider said again:
“Speak now.” Therefore the Fillentamba said:
“What shall I say?” The Spider said now:
“Something grew something?” The Fillentamba said:
“Something grew something.” The Spider said:
“Speak then now!” The Fillentamba said:
“Speak then now!” The Spider said:
“Ah, Mr. Fillentamba, as for you, you art puzzling! Speak then now!” The Fillentamba said:
“What shall I say?” The Spider said:
“Say now: A stone grew a beard.”
The Fillentamba said it; and they both fell down there.
*
It was in the morning, when they both fell down there, and the sun was about to set, when they rose up again.
When they had got up, the Spider said:
“Mr. Fillentamba, what is the matter now?” The Fillentamba said:
“There is nothing the matter.” The Spider said:
“How shall I say?” Therefore the Fillentamba said:
“How shall I say?” The Spider said:
“Say: The stone grew a beard.”
When the Spider had spoken thus, he fell down there; but the Fillentamba did not say so again; he left, and
went and told the matter to all his people, he said:
“Any one of you, if the Spider has you at the hunting, he will entirely devour you. If you do go into the bush,
and you see a stone, which has a beard, you must not say, ‘A stone grew a beard!’ If you do say so, you will fall
down there, and the Spider will devour you altogether.”
9
The Spider: he was going about spoiling a thing, therefore they dealt hardly with him, and almost killed him;
therefore he was always telling the Bushgoat:
“They almost killed me!” The Bushgoat asked him:
“What does almost dying mean?” The Spider said:
“Don’t you know what almost dying means?”
Once, the Spider departed, and went to steal at the king’s place; they took hold of him there, and said:
“Let us\fn{The text has: them} kill him.” The king said:
“Let them set him at liberty, do not kill him.”
The Spider returned, and went and met the Bushgoat at his place. The Bushgoat said:
“Oh dear, Mr. Spider! What did hurt you thus?” The Spider said:
“I almost died.” The Bushgoat said again:
“What is now the meaning of almost dying?” He said:
“Wait for me, I will show you tomorrow what almost dying is.”
They slept. In the morning the Spider said to the Bushgoat:
“Let us go, I go to show you what almost dying is; let us now go to the grass-field to the trap.”
The Bushgoat did not know that the Spider had carried his children to the grass-field, and put them into the
hole, having knives. (As to the children of the Spider, the oldest, his name was Gbanne Yon-a, the name of the
second was Nant-e Fukan and the name of the youngest was Gbapne Nant ro-Kos.)
They went, he and the Bushgoat. They then met one of the king’s sheep in the hole, it only stretched out its
head. The children of the Spider took hold of it below.
Thither he led the Bushgoat. As soon as the Spider came, he said:
“Let us go and stand before.” He said:
“Oh dear, Mr. Bushgoat! Look, how one of the sheep of the king was going into the hole!” Then the Bushgoat
took hold of the head, and the Spider said:
“Wait me, I shall go and cut a stick.”
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The Bushgoat did not know, that the children of the Spider were in the hole. While the Spider was thus cutting
a stick, his children pulled the sheep into the hole. The Bushgoat held the head, the children of the Spider cut the
throat of the sheep. The Bushgoat pulled, and all at once pulled out the head of the sheep.
The children went away running, they came out from the hole, some went to their own place in the farm. The
Bushgoat was calling:
“Mr. Spider! Mr. Spider, pray come!” The Spider came and said:
“What is the matter?” He said:
“I plucked off the head of the sheep!” The Spider said:
“Ah friend! I told you: wait [for] me!”
The Spider sent his other child into the town; he went and told the king that the Bushgoat had plucked off the
head of one of his sheep. The king came with his people, and said:
“What is the matter?” The Spider said:
“The Bushgoat plucked off the sheep’s head.” The Spider returned and told the Bushgoat softly:
“They are about arresting you; if they want to arrest you, run, and go into the hole of the Ant-Eater.” The king
said:
“Let them apprehend him.”
The Bushgoat fled, and went away; they pursued after him, and he went into the hoIe. They went to look for
him; but the people did not know that he had gone into the hole. The Spider left, and went and bowed himself
down at the hole, and said:
“Mr. Bushgoat, are you here?” The Bushgoat answered:
“I am here.” The Spider took out a parcel of salt, and gave it to the Bushgoat, and said to him:
“When they want to catch you today, as to those who come to apprehend you, blow the salt into their eyes.”
When he had spoken thus, he said to the people:
“Look for him here!” He bowed himself down again, and said to the Bushgoat:
“When you have blown the salt into their eyes, and when they pursue after that person, come out, and go to my
place in the farm.”
*
All the people had arrived at the hole, but none knew how they must do, they did not understand to dig to bring
out the Bushgoat. They said:
“Mr. Spider, how must we do?” He said:
“As for us, we do not know to dig; let them call the Ant-Eater.”
They sent a young man, he went and called the Ant-Eater, and he arrived. The king said:
“My friend, Mr. Ant-Eater, dig for me here, and take out the Bushgoat for me!”
The Ant-Eater was willing; and he began with the digging. While the Ant-Eater was digging, the Spider sent
his children, and they took out the sheep, and carried it into the farm; the king did not know it. The Ant-Eater dug
till he came and met the Bushgoat. The Bushgoat took much salt, and put it into his mouth, and blew the salt into
the eyes of the Ant-Eater. The Ant-Eater said:
“Earth got into my eyes.” The king said:
“Blow on him, and take out the earth from his eyes.”
The young man blew into his eyes, some gum of the eye came out, and got into the young man’s mouth. The
young man said:
“Ah, the Ant-Eater has a very sweet gum of the eye!” And the Spider said:
“About the gum of the eye, about this only you know something to say?” The king said:
“Why do you say so?” The Spider said again:
“As you find the gum of the eye to be sweet, the Ant-Eater himself he is still sweeter.” The king said:
“Mr. Ant-Eater, come here, that I may try!”
The Ant-Eater refused, he did not come. The king went there, he went and blew into his eyes, some gum of the
eye got into the king’s mouth, and he said:
“Ah friend, you are very sweet!”
The Ant-Eater came out from the digging and went and stood at some distance. The king said:
“Friend, come here!” The Ant-Eater said:
“I do not come again; because you said that I was sweet.”
The king went there. The Ant-Eater fled, they pursued after him with all his people, they went all over the
grass-field, and seized the Ant-Eatcr. The Spider said:
“Let them kill him, that you may know how sweet he is.”
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They killed the Ant-Eater. When they were cutting him up, the Spider said:
“I go away, I go to fetch my basket.”
He left, and went and met the Bushgoat—he was in the hole where the Ant-Eater used to dig—he said to him:
“Come out, and go to the farm.”
The Bushgoat went. The Spider returned, he went and found that they had done with cutting up the Ant-Eater.
The king said:
“Mr. Spider, come share the meat, you were the cause that we got this meat.” The Spider said:
“Ah, the king is not sitting down, and a young man shares the meat!” The king said:
“I am willing.”
They took out a leg, and gave it to the Spider; and one of the loins and the tail they gave to him. They had done
with sharing the whole of the meat. The king said:
“Let us now again follow yonder, that we may go and take out the Bushgoat.” The Spider said:
“Well, let us go!”
They went and reached there. The king went and looked into the hole, and said:
“Mr. Spider, come now, look! Look now, how somebody walked here in the hole!” The Spider said:
“Oh dear! It is the Bushgoat; he is gone!” (The king did not know that he had gone and told the Bushgoat: “Go
to my place in the farm.”) The king said:
“Let us return to town.”
They went and came into the town. The Spider went into the farm; he went and fetched the Bushgoat; he
brought him, and came and hid him in the bush behind. The king called the Spider again, and said to him:
“Come now, seek the Bushgoat for me, you are acquainted with trickery!”
As to the Bushgoat, they were seeking him all about; but they did not see him. The Bushgoat heard how angry
the king was in town, and dared not to come out again into the town. The Spider went and said to the Bushgoat:
“How do you do? How do you do?” The Bushgoat said:
“Ah, I almost died in the hole, Mr. Spider!” He said:
“Doest thou understand now what almost dying is?” And he said:
“Yes, I understand it.”
*
The Spider said: “You do not yet know what almost dying is.”
The Bushgoat did not venture again to come out into town. The Spider said:
“Wait for me. I will show you what almost dying is; only wait!”
The Spider went away into the wood, and went and saw the children of the Leopard. He returned and came to
the Bushgoat and said:
“My head aches; Mr. Bushgoat, come, go with me, I go to look for medicine.”
They went and met the children of the Leopard, they were two, they lay down. The Spider said to the
Bushgoat:
“Go bark me that tree (where the two leopards lay).”
The Bushgoat went and saw them, and he called the Spider. The Spider came and said:
“Oh dear! What beasts are these?” The Bushgoat said:
“Let us have them.” The Spider said also:
“Let us have them.”
They took them. When they had gone a little way, the Spider said:
“Let us kill them.”
They killed them. The Spider told the Bushgoat again, saying:
“Go to your place in the farm; I shall meet you presently.” The Bushgoat went to the farm.
The Leopard came to the place where he had put his children, and he did not see them again; and as he
followed up the scent in the way, where they carried them, he went and arrived at the farm of the Bushgoat, he
met the Bushgoat stirring up the fire. The Spider came, he hid himself, and was looking at the Bushgoat, as he had
learned that the Leopard was coming to look for his children. The Leopard came in order to seek his children, and
said:
“Mr. Bushgoat, who carried my children to this place?”
He went and took them up, they were dead then. He said again:
“Mr. Bushgoat, did you kill my children?”
The Bushgoat fled. The Leopard spent the whole day in pursuing after him. The Bushgoat went and hid
himself with the king in the evening. The Leopard came, and said to the king:
“Did the Bushgoat arrive here?” The king said:
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“He is here.” He asked the Leopard again:
“What is the matter?” The Leopard said:
“He has killed my children.” The king said:
“See him behind the yard; the other day he killed a sheep of mine.”
The Leopard went there behind. The Bushgoat fled, he followed him in order to pursue after him, till he went
and hid himself at the Spider’s place; and the Leopard did not see him again. The Leopard went back again to the
king, and asked him again:
“Did the Bushgoat come here?” He said:
“I did not see him.”
The Spider left, and went and took the children of the Leopard, and went and broiled them, and cooked them;
he left the iron pot on the fireplace, and went into the town, and met the Leopard. They were talking with the king
about the children. The Spider said to them:
“What matter are you talking about here?” The Leopard said again:
“The Bushgoat has killed my children.’ The Spider said:
“Ah, the Bushgoat, thus he is but always; he killed my children the other day!” The king said to the Leopard:
“Seek him.”
The Leopard went out, and went away in order to seek the Bushgoat; he went and met him in the road; he
pursued after him. The Bushgoat went and hid himself again in the bush, and the Leopard did not see him again;
but the Bushgoat went and hid himself at the back-part of the Spider’s place. The Spider heard him there, and
went to see him there, and said:
“Let us go to eat, I have cooked.” The Bushgoat said:
“I do not dare, the king has outlawed me.” The Spider said again:
“Shall I bring you the rice here?” The Bushgoat said:
“Yes, bring it here.”
The Spider carried the rice to him; they just sat down, and ate. The Spider said again:
“How are you, Mr. Bushgoat?” The Bushgoat said:
“I almost died; they almost killed me.” The Spider said again:
“Do you know now what almost dying is?” He said:
“I know it now.” The Spider said:
“Because you said before that you did not know it.” The Bushgoat said again:
“But I know it now.”
*
The Spider said again: “Let us eat very quickly, that you may flee. If the Leopard gets the scent of you,
wherever you go, he will follow you; go far away.” The Bushgoat fled again (when they had eaten), and went far
away.
The Leopard sought him, till he was tired; and he went again to the king’s place. The Spider also, when he
knew that the Leopard had gone to the king’s place, went there too. He met the Leopard, he was talking over
again the matter about the Bushgoat. The King said to the Leopard:
“Wherever you see him, seize him, and bring him to me.” The Spider also said:
“Wherever you see him, catch him, and bring him.”
He also left, and went to fetch the Bushgoat; he told him that the palaver was done. When they came to the
town, the Spider said to the Bushgoat:
“Follow here, that you may come out behind the king’s place.” He went again to the Leopard, and said:
“Go behind the king’s place, and go and hide yourself in the road; as to the Bushgoat, I have brought him.”
The Leopard went and hid himself there. The Bushgoat came, and the Leopard took hold of him. The Bushgoat
cried. The king said:
“What is the matter? Who is crying behind?” The Leopard said:
“I have got the Bushgoat.” The king said:
“Bring him.”
The Leopard brought him, and they killed him. Whrn they had killed the Bushgoat, .the Spider arrived. The
king said:
“What shall we do with him?” The Leopard said:
“Let them cut him up; as he has devoured my children, I shall devour him.”
They had cut up the whole. The Leopard said:
“Let them give much to the Spider, he caused me to get him.” The king said to the Leopard again:
“Wherever you see a bushgoat, catch him.”
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This is the reason that the Leopard is catching bushgoats, they never meet each other again face to face; where
he sees him, he catches him. This is also the reason that the children of the Bushgoat told the Cat:
“When you see the Spider, catch him, he is a bad person.”
This is also the reason that as soon as a leopard sees a bush goat, he catches it, and entirely devours it; and a
cat, as soon as it sees a spider, it devours it.
10
A certain king begat once a girl, and she was exceedingly fair, and he brought her up, till she was grown up;
and men wanted her. And a gentleman came and tried to get her, he said:
“She is my wife.” And he offered much money to the king, the father of the woman; and her father said:
“Put down your money; if you name the thing, which is within the amulet, you shall marry the woman.” But he
did not know the thing which was within the amulet; and the father of the woman said:
“You are disappointed: return.”
Then another gentleman came again. He came and tried to get the damsel, and he offered also much money.
The father of the woman said again:
“Put down your money; if you name the thing which is within the amulet, you shall marry the woman.” But the
young man was disappointed, he did not know the thing which was within the amulet; and the father said;
“Return.”
And all the people in the country came to try, and they were disappointed; they did not know the thing which
was within the amulet. And Tamba came from the East a far way off, he came and tried to get the damsel, and
said:
“I shall get her, she is my wife.” And the people said:
“Tamba, you tell a lie, you are not able to get her—when all gentlemen have been disappointed.”
*
And as he went along, he had fowls, he had clean rice, and rice in the husk; and he had a goat, he had penne
seed,\fn{A kind of millet} and palm-oil, and rice-straw. And as he went, he met the Grass-cutters. Hunger was heavy
upon them; he asked them:
“What is the matter?” They said.
“Hunger is heavy upon us.”
And he gave them straw. When they had eaten it, he passed on, and went and met the Alligator, and said to
him:
“What is the matter?” He said:
“Hunger is heavy upon me.”
He took out the goat, and gave it to him. He passed on, and went and met the Cerastes,\fn{ A North African viper
that has a spike over each eye} and said to him:
“What is the matter that you lie here?” The Cerastes said:
“Hunger is heavy upon me.”
Tamba took out two fowls, and gave them to him. When the Cerastes had eaten the fowls, he took out a medicine, and gave it to Mr. Tamba. (As to the medicine, the name of it is: ka-wóso.) He said:
“If a snake bites a person, this medicine they must make, this one must drink; that it may get better with him.
The Cerastes said again:
“Let them go look for the brains of a deceitful person, and let them put them into the medicine.”
Tamba passed on, and went and met the Ants, and said to him:
“What is the matter?” They said:
“Hunger troubles us.”
He took out penne seed, and palm-oil, and gave them to the Ants, and they ate. He passed on, and left, and
went and came, to the king, the father of the girl, and said to him:
“I come to look for the girl in order to marry her.” A minister of the king said:
“Ah Tamba! You, such a worthless fellow, you come to look for this woman?” Tamba said:
“I shall marry her, she is my wife.”
Hunger was heavy upon a servant of the king, and Tamba took out rice, and gave it to him. When the servant
had eaten, he went to Mr. Tamba, and went and named to him the things which were within the amulet; and they
went to sleep.
*
In the morning they went and sat down to talk about the marriage. The father of the woman asked Tamba:
“Do you want the damsel? Name the thing which is within the amulet.” Tamba said:
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“I know it; but I do not dare to name it.” The fatber said again:
“Name them, it is of no consequence.” He said:
“I will.” Tamba said:
“The hair of the Master, when he was a young child formerly, and his navel-string, and his nails; these things
are within the amulet.” As Tamba spoke, the minister said:
“You tell a lie.” And he took him, and chained him. And the king said:
“Well, my pipe was once lost on the grass-field; if you do find it, you shalt marry the woman.” Tamba said:
“Yes, I shall find it.” And as he went to the grass-field, he happened to meet the Grass-cutter, who asked him:
“Where are you going, Tamba?” He said:
“I go to look for the pipe of the king, it was once lost.” The Grass-cutter said:
“Wait for me; I shall fetch it for you.”
He went and fetched it, and gave it to Tamba. Tamba carried the pipe to the king. But the minister said:
“You tell a lie, it is not this.”
And he seized him, and caused them to beat him. The king said:
“Let him go.”
They let him go. And the king said again:
“My cymbal was once lost in the sea; if you find it, I shall give you the woman.” Tamba said:
“I shall find it.” Tamba left, and happened to meet the Alligator; he said:
“Tamba, what is the matter?” He said:
“I go to find the cymbal of the king, which was formerly lost in the sea.”
The Alligator departed directly, and went and found it, and gave it to Tamba. Tamba brought it to the king, and
came and gave it to him. The minister said:
“Ah, a bad person! Let them drive him away!” The king said;
“No, I do not drive him away.” The king said again:
“Tamba, as regards my rice the children have mixed it with penne-seed; when you have taken out the penneseed from the rice, you shall marry the damsel.” Tamba said:
“I will, I shall take it out.” Tamba said,
“Let them bring the rice.”
They brought it. He sat down in the house, and was taking out the rice from the penne-seed. As he was doing
this work, the Ants came, they were numerous, and they asked Tamba:
“What are you doing here?” Tamba said:
“The king gave me this work, that I might take out the rice from this penne-seed.” The Ants said:
“Sit down, and wait for us.”
Presently they had taken out the rice from all the penne-seed; the clean rice in one basket, and the penne-seed
into another basket. Tamba took these two baskets, and went and put them before the king, and said:
“I have done.” The minister said:
“Tamba is a bad man, let them cut his throat.” They took him, and beat him, and chained him.
*
The king told his four wives, and said: “Depart, and go and scoop water for me; I want to bathe.”
They and another girl went, making five. When they went, the Cerastes stung all of them—except the girl he
did not sting her. The girl ran, and came and told the king, saying:
“The Cerastes has stung all the young women at the brook.”
They left, and went to fetch them, and brought them. No one knew the medicine to cure them; they had all
fainted, and lay down. The king said:
“Let them call Tamba, he is clever.” They called Tamba; he came, and the king said to him:
“Tamba, look at my wives, they are dying; the Cerastes stung them; do you know the medicine for it?” Tamba
said:
“I know.” The king said again:
“Make me the medicine.” Tamba said:
“Let them go and look for the brains of a deceitful person; with them I must make it; and directly they will get
up again.” The king said:
“I agree to it.”
He took an iron bar, and knocked a minister on the head with it; the brains came out, they took them, and gave
them to Tamba; he took them, and mixed them with the medicine. He gave it to one woman, and she got up. The
king said:
“Go on for me, my friend!” Tamba said again:
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“Get me the brains of a deceitful person, these are finished.”
The king made them knock again another minister on his head; the brains came out, they gave them to Tamba;
he took them, and put them into the medicine for another woman; and she got up also. The king said again:
“My friend, now heal quickly my two wives, who are left.” Tamba said again:
“Let them bring the brains of a deceitful person.”
He knocked again another minister, they took out his brains, they gave them to Tamba; and he took them, and
put them into the medicine and gave it to the two women who were left. They got weIl directly, and got up. But
the other ministers of the king, who were left, fled, and went away.
When the ministers who were left had fled and gone away; the king took out clothing, and gave it to Tamba; he
gave him also the damsel, for whom he came formerly to obtain her. The king also took some neigboring yard in
his town, and gave it to Tamba. He also took two slave-towns, with all the slaves, and gave them to Tamba; and he
also became a great gentleman.
And the king got old; when he had grown old thus, he gave Tamba his country, and said to his people:
“When I am dead, Tamba—him you must make king.”
When the king came to die, they took the kingdom, and gave it to Tamba; and he also got again power, and
property, more than the former king.
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290.100 Excerpt from West African Countries And Peoples: “Description Of The Original And Uncivilized
State Of The Native Tribes”\fn{by James Africanus Beale Horton (1835-1883)} Gloucester Village, Western Area Rural
District, Western Area, Sierra Leone (M) 5\fn{ The following observations were made by James Horton in his book published in
1868. In what follows I have reproduced what footnotes there are—and I have subdivided his text (though without distrbing its sequence)
into its consituent thought-units, reflecting the author’s abrupt changes: H }

1
The hypothesis based on the ingenious demonstrative analogies of the manners, customs, and tenets of the inhabitants at present occupying this globe, as compared with those of a few centuries ago, may be safely regarded
as a truism, viz., that mankind by the knowledge of metallurgy and other useful arts emerge from a primitive state
of barbarism, and have gradually brought to themselves the benefits of a civilized life.
Of this primitive state or mythic epoch but little is furnished us in history, and very little is actually known; but
from analogical references we are led to believe the speculative traditions of the ancient Romans,\fn{ Æschylus
Promethius Unbound 451-515; Diodorus, Bibliotheca Historica I:8; Lucian, Amores, c. 33, 34} that “mankind, as the state of
political community now exists, advance from a rude and helpless state to the formation of political society”; and
entirely disapprove of the Greek mythological legend,\fn{ Hesiod, Works and Days, 109; Ovid, Metamorphoses I, 88-112}
that “mankind emerge from a state of innocence and bliss”.
Bearing in mind the foregoing, it will be my province to prove the capability of the African for possessing a
real political Government and national independence; and that a more stable and efficient Government might yet
be formed in Western Africa, under the supervision of a civilized nation, in conformity with the present Resolution of the Committee of the House of Commons.
In viewing the map of West Africa, and tracing out those political communities which are not due to the agency of more civilized politicians, we affirm that there are amongst them fixed and established Govern ments,
although rude and barbarous; that the obedience to the supreme power in many cases is implicit, the right of property is enforced by adjudicature; and, although the power of the supreme head has been used with extreme despotism, as in Dahomey and Ashantee,\fn{ Now part of Ghana} yet still it is as truly a political Government as that of
France or England.
By nature the African is a social being, possessing the capacity of commanding and obeying, and that type of
improvement which advances as the reason is cultivated, which are the essential elements both of a political
Government and a political community; and therefore Africans bear no relation whatever to those gregarious
species of animals—apes, monkeys, &c.—to which some fantastic writers have likened them.
Examining Western Africa in its entirety, we find it to be composed of a number of political communities, each
ruled by a national Government, formed in many cases of distinct nationalities occupying determined terri-tory;
but some national communities are broken up into innumerable fractional sections, governed by rebel chiefs, or
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satraps; others depend upon a political body whose sovereign chief rules over life and property; and others, again,
are under well-regulated civilized government.
But in order to develop among these different nationalities a true political science, it is necessary that the inhabitants should be made acquainted with the useful arts, and the physical conditions which influence other more
civilized and refined political Governments.
2
What, it may be asked, are the different forms of government now in existence on the West Coast of Africa?
The two principal forms are the monarchical and the republican.
In the purely native community we observe the recognition of power, in many cases, vested in a single individual, variously called by the different tribes, but to which we apply the name of basileus, or king; surrounded by
a number of headmen, who pledge themselves to do his will. Some of these basileus, such as those of Ashantee
and Dahomey, have implicit power over life and property, and therefore are held in dread by their subjects. Of the
tribes who are governed by these autocrats we may well apply the language of Merivale,\fn{History of the Romans Under the Empire II, 141} when speaking of the Asiatic races, that “they have acquiesced in their own immemorial despotisms to which they have been abandoned. To them the names of liberty and equality, invoked in turn
by their neighbors, are unintelligible; their sympathies are centred always in men, and not in government”.
A desperate and successful warrior, such as an Ovoosookorkor, a Mahbah, and a Gezo,\fn{ Ghezo, King of Dahomey, present-day Benin, 1818-1858} commanded all their devotions, and for them the “foundation of laws lay in the
bosom of the autocrat”.
Among other political native communities we find that in some the form of government resembles very closely
a limited monarchy—in others a democracy, in which all the caboceers or head men stand almost on equal terms.
Among those tribes who are goaded with religious tenets and infinitesimal rites and ceremonies, who believe
implicitly in the supernatural powers of their fetish and medicine man, whom they suppose to have the power of
communicating with the world of spirits, and using their agency in human affairs, the population are subject to a
spiritual despotism not easily comprehended by civilized nations.
In matters of great interest, in many cases a whole nation assemble together for deliberation; but the counsels
of the aged, from their experience, especially when backed by previous sage advice and reputation of wis dom, a
sober and thoughtful deportment, and a vigorous and energetic character, generally decide the will of the multitude.
The authority of a chief is hereditary, but this hereditary descent differs materially from that in civilized
countries; the individual to whom the succession falls being, not the eldest son of the chief, but the son of his
sister; and this is accounted for by the plurality of wives which each man maintains. But men who have shown
themselves to possess great tact, courage, and strength in time of war, although they might have been originally
slaves, may in time of peace arrogate to themselves such predominant influence, that they soon create themselves
chiefs (such as the present King of Denkera on the Gold Coast).
Not being acquainted with letters, they have no history, and are absolutely ignorant of events for any long
period beyond the memory of their head men; successive events once out of sight are for ever lost; they pass away
like the spectres in a phantasmagoria, leaving no other trace behind them than a dreamy recollection of some
distant circumstances that had taken place.
They satisfy the curiosity of their generation by the aged among them giving the oral narration of legendary
tales, heroic myths, vague traditions, &c., descriptive of deeds of wonder at an uncertain and undated antiquity,
and which forms the only channel by which their “thoughts can be transmitted from one country and one age to
another”.
Not knowing anything of the useful arts, their Governments are feeble and unenterprising, and their military
organization impotent and inefficient; amongst the higher classes in some of them the head wives occupy important positions in the domestic circle, whilst all the other women occupy a degraded position.
Proper legislative science is entirely unknown to them; they possess no means by which a continuous and
profitable revenue can be brought into their imperial coffers; no proper determination of political causes, and,
consequently, no established principle which might be made to form a guide to the Legislature in the making of
new laws or the alteration of old ones, and thus for ages they have shown no improvement in the executive
administration; and possess no proper legal status, and no generalized principle of international law.
There is an entire absence of any domestic history amongst them. By them a society is never contem plated,
either in its constituent elements or mutual relations; in its private recesses or habitual intercourses. A fact, an
anecdote, a speech, or remark, which would illustrate the condition of the common people, or of any rank subordi23

nate to the highest, is considered too insignificant to intrude upon a relation which concerns only grandees and
ministers, thrones and imperial powers.
Some towns there are which are governed entirely by chiefs, who exercise an uncertain rule over the inhabitants—who are regarded more as a father of the community than a political head; some of them are nomadic in
their nature, but others constitute themselves into a political society of the most primitive order. The Bakalai tribe,
for example, are particularly distinguished for their roving character, and this is principally caused by their great
fear of death. “They never stay long in one place. A Bakalai village is scarcely built—often the plantations have
not borne fruit the first time—when they feel impelled to move. Then everything is abandoned; they gather up
what few stores of provisions they may have, and start off, often for great distances, to make, with infinite pains, a
new settlement, which will be abandoned in turn; sometimes after a few months, though occasionally they remain
a year or two, and even more, in the same place.” In localities where they can carry out commercial speculations
they remain for a few years, but yielding at times to their natural propensity they shift from one place to another
about one or two miles distant.
*
With those in this primitive state of ignorance and poverty we observe their chief occupation to consist in the
cultivation of a small plot of ground, where they plant various species of cereals, besides squash, casada, pumpkins, yams, sweet potato, and several sorts of edible fruits.
Not being in connexion with civilized nations, their agricultural instruments consist of large shells, sharpened
sticks, or rude iron hoes, all consequently of a barbarous nature.
They make baskets and mats from the fibre and hard outer-covering of the bamboo.
Their dress is very scanty, and in many instances consists of a small piece of plaited straw placed as a frontal
covering.
They know no intoxicating liquor except the palm wine, the product of nature, after it has been kept for several
hours to undergo fermentation; they amuse themselves by rude dances, consisting of severe athletic pantomimic
gymnasium, performed with the hands and feet, accompanied with the clapping of hands, and rude dramatic recitations of the bystanders, or musicians.
They carry on warfare with clubs, bow and arrows, and stones, and their system always is to surprise their
enemy. Each warrior and hunter (in some cases) manufactures for himself his weapons and his imple ments; his
war-clubs of hard and heavy wood, wrought and ornamented with great ingenuity; his bows shaped and polished;
his arrows pointed with flints, shells, or sharp bones, which serve as cutting instruments.
They reckon by the number of the “moon”, and by the occurrence of some remarkable events; they fell large
trees by fire, and in all things exhibit great rudeness and extreme simplicity.
Some, such as the Fans, show considerable ingenuity in the manufacture of iron.
In their country, interior of the Gaboon, iron ore is found in considerable quantity, cropping out at the surface.
To obtain the iron, they “build a huge pile of wood, heap on this a considerable quantity of the ore broken up, then
come with more wood”, and apply fire to the whole; wood is continually being thrown into it until the ore becomes fluid, when it is allowed to cool down, and cast iron is obtained.
To temper and make it malleable, “they put it through a most tedious series of heating and hammerings, till at
last they turn out a very superior article of iron and steel”, which is much better than the trade quality brought out
from Europe. Of this they make their knives, arrowheads, and swords.
They reverence their charms and fetishes, and believe in witchcraft; some are cannibals, and others make very
disagreeable enemies, by being very energetic, warlike, fierce, and possessing great courage and ingenuity.
Among those tribes who have made some onward step in the career of civilization we observe that agriculture
is supported by regular labours at the proper season, the produce of which they bring to Euro pean markets, to exchange for useful implements, cotton goods, and rude luxuries; they weave a kind of cotton or fibre cloth, which
they employ as wearing apparel and for exportation, and some of it is much prized, even by Europeans, for the
dexterity of the workmanship; and a particular rough kind (Bandy cloth) forms an important medium of commerce in Western Africa.
The inhabitants collect themselves in large and populous towns, with the idea of strengthening their powers of
defence, as in Abeokuta. Some, as the Fantees (Cromantees), in whose region gold forms the medium of commerce, are fully aware of its value, and possess a knowledge of the means of working it into various trinkets and
articles of domestic importance.
*
In war they have some knowledge of pitched battles, but the great point in their tactics in war is to take their
enemies by surprise; each warrior carries his own provisions, consisting of the production of the land; they possess no commissariat, but are allowed by the chieftain to go out foraging in the enemies’ country.
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They employ guns and powder, cutlasses and swords, and are very furious in their first attacks, killing every
one before them, women and children not excepted. After this impulsive passion in attack has been satiated, the
women are taken prisoners, and if attractive are received in the domestic circles as wives; the men and children
are held in slavery, and in some instances the lives of the former are terminated by a horrible death.
They consider war as the most honourable and glorious occupation for men, and they carry it on in the hope of
conquest and plunder, or for revenge. The heads of the great chiefs who may be slain are carried on poles as trophies of war. Among the Ashantees, when a chief is killed in war his body is buried in a selected and marked spot,
concealed from their enemies, and on their return they exhume the body, well wash it, and carry it to the territorial
mausoleum. If they return from a successful expedition, they are met and escorted to its\fn{ The exhumed body’s:H}
last home by the women and children, singing songs of praise, glory, and welcome.
*
Fishing and hunting form also a part of their pursuits, and in many cases they excel in these to an appreciable
degree.
In North-Western and Central West Africa, the regions of the Gambia and Sierra Leone (as also in Dahomey),
the inhabitants are accustomed every summer to set fire to the bush, and thus consume the grass and underwood,
giving the country an open appearance.\fn{ “The burning of the grass in Mandingo,” says Mungo Park, “exhibits a scene of terrific
grandeur. In the middle of the night I could see the plains and mountains, as far as my eyes could reach, variegated with lines of fire; and
the light reflected on the sky made the heavens appear in a blaze. In the daytime pillars of smoke were seen in every direction, while the
birds of prey were observed hovering round the conflagration, and pouncing down upon the snakes, lizards, and other reptiles which attempt to escape the flames. The annual burning is soon followed by a fresh and sweet verdure, and the country is thereby rendered more
healthy and pleasant.”} But in other parts there are large dense forests, impenetrable to man, and with difficulty pene-

trable to the larger quadrupeds.
Some of the languages of the tribes are harsh and guttural, such as the Jollofs and Calabars; other are soft and
mellowy, as the Mandingo, Teminemeh, and Fantee; and others again are palatal, as the Accra, Awoonah, and Dahomey.
The trading propensity is most extensively developed among every tribe; in their native state money, as a coin,
is unknown to them; in many places cowrie shell is the prevailing medium—as from Accra to the Niger; in Bonny
and Calabar, iron bar; in the Gambia and Senegal and the Casamangs, native-made cloth, called bandy cloth; in
Fantee, Bassa Abanta, Apollonia, Ashantee, and Soosoo, gold; in some places, however, domestic slaves form the
principal article of barter.
*
Although advanced to some degree of civilization, some of these tribes indulge in witchcraft and various su perstitious rites and ceremonies. The sickness of a chief might lead to the death of many harmless persons; a pro fessed sorcerer is summoned to find the cause or the individual who has bewitched him; this he does by inspecting
the inside of a mystic fowl, which has been killed and split into two parts. Blackness or blemish about the wing is
supposed to denote treachery in children or kinsmen; in the backbone, it convicts mother and grandmother; in the
tail, it accuses the wives; and in the thighs, the concubines; in the shank or feet, it condemns the common slaves.
Some are so entirely dominated by the superstitious ideas of their country that even after they have been for years
under Christian teaching and civilizing re-agents, they look back with a sort of veneration and fear on some of the
heathenish customs of their fatherland.
In these semi-savage countries the inhabitants believe that the religious devotees are in league with disem-bod ied spirits, who transfer to them such supernatural powers that they are recognized by everyone to have the good
fortune of weaving the web of human fate; and these pretenders carry themselves with such striking dignity of
look and action, such undoubting confidence, at the same time evincing such strength of language and energy of
purpose, that these weak-minded people are involuntarily compelled to cherish a deep veneration for those preten sions to supernatural knowledge, and always to hold them in reverential awe.
In those places where religion and knowledge have made some progress, as in the seacoast towns of a part of
the Gold Coast, these devotees are regarded with hatred and horror, but in those parts where a higher degree of
knowledge is attained, they are regarded in the true light of imposters, and expelled wheresoever they come with
their pretensions.
*
Polygamy is very common among all the population who can afford it; marriage is a sort of contract, by which
the father or parent receives a certain amount for the daughter, who at first meets with a great deal of attention and
fondling, and in a few months sinks into the state of a domestic slave.\fn{ “The Fan marriages,” says Du Chaillu (Adventures in Equatorial Africa, 86), “are very rude, but are an occasion of great jollity. Of course the husband has to buy his wife, and the
shrewd father makes a bargain with him as well as he can, putting on a good price if the man's love is very ardent … When a wedding is in
prospect, the friends of the happy couple spend many days in obtaining and laying in great stores of provision, chiefly smoked elephant

25

meat and palm wine. They engage hunters to keep up the supply, and accumulate enough to feed the great numbers who are expected to
come. When all is ready, the whole town assembles, and without any ceremony, but merely as a public sale, as it were, the father hands his
daughter to her husband, who has generally already paid her price.” }

Some of the tribes are subject to violent gusts of temper, but are plain and open-hearted, such as the Egboes,
along the banks of the Niger; whilst others, such as the Yorubas, have a happy power of exercising a strict command over their passions.
As a rule, the tribes in Western Africa are very hospitable to strangers, generous, sociable, and obliging; in
some cases honest, harmless, faithful, kind, and affectionate to each other, and would, if needs be, share their last
meal with a companion,\fn{Lawrence, in his Lectures delivered in the Royal College of Surgeons, says: “Many of the dark races, although little civilized, display an openness of heart, a friendly and generous disposition, the greatest hospitality, and an observance of the
point of honour, according to their own notions, from which nations more advanced in knowledge might often take a lesson with advantage.
They possess a natural goodness of heart and warmth of affection.” | “The negroes,” says Adamson, in his visit to Senegal in 1754, “are so ciable, humane, obliging, and hospitable, and they have generally preserved an inestimable simplicity of domestic manners. They are distinguished by their tenderness for their parents, and great respect for the aged; a patriarchal virtue which, in our days, is too little known.” |
“The feelings of the negroes,” says a French writer (Hist. des Antilles 483), “are extremely acute. According to the manner in which they
are treated they are gay or melancholy, laborious or slothful, friends or enemies. When well fed and not maltreated they are contented, joy ous, and ready for every engagement, and the satisfaction of their mind is painted in their countenance. Of benefits and abuses they are ex tremely sensible, and against those who injure them they bear a mortal hatred. On the other hand, when they contract an affection to a mas ter, there is no office, however hazardous, which they will not boldly execute to demonstrate their zeal and attachment. They are naturally
affectionate, and have an ardent love for their children, friends, and countrymen. The little they possess they freely distribute among the ne cessitous, without any other motive than that of pure compassion to the indigent.” } but in many cases they are tyrannical to their

slaves. Many of them, the Egboes and Mandingoes for example, will never forget kindness of benefits, but will
never forgive an injury done them.
The women work hard in the field and in selling, and they are the great supporters of the domestic circle. Divorce is at the pleasure of the husband; if the wife divorce herself, her parents are required to return the pur-chase
money or dowry given to them at marriage. Their wives and slaves are in some cases their only property, a man’s
standing being estimated by the number of his wives.
The Mohammedan portion have rude mosques for the celebration of their religious ceremonies, while others
resort to dark groves and thick forests.
Some of the tribes make canoes from the trunk of the silk cotton-tree, the bombax, which they hollow out and
afterwards burn; those on the river Gambia make their canoes out of the mahogany tree, which is very strong and
durable, resisting the action of the powerful rays of the sun, which, with the effects of the water, easily destroys
other boats.
They mould their rude cooking utensils—water-pot, plates, and dishes—from the clay of the land, and cut out
their spoons and combs from different kinds of wood.
The unmarried women in some countries, as from the Gold Coast to the Gaboons, are allowed with little or no
restraint to follow the bent of their inclination; in other parts they are tolerably continent. The male sex are by no
means remarkable for continence, which cannot be expected in places where domestic slavery is in vogue. The
men having so many wives do not show a very profound liking for their children, but the affection of the mother
is unbounded.
Personal cleanliness is a chief trait in the character of most tribes; gambling forms part of the amusement of
some; they practise several athletic games, such as wrestling, boxing, and running for sport and exercize.
In some tribes they build large stockades of wood or mud, which on examination exhibit undeni able evidence
of design and labour.
After the death of a near relative, in some tribes, there is great moaning, weeping, and lamentation; but among
others, as is the practice on the Gold Coast, as soon as the funeral party returns from the graveyard they are re galed with champagne and other wines and with spirits; a dancing party is invariably given, either in the same
evening or a few days afterwards, in the house of the deceased, the chief mourner being the chief dancer.
In a few isolated spots the chastity of the young female is carefully watched by the priests of the country, and
the girls are known by peculiar names; in the Sherbro and Quiah countries they are called “Boondoo girls”, and in
Adogme and Crobboe “Fetish girls”. They are kept under strict surveillance, no intrusion is permitted; a discovery
of any irregularity is attended with a heavy fine, slavery, or even death on the part of the male. After remaining for
some years, varying from two to six, certain rites are performed by the priests, and they are then allowed to return
to their homes.
In some countries, such as Ningo and Prampram, there is an annual custom which is practised for a week; dur ing this period the most sacred matrimonial bond can with impunity be invaded by any man, even before the eyes
of the husband, who dares not make the least remonstrance.
At this period free licence is given to every man and woman, except the Fetish girls, and the most horrible
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abominations are continually being practised.
90.208 Shadow Of Darkness\fn{by Adelaide Casely-Hayford (1868-1959)} Freetown, Western Area Urban District,
Western Area, Sierra Leone (F) 3
“He is called Shadow of Darkness, for he is as powerful as the darkness: his temple is evil as a spirit of darkness: his pelt is the color of darkness. He has on his forehead a white triangular spot, on his back an eagle, and a
beetle hump is under his tongue.”
Thus spoke Jalona, the Fullah lad, the youngest herdsman of the group, his thin, handsome face quivering in
the light of the camp fire. His pale copper color was a strange contrast to the almost black skin of his confederates. His chest, which gave promise of great breadth in manhood, rose and fell with pride. His lids drew down
over his proud eyes, revealing the long lashes which swept his cheeks like a woman’s, as he traced an idle scrawl
in the sand.
The silence was broken only by the crackling of the twigs. Jalona stirred uneasily; he knew that each time he
mentioned his bull, his companions seethed with jealousy; yet, because the tongue speaks involuntarily the
thoughts most constant in the brain, the love most dominant in the breast of arrogant youth, he could never refrain
from mentioning his bull when he spoke.
Sori, the sullen, evil-eyed Mandingo, clenched his right hand slowly till the muscles stood out like corded
whips; his eyes filled with blood; he could almost feel Jalona’s throat under the pressure of his hand.
Musa, wooly-headed and thick set, grinned broadly, showing his strong white teeth, and his black eyes
gleamed with merriment. His high cheekbones and prominent lips indicated his pure Negro blood.
“Truly, he has a right to be proud of his Shadow of Darkness. Were it mine, the earth itself would be too small
for me to sit on.” He poked the embers vigorously and did not see the gleam of gratitude Jalona gave him.
“Yes! But Shadow of Darkness is not the only bull in the world. My Brown Laddie is as good a bull any day;
broader at chest and larger in the hams.
“But it’s a camel-cow, it’s got a hump,” cut in Boma, the Wangara. He had turned cattle thief through sheer
mischief, not necessity.
“Every cow has a hump, you fool. Bring your little measly cow out. Let me see if it hasn’t,” he challenged.
“Now, children, children, don’t squabble,” quavered the oldest hustler of the gang. “Do you want the patrol to
get us, so that we crawl to prison with broken heads, whilst our cows and sheep fill their bellies?”
The words were scarcely out of his mouth when Musa, who had stretched his cramped limbs, started with a
little cry of fear. With outstretched arm, he pointed straight in front of him. All of them scrambled to their feet,
except the old man who carefully extinguished the fire, and taking out a knife began to cover up all traces of it.
“Perhaps it is only bush meat moving,” whispered Jalona, contemptuously.
“No, I distinctly saw the gleam of brass buttons. They are coming! The patrol has spotted us!” They quickly
cast lots as to who should go on with the cattle.
“Each man one bundle,” warned the old Pa. “And one drink of water.” They snatched up the bundles and then
there was silence. Like one man, they sank flat on their stomachs and began crawling along towards their different
animals, each with its own call upon his lips. The main thing was to collect them silently, and drive them on ahead
with one man, then run for it.
Jalona’s heart thumped against his ribs as he crawled along. He had refused to tether Shadow of Darkness. He
had always give him more freedom than the others accorded\fn{ The text has: according to.} theirs. He went back to
their last drinking place. If he cold reach his bull before the patrol startled him they would all be safe; but if once
he gave vent to his terrible roar, all the rest of the cattle would stampede with him.
“Shadow of Darkness,” called Jalona clearly. “Come, I am calling!”
The beautiful bull raised his head quickly, his whole frame quivering in ecstasy, whilst gracefully and quickly
he trotted up the river bank, his coat dripping with water; two heifers who had followed him ambled in his wake.
Jalona saw him start at a quick pace, moving through the mango trees. He gasped with relief. But a moment
later cold fear crept up his spine, as the bull, scenting the wind, hesitated, threw back his head and stood still in
perplexed uncertainty.
He was too far away to catch his master’s scent, for the wind was blowing towards the patrol, and he had lost
the direction of his master’s voice.
The sweat broke out in little beads on Jalona’s forehead. The air was so still that even his first call had echoed
and re-echoed. Now that the pursuing party were nearer he dare not call again. They would head straight for the
camp. They would catch Shadow of Darkness or startle him into a full gallop towards the camp. They would be
shot down like squirrels. The minutes crawled by like hours as he wriggled stealthily onwards, with nothing but
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grass around him, so that he dare no break cover until the mangoes were reached. He became frantic.
Suddenly he lost his head and jumped up, cupping his mouth with both hands.
“This way, men,” motioned the captain of the patrol about half a mile off. “We’ve got them trapped.”
“Shadow!” Jalona never finished the sentence, for a hand was clapped over his mouth.
“You fool!”
His nostrils reeked with the smell of Sori’s stale garments as they went down together.
“We want to live, if you don’t, damn you. All the others have gone—Musa is on ahead with the cattle. You
must leave Shadow of Darkness behind.”
Only the last phrase filtered into Jalona’s half-stunned mind.
“Never,” he resolved.
He lay quite still under his enemy, concentrating mind and strength, for now he realized that Sori’s grip meant
murder. He had no intention of Jalona regaining his bull, or living to tell how he had been maliciously cheated of
him—especially now that chance had given him an opportunity of feeling the long, slim throat beneath his
fingers. A little more pressure—slowly—slowly, and then …
There was a sudden convulsion beneath him and the limp brown body became quite suddenly a wriggling
venomous mass, also striking to kill.
The surprise threw Sori off his guard and the two were rolling over and over, first one on top, then the other,
each persistently seeking the other’s throat.
Jalona felt his strength oozing; though he was a healthy lad, he was no match for a seasoned wrestler of thirty,
out to kill.
His breath came in agonizing gasps, jerked out of his body again and again by the huge pounding blows that
fell mercilessly like a flail all over his lacerated limbs.
“Shadow of Darkness,” he shrieked in agony. Gradually his grip became loose. A ton of lumbering brute force
was pounding its way towards the two fighters.
A low bellow rumbled in its throat. Shadow of Darkness had found his master.
Sori fought and tore at the light brown hands that clung with the last tenacity that comes before unconsciousness.
The furious bull reared its head for a charge. There was a piercing scream; the patrol men stopped in their
tracks as a gibbering man was tossed out of the grass in a heap into their ranks.
“Handcuff him, you two, and keep guard.” The others advanced.
Shadow of Darkness licked his master’s face and hands, but he did not move. He lowed piteously, but Jalona
failed to respond.
Suddenly he became aware of thudding feet, and instinct warned him of danger; yet he deliberately lumbered
in the opposite direction and broke into the clearing.
With a shout the patrol men were after him; bullets whizzed about.
“Don’t shoot, you fools.” A bullet grazed his side. He roared in anger and turned suddenly. “He’s a beauty. Get
him alive. Rope him, you six, the others forward—find the thieves!”
One man was gored to death, two badly wounded and three of the six were hurt before shadow of Darkness
was finally captured. The rest of the patrol men passed within a few inches of Jalona. But being unconscious, he
made no sound or movement, and so remained undiscovered.
*
“But what made you think of coming back?” asked Jalona for the seventh time. He was propped up inside a
native hut, his head and side bandaged and a coal pot burning beside him.
“We heard the shouts on vulture ridge,” said Musa. “Pa began to count us. Sori and you were missing.”
“‘Sounds as if they have got ‘em,’ mumbled Pa, casually. ‘Of course, it is a life and death game. Sorry about
the lad, though, he is a nice little chap. Of course, you know the hustler law—every one for himself and God for
us all—except when we cast lots.’”
“I made up my mind then to return and search for you. You were pretty well messed up, but I found you just in
time.”
“Is Sori alive?”
“Yes, but I’m not sure how long his sentence is. He is in prison.”
“Shadow of Darkness?” Jalona’s voice trembled. Weakly, he brushed away the tears that had filled his eyes.
“He is safe. I think he is in their patrol pen. The white heads intend to keep him and cross breed him. So he is
quite safe.”
“Could we catch up with\fn{The text lacks: with.} the rest of the party, musa?”
“Well—er—do we want to?”
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Both pondered over that point; and suddenly burst out laughing when they found that neither of them wished
to.
“When I am well—we will recover Shadow of Darkness. Then, Musa, I am wondering whether I should give
him to you.”
“Don’t be a fool, Jalona, he’s worth a thousand. There are some things I would like to know, though. Where he
came from and how you got him?”
“Fiction and truth are equally mixed in his history,” Jalona began. “He is of a sacred line from Egypt, by the
waters of the Nile. Bata, our father, gave his ancestor to the Priest of Osiris and was rewarded with gifts of gold.
His calf, a beautiful black and white heifer, guarded and matured by my very great grandparents, was mated with
an all-black bull, and again the young bull was as his grandfather, with a white star on his forehead, the eagle on
his back and the hump of a beetle under his tongue.
“So the centuries waned and passed until the Fullahs wandered down that way and the Egyptian dynasty
crumpled. A big chief took to him the bull worship also; so thus the sacred breed was preserved. My grandfather
was a rich cattle owner, and sold all when he got into debt, except the mother of Shadow of Darkness, an all-black
heifer. My father inherited her, and as my mother died at my birth and I had no brothers or sisters, my father
bequeathed her to me. Shadow of Darkness was born shortly afterwards. He is my only possession, and I named
him Shadow of Darkness, for the day after he was born my father was killed in a skirmish. He was with me in my
darkest hours, and he shadowed and followed me about like a child. I fed him with my own hand. Now I intend to
take him to the West Coast\fn{Of Africa.} because I can never part from him.”
*
“Seen the bull we caught the other day, Frank?” queried a young officer of the French patrol at mess.
“No, worth looking at?”
“Perfect beauty! Haven’t seen anything like it; jet black pelt, perfect head and horns; such breadth across the
shoulders; I don’t know how he got here at all.”
“Come outside, massa! Sentry want you!” a steward whispered.
Together the two friends rose and went out towards the cattle. A terrible lowing rent the air. There was a
squealing of pigs and the hens were cackling excitedly. The dogs barked and altogether there was a regular
pandemonium.
“What the hell is it about, Momodu?”
“That bull we caught last week go crazy, sir.”
Above the noise rose a clear, sad, sweet tenor.
Shadow of Darkness, listen I am calling.
Night comes upon us, heavy dew is falling.
You are powerful as the night!

With a terrific below, the black bull made another charge forward in an effort to burst his halter.
Your breath is sweet as the earth.
Your eye more gentle than a woman’s.
Your horn, the curved bows of two moons.

Wonderfully sweet and clear, and infinitely sad, rose Jalona’s voice.
“I think we’d better shoot him, or get him into a pen by himself,” suggested the French officer. He began to
issue commands to this effect, but the soldiers hung back afraid.
On your forehead is the star of morning,
On your back the eagle;
Under your tongue the hump of a beetle,
Beautiful bull from the line of Osiris.

Once again Shadow of Darkness charged; this time his halter snapped like thread, and he began pacing round
the enclosure, the other cattle rushing away from him.
Your feet are beautiful in strength,
Your voice is deep as the thunder.

High and plaintive, pleading and tender, vibrant with emotion, rose and fell the wailing chant of Jalona.
29

Listen I am calling, calling, calling.
Oh I need you; I am lonely.
Come to me quickly—Shadow of Darkness.

With an answering bellow, the bull cleared the five-foot pen and galloped into the darkness.
“Well I never!” gasped the officer.
By dawn, Musa, Jalona and Shadow of Darkness were far away, hiding in safety.
122.23 1. The Story Of Na Nyale 2. Why The Senior Wife Should Not Abuse Her Junior Co-Wives: Two
Folktales\fn{by Kenya Fina Marah (before 1970- )} Kondembaia, Koinadugu District, Northern Province, Sierra
Leone (F) 6
1
Once there was a very jealous chief. No man could reach his wives. So the wives decided upon a ruse. They
made several large raffia baskets and tied ropes to them. Then they hung them from the walls of the house.
Whenever they made ready to go to the farm, each wife would put her lover in one of those raffia baskets. She
would bind up the mouth of the basket and hang it on the wall. The women also prepared food and put food in the
baskets. Then they would go off to the farm to do the weeding. In the evening they would return to town with
their lovers.
This went on for some time. Then one day one of the wives, who was called Na Nyale, decided to leave her
lover behind in the farmhouse because he was too heavy to carry. The wives did not know that the chief was going
to visit them that day. Na Nyale had killed a chicken and prepared it well and left it for her lover. All the other
wives took their lovers in the raffia baskets to the place where they were going to be weeding that day. But Na
Nyale left her lover in the farmhouse.
No sooner had the woman left the farmhouse than the chief arrived. As he entered the house he saw that big
basket hanging there. He touched it and said,
“Eh, these women are amazing. What have they got in this huge basket? I am going to have a look inside.”
When the chief said that he was going to look inside it, the basket started shaking, shaking, shaking. He said,
“Eh, the basket is shaking! I must look into this.”
The basket shook twice. Then the chief took his machete and cut the rope. When the rope was cut, the basket
fell down, din. The basket said,
“Mm hmm.” The basket hummed. The chief said,
“Ah! So the basket can speak. I am going to open it this very day and see what is inside it.”
He took a knife and cut the rope from around the mouth of the basket. And who did he see? Fara Mara. Then
the chief said,
“Who is in this basket?” The man said,
“I am.” The chief said,
“Who are you?”
“I am Fara Mara,” said the man. Then the chief said,
“What did you come here to do?” The man said,
“God has destined that this happen.” The chief said,
“Well, God has indeed destined that something happen between us today. Get out so that I may kill you.” The
man said,
“Oh, chief, why don’t you just fine me. Whatever the amount, I will pay it.” The chief said,
“No, I must kill you.”
Fara Mara got out and the chief grabbed him. He put one foot on Fara Mara’s legs, put the other foot on his
hands. He took out his little knife and cut Fara Mara’s throat. When his throat was slit, Fara Mara’s blood
splashed onto a cassava plant. The blood splashed over the leaves. The cassava leaf then changed into a little Senegalese fire finch (tintingburuwe).
The fire finch flew to the part of the farm where the women were weeding to tell them what had happened. It
found that the women had partitioned the area. He stood a little way in front of Na Nyale, whose lover had been
killed. He stood there and sang:
Na Nyale, oh Na Nyale,
Na Nyale, oh Na Nyale
Ni i wara sole to mansa,
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Ni i wara sole to mansa
Wara Kemine ye m’bi yo,
oh Na Nyale
Na Nyale, oh Na Nyale
Na Nyala, oh Na Nyale
If you have left the basket, then the chief,
If you have left the basket, then the chief,
Has seen a man today,
Oh Na Nyale

Then Na Nyale said,
“Nnn, my companions, the bird is crying. I am not going to finish weeding my piece of ground. I am gone, I
am gone, oh. The bird is saying something to us.” The others said,
“All right, go. We will see you later.”
She hurried quickly down the hill and found herself at the farmhouse. But what did she see? She saw the basket on the floor, all the ropes cut from its mouth. Then she saw the chief and asked,
“Chief, what happened here?” The chief said,
“Whose basket was that?” The woman said,
“Mine.” The chief said,
“Are you the owner of it?” She said,
“Yes.” The chief said,
“Even of what was in it.” The woman said,
“Yes. But there is no need to be afraid. What did you do with it?” The chief said,
“Well, I have not left any man in my farmhouse. If I had found a man in the basket with the bones of a chicken, a pan with traces of palm oil on it, then it means that the food he eats is sweeter than the food I eat. And I
killed him.” The woman said,
“After you killed him, what did you do with him?” The chief said,
“After I killed him I burnt him and threw the ashes into the river.” The woman said,
“Into which river?” The chief said,
“The Seli.”
Then the woman started following the river downstream. But first she went to the town and got some money.
She said,
“Whatever befalls, if I do not see this man today I will not rest. I must find him.”
*
For two years she followed the river. She said that she had to find her lover. Wherever she stopped she would
find palm birds (legenu) in their nests. She would tell the birds to be quiet, that love is in the air and love is on the
ground, and is under the water. She would say,
“I am searching for my lover.”
I ya I moina, Para Mara, I ya I moina? Dondo
I ya I moi, dondo?
I ya saya soron n’de le fe
Dondooooo. Don.
Do you hear me, Fara Mara, do you hear me? All is quiet
Do you hear me, quietness?
You died because of me.
All is quiet. Quiet.

She heard nothing except her own voice. She would continue on her way. Wherever she stopped she sang the
same song by the riverside. For two years she followed the river, searching for her lover. Then, all the living
things of the river met together and said,
“The man who was killed and burnt and whose ashes were thrown into the river: whoever ate some should
bring it forth now. There is someone in search of him, so desperate that she cannot rest. All those who ate the
bones should regurgitate them. All those who ate the flesh should regurgitate it. All those who ate the eyes should
regurgitate them. And we should put all these parts together and make the man as he was.”
Then everyone brought forth the different parts. All those who could join the bones together came and joined
them. All those who could put the flesh on the bones came and did so. They put all the parts together. Then they
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asked who had taken the life (nie). The one who had taken the life said:
“I took the life.” They said,
“Well, go and get it.”
He went for the life. They told him to put the life back in the body. He did so.
Then they told the man that someone was looking for him and that the person was desperate to find him. At
that moment Na Nyale arrived at that spot. That place was so fear-inspiring that no one would ever venture there.
But, so desperate was this woman that she did not care. She stood there. She found the palm birds chattering. It
was very dense forest. She scattered some coins in the forest and said,
“All you bush spirits (nyenne) who live here, this is my gift to you. I am looking for someone, the person they
killed on account of me. If I do not find him I prefer to die by this river. I will never rest content.” She put some
coins along the riverbank and said,
“All living things, in the water and on the land, listen to me.”
Quietness was everywhere. She stood there and sang
I ya I moina, Para Mara, I ya I moina? Dondo
I ya I moi, dondo?
I ya saya soron n’de le fe
Dondooooo. Don.

The man sang in reply:
Ah, n’de Fara mara;
N’ya saya keni I le l le fe.
Dondo
Ah, I am Fara Mara.
I preferred death because of you.
All is quiet.

Then she jumped into the water—gbogbon. She said,
“He is here. No person knows my song but Fara Mara. He must be here.”
She leaped into the water. And she saw Fara Mara. Those who dwelt under the water looked after them for two
years. They were well fed and cared for. In the third year they were given a xylophonist. A horse was given to the
lover, and the woman was given two boxes of dresses. Then they were taken to the surface. The water creatures
said,
“Well, we have to tell you that when you return you should immediately find the man who killed you and take
your revenge. If you fail to do this, we will kill you. When you return you should ask for him and spend a night
lodged with him. The next morning, tell him you want to dance. Invite him to dance with you. Sit on your horse
and he will sit on his. As you dance, take your sword and cut off his head, thus paying him back in his own kind.
By cutting off his head you will satisfy us.”
The man and the woman said, “All right,” and they set off. In every town they reached they asked,
“Is that chief still there?” The people would say,
“What chief?”
“The chief that killed a man that year, the man who was hidden in a raffia basket on the farm.” Then the people would say,
“He is there.”
That is what they did until they reached the town where the chief lived. But they could not recognize the chief.
They asked,
“Is the chief still here?” The people said,
“What chief?”
“The chief that killed a man on the farm on account of his wife.” They said,
“Yes, he is here.” Then the man said,
“Well, he raised me so I have come to thank him.” The people said,
“He is here.” The man said,
“Well, will you show me the way to his luiye?”
They led him right into the chief’s house. They all looked at the two strangers. Then one of the chief’s wives
said,
“Eh! This man’s wife resembles Na Nyale, the one whose lover was killed by the chief. She looks like her.”
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She went and greeted her. But she said,
“I am not Na Nyale.” The other woman said,
“Well, people really can look alike!” She went away. But then she said,
“And the man looks like Fara Mara.”
The talk went on but the strangers said nothing. The man took £15 and gave it to the chief and said,
“You raised me. You have forgotten, but you did raise me.” (The chief did not know that a plot was being laid
against him, a way of getting him to do what the others wanted.) Then the woman gave two lapas and head ties to
each of the chief’s wives. Then they went to bed.
In the morning the man told the chief that he was going to offer a sacrifice because it had been a long time
since he had offered one. He said,
“I did not know that I would find my big man here.”
Then the chief mounted his horse. The man mounted his. The old women crowded around them, clapping, and
the jelibas were playing the xylophones. The man scattered coins on the ground. And people scrambled to get
them. Even Fara Mara’s mother did not recognize him. But he did not go to her place. The jelibas were playing.
Everyone was happy. But Fara Mara had a sword under his gown. He put his hand under his gown and grasped
the sword. He said,
“O God, I did not start this. I was killed by this man. I was burnt and my ashes thrown into the river. If all this
occurred, O God, help me take my revenge.”
As the chief passed him, he drew his sword and with one blow cut off the chief’s head. His head fell there. His
body fell there. There was a great commotion among the people. Everyone was crying. Fara Mara said,
“Heh, heh, heh, heh, everybody be quiet. Everyone can tell me soon why he or she is crying.” (A killer’s word
is always feared.) Then everyone fell silent.
Next day he sacrificed two cows, one for himself and the other for the dead chief. He became chief in that
town. All the chief’s wives became his wives. Therefore, be you a chief or kemine ghana,\fn{An unmarried young
man; an idler; a drifter; here meaning a commoner, someone of inconsequential status .} if you should find your wife with another
man, fine him but do not kill him. That is not customary. That is not what we have encountered.
And since these events took place a stop was put to it. Therefore no one does it now.
2
This narrative is about a chief and his baramuse.\fn{Senior wife.}
When a person is favored by life, he or she should not look down on other people or annoy them. If you are the
baramuse you should not blame your co-wives for everything that goes wrong in the household.
The women plotted against her. They met to conspire against their co-wife. They said,
“Companions, why don’t we plot the downfall of our co-wife?”
So they went to an old woman and told her that whenever something went wrong in the household the chief’s
baramuse would blame them and disgrace them. They said,
“We are fed up with being disgraced, so, grandmother, help us.”
The old woman told them to fetch some raffia and two blades of cutty-grass. They brought these things to her
and the old woman made them into something [a fetish]. The old woman said,
“Tell me the name of the baramuse.”
They gave her name. As the old woman made that fetish she called out the name of the baramuse. When it was
made, the old woman told them that one of them should take it and put it under a stone in the chief’s washing yard
so that when the chief bathed the next day the thing would talk to him as a human being talks. Then when the
chief asked who put it there it would point out the person and name no one else but the baramuse, since her name
had been put in the fetish. The women said,
“All right.”
They took it and one of them put it in the chief’s washing yard. The next morning the baramuse heated water
for the chief. She took the water to the wash yard. The chief went to have his bath. He took off his clothes. He
took the pan and dipped it in the water. As he splashed the water over himself the fetish began to sing:
N’ko i le Birisi Konde, n’to gbe de
I le Birisi Konde, n’to gbe de
N’ko ini m’bolo kone ke ma fele
Ini na tafe kela ke ma fele
I le Birisi Konde,’'ko n’de le nara i la
Nnnnn na, ko i Ie ma na na de, fe fe fe fe fe.
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I say you, Birisi Konde, look at me clearly
You, Birisi Konde, look at me clearly
I say you, look at my bracelet
May you look at my lapa
You, Birisi Konde, [they] say 1 brought you “Mother,”
I say that you did not bring me, at all at all at all at all at all.

The chief said, “Eh!” He could not even take his bath. He took his clothes quickly and went away. He ordered
that the big men of the town beat the drum. He said,
“There is something in my washing yard.”
They sounded the drum. Everyone went to the chief’s washing yard. They said to the chief,
“Well, you will have to call all your wives. This thing can talk, so it will point out the person who put it here.”
They searched for it, searched for it, searched for it, but they could not find it. At last a policeman lifted up a
stone and they saw it lying there. The man said,
“Chief, perhaps this is it.” They said,
“Put it down, then, and let us see it.” He put it down. They said,
“Perhaps it will talk.” Then the fetish became angry. They said,
“Let everyone stand still and listen to it. It will point out the person who brought it here. Whoever did not bring
it here, the fetish will not point her out.”
The women who had gone to the old woman went first. They whispered,
“If this thing points us out we are finished.” They whispered this. As each one stood before the fetish, it sang:
Nnnn na, n’ ko i le ma na na de,
Fe fe fe fe fe.
“Mother,” I say that you did not bring me,
At all at all at all at all at all.

All the women came, one after another, and the thing exonerated them. All the women who had brought it
there were exonerated. Then the baramuse’s lady-in-waiting came and stood there. She sang:
I le Birisi Konde, n’to gbe wa
N’ko ini n’de bolo la wodi felen de
Ini n’kun-na-yala ke he ma fele
I le Birisi Konde, ko n’de le nara i fa
You, Birisi Konde, look at me clearly
I say you, look at this, my own bracelet of white coins
May you all look at my head tie
You, Birisi Konde, [they] say I brought you.

The fetish sang:
Nnnn na, n’ko i le ma na na de,
Fe fe fe fe fe
“Mother,” I say that you did not bring me,
At all at all at all at all at all.

So the thing exonerated her. The people said,
“Baramuse, this matter is almost settled now. Everyone has come and the thing has said that they did not put it
here. Those that are from other houses and from other luiye have come. The thing has said that they did not put it
here. Now chief, your baramuse should come and justify herself.” The chief said,
“All right.”
(Before then the chief had sworn that he would burn the person who had brought that living thing and put it in
his washing yard. But no one should treat love lightly. If someone you love is guilty of some crime you will not
carry out the promised punishment).\fn{Thus implying that the chief’s love for his baramuse will make him go back on his
word.}
The baramuse came and stood there. She wore her finest shoes. She did not think that the thing would point
her out. She put on her white coin bracelets, her gold earrings, and gold necklaces. She dressed in all the fine
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clothes that her co-wives had never had. As she sang she took them off, piece by piece.
I le Birisi Konde, n’to gbe de
Ini n’kana-kone ke be ma felen de
Ini n’tolo-la-sene ke be ma felen de
I le Birisi Konde, ko n’de le nara i la.
You, Birisi Konde, look at me clearly
May you look at all my neck beads
May you look at all my gold earrings
You, Birisi Konde, [they] say I brought you.

The fetish sang:
Ehhhh na, ‘'ko i le le nara n’de la,
yeri Ie Ie Ie
Ehhhh, “mother,” I say it was you who brought me,
yeri te te te.

She said, “Eh!”
She tore the necklace from around her neck and went and took one of the other wives’ necklaces. She said,
“Well, perhaps it has pointed me out because I am dressed differently from my co-wives.”
So she put on some different clothes. She went back and stood in front of the fetish. She said,
“Well, I really must prove my innocence now. This is a false accusation. I did not bring this thing.” The people
said,
“You must try now. Many people have come and the thing has said that you brought it. Try again now.”
The woman sang:
I le Birisi Konde, n’to gbe de
Ini n’kana-kone ke be ma felen de
Ini n’tolo-la-sene ke be ma felen de
Ini n’sen-dl-sambara ke be ma felen de
I le Birisi Konde, ko n’de le nara i la.
You, Birisi Konde, look at me clearly
May you look at all my neck beads
May you look at all my gold earrings
May you look at my shoes
You, Birisi Konde, [they] say I brought you.

She sang this about four times but the thing still said that she had brought it. She sang it ten times but the thing
still said that she had brought it. Then the people said,
“Chief, this thing was not brought from afar. When you favor someone they will often do something that you
did not expect of them.” They sounded the drum once more. They said to the chief,
“Well, those who you thought were responsible, did they do it? They did not do it. The person who is closest to
you did it.” The chief bowed his head and said,
“Mmmm, I did not think this would happen.”
He got up and went straight to the woman. He took the gold earring from her right ear. He took the other
earring from her left ear. He took the gold necklace from her neck and the bracelets from her wrists. He said,
“Well, from today she is my baramuse no more.”
He sent her from the luiye and made another wife his baramuse.
The house was filled with people, and the chief and his new baramuse loved each other. Everything went
smoothly from that time on.
Therefore, if you are the baramuse never look down on your co-wives. That woman became despised by the
chief.
1920
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44.238 & 45.102 1. The Feud 2. Excerpt from Kossoh Town Boy: “Eden Discovered”\fn{by Raymond Sarif Easmon
(1913-1994)} Freetown, Western Area Urban District, Western Area, Sierra Leone (M) 15
1
Dreaming of her lover, Nenneh Touray smiled in her sleep. Even her slumbers were pervaded by a kind of
awareness that hers was no mean case of happiness: those days were the heydey of the West Indian Sugar Plantations; of the dreaded Middle Passage\fn{ A note reads: The part of the Atlantic Ocean between West Africa and the West Indies.
Many Africans, being transported to the slave markets of the New World, died during this part of the journey from disease and
maltreatment.} whose Nineteenth Century infamy was worldwide, and had even penetrated into native gossip so

deep in the West African hinterland; of intertribal wars to supply the slaves that made the sinews of an industry
wringing bitterness out of Africa to supply Europe with sweetmeats.
In spite of all this, Nenneh was not only on the free, African side of the great Ocean, but had that very night
been betrothed, in a style befitting an African princess, to the one man in the world she would have chosen for
husband.
The luckiest girl in the tribe! Yes, she realized, she was that, so soon to be the wife of her cousin, her hero, Luseni Touray. Even in her dream Luseni stood out so royally, a head taller than any man in any tribal assembly, a
warrior by necessity of the times, a leader born. Soon Nenneh’s smile changed to one of coyness as, in the disconnected way of dreams, the scene shifted to her bridal night; to the morning after, when, with processional song
and dance, with the rejoicing of the entire tribe, her maidenhood would be published to the world. That was the
red letter day of a Susu\fn{ A note reads: An African people dwelling between the Congo and the Upper Niger .} woman’s life,
cause worthy of festivity. Hence it was not at all strange in her dream that all Nenneh Touray’s friends and relatives were out in the town’s square dancing, while the tribal musicians—the Yalies\fn{ A note reads: A subordinate tribe
within Susu society, filling various menial occupations .}—played their balanyis\fn{A note reads: Lute-like stringed instruments.} so
gloriously that even the houses came forward from their foundations to gambol with the crowd.
Nenneh clung hard and, as things turned out, would gladly have clung forever to her dream. But she felt a sensation of discomfort that was soon sharply defined into the pain of someone smacking her very hard across the
face.
“Poreh, you accursed girl!” she cried in outrage, rubbing her cheek and sitting up in the bed. “How dare you!”
“Hurry, N’ga\fn{A note reads: “Mother,” a term of affection. With the diminutive it becomes N'gadee, “Little Mother.” } Nenneh!” the slave-girl shrieked through the gloom. “Hurry! The house is on fire.”
Nenneh rubbed her eyes and coughed. Wood smoke was billowing into the room. A tongue of flame flashed
and licked up the side of the muslin net around the bed. Swiftly the bed was ringed in fire.
With a scream Nenneh leapt down on the mat on which her servant had been sleeping on the floor beside her
bed. High above their heads the conical grass roof was ablaze. One rafter after another came crashing down in a
constellation of sparks. The front door of the house stood open. The other women had already fled. There was no
time to lose.
The two girls grasped each other’s hand. For the moment they were not mistress and slave but fellow-humans,
friends in a tight situation—a friendship welded by fire and agony.
Nenneh Touray had been sleeping with one white lappa tied round her waist and reaching down to her calves.
She would have tarried to find a garment to throw over her chest. But the slave-girl gripped her by the wrist,
rushed her incontinently across the room, through the door and balcony to the great square of the town.
Not ten yards from the blazing house strong arms leapt out of the night, grabbed them both, pinning their arms
to their sides.
“Let me go—you brute!” Nenneh yelped with pain. For answer a stranger slapped her disrespectfully across
the face.
Jolted as never before in her life, Nenneh Touray gaped and stared. Only then was she aware of the transformation around her. This was the festive square of her dream: only now every house around it was on fire.
“Allah!” she wailed, “I must be dreaming still!”
But the vise-like hold on her arm was not dreamlike. Side by side with Poreh she was propelled without dignity towards the coconut palm which, tall and lonely, stood at the square’s center. Halfway there she stumbled
across a corpse. A spear impaled the man’s chest on to the ground. There was little blood from the wound. Still
dazed from sleep, Nenneh recoiled at the object at her feet.
“Don’t look, N’gadee!” Poreh shouted in horror.
Too late. Nenneh Touray had looked down—and recognized the murdered man as her father. Stunned beyond
feeling, she ceased to struggle or to wonder. She resigned herself to be coraled with the other women—and that
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with less gentleness than if they had been cattle—round the palm tree in the square. There she stood by Poreh,
seeing horror enacted around her, but unable to comprehend anything. Most of the women were wailing and gibbering and calling on her father’s name—and calling her name too, in an agony full of timelessness but empty of
meaning …
Nenneh saw, too, but without the sight registering emotionally, that scores of men dead or dying lay about the
square; that the whole town was aflame, turning the night into a hot, ghastly, crimson day; that through the smoke
overhead white egrets, black kites and swallows dashed ceaselessly: just as ceaselessly as the invading soldiery in
the square—the dreaded “Warboys,” naked but for loin cloths, with their swords and spears flashing in the
firelight, completely uninhibited in murder, crazy with shedding human blood. If anything, the war-whoops of the
soldiers added the final meaninglessness to everything around the girl …
The rapine and slaughter did not reach to Nenneh’s consciousness. But something more personal did. Between
the house from which she and Poreh had fled, and her father’s great kounkou-mah house, there was a gap of some
yards fenced by low, wooden palings. In the backyard behind this gap was a mango tree. She could remember it
back to the earliest of her sixteen years. She had played under its shade, eaten each year of its fruit. Above everything in the town, that tree for her signified home.
Now, with a fatal fascination, she watched it brilliantly lit up by the blaze from all the houses around it;
watched its leaves shrivel, curl up, blacken and crackle. Then in an instant the whole tree roared like a round of
musketry and burst into flames. From time to time as the wind blew volleys of sparks flew from it. And as time
dragged on without meaning, it stood there like a skeleton glowing slowly and fitfully into ashes.
Poreh, seeing her “little mother” so stricken, squeezed her hand and whispered in her ear:
“Take heart, N’gadee! … Allah’s still in heaven.”
Nenneh Touray turned towards her. When Poreh looked more closely into the young face, she knew her
mistress’s mind had gone blank: she hadn’t understood a word Poreh had said to her.
Only then the slave-girl began to cry to herself.
*
Of the ghastly march into slavery—a night followed by a day and another night on the road—Nenneh Touray
recalled nothing. Not a hair of her head was injured in the sacking of her father’s town. Nevertheless, for a week
after, Poreh had had to tend and feed her as though she were an infant.
On the eighth morning, Nenneh turned suddenly to the short, muscular girl beside her.
“Poreh,” she cried in dismay, “these are not my clothes!”
Poreh’s face was black and oval, and would have been pretty if the brow were not so low. Its normal cast of a
silent sorrow deepened, and tears settled in her long, half-closed eyes.
Nenneh looked with apprehension at the native-woven taimlay over her chest, at the indigoe-dyed lappa
around her waist, at the slippers on her feet. Her eyes flew from her garments to the objects and outhouses in the
back yard. She clutched desperately at Poreh’s arm.
“P-P-Poreh … this—isn’t home!”
Very distressed, Nenneh surveyed the mud houses, the kitchen behind them; the mortars and pestles for pounding rice; above all, the small bushes crowded with ripe chilli peppers to one side of the kitchen. Everything here
was ugly compared with those at home. Last of all, her gaze, now very troubled, rested on the calabash tree with
its shining, gourd-fruits each twelve inches across.
Only then she recalled how the mango tree in the backyard at home had exploded and burned. She threw her
arms round Poreh’s neck and began to sob, brokenheartedly. Poreh held on to her, and began to cry with relief:
“I thank Allah, N’ga Nenneh, you recognize me again.” As suddenly as Nenneh had begun to weep she
stopped and braced herself for the worst.
“Recognize you, Poreh?”
Now and then a sob escaped her. The fingers she raised to her forehead were long and slender. She pushed the
headkerchief back on her head—a gesture full of tiredness—to reveal a high, cleanly chiseled brow. Below her
plaited hair the face was oval, nut-brown; and, though tear-stained, exquisitely, refinedly beautiful. Her lips, very
dark pink, were very boldly, even passionately cut—the hallmark of the high-born Susu woman.
“Poreh,” she sighed, “I begin to remember things that’ll kill me if they are true.” The slave-girl led her towards
the calabash tree and made her sit down on a log in its shade.
“And I feel,” Nenneh ended brokenly, “as if I’ve been crying for years.”
“You’ve cried three times since we came here, N’gadee.” Nenneh contracted her brows, but could remember
nothing.
“You must remember, little mistress,” Poreh urged, squeezing her hands between hers. “Three times this
Daimba has sent for you—you know, Daimba Seisay. This is his principal town.”
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“You must be mistaken, girl,” Nenneh corrected her—corrected her habit, not because she recalled what had
happened to her. “Why, he succeeded his father not six months ago, if my memory does not confuse me … And,
and … the old man and Father were friends: even good friends, as kings go.”
“Well,” Poreh insisted with diffidence and pathos—as though it was a pain to her to contradict her
mistress-“both old men are dead now. And the young king intends to marry you …”
Nenneh Touray leapt off the log. Her eyes blazed with anger as she looked down on Poreh. Without pausing to
think, she leaned forward and slapped the girl across the face.
“You’re lying!” she cried hotly. “Not—not after he’s murdered my father!”
For a moment Poreh looked as if she was going to cry. But, used all her life to this kind of treatment from the
proprietors of her life and liberty, she did not complain.
“It’s true, N’gadee” she said, biting her lip. “Three times he’s called you to his house to tell you so. Each time,
unable to speak but understanding what people say to you, why—each time you’ve covered your face with your
hands and burst into tears …”
Nenneh's pride collapsed at the information. Trembling, she sat down on the log, leaned over and buried her
face in the slave-girl’s lap.
“What shall I do, Poreh—what shall I do?”
Downtrodden from her birth, the slave-girl had no answer to her own problems—let alone to her mistress’s.
She shook her head—even though Nenneh couldn’t see the gesture—and remained silent!
When after some minutes Nenneh sat up again, she had stopped crying. But, in spite of the sunshine, she felt
horribly chilly and lost. Poreh guessed she was troubled; that a problem was weighing down on her mind; and that
whatever the answer to that problem—or even if there were no answer at all—it was going to plague young
Nenneh even more than the fact of her father’s death.
“P-P-Poreh,” the question came at last in this guise, “what happened to our people?”
At this point a cockerel trumpeted a challenge at one end of the yard and, head down, sped towards a hen
pecking the ground near the pepper bushes. A more powerful bird—the lord of the roost—rushed from the
opposite end of the yard, beat his eager wings against Nenneh’s legs, and summarily skirmished and routed the
usurper of his rights.
“A few of the men kept as slaves”—Poreh spoke in a whisper. “Most of the women shared out among the
warriors. The rest sent down to the Coast to be sold to the white men …”
Laconic and brutal as the information was, it was no worse than Nenneh had expected. It was the logic of the
times. Her father had done the same thing to other tribes. Only she had never, never realized it had been so bad for
the others as it was turning out for her. She cleared her throat several times before she was able to continue. Even
then her voice shook to ask:
“Luseni Touray: was he—among—the captives?”
“I can’t say, N’gadee,” Poreh told her as gently as she could. “But,” with tenderness as the girl wilted, “no one
saw him fall that dreadful night.”
While Nenneh shivered at this reprieve, several young slave-girls came from behind the yard balancing on
their heads bundles of faggots, gourds of drinking water, baskets of vegetables. At the same time a young woman
came from the back door of the house opposite the calabash tree, and made straight towards the girls on the log.
“Poreh,” the newcomer asked with the greatest self-assurance, “is that half-witted mistress of yours still
crying?”
Poreh jumped off the log, curtsied hastily to her, and retired behind the calabash tree. Nenneh Touray surveyed
the newcomer. Then, her anger rising slowly like a ferment, she rose from the log. From her own much greater
height she looked down on the woman.
“Where I come from,” she said to the other’s great astonishment, “women of the Yalie tribe are only allowed to
wag their tongues while we free-born dance.”
“I may be a Yalie—but I’m proud of it,” the small woman’s voice cracked like a whiplash across the air. “But,”
she continued, incensed by the reference to the parasitic place of her tribe in Susu society, “I—this I!—am
mistress here. Understand this once and for all: here it is you who are a slave—an insignificant one among many
taken in war.”
For seconds together they glared at one another without exchanging a word.
“And now, saucy one,” the stranger continued, sure she had put the wench in her place, “I’m glad you’ve found
your tongue at last. Your bubblings were becoming rather a bore. But unless you want to have your tongue cut out
of your head, be careful how you wag it in front of my husband, Daimba. He’s asked me to take you along. Poreh,
you stay here. Now, then, come along!”
It was an order—and both knew it. But the freeborn Susu girl was not bred to take orders—and most certainly
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not from a Yalie woman. She bristled up and, under the brown, her face went red with anger and chagrin. Yalie
Woanday smiled with delight at her annoyance. She, too, was very beautiful—though in a very distinct way from
Nenneh. She was small, and in her elegant native costume, as smart as a firefinch. Each ear was pierced in fifteen
different places along the edge, and each hole sported a small gold earring. Her face was small and black, her nose
long, slightly upturned and excessively impudent.
Nenneh had disliked her at sight. At home, now, she would have had her shipped to the Coast to be sold into
slavery—but now to have to take orders from her!
Nenneh bit her lip—and, a testimony to the weirdness of the new life in which she now found herself, turned
for guidance to the slave-girl lurking behind the calabash tree.
Poreh understood. She shook her head sadly, held her finger to her lips to enjoin caution—and waved her
towards the house from which the Yalie woman had come.
Nenneh Touray followed Yalie Woanday through the house, through the great square in front. Except that the
barri or tribal meeting place stood in the middle of the place, the square looked much like the one Nenneh used to
know at home. And the great kounkoumah—a large, oblong native-built house—may also have been her Father’s
house. Her heart began to beat fast as she approached it. She stooped slightly to pass under the eaves and enter the
front balcony.
“And how is N’ga Nenneh today?” asked the man in the balcony.
He was sitting astride a raffia hammock strung from the rafters. His feet rested on a sheep-skin rug atop one of
the eighteen-inch-high mounds—which served as seats—to each side of the passage leading to the door in the
inner wall: a very typical Susu husband, served hand and foot at breakfast by all his wives, backed by a reserve of
women slaves …
While the Yalie woman climbed the single step up the mound, Nenneh Touray stood in the passage looking up
with misgiving at the man who now held her destiny in his hands. She knew him as Daimba Seisay. And he, as he
looked down at her, thought the whole campaign worthwhile that could have brought him such a prize. He was
smiling at her.
Yet though strong, beautiful white teeth showed behind the lips, the smile could not hide the sardonic, downdrooping at the corners of the mouth. The face was long and strong, a dark brown. It was not unhandsome. Nevertheless, neither the smile nor his good looks altered the impact the man made on the girl: Daimba Seisay’s face
revealed only too clearly a personality driven by boundless arrogance and ruthlessness, never doubting in the
glory and rightness of its cause.
“He’s smiling,” Nenneh thought, in the bitterness of both bereavement and slavery, “though it was he who
murdered my father.” Confronted with murder and pleasantry so blandly united in the man’s nature, the girl not
inexcusably began to feel weak at the knees. Weak, and very helpless.
“Lost your tongue again, saucy one?” Woanday asked with a soft laugh of malice. She had moved to the far
side of the balcony, and was leaning against the rope supporting that end of the hammock, looking sardonically
over her husband’s head at her enemy.
“Woanday,” Daimba Seisay remonstrated in a deep and rather pleasant, playful voice, “you mustn’t antagonize
one who’ll soon be sharing household duties with you.”
“Daimba Seisay,” Nenneh forced herself to speak, “my father—”
“Died fairly and bravely in war.” The king finished her sentence for her. He had wiped the smile off his face,
knowing it was not fitting in the circumstances. Talking of death, he could not but sound serious. All the same, the
tone of his voice left the girl in no doubt that her father’s death was a matter of indifference to him—though he
was quite prepared to use it as a political lever.
“No man could have died more bravely—”
“Fair war!” Nenneh burst out in anger. “Father was at war with no one. He was murdered without provocation.”
The man in the hammock frowned. There was a Jovian grandeur about his face when he frowned and like Jove
his displeasure promised thunder.
“Young woman,” he said gravely, “murder is not a gracious word to level at a king. You must not forget your
father’s dead; and that I, yes I am all you have in the world for father or friend.”
“Or master!” Woanday interpolated sweetly.
“Quiet, Woanday,” Daimba ordered. He strove against it, but the smile leapt out of his eyes to play like ghostly
cynicism around the corners of his lips, but without invading his features.
“Only Allah I know as Master!” Nenneh Touray cried with the desperation of freedom staring slavery in the
face—at the same time darting Woanday a look intended to keep that loathsome Yalie in her place.
But Woanday only laughed at her.
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“She keeps forgetting, my husband,” she said, “that she is one of many slaves brought here with ropes round
their necks.”
“A rope round Daimba Seisay’s neck wouldn’t make a slave of him,” Nenneh turned hotly on her tormentor.
“If you were not such a baseborn, beggarly Yalie you’d see I’m at least as well-born as he—”
“For a slave,” Woanday retorted, even more hotly, for she was offended at the taunts about her tribe. “For a
slave you are—”
“She’s right, my dear Woanday,” the man interrupted her. “I mean,” turning from one to the other and trying to
embrace both in a smile of affability, “in her claim to be as good as you or me. And that, N’ga Nenneh,” turning
again to the girl he had orphaned, “is why I propose to marry rather than to sell you.”
“I’m already promised to—” Nenneh began, but stopped when Yalie Woanday tittered, and then proceeded to
laugh sarcastically at her. Even Daimba, in his more sophisticated and cruel way, was amused at her. For a while
Nenneh struggled to control her anger. She perceived that a man who had killed her father to gain physical
possession of her would pay scant respect to a previous engagement.
“Only if you think me a slave, Daimba Seisay,” she blurted out—and the statement sounded weak and absurd
to herself—“would you want to compel me to marry you.”
“Indeed!” ejaculated Woanday, astounded at the woman’s madness and conceit. “Ain’t we cocky! Slavery to
marry Daimba Seisay!”
That young man’s face had gathered into an angry, threatening mask. For some moments he was so angry his
lips seemed to swell and the veins in his throat throbbed with a violence that threatened to burst them.
“Slavery, indeed!”
He looked so truculent as he leaned forward in the hammock that the girl in the passage backed away from
him. He shook his fist and shouted at her: he had absolute power of life and death over everyone in his pockethandkerchief plot of Africa. Young though he was, both as man and as king, absolute power had corrupted him
beyond redemption.
“Young woman,” he blazed at her, “we are all free-born till a sword stronger than ours strikes ours from our
hands. You are my slave by conquest. And I honor you by wanting to marry you. Slavery! Ha-ha-ha!”
He leaned back in the hammock and began to laugh in a way so darkly sardonic it frightened the girl more than
his anger had.
“The trouble with freeborn Susu women,” he wagged his finger at her, even the harsh merriment dying out of
his features, “is that you’re all pampered and spoilt. This very day, Nenneh Touray, I’ll take you to see what
slavery is. Then you can make your choice between it and me.”
*
A large retinue followed the King. The honey-colored grass-thatches of Daimba Seisay’s town soon thinned
out as the road meandered out into the fields of manioc. Within a mile they were winding their way along a
narrow track, while the sharp, pale-brown leaves of elephant grasses swished and whispered against their clothes,
and the West African sun blazed down on them out of a shimmering sky. They passed huts solitary in the bush, a
great baobab tree in fruit, several oil palms drooping their leaves in the heat. The ubiquitous and hardy “Monkey
Apple” trees and large termite nests in the landscape made the view so much like the countryside around her
home, they brought a lump into Nenneh Touray’s throat. They walked in single file. Sandwiched between Daimba
Seisay in front and Woanday behind, Nenneh was the only stranger in the outing.
“This,” said Yalie Woanday, over and over again, laughing at her new enemy, “this should put my saucy one in
her place.” She was the one discordantly cheerful member of the party.
In another mile, sweating with the heat and the exertion, they came to the brow of a hill overlooking the
biggest river in those parts.
Below them the river wound in many peaceful loops, vanishing far to their right in a silver-blue mist shining in
the sun. Both banks were densely covered with mangroves—so that the loops of the river looked like disconnected lakes. The mangroves possessed the earth as far as their eyes could see. As they paused there, the wind blew
up from the valley a stench of decaying vegetation.
“That,” Daimba Seisay told his captive, pointing towards a spot in the near bank, “that, Nenneh Touray, is
slavery.”
Tears settled in Nenneh’s eyes as they strained to make out whether it was men or women who, with bare
bending backs, were toiling in the valley of despair below them. They were cutting mangroves, clearing the
swamps against the rainy season, when paddy rice would be transplanted stalk by stalk into the mud. Now the
mud was not oozy. Except in the depths of the swamps, or in treacherous places where one suddenly sank up to
the waist or disappeared forever, the mud had dried and cracked into millions of hard cakes, between which
human feet too often slid—to be pulled out with the soles ripped to shreds. Every mortal down there ran the risk
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hourly of being bitten by swamp snakes—among the most venomous of their kind—or being carried away by
crocodiles. Nenneh observed with a sinking of the heart that though there were scores upon scores of slaves, and
they appeared to be toiling so hard, the surface they had cleared looked hardly longer than a handkerchief spread
on the landscape to dry …
“Ah, N’ga Nenneh,” Daimba Seisay murmured, watching the play of emotions in the girl’s face, “hold back
your tears till you see their misery at close quarters.” At his command the party moved off down the hill. They
had not gone half a mile when the head of the column halted.
“Why aren’t you working?”
The question was shouted out, raspingly, by the man at the head of the line.
“I’m having to rest a little. My chest is bleeding again …” The rest of the answer was just a blur in Nenneh’s
ears. She stumbled against Daimba’s heel, and fell face-down in the grass by the wayside. Very anxiously the
King bent over her to help her up.
“I hope you’re not hurt?”
“No-no,” Nenneh returned, trying to control her voice. “You stopped so suddenly I—I didn’t have time to pull
up … Sorry …” she mumbled and turned her back to him.
Woanday noted that she was an unconscionably long time dusting her clothes.
“Fishing for Daimba’s sympathy,” she thought, cattily. Meanwhile things were taking a course at the head of
the line that threatened disaster. The slave to whom the question was put was sitting on a boulder under a tamarind
tree just off the path. A machete lay at his feet. The strip of cloth tied round his chest was freshly stained with
blood in the left armpit. He leaned rather wearily with his head against the tree trunk.
As the people ahead made way for the king, and Nenneh and Woanday came up behind him, the slave leapt off
the rock in great excitement and bounded to the path.
“Nenneh Touray—you!” he rushed towards her, not so much glad as crazy with joy to see her again.
Nenneh backed away from him.
“Is he crazy?” she asked Daimba Seisay, shrinking in timidity. The slave stopped as though a spear had been
jabbed into his stomach.
“Only wounded,” said Daimba with indifference, wiping the sweat off his face. “He was taken in your father’s
town. So I suppose you may know him.”
“Know him!” Nenneh cried with a haughty pride. “Am I supposed to know every one of my father’s slaves?”
“I a slave! I!! Slave-this I!!!”
The young man, taller than any human she had ever seen, looked so pained and horrified Yalie Woanday was
moved with pity for him.
“Misfortune comes to anyone in war, young man,” she observed softly. “King today—slave tomorrow.”
“But 1 her father’s slave!”
The words jerked out of the slave’s throat. He looked first towards Woanday—then at Nenneh, who continued
to regard him with a scorn that wounded him. He shook his head—clearly he couldn’t make head or tail of
anything. Meanwhile, to have his two women drawn into conversation with a wretch of a slave had set Daimba
Seisay’s anger on the boil.
“Nobody cares who you were,” he cut the man’s talk short with a brutal arrogance. “But you must be more
than a fool if you don’t realize you are a slave now.”
The slave’s chest heaved at this affront. A fresh drop of blood oozed out of the bandage over his wound, and
crept like a crimson tear down his side. But he must have had the discipline of a soldier, and he held his peace. It
was at this point that, with the inconsequence that men always find so disconcerting in a woman, Nenneh said:
“I’m thirsty, Daimba Seisay. I saw some malombo fruits up there by the path.” She pointed back along the
track. “Please order the slave to go and pick some for me.”
At this the young man drew himself up fiercely. His discipline did not extend to his dealings with the fair sex.
Indeed, he looked so dangerous in his wrath that some of the men backed away from him, badly wounded though
he was.
“I will not do it for Allah himself!” he shouted back—even before Daimba Seisay gave the order.
Incensed at the affront to his authority, the King’s face suffused with blood.
“Sinneh,” he shouted, “execute him!”
Sinneh was a veteran “warboy”—and so inured to bloodshed he looked upon his appointment as the king’s
killer-in-chief as a badge of honor. He was a short man, his naked arms and chest superbly muscled. He advanced
from the group, sword in hand, upon the slave. In a flash the wounded man leapt back under the tamarind,
snatched his machete off the ground—and turned to face Sinneh. Sinneh neither increased nor slackened his pace.
Just when it seemed nothing could stop the bloodshed, Nenneh Touray rushed between the two men.
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“No! No!! No!!!” she screamed in agony, pushing the two men away from each other. She fell back on the
boulder and began to sob: “NO!. Allah knows—I’ve seen—too much bloodshed already. Free-born or slave,
young man—if you knew my Father—and saw him die—as I did—you’d not refuse his daughter—such a small
request …”
Daimba Seisay could only grumble at this damnable unpredictableness of womankind. But, with good grace,
he ordered Sinneh to desist. The slave threw down his weapon. Without another word, he walked up the path to
the spot Nenneh had indicated. All breathed in peace again. Only Woanday was thinking Nenneh must be a very
queer fish. She needed watching. Women who cried so easily could tie men into knots. Certainly, she was not
prepared to yield such a right over Daimba to any woman yet born.
“I see no fruits here,” the slave’s voice broke in on Woanday’s jealous thoughts.
Nenneh Touray ran up the track to show him. She soon returned with half a dozen bunches of orange-red fruits
the size of tangerines.
“They’re lovely!” she laughed gratefully through her tears. And so they moved down into the swamps.
*
When all the world was abed that moonless night, the slave sat alone on the boulder under the tree. The barking of a dog in the slaves’ hamlet lower down the valley sounded faintly through the night—so faintly that when
the wind soughed through the leaves overhead the barking was inaudible. In the sky the Milky Way shone like a
girdle of silver round the waist of the Universe. And, to the slave, the stars shone so brightly they appeared to be
glow-worms just beyond the level of the tree-tops.
After midnight a gentle patting on the ground made the young man start. It was the sound of footsteps lightly
running. He jumped off the rock and ran into the path.
“Nenneh Touray!” he gasped.
“Ah—my Luseni!”
She ran into his arms gasping and sobbing together. Their first moments of bliss were too rapturous and
choking for words. Deep in their hearts, each had believed the other dead or, worse still, sold into slavery. But
now—
“Are you alone, N’gadee?” Yes, he called her his “little mother,” his Darling that Death had given him back
again. He asked the question all solicitude, incredulous at the feat.
“Yes, my dear,” her sighs blended with the whispering of the leaves overhead. “Tonight, I couldn’t risk coming
even with Poreh … Allah has been merciful to us, Luseni.”
He understood. When he had picked the malombo fruits for her that afternoon, she had made this tryst with
him in a whisper upon which Death might have eavesdropped. His heart had beat so violently at his good fortune
born of her constancy that it had set the blood flowing from his wound.
“But for you,” he murmured, while a shiver ran through him and while he felt more grateful than he’d ever
dreamed he could be to a woman, “they’d have murdered me in cold blood today.” He led her deep into the
grasses on the far side of the tamarind tree, pulled her down among the foliage beside him.
“Yes,” she sighed again, very simply. “Allah is merciful. He made me hear your voice before I saw you.
Otherwise, I’d foolishly have rushed into your arms. And if Daimba Seisay were even to suspect you are my
husband-to-be … ugghh!” she trembled in his arms.
In their perilous position, only two considerations counted with them: to escape; and, because they might fail
in this, to crowd into those starry, dangerous moments together what happiness might have sufficed in normal
times for a lifetime. Even in her dreams the girl had not been so happy in her innocence as she was now yielding
herself to this man. Her maidenly shyness vanished with the fear that rude hands might pluck her from what was
in fact her bridal bed and plunge a dagger straight into her heart. Thus she yielded herself almost with violence to
his desires. At the same time she told herself that, at the worst, she had stolen a march on the enemy who would
mock her by marrying her; that at the best she had assured Luseni of a rare affection by defying a tyrant to yield to
his slave.
“Where shall we go from here?” asked Nenneh, now become a woman.
“To my twin-brother’s: Lansannah’s town is the nearest. It’s very well fortified, too.”
“How soon, my dear—how soon?”
“As soon as my side heals.”
“Yes, yes,” she stroked his face agitatedly. In that light she was only a shadow between him and the stars. “But
how soon will that be, darling? Don’t forget I have to cope with Daimba Seisay and that jealous, firefinch Yalie
Woanday—I wish she didn’t hate me so!”
“A month at the latest,” he promised.
During that month she came sometimes once, sometimes twice a week, to meet him, risking her neck every
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time she did so. She was never sure she’d reach him when she set out—or return to the town alive having kept her
tryst. And yet it never entered her head she should not go.
The last night of all Poreh came with her. Yes, Poreh came, carrying a bundle on her head-not a large bundle:
but it was all they possessed between them—a few miserable wearing apparel. But how little that counted now—
now that they were to make their bid for freedom!
How high their hearts beat out there, under the stars! Nenneh Touray was trembling so with excitement she
feared she’d let Luseni down by fainting. Here was freedom at last—freedom within reach! To live and breathe
freely, without that uncanny feeling that she was being watched by eyes she could not see; that her body was at
the absolute disposal of someone for whom her only emotion was fear; to live without the constant foreboding
that some danger would befall Luseni in the valley of slaves. How strange this thing called freedom was! Born
free, she had never dreamt what it meant till she woke up that night to find her home in flames—Allah! was it
only five weeks ago?
And then she heard Luseni’s whisper, barely above the sound of the wind rushing through the leaves all around
them.
“Yes, we’re ready and here, dear Luseni!” Nenneh whispered back, scarcely daring to breathe. At her answer
he emerged out of the night's shadows to greet them. And at once he led them down the track, destination—
Liberty. In the starlight they were only shadows. Three shadows moving in a line, moving with high purpose
down into the valley. There, in a tiny creek of the river, Luseni had concealed a smaIl dugout, just large enough to
take them across the river. Luseni in front, machete in hand; Poreh in the rear, bundle on head-softly, surely the
three moved through the night.
They had taken not more than a hundred steps to liberty when a voice thundered through the night:
“HALT!”
Luseni’s machete flew up in his strong right hand. A heavy club smashed down from some point in the night,
caught Luseni on the wrist—the machete flew from his grasp to swish and clatter in the grasses. In a twinkling the
man and two women found themselves ringed in a circle of spears whose points pricked their throats and the
backs of their necks.
“Sinneh, light the torches.”
It was Daimba Seisay's voice. The captives recognized its doom in the night—knew their fates were sealed.
Nenneh Touray’s heart contracted into a hard, painful knot in her chest. Death indeed had come to claim them.
But how—how? She had been so careful; and Poreh, she was certain, could not have breathed a word of their plan
to anyone: their lives and liberties conjointly depended on silence. O Allah—what had she brought upon Luseni?
Meanwhile, while Eternity stood still, they heard the whiff of wood being rubbed on wood. And soon, too
soon, six palm-oil flambeaux were kindled and incarnadined the scene.
They made a ghastly light indeed—the light in miniature that rose from Nenneh Touray’s home, and shone on
her father’s body in the square that dreadful night. And twenty of the very men who had sacked her father’s town
were now here around her, to complete the circle of treachery and murder. Murder! Were she and Luseni to die
after all their sufferings? Allah could not be so cruel! Why, their lives had hardly begun! Surely, Allah owed them
something beside pain and violence and lost hopes and purpose. Why—
“Bring them here,” Daimba Seisay ordered.
Violent hands descended on the captives and hustled them to the shade of the tamarind—Nenneh’s tree of
reunion with her lover, her arbor of love, and now, she was sure, her place of death.
Alimamy Daimba stood to one side of the boulder, his back to the trunk of the tree. His face showed ghastly in
the light: it looked not so much angered as insane—insane with jealousy, wounded pride, and hurt, despotic
majesty. Looking into that face, Luseni would sooner have expected mercy from a hungry, wounded leopard.
“Woanday,” said Daimba Seisay bitterly, “you were right.”
The small woman stepped lightly out of the shadows. She was smiling in this her hour of triumph. Her comment was almost superfluous:
“You see, Nenneh Touray, a Yalie woman can do something else besides sing and dance.”
Nenneh started violently. Only then she understood. The Yalie woman was so embittered with jealousy and a
sense of inferiority that she had spied on her and betrayed her to her enemy. Oh, the madness of humans! Betray
her, she thought, betray her when she should have done her best to help her escape so as to leave Daimba to her
Yalie wiles and charms! Oh, the utter pointless madness of it all!
“Ah, Yalie Woanday!” the words, overcharged with despair, burst out of Nenneh Touray’s breaking heart. “Ah,
Woanday! I did not want your husband. You could have let me go in peace with mine—”
“Your husband!” Woanday’s scream struck out eerily through the night. She recoiled and staggered so that one
of the warboys had to hold her up. “Your—“ she gasped and stared at Nenneh, the horror of what she had done
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breaking on her.
“Yes, Woanday. I was betrothed to Luseni the very night your husband sacked my father’s town … and have
indeed … been his wife … this last month … Ah Woanday! Ah Woanday … Her words rang like a deathknell in
the night. No less stricken than the woman she had betrayed, Woanday came forward and took Nenneh’s hand.
She turned instinctively with a prayer on her lips to Daimba. But the prayer died within her, unuttered.
“:You told us,” said Daimba Seisay, struggling to sound calm, while his eyes blazed with madness and hatred
at Nenneh, “you told us he was your father’s slave. But you knew he is my slave—and that it was my intention to
marry you. I cannot, therefore, forgive the disgrace you have brought upon my name. I shall punish you with life.
As to him, the question is not whether he is to die—but how?” He remained silent for a while, while the chimera
of power drove him headlong into fiendishness. And then he smiled in a way that killed the young girl before him
over and over again.
“Sinneh,” turning to his specialist in murder, “cut me a stout stake, and sharpen it very fine at one end. And
you, Hamid, fetch the heaviest stone you can carry.”
The women trembled at these strange orders.
“Bah Daimba,” Woanday began timidly. Even in that light her face looked pinched, and she shivered involuntarily every now and then.
“Quiet, woman!” He did not have to repeat the order. Minutes of agony slipped by.
The sharp sound of steel on raw wood struck repeatedly through the night. The flambeaux burned. Doubled
over a stone, Hamid came from the shadows and set his burden down at the king’s feet.
Soon, too soon, Sinneh brought forth his offering: a stick a yard long, thick as a man’s wrist. He knelt down on
the ground at his master’s feet, set one end of the stick on the stone. Then, with deft blows of his machete, he
sharpened the stick to a point. How curiously sweet and fragrant the raw wood smelled in the night!
“Bring the man here.” Daimba ordered at last. Luseni struggled fearfully with the men who fell on him.
Nenneh and Poreh pushed aside, Luseni was dragged forward, thrown flat on his back—spread-eagled at the
king’s feet. The six men with their flambeaux drew in. The night was warm, so still that the six flames burned
straight up. the smoke rising thick and straight up like a tube over each torch, joining it to the blackness of the
night Through the sombre light Daimba Seisay looked across the group struggling at his feet to where Nenneh
stood, dumb with terror, too dazed even to cry. Not knowing that he did so, Daimba laughed—laughed like a
madman—before he ordered:
“Hamid, Sinneh—drive the stake through his heart.”
At this terrible command Nenneh wrenched her arms free of the men who held her, ran across to fall at the
tyrant’s feet, weeping.
“Daimba—Daimba—a woman bore you … Have pity on me … My Father—O, I’m too young to suffer so! …
For Allah’s sake—let him go! … I promise I’ll—I’ll never see him again … Or—Or—kill me first! …”
Screaming and wailing at the top of her voice, in truth she had no idea what she was saying.
“Allah be kind to you, Nenneh.” cried the man on the ground. “Daimba Seisay, we kill and we are killed, and
mercy is only in heaven. I do not ask for mercy. But I do ask this of you as a Moslem: let your men kill me swiftly
—with a sword.” At this, even the warboys looked as though they expected their king to change from brutality to
the sword. But they looked to him in vain.
“Sinneh!” Daimba Seisay roared in a tone of finality and rising anger, ashamed that his soldiers should be so
soft-spirited.
And then Hamid set the point of the stake over Luseni’s heart, steadied the shaft with both hands.
With apparently little effort Sinneh’s mighty hands closed over the stone on the ground and raised it up.
“Ah—AAAAHHHH!!!!!!”
At the first blow of the stone on the stake, Luseni’s yell of agony burst out and echoed through and through the
night. He writhed so violently that he pulled the dozen men holding him down as though they were puppets. At
the second blow he wrenched his right foot free. A savage, chance kick with the heel caught one of the men flush
on chin and throat: immediately there was a sharp crunch of bone, and the soldier fell dead and twitching with a
broken neck. But the others grabbed the freed limb, and held their victim down. Five times more Sinneh crashed
the stone on the stake, while Luseni yelled and writhed in agony. At the seventh blow the point of the stick ripped
and tore through Luseni’s chest. His cry ended in a gurgle. Blood gushed and foamed through his mouth. His
limbs quivered violently—and soon were still. At the last blow Sinneh struck so viciously that the stake ran clean
through their victim’s chest and was firmly driven into the ground.
Nenneh Touray had fainted at the ghastly sight. She lay limp at Daimba’s feet. Woanday was leaning over her,
lying on the ground by her, her whole body shaking as she sobbed hysterically.
Poreh was made of sterner stuff than the princesses and parasites of Susu society. Born and bred in domestic
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slavery, she knew that, as a slave, she was just as doomed as Luseni for her part in the night’s misadventure.
Therefore, taking advantage of the general confusion, she sidled into the shadows and vanished into the night.
*
A gaunt woman came through the dusk and along the track to the brow of the hill overlooking the swamps. An
indigoed lappa tied under her armpits and reaching down to her calves was her sole garment. Her arms and face
were nut-brown, but the forearms up to the elbow were stained with native indigo or garra dye. Beneath her
closely tied head her plaited locks peeped out, more gray than black. Her oval face was lined and would have
been lovely still but for her eyes which, sunk deep in their sockets, were hard with an unfeminine lustre. She left
the track and passed under the branches of a tree towering thirty feet above her. She trod the grass down around
her and soon came upon an old tree stump, partly eaten by termites.
She sat down on the stump, very, very still, looking casually down into the valley. The river had spread into a
lake—it was the rainy season—and the mangroves made a forest at sea. On the nearer bank there was a break in
the wilderness of water and swamps, paddy rice standing prosperous and green in many a crowded acre. Except
for the ants crawling ceaselessly up and down the tree above her, there was not one other living creature in sight.
The woman looked up into the branches of the tree. As she did so, her eyes glowed with terrible, inward fire.
But no sound escaped her. She had clearly learned to control her feelings over the years, though her eyes now and
again might betray her.
Rain-clouds were gathering. There was no real sunset. The gray light drained out of the sky. The storm broke,
the rain came rushing down. But still the woman, drenched and roared over by the elements, sat immobile on the
tree stump, waiting, waiting. She sat there for hours while the night grew wilder and wilder. Neither lightning, nor
thunder, nor the penetrating wetness had power to disturb her patience. At last, through the continuous rush of
rain, she heard voices:
“She could not possibly have come in this weather,” said a man querulously in the dark.
“Bah Lansannah,” retorted a woman’s voice, “you don’t know N’ga Nenneh.”
“You’re right, Poreh,” called the woman at the tree stump. “I’m here.”
“My friends,” continued Nenneh Touray, going forward to meet them, “welcome! Lansannah,” shaking hands
with dead Luseni’s twin-brother, “this tree above us is witness that I have kept faith with your brother. It has
grown from the stake our enemy drove through Luseni’s heart. Look well on it!” As if in answer to her command
the heavens fulminated again. “And you, the son I’ve seen but twenty times in twenty years, yet never by Allah’s
daylight, what think you of it?”
“My father’s heart was stronger than my mother’s womb,” said a deep, rich voice. “It has bred in twenty years
a son five times as tall as I am!”
She embraced him to her chest, tenderly, briefly.
“Had it been your mother’s heart,” cried his uncle, “the stake could never have gone through it—never, not
even if it was sheathed with iron! Woman, twenty years is a long time—can’t you forgive?”
“Lansannah,” the woman answered, “Poreh will tell you I was a soft and kindly girl that lost her senses to see
her father dead. If they’d killed my Luseni with a sword or a spear—as he begged in his last hour—Allah! It
wasn’t much to beg for!—I’d have forgiven. But—and Allah have mercy upon my withered soul—I cannot forget
his agony. I heard him—even last night—I heard—I hear him, daily, yelling. Day and night these twenty years his
tortured voice has rung in my ears. And all the love I had for him my enemy took away and left nothing but hate
and mockery. Forgive, Lansannah? Forgive!” her voice quavered and cracked with emotion. “Never!”
“You have suffered much, my mother,” the youth told her gently. “I’ve come to avenge the living more than
the dead.”
“Avenge me?” his mother cried in astonishment. “I never saw it in that light before, Son. Are you strong
enough for this work. boy? Or shall we wait another year? Time means nothing—Justice is everything. Stand in
the lightning; let me look at you.”
It was raining so heavily now that she had to shout to make herself heard. They stood silent for a minute. Then
the lightning forked and hissed and swished down, lighting up the rain-filled heavens like a vast bowl of milk.
The earth trembled to the thunder-clap that followed. In the glare Nenneh Touray saw the gleam of a spear-point
above the head of a giant standing six foot six inches.
“Tall as his father was!” she murmured with pride and satisfaction. “Kind Poreh,” she went on in louder tones,
with a subtle and deeply affectionate expression in her voice, “my boy’s foster-mother, my sister rather than slave!
Tonight your work is done. I have treasured you more than my own blood over the years. And now I give you
what I’ve found is more precious than life itself: your freedom. Allah bless you, dear friend, for the way you stood
by me in my troubles. Lansannah Touray, bless you, too.”
“Let me come with you, my sister,” the man pleaded.
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“No, Lansannah,” her voice turned suddenly harsh, reflecting the hardness life had shown her for twenty years.
“If young Luseni and I fail, let their vengeance fall on no more than our two heads. You could then avenge your
brother’s death and ours.”
“Yes, Uncle,” the young man agreed. “We are quite willing to die. And now, Mother, I’m ready.”
“Lansannah,” Nenneh Touray could not help her voice trembling—no one can face death completely unmoved,
“if we don’t return by dawn, you’ll know we have failed. You and Poreh must then return home.”
“We shall not fail, Mother!” the youth cried with confidence.
When the lightning flashed again, only two figures remained under Luseni’s tree.
*
A hundred yards up the track a woman walked sure-footed through the storm. She held the neck of a spear
whose butt rested in the hand of a tall man behind her. The man could not see where he was going, but he
followed resolutely wherever the spear led. An hour later, the lightning flashes revealed the man and the woman
passing by the barri in Daimba Seisay’s town.
“He sleeps there,” said the woman, pointing to the king’s house down the square, “every night. Tonight
Woanday sleeps with him.”
The young man drew the spear into the front balcony after him. Out of the storm the air smelt both close and of
wood-smoke. High above their heads the rafters were dimly visible in a pink glow from the top of the inner wall;
they all converged towards the point of a cone truncated by the wall.
“The strongest rafters are here, my son,” Nenneh Touray whispered. She felt for his hand in the dark and raised
it to the roof. Heavy though his sword was, young Luseni gripped it without effort between his teeth. The rafters
groaned as he clung to them with his powerful hands and heaved himself up. Hand over hand, toes clawing and
holding on to the purlings lower down, the man climbed to the space between the top of the inner wall and the
roof. After what seemed an age to the woman waiting outside, the front door softly opened.
“Come in, Mother.”
In dead silence Nenneh Touray drew the spear into the house after her. Very, very softly she closed the door. A
wood fire was burning in the middle of the round house. To the far side of this large, central room stood a fourposter bed. The intruders tiptoed towards the bed. The woman with the spear peered through the fire-glow.
“Yes,” she whispered, “it’s they.”
Near the bedhead was a low, wooden stool. A crude metal lamp stood on top of it.
“Light the lamp, Mother,” the young man whispered. The woman obeyed. The rain water dripping from her
hair hissed in the fire as she bent over it. The sleepers stirred uneasily as the oil-lamp spread a sudden, ochre
brightness over the room. Gripping the hilt of his sword in his left hand, the young giant bent over the bed. With
his right hand he grabbed the man by his trousers-waist, lifted him right out of the bed—and threw him flat on his
back on the mud floor. Daimba Seisay opened his mouth to shout. The sword point pricked his throat, and a foot
heavily stamped the breath out of his chest.
“Silence!” hissed the man with the sword.
“Luseni!” Daimba Seisay croaked, his eyes almost jumping out of his head. The name stuck in his murderer’s
throat, and his expression was so craven and fearful he must have been sure he was seeing ghosts.
“Luseni is my name,” said Nenneh’s son, coldly. Woanday jumped up from the bed. She stared wildly about
her. She was too terrified to scream. Time had not much changed her and her husband: they had prospered and
grown fat, that was all.
“Sit on that stool, woman,” Luseni ordered, pointing with his sword.
“Twenty years ago,” Woanday gibbered, not moving from the bed, “I saw you die under the tree.” She
trembled violently at the look Luseni directed at her, got up, and staggered to the stool.
“Do I kill them here, Mother?” The prostrate man and his wife looked towards Nenneh. A terrible figure she
made leaning on the spear. Never had Justice taken a more unrelenting form—nor ever did her proceedings
propose to be so summary.
“The woman shall not die,” said Nenneh Touray calmly. “She repented after Luseni’s death, and has always
been secretly kind to me since.”
“Good!” said young Luseni, raising his sword above Daimba’s head. “It goes against the grain of my manhood
to kill a woman—even in a feud.”
“This, surely, is a ghastly dream,” muttered the man on the floor. Sweat was pouring out of his face, and all
over his naked chest. The storm was raging outside with increased fury. A thunderclap louder than any yet that
night cracked like doom overhead. Nenneh’s eyes glowed like a coal fire.
“His spear pierced my father’s heart.” She looked and spoke like a sybil. “Before my eyes he drove a stake into
my Luseni’s heart. It is just that a spear should end his wicked life.”Luseni reached for the spear.
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“No. Not here!” his mother uttered a weird, sepulchral whisper. Her eyes appeared to expand in their sockets
and looked so terrible that even her own son was afraid to look into them. “This is Allah’s own vengeance weather. Do you think we can take them to your father’s tree?” Luseni started at the suggestion.
“Very just!” was his comment. “A spear to match Grandfather’s, and the stake that killed your husband to
witness his execution. Allah counsels you well, Mother! But the woman. Should we leave her here she’ll raise the
alarm against us.”
“We’ll take her to your Uncle’s town, Luseni. She may return here later if she likes.”
Thereupon Luseni handed his sword to his mother. In a few instants he had torn the bedcloth into the strips
from which it was made. He gagged their prisoners, tied their hands behind their backs. Which done, he raised
Daimba Seisay from the floor, passed the spear shaft between his arm and chest, bound the arm securely to the
spear. He did the same with Woanday. Nenneh Touray took the spear head, followed by Woanday and Daimba.
Young Luseni carried the butt of the spear, walking in the rear of the cortege, sword in hand at the ready.
All four grimly silent or silenced, they walked out of the house.
*
An hour before dawn they found Lansannah Touray and Poreh still patiently awaiting them under the tree.
Luseni ungagged their victims, unbound Daimba Seisay from the spear—and threw him on the sodden ground:
near enough to the spot where his father had lain twenty years before.
It was still raining, raining. Poreh held up the fainting Woanday.
“Daimba Seisay,” said Lansannah in a voice that sounded gravely through the dark, “when kings do wrong,
only Allah can punish them. He has designed that this weak, humble woman should bring you to justice and your
just downfall. Are you prepared to die?”
Young Luseni felt his hair stand on end. Nor, indeed, was the occasion without solemnity. Three of those who
had stood there twenty years before could bear testimony to the heinousness of the man’s crime. That crime had
blasted at least one young life. Yes, Justice was there all sombre and sacred, and they all felt awed, knowing that
what they were doing was not so much right as the rightest thing in the world.
“Tell me, my good man,” said the man on the ground, “what is justice?”
“As a king,” Lansannah grumbled, “you at least ought to know.”
“But I do not know,” said Daimba Seisay, calmly. “As a king, I’ve tried to be just. But I believe justice is such
a godly concept that we men are presumptuous to think ourselves capable of understanding it, let alone administering it, inviolate.”
“We did not come here to argue,” said young Luseni coldly, not yet old enough to understand the wisdom of a
king’s whole lifetime. “The question is: are you ready to die?”
“It is so written.” Daimba’s voice rose from the ground imbued with the fatalistic calm of his Moslem religion.
“A thousand times these twenty years I had it in my mind to put the woman to death. I just hadn’t the will. Her
first husband’s death weighed much on my conscience. Still, I cannot bear to enter Eternity with this mystery
unsolved in my mind. Who, now, is this Luseni? Nenneh had but one child, and I saw that child dead the day it
was born. People always said Nenneh Touray was a witch.”
“There’s no mystery, no witchcraft,” said the woman, her voice colder than the rain. In the hour of a triumph
for which she had waited twenty years, she sounded curiously unelated. “Two weeks after she ran away from this
spot that dreadful night, Poreh came back to me secretly in the night. She’s here, now.”
“Allah Akhbarr!”\fn{God is Great.} Daimba burst out in astonishment.
“Yes, she’s here now as she was here twenty years ago. When Poreh came, I already knew I was pregnant. I
prayed for a son to avenge my Luseni's death. Only Allah knew how hard I prayed. And he was kind to me. In my
hour of travail, I stole to the marshes. Poreh attended me. Well, Daimba Seisay, my belly wasn’t big for nothing. I
brought forth twins. Boys.”
“Allah Akhbarr!” Daimba exclaimed again, beginning to understand.
"Yes, twins. Luseni was big. Lansannah very small. He died the same day—and you, Daimba, were pleased to
see the end of my husband’s line—as you imagined! But I had made Poreh take Luseni back to his uncle. This
Luseni is he you see here now—and his Uncle Lansannah too is here. And,” she ended grimly, “you and I are
here. There’s no mystery, Daimba—only justice!”
“But woman, woman!” Daimba burst out. “For five years you were my wife—”
“Yes.” The woman's voice chilled him like an icicle. There was a change in her. She suddenly sounded weary,
infinitely old. “You’d have sold me into slavery if I had refused to be your wife. Only Allah knows how it hurt my
woman’s pride to yield my body to you. But I learned to steel myself to it, for dead Luseni’s sake.”
“Truly, you’re Vengeance and not a woman!” the man cried in astonishment that had something of admiration
in it. “I woke up one night when you slept with me. Through the dimness of the fire, I saw you looking at me
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when you thought I was asleep. Allah knows I’m no coward. But I knew then you hadn’t a woman’s spirit, that
you had it in you to bring death. And since that night I’d not had you in my bed And yet,” disjointedly, “and yet I
did not kill you!”
“Daimba Seisay,” Luseni asked with that disdain mingled with cruelty possible only in youth, “are you by any
chance begging us for mercy?”
“Beg a woman and child for mercy!” Daimba Seisay laughed sardonically. “I have killed—and now I’m killed.
There’s an end to all. Nenneh Touray, be merciful to my Woanday as you say she was merciful to you. And now,
boy, have done with talk. Pooh, boy! Daimba Seisay can face death with spirit.”
“Yes, Luseni,” Nenneh Touray shouted hysterically, “avenge your father’s death!”
The young man took the spear from her. For a minute the sound of falling rain filled the countryside. Then,
from under their feet, a deep sigh seemed to issue out of the very bowels of the Earth.
“He is dead!” said Luseni.
“It cannot be!” Yalie Woanday wailed. “Daimba! Daimba! Daimba! … Ah!” She rushed forward, stumbled
over the corpse, threw herself over the rapidly cooling form. “Ah—Daimba!” she wailed harrowingly through the
night. The two men pulled Woanday up, Poreh held her sobbing against her faithful heart.
Feeling lost—not unnaturally, now that the prop of her life was knocked away by her enemy’s death—Nenneh
Touray came forward shakily and felt in the darkness for the shaft of the spear. As she followed it down to the
spot over Daimba’s chest, the lightning flashed. In the glare she sawall too briefly the spear sticking out of her
enemy’s heart. But she saw most clearly that Daimba Seisay’s face was smiling peacefully in death.
“It was not so Luseni died,” she cried bitterly, rising from the ground. “Is he dead? Really dead? Lansannah,
Luseni—he made no noise …”
True, he had made no noise. He had been too proud even to cry out in the agony of death. And who could tell
if, knowing that he was expiating a murder twenty years old, he had not gone with relief tantamount to ecstacy, to
meet his Maker with the slate wiped clean?
“He was at least a man!” Luseni exclaimed in a tone of admiration. “Pity he had to be our enemy. And now, my
Mother, come home with me—and complete the journey you started twenty years ago.”
But his words had only added wormwood to his mother’s bitterness. Now that vengeance was achieved,
Nenneh Touray was overcome by an overwhelming sense of failure. Even a sense of doubt.
“Yes, Nenneh,” cried her brother-in-law, who was by now heartily sick of the weather, “come home and relax
after two whole decades.”
Thus Nenneh and Poreh resumed their journey interrupted so long ago. True, a Luseni was with them again—
but how different from that first journey of hope!
Such were Nenneh's thoughts as she went with her kith and kin. She took the first twenty, thirty, hundred paces
home, to the very Lansannah’s town the other Luseni would have had them journey. And then, very abruptly, she
stopped and refused to budge a foot further.
“He made no noise, Luseni …” She spoke but faintly, so that they just only heard her in the rain.
“Don’t distress yourself, dear Mother. Daimba Seisay is quite dead.”
“N’ga Nenneh,” urged Lansannah, damning the woman in his heart, “come, let’s away. Even Allah can’t kill a
man twice!”
“Wait!” Nenneh Touray cried with a note of urgency. “My friends, my child, be patient with me. Twenty years
is a long time to wait for this. I’ll run back and make quite, quite sure …” Before they could restrain her she had
bolted away up the track and disappeared into the night.
And then, as the two men and women stood helpless and miserable in the wet waiting for her, the thunderstorm
gathered its forces for a Parthian shot!\fn{ A parting shot.} After that the rain did perceptibly abate—but then they
had ceased to care. A white ball of fire tore through the dome of the night, exploded into the branches of a colossal tree of fire—whose stem instantly leapt towards the earth. A tearing sound and a peculiar sulphurous smell
seemed to hit the hillside around them. The thunderclap that followed reverberated with such violence the airwave
tossed the four people into the grasses by the track as if they were all made of chaff. Luseni got up first, considerably shaken.
“Uncle! N’ga Poreh!” he called, almost scared, “are you two all right?”
“Yes, my boy,” Lansannah answered from several yards away, where the thunderblast had hurled him. “But I
fear for your mother.”
The men left Poreh to help the half-concussed Woanday, and ran up the valley to Nenneh Touray’s help.
They found her under Luseni’s tree. The spear shaft sticking out of Daimba's chest guided them to the spot
where she lay. The lightning had cleft Luseni’s tree from top to bottom. One of its branches lay over Nenneh
Touray as it lay, impartially, over Daimba Seisay. For they found her at the bottom of the foliage, gripping tight to
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the spear in Daimba’s heart, lying dead across his chest.
“Allah,” Lansannah cried in awe, feeling the hairs rise at the back of his neck, “Allah has at last made peace
between them.”
2\fn{A note reads: This episode comes from Robert Wellesley Cole’s recollections of a childhood in Freetown. His background was typical
of the Freetown Creoles, descendants of the freed slaves who brought with them a way of life strongly influenced by Britain. But outside the
town there is another world. The hills rise from the edges of the town, going up steeply to about two thousand feet, with high forest on the
slopes and small mountain villages beyond. The family is about to set off on a trip to one of these villages; the time, about fifty years ago }

… When this day father asked if I would like a ride on the hammock, it was like saying:
“Would you like to go on a picnic, or a trip to the seaside?” Would I? I certainly would!
I hurried off to dress. I did not have to be told to wash my hands and my feet. But I was told to put on my
boots.
This must be a special occasion! And I wondered why my parents kept looking at me. They seemed somehow
younger, happier, almost like grown-up brother and sister to me.
I had been ill for some time and I had been kept indoors for what seemed a long time.
The hammock was brought out. The four hammock boys took their places at the corners of the canopy, their
little round cushioning katas on their heads. Mother took her seat, and placed me on her lap. The men moved off
in perfect unison, face forwards, father leading the way on foot.
Right, left; right, left; I nestled in mother’s comforting bosom, and made believe I was the principal of the
school. I had then not long started school, and the novelty of seeing him astride his hammock was still strong. He
was so different from father.
I swelled up, puffed out my chest, patted my hat, pretending it was a pith helmet, thrust my head and neck
forward, scowled slightly, blew out my cheeks and cocked my arms akimbo, with shoulders hunched high. Thus I
rode that day. I was happy.
Every now and again the men would lift their burden—in unison, shake their heads, and stretch their
compressed necks, and then replace their load, continuing with the jerky-sidey-hippy movement of persons
carrying a heavy load. We must have gone a long way, for the next thing I remember we seemed to be in another
part of the world altogether.
We were in a forest, dark, lofty, and cool, with gently rustling leaves. Large tree trunks, broader than father,
shot up skywards. But it was the carpet of leaves I remember. Thick, brown, soft, crumbly, downy leaves; and
trees which I had not seen before. From their branches hung large bell-shaped fruit, jutting from the broad bottom
of which were gray, smooth stones that looked like tiny men’s heads.
“Cashew!” father said, and he picked a few red and deep yellow ones. He gently pressed his finger into them
and the juice burst out. He gave mother one and me one. He took a bite, kept his teeth in and sucked. I took a bite,
kept my teeth in and sucked! Delicious heavenly fruit.
“Do you like it?” my father asked.
“Oh yes, sir!” I replied.
We continued to walk on, father and mother on either side of me, each holding my hand. Presently father took
out his surveyor’s measuring tape and with the help of the boys spent quite a time measuring. Once he shouted
sharply to the boy in front:
“Look out!”
The other turned round calmly, as if he had looked out long before father shouted. And I saw a long flat round
thing moving away in the grass, S-shaped. It had no legs; it moved silently. I clutched my parents’ hands.
We continued to climb and soon the most wonderful sight met my eyes. Below me, like giant green umbrellas,
as far as the eyes could see, were the leafy tops of trees—mostly green and yellow ones. Some of the trees were
short, some tall, and here and there a giant cotton tree topped all the others disdainfully. The view stretched as far
as my childhood’s eye could reach. I past more trees, rather bluer than green, dotted increasingly with what I
realized were the tops of houses.
The land stopped suddenly and raggedly. Beyond it stretched a vast grayish blue expanse scattered all over
with little white crests which seemed to be trying to reach the land. There were also little objects carrying what
looked like yellow tablecloths.
“Do you see the sea?” my father asked.
“Yes, sir,” I answered.
I had never seen anything like this before. I had been to the seashore at Christmas time, when we went to
collect sand for the church. But never did I realize it was so big. But there was a further surprise for me.
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“Let’s go this way,” father said, and he continued to lead us further into the wood.
I noticed that the grass was greener. The air smelt fresher, damper. And, suddenly, we came upon some
glistening rocks and a ten-foot waterfall tumbling into a pool!
“How do you like it?” father asked. | For once words failed me.
“How would you like to live here?” he continued.
It was too wonderful to be true. It was a veritable Garden of Eden. The original Garden could not have been
more idyllic. Nothing could be more pleasant than to live in this fairyland.
Papa had just bought the land, and as a special treat he had taken mother and me for a picnic there.
We were coming back, the “head boy” leading, when again father shouted to him to be careful. But this time he
was too late. For as the tell-tale slimy S-shaped thing some two feet long slid away into the undergrowth the man
lifted up his foot and grabbed it hard. He stood stock still thus, like a heron, for several minutes, perfectly still,
while my father chased the snake, throwing stones at it, and my mother kept telling him to be careful. Then my
father came back to hustle the man away to hospital.
But the latter just continued to stand there, as if lost to the world … And then, calmly, as if nothing had
happened, he continued to lead the way back to where the other three men were waiting with the hammock.
My father would not let him carry the load but ordered him to run to the hospital with one of the other men.
But he refused. All he said was:
“Master, the snake, not me, will die!”
And that was that. He was not even ill. But the incident had a profound effect on the other three “boys.” From
that day father never again had to shout at them in desperation. Once his orders were passed on to them by the
senior boy, they were obeyed promptly. …
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1
In this chapter we will deal with some abnormal conditions which are present at birth, but are not the result of
a faulty delivery. Congenital conditions exist before the mother goes into labour, and the child is born that way.
For example, we know that normally we have five fingers on each hand, and five toes on each foot, and each
finger and each toe is separate from the other. If a baby is born with hands or feet which are different from the
normal, that would be called a congenital defect.
General advice on congenital conditions: If you suspect that your baby does not look all right, do not be afraid.
Mention it at the Clinic, and someone with experience will look at him for you
*
Extra fingers and toes. Sometimes a baby is born with a extra little finger on one or both hands. Often this finger loosely attached to the hand. The midwife or doctor will tie a bit of thread round the finger to cut off the blood
supply, an in a few days it will drop off.
Occasionally, however, this extra finger is attached by a little bone bridge. In this case, the doctor will do a little surgery to remove it. Extra toes are treated in the same way.
*
Incomplete fingers and toes. A baby may occasionally be born with less than five fingers or toes on each hand
or foot. The baby will learn to use his hands and feet as they are and will grow up having conquered his disability
naturally.
*
Web fingers. Sometimes in a newborn baby, all the fingers and joints are correct, but the fingers are not prop erly separated. A doctor can put this right for you by plastic surgery. If 3 or more fingers are joined together and
the joints are not correct (that is, 3 to each finger), something can still be done for the child, although a new joint
cannot be made.
*
Club feet. In this condition the feet are turned in, so that when the baby starts to walk, he walks on the outer
edges of his feet instead of the soles. As soon as you notice this, consult your doctor, who will put the baby on
manipulation and exercises. In bad cases, an orthopaedic surgeon will correct the condition when the baby gets a
little older.
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*
Flat feet. Babies tend to be flat-footed when they first begin to walk because their arches are not properly
formed. But a baby with really flat feet and knock-knees is different. Such a baby is beginning to suffer from rick ets. Give him his Cod Liver Oil plus calcium tablets, and make sure he spends a lot of time in the open air.
*
Undescended testicles. During the development of a baby boy, the testicles start growing from inside the abdominal wall near the kidneys and descend gradually until at birth they are outside the body in the scrotum.
Sometimes this descent is arrested on the way, so that one or both of them may not be in the scrotal sac at birth.
They may come down within a fortnight after birth. If this does not happen, however, tell your doctor, who will
tell you what to do. They will probably come down in a few years’ time, but the doctor will supervise the child.
Often you do not need to do anything until the boy is about 10 years old, when he can be treated by injections or
surgery.
*
Congenital absence of the vagina. Occasionally a baby girl is born without a vaginal opening. Unless one is
careful, this may not be noticed for some time. The baby has a urethra all right, so she passes urine. She has an
anal opening, so she passes stool. But in between the two there is no opening. You should see your doctor, who
will keep an eye on her and arrange for a plastic operation near the age of puberty, before the periods start.
*
Hernia. This is a relatively common condition. A loop of intestine may come down into the scrotum, or may
form a bulge at the umbilicus. The one in the scrotum often accompanies an undescended testicle. The umbilical
hernia is fairly common, and is due to a weakness in the abdominal wall. Both types can be corrected by surgery.
So see your doctor, and he will tell you when the operation can be done.
*
Hydrocephaly. In this condition the baby’s head is larger and softer than it ought to be. Immediately you notice
this, report to your doctor and he will look after the baby. Nowadays such a baby can be treated, so don’t listen to
old wives’ tales.
*
Microcephaly. This is the opposite of hydrocephaly. The fontancile (the soft part in the front part of the baby’s
head) closes early and the head is very small compared with the rest of the body. You should consult a doctor
about this condition.
*
Tongue-tie. This is noticed when the baby’s tongue does not go as far out of his mouth as other children's when
he puts his tongue out. This is due to a tight septum, or band of connective tissue, under the tongue. Mothers often
imagine that the child does not talk or suck well as a result, but this is not true. Formerly this band used to be cut
in a small operation. Now it is left alone unless it is very bad, and the child is not affected at all.
*
Hare lip and cleft palate. These two conditions often go together. In hare lip, the top lip does not cover the
teeth. The lip seems to be in two parts and there is an uneven gap between, through which the teeth, and some times the gum can be seen.
The palate is the roof of the mouth. When you open your mouth, the vault shaped like this — is the palate.
Sometimes there is a hole in it, usually in the middle, but the size varies. This is called a cleft palate. People with
this condition cannot talk properly and their speech has a peculiar nasal sound. Babies find it difficult to drink
with a hole in the roof of the mouth.
Both conditions can be put right by a plastic surgeon. So take the baby to the Clinic as soon as you notice it,
and consult your doctor.
*
Rickets. This is not a congenital disease, but a weakness of the bones. It may affect children in the second half
of the first year and produce deformities. This is when the baby’s bones are active: he is crawling, standing, and
his teeth are also appearing. But this condition makes the baby’s bones weak.
The fontanelle (the soft part in front of the baby’s head) is wider than it should be, and the baby may often
have catarrh and cold, or even frequent diarrhoea. You will notice that he may sit up, but not be able to crawl or
stand at the right time and his muscles may be weak. Indeed, such a baby may not walk until he is 2 years old.
There are certain things you can do. Follow the advice on diet we have given you. Make sure he takes his cal cium tablets and Cod Liver Oil. Do not put too many clothes on him, so that quite a lot of his body will be ex posed to the sun. Remember that the sun acts on our skin and so makes Vitamin D, which is necessary for the
growth of bones.
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There can be nothing more upsetting than a baby who won’t stop crying or who does not feel well. Since ba bies cannot talk, there is no way for them to tell you exactly what is wrong. As a result, you, the mother, must
learn to be observant so that you can take the necessary steps to keep your baby contented and well.
*
Your baby cries a lot. Often when a mother delivers in hospital, on her return home she complains that the
baby cries a lot. One reason is that in hospital she never had the baby all the time, and did not realise that he did
just the same thing there.
Small babies cry at night because they are hot. Most people unwisely close their windows at night, and the
room becomes hot and stuffy.
Small babies also cry because of wind in the stomach. They swallow air while feeding and as they cannot sit
up, they do not use their abdominal muscles which help them to get rid of the wind. Often this happens after they
have been asleep for an hour or so. The baby who suffers from wind looks as if he is in real agony and draws his
legs up, against his abdomen as he screams.
Of course, babies cry for other reasons. There are different types of cry, and you must learn to recognise them.
If there is a sudden, sharp cry which persists, take off the wrapper and clothes and see if the baby has been bitten by an insect. This is fairly common. Some anti-allergic cream should always be handy when you have a baby.
All you do is to apply a little on the bite.
Babies may cry because they are wet or uncomfortable, so you can begin by checking to see if the nappy needs
to be changed.
When babies are older, they may cry because they are lonely or bored and want attention.
Finally, of course, babies cry when they are ill. If you have your baby on a regular routine of food, play, rest,
etc., you should be able to rule out things like hunger and tiredness if he cries. You should observe how he is ly ing, if he is restless, if he cries when you touch a certain part of his body, if the body is hot, etc.
Remember that even though the baby’s body may not feel hot, he may still have a temperature. Babies suffer
from earache fairly commonly, so remember that if the crying continues.
A baby cannot tell you he is ill, he can only cry. So if you are worried by the cry, consult a doctor.
*
A baby’s body is hot. This is a very common complaint. The mother notices that the child’s body is hotter than
usual. In addition, he cries a lot, and probably goes off his food. The mother gets very worried. Very often there is
no other symptom; by that I mean the child does not have any other complaint like a cough or vomiting or fre quent loose stools. The child’s eyes may appear rather blue, and he is listless.
This is probably due to malaria. But if you have been giving him his anti-malarial regularly, and he is sleeping
under a net, don’t just say it is malaria, consult a doctor.
*
A baby is not eating. This is the symptom which I find worries mothers most. Of course they are right to be
concerned, but sometimes when a child does not eat, it is nature’s way of helping him conserve his energy to fight
some illness, especially when he is feverish. When his gums are very sore, a baby is not able to suck and you may
have to express your breast milk into a clean, previously boiled cup and feed him with a spoon.
*
How to express breast milk: First wash your hands and breasts. Sit down comfortably and massage the breast
firmly but gently towards the nipple, and collect the milk in the prepared and already boiled container.
The simple fact is that babies sometimes go off their food. They do not eat the same amount at every meal.
Sometimes lack of appetite means they feel feverish, or not quite well. When they are older, they may get very in terested in some toy which is near them while eating, or they may not like the food offered to them. Babies also
lose appetite when they are ill, naturally, and more worrying still, when they are convalescing. If this persists, tell
your doctor.
*
Vomiting. This complaint also worries mothers. There are many reasons why a baby vomits. The simplest is
that he is over-fed. If you do not bring up his wind properly, he will vomit. If he is over-fed, he will easily regurgitate the excess, probably all over the mother and himself. If it is wind, when you rub his back and he brings it up,
the vomiting will stop. If he has stomach pains, he will cry bitterly and pull up his legs. Some times, too, babies
vomit during a bout of malaria. Any vomiting that is alarming, or persists should be reported at the Clinic.
*
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Frequent stool. This may be very important, so consult the doctor immediately. Sometimes within the first 3
weeks, soon after the mother’s milk is established, a baby may get so much milk—for it just flows down his throat
without any effort—that he may have looseness for a few days. Don’t worry. Your doctor will tell you that it will
stop when the breast milk is down to normal in a week or two. The thing to note about frequent stool is the color,
consistency and smell. If the color is green, the child is probably taking too much sugar in the milk or orange. If
the stool is watery and the odor is bad, the baby will need treatment. Normally a baby’s stool is yellow and soft ish, and the odor is not putrid.
*
Colds. These can he quite serious in a baby. He cannot blow his nose, and the nostrils easily get blocked. Always keep the nostrils clear by cleaning them gently with a clean handkerchief or cotton wool. Gently massage
each nostril and wipe it.
Sometimes the nostrils get blocked, and the baby finds it hard to breathe. You can get some nasal drops from
your doctor and use them. They will help to clear up the congestion. Lay the baby on his back, put 1 drop up each
nostril, massage it near the bridge of the nose (the bone that you can feel) and wipe off the excess. Do not use it
more than 4 times a day and only for a few days at a time, as the drops may themselves cause irritation and reddening of the inside of the baby’s nose.
The thing to do with a cold is to get rid of it, or it may develop into a cough. You must be careful that people
with colds do not play with the baby, or he may not only catch cold, but also develop a cough or even pneumonia.
Sometimes a baby seems to catch a cold very easily. Consult a doctor, for you may find that such a child is suffering from an allergy. If indeed he is allergic, you may find that in addition to the colds, he often has a rash on the
face or body.
*
Cough. A cough should always be taken seriously. Even if you only hear the baby cough once or twice, report
at the Clinic. It could be a sign of Bronchopneumonia which is fairly common among children and sometimes it is
difficult to know when this starts. When a baby is small, and is not playing much, you may not realise that he is
not moving as much as he used to. The illness may make the child too weak to cry. It is also well to remember that
he may have a high temperature, even though his body may not feel particularly hot.
There is only one thing to do with a cough—get rid of it. Consult the Clinic.
*
Running ears. Many babies seem to suffer from this. Sometimes some over-anxious mothers, after bathing the
baby, complain that water comes out of the ears. Of course this is not a discharge. To see if there is really any dis charge, wait until 1 hour or so after drying the baby, then clean the ear very gently with a swab of cotton wool and
see if it is damp or pale yellowish.
I think many babies’ ears get infected from bath water. In bathing the baby, mothers love to pour water over the
head, and so soapy water gets into the ears and is not properly cleaned. When washing the hair, hold the head
back and wash it so that water does not get into the ears.
Sometimes, too, babies’ ears get infected from careless feeding. The mother may hold the child carelessly after
over-feeding it, and the milk which has collected in his mouth runs back to his ears. This can cause inflammation
of the ears if it gets infected. In any case, the proper person to deal with running ears is a doctor.
*
Sticky eyes. The treatment for this is some ointment like penicillin eye ointment—not the ordinary penicillin
ointment, but the eye ointment in a tube. It is wisest to take the baby to the Clinic, and some Albucid or penicillin
drops will probably be prescribed. Make sure that all who handle the baby have clean hands. Make sure too that
your baby’s clothing and bedding and your clothing also are clean.
*
Rashes. There are all sorts of rashes, varying from really dangerous ones like smallpox, to very common and
simple ones like heat rash. If a baby has a rash in the napkin area, it means that you are not washing the nappies
absolutely clean. Wash them well and boil them. Rub some baby cream or zinc and castor oil ointment over the
affected area before putting on the nappy.
Heat rash. This is a fine rash usually found on the face, neck, arms and upper part of the body. Babies suffer a
lot from this in hot weather. Do not put too many clothes on the baby—a little vest or a playsuit is all that is necessary. Get some eau-de-cologne and rub it all over the baby (they love it—it is so cool) before putting powder
on. It is quite easy to get cologne now that these things are made locally. Do this at least 3 times a day in the hot
weather. Also refrain from putting shoes on a baby in hot weather; instead, put powder between the toes.
There is another type of rash that is fairly common in babies. It comes in patches, sometimes with irregular
edges, and is scaly. This is an allergic rash, which means that something does not agree with the baby. Sometimes
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this rash is accompanied by frequent colds, or it appears when the baby starts to eat mixed foods. Always consult
your doctor about this, and if he says it is an allergy, remember to mention this at the Clinic when you go for the
baby’s immunisation.
Other rashes which you may see are chicken-pox, smallpox, and measles. The first two are raised above the
skin and the rashes contain pus. As a very rough guide, the chickenpox spots may appear on the body first, while
the smallpox spots may show on the face first. In addition, the child will have a temperature and will definitely
not be well. Measles may be mistaken for a bad heat rash. But in measles, the child usually has or has had a running nose, the tongue is red, and he has a definite temperature. Also, if you look in his mouth, you will see a spot
on the inside of each check. In any case, if you are not sure whether any rash is a heat rash, report at the Clinic.
*
White tongue. Sometimes mothers get worried about a baby’s white tongue, which is due to milk. After feeding, babies often leave a little on the tongue, and if this is done frequently the tongue gets white. If you are wor ried about this, clean the tongue with a bit of clean cloth wrapped round your finger, not with Cotton wool. It is
easy for a bit of cotton wool to get detached and perhaps choke the baby.
*
Thrush. This is different from white tongue. It is seen on the tongue and cheeks, and if it is very bad, on the in side of the lips too. It is caused by a germ called a fungus. It appears smooth, but if you look carefully, you will
see that the white spots are really raised. Thrush is usually seen in neglected and badly cared-for children. The
best treatment is to avoid it—by absolute cleanliness. When the baby has it, however, the treatment is usually with
Gentian Violet. You put 2 drops of Gentian on the tongue and it will cover the affected area, but it is best to seek
medical advice first before attempting treatment.
*
Twitchings, fits and convulsions. The fear of convulsion in a baby lies at the back of nearly every mother’s
mind, especially as people often make the mistake of calling any slight twitching of any muscle in a child convulsion. It is therefore important that you should know the difference between twitchings, fits and convulsions.
Let us consider twitchings first.
In this condition, a muscle or group of muscles contract and cause unnecessary jerking of a limb or the face or
any other part of the body. This is usually put right by giving extra calcium. If it persists, consult a doctor.
*
In fits, the child goes unconscious, a limb or limbs and perhaps the body, too, jerks, and he foams at the mouth.
Put a padded spoon handle between his gums and take him to a hospital. Make sure the spoon is padded (wrapped
with a cloth or handkerchief folded in 4 or more layers) so that the metal will not injure his mouth.
This condition should always be reported to the doctor, even if it is very slight, and does not last long.
*
In a convulsion, the child goes unconscious, the limb or limbs shake and he rolls up his eyes so you see only
the whites. Convulsions are a sign of a number of illnesses which usually produce a high fever, such as malaria,
pneumonia and measles. High fever with convulsion occurs easily in children because their temperature-regulating mechanism in the brain easily goes out of order. A child can produce a high temperature very suddenly, and
the temperature can fall again just as quickly.
Have you ever wondered how a person, if he is well, can have the same temperature in the hot, burning sun
and in cold weather? It is because this temperature-regulating mechanism of our brain controls our body temperature. In babies, when the temperature gets too high, this mechanism easily gets knocked out.
Try to get the temperature down by cold-tap sponging (the water from the tap is never absolutely cold) and
take the child to a Clinic, where he will be examined and the disease causing the convulsion treated.
*
How to do tap sponging. Put some water from a tap in a bowl. Put the naked child on a towel on a bed. Get a
small towel or clean cloth, dip it in the water, squeeze it, and rub all over the body. Do this 3 or 4 times, dry the
child and put his clothes on. Sponging can be repeated 3 or 4 times, but do not leave the child exposed for too
long—more than 1 hour at a time—while you are doing it.
*
DO NOT GIVE CATTLE URINE. IT MAY CAUSE BLINDNESS, DUMBNESS, AND EVEN PARALYSIS,
WHICH CANNOT BE CURED.
*
DO NOT BURN THE FEET IN THE FIRE. THE CHILD MAY BE LEFT WITH A BAD BURN WHICH
MAY RESULT IN SEVERE DISFIGUREMENT FOR LIFE.\fn{Both these injunctions are capitalized in the text:H}
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Accidents are very common among children, especially when they begin to crawl, stand and walk about. I
think this is partly because we get so used to seeing them in one place that we often forget that they are moving
about. They on their part are very light, they move about noiselessly, and their movements are surprisingly quick.
But all adults who live in the same house with children should be extra careful and think for themselves and for
the children too.
You must be careful when walking about in the house that you do not fall over a baby sitting or playing somewhere. Most accidents can be avoided, and the best treatment is to see that they do not happen.
When a child begins to reach things, we should be careful what we leave within his grasp, for so often this is
the cause of many accidents. Chief of these is the table cloth spread on a table. Once a baby gets hold of one end
of the cloth and begins to pull, the action is speeded up by gravity, and everything comes tumbling down. Con sider the things you might have on the table: hot water, knives, forks, ink, pens, razor blades, scissors, etc., not to
mention the volume of the cloth in which the unfortunate baby may find himself rolled up. Think of the different
kinds of injuries he may sustain, apart from the shock.
Similarly, when he is learning to stand and walk, look at the furniture in your room, and see if it is sturdy
enough to carry his weight.
Look at all the knick-knacks you have about. Can they injure him? Will they break? Have they got sharp
points? Are they heavy?
What of the stairs: have you got a guard for them to prevent him from rolling down; do you supervise his
climbing up and down? Remember that more than ever at this period you have to use your imagination and think
for your baby.
*
Finger caught in the door. This can happen very easily. If you are trying to shut a door and you feel some ob struction, stop and look. Don’t use blind force to overcome it. If a baby does get his finger caught in the door,
wrap a bit of ice in a handkerchief and put it round his finger. If there is no ice, use a cold compress: wet a bit of
cloth or handkerchief in cold water and keep on changing it to keep it cold.
*
Cuts. These are usually caused by a sharp instrument like a razor blade, knife or even a broken bottle. Wash the
wound in running water, then clean it with pure Dettol and put a firm bandage on it. When the bleeding stops, put
some talcum or baby powder on it, and use a little Elastoplast bandage. If the cut is from glass, it can be danger ous. Do the first aid and take the child straight to a hospital.
All these accidents should be reported to a doctor, for apart from the discomfort and pain of the wound, tetanus
or lockjaw may set in. Tetanus is particularly liable to occur after a dirty or closed wound, such as a big thornprick in the foot.
*
Bruises. This usually results from a fall, especially on concrete, stone, or any rough surface. The skin is broken
irregularly and is tender and slightly swollen. Wash with clean water, then pure Dettol. Leave to dry for a couple
of minutes, then powder and cover with gauze and bandage.
*
Falls. These easily happen, especially when a baby starts moving around. Sometimes even a baby who is not
“moving” can roll off a bed if he is left there for any length of time. When a baby falls, before you pick him up try
to observe how he is lying on the ground—whether the posture is normal or abnormal. If he has any cuts or
bruises that you can see, try to do first aid by cleaning the dirt away from the wound with clean water, using a
clean cloth or cotton wool.
If you see any lumps or depressions where there were none before, or you notice a limb hanging strangely, or if
the baby is unable to use a limb, carry him gently in your arms (preferably not on your back) to a hospital. Babies
fracture their shoulders and arms quite easily—they are so delicate—but these fractures heal fairly quickly with
good care. In any case, if after a fall you notice that the baby does not look right, or is not behaving as he used to,
report at your Clinic.
*
Sprains. Sometimes during a fall, or if a baby catches his foot on something, he twists a joint or a muscle. No
bone is broken. The place will be sore to touch, and on movement, and probably swollen. The first aid treatment
for this is a cold compress on the affected part. If it is swollen, discoloured, very painful when moved, and is in an
unnatural position, it is probably a fracture.
*
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Fracture. A fracture is a broken bone. There are different kinds, and they are all painful. The preceding para graph tells you how to distinguish this from a sprain. Rest the broken part comfortably and carry the infant to a
doctor. In very small babies you may be told to leave them alone. You must do just that: leave alone, if you are
told to do so. In other cases, a plaster may be put on, or a firm strapping, and you will be told what to do. Never
try to put the damaged limb into its proper position, nor allow anyone else other than a doctor or trained nurse to
do so. Occasionally, during a difficult birth a baby may have his shoulder bone fractured. If you notice a bump on
the shoulder (or for that matter anywhere on the body), report to your doctor. It can be treated quite easily, usually
by leaving it alone.
*
Dislocations. Sometimes a baby’s limb is put out of joint. This can happen fairly easily when a baby is lifted
up by the arms, instead of being held by the trunk. The upper arm bone is pulled out of the socket, and there is a
depression where the head of the bone should be. The shoulder looks flat. This dislocation can happen to the hip
joint, too, and to other joints. So if a joint does not look right, and the baby cries when it is used, consult a doctor.
*
Scalds and burns. Scalding is burning by wet heat, such as boiling water, hot porridge or hot fat. Burning is by
dry heat, like a fire. These two types of accident are surprisingly common among babies. Adults need to exercise
very great care in order to avoid them. One must take special care of open fires, especially when frying meat, fish,
akara, etc. A baby does not know, and may stick its hand into the boiling fat. Worse than that, I have seen a baby
who fell right into a pot of boiling fat. So also, a fire looks very attractive and sometimes children touch it before
they realise that it burns.
Babies should be protected, and adults should be less careless. Do not use open fires where children are playing around, or if you must have a fire, see that it is protected so that the baby cannot get near it.
The first-aid treatment of any burn or scald is to rub it over with any oil handy: groundnut oil, palm oil, or
Vaseline. If it is only a slight burn, leave this on, or if you have any of those numerous jellies and ointments used
for burns, apply them and put on a clean bandage. However, some doctors believe that it is better not to put any
ointment or medicine of any kind on a burn, just cover it with a clean cloth. Any burn or scald with an area of
more than I in. square on a baby should be seen by a doctor. And for great catastrophes like falling in frying oil, or
having a pot of boiling water poured over the baby, do not delay. Rush to the hospital. If there is no hospital
nearby, rub Vaseline all over the area and wrap in a clean cloth before going off to seek help from a Red Cross
person.
*
Swallowing things other than food. This is fairly common among babies. You notice that from the third month,
the baby puts everything he grasps into his mouth. The world is a vast, new, exciting place, and babies love to explore it. So we find them eating all sorts of pills, especially if they are either tasteless or sweet; they drink all
kinds of fluids, of which kerosene seems to be the most popular.
The first treatment for all of these is to try to get whatever has been swallowed out of the system. So stick your
finger down the baby’s throat and get him to vomit. Then take him to the doctor where he will probably be given a
stomach wash-out if necessary and treated. When you go to the doctor, if you do not know the name of the stuff
the baby has swallowed, take a sample with you to show him.
*
Foreign bodies in the ears. If the object is clearly seen and can be removed easily, do so, but be very careful not
to push it further in. A baby’s ear-drum is very close to the outside opening of the ear, and if you use force in get ting the foreign body out, you may perforate the drum, with resulting deafness. So don’t use force. If you cannot
get it out easily, take the baby to a doctor.
*
Foreign bodies in the eye. If some liquid gets in the baby’s eye, don’t let him rub it. Wash it quickly with water.
If any speck of dust gets in the eye, try to remove it with the corner of a handkerchief. If you cannot get it out, tell
your doctor who will give you some sterile drops for the eye, or some sterile ointment in a tube.
*
Foreign bodies in the nose. This is usually something like a bead or bean. Here you must be very careful not to
get the bean, or whatever it is, wedged up in the nose. Try to get the baby to sneeze while he lies on his stomach
on your lap, with his head hanging down.
*
Choking. When things get stuck in the throat, we say that the person is choking. When this happens, hold the
baby by the feet, turn him upside-down, and give him a few smart taps on the back. You may be surprised to see a
pea or a sixpence fall to the ground.
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Because no one can say definitely what life is, because no human being has ever succeeded in creating a living
being, pregnancy and childbirth are to this day surrounded by an air of mystery. As a result, in every country one
still comes across a lot of traditional and superstitious beliefs relating to both.
There are many traditions and beliefs concerning the processes of conception and birth. Thus there is the widespread belief, even among the educated, that if the man is the dominant partner, his wife will have a boy; but if the
wife is the dominant partner, she will have a girl. This is one of the main reasons why boy babies are desired more
often and more earnestly than girls.
*
Diet. A lot of superstitions relate to diet. It is believed that if a pregnant woman eats eggs, she will suffer from
hiccups, which are, to say the least, uncomfortable. It is also believed that eggs, the vegetable “ebolo”, and sugarcane cause ineffective labour pains, and even prolonged, difficult labour. Plantains arc said to cause a depressed,
enlarged fontanelle in the newborn. Small bananas, known as “silver bananas”, are said to cause dizziness and
sleepiness in labour; while fruits that grow on trees as distinct from shrubs cause the top teeth to erupt first, which
is believed to be bad. And so on.
What are the facts?
Eggs: Eggs are one of the best foods you can get. They contain a lot of protein and form a good source of iron,
both of which are absolutely necessary for the development of the baby and the health of the mother, as we have
seen. You will remember that milk contains hardly any iron, so the baby stores all the iron it will need while it is
in the mother’s womb. If the mother does not take enough iron, the baby gets it from the mother’s own store in
her bones, liver, etc., and that is why women tend to be anaemic during pregnancy. So by all means go on eating
eggs while you are pregnant unless the doctor forbids it.
Vegetables and fruits: Green leafy vegetables contain iron, and so also do plantains and bananas, especially
green plantains. All nuts, including groundnuts, and all freshly growing things contain vitamins. Fruits, especially
oranges, pineapples, pawpaws and bananas, which are very common, are good for pregnant women, as we have
seen.
Angular Stomatitis, which causes a white patch at the angles of the mouth, is supposed to be a sign of preg nancy. This is not true. Lack of vitamins is usually the cause of this condition. To get rid of it, all you have to do is
to eat fresh fruits and vegetables in adequate amounts. Beat an egg into your bowl of corn porridge just before you
drink it, and you have an excellent meal. In addition, eat bean cake or beans in some form every day, and an or ange and a banana.
*
Behaviour. Apart from dietary taboos, there are superstitions relating to behaviour in pregnancy.
In early pregnancy, the pregnant woman may not visit a woman very recently delivered—say while in the delivery room—nor should she be near where the innards of a recently slaughtered animal are being cleaned, or she
will abort. This is common sense and is easy to understand. In the early months of pregnancy, many women suffer
from nausea and vomiting, and there is the fear that severe vomiting as a result of an easily irritated stomach may
cause abortion. There is nothing in the situations themselves to cause abortion.
Walking about in the hot sun is supposed to cause the birth of an idiot. This belief comes from a desire to protect our women who work hard, so that they can at least rest when the sun is hot, and effort difficult. But the su perstition that a pregnant woman should not rest under a shady tree for fear she will have a deformed baby—mentally and physically—is definitely bad. It is a cruel and useless superstition and you should not take any notice of
it. It has no basis in common sense or fact, and is not true. No one should shelter under a tree during a thunder storm, for if the tree is hit by lightning one may be killed. And of course if you know a tree is infested by snakes
or ants do not rest under it.
Another belief is that if a pregnant woman sleeps on her back, her child will have squinting eyes. Please do not
believe this. Every child is a separate individual, and from the moment of conception grows by itself. It only gets
the material for growth from the mother’s blood, but the baby does all its work itself. A squint is the result of
some slight fault in the eye muscles, and can easily be put right by an eye doctor.
*
Sex of the baby. During pregnancy, one is often understandably curious about the sex of the baby. So, of
course, there are many superstitions about ways of detecting the sex of a child in the womb. Most of them are
harmless, but I would like to refer to two or three.
People believe that if a pregnant woman repeatedly drops the load she carries on her head, the baby will be a
57

girl. If she passes urine frequently, she will have a boy. If the labor is prolonged and difficult, she will have a girl.
If during pregnancy you repeatedly drop your headload, please tell your doctor. It is not because the baby will
be a girl—you are very probably ill. Also, if during pregnancy you pass urine frequently, please do not put up with
it cheerfully because you think you are going to have the boy you have been hoping for. Complain to the doctor or
midwife and you will be treated for the illness. Again, if your labour is prolonged or difficult, please do not just
accept it as a sign that you are going to have a girl to wear your jewelry. If you are at home, insist on being taken
to the hospital.
*
Photographs. It is not true that if an expectant mother has her photograph taken during pregnancy, she will die.
Many women have had photographs taken in pregnancy and are still alive to look after their children who were
born fit and healthy.
*
Carrying something sharp. A very common belief is that when a pregnant woman goes out, especially in the
evening and at night, she should carry something sharp—even if it is only a small stone. This superstition is com mon in many parts of the world, and in some countries they are advised to carry a pair of scissors. I cannot find
the reason for this belief, except for the fact that it is a universal practice for young women to carry some means
of self-defense when going out at night. I assure you, the sharp stone or instrument has no effect on the pregnancy.
*
Bad dreams. I must mention here the problem of bad dreams. This complication of pregnancy worries many
people. Sometimes you dream of your “enemy” or someone feeling your abdomen, your teeth are green or black,
or they fall out. Believe me when I tell you that these dreams are not sure signs that you are being bewitched.
They often occur during pregnancy, and without taking any steps to drive the “spirits” away, you can have a nor mal delivery of a normal baby.
*
Rings and charms. Many women believe in wearing special rings on their fingers, or some charms round the
waist, or having some charms hanging over their door or bed, to make sure that they do not abort.
The rings, etc., have no effect on the pregnancy. If the circumstances are right, when the male and female eggs
meet, conception will take place and the child will continue to grow until birth. But if the conditions are not right:
for example, if the mother has certain types of illness—especially those with a high temperature—ring or no ring,
charm or no charm, she will abort. Apart from these illnesses, there are other reasons why mothers have an abor tion or premature birth. You will be given good advice and treatment at your Clinic. Unless these factors are cor rected, abortions or prematurity cannot be avoided.
The fact is, the process of birth starts from within the womb. No one can give the exact minute when birth will
start, or when the birth will be completed. These are dependent on certain factors which come into play under cer tain internal conditions.
As long as the mother has taken reasonable care during pregnancy, has attended the Clinic regularly and
obeyed competent medical advice, all things being equal, she should be reasonably sure of having a normal,
healthy baby at the time of delivery.
5
Every community in the world has its own customs. Some of these have proved to be good, and others have
just been observed for countless generations because no one has bothered to examine them. Let us therefore look
at some of the more common ones which affect the raising of children.
*
Forced feeding with the baby on his side. This is a very dangerous habit. Mothers do it because it saves time,
but as the Chinaman said to the American,
“When you have saved it, what do you do with it?”
It is very easy for babies who are being fed like this to be choked, or for the food to be swallowed the wrong
way. The baby kicks and struggles, the food comes out through the nostrils, and the whole thing is most unpleasant as well as dangerous. Take a little time and feed your baby properly. He is a person like yourself, and is able
to enjoy his food.
*
Beliefs about foods. Many families have different kinds of food that custom forbids them to eat or give to chil dren. Usually these foods are the protein ones like eggs, fish, meat, etc. Let us use common sense about these customs.
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Look round at the other children who eat these things. Don’t they look well? All children must have a certain
amount of these foods. If any particular one is forbidden by custom, we must either give up the custom, if possi ble, or adapt our children’s diet—and our own—to make up for this lack.
Eggs: Some people say that if you give eggs to a child, he will become a thief later on. This is not true. We
know how nourishing eggs are. Why then should a child steal because he eats them?
Meat: People also say the child will steal if he gets used to eating meat. This is not true. The child needs meat
to grow, and fish also.
Sugar: People say that sugar causes diarrhoea. No it does not, if used in small amounts. If it is clean and has
not been rubbed on the floor or got contaminated, it cannot cause diarrhoea.
Groundnuts: The belief is widespread that groundnuts cause diarrhoea. They do not, but you should use only
the fresh ones. The ones that look bad should not be eaten.
Herbal mixtures: Many mothers give their babies regular doses of “agbo” or concoctions of various herbs. The
practice is bad because: (a) they usually give far too much, (b) they don’t know the active principle in the
medicine.
One of the popular ones may cause anaemia or lack of blood in babies. We do not know yet if it is the stuff it self, or the amount, but research is going on at the moment.
*
Beliefs about teeth. In some communities it is a life tragedy for a baby to be born with teeth. Such babies are
considered to be evil, and to spread ill luck to anything and anybody with whom they come in contact.
This is a very great pity, especially as there is not the slightest truth in it. As you know, the teeth are usually inside the gums before a baby is born. Occasionally they become very active, and appear before birth. Presence of
these teeth has nothing whatever to do with good or bad luck. In any case, if you are worried take the baby to a
dentist.
Top teeth appearing first: Similarly, if the top teeth come out first instead of the lower ones, this is supposed to
be bad luck for the baby and all who come in contact with him. This definitely is not so. But if it happens, consult
a dentist.
*
Carrying a baby on your back. This custom, with variations, is common in many parts of the world. Carrying
babies on the back is very nice and comfortable for them. In fact, you often hear young children asking to be carried rather than objecting.
The advantages of this custom are that: (a) you know where the baby is, and that he is not falling in the fire
somewhere; (b) it is easy for the mother and comfortable for the baby; (c) it is the easiest way to make a baby per spire when this is necessary; (d) it is companionable: you can chat to the baby while on your back, and he does
not feel lonely.
The disadvantages are: (a) it does not permit free movement of the limbs. If you are in the habit of carrying the
baby on your back, you must take time to give him plenty of opportunity to kick about, and later on to sit and
crawl. (b) It can be very offensive for the baby if the person carrying him is not clean, in clothes and person. (c)
Lazy mothers can leave their babies quite filthy on their back, instead of changing their nappy regularly. (d) When
the baby begins to gain weight, the strain on the mother’s back can be quite considerable.
It is not true that babies carried on the back will have bow legs and other types of limb deformities. Carrying
babies on the back does not affect the shape of their bodies. After all, they are not carried like that for 24 hours a
day.
6
How does one have twins, triplets, or even four or five babies at once?
Many people regard the products of a multiple pregnancy as something of a mystery. Indeed, in some communities it is taboo to have such children, who are regarded as “unclean”, while other communities believe such children have supernatural powers, so they should never be refused anything and should always be given their own
way. If these children behave badly or get uncontrollably annoyed, people feel they cannot help it since their pe culiar circumstance makes them difficult. If there is a run of ill luck in the family, it is blamed on them and special
sacrifices and ceremonies have to be observed to win their favour again.
*
What causes twins, triplets, etc.? Who, then, are these children? How do they come about?
You remember in the very first chapter, we said that at the beginning, one egg or sperm from the man, and one
egg or ovum from the woman join together to form a new life. This new cell immediately becomes extremely ac 59

tive and divides into: 2, 4, 8, 16 and so on.
Sometimes instead of producing only one egg, the woman produces two, and if these two become fertilised by
two sperms, you have twins. They may be of different sexes, or if they are of the same sex, they may be quite un like each other, and are called unidentical twins.
Sometimes one male and one female egg join as usual, then they divide again to form two fertilised eggs or
ova which continue to develop separately. In this case the two babies thus formed will be of the same sex, and will
look alike in nearly all respects. In fact, they will be almost indistinguishable from each other. They are what we
call identical twins. Twins like these are so close to each other that even when they grow up and live in different
towns or countries, they may show some telepathic bond. This means that though they are apart, they may react in
the same way to situations, and in times of great catastrophes may have the same reaction and awareness, the
same thoughts and feelings at the same time.
Sometimes two eggs may be fertilised and one may result in twins, while the other may be just a single child.
When that happens you have triplets. You can see from this that it is possible to have twins, triplets, and occasionally quadruplets (4) or quintuplets (5).
Why do some people have twins and not others?
We inherit the tendency to have twins, triplets, etc., just as we inherit the shape of our nose, and the way we
walk. We cannot do anything about it. We are made like that. That is why twins and triplets tend to run in families.
Twins and triplets do not in themselves differ from single children. But during pregnancy, the mother-to-be
needs to be especially careful to eat enough of the right foods, for she has more than one baby to provide for. She
also needs to rest more than if the pregnancy were single. But often she may not know, and sometimes the doctor
cannot tell (unless an X-ray photograph is taken)\fn{Ultrasound imaging had just come into use about 1965:H } that she is
carrying more than one baby. The mother-to-be may often go into labour before time because the womb is bigger
than normal for a single baby, and labour begins when the womb reaches a certain size
*
Treatment of twins, triplets, etc. After delivery, the mother must watch herself, and rest as much as possible.
When breast feeding the babies she must put each one alternately to the breast first. Thus if one is fed first at the 6
a.m., the other must be fed first at 10 a.m. and so on. Also she must be careful that she does not feed the same one
from the same breast all the time. They must change over, for the milk capacity of each breast differs and each
does not hold the same amount.
With a first delivery, and a lucky mother, the babies may be adequately breast fed. The mother may have
enough milk. But often the mother may need to provide supplementary feeding, especially if they are not the first
children. These babies especially need Cod Liver Oil and additional vitamins, usually in the form of drops, and
sometimes iron also.
Special care must also be taken to give them their antimalarials and immunisations, for they are often smaller
than single babies, and may be weaker. But they soon catch up, and grow as strong as other babies.
The trouble with twins comes in their upbringing. If they are identical, they can be especially troublesome. In
the early days when one begins to cry, the other joins in. As they grow up they get into scrapes together, for the
simple reason that because they grow up together, they are used to doing things together, and imitate each other.
This is the key to their pattern of behaviour. From the moment of birth they are together, often in the same cot.
So they naturally do things together. During the first year, when single children play by themselves, you often find
twins (especially identical ones) playing together. Thus people get used to thinking of them together, and find it
difficult to think of them as two separate individuals. In the first year it is good to treat them both alike, for it es tablishes a basis of fair play. But as they get older, try to remember that each is an individual.
They are ordinary children. They do not have special powers. They do not need to be favoured more than any
other child. They are not responsible for good or bad luck. They need love just as much as any other child.
7
My baby has noises in his stomach. What should I do?
In everybody—child and adult—food in our stomach and intestines is digested by a series of waves throughout
the digestive tract. When one part contracts, the other relaxes and so on. In a child this is often easily seen, and
heard too, because of the tendency to swallow air while feeding. You will notice this more in a small child, and
sometimes a child with an empty stomach. The thing to do is to feed him carefully so as to avoid swallowing air,
and bring up his wind.
*
I sometimes notice that by the evening my baby’s stomach is swollen. What is the cause and what can I do?
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Wind again. Feed the baby properly and bring up his wind.
*
What is glucose water, and how is it made?
Glucose is a kind of sugar which is easily digested. To make glucose water, add 2 level teaspoons of glucose to
a cup of water, or 1 level teaspoon of glucose to cup of water. This is what you give newborn babies, or to sick
children who cannot take any food.
*
Should I give my baby water?
No, there is really no need to give a baby water for the first few months. Remember our milk analysis table:
milk is mostly water. The exception is in very hot weather. You can give an older baby (over 2 to 3 months) some
water. Remember to boil it first, and let it cool.
*
My baby refuses to take his food. Is there anything wrong with him?
If a usually contented baby refuses to take the breast, and this continues for a whole day, there is something
wrong. For a bottle-fed baby, if you have just started on a new type of milk, try making it weaker, or changing it.
The baby may be teething; the gums are sore, and he is unable to suck. Rub the gums with palm oil or butter.
Express the breast milk and give it to him with a spoon.
The baby may be ill. So if a baby refuses to eat for 12 to 24 hours, take him to the Clinic.
*
My baby does not like his food anymore. What can I do?
This is usually a complaint of bottle-fed babies. Alter the composition of his feed. Try making it weaker first,
and see if he likes it; then try making it a little stronger and see his reaction. If neither pleases, change the milk
and try another brand. Older babies, sometimes between 8 months and a year, especially if they have been weaned
normally, seem to get tired of milk. Flavour the milk with something like cocoa, and see how he takes it. Or give
him a few days’ rest before giving him milk again. Remember at this age you can give milk in many ways, not
just as plain milk.
*
I cannot get my baby to take anything other than a bottle or the breast. He simply refuses to take anything else.
The fault, I am sorry to say, lies with you, the mother. You should teach your child to take food other than milk.
You must have patience and affection to help him. You will find it easier if you start him on other foods before he
is old enough to have decided likes and dislikes. So when you have the next child, look at our weaning table and
start early. But don’t give up with this one.
*
My baby is a year old and will not eat adult food. He only drinks milk and orange squash from his bottle. What
can I do?
I am sorry to say that this is entirely your fault. The baby is a brand-new human being who does not know one
taste from another. It is your duty as a mother to get him interested in the various types of food and teach him how
to eat them. In the first place, you should never have put him on a bottle when you had enough breast milk. In the
second place, you should have trained him to use a spoon and cup earlier. You must have patience and teach him
to eat adult food. If you wait until he is hungry before you offer him food, and he does not see his bottle, he will
soon try to eat. Also, occasionally invite children about his own age to eat with him. He will learn from them.
*
At what age should I start mixed feeding?
If a mother has enough milk, let the baby have the benefit of it, and start him on mixed feeding at the age of 4
to 5 months or when he weighs 15 lb. Then by 12 months, the baby will be eating well, although you will still
have to mince his meat and crush his food with a fork.
*
I have heard people say that because milk is dear, mothers should breast feed their babies until they are 2 or 3
years old, as long as they have milk. Is this right?
This is not necessary. As we have seen, milk would have been a perfect food, but for the lack of iron in it. It is
easily digested, and is nature’s food for infants.
But sucking is hard on the mother when the baby has a mouthful of teeth, and also prolonged breast feeding
can be a strain on her. It is easy to supplement the baby’s protein by beans, groundnuts, and coconuts. The important thing to remember when you stop breast feeding your baby is to give him a lot of protein, for as we have
seen, protein is used to build up the body cells. A growing baby needs more than milk.
*
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A baby’s mother died soon after he was born, so the grandmother is suckling him instead. But he does not
seem to develop.
This is a terrible state of affairs. The grandmother has no milk, so it is useless for her to put the baby to her
breast, where he will just expend a lot of useless energy and only suck in wind and no nourishment. This is defi nitely wrong. The baby must be given food as described in Chapter 6.
*
I have seen mothers crush food in their hands before giving it to the baby. Is this all right?
The mother should wash her hands very well before doing this. If she has got a sieve, she can pass the food
through it before giving it to the baby. If she has a teaspoon she can use it to feed the baby and teach him to use
one. Otherwise she can use her hands, washed clean.
*
Why do trained nurses and doctors tell us to use a cup and spoon to feed a baby when the easiest thing is to lay
him down and force feed him?
Force feeding is definitely a dangerous practice. Although many babies have survived force feeding, nevertheless many have suffered from the ill effects of it, and many have died. This practice is bad because: (a) the food
may go down the wrong way, and has been known to cause suffocation and death; (b) the adult’s hands may not
be clean and so the baby may get infected by germs in the food.
*
Some people say that fruits are bad for babies. Is this true?
No, on the contrary. As we have seen, fruits are very good for a baby. They contain vitamins and mineral salts.
You should always give your baby fruits after you start weaning, but always make sure they are clean and in good
condition.
*
Does sugar cause diarrhoea in children?
No, not necessarily. Sometimes when one buys sugar from street vendors, it is not clean, but covered with dis ease- giving germs from dust, etc. Or the sugar might drop on the ground before being used. Under conditions
like these, the sugar is infected. Clean, pure sugar does not cause diarrhoea unless given in very large amounts.
*
Why are some babies born with teeth, and if so what should one do?
Some babies wean themselves at 5 months, others not until 8 or 9 months; some stand at 6 or 7 months, others
not until 10 or 11 months. In the same way, some babies cut their first teeth at 6 months, others at 8 months, and a
few even at or before birth. Babies differ in all aspects of their growth and development.
You do not need to do anything at all about the teeth. But in some societies there is a belief that such a child is
evil, and he can even be persecuted throughout life. So if this happens, consult your dentist.
*
Why do some babies cut their top teeth first?
It is just that babies all develop differently. Usually the lower middle teeth appear first. But occasionally the
top ones come out first because they are ready first. This is of no importance. But in some communities, people
think it is bad luck. So to save your child from harmful gossip, if the top ones appear first, consult a dentist.
*
When should I start using teething powder?
Teething powder is not strictly necessary. During teething make sure your baby is on calcium, crushed up in
milk or sweetened liquid such as orange juice. If you do this and he still has much pain, consult your doctor.
When the gums are very swollen and painful, remember to rub them with butter or palm oil.
*
Should I clean my baby’s teeth?
Many people think it is not necessary to clean a baby’s teeth. My own view is that if you have teeth in your
mouth, they should be cleaned. You can clean them with a soft cloth wrapped round the finger or with a little baby
toothbrush. Use a tiny bit of salt and rub very gently; or use a little white toothpaste.
*
If at a baby’s first bath, you do not get every trace of grease of his body and do not wash his head thoroughly,
and indeed bath him so thoroughly that he shines, will he have a very bad body odour for the rest of his life?
This is definitely not true. Certainly you should endeavour to bath the baby well. But a few babies have such a
thick coating of natural grease that if you attempt to get it all off the first time, the baby may be so exposed that he
will turn blue, and some may even develop pneumonia, which is fatal in young babies.
It is quite false to say the baby will have a body odour forever. In fact, some medical authorities believe that
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the grease protects the baby’s skin during the first few days.
*
Should I cut my baby’s hair?
Yes. It seems that the second crop of hair grows better than the first. You can do this any time you like.
*
Should I wash my baby’s hair every day?
This is usually done in the early weeks when you wash the baby. With some, if you wash the head every day,
thick scales develop on the scalp. If that is so, only wash it 2 or 3 times a week. With other babies the scales de velop if the hair is not washed every day. You just have to study the baby. Towards the end of his first year, wash
the hair about every other day.
*
I always clean my baby’s ear with a matchstick to be sure it is really clean.
You should never do this. In children the ear-drums are very near the opening of the ear, and are delicate. By
putting a matchstick or something like that in the car, you may easily pierce the drum, which may result in deaf ness. It is enough to use a swab of cotton wool to clean the ears.
*
At what age should I cut my baby’s “dada”?
No baby should be allowed to develop “dada”. It is a bad mark for the mother. Dada is no mystery: it is a patch
of dirt surrounded by dirty matted hair. Of course, the longer you leave the hair unwashed, the larger the “dada”
grows. At the first sign of dada, that is, when you feel a knot in the hair that you cannot comb out, make a mixture
of equal parts of eau-de-cologne and olive oil. Shake well before use, apply this daily to the hair, and brush and
comb it. The dada will vanish.
*
What is the proper way to pickup a baby?
Always put your arm under the baby’s armpit and hold him by the trunk. Never pick him up by the arm—it is
very easy to pull the arm out of the shoulder joint that way.
*
My baby always likes to lie on his right (or left) side. Is this good?
Right from the start, you should get into the habit of turning your baby around so that he lies on each side
about the same length of time each day. When a baby becomes aware of his surroundings, he may like to watch a
particular thing—say a curtain blowing in the wind, or a tree in the garden. In that case, turn him round all the
same, but sometimes use the foot of the bed for the head.
*
Many people put their babies to sleep on a mat on the floor. What do you think of this practice?
During the day when someone can watch the baby, or if he is inside a playpen, it should be all right. You need
to make sure that the floor is absolutely clean, and the mat also. In every case, you need to be sure that the floor is
safe: no insects like cockroaches and ants about, no snakes, rats, etc. In certain locations—say a village sur rounded by forest—you can never be certain, so it is best not to put the baby on the ground at night.
*
My baby cries a lot at night. What should I do about it?
There arc several reasons for this: he may be hot; he may be hungry; he may be wet; he may have a windy
stomach; occasionally he may be lonely, especially if you carry him about a lot during the day; he may be ill.
If he is hot and you reduce his clothing he should stop crying. The same, too, if you feed him when he is hun gry, or change his nappy when wet. If he has wind, try to get it up.
Always turn a baby from side to side in his cot. If you have always tried to study the types of cry, you will
know when the baby is ill. In such circumstances, the cry is one of distress and it persists. Remember earache is
fairly common in children and is very painful.
Occasionally a child who is not very tired wakes up in the middle of the night and wants a bit of company. This
should not be encouraged. Children form habits easily. So if you are sure the child is all right, change him, make
him comfortable and get him to go to sleep again. Don’t play with him or you will end up doing it every night.
*
Is it necessary for a mother to bring up her baby herself? Can anyone do just as well?
It is true that anyone can prepare a bottle and feed your baby. Anyone can look after him, change his clothes
and keep him clean, and even play with him.
No one, not even the most well-meaning person in the world, can give him a mother’s love.
No child should be deprived of this when there is no need for it.
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So if you can, look after your baby yourself, with love. He will soon grow up you know—babyhood lasts a
very short time. (Furthermore, children these days are very vocal—and when he asks you if you cared for him in
infancy, what will you say?)
*
You have told us what the mother should do, but you have not mentioned maids or household help. Why is
this?
Because I really believe that the best person to look after a baby is the mother. But if for some reason or other
the mother cannot do it, then she has to have help. The safest solution to this problem is to put the baby in a wellrun nursery. The difficulty here is that small babies catch diseases from one another very easily, so if one has a
cold or cough, all the others tend to catch it.
*
Sometimes a mother must have a maid. If so, what should she do?
I agree with you, a mother very often has to have one, as she cannot do everything herself. You must insist on
absolute cleanliness. The daily bath and perfect toilet are essential, as well as clean clothes. As maids are not usu ally trained, you have to teach them how to look after the baby. It is most important that you choose one with a
kind heart who loves your baby.
*
Why do some people make so much fuss about not allowing babies to mess anywhere they like?
The first answer that comes to my mind is that it is good discipline. You have a duty to train your child in
proper habits. The second reason is that it is a very dirty habit. The third, and most important reason, is that it
causes disease, not only to the baby himself; but to other innocent people. Flies settle on the stool and when they
rest on food they leave germs on it, and this causes all sorts of bowel disorders and other illnesses.
*
What is a playpen, and what is it used for?
Playpens are portable railings which can be put down anywhere for a baby to play in.
*
My baby has not passed stool for 3 or 4 days. What can I do?
Many mothers are worried about this. Occasionally the baby may not pass stool because he does not have
enough to eat. But usually one finds this in breast-fed babies. The theory is that the mother’s breast milk is so perfect for the baby that he does not have any excess to get rid of. If he is a bottle-fed baby, give him a mild purge
such as a teaspoonful of Milk of Magnesia in his bottle once or twice a week. If he is a breast-fed baby, you can
give him the same, occasionally, if his bowels persistently do not move for 3 or 4 days. When a baby takes Cod
Liver Oil and orange juice after the first month, this usually helps the regularity of the bowels.
*
How often should I give my baby a purge?
If the baby is bottle fed, and you cannot get him to stool regularly after giving him Cod Liver Oil and orange
juice, try a small teaspoonful of Milk of Magnesia in his bottle of morning feed, or just from a spoon, say twice
weekly. For older babies, you can give an occasional teaspoonful of Milk of Magnesia. You don’t need to give the
baby a strong purge like Castor Oil or Mist Alba. If the breast-fed baby does not pass stool for days and is uncomfortable, treat in the same way as the bottle-fed baby.
*
When should I start giving my baby anti-malarial medicines?
When the baby is 10 to 14 days old. Give 1 tablet Daraprim every week or 1 tablet of Paludrine every day, or
any other medicines suggested by your Clinic.
*
My baby has a lot of rashes. What should I do?
All rashes that produce pus are dangerous, and you must consult a doctor. If the rash is only round the napkin
area, it is probably just a napkin rash. If it is bad, the baby can feel quite sore. It means that the baby’s urine is
very strong, and the nappies are not being thoroughly washed. Soak them well in water before washing, wash well
and boil them. In hot weather, or if you put too many clothes on your baby, he might develop a heat rash. This is
usually on the forehead, neck, and upper part of the trunk. Rub the baby with eau-de-cologne, followed by talcum
powder, and avoid too much clothing. If the baby has a temperature, or is ill with the rash, take him to a hospital.
*
A grandmother said that the baby had smallpox which was internal, and did not show outside.
Smallpox is never internal without showing on the outside. Smallpox always shows as the characteristic pock.
If your baby is ill and has a temperature, take him to the Clinic.
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*
What is the cause of convulsions?
Convulsions are commonly due to very high fever in a baby. Malaria, pneumonia, measles and smallpox all
cause very high fever which is liable to cause convulsions. There are other diseases, too, which cause convulsions.
But only a doctor can tell after examining the child.
*
How much of the cow’s urine mixture should one give a child for convulsions?
None. Ever. This mixture is a really potent poison. It can cause blindness, deafness, dumbness or paralysis, and
sometimes the whole lot, in a previously normal child. Even when none of these happen to a child, it has been ob served that those who have been given this mixture are usually slow in their bodily and brain functions later on.
Cow’s urine mixture is a poison. Don’t have it in your house. If your child has convulsions, take him to a doctor.
*
At what age should I circumcise my little girl?
Girls should never be circumcised. It is very dangerous to do so. Because of this uncivilised operation in child hood, some women have very great difficulty when they want to deliver their own babies. Never circumcise your
little girl, and don’t let anybody else circumcise her either.
*
How does a baby become infected with leprosy? We are told that leprosy enters the bodies of very young chil dren but may not show for many years. Is this true?
Yes, this is true. When a child is young his skin is warm and soft. By crawling about and falling his skin may
become damaged with little cuts and abrasions. If there is someone in the household with leprosy as yet unknown,
the baby by contact will run the risk of leprosy germs entering his body through the cuts in his skin. This is yet another reason for making sure that your baby’s surroundings, clothing and skin are kept as clean and germ-free as
possible. It is another reason for remembering that everyone handling the baby should wash themselves and their
clothing frequently.
*
Is it true that yaws can also get into a baby’s body?
Yes, again this is true. The germs of yaws enter a baby’s body in the same way as those of leprosy—through
tiny cuts and abrasions in the skin. Again, cleanliness is the way to avoid the disease.
*
Is it true that nowadays women can decide when they would like to become pregnant?
Yes. There are many things you can do. Consult your doctor or ask at your Clinic, and you will be given all the
help you need.
*
Can I get pregnant while nursing a baby?
Most certainly yes. If you do not want this to happen, consult your doctor for means of prevention when you
go for your post-natal check-up.
*
If a mother gets pregnant while she is still feeding her baby, will the milk become poisonous and harm him?
No. This will certainly not happen. The mother’s milk does not become poisonous because of pregnancy. The
mother herself may feel easily tired. So she should eat well, rest as much as possible and should attend the Mater nity Clinic where she will be well taken care of.
*
People say that a pregnant woman must have frequent sexual intercourse in order to widen the birth passages.
This is not necessarily so. Although generally speaking a woman during pregnancy appears very attractive to
her husband, too frequent sexual intercouse can be tiring for her, especially as the pregnancy advances. The
woman should be guided by her feelings—emotionally and physically. In any case, she should not sleep with her
husband for at least 6 weeks before the expected date of delivery. As you have seen in Chapter 3, during the first
stage of labour, the birth canal will widen to permit the delivery of the baby.
*
How long before delivery should I stop sexual intercourse?
At least 6 weeks before the expected date of delivery.
*
I have heard that drugs taken during pregnancy may sometimes be harmful to a baby. Is this true?
Yes, this is true of some drugs, especially if taken in the early months of pregnancy when the baby’s organs are
being formed. So always check with your doctor before taking any medicines during pregnancy.
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*
If a pregnant woman eats plantains, will the fontanelle (the open space in front of a baby’s head) be abnormally large?
This is not true. The eating of plantains will not cause this condition. It is due to rickets, discussed in Chapter
12.
*
If mothers eat all the things you advise them to eat, will their babies not be too big?
Not necessarily. I do not advise mothers to eat too much. They are to eat a “balanced” diet with the correct
amount of proteins and so on. The baby will then be sure of getting the proper nourishment he needs for growth.
*
Is it true that if a pregnant woman sees a deformed person, her baby will be born deformed?
No, this is not true. The baby forms its own body all by itself. No other person affects him, except you, the
mother, who supplies the “building materials.”
*
Can a child in the womb be infected by the mother’s illness?
I am sorry to say that the answer is yes, but only in some cases like syphilis, gonorrhoea, etc.
*
What diseases of the mother can affect her unborn child?
The answer to this question should really be in 3 parts. First, there are diseases that tend to cause abortion or
delivery of the baby before the normal full term. Such diseases are usually those which cause high temperatures
like malaria, pneumonia, toxaemia (blood poisoning) of pregnancy and so on.
Second, there are the diseases which spread to the child and cause the same disease as that of the mother, like
some cases of tubcrculosis. Syphilis is another which causes badly deformed teeth and bones and sometimes deaf ness and blindness. Gonorrhoea may cause severe inflammation of the eyes with blindness.
Third, there are diseases which affect the baby, causing malformation to a greater or lesser degree. The worst is
German measles occurring during the early months of pregnancy. Diabetes, if not treated, can also harm the baby.
*
Is it true that in some families, the same baby keeps on being born and dying very young, and that certain ceremonies have to be performed in order to let him stay alive and not die?
Strange as it may seem, this belief is common in many parts of the world among some people, but it has never
been proved scientifically.
265.169 Excerpt from The Last Harmattan Of Alusine Dunbar\fn{by Syl Cheney-Coker (1945- )} Freetown,
Western Area Urban District, Western Area, Sierra Leone (M) 7
1
She had been prophesied in the looking-glass of the Nubian, Sulaiman of Khartoum, a hundred years before.
On that May morning as she stood on the deck of the Belmont anchored in the English harbour, Jeanette
Cromantine seemed like a woman with an esoteric past. Although the air was dry and cool, she opened her
parasol, more out of habit than of necessity, and stared at the distant water, as if in its bluish-gray reflection the
secrets of her past were written.
At twenty, her life was only just beginning, but Jeanette Cromantine had the aspect of a woman who had
been the mistress of a man accustomed to the sybaritic pleasures of the East Indies then fashionable and greatly
copied by young English planters. Many of them had gone out to the West Indies to trade in coffee, sugar and
spices, and once they had made enough money they bought large estates, hired overseers and retired back to
England, or the East, to live off their profits.
Jeanette Cromantine was an octoroon but was very proud of the dilution of black blood that gave her an
emanation of fleur-de-lis, which, with her smile of sea corals, made her the most desirable woman for any redblooded man. Her mother had been a beautiful mulatto cook on a plantation in Georgia, and one evening, after she
had retired to her room at the back of the kitchen in the big house where she cooked for an old planter and his
family of two, she heard three faint sounds on the door, and then saw the big blond white man as he pushed it and
walked in.
“Is anything you be wantin, Master Willie?” she asked.
*
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He had been away at school in New England, and came home only once every year because the slave
business did not interest him. Although the woman had been bought when he was merely a boy, he had never
known how to respond to her, even though their lives had been shaped not so much by their individual fates but
by what he considered the inscrutably calm presence of the woman.
Her name was Sophie Mahogany. Despite the social standing that separated them, he had come to regard her as
part of a historical trick in the ambiguities of young manhood that was tormenting him, and for which he had to
cross the river that divided them and find peace. When he had been growing up, he had watched her as she served
him his meals, took the plates away and went to her room where she sang in a warm pinewood voice which
surprised him because of her position in life. Knowing that he could not have her except in that degrading and
matter-of-fact way that he had come to associate with slavery which he found so detestable, Willie Blackburn had
fled to school in the east coast of the country.
There, he threw himself at his studies with a resoluteness that belied his torment. He plunged with a nightly
fervour into the philosophical essays of Locke, which gave him neither clarity nor the peace of mind that he had
hoped to find in Boston. She would turn up in the most unlikely of places: in the shape of the sculptures of Diana
the huntress that some rich planter had donated to the school as a sop for his conscience, and in Titian’s painting
of love that he kept in his room.
One day, he went to see a visiting French company that had come with the girls who had performed for the
Empress Catherine. When the curtains went up, Willie Blackburn was suddenly hit by a desire to weep.
There, transformed into one of the actresses, was Sophie Mahogany. She had the same dark look which hinted
at faraway islands, the mouth of a woman of great passion and voluptuousness that put her at a certain distance
from those insipid virgins that Willie Blackburn saw every day in Boston. At the end of the play he caught the
attention of the woman, and Willie Blackburn saw in her eyes the bittersweet forlornness of all trapped women in
the world—the actress, like the slave girl, was at the mercy of men. He felt an urgent desire to get away from
those eyes, to run to the end of the world where he could dream of other things; away from the fire that was
beginning to engulf him in a terrible anguish.
*
A month later he came home, determined to confront Sophie Mahogany, to put her out of his mind in that
house of bondage. After he had closed the door behind him he looked round the room, noticing its cleanliness and
her few possessions. They were mostly hand-me-downs that had come from the mistress of the house: the torn
blue rug with the picture of the fountain of Rome, the ceramic face bowl, the four-poster bed with its patchwork
of bright colours, and the cheap sailor’s trunk on which she had arranged the imitation silver earrings and necklaces that she was allowed to wear on her day off.
But now that he had come into the room, Willie Blackburn felt temporised by the presence of the woman,
although it was he who held the power of possession over her. He found it hard to speak and, when he eventually
did, it was with difficulty.
“I came to see how you are, Sophie.”
“Fine, Master Willie,” she replied.
“I wish you would not call me that, Sophie; after all, it is not as if I own you, and you know how I feel about
this situation.”
She quivered a little as he sat on the bed beside her. But she was determined not to lose her calm because she
did not want to reveal how she felt for this man who had shown her nothing but kindness, unlike his mother who
treated her like dirt. He was different from his father who, although he was generous by nature, believed implicitly in the dubious notion of his own superiority over the dark men and women whom he felt Providence had
placed in his care and control.
“You de master, and ah ain’t nothing but a slave girl.”
“That’s what my mother says, but what about you, are you not a woman first?”
He could not tell her about his studies, of his evenings at the play or of the time he had eaten a bowl of chestnuts and had nearly choked on them thinking about her. Fate had brought them under the same roof and crossed
their lives on an undecipherable chart from which he could be released only if he possessed her. But he knew that
he would be forever marked by the dark creatures of her eyes once he had done what was expected of him. He
tried to think of how to accomplish what was less painful for him, but felt like a man who had to travel on two
separate roads neither of which led to honour. And he was shocked that she could induce honour in him when all
around life was marked by a bestiality against her kind, committed by even the best of men who went home to
their wives, trailed by the smoke of their dark women.
He tried to get up and leave, but some invincible hand kept him firmly planted on the bed. A powerful sensation
whirled in his head and tightened his entrails.
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Suddenly he felt a deep need to be loved as he had never been loved before, and because his torment had the
face of an orphan he did not see the hand of the orphan sitting close to him as it came up to his face which was
shaking like a plant in a storm.
“Little master, little master,” the woman said, as she covered his pale cold body with the dark flames of her own
body so that his blood was warmed and fired by a beauty which made him groan, and Willie Blackburn did not
know that what he was about to receive was an act of tenderness and love that his own mother had not given his
father, her mind crippled by an arbitrary fear of the marital bed where she had conceived him without love.
*
When she discovered she was pregnant, Sophie Mahogany began to feign a relish for foods she had hitherto
not eaten. By taking them to her room, where she kept them until she could give them to the dogs late at night
without being seen, she was able to persuade the mistress of the house that she had been eating too much, and that
was why she was fat. She ate ginger first thing in the morning which controlled the involun tary vomiting and she
tied a double waist band round her belly which restricted the expansion of her pregnancy.
Soon after she was born, Jeanette Cromantine’s mother took her away. Not too far from where she worked
lived an old black preacher. He was a free man who, because of a heart ailment, had earned the chance to pass
his remaining years in his pursuit of the meaning of the curse of Ham and the dispersal of his sons upon seas
and in deserts. After years of exploring the curse, he came up one morning with a startling revelation:
“Dey bin a walkin for three thousand years, but de good Lawd done hear their tears and he gon bring ’em
home soon, yes sir.”
He was convinced that the second coming of the Messiah was just around the corner, and that they were the
last of a strong breed of men who had to undergo the trial by fire in that land before they went out to repopulate
the world with the seeds of their accumulated wisdom.
It was he who raised the unnamed child, vowing to save her from the fate that had been her mother’s. It was
not an easy task because he knew very little about children, not having any himself—his wife died when she was
young, kicked by a mule in the field. But he did not lack support because, upholding a tradition traced back to
Africa, the black women who came to his ministrations took turns nursing the baby.
Whenever she could, her mother came to see her child, making sure that no one in the big house knew of her
double life. She kept silent about the night the blond young master came to her room, tormented by his mother’s
inability to love him; and, deprived of the chance to nurse her own child, she trained her eyes to turn away from
other people’s children. When she felt the need to nurse she would put big, wet towels on her breasts, and to take
her mind off her predicament she experimented with new recipes and discovered that the entrails of pigs tasted
better when garnished with parsley than the best sirloin then available on the plantation.
For someone who had always been afraid of funerals and who thought death was a reminder of what men owe
themselves, she developed a morbid interest in how people died. She found some excuse to be present at lynchings, to be in a room when an old slave was preparing to meet his maker.
Sophie Mahogany was afraid of death, because she wanted her child to live. When she could not control the
bad dreams she had about an evil woman who was trying to kill the child, Sophie Mahogany induced such a spate
of irrational bunions that they made it impossible for her to walk. Summoned to have a look at her, the doctor of
the white family in the big house was emphatic in his diagnosis:
“It’s pig fever,” he said. “An infection brought about by a prolonged association with the animal, which as you
all know is the agent of the devil. This is a punishment by God to those who try to deceive him. Nothing escapes
God,” he concluded.
Sophie Mahogany had no quarrel with God, especially as he was new to her in the form presented by her captors. But his closeness was more a matter of supposition than of any deeply felt need to believe in the abstract
nature of that existence. If God existed in the old form told her by her grandmother she could have offered a red
chicken, and stood naked on the stones of the nearby river, and God would have saved her child. The fact that she
had given the child away was proof that she rejected the impartiality of the alien God, because whereas she was
owned by the father of the man who had given her a child, she did not own her child.
That state of affairs left a bitter taste in her mouth which not even the pastor’s consecrated water could wash
off.
*
Over the years luck, the kindness of other black women and the sheer determination of the pastor helped turn
Jeanette Mahogany into a vivacious young woman. She was loved by the pastor whom she called father. While he
was raising her, he prayed to God that she might be spared the clutches of slave-breeders and would one day find
a nice black man to marry.
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As well as his fascination with Christianity, the pastor had a deep knowledge of herbal lores which he used to
cure the wounds of the black men from the surrounding plantations. He tried to hide the brutality of life from Jeanette Mahogany but the young woman found a way to go beyond the illusory mirrors of her time. What the preacher
thought she had been spared occurred with such regularity that she could not fail to notice it.
Thus she came to learn that “sawdust” was another name for a black man who worked with the most unyielding
variety of tobacco plants and that “cow udders” were the black women who nursed the children of the plantation
owners. In that angry and painful awakening of her conscience, the black men and women seemed to be tied to
the stakes of their impotence.
She felt a deep compassion for those men who, bloodied by their repeated but ineffective bouts of rebellion
that were cruelly put down by their masters, seemed to have gone to some cave to die. But she did not then know of
the rivers that were raging in those hearts, nor did she know of the cutlasses that were unsheathed in the dark moments
when the moon was not visible.
But no one was to tell her why the black women did not seem to be having too many children, until that morning
when she eavesdropped on a conversation between the preacher and one of his female converts. She heard the sacred
oath taken by the black women to drink a bitter potion to abort all children forced upon them by their owners until they
were called by “the loas” of the swamp to bring forth strong children who would grow to wield cutlasses and cut the
throats of their masters.
Jeanette Mahogany was moved. For once in her life, she was making contact with real people, whose smell was
animal, whose life was brutal. The cotton fields came alive with their voices, as they praised God with their
parched lips, convinced that his coming was only a matter of time. The tongue of the sun sometimes flickered and
licked the backs of the men, which became brown and dusty with time. In the evenings, when they went home to
their wives, who were only partially theirs, their hands were rough on the quivering bodies of the women.
*
In due course, Jeanette Mahogany came to regard the years spent in the minister’s house as a fraud, camouflaged to look like happiness. In the blood brimming in her heart, she felt she had been denied pages of real knowledge. But whether it was the denial of the psychology of suffering or raptures of liberation among those dusty
men and women in the field, Jeanette Mahogany did not know. Later, she was carried away by an instance of hate
and, shocked at what she had seen in the liquid eyes of the cotton men, exclaimed:
“One day, the white men will know that the world has two faces, and that they only have power over one.”
Jeanette Mahogany wanted to serve the cotton men. Effulgence of light would sometimes shine on her face
thinking of another world, where they could walk together. She was that kind of woman, wanting to cross frontiers to save those men.
But they were already dead men, some of them, and when the sun left her face she dreamed about them lying
in the marshes, holding their heads like waifs. Their hands were big and calloused but they had the patience of
resilience, a gift learned in childhood that not even the whips could kill. She began to love those men and, when
she thought she was ready, she left the clerical confines of the pastor’s house, and rejecting the possibility of the
anger of the Lord surrendered her restless body to a big black man.
*
His name was Sebastian Cromantine, a semi-free man whose owner was a rheumatic old woman who had
promised to let him go before she died. He looked forward to that moment every day, and now that God had given
him a woman he could care for, he wanted to do everything to hasten the prospect of freedom. But that was before
the events on the other side of the world changed everything, and he had decided to fight alongside the English.
When the rebellious citizens took up arms against the British, the men who kept slaves did not find it easy to
sleep at night.
They kept their guns loaded at all times because they thought their slaves would revolt, rape their wives and
daughters and cut their throats. Out of a fear of being poisoned by their cooks, they took to preparing their own
meals. It was not an easy task: men who had never been inside a kitchen before almost succeeded in setting fire to
their homes when they tried to cook on open wood-burning stoves.
The cooks for their part never felt better. Suddenly finding themselves with so much time on their hands, they
stayed at home and cooked large meals for their families with ingredients saved from their toil in the big kitchens,
and they prayed that the pending war would last for a long time so that they would not have to go back to work.
Faced with the inevitability of having to fight, the plantation owners met one evening and decided to fight to
the last man against the colonial army, blaming their loss of domestic bliss and privilege on the Quakers who had
been calling on their slaves to revolt and had even written to London for support.
“It’s dem liberal Yankee bastards come to mess up our nigras,” one planter complained, when two of his slaves
escaped to join the colonial army.
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The war itself was fought away from the county where Sebastian Cromantine and Jeanctte Mahogany had
been. News would come from several battlefronts about how the war was progressing. On those plantations where
cultivation had ceased, wives bade goodbye to their husbands who left their slaves in the care of over-zealous
overseers. Many of the soldiers did not return to their plantations, and some of those who came back were crippled and became extremely cruel not only to their slaves but to their wives.
Following his decision to join the forces of the colonial army, Sebastian Cromantine fought like a man obsessed. On the battlefield in Richmond he had begun as a water carrier, but after a particularly nasty battle when
he had saved a colonial officer from death he had been allowed to carry arms. That was how he came to see that
there were other men like himself who were afraid of being taken prisoner, and held in bondage. For the first time
in his life he saw black men being embraced by white men, and for the first time in his life he was invited to share
a meal by white men who were fighting for a cause that meant little to him other than the fact that he was now a
free man and was prepared to die for his liberty.
During the turbulence of the war he sometimes found time to go and see Jeanette, who was living with other
women in one of the camps of the colonial army. In the few hours that they spent together, they made love with a
feverish passion that made his going back to the battle always difficult.
“Promise you gon come back to me,” she would say to him, clinging to his shirt collar when it was time for
him to go.
Although freedom made him happy, Sebastian Cromantine was nevertheless aware of the difficulty that lay
ahead for men like himself. Going back to the battlefield, he felt a mixture of anxiety and concern about what
would happen to himself and his woman once the war was over. Until then he had not thought much about his life,
regulated as it was by the vagaries of his old mistress’s demands.
At thirty, he was a big man, solitary and withdrawn. Before he had gone to join the colonial army, his life had
been a set pattern of looking after his mistress and tending her cows and his own two goats. During the insufferable summer months he farmed a small plot of land and, after coming from the big house, went to his cabin to
eat a solitary meal of corn cooked with spinach and pig’s entrails. He had been content to go on living like that, to
go on waiting for his mistress to give him his freedom. until the night snakes started taking shelter in his cabin
from the heat.
Staying up throughout the night, he killed the first two snakes and managed to drive the other two back into the
yard, but try as he might he could not forget the incident after that. He started hearing voices in his head and kept
his lamp burning all night, not so much because he was afraid of snakes but because he felt other things would
come, and he would not be prepared for them.
One night he had a terrible dream.
He saw a beautiful black woman riding a white horse deep inside some woods. The horse came to a house and
lowered itself so that the woman would alight. When she opened the door of the house, she saw that there was
another door at the back of the house. She went across the room and saw that beyond the house was the most
beautiful valley she had seen in her life.
Sebastian Cromantine awoke from his dream and shook like a leaf. He was not a dreamer and the fact that he
had dreamed soon after the incident with the snakes made him feel all the more restless. He did not realise then
that the meaning of his dream had more to do with what a magical looking-glass had predicted a long time ago in
a place far removed from where he was living.
Soon he was mixing things up: he confused the medicine bottles with the soup tureen of his mistress; he saw
eggs in parts of the kitchen when in fact they were potatoes; and the old woman, who a long time ago had given
up the habit of feeding the cat first to see whether what Sebastian cooked was poisonous, woke up from the amnesia of old age one evening and said,
“Sebastian, your brain is full of water.”
*
Then, as if he was being regulated by some unknown hand, he not only lost his appetite, but found it impossible to go to sleep. One night, when he had stayed awake for hours trying to expel the terrible winds of his
unhappyness, someone called him three times.
It was a voice that he remembered from another time, deep and lonely. It had the faraway gravity of a rootless
man burdened by his inability to find a resting place. When the voice called him for the third time, Sebastian Cromantine got up from his bed and went to open the door to see who was there.
No one was there so he went back to his room and tried to sleep, but he knew he could not forget that voice.
He tried to remember where he had heard it before, in what chain gang, on what wilderness of hopelessness, anger
or rage, on what plantation, what humiliation and secrecy sworn by pricking the blood bound him to that voice?
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Weighed down by such confusion, Sebastian Cromantine was happy for the demijohn in his room, and when he
had taken a swig of rum he tried to push the voice out of his mind.
“It’s a trick, he trying to mess up ma mind, if ah ain’t careful!” he said.
He stayed awake all night, listening to the distant noises of the ferocious mountain lions that had been attacking the cattle of the farmers throughout the county, who became more cruel to their slaves, threatening to
whip them if they did not do something about the predatory animals. Weak and exhausted from lack of sleep,
Sebastian went about his chores next morning and returned later in the evening to collapse on his wooden bed. It
was when he was getting up to get a cup of water from the earthen jug that he saw it move, and heard the voice
again. He went closer and saw three small bones at the bottom of the jug. He threw the cup to the floor and started
screaming:
“You don’t frighten me, you don’t frighten me!”
He ran back to his bed, threw the blanket over his face and broke out in a terrible sweat. But in that instant
when he thought he was to be attacked by the bones, Sebastian Cromantine felt someone touch him on his shoul der and call his name three times in a voice that was friendly and reassuring. Tense, he knew that it was the same
voice that had called him that former time.
Although the hand disappeared as miraculously as it had appeared, Sebastian Cromantine was left with the conviction about the ownership of that hand and how far its possessor had come to wake him from his intolerable burden. It was the hand of a dead man who had walked over innumerable swamps dragging the metallic evidence of his
chain and the implacable look of his misery.
Sebastian left his room and started running, afraid to turn back; he ran over the crops, over the poison ivy, the
sharp-toothed traps for the wolves, with the steps of the dead man on his trail. In that quick journey, between the
pounding of his heart and the quixotic attempts to ward off the dead man with his hands, the mirror of the organic
meaning of his relationship to the dead man shone on him; and the futility of his flight merely served to lessen his
steps.
It was his father who had looked at him in those bones, who had touched him with his hands of a spiritual navigator, with his horns of a diviner, with his eyes of an overworked bull and with the dull steps of his lugubrious presence behind him.
Sebastian Cromantine suddenly understood the unmistakable continuity of an ancient rite that had given meaning and force to the mortification of all earthly and transient powers, in that frightening revelation of the posses sion of his soul by his father who had died ten years earlier. Poisoned by his own hands, the dead man was obeying the call from another world to which he had returned, where the first man and woman had mated without disturbance, in the enchanting garden of primordial love.
Hastening his steps, Sebastian barely had time to understand the meaning of the divine purpose in life before he
collapsed on the preacher’s steps where he had come so often to listen to sermons. When he woke up, the beautiful
woman who hovered above him in the dark was applying a cold towel to his brow to break the fever that had raged
like a fire in him during the day.
“How long ah been here?” the black man asked.
“Sshh, sshh, don’t talk,” she replied. “Pa is getting some herbs.”
*
Sebastian tried to raise himself up from the canebed. He felt his bones creak and somehow he suffered from a momentary loss of power in his hands though he could move his legs.
He looked round the room and noticed that instead of one there were three candles burning, though the effect was
not one of unnecessary brightness but, in the rich birch of the cabin, a brilliant and warm glow. The woman sat on the
edge of the bed and continued to apply the towel to his head.
Her nearness unnerved him, but after his recent bout of exorcism and his prolonged melancholy he wanted nothing
better than to be near her, to be enveloped in her soft aura of being, to touch that delicate skin of golden cinnamon
and, even beyond that, to feel those braids of moss hanging loosely down her shoulders, if only to calm that intolerable turmoil that was beginning to eat away at his entrails.
Then he remembered who he was, his invincible chains came back and he felt the heavy yoke of his slavery in a
way he had never felt before.
“Gotta get back to ma cabin. Missy will be missing me,” he said.
“She already know you here, and you not to worry; stop talking and drink de soup,” the woman protested.
Sebastian Cromantine noticed the dark shadows. He thought he was seeing the images of his parents, of bounty
hunters, the skeletons of his dead cows rotting down a well. It was hard to tell one from the other.
Forgetting those shadows, he heard the dogs barking in the distance and the wheels of coaches rumbling by, bringing back some white men from secret meetings about the war.
71

Suddenly, Sebastian Cromantine was jolted out of his reverie by the surgical confirmation of the seriousness of the
war. What if it was true that the colonial army and the rebels were murdering each other, the streets strewn with legs,
disjointed heads and wailing women beating their breasts?
Like a flash out of the dark, an idea possessed him, and its urgency had the miraculous power to heal him and unshackle him from that bed. Why had he not seen the hands of the clock moving before now? Everything turns twice,
he thought, even the earth.
Suddenly he dismissed his mistress and decided he was going to join the colonial army. Looking at the woman, he
wondered whether he would have been able to make that decision if she had not entered his life.
*
Jeanette Mahogany looked at the big black man whose arms were so powerful she was convinced he could wrestle a bear. He was a good-looking man, and his attractiveness lay in the combination of a kind, strong face and a bit tersweet smile, especially when he lay asleep.
But even when asleep, something about him hinted at an unbridled energy whose consummate power filled the
room. Moreover, she found him unsettling in a way she could not explain. She had had no experience of men, except
for those lost souls she served coffee to who came to the pastor’s ministration: men wearing their forlorn hope heavily
on their shoulders; men who had lost their maleness serving other men. She had pitied them and in the quiet of her
room at night, terrified by her own desires, she would take her clothes off and look at her breasts, wanting to give herself to a man she could love.
Sebastian Cromantine was different. When he had come in the past he had merely been one of the congregation who listened to the pastor talk about the three thousand years that black men and women had been condemned to suffer in the desert and on the plantations.
“Pray, pray, ma people, so de Lawd gon bring us out of dis sinful worl,” the pastor would intone.
Now, the presence of the big black man lying in that room filled Jeanette Mahogany with dreams of a life she
could have. Beginning that morning, she found an excuse for being in that room, to bring him some fruits from
the garden in the back and to read him some of the stories that the pastor had recently taught her how to read.
When Sebastian Cromantine confessed that he could not read too well, Jeanette told him not to worry.
“One of dese days ah gon teach you how to read real well,” she said.
He found the prospect of being taught by such an enticing woman exhilarating. For that reason, Sebastian Cro mantine began to think of ways of prolonging his stay in bed. But the prospect of doing so seemed not too bright,
especially as his mistress had already been to the pastor’s house to complain about having to make her own meals.
Things would have gone on like that, but one day, realising that she could not live without him, Jeanette Mahogany had confessed her love for him. He seized her in his big arms, kissed her face and thanked God for giving him
such a woman. There, on the floor of the preacher’s house, he stretched the woman out and they made love for the
first time. They left that same night when it was dark and, keeping to the densely wooded paths, they managed to
reach one of the camps of the colonial army where they were welcomed.
*
When the war ended, Sebastian and Jeanette Cromantine, who had been married by another black pastor, found
themselves in England. But the rigours of the English weather, the miserable poverty of many people both black
and white, upset them.
“Dey sure is poor here,” Sebastian Cromantine said one night, when they were coming to the end of the ration
given to them by the army captain who had brought them across the ocean.
So when the offer of sailing to a new land had been made, the Cromantines had been the first to join. They
waited for four months before they set sail, but when they eventually did, they did not look back on the period of
bad luck that had bedevilled their stay in London. The people on the boat had about them an air of expectancy
mixed with trepidation, which made them a not too enterprising lot to establish a new settlement. When they had
been abandoned in London, they had not imagined being on ships again, hugging the sea to their breasts, sailing
to an uncertain destiny.
But by some miraculous luck some of the men had succeeded in bringing their wives and children with them.
The women were a beautiful lot: tall, ranging from dark coffee brown to light-skinned mulattresses. Unlike their
men, who seemed to have drunk too much rum to prepare themselves for the voyage, they had made a small list
of things to bring, and, hidden in those secret places which only women know how to find, they had supplies of
okra, aubergines, onions, radish and lettuce seed, which they hoped to plant before the rains.
Oblivious of their parents’ preparations, the children went on a wild exploration of the ships and ended up
turning them into large playgrounds. In that atmosphere of wild excitement, the children sucked on the bonbons
and other sweets their mothers had baked in London before the departure.
Sebastian Cromantine stood by his wife’s side. He was a long way from his snakes, a long way from the night 72

mares of those battlefields which, despite the frantic efforts of his wife to calm him down, seemed to recur at reg ular intervals. He looked at the sea, closed his eyes and imagined what the land would look like.
“What you think we gon do when we get there?”
“Well, all suppose we can plant dem seeds that we brung after we done some clearing of de land dey gon give
us,” said Jeanette Cromantine, who had all along anticipated her husband’s question. This beautiful woman, remarkable for her belief in a dream whose origins had shattered the mirror of Sulaiman the Nubian a hundred years
earlier, raised in the cloistered fanaticism of her time, was preparing for the future with a meticulousness that surprised her husband. She had, in addition to the seeds, saved from the abandoned camp of the departing colonial soldiers a few cups, pots and the hand-me-down clothes of the officers which she mended with care, washed and put
inside a trunk for Sebastian.
“And how much land you think dey gon give each of us?” she wanted to know.
“Don’t know,” said her husband, “but ah hear de place is open, big enough for all of us four hundred men,
women and chillum to grow our own food,” adding, as it started to rain, “build log cabins and raise families.”
“And de people, dey bad? You scairt of ’em?”
“Ain’t scairt of no one no more. We free now and goin to de place where our faders come from, and ah got dat
skull, and we gon be happy.”
“Skull, what kinda skull?” the woman asked. She experienced a momentary terror.
“Pa’s skull,” the man replied. “Came to me one evening, rattling dem bones like dey hanging him and he ringing a bell to tell me to wake up, and his throat hoarse, and he crippled by insomnia, ’cause he ain’t sleep for a long
time ’cause he be wandering like Moses, so ah digs up de skull during de war.”
Jeanette Cromantine was aghast.
“And what you gon do wid it?”
Sebastian Cromantine did not answer right away. Never having thought about the power of ghosts to appear and disappear at will or of the great burden that his father had imposed upon him, he suddenly felt oppressed by an im-mense
solitude as he tried to imagine the untried chasm of supposition that he had to cross to understand the world of his father. But because he had come so far after the war, and the land was near, he knew that he was no longer afraid of the
things that had hurt him, of the time when he had gone out, chased by the relentless force of his father.
Now, he could evoke a lineage that was not defined by time, but by the spirit, by the force of all eternities and the
running music of ancestral water that coursed through his blood. He believed he would be lucky because he had come
from a death more prolonged than the one suffered by the carpenter’s son who had not wanted to break his chains, as he
had broken his chains.
He felt like a conqueror and if he did not have a gun he had his bloody history to remind him of what he had to do.
And he could hope, buoyed by the potency of the black man’s sperm that had begun to explode and generate its
force in the universal womb of woman. No door was closed to him now, and he was determined that never again
would any be closed because he knew the magic words, Open Sesame, and he would discover the soul of his own
Adam which, when he thought about it, was already growing in the vegetable bed of his soul. So when a tumultuous wave broke his thoughts, he answered his wife with the sincerity of a man who had come ashore from the
last tidal wave of death.
“Am gon use it, cause it’s de Magic Lantern.” …
266.86 Excerpt from The Devil That Danced On Water: A Daughter’s Quest\fn{by Aminatta Forna (1964- )}
Glasgow, Scotland, United Kingdom\fn{But her father moved his family back to Sierra Leone when she was only six months old }
1
In the early morning he stands in the doorway of his hut and listens for the distant rumble. The cool air bears
the earthy scent of promised rain. From the verandah above I can see the plume of red dust rising in the lorry’s
wake long before the man with the pickaxe who waits below me hears the engine.
I am ten years old. It is 30 July 1974. I am watching a dust devil heading for my home. It writhes as it chases
the driver around the rocky lanes, towering above the truck, forcing the vehicle away from the main routes, past
the tumble of houses towards the edge of the precipice where we live. Now I can hear its roar begin; at first low
and deep it rises to a shrieking cacophony. And suddenly, silence. The driver swings out of the cab down below.
Behind him the devil slumps to the ground and waits.
I watch the driver speak briefly to the waiting man, who nods in return. The driver climbs back into his cab.
The man with the pickaxe moves to within a few feet of his hut and gestures with his right hand. The driver
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manoeuvres his vehicle forward and back, until it is almost up against the shack. The massive hulk of the truck
might easily crush the flimsy panbody of rusting corrugated iron, wooden slats and cardboard.
The roof is held down with old tyres. Twelve people live in there, my stepmother tells me. I wonder if they are
inside now, while all this is going on. Finally the driver pushes a lever and the load of rocks slides to the ground,
freeing a mighty dust devil which spins up above the heads of all of us: the mother devil.
When the truck is gone the man and I contemplate the mountain of rocks. He leans over and picks one up. In
his hand it is about the size of a melon; the surface is pitted and full of holes and it looks like a red moon rock. He
positions it with care upon the edge of a boulder protruding from the ground.
Then he lifts his iron-handled pick and, with the practised grace of a tennis player about to serve an ace, he
swings the tool in an arc up behind his back, over his shoulder and down, lunging at the heart of the rock. It shatters, pleasingly, into half a dozen pieces. He glances briefly up at me and nods; I wave back a small acknowledgement. Then he selects another rock and repeats the same, perfect action.
The plateau where he stands is just at the point where the level ground gives way to the steep sides of the
valley. There are no more houses, just a dense, green mat of tangled vegetation crossed with narrow paths of bare,
red earth leading to and from the stream on the valley bed. I am forbidden by my father to go anywhere near the
water. Farther up the valley a slaughterhouse built directly above the narrow channel pours effluent directly into
it. The slaughterhouse attracts vultures, who wait out the time between meals on the roof of our house. I often do
go down to the stream alone because I can’t equate the joys of playing with the glittering, cool water with the
invisible danger. Neither can the family in the panbody, who carry water from the stream to wash their pots and
cook their rice.
On the opposite side of the stream, halfway up the valley, stands a wooden shed. Empty by day, it serves as an
illicit drinking den at night where men and women from the low-cost houses gather and drink omole, a twicedistilled palm wine so strong, I’d been told, that it could rob a man of his sight. The fermented liquid had to be
strained of dead flies and live maggots before it was considered fit to drink.
On the weekends the drinkers become revellers and turn up the music until it reverberates across the slopes
and drowns the night-time sounds. Every Friday night the clamour of the frog colonies at the water’s edge, the
nocturnal serenades of stray dogs and the constant clatter of the crickets give way to the rhythms of Carl
Douglas \fn{Carlton George Douglas (1942- ) Jamaican singer} singing, “Everybody Was Kung Fu Fighting” again and
again, until the early hours of the morning.
In our house, we love it. We learn the words and improvise dance routines. My cousin Morlai scrunches his
eyes into oriental slits, spins on his heels, kicks and punches the air. He is in his twenties and wears a slim-fit,
patterned purple nylon shirt and matching flares with patch pockets. The girls Esther and Musu, also our cousins,
laugh as though they are fit to burst.
Afterwards Morlai and Santigi (who is not our cousin but lives with us all the same) leave to go out on the
town. As they depart we tease them from the same verandah I watch from now. They take turns at wearing a pair
of cheap sunglasses and disappear from view enfolded into the unblemished blackness of the night.
In the morning there will be stories of bars and bravado.
Against the metronome of cracking rocks I can hear car horns and the poda podas on Kissy Bye-Pass Road
revving their engines as they prepare to take the workers into the city. High above the motors come the sing-song
sopranos of the boys who lean out of the back door to call the routes:
“Kissssy, mountain cut, savage street, motor road.”
I can imagine the people pressing forward, cramming their bodies into every available space on board, the fetid
odour, the heat. The latecomers climb onto the roof, or hang on the back step.
Poda poda: “hither and thither” the words mean. Rival teams of minibuses, covered in painted slogans and
boasting the names of their owners, flying through town all day long. From here they weave their way through the
tight alleys of the East End into the downtown area, where the office workers drop down and disappear into a grid
of low-rise office blocks and old colonial government buildings.
Some buses go up Circular Road and past the cemetery, beyond whose walls thick tropical climbers coil round
the gothic gravestones as though they’d like to drag them back into the very graves they mark. Other poda podas
inch their way around the massive trunk and soaring branches of the Cotton Tree, which appears on postcards and
in calendars as the symbol of Freetown, home of the freed slaves, once but no more the Athens of Africa. The
words are always written with capitals: the Cotton Tree. In between the massive roots the lepers sleep on, undisturbed under their makeshift awnings.
The poda podas start up Independence Avenue but turn off halfway up, before they reach State House, where
the president rests in air-conditioned rooms; across to Pademba Road they go and past the prison. At Savage
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Street the schoolchildren jump down and separate into shoals: royal blue follows royal blue, brown checks group
together, green blazers and boaters drift into one.
On a free run down Savage Street the poda podas pass the brightly painted shutters and cottage gardens of the
old Creole houses: little enclaves of Louisiana brought home to Africa. At Congo Cross passengers for the fishing
villages at Juba and Goderich or those going out to Lumley beach and Aberdeen switch to transport headed in
their direction. Next the buses ease up the hill to Wilberforce and Hill Station, where the view from the windows
opens out onto the curved line of the hills of Freetown.
At their base, lying like grounds in a broken coffee bowl, is the city. Beyond that the sea.
Up here, above the heat and the constant clamour, is where the British once lived in a line of looming, identical
wooden houses built on stilts with covered balconies and latticed stairwells. Here they thought themselves safe
above the rank, malarial air of Freetown. When enough of them had died, in revenge they dubbed this whole
region of West Africa “the white man’s grave”.
There was a time when we lived up here, too. The roads are lined with fruit trees: avocados, breadfruit, and
mangoes hanging on loops like a woman’s emerald earrings. We children used to pick the mangoes green and eat
them with salt, then roll around with bellyache. We stole the long seed pods from the flamboyant tree and used
them as rattles. Weeks later, when every pod had fallen, the tree burst into beautiful, fiery blossoms.
There were the tamarind trees, black tombla. In the tamarind season all the local children went their way
holding onto branches of the tiny, dark fruit and sucking the sweet-sour sticky brown flesh from the smooth seeds.
But that was nearly four years ago. Almost half my lifetime away.
Today from west to east above the city clouds slowly mass, crowding in between the hills. They drift above the
trees on the slopes below Wilberforce and mingle with the fumes from factories and diesel exhausts above Kissy.
They seek one another across the sky. They are waiting. Today rain is certain.
Last night it did not rain. I lay on my bed reading a book and outside the night was still. In the middle of the
ceiling a naked sixty-watt bulb glowed. Above me my mosquito net was draped over itself. A few insects were
beginning to gather around the light, but it was still early, only a little after seven. Daylight had just departed. It
would stay dark another twelve hours.
This close to the Equator the days and nights are measured with precision. Long before bed time Morlai would
spray the room with repellent and leave a mosquito coil burning under my window.
*
My rubber flip-flops had fallen off my feet onto the bare, stone floor at the end of the bed. I was lying on my
stomach in shorts and T-shirt, lost in the lives of Gerald Durrell’s\fn{ Gerald Malcolm Durrell (1925-1995) English author }
family and their anthropomorphic pets, when my brother’s head appeared at the door. His face was riven with the
excitement of one who knows and is about to tell:
“Have you seen the man?” was all he asked.
Our house has two verandahs. The one at the back, away from the road, overlooks the crevasse and is next to
the kitchen. We reached it in moments. We ran along the corridor, skidded round the corner, raced through the
living room, past the dining-room table and out of the kitchen door. There were a number of people already out
there and they were crowded around in a semicircle facing the other way from me. The span of their backs
blocked my view. People were talking in low voices. I edged around the outside of the group.
A man sat almost motionless on one of the hard-backed chairs. His face was damp, great globes of sweat hung
on his forehead, his head and eyes rolled slightly backward. Our father, balanced on the arm of an old black plastic easy-chair, was bent towards him.
I pushed in past them all and eased myself in next to my father. I smelled stagnant sweat and alcohol rising
from the man, who must have been in his twenties. His skin was dusty gray.
It reminded me of something I once saw on a trip we made up-country. We were driving back to Freetown, late
at night; everyone around me in the car was asleep. Our driver swung the car around a bend and we came suddenly upon a dark figure walking at the side of the road, miles from any village, petrol station or even crossroads.
The walker turned abruptly and the headlights lit up his face. I gasped and so did Sullay, the driver. The man’s
black face was smeared with pale ashes. His robes were dark, their colour obscured by the darkness. He came like
an apparition out of the night. Seconds later the car had left him far behind.
That, and the time a boy I knew was stung by a scorpion, were the only occasions on which I had ever seen
someone turn that colour.
The light was yellow and poor. I peered down until I was able to see what my father was doing. In the man’s
lap there lay a bloodied object. I thought at first he was holding onto something, a wounded creature maybe, so
badly hurt as to be unrecognisable. Then I realised it wasn’t an animal but a hand—his own hand. Or rather, what
remained of his hand.
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It lay in tatters. There were no fingers, no fingernails, no palm to speak of. The flesh seemed to be everywhere
and nowhere at once. It looked just like raw meat. Amid the quantities of blood there was a gleam: a nub of bone,
a sliver of white tendon, a glint of gray muscle. I stood mesmerised, as my father set to work removing pieces of
dead flesh with a pair of tweezers.
There was no breeze; the air was close. I began to sweat. I wanted to stay and watch but my father ordered me
quietly:
“Am, you go and help with the bandages.”
My cousins were sitting at the dining-room table just inside the door. They were tearing a sheet into strips and
sewing the pieces end to end. I moved to obey, disappointed at being sent away, placated that I had a task.
My father called for antiseptic and Môrlai dashed into the house at once. A moment later he reappeared with a
near empty plastic bottle.
“Uncle, the Dettol is all done.”
He gestured with the bottle, half shrug, half question. A beat passed and then I pitched in:
“I have some.” I saw my opportunity to be of real use and seized it.
I raced to my room, slid to my knees and reached under the bed. One day I wanted to be a vet. In a cardboard
box that I kept hidden was my first aid kit for injured animals. Week by week I used my pocket money to add
something new: gauze, tape, splints. Everything else I foraged, like the cotton wool, or else was donated: my
father had given me a couple of plastic syringes from his own medical bag. So far I had effectively treated only
the dogs and, with less success, a lizard that lost its tail.
At Choithrams supermarket a few days before I had bought a tiny glass quarter-bottle of Dettol. It was still
new and unopened, easily the most prized piece in the entire collection. I loved the long Excalibur sword on the
label and the sharp scent when I unscrewed the top. It was this I returned bearing, primed with self-importance.
“Here’s some Dettol. It’s mine but you can use it.”
I held the little bottle up high. I took up the position next to my father again, and again he sent me away. For
the next hour I sat with my cousins and stitched yards of bandages—more, I imagined, than anyone could possibly need.
*
A long time later, after the wounded man had been taken away and the detritus of soiled dressings cleared, I
fell asleep on the same plastic-covered armchair where my father had been sitting. Someone must have carried me
to my bed. When I woke up this morning, less than half an hour ago, I was lying under my mosquito net, sheets
tangled round my legs. Dawn was barely a memory across the sky. For a little while I stayed there half dreaming
until images of the previous evening began to come back to me.
In her bed on the other side of the room my elder sister lay still sleeping: I could hear her breathing. Outside a
cock crowed, a tuneless, inarticulate and abrupt cry. It was a young cockerel and it hadn’t quite mastered the fullthroated song of the rooster. It annoyed me because it often woke me up. One morning I went outside and threw a
stone at it.
I lay there listening to the ordinary sounds. I hadn’t fallen asleep and been put to bed for years. Had I somehow
imagined all of it?
I wriggled free of my sheets and yanked up the mosquito net. Pulling it over my head, I leaned out, balancing
myself with both hands on the floor. I ducked my head under the bed and slid out my vet’s box. The tiny bottle of
Dettol was still inside, the top was on. Everything else was in place. I was about to close the lid and push the box
back, when I paused and instead I removed the bottle to inspect it. It was my bottle, that was certain, and someone
had returned it to the box. But there were no more than a few drops of liquid left inside. And the label was
spoiled. It was bloodstained and covered in reddish-brown fingerprints so that you couldn’t even read the words
any more.
At breakfast our father tells us the man had a car accident. He is wearing a brown suit, ready for the office. I
am eating Weetabix, soaking them in milk and mashing the biscuits up. At the weekends my stepmother supervises in the kitchen and we have akara, deep-fried balls of banana, rice flour and nutmeg; or else fried plantains
with a hot peppery sauce made with fish and black-eyed beans. On weekdays we eat cereal and toast.
“How did he crash?” we ask. I layer sugar thickly over the cereal.
“I don’t know,” our father replies.
“What happened to him?”
“He’s gone to a hospital.”
We nod. I spoon the soft brown mush into my mouth while I begin to formulate another question, but my
father’s next statement stops me dead in my tracks.
“Am, I’m seeing someone today. A maths tutor. I want you to have some extra lessons during the holidays.”
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My mouth is full of Weetabix and I am left speechless. It’s true that my maths is not good. I routinely come
midway down my class, unacceptable by my father’s standards. Every term he hands out awards for first, second
and third place but I rarely manage to make the grade. At the last minute he comes up with a booby prize “for
effort” which somehow always has my name on it.
But the holidays have only just begun; we arrived home from our boarding schools in England ten days ago. I
cannot decide whether I am affronted or pleased to be singled out for such attention, to have my own maths tutor.
While I am considering all this my father finishes his breakfast and borrows my milk glass. He pours himself a
glass from one of the bottles of boiled water we keep in the fridge. As the glass fills the water turns cloudy. It
doesn’t look very appealing.
“Ugh!” I say.
“It all goes to the same place.” My father smiles, amuses us by draining the whole glass with exaggerated delectation. He kisses us and he is gone.
*
In the afternoon the rain begins. The ground around the house fills up with rust-coloured puddles. Little rivulets of blood join into ever larger tributaries which weave down the slopes to the slaughterhouse-stream. The heat
doesn’t abate and the smell of steaming dirt is like a wet dog. The drops hurtle onto the corrugated roof of the
garage, bouncing obliquely on the curves of tin and crashing like a thousand demented timpanists.
Through their discordant rhythm rises the regular beat of the man with the pickaxe, who keeps on splitting
stones. He has stripped down to a pair of torn shorts and the water washes away the sweat and shimmers on his
torso. The man doesn’t pause once. On his right a second mound of small stones has begun to overtake the
original pile of rocks.
On the balcony, below the curled iron railings, pools of water form and stretch out over the tiles. I take my
book and sit in one of the long line of chairs.
I am alone. No one comes to the house today. Ordinarily, by mid-afternoon the people have begun to arrive
alone and in pairs, usually on foot from Kissy Bye-Pass Road, more rarely by taxi. Anyone known to the family
goes through the house and keeps company on the back verandah. The others sit out front on the roadside. They
come from Freetown and from the provinces in need of help.
The chairs are strung with green and yellow plastic cord which is no longer taut and cuts into the flesh. The
people sit uncomplaining on the uncomfortable chairs, nursing their requests until my father comes home from
work. If he is late or busy, they come back the next day. Some of them are his former patients wanting further
treatment but without money to pay another doctor; others bring news of a death or need help to school a child.
Sometimes he is asked to intercede in a family dispute or help find someone a job.
Most of them just want a little money.
When they start to arrive I usually disappear somewhere else. Once a blind man climbed up the stairs from the
road and accidentally sat on top of me. In school we were taught that blind people had super sensory powers and
hearing like a bat’s radar; we were warned never to treat them as though they’re helpless. So I watched as the
blind man lowered his bottom, believing, until it was too late, that he must somehow know I was underneath him,
my tongue locked with the shame of the moment. As soon as his buttocks touched me the blind man shot up in the
air like a jack-in-the-box and groped his way silently into another seat.
The blind man isn’t here today. There are no visitors at all. Perhaps it is the rain that is keeping them away.
After an hour or so I wander through the house. Inside all are preoccupied with their own business. Santigi is at
the back of the house sorting the laundry. Morlai is in the room they both share off the kitchen. I expect he is
studying.
Santigi wants to go to school too, but he’s already over thirty, though he fibs about his age and says he’s
twenty-one. He was once sent to literacy classes but he struggled to learn to read and write. Still, on occasions he
borrows my maths and English schoolbooks and works through the chapters alongside me.
“I want to learn,” he always says.
A few months ago Santigi bought a Bible and changed his name. One day he stood before us all at supper and
addressed our father directly with a deadpan face:
“Doctor,” he said, in Creole, “ah wan change me nam. Please, oona all for call me Simon Peter.”
He has remained resolute since: he withstands our teasing and corrects us every time we call him Santigi.
Santigi arrived at the same time as my stepmother four years before. No one knows who Santigi is, meaning
that we don’t know his family or to whom he belongs. In a society built, layer upon infinite layer, on the rock of
the extended family, Santigi can produce neither mother nor father, aunt nor uncle, sibling nor cousin. All he
knows about himself is that he was born in a village called Gbendembu, near Makeni in the Northern Province.
After giving birth his mother, who was without a husband, put herself to work digging diamonds in an illegal pit
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many miles away in Bujubu. She left her baby with neighbours and never returned to claim him. Much later news
came that she had died.
Once Santigi was of an age the couple who had taken care of him sent him to Magburaka to work for my
stepmother’s family. He first met my stepmother Yabome off the train when she was a schoolgirl returning home
for the holidays and he has been by her side ever since. Santigi often spends time with me, but not right now.
The rain and the day wear on. Sullay drops by at lunch time and stays at the back of the house whispering with
Santigi and Morlai. Sullay has a deep, matt-black complexion, a strong jawbone and sharp eyes shaded beneath a
rather brooding brow. His whole face is a study in intensity. He rarely smiles, but he is very kind. I stop by to say
hello. Sullay doesn’t stay long.
Shortly before dusk the sound of the pickaxe stops. There are no more rocks to split. The man stands in his
doorway out of the rain, dwarfed by the enormous pile of stones. He is listening and waiting for the truck to come
back.
My stepmother drives up in her Volkswagen and goes through to the master bedroom. A little while later our
father comes home, running through the rain.
*
I am restless. I fetch a game of bingo given to me for Christmas. It is an inexpensive set with small wooden
discs upon which the characters are stamped, slightly irregularly, in red ink. Once I had unwrapped it I ignored
it in favour of grander gifts, but this summer holiday I have rediscovered it and there have been several
uproarious games involving the entire household.
We use matchsticks instead of money and today I ask Santigi to let me borrow the big box of Palm Tree
matches. On the cover it has a drawing of an inky native stepping between two palm trees that reminds me of
the pictures in an old book of Edward Lear\fn{ 1812-1888, English author} poems I used to own. I empty the mat0ches out and count them into neat red-tipped piles, one for each player.
Each card has a row of numbers along the top and another row of letters down the side. The caller must pick
from corresponding bags of letters and numbers. As our games draw to a close everyone always starts to call
the combinations they need to win. It’s the best part of the game. Some of us call our numbers out as loudly as
possible; others jig with anticipation; Morlai half closes his eyelids and mutters the figures like an incantation.
Whoever is calling blows his fingertips, plunges into the bag and with great theatrics calls the winning
sequence. Since I own the set I get more turns to do this than anyone else.
The last time we reached this point our father was sitting in the front on the settee, his card covered with little
torn squares of paper. He only needed one more to win but several others were in the same position. The atmosphere was intense, and yet there was one outcome in which we were all united: if you couldn’t win yourself the
next best result was that our father should win. After a few games I had reached the point where I stopped wanting to win at all. Instead I wanted to protect my father from the disappointment I imagined he would feel if he
lost.
I had been calling the numbers. My father needed a B and a five. He said:
“Give me a B five, Am! B, five!”
Everyone was hopping about, waving, calling out. I took my time, drawing the process out for as long as possible. I closed my eyes. I wished for a B and a five. I put my hands in the bags simultaneously and pulled out two
wooden discs.
“B, five!”
I was astonished. I dropped the five back into the bag. No one believed I had actually drawn it.
“I did, I did!” I shouted and started to grow upset.
I saw my father watching me. He was not sure what to believe. He smiled as if to say,
“You don’t have to do this, Am.”
*
Outside the truck has arrived. The two men are shovelling stones into the back. Afterwards the driver takes
some money out of his pocket, flicks off two notes and hands them to the man who lives in the panbody, who
nods in return but doesn’t smile. As the truck departs he leans on his shovel and watches.
On the coffee table I lay the bingo cards alongside the matchsticks. Outside the window a movement makes me
look up. Two men have come up the outside stairs and are standing on the verandah looking in at me. I go out to
see what they want.
They are standing directly beneath the fluorescent strip light with their backs against the growing darkness; the
white light casts downwards, bouncing off their cheeks and their foreheads, turning their eyes into dark orbs. I
have never seen either man before but I sense something indefinably familiar about them. They are both slim,
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sinewy with close-cropped hair and they wear short-sleeved safari suits. One of them has on a pair of fake
crocodile-skin shoes, of a type sold in the market. The shoes are badly scuffed. Who are these men?
Many years later I will discover they are called Prince Ba and Newlove, names as surreal as stage names—or
aliases. Their faces are impassive; they impart an air of unutterable menace. One of them tells me they are here to
speak to the doctor.
My father appears directly and speaks to them for a few moments. My bingo set is beside me on the table
ready for our game. He turns to me, sees that I am there and says:
“I have to go with these two gentlemen now, Am.” He walks ahead of the two men through the door and out
onto the verandah. I see them pass the window.
“Daddy, when are you coming back?” I am unsettled.
My father half turns from me, seems to pass a hand across his eyes, takes a few more steps. Then he stops and
faces me again. The two men wait and so do I. All my life my father has had a habit of chewing the ends of
toothpicks. He always keeps a couple in his breast pocket. Now he says to me in a low voice:
“Am, go and get me a couple of toothpicks.”
So I run to the sideboard on the other side of the room and find the little plastic toothpick dispenser. I shake out
three or four toothpicks and hurry back to him. My face still holds the question.
“Tell Mum I’ll be back later.”
These are the last words, the very last words he says to me. And he steps out into the rain.
At the bedroom door I call to my stepmother that my father is gone. A moment later she runs past me with
Morlai right behind her. They run silently, eyes fixed ahead, and disappear into the crystal darkness. Through the
rain I hear the sound of the car engine starting; the tyres splashing through the puddles.
The next morning we three children have our breakfast together, just the three of us. Outside the truck arrives
and deposits another load of rocks. The rain is still coming down: it rains all through the day and the next night. It
rains until October.
2
“Daddy’s back!”
It was my brother. I had never seen him so excited, adult poise utterly cast aside. The early morning sun was
bright and reflected in his face and eyes; his whole expression was radiant.
Everyone was smiling hard at me, Yabome and my sister. The same excitement glowed in their faces, too.
Obviously, I was the last to find out and I stared up at them warily, not wanting to believe.
“It’s a dream,” I said at last.
“No, it’s not. He’s really here.”
“It’s a dream,” I insisted. “I’ve had them before.”
Yabome put her arms across my shoulder and squeezed me. The others laughed; it was a beautiful, silver
sound.
“It’s true. He’s coming. Sheka and I are going to fetch him.” And before I could shake the feeling of unreality
that clung to me, they were gone.
I sat down again. Breakfast was laid at the big, wooden table. Memuna stayed behind with me, but she seemed
to be taking events in her stride, as ever. Her calm was a source of envy for me. I, who became so easily heated
and could be wound into a frenzy by my family.
When I was ten, after my father was taken away, I began to suffer migraines that remained undiagnosed for
years. With the heels of my hands pressed against my temples I would run round the house making desperate
circles, as though if I moved fast enough I might succeed in leaving the pain behind.
Often there was nobody at home except for us three children, but if my stepmother or Santigi were in the house
they’d take me to my bed, fetch me aspirins and try to subdue me, holding me by the shoulders and pushing me
down against the pillows. It never worked: when they left I would cry and bang my head hard against the bare
walls of the room.
I poured a glass of orange juice and drank half of it. I found myself dithering, unable even to find a place to put
the glass. The table was laden with food and with the debris of a half-eaten breakfast. The room was part of a
stately home, heavily furnished, oak-panelled and cold. I didn’t recognise the house, but it was familiar as the
kind of old country house where I had gone to boarding school. Eventually others started to come down to
breakfast: friends of mine, who joined us at the table.
A red squirrel appeared at the window. It was large and had a strange, pointed face. To me it didn’t look much
like a squirrel at all: the nose was too long, like a mongoose I once owned as a child.
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When I heard my stepmother and brother come back, I started up from the table. The sound of their footsteps
was on the stairs.
“July the fourth,” said Sheka. He was still breathless. “He’s going to come on July the fourth now!”
What the reason was for the delay nobody suggested. I thought he would be here, with us that very day. But I
didn’t feel disappointed. Instead I felt this was how it should be: time to prepare after so many years. I left the
dining room.
*
The huge staircase dipped away below me and the carpeted stairs swung round in a lush sweep. I put a hand on
the banister, feeling the cool, varnished wood, one foot out onto the first step, and I began to walk down the stairs.
My family were crowded around behind me. I could hear the rustling and feel them jogging each other. What on
earth were they all doing?
As I turned the arc of the stairs I understood. The bearded figure standing in the hallway at the bottom wore a
tan, short-sleeved suit, despite the cold. He had on polished brown shoes and a gold watch and although he was
talking on the telephone with his back half turned towards me, I recognised him in that instant.
I could still hear their voices behind me as I hurled myself down the stairs. He hadn’t seen me yet and I felt
like a child again, my legs moving in great, galloping strides as I threw myself towards him. In that moment he
turned round, smiling with surprise, and caught me in his one free arm.
“Hey, hey. What’s all this?” he said, as though I really was an overexcited ten-year-old.
But I didn’t care. I put my arms around him and hugged him. I could feel everyone gathered around behind me.
My face was against his shoulder and I squeezed my eyes shut.
*
When I opened them again the pale, gray London dawn had cast a triangle of light on the wooden floor. I could
see the shadows of my clothes hanging from the pegs on the back of the half-open door. The blinds were still
closed. On the chair by my bedside the faint glow of the alarm clock lit the shapes of a pencil, paper, a lip balm, a
book and a wooden box. The sheet below me was wrinkled, cold with sweat.
Once a year, twice at the very most, the dreams had grown fewer as the decades passed. Sometimes I dreamed
he came back from living in a far away country, that he had been looking for us, but couldn’t find us. Other times
I dreamed that he had been in hiding and everyone around him sworn to secrecy.
“I’m sorry, Am,” he’d say with a smile. “We wanted to tell you sooner.”
Yes, the dreams came less frequently now, but despite the twenty-five years that had passed, they had never
ceased entirely.
3
All my life I have harboured memories, tried to piece together scraps of truth and make sense of fragmented
images. For as long as I can remember my world was one of parallel realities. There were the official truths versus
my private memories, the propaganda of history books against untold stories; there were judgements and then
there were facts, adult stances and the clarity of the child’s vision; their version, my version.
There were times, a summer holiday or a few months, when I lived my childhood as a seamless dream where
time ebbed like the tide and there was nothing to break the rhythm. But for the most part that was not so. Over and
over the delicate membrane of my sphere would be broken and I tumbled out of my cocoon into the outside
world.
Afterwards no one explained. People imagined these were things children shouldn’t know, or they did not
think we had a right to know. We were encouraged to forget, dissuaded from asking. Gradually I learned to spy: I
eavesdropped on adult conversations, rifled hidden papers, devised lines of questioning and I began to build onto
my fragments layers of truth. And as I did so I discovered how deep the lies went.
I grew older, became a journalist and made a living using the skills I spent my childhood honing. All the time I
hoarded my recollections, guarding them carefully against the lies: lies that hardened, spread and became ever
more entrenched.
Yet what use against the deceit of a state are the memories of a child?
In the African oral tradition great events and insignificant moments, the ordinary and the extraordinary, are
notches on the same wheel. They exist in relation to each other. The little occurrences are as important as the
grand designs: the threads are the texture of truth that separate man-made myth from fact. They are the testimonies; the words of history’s eyewitnesses.
*
I remember cockroaches.
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The tiniest of tickles across my toes made me look down. Early morning and I stood alone, chin high to the
bathroom sink, both taps running. The cockroach was standing next to me and his sweeping, chestnut antennae
brushed my foot in a way that seemed remarkably intimate, as though he imagined we were friends. Glossy wings
tucked flat across his back; legs angled outward below the armoured undercarriage; the jaws which dominated his
minuscule head worked steadily like a toothless old man.
I kept my foot still, one eye on my flat-backed companion, while I reached for the tooth mug. As fast as I could
manage I up-ended the beaker, pulled my foot away and trapped the cockroach under the glass. It sat unperturbed,
as at home as a fish in an aquarium.
By the end of the day there were half a dozen inverted objects on the floor around the house: two china cups in
the sitting room; a plastic toy cooking pot and a second glass in the hallway; and in the bathroom a toilet roll with
a wad of paper wedged into the top. They were put there by the three of us: my sister, my brother and me, and we
waited for our father to come in. This was our daily routine. When he arrived he went round the house picking up
each object and dispatching the creature beneath, while we followed behind gazing at him with a mixture of
disgust and admiration.
You could hear the crack and crunch of the cockroach as its skeleton gave way underfoot, pale innards spurted
out. We were in awe at the way this grotesque feature didn’t seem to bother our father, who would squash a
cockroach with his bare feet. If you caught him at a particular time, when he was still in his pyjamas in the morning, say, and asked him to kill a cockroach for you, he would go right ahead and stamp on it with his naked feet.
My mother had a story about cockroaches that took place in the same house. We’d just moved up-country,
where my parents planned to set up a clinic, the only one for hundreds of miles. For several months my father had
scouted the regions looking for a suitable spot and finally settled on Koidu, three hundred miles to the east, right
on the border with Guinea, in the heart of the diamond-mining region.
He rented a rambling bungalow with several wings, set within its own compound, with the idea of turning one
wing into a ward for in-patients and living in the others. My mother and we three children left our noisy,
downtown flat in Freetown and flew to Koidu in a plane that bounced from town to town across the interior of the
country, while my father drove up in our Austin with the dogs and the luggage.
When we arrived it was late into the night. My parents stacked our belongings in the main room and my
mother set up cots for us in one of the bedrooms, camp beds for my father and herself in another. In the early
hours of the morning, when it was still black, she awoke to the sound of my cries. She rose and came to me,
turning on the lights as she passed through the house. She soothed me and returned me to my cot. Just as she was
back in her bed and falling asleep again she heard me crying. This happened three times.
The fourth time she didn’t bother to turn on the lights. She paused at the door to my room and as she looked
around she saw that the walls seemed to be moving. My mother decided that she must be exhausted or else still
dreaming and lingered a while in the dark at the bedroom door. Yet beneath her gaze the entire room seemed to
have lost density: ceiling, floor, walls, even my cot heaved. Her baby was still shrieking.
She flicked the light switch. Nothing. Turned it off and waited. Slowly the walls turned fluid again. She ran to
fetch her husband, who was still sleeping deeply on his camp bed. As they stood at the door of my room, she
showed him what she had seen, flipping the lights on and off.
He saw it, too. He rubbed his face, yawning widely.
“Cockroaches,” he said, and he turned to go back to bed.
*
My father’s feet had strong, yellowish soles. He told us that he didn’t own a pair of shoes until he went away
to secondary school, and up until that time he had to walk five miles to classes and back again. This deeply
impressed us, at the first telling. I disliked wearing shoes and at first I assumed the story’s purpose was to let us
know that shoes didn’t matter. After all, my father managed without.
Both of us had the same broad, long, flat feet: African feet. While I was growing my feet shot out first, ahead
of the rest of my body. By the time I was eleven they were size seven and I barely cleared five foot. I was an Lshaped child.
In fact, our father’s story was a multipurpose parable with ever-extending dimensions of meaning. At its very
simplest it was a warning against the dangers of catching hookworm by wandering outside without shoes on. I
learned that one the hard way. They burrowed through the skin on the soles of my feet and made a home in my
bowels.
Then the story was an inducement to be grateful for what you had. My father grew up in the villages, where
life was very harsh indeed. There were no hospitals and very few schools. When Ndora, my grandmother, was
sick the family had to take her all the way to Rotifunk, on the other side of the country, where there was a mission
hospital.
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In Freetown there were several hospitals to serve the British administrators and their Creole civil servants, but
these were not open to people from the country. They walked most of the way, carrying pots of food and sleeping
mats on their heads. When they got to the hospital, amenities there were so basic that the doctors could not come
up with a diagnosis. So they shrugged and sent her away, telling the relatives to bring her back if she got any
worse. As if that were possible.
Five months later she died, leaving a six-month-old baby girl and her two beloved boys. Our father was five
years old then. That evening as he was sitting among the men at the back of one of the houses he heard a highpitched, rhythmic wail coming from the street.
It was a Bondu elder, speaker for the secret society of women, and she was holding a broom up to the sky. That
was the sign that one of the village women had died. A fragment of her song came across: … “the one from
Rothomgbai”—
My grandmother’s village. Then he knew Ndora was gone.
Soon afterwards, our father ended up being the only person in his entire family to go to school just because his
mother had died. The missionaries had opened a school nearby in Mamunta. The days passed and nobody came to
enrol their children in the new school, so the missionaries approached the chief, who listened to what they had to
say and then passed an edict: each household from the villages neighbouring Mamunta would volunteer one child
to the new school.
None of the women wanted her son to be chosen. People were very suspicious of education back then; they
said that people who went to school never came back. With no mother to defend his interests my father was
elected to go.
Fourteen years later, when he left for Britain to become a doctor, he thanked them and they were pleased they
were right.
“See,” they said, “he’s leaving forever, as we knew he would.”
This was the final meaning of my father’s story it was about the value of education and not shoes at all. Do
well in school and thank God you had an education, because lots of people don’t even know its value.
In fact the new school was closed within the year after the head teacher was caught having an affair with one
of the paramount chief’s wives. The headmaster was fined, which was the correct punishment. But the cuckolded
chief wasn’t satisfied and he closed the school down as well, saying that there would be no more white man’s
education in Mamunta. Privately Chief Masamunta, who was also my father’s uncle, arranged for his own two
sons and his nephew to be transferred to another mission school in Makeni some miles away.
My mother didn’t have African feet like ours. She had European feet. They were similar in the sense that they
were quite big, but the arches were high and the soles smooth and thin and pale as paper. I had my father’s feet
but, on the matter of cockroaches, my mother’s western sensibilities.
*
Gradually the cockroaches moved on as we swept the house out, washed cupboards down and covered the
thick green and blue gloss on the walls with white emulsion. We hired a local man to help us with the work, and
under our mother’s instruction he cut down branches from the trees and pushed them into the earth around the
edges of the compound to protect the house from the churning dust of the road. When the rains came the branches
flourished miraculously and our house was enclosed in an elegant screen of trees; we were all astonished and
delighted, my mother as much as the rest of us.
My father bought iron beds and mattresses for the maternity ward and my mother donated my cot for the
newborn babies. Within a very short time word got around that the clinic had opened and new patients began to
arrive; every day the line of people trailed out of the waiting area and onto our verandah.
Our father worked ever longer hours. He ran two clinics in the centre of town—one for prescriptions, the other
for minor surgical procedures: cataracts, circumcisions and the like. He tried hard to persuade people to bring
their boys to him, instead of cutting the foreskin the traditional way, by a cleric or medicine man who tugged on it
three times before slicing the skin off with an unsheathed blade. Certain days were set aside for circumcisions and
sometimes fathers arrived from the countryside with six or seven boys of different ages. The obstetrics clinic was
at the house, so my father could be on hand for those women whose babies came at night.
There was no nurse, so our mother helped. She held the women’s hands while they were in labour, especially
the Fula women, who had to endure childbirth in silence. They were also supposed to give birth alone and by the
time their relatives forced themselves to break their own traditions and bring them to the clinic the women often
didn’t make it.
Other times my mother monitored heart and blood pressure when an anaesthetic had to be administered; often
my father just wanted my mother to stay in the room for propriety’s sake, so few of the women had ever been to a
gynaecologist before.
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When she wasn’t helping out in the clinic, or in her part-time job at the Volkswagen franchise in town, my
mother sang “Dance, then, wherever you may be, I am the Lord of the Dance, said he.”
Her mighty voice was the loudest, purest sound I had ever heard; it ran through my body with a shiver, like a
cold drink on a hot day. She sang sitting cross-legged with her guitar balanced on her knee, in a cotton dress she’d
made herself, hair hanging loose.
We sang too, after a fashion, like three baby crows gathered around a songbird:
“I danced for the scribe and the far-thest-seas, but they would not dance and they would not follow me.”
She could practically sit on her hair; it was thick, naturally bleached by the tropics and people in Sierra Leone
marvelled at it. One of my aunts thought she must iron it straight and asked to borrow her hot tongs.
My father used to have fun taking several strands and tying them into a knot to demonstrate how they unfurled
in an instant, sliding like wet ice across glass. The trick was quite a crowd-pleaser among our African relatives,
who came forward one at a time and asked to touch it.
Years later, when she no longer lived with us, her hairstyles became the test of memory between us children.
“Can you remember Real Mum when her hair was long?” we asked each other.
Around the time she and my father split she cut her hair short. If you remembered her when she pulled it into a
doughnut shape on the top of her head, or let it dry in crinkly waves down her back, then you remembered a time
when our parents were together.
For me the image of her face and her hairstyles faded and brightened through the years.
But her voice: I never, ever forgot the sound of her voice. …
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The Church of St. John, Freetown, Western Area Urban District, Sierra Leone

The Church of St. Edward, Kent, Western Area Rural District, Sierra Leone
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The Church of St. Joseph, Rotifunk, Moyamba District, Southern Province, Sierra Leone

The United Methodist Church, Pujehen, Pujehen District, Southern Province, Sierra Leone
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Thye Ahmadiyya Mosque at Bo, Bo District, Southern Province, Sierra Leone. Below: two other (unnamed)
mosques in Bo
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The Ahmadiyya Mosque at Kandeh Town, Bo District, Southern Province, Sierra Leone

The Church of St. Patrick, Bonthe, Bonthe District, Southern Province, Sierra Leone
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A mosque in Makeni, Bombali District, Northern Province, Sierra Leone

The Lunsar Mosque, Port Loco District, Northern Province, Sierra Leone
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The Central Mosque, Kambia, Kambia District, Northern Province, Sierra Leone

A church in Bumbuna, Tonkolili District, Northern Province, Sierra Leone
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The Kabalah Central Mosque, Koinadugu District, Northern Province, Sierra Leone: two views
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The Central Mosque, Kenema, Kenema District, Eastern Province, Sierra Leone

A mosque in Koidu Town, Kono District, Eastern Province, Sierra Leone,
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Brothers posed before the New Apostolic Church, Segbwema, Kailahun District, Eastern Province, Sierra
Leone

The Jami'a Mosque, Freetown, Western Area Urban District, Sierra Leone
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