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Note fro111 the kiditor 

This i>\ut: &;I> scllcdulcd for puhlic;rtiun in 109 1. Although our resolvc W:IS 

, t ro~~g .  tliust~ ; I I I ~  urlcert;rilr economlc realities prevailed ;)gainst us. inspite 
()I' ; I  q~rc,cc.;.;f~il 20th .\r~ri~vcr-sa~-) C c l c l > r - ; ~ ~ ~ o ~ ~  I i lu~~c t~~r lg  0 1  the journal 
sponsorecd i n  L;tgos by Aka Ikenga. (Thc n:umes o f  donors during that 
oc.c;lsior~ ;~ljpc;u on the hack cover of this issue). We regret the del;~y. and 
apolo~isc to our nuiilerous reatfers ;~nd friends. 

Fortun;~tely. the Hcinrich Riiil Foundatior~ of Cologne, Germany, has 
nl;rdc i t  possihle I'or ris to resume puhlishing. We ;ire ever so th;rnkful to 
tl1cn1 for this 11i11c.h r~ccdcd assist;rnce. We ;we gr;rteful to Victor Nw;~nkwo 
o f  111c' Fourth L)ir~lcr~sio~l F'u1,lishcrs. for intrtxlucing us to the Foundation 

This 1111111Iwr IS  111' lirst s i p  o!' rchirth. I t  is hopal that ;111 of us - :~nd 
t t ~ i a  ~rrclr~dc!, cor)tnl,~~~ol.s ;~nd rc;lticrs ;dsn - would work h;ud io cnsurc t t ~ ; r t  
this is for re;11. 

O X i X o  rcnl;ri~ls dedic;~tcd to ~ t s  ~ilission as :I springlmrrd for new writers. 
Wc 11opc t t ~ ; ~ t  t111s liiission will he fully realiscd ;IS usual. In fact. one of the 
I~ighlrghts of tlris r~ulnhcr is the 1)ublic;rtion of several poets and short story 
writers wt~o ;Ire ;~lq)c;rring in 1xi11t for the first time. 

O X i X v  rcr~~;rir~s ;I sollrcc n~atc~. i ;~ l  for tc;~chers. students :rnd schol;~rs in 
l~igllcr. institutions 01 Ic;~r~lir~g.  We ;ire working t1;u.d to ensure that it is 
;~c[:zs:;il~lc to those who nccd it. 
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CIIINWE NZEGCVU 

Lovely Roses 

I>ovely roses so pink 
Fresh as dew-drops 
Dainty and so soft 
Elegant ,and so colourful 
Fragrant and so attmctive. 

Lovely roses so pink 
Light of the eyes 
B r ~ ~ t h  of the soul 
Food of the spirit 
Slowness of the hem 

Lovely roses so pink 
Bright as early dawn 
Fair and so fragile 
Vivid yet wither away. 

Fibre of Women 
That summer at Wuppertd, West Germany, 
Thz old couple, Lilo's parents were no more. 
We had met them on previous holiday. 
So we took flowers to their resting place. 

Karl and Lilo. our wonderful host and hostess 
Took us to that serene graveyard. 
By the gravestone of the retired couple, 
I was inspired to think on life. 

When I looked .around the peaceful gmveyxd 
Save Karl, only women with flowers stood around, 
Like M,uy Magdalene once stood by Christ's tomb. 
Here again, only women came to remember. 

Many many questions came to mind. 
What constitutes the fibre of Women? 
Is it just dreamy sentimental stuff 
Or mere cobwebs of sweet fantasies. 

Women are endowed with tender c;uing nature. 
They are made of soft sympathelic stuff. 
Women worship with more devotion. 
The fibre of women is their burden here. 



Titk: Surulere (Pat~ence has 11s rewards) 
Mediu~n: Ink 
i t :  C. Krydz Ikwuelnesi 
Y w  1994 
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VIKGY AhVlHu 

A (ientle Voice 

There's a little stram behind our house. 
It flows down my left 
It's neither blue nor black. 
Call i t  red or brown. 
A strean all the s,me. 

A close friendship 
Tl~crc 1s bctwecn us 
In turbulent moods 
A constant feature of a heart 
Scared with frustration 
Stunted with dreams unheld, 
My stream me,mders into fellowship with me, 
Gently, quietly, flowing my pains away. 

There's a hilly forest 
To cushion my stream to me 
As if it flows into my kitchen below 
Only occasional traffic to Three-Three 
Interrupts the union 
Between my s m m  and me, 
As she flows 
Carrying the lesson of peace ,and calm. 

Yoir do not know my stream I believe, 
She has the patience, 
Sufficient for two, 
And I the temper. 
For additional four, 
When glued to my stream of Love 
And the questions surge 
With the rage of eqlutions unsolved, 
My stream tenders 
A verbless response, 
Quietly urging me 
To ignore the OMATA around. 

From a window 
Her w i d ~ h  is hi11 a I'cw feet: 
Her breadth hardly morc. 
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ENOH E 7 U K  

Chief Kodo 

Chief Kodo! 

That tenible chief I had he.iid so much about but never hoped to see. 
Chief Kodo! 

That inhuman chief who uses nails instead of syringes to "inject" his 
unfortunate guests. 

Chief Kodo! 
I shuddered at the thought of what I had been told about this popular chief of 
the twenty-second state of the Federation. Yet here I am in his domain, the 
heavy steel bars locked behind me, waiting to be ushered into his dreadful 
presence. It can't be a dream! I rubbed my open eyes to assure myself that I 
was wide awake. I pinched my thigh and felt the pain. I was wide awake. I 
was not drfiming . I wxs not even sleeping . 

Chief Kodo! 
What will he do to me '? What will he say to me? I trembled from head to toe 
at the thought of looking into those dreadful eyes I'd he,ud so much about. 
What abominable crime have I committed that has led me to this horrible 
place? 1 looked at myself and tears welled up my eyes. 

" Be a mnn, my friend!" I scowled at myself. "Why not accept things as 
they nre and play along with them". 

My mind flashed back to the happenings of the evening and I marvelled 
at the speed with which time passed. I looked at my wrist where my watch 
should he hut it wasn't . The gu::rds had removed everything 1 had on me: 
wrist watch, necklace, money, eveq my sandals. 1 had only my trousers on 
and nothing more . I guessed the tirne should be about three o'clock in the 
morning. About eight earlier, I was relaxing in my cousin's room oblivious 
of the impending journey to the twenty-second state. 

It was one of those mildly w , m  Saturday evenings in April. I had just 
come back from the stadium where my favorite football team, the Coal City 
Rocks, had walloped the visiting Enyimba Highlnnders with three goals to 
one. The time wns getting on to nine, and before cettling in for the Nigerian 
Television Authority "thirty million Nigerians" news at nine, I thought 1 
should go for some fresh air outside. 

Suddenly, dark shadows appeared from all comers of the compound. 
Johnny, my cousin's neighbor jumped out from his room, d i ted  across our 
door where I stood and disappeared through the back entrance. I did not 
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understand what was happening. All m n d  me doors were being farcefully 
closed, boots smashing into the doors. Some old ones flcw into pieces. 
People's heads were not left out in the violent drama. You could hear curses 
and yellings. 

I stood where I was, confused and open-mouthed. I could have escaped, 
if I had followed Johnny's example. 1 did not run. Why should I run'? I had 
committed no crime. But. before I could take a decision anyway, three of the 
polioemen noticed me and rushed towards me, one pointing a blunt-nosed 
automatic pistol at me. 1 stood my ground, ptepiuing to be rriendly. Alier all, 
I had done nothing. 

Oood evening. officer. May I know what ...." 
Shurup! " the lending sergeiuit shouted and made good his words with 

a slap that reeled my head. My first reaction was surprise. Then anger 
swelled my chest. 1 wantcd to fight back. but before 1 could throw the first 
punch, the other two policemcn fell on me and k i t  the fight out of me. 

"What have I done?" I cricd. "Why arc you twting me like a criminal'!" 
I shouted. at them, anger and h;rtred ne,uly choking the words out of my 
mouth. I was dragged tow;~rtl.; our ~n;rin gatc where seven other tenants 
;rlrc;rdy ;rrrcstcd snt .and were ~urroctndcd by other policemcn with guns and 
h;~to~is " ;rt the rc;cdyM . The scrgc;ait and one othcr constable were asked to 
go and Itmk l i~r ;I vcl~icle to (Mnsporl us to ttlc cncl;~ve of the condemned. 

All this wl~tlc I hi~d no idea why we wcrc hcing ;~rrcsted or to where we 
were being taken. I decided to hazard on cx~rl;rn;rtion from one red--eyed 
constable standing hesidc me. fullling with i~lcohol and cig;rrcttc sniokc. 

" Please, officer, " I slid calmly, " won't you tell me whirl we have 
done?" 

"You will soon know, idiot. You will soon know what ir muns to beat a 
policeman. All of you will go to prison," he bragged, and followed it up with 
a solid kick at my back. 

Anger surged into lily 11ioutIi again. I gl:rred ; ~ t  him but decided to pl;ry 
it coot. Obviously, this louse of  a police11i;rn did not know the differct~cc 
hetween a cell and a prison. So. that was it, I thought . A drunkcn 
policeman got himself hciten up hy sonlehody or some tenants. So that was 
why we were being tre;~ted like armed criminals. I could not believe it . The 
mom I thought about it. the angrier I became . I decided I was going to take 
it up with higher and more responsible police officers. After all. I all1 a full 
citizen of the land and I have my inalienable rights. 

Meanwhile. a pick-up van arrived and we were all herdcd inside the 
back, closely guarded by the policemen. The journey to the p)licc slation 
took about ten minutes. We receivcd more slaps and gun butts before we 
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were ;rsked to s ~ t  down "beh~nd the counter". M/e sat tor long hours waiting 
tor the Inspector who ordered our ;mest ;lnd who was In charge ot the cnse. 
At ;ilwut ri~iilr~~ght. trc , ~ r r l ~ c d  and u u r  i~rtcrr-r)g;rtiu~r I>zgiur. I t  W;ISI~ ' I  rlluch of 
an interrog:~tion. It  W;LS rather n kind of jungle justice. 

CASE: A p o l i c e m ; ~ ~ ~  w;~s heaten up. I t  w;~s ;in offence. a "serious 
assault". He did not know who be:rt him up hec;rusc he w;rs drunk. 
Therefore. all those who live in or around the scene of the incident 
"conspired, aided ;rnd abeted" I tic offence. 

DEFENCE: We were not ;unund during the alleged bating. We do not 
even know the said policem;rn who was beaten. We did not take part in the 
bez3ting. 

JUL)(;EMENT: But you all live ne;u the scene of the incident. You are 
all guilty . You are all sentenced to one night and one day detention without 
sleep. Sentence to run concurrently. 

Th;rt was how I found myself in the temtory of the indomitable and 
famous Chief Kodo of Kodoland. Our sentences were carried out with 
utmost despatch. And here I am. 0 my God, waiting for dawn when I will 
confront the honourable chief. 

We were shared two lo each cell. There were four cells numbered 
;rccord~ngly. An old man wilh only a wrapper tied around his neck was put 
in the s;rme cell with ~ n c .  When we came in, the room was in total darkness. 
We h;rd to find ;I corlrer to squ;rt so as not to disturb the unknown occupants 
of the room. I could only see the silhouette of their sleeping bodies. The 
whole place sounded like ;I zoo with so many lions trying to out-score each 
other. The stench of urine coming in from the inner part of the steel bar was 
overwhel~ning. 

As d:~wn c;rlne rapidly. my apprehension about meeting Chief Kodo 
grew. I wondered what kind of reception awaited us when our fellow 
in~n;rtcs  woke. One of them seemed to be restless in his sleep. After a 
while. he s:rt up fronr the floor. He looked up and noticed us. 

"Wctin un:~ de do here?", he queried sleepily. I kept quiet 
1 did nor know what to say . I looked at my companion. The old man 

tr;rd slurirpcd into slccl) where he squatted beside me. I looked back at the 
III ; I I~ who had spoLe11. He w;rs slowly getting up. At the sound of his voice 
orhcr irrrnares i>cg;rrr lo w;~l;e up and soon eight pairs of eyes were staring at 
US. 

" I  sir?. wcti~r UII ; I  de do herc?" the first inmate queried again. this time 
h;ir::hly. I dc~i.itlcd th:11 silcricc was not going to help me. I must offer an 
expl ;~n;~t io~~ I,ctor-c i t  was too 1;rte. 

"Opa. p)lic.c.n~cr~ I~rouglrt us in  here ;rnd locked us up". 
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"Wetin rlna do'?" he continued. 
I remembered some of the stories told about hardened criminals in the cells. 
If I told them that we did not do anything , they would he hostile throughout 
our stay there. But if I told them that we had committed the gravest of 
crimes, they would respect us and possibly mnke friends with us . I needed 
their friendship. I wanted to lean so much abu t  criminals, especially about 
Chief Kodo 

"Oga, one stupid policeman came to our house to make trouble. We 
beat him up well well. He called other policemen with guns and we were 
arrested. That is why we me here," I explained, trying to look defiant and 
bold. "Very good ," he smiled broadly. "Now unn don come prison, make 
una prepare for initiation. Una go meet Chief Kodo very soon. 

I looked from one of the inmates to another, wondering which one was 
Chief Kodo. But none of them looked as powerful as my imagination told 
me Chief Kodo would be. My fenrs suddenly turned into curiosity. 

"Stand up!" one red-eyed inmate barked at me. I quickly jumped up. 
"Attention !" I stood at attention , guessing that the initiation had begun. 
"What is your name?" 
"My name is Peter Okeke," I wid nervously. 
"Peter Okeke, right turn". 
I turned right, facing the wall opposite the door. On the wall there was a 

huge hali-drawing of a man with the biggest face I had ever seen.lt was 
drawn with ordinary chalk. On his head lay one of the most ridiculous 
contrivances of n chieftaincy crown. His fat face and glazed eyes gave him 
the air of an importiint chieftain. His wide mouth, half covered with long 
cat-like whiskers, wns serious and unsmiling. He sat on his throne with all 
the dignity of an African traditional chief, with rows of ivory round his fat 
neck. In his right hand he held his over-decorated fan, the sign of his 
authority. As he stared directly at me, I marvelled at the ingenuity of the 
artist who conceived of such a work in a police cell of all places. I 
momentarily forgot my predicament and attempted to smile. While I was 
lost in my admintion of Chief Kodo, my interrogators were conversing in 
low tones. 

"Attention!" the growling voice brought me back to reality, and I jerked 
at attention once again. The red-eyed bully walked up to the drawing and 
stood beside it to the left, with his hnnd folded behind him like an aide-de- 
camp. The other inmates formed themselves into a single file, facing the 
wall to my left. with me in-between. 

"S;~lute Kodo!" rhe aide-de-camp commanded. I lifted my hand to my 
ears and dropped it  gain . 1ni1it.q style. 
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"Okay, turn left!" I turned lo my left, hacklng the other Inmates. On the 
wall was another h;tlf-dcrwrng of a man. Thrs time r t  was ol ;I young man 
with a herret-l~ke fey cap on his conical head, horn-rimmed glass and goattee 
b u d ,  smiling sheepishly at the chief. The ,artist took great pains to make i t  
look like a policeman. 

"What is that on the wall '?"the aidede-camp growled. 
"A man", I replied. not knowing what else to my. 
"What is he doing?" 
"He is laughing." 
"Why is he laughing?" 
"I don't know." 
"Now, I don't wnnt hirn to laugh. I want him to cry . 

C,ul you m.&e him to cry?" 
"I don't know," I mid, feeling nervous. 
"I will teach you how to make him cry. Marshal, teach him how to 

make our friend cry." 
Before I knew what was happening, I received a star-invoking slap on 

my face that made mc stagger forward, nearly dazed out of my wits. Anger 
welled up in my stomach, hut I knew I had no chance in the midst of these 
bullies. They would kill me even before the policemen on duty could open 
the steel bars that served for a door. That was supposing that the policemen 
would want to help at all. I decided that it was better to obey their orders 
without question. 

"Very well." pronounced the aide-de-camp when he noticed my 
resignation. "Now. I want you to make that man cry. You will give him 
seven heavy slaps on his face. If they are not heavy enough, the marshal will 
show you another example. "Now. go on". 

I hesitated a bit. Then I went to work on the wall with my right palm. 
As each slap landed on the whll, the sound re-echoed throughout the 
building. Before each echo died down, another followed. The aide-de-camp 
of Chief Kodo was busy counting the number of slaps I delivered on the 
halfdrawing. As I delivered ench slap with all my strength, the drawing kept 
its steady smile at Chief Kodo who was still scowling at all of us. When I 
delivered the last slap on the wall, my hand felt as heavy and warm as a 
newly sawed Iroko plank. Sweat poured down my face and M y .  The other 
inmates were laughing at my face, contorted with pain and anger. 

The initiation over, the parade formation dissolved. I sat down at one 
comer of the room, thinking that I was free. Suddenly , one of the inmates 
jumped up, seized me by the neck, hoisted me to my feet and stared at me 
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with his black, twinkling eyes, his long unshaven beard making him look 
fierce, cruel and ugly. 

"How much money you have?" 
"I don't have any money. The police took everything, " 

I quickly replied. 
"How much they take from you?" 
"Twenty naira," I lied. Actually, I had had five naira fifty kobo in my 

pocket. I gave the police five naira and left a fifty kobo note in my back 
pocket. Wanting to buy theu friendship, I decided to offer them the fifty 
kobo I had with me. 

"I have only fifty kobo here ..." 
"And what are you waiting before you bring it'?" the aide-de-camp 

interrupted, looking angrily at me . I quickly brought it out and handed it 
over to him . He called the policeman on duty and sent him to buy cigarettes 
for them . 

"If you don't give us fifty haim you are not going out of here". It was 
the mnn with the twinkling, black eyes. Others nodded their assent. 

"Don't worry," I said , trying to be cheerful, "when my people come , I 
will give you fifty naira". 

"We are not worry," said twinkling eyes. "Na you wey go worry." 
I wanted to find out a lot of things about these people. I had never been , 

to a police station before, let alone to a police cell. I was filled with curiosity , 
about ,armed robbers. I looked at all of them curiously, and I w.mted to ask I 

them questions. I resoned that now that I had been initiated, they would be I 

willing to answer my questions. 1 looked at the aide-de-camp and decided to 1 
confide in him. 1 

"How long have you been hore?" I asked. 
"We have been here for five years. " cpme the defiant reply. I could not I 

I 
believe my ems. Five whole donkey yeius in a police cell! I 

"Five years , " I repeated incredulously. "Why haven't your cases been ! 

tried dl this while'?" 
"We went to steal at the Bank . We shot and killed so many people 

before we were nrrested by the Police. Our case is not easy", he explained. 
"Five years in this God-forsaken place," ! thought. Before I could ask 

further questions. the constable on duty appeared with a piece of paper. 
calling "Peter Okeke! Peter Okeke! Peter Okeke?" 

"I am here!" I shouted as the constable opened the steel bars . "Come 
out." he said and I walked towards the door. 

"Come hack here!" shouted twinkling eyes, making as if to hold me 
back . 
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"I will be back," I told him persuasively. "I am only going to make a 
statement ." As I walked out , I took a last look at the grinning face of Chief 
Kodo of Kodoland 

' "%hLy: VW 

Ti~lc: O b i ~ ~ i g w e  (Sky Dweller) 
Mcdium: Ink 
Year: 1994 
Artist: C. Krydz Ikwue~nrsi 
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UCHE NDUKA 

After A Coup 

In the cadence of d~sorder 
i t  is not unusual 
to find a pulse drumming 
with the rhythm of rage. 

I am not distmt 
nor alienated from rebellion 
in these spaceless acres of concrete 
where dissidence is a daily fare- - 
protuberant in its presence. 

So to accost the remorseless brood 
and defend my kind 
against lacerating intrigues 
that despoil their blood : 

these ,m actions , the onslaughts 
that would sleach through banalities 
and nullify the stings of injustice 
on whose reign one is tethered. 

Thrusting out here therefore 
is the protesting hush of the unanned: 
immutable, desperate, unbending 
with anticipations of appeasement. 

Sweet and Sour Song 

The thread of patience 
is running thin 
and the steam is dripping away. 

1 can't hear Ihe n;lmes 
we love so well lo crll: 
n knot of worry chokes my hl.c;~th. 

Bitterness claws Ihrough Illc senses 
3s lifebuoys are hnckcd 
:111tl st:ihhed to lifeless~~ess. 



,Afrc,r N Coup /.; 

These are the ordeals to hold off 
ironr ei~seful nrinds; 
these :ire the hostilities to expunge 
from human heels. 

I know how the season wails 
inconsolably 
between a wretched day 
and a long grim night; 

how laughter labours to assert itself 
beyond shuttered doors 
and battered fortunes; 

but new longings await fulfillment, 
new graces to lenm, 
worlds to woo 

far from this sadness dogging my song. 
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DEREK WRIGHT 

Man and his Teacher: A Note on Ihuble-Narrative 

The n,mtive vision of Armah's The Bcoutyfil Ones Are Not Ycl Born1 is 
oppressively monolithic, the viewpoints of author. indeterminate nmator 
and proL3gonal consciousness king, for most purposes , one and the same 
for large tracts of the book. Some critics. ':owever, have t,aken this 
singleness of vision a stage further by over-emphasizing the overlappings 
and interchanges of the man's narrative with the Texher's monologue in the 
long retrospective sixth chapter at the fulcrum of the novel, even to the 
C S ~ C I I ~  of confusing one with other. I t  will be the aim of this brief note to 
dispel sonic of this confusion and to demonstrate that the twin n.matives are 
quile distinct. expressing a separateness in community (albeit of an 
inderc~.mina~t. kind) r;~ther than a blumng or erosion of person;~Iities. 

Eldred .lonrs complained in  an early review of the novel th;t 
"somc~irnes i l  IS d~ff~cult to tell whose mind we are being shown2 . 
Follo\rinp Joncs. R~rhar-d Priek claimed that "all sense of time, pl:lce and 
point of v iew become ~nextricably confused3 " and Gareth Griffiths has 
wri~tc~~:  

The contusion of  he two 1s deliberate since later. in the final chapter. we note 
~hal (he liero 1nhrr115 mernorles (the figure of Manmn) which k long  to portions 
or ~ h a p l c ~  S I X  narrnted by Teacher ... The figures and events are not ~nerely 
aspels  of an au~o-biography hut aspects of an historical process and a general 
cultural experlence4 . 

What happens in  Chapter Six is certainly deliherale and functional but it is 
not confusion. There is . in fact. never any serious doubt about the identity 
of the "speaker". The later word needs to he used warily becausc the 
Teacher's first-person monologues are interspersed with the continuing 
third-person narrative of the m,m's reflections and memories and, whilst the 

Ayi Kwei Anndi, Tlic Bewuryful Oncs Arc. Nor Ye.! horn (London: Heine~nann. 
1969).reset edition 1975. All page references are to the 1975 reset edition and 
are given in parentheses in the text of the article. ' Eldrcd Joncs. review of TIIC Hccrrr~yjrcl Oncs Arc Nor Ytar Norn. Afric.on 
Li~c,rtrr~~~.c, Toclcrv 3 (1909),56. 
Kichi~rtl I'riehc, "Demonic Imagery and the Apocalyptic Vision in the Novels of 
Ayi K\\L.I Ar111a1i.l: Ytrlc, Frc.nclr Slrctiics -7.; (1976). 120. 

Carclli (;I 1 1 1  1tI1,. "Structure and Image in Kwel Arrnnll's T1lcs Hratyful 0nc.s Arc 
Nor Yi,! I(OI.II." .S/rrt/ic~s irr R6c.X Lilc*rcr114rc, 3.2 ( 197 1 ). 5. 
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Tacher is tlllking directly into the camera, the man's thoughts are still being 
reported by a namtor: "The man remembers times when his friend has been 
h w n  to speak of something outside himself'. "The man has long known of 
the pain of disappointment inside his friend @p. 79,85). The uses of the 
present tense(not peculiar to Chapter Six) and the third krson for the man's 
thoughts are demarcation devices which keep them distinct from the 
rellcher's monologue, delivered in the first person and the past tense. The 
only doubtful moment in the chapter is during what tums out to be the man's 
fust interruption, recalling the African child's common colonial experience 
3f raiding the white man's orchards. But this is clarified retrospectively once 
the network of alternating narratives has moved into focus and the alert 
reader will pick up in the first words of the man's passive vision-"The 
listening mind is disturbed by memories from the past"(p.67)- a link with the 
Iat words of the previous chapter, immediately prior to the bursting of the 
~acher ' s  monologue into the new chapter: "Opposite him, the mnn went 
very quietly back to the desk and sat on it, just thinking, looking, and 
listening " (p.61). Far from being "inextricably confused", the chapter has a 
:rysti?l symmetry, consisting of seven alternating narratives, one for each 
year of the symbolic mantilla's accelerated seven-year life cycle which 
loosely approximates to the life of the first Independence government , with 
the Teacher having the first and the last word (additionally, the temporal 
jisorienti~tion referred to by Priebe is peculiar to the Teacher's memory and 
joes not include the mnn , who is always perfectly c ! ~ u  about where he is in 
time). 

It is of course true, as Griffiths goes on to argue, that the frequent 
~nterconnections of the two narratives are meant to give the impression of a 
:ollective vision, presenting what is really an autobiography of the 
:hildhood and youth of a new nation and its failed hopes, and a number of 
Features give the shared experience priority over the single one: the 
monotony of speech-style, the interacting ideas, the psychological continuity 
which allows one "listening mind" to pick up vibrations left hanging by the 
other rememberer and admits the man to a group memory that enables him 
to recognize Maanan in the last chapter of the novel. This Teacher's lament 
over "the rot of the promise" and rememberance of "something so good 
about the destroyed people waking up and wanting to make themselves 
whole ag&"(p.90), m almost verbatim echoes of the man's thoughts: " The 
promise was so beautiful ... at least something good was being born ... The 
beauty was in the waking of the powerless" (p.85). Conversely, the man's 
brief flicker of faith in new flowerings from dung @.85), and his remote 
hope in the later episode of the coup that a "future goodness" and " a new 
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life would maybe flower in the countryn(pp. 159-60). recall the brief 
flowerings of hopeful friendsh~ps, community and political idealism that . id 
the Teacher's vision. wcrc horn out of the anomy and dccny of the postwar 
ye~us  :lnd scatological disgust at the new leaders(p.82). Furthermore. the 
man's h:rhit of dispersing his own memories arid experiences, which 
elsewhere in  the novel produces a paranoia of vicarious suffering that 
threatens the independent existence of the other characters, is used in the 
sixth ch:rptcr to "communalize" typical experiences like orchard-miding: the 
m.m automatically picks up the Teacher's reference to the white man's huge 
dogs and the vision of one unidentified boy is made to cover the experience 
of thr~.i: arid. ultimately. the whole of Afric;u~ hoyhood. Even so . the vcry 
sh,up. lyric;rl rendering of the sensations of fear, wonder ;lnd p i n  in this 
pnss:lge tend to individu:~te r,~thcr thaw collectivize the trauma and make the: 
notation of group identi~y ;I r;~thcr ;utificial one: i t  is the intens experience 
of one boy - now the man gcncr;~lizcd and ahsk~cted into three. not that of 
three compressed into one. Mc;lnwhile, in  the more important matter of tile 
Teacher-m;vi I'ricndship. i t  is not long before the man's comments ;lnd 
remin'iscenccs hcgin to qualify and correct the T~icher 's ,\,-ssini;.;m ;ind thc 
n.mtives Ih;~t :rppe;lrcd to bc dissolving into one another st:ut ,:. !verge. 

The rclationsl~iip hctwccn the two men in this pivot;rl ~ l ~ . ~ p t e r  is ;I 

complex one. beyond ~ h c  scope of this note, and it has been de:llt with ;it 

length clsewhcrc both by other critics and by the present writer . What 1 
wish to notice here arc the ways in which the chapter's structural arid 
stylistic dcviccs- which ;KC not mcrcly matters o! technique . perfcclirig and 
preserving point-of-view--scrve to dramatize l l lc passage from community 
to fr;~gmcntcd indvidu;~lism. from earlier idealistic hopes of ;twakened 
politic;~l unity to the contempomry Ghan:~ of morse-tapping solitnries 
sending out nicssagcs ;!cross the void of the modern stale: and how the 
progrcss of this pass;lgc is furthered by the growing rift betweeri the m;ln 
and his for~ner intellectu;~l mentor. From the fourth scction of the chapter 
onwards there is :I splintering of the wee-smoking group into individual 
destines- the suicide Kofi Billy. the rejected Maanan , the murdered Edgy 
Akon. the rcclusc Teacher- and this is reflected by the fracturing of the 
n:irr;~tive into two more sharply distinct voices. The narrative's emotional 
currents carry thc man circularly back into past time and into a vague 
;~ffinity with the wee group, but. pulling against these. the sharp 
scg~iicntatio~i of the chapter into seven phases, one for e;lch year of the 
"l)rogcri:rc" Nkrumah rcgirne, imposes n pressure of 1ine:uity. This impels 
the tlivcrging voices incxor;~hly forward into the dichotomized order of the 
novel's prescnt: on the one h;tnd. the goal-getting elites which the man is 
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invited LO join, and on the other the atomized negated community. the void 
of lost connection.; rcprcsented hy the Tc:icher. Thc man begins, at this 
point. to dissociate himself from and deny feelings he has held in common 
with the Teacher. rejecting the latter's too calm embracing of so much 
despair and self-inlposed isolation - "a human being hiding from other 
human beings" - and insisting that "something could still be done by a good 
man" (pp.78.70). Amah's two voices, to be repeated in the nert two books 
in Ocr,ul and Ba;ko. Solo 'and Modin - the expatriated, alienated despair and 
the defeated but resilient vision of communal service - are held in tension 
and then divide into their separate selves. In the course of this process, 
which is effectively a microcosm of the general atomization of communal 
feeling, the concepts of "community" and "communality" are themselves 
redefined, and what emerges from the r&qprnisal is that the Teacher's idea 
of community, unlike the man's. is essentially false. 

The Teacher's proprietorial personal pronoun - "We also knew that we 
were the people to whom these oily men were looking for their support" - 
makes "the people" the object of his ecstatic, but essentially unearned, 
identification, laying claim to a common wisdom that saw through the 
nationalist leaders at an early stage and to a common sympathy with an 
imagined "popular will" or "voice of the people," as expressed in the 
common man's pidgin (p.82). Some critics, such as Frederick Case, have 
taken these projections on the Teacher's own terms: "The novelist shows that 
whereas the leaders feared but loved the white man, the people in their 
despair feared .and hated the colonizer. On the one hand, there was gratitude 
and faith that led to imitation, on the other hand mistrust that l a d s  to 
r e j e c t i ~ n . " ~  But these polarized distinctions are not the author's. and 
certainly not the man's, but the Teacher's. The mass subscription to 
imitation-white values in Armah's contemporary despot in fact offers little 
support to the idea of a separate "will of the people" which is distinguishable 
from the will of the leaders. and the Teacher's nostalgic picture of a popular 
community of feeling needs to be weighed carefully against the man's 
expressed or implied reservations. All that the Teacher's monologue actually 
does is provide sketches of a few alienated individuals, most of them centred 
around himself, against a featureless, undifferentiated canvas of the 
awakening "people" which is too vague to amount to a living human 
community. When the awaited Utopia fails to arrive he swings from a 
gratuitous idealization of "the people "as the source of revolr~tionary energy 

Frederick /.Case, "La bourgeoisie africaine dans la Litterature de 1'Afrique 
owidentale, " C(in(dicur Jourml ofAfrican Studies 7,2 (1973). 264. 



and hope tn a cynical dissociation of himself from "the whole society" that is 
hehind the man's wife and "loved ones" (p.93), and the people who provoke 
this  bout-face are envisaged as see-sawing from a dismissive cyrlicisnl 
towards the old lenders to n collaborative cynicism towards the new ones. In 
the past, the T~qcher is seen looking forward to the rising of the powerless 
and in the future, which is the novel's present. he looks back at the ideal that 
failed, but between these extreme positions there is little evidence of any 
concrete engagement with the people's ambitions and fates or, indeed, of 
anything other than a solipsist withdrawal posing as commitment. 

One year hefore the novel's publication, a Western anthropologist, 
Robin Horton. ;ugued in a discussion of changing time-modes in modem 
Africa that the new faith in progress 

leads all too often to an excessive an excesslve fixation of hopes and desires on 
an imagined Utopian future. People cling to such a future in the same way that 
Inen in pre-scientific cultures cling to the past. And in doing so, they inevitably 
lose much of the traditionalist's ability to enjoy and glorify the moment he lives 
in.7 

The Teacher's ideal~sm, having a foot in both worlds, couples Utopianisnr 
with nosL~lgia and prevents him from engaging with the insecurity of the 
passing moment. His fantasy of fraternity with the masses in ideal 
communities, projected into past and future from a position of total 
seclusion appears to be compensation for his failure to relate to the real, 
living people and the genuine flux of community around him, and to live 
intensely in the present. All of this exists in stark contrast with the man's 
immediate, present-tense reality and his involvement in the practical 
difficulties of living in the day-to-day, here-and-now social world, and the 
contrasts are especially evident in the flashbacks of the sixth chapter, where 
a comparison of the Teacher's romanticism with the man's childhood 
remembrances is instructive. The orchard-raiding episode is shot through 
with the poignancy's of bright sunlight and gentle rain but the childhood 
idyll is brutally interrupted by that violent new order of speed overturning 
the runner which the Teacher's mind has such difficulty coping with and 
which is represented here by the dog-chase (paradigmatic for postcolonial 
Africa in its vision of savage black oppression under distant white control). 
The paradise images in Chapter Six, like this one, exist only at the level of 
~iost?lgic reverie nnd i t  is to this level that the Tencher's drugged or alcoholic 
"dreams of beauty and happiness", of the waking nation divesting itself of 

Robin Horton, "African Traditional Thought and Western Science," Africa 37 
(1967), 179. 



whiteness ant1 r ~ , ~ ,  .)I to 11s true self. :Ire reduced by the man's more 
pragmatic, vision 

These ;rrc n o t  the only ways In which the two men are seen more in 
;~ntithesis than in ;rllinnce. The Teacher's spurious personal assumption of 
the collective hurdcn of hope ;uid despair on behalf of the whole society is n 
conscious projection of the will which is quite different from the m;rn's quiet 
i~iteriorizatio~r of common sufferings, something which Armah makes the 
special preserve of the passive consciousness 2nd involuntary memory. 
More importantly. the man, who is never n long questing hero after the 
Teacher's model hut is ;llw;rys "in the middle". caught in the crossfire 
between family and gleam, does provide, under sufferance, a workable 
recipe tor living in a totally corrupt world and ;i more viable experience of 
human community. It is true, of course, that he iieludedly looks to the 
Teacher for guidance and, following his exnmple. succumbs momentnrily to 
despair, is himself beguiled by political unrealities such as "moving a whole 
people forward", and is drawn into a similarly paranoid polarization of 
humanity into loved ones who pursue the gleam and those who are 
victimized for not doing so. But the man. unlike the Teacher, has to live in 
the world, and his actions speak of a more positive and realistic, if 
compromised, approach to co-existence with corruption as a way of living 
which weighs against his natural idealism:witness his patient endurance of 
the Koomson connection and a crooked boat-deal that he cannot prevenr, his 
honest confession that he is not even sure that he wholly detests the new 
materialism. and his more discriminating, strangely happy response to the 
book's Inst bribe (a communal gesture insofar as it is performed by the bus 
driver on his passengers'. not his own behalf). It is therefore not surprising 
that the man's gradual growth away from the Teacher is given increasing 
emphasis towards the end of Chapter Six and it is significant that when he 
takes leave of his friend's immobilized solitude, he returns to his own more 
purposive element of slow walking and feels an intense desire for real 
human contact. evidently generated in the wake of the Teacher's 
claustrophobic seclusion from the world. 

The twin narratives of Chapter Six oscillate between defeatist 
pessimism :md guarded hope: they expacd to embrace an imagined 
community which is the projection of the Teacher's politic;~l fantasies and 
contract to the dimensions of the real one experienced hy the man i ~ t  .is 
daily trials; .and they shrink back to the vision of two isolated - and, finally, 
divided and estranged - men. The vision is, strictly, neither single nor plural, 
being about as close to a "communal view" as Armah could get at this 
problematic stage of his writing career. There is no confusion of viewpoints, 





JACK D. FORBES 

The Third World After Thirty Years 

A lot of the easy money 
has come ,and gone 

and the easy years 
the years of credit 
have been cashed in 
the years given 

drafts of hope 
by independence and revolution. 

Dreams of the Third World 
sour now, for some, 
and hitter in many mouths 

The wages of freedom 
stnnd at the bottom 
for those who work 
and death's face 
is the wage 
for those who camlot. 

And the armies of those able to leave 
grow 
seeking entry 

through the metropolitan gate 
to sweat-shop work 
in the North 

The Third World 
wrenched by wnrs 
external wars 
internal wars: 

Lebanese and Ugandans 
Iranians and Afghans 
h q i s  and Ethiopians 
Somalis and Palestinians 
Shonas and Kurds 
Tigreans and Orornos 
Amharas and Sudanese 
and the list goes on and on 

tears keep flowing 
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salting ever new the wounds. 

And, ~f ~oursc ,  there ,uc 
the Yankee.;. thr Sovictc 
the Boers. the Israelis 
:rnd others u ho. rich 
;irrd p ) ~ , c s f ~ ~ l .  
kill inorc cfl'iciently 
purring nrorc irroncy 
I>elrilrd evcry nrurcicr-. 

The hopes of tlrc Fiitics - 

~rcw I1;rgs of iirdcl)c~rr(lcrrc~c 
11rc dr-c;~~lis of rile Sixtics - 

~ ~ o g s ; ~ i r r s  o f  cnr;~ricip;~tion - 
l i t  like ;rircient 
unre1);rired ro;tds 
pot-holed ;~nd d~rsry 
I>rokcrl ;rritl 

irl pl:rccs i~wisiblc 
l)cnc;~tlr tlrc 1r;rcks 
o f  t:rrrks 
;rr,d rcfugec?~. 

The Third World 
broken by debt 
shattered by falling prices 
impoverished by devalu;rlior~.; 
c.hc~;lrcd hy ir111;rtiolr 
;\I Ihc nlcrcy 
of c;wlcls 
of nr ul~in;~liol~;~Is 
of tlre storehouse of 

coloi~ii~l ~,c;~It lr  
which never left the North 
(except ns down-pny~nents 
on more wealth). 

Independence seems now 
like desert mirages 
a thin wispy 
insubsti-intial 
vapor 
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colon1;11 uc.;~l~lr 
which never left the North 
(except :IS down-p;ryments 
on more we;~lth). 

Independence seems now 
like desert mirages 
a thin wispy 
insubs~mtinl 
vapor 
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always eluding 
the grasp. 

Independence 
becomes a slogan of deceit 
when it is a gift - 
or an acquisition - 
spider-weh wmpped 
like a fly dropped 
after its juices h;rve 
heen drained. 

Sticky-strands of colonial hount1;uics 
irrational carvings and 
hutchcring tn:~tlc 
hy m;ld conquerors 
cuttin;! ;il);Irt n;rtions. 
tribes. I ; I I I ~ I I ; I ~ ~ S  
hrc:ll;ing 111) :~ncicnt sl;~lcs 
;111tl putting 111i~1r r  Ixlck together 
like ;I  ~)uzzIc 
I > I I ~  ;I ~)uzfic whose key is locked ;~w;~y 
in Lontlon 
;~nd P;uis. ;lnd 
now New York. 

And the slr;lnge thing is 
such n\akeshift tc~itorics 
work well 
the colonialist's fintl 
precise1 y hec;~usc 
they are in 
perpetu;~l t~rrmoil 
;~nd the Big Powers 
milkc sure III;II  111cy sc;~y 
just so. 

The new elites ol' Aliic;~ 
and Asia 

Ihc old elites of L:rcin Anrcric:~ 
thc ncw r;ldicals 
the old exploiters 

mnrxists 
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capitalist? 
opportunists 

ex;rmlne the boundnnes created 
by Imperialism 

and by nnd large - pronounce them good. 

And h,md in hand 
the Yankees and the Latino elites 
the Europe'ms and the African rulers 
;ill together 
dnncing around a bonfire 

of madness 
hecause it makes i t  easier 

to steal 
to control 
to keep off b;il;ince 

the people hliridfolded 
pockets picked 
the Native American masses 
the African masses 
the Asian masses 
pockets picked. 

While their own rulers 
pin their arms 
the capitalists 
pick their pockets 
and the pnrty leaders 
pluck up the ch:inge 
~ h i c h  drops 
in the dirt. 

lmperialis~n and colonialis~n 
i t  is seen 
are riot over in a day: 
one night of revelry 
does riot bring freedom. 
;I ch;~nge of fl;ig 
changes colors only - 
riot the system. 

So long as the pupils of the system 
the ones who e;lgerly 
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sat at the teacher's feet 
the ones who c~e fu l ly  
noted their lessons 
slip right in 
hehind the colonialist's dep.arting boots 
to appear again 
as their heirs. 

Imperialism does not 
seem to die. for 
like n Noble House 
it finds legatees 
inheritors who step in 
to occupy 
the mansions 
the perquisites 
the positions 
the power 

Government 
have we forgotten'? 
is 
in essence - 
money - 
the power to tax 

Umis t  governments 
get money 

Capitalist governments 
get money 

Socialist governments 
get money 

Isl,unic governments 
get money 

Fore government 
without money 

is no government, 
in these times. 

The State - 
the government 
must have a territory 
must have a zone 
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of exclusive power 
a zone 
as large as possible 

in which 
the people are counted 
and money is collected. 

The bigger the land 
the more buffii-ucmts 
the more soldiers 
the more police 
the more officials 
the more contracts 

graft,trrxes, 
concessions, gifts, 
bribes. 

The shuggle to control a state - 
we must keep that in mind - 
the stumble 

not for freedom 
not for justice 
not for equality 

the struggle 
for a sti-i-te 
for a defined temtory 
for a controlled people 

to pluck - 
isn't that 

so often 
the real - 

the functional- 
goal'? 

"The objective of the proletariatw- 
the "vanguard" that is - 

"is the seizure of state powerw- 
and the goal 
of virtually every party 
is the m e  

to get control of a government 
(and we know who 
government's control!). 
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NOW that has beer 
the great error 
the temble mistnke 
of the last thirty-odd years 

To believe 
that "Liberation" 
me.ms 
the acquisition of state power 

Brothers and Sisters 
liberation 
means setting people free! 

Liberation me,ms 
destroying the boundaries 
ernsing the borders 
in order 
for genuine. reA. authentic 
communities 
self-determining 
communities 
to choose 
for themselves 
to organize 

thenlselves 
in their own way! 

Why should Amharas 
be killing Oromos 
Tigreans, Eritrans 
Somalis 

to preserve the boundaries 
of an Ethiopia 
drawn on the map hy the 

British. the French. and 
the Italians? 

Who can show 
that a "big Ethiopi?" 
forced upon 
U P ~ P P Y  
unwilling 
subjects 
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is better than smaller, 
democratically 
created 
republics'? 

Mounds and mounds 
and still more mounds 

of dead people - 
is that what a Third World state 

shall he erected upon'? 

No, we have wasted 
three precious decades 
imitating Europe 
imitating Communism 
imitating Isliunic empires of old - 

We have envied the mass graves 
we have hungered 
for the bloodshed 
we have desired 
to weiu the boots 
which have crushed 
so m,my 
peoples 
beneath their bloody heels. 

And in the course of 
fateful imitation 
we have fostered 
the conditions 
which have led to 
corruption and 
self-serving 
governments 

And we have opened the doors to 
neocolonialism 
multinational corpor;ltions 
mw exploitation 

because the doors 
we have given away 
to thieves 
responsib!e 
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to no one 
but stnte power 

The d r a m s  of the Third World 
nightmares now 
will not be sweet 
until we understand 

this: 

We cannot crush e;lch other 
We cnnnot coerce each other 
We cannot rernnE;e e;lcl. ,,;?pr 
We c;mnot control e;~ch uii,,, 

We must respect 
the wenkest of our neighbors 
for truly, they are us! 

As Turks we must let 
Kurds he Kurds 

As Pnkistariis we niust let 
Bnluchis hc Bnluchis 

As Guatemaltecos we must let 
Quiches he Quiches 

As Niciuaguenses wc rnrlst let 
Miskitus he Miskitus 

The ideal of the Third World 
must he 
rcsl)el.i! 

The goal of the Third World 
must be 
.fre~(lom! 

And as free people we 
indeed 
can come together 
uncoerced 
to build 
b n d s  of human-ness 
across. .. 

any and all boundaries. 
If we cnnnot do that 

we 
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historically 
have no claim 
upon the future 

We will recede 
like an ill-formed wave 
into the vast se;l 
of ancient miseries, 
of ancient fiilurcs 

without having 
eroded even m inch 

from the cliffs of tyclnny! 

Title: What thc Eatcr Atc 
Medium: 111 k 
Artist: C Krydz Ikwuc~ncsi 
Year: 1995 
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SAM ONUIGBO 

Language As An Instrument of Change in Reid's "New Day" 

New D r ~ y  is nn ,Wistic ;Iccount of Jamaican history which spans n period of 
eighty years-an account told by Johny Campbell, an ageing member of the 
well-to-do Campbell family. When the story opens, Jnmaica is ruled by the 
Crown Governor with an advisory assemhly elected hy the w~il thy Iand- 
owners. But many of the large estates ;ue crippled as a result of the 
emancipation of the slaves who prefer suhsistcnce living to working on hig 
planL?tions. 

To worsen the already had situation. there is the three-year drought 
which apparently stimulates immediate resentment against the crown 
,administr,7tion. The resentment gives rise to calls for universal adult suffrage 
and i t  is also this resentment that leads to the Morant Bay Rebellion in 
which many people are killea. I n  reaction to the rebellion, the Crown 
Governor hangs the leader and a member of the assembly who favours i t  but 
this action is judged excessive. The Crown Governor is therefore recalled 
and a new governor is sent. But the agiLqtion for self-government continue:, 
until 1944 when the constitution reform that inaugurates the "new day" is 
e.smblished. Thus, the "new day" is born. 

The novelist's medium is language: 
whatever he does, qua novelist. he 
does in and through 1,mguage. 

David Lodge, L n n g u q e  of Fii.tior1, p.18. 

It may be stating the ohvious to say that the ability to use language 
differs with individuals and accordi~ig to the nature of the ideas, concepts 
and thoughts to he presented. I t  is no wonder then that even when two 
people use the smie language to present the &?me ideas and concepts, one 
makes a better impression on the listener than the other. A number of factors 
are responsible for this but effective use of 1,mguage is an important one. 

Grmted that the novel is a piece of .artistic cr~qtion. the .mist weaves his 
plots md ch:mcters through the medium of language. And as that medium 
through which these elements of the novel are presented, language is a 
Potent instrument for effective presentation. To be an effective artist 
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hnwever the novelist mutt renli7e that hic wnrk ;< "virmr" thmugh which 
the society sees itself. If he. as nn artist. must hc "n rnnturc-pnrticipant in the 
cornmunlty, " '  he requlres some flexibility in the language; flexibility to 
perform linguistically according to the situation, according to the role he is I 
playing and according to the requirement of the audience for whom the work 
is designed. To the ,mist, therefore, language is the way through which the 
fictional elernents of experience are created and presented. If language is as 
central to the business of artistic creation as we may have seen, the writer's 
language must not place a hnmer between the readers and the events and 
nhiectc presented hut should instead enact them directly."2 

T h ~ s  paper therefore examines the language of New Day to show how 
far the writer fashions a specid medium which serves, not only to enact the 
events ;rnd objects presented but also to re'present the communal spirit and 
collective experience of a people in their march towards a d?y of hope. 

Lin,qrti.c/~c. Fc(111trc1.s 4 Nurc, D(J) 
To h1.A.K. H;~lliday. 'Iangu;rge is a rich and ad?ptable instrumentv3 and 

to Kcid 111 ~VCM.  [ ) ( I ? ,  "wh;~t 1 have ;rttempted, is to to paper some of 
the he;ruty. klntiliness ;rnd hu~nor of my people ..."4. In doing this, Reid, 
perh:rlx. exploits the fact that 1;tnguage is a rich and ad?ptnble instrument 
;rnd :IS ;I colllpetent rn;rnipulator who is awnre of the dynamics of the 
I:ingu;~gr. he crc:rtcs elements out of the continuunl of the human speech to 
which hc is cxposed. As must he expected, the elements created in this 
s i tu ; r~~or~ ;ire those relev;lnt to the characterization of the facts the artist 
wants to est:rl>lish. Because of the sustained emphasis on purpose, the 
I;rngu:~gc is ex;rmined more according to popular appeal to subject matter; 
than its conformity to conventional grammatical rules and where the non-: 
conformity is highlighted, i t  should be seen as the author's device for ai 
motiv:rtetl prominence. Because of this popular appeal to subject matter, the 
primary linguistic concern of the novelist is app;uently to capture the 
traditional speech pattern of his people in order to give force to the action, 

See R. Fowlers The Lcmgunges of Liferufure (Routledge Rc Kepan P;uI London 
and Henley, 197 1 ,) P. 92. 
Ernest Fenollosa in The Chinese Wriffen Chnroclc~r as (I Metlirrnr f;,r Poefry. 
San Franc~sco (N>d.) The work was discovered by Ezra. Pound alnonl 
Fenollosa's papers after his death in 1908 and and halled hy h i m  as a study of 
the fundalnentals of all esthetics. 
M.A.K. Halliday: Extracts horn 'Xelevant M~dcls o f  Language", Educal io~ 
Review. Vo1.22, No.7. (1969) pp. 26-34. 
See "Author's Notes" in V.S. Reid. New D q ,  Heinelnmn, London, 1949. 
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a m ,  of course, of the evocative power of language to a people who iue 
fighting for survival. 

A look at any page of the novel shows a deliberately sustained form of 
elision which lewes no', O'and ha' for 'not', 'of and 'have' respectively. This 
kind of elision extends to other words like 'handkerchief, 'Ezekiel', 
"between' and 'except' with the corresponding words as 'kerchief, 'Zekiel, 
'weeen and 'cept. There is also an abbreviational device which gives rise to 

contractions like y'know @.312), s'matter of fact @. 303) and ol'timer 
(p.274). Although these elisions and contractions may have been 
phonologicidly deviced to maintain the tempo and rhythm of a language that 
is subtly revolutionnry, it is more likely that what Reid does is to move from 
unthinking acceptance of a British heritage to "a more critical awareness of 
our origins." It is this awareness that imposes on the language, peculiar 
famres especially at the phonological level. In fact, phonology in mhtion to 
the written code is import,mt to the Jamaicans as they "cmte silently in their 
mental ears, the writer's voice or some other voices for that matter from the 
signs on the printed page."5 

Besides, when at the beginning of the novel Reid states that "thirst and 
hunger walk through our land" and that thousands of people "have no 
osnablcr~s to their back" (p. 6). he uses the culture-based linguistic pattern 
to expres; the realities of the famine period in order to add indigenous 
flavour and local colour to the Itmugage and, by so doing, highten the 
sensitivity of the reader. A more euphemistic form of expression would not 
have been adequate for an 'artist who is part of the genenl labour force and 
whose only weapon, important though, is the language. This weapon 
reinforces the fighting spirit as the "fighters" notice a deviation from" the 
master's language" to the people's form of the language. 

Equally significant and of course worthy of special mention is the 
musical cadence of the language. This cadence results from the poetic fonns 
sometimes employed by writers who are conscious of the place of poetry in 
blxk arts as a mans of capturing and expressing the feeling of the time. It 
is not surprising therefore,that even when the "county Inspector says we 
voices must no' be loud, sing we will sing the hymn o' our faith, and what 
follows is 

R.B. Le Page in "Dialect in West Indian Literature." in Edward Baugh, (ed) 
Crirics on Caribbean Litcrafure. London: (George Allen and Unwin 
Publishers. 1978). pp. 123-129. 
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Ap;rrl 1ro111 t t ~ t a  ~ ~ ~ I ) I I ~ ; I I  i rr~plic;rtio~~ of the L V ; I I I  01' Jcr-rc.tio ;IS :I I?;rrrier to 
trcetlorr~. 1011 sorrgi I I I  torn1 ot I~;rll;utls, spiritlr;~li. work sor~gs. :rnd secular 
sor~gs  ;ire rl;~lur;~l \.c~hrclc for ~)c~c t ic  cxl)rcxsrorl for pcol)le who w;~rit "to 

these ;ire \011gs 01 c\l)c%rlcnce t l l rou~h  V I , ~ I I U ~ I  corrlposcrs ;11r(1 srr~ger-s share 
~ O I ~ I I I I ~ I I I ; I ~  s e r ~ \ c  01 t~; i~~pir iess  ;i11(1 s ; ~ ( l ~ ~ c \ i .  Poctrc~ ex1)resi~oIi is tticrefore 
~ ~ s c d  i r ~  ttlc rro\,cl ;is ; I  rrlotle of syr1111oli/iriy cxlic~icrlcc ;rr~d ;is ; I  rrrc;trls of 
c x p r - ~ > \ s ~ r ~ g  1 1 1 ~  sec~-et (11. ltie i1111t>r 11111rtl.  I O ~ I I I I I ~  1 1 1 ~  ri;rrr;~tor scc~r i s  to 
:~ppr -cc~; i~c  t t ~ ~ s  t;~ct L V ~ I L * I I  t i c  cct~ocs t l i ; ~ t  "or~c>'\ t t ~ ~ ~ r g t ~ t s  t l ) ,  0111 (111 ttlc wings 
(< 111s soll;!i." ([).10(>). \Vc 11111st t10\4,r\cr-. riotcs. ;IS N\vog;~ (1007: 123) 1)0111ts 

1 out t t ~ ; r t  i t  is not t t ~ e  \rrl~.jc'ct nl;rttcr 11i ; i t  rrr;ikes poetry. K;iLt~cr. " thel  
ex[)ressior~ is wtl:~l r;lrscs ttic srrl>Jcct rrr;rtlcr to ; I  ~ x ~ c t i c  Icvcl." In exl)rcssing 
the fcelillg (11' the ~ ~ c o l ~ l c .  Reid ;itlol)rs ;I slieci:il I ~ r ~ y ~ r i s t i c  p;ittcrri that 
e ~ p l o i t s  to ; I ( ~ L ; I I I ~ ; I ~ L ,  1 1 1 ~ :  L , ; I I I IC  ot <orr~i(Is : I I I ~  \v(~r .~l i  s~)c~cr;~Ily p ~ t t c r r ~ c d  to 
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r;iisc tllc strlycc,~ nl;iltcr to ; I  poetri level.' 
Apart fro~rr tlic poc'tic l'orl~l. the I;rrlgc~;~ge 11;~s ; I  st1-11111g sy111;i~tic 

~)ccul i ; i r~ty.  Arid the syrlt:ictic ri;itte1.11 whrctl the ;irt151 \e>lecti 111 specific 
s i t u ; ~ t ~ o r ~ s  is riot c ~ r l l > .  ;ill ~ r ~ d c x  01 tile soci;rl cl;tss of 111c \l)c;thcr I ~ r r t  1s Inore 
closely lirihcd 1v1tI1 the rolc the il~c;rkcr I\ playins ; \ I  rhc tlr11c. For ~llst:rrlce, 
));I J O ~ I I I .  just l);~ck fro111 1I1e (iut,  reports t11;1t "1);1\,1c t~c;rrtI>" (1).  O X )  and 
dcsi.~-il~illg ;I uolrl;i~l I;ttcr, Jotirlr~y says. "All reel ;rrltl u t ~ r t c ,  strc". I I I  sr;l~ldnrd 
Er~glistl 11s;lgc. tire l111hirig verb 111;iy h ;~vc  1)cc11 c r r ~ p l o y ~ d  to 111ik the \~rt?ject 
;iritf the corr~plc~rler~l l>ul, Irer-c. i t  ;ippc;rrs the coptlla c x ~ s t s  :I[ ttlc rrrrderlying 
levcl ! ~ u \  is tlcli11cr:rtcly dcleted :it the surlacc Icvcl to  disloc;ttc the 
ex~)cct;itior~s ot the re:~:lcr or listcrlcr ;~rld rhcrcfore forcgror~rid thii li~lsuistic 
t'e;~trir~ whictl gives pro~ri~ric~ncc I I I  tllc corr~l)lcnient. I 

Sirlcc 1hebrc is ;rl\v;i),.s ;I t ~ o r r c l ; ~ t ~ o r ~  I1c~1v:ccrl tlrc rlic to whrch the I;rligrnge 
is put and the for111 11 i ;~kes. 11 I S  ~ io t  surl)l-isilly 1t1;1t  Gartll's l;~rrgu;rge in the 
Wctlncsti;ry cotirt c :~sc of riotous dcrriolistr;rtioli 15 str-ictly 1cg;11 2nd 
tcchnic;11. .As Ilc. ple:~ds tvilh ttlc ril;~g~str-;~tc to rci>rcscrlt Irirliself ;rrlcl other 
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defen&ts, he points out that he is not just "a defendant in this case bui also 
a memkr of the Bar and a solicitor of the supreme Court of Jamaica. (pp. 
2834). And his ultimate aim is to prove that the defendants are "Ipso facto 
not guilty of riotous assembling" (p. 289). The prolixity of the language 
which is further studded with technical words is not an indication of a 
superior sociJ status. Rather, it is the usual form of the language of the legel 
pnctitioner who fights in his own way to free his people from the firm grip 
of the Crown authority. With Pastor Humphrey and his usual Sunday 
sermon, the religious overtone is clearly marked in "servants. be obedient to 
them ... as unto Christ" (p. 39). A good christian. the sermon suggests, 

obey constituted authorities hut it is equally implicit that his message 
projects the christian creed which emphasizes equality of men before God. 
The Jamaican struggle for the "new day" is a collective struggle which 
knows no age, creed or status. Therefore, when the spiritual head speiiks. he 
translates the moral code into language. when the uneducated common man 
speaks, his concern is not very much to portrny the niceties of the language 
as it is to exploit the nuances of meaning which his gutter language predicts. 
And when the educated and the socially advantaged few speak, they use 
language. not to consolidate their social superiority but to fight for the 
freedom and upliftrnent of all. 

Extensively employed in the novel also is a kind of word game, a pLiy on 
words to serve special adjectival functions. For instnnce, Johnny plays with 
"mouse-mouse Noarni" who is also a "hungry-belly Noami" (pi135). As 
Munael goes out with the canoe to see "if any fool-fool mullet" will mistake 
"cane-hail" for pear (p.70). Johnny's mother describes Zaccy as "a hurry 
come-up man" (p.126). This kind of word-game gives credence to. 
Ohiechina's ( 1975) observation that each speech community has her own 
traditional conventions of language use. This groupdetermined relevance to 
pattern receives group response because of its immediate relevance to the 
needs of the people. As the language presents excitement on the surface, it is 
important to note that underlying this excitement is a grim message arising 
from a life of reflection. And it is the grim message which the language 
cnrries that makes i t  function as an instrument of change. When Johnny, to 
descrihe the hopelesness of life in Jamaica during the three-year famine 
period, says that "thirst and hunger walk through our land". one feels excited 
at the utter violation of the selection restriction rule which predicts an 
animate subject for the verb. "walk" but it is more interesting to note that the 
author uses this syntactic foregrounding to paint a vivid picture of sordid 
living condition of the people of the time. Whatever the syntactic and 
phonological peculiarities of the language, they serve, not only a unique 
communimtive purpose but act also to liberate the community from those 
repressive vagaries from which it seek freedom. 

*pp,uently in line with this observation. Reid creates some syntactic 
Pttems that deviate from conventional word order of English syntax. Of 



hlnl t I r l I l l v ~ ~ J  - 
,,I,,),, , { l ~ , ~ l ~ l r ' l t ? \  ,, , 3 7 , , l  7 . x q  ~.. .  , 

-( r 
, , L , ,  - ~ & , ,  , ,, , ,,, . , ~ , ,  < \,::Ah 

, I ~ ~ ~ I : ~ ~ - : ~ ~ ~ \ ~ ~  <ol , l ( . r l ,  , \  I , . , ,  .,,, , , r , ~ . > v  %, F,. ,, . t .  , ~, ,. ~, I , .,, . , ,.,..... ::, , . . . . ,:,., :he 
~ c r h .  I hc Irltcnog;~tl\ ,~, (in thc c~tI~c*r t l :~~\d i.; I T \ : , I - A ~ \ , ~  I\\ ,.\:I, I I I C  r 1 1 ~ -  o r ~ ~ ~ - : ~ l i o n  
, , lLL > ~ 1 1 1 ~ ~ ~ ~ 1 ,  l l l l l < l l  ~ l ~ ~ < l l l o l l r l ~ g  01 \ \ t i-  \ \ O r e !  t)! ~ I ~ I I I ~  ~111~~ht1on 
~~~tor\:\t iorr.  But in 11it. I;)llou.~rig sentences: 
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Ilic 11i111;11 o p c ~ ; ~ t o ~ -  I S  I I I I I I I ~ ~ I ; I [ ~ I ~  followed I)?  1 1 1 ~  WII-word. q i ~ ~ t c  unlike 
N.~ I : I I  ~ I ~ I ; I I I I S  111 ~ ~ o ~ i v c ~ i t i o ~ i ; ~ I  i r ~ t c ~ ~ o g : ~ t i v e  s c ~ \ t c ~ ~ c ~ ~  ~ ~ ; I I I C S I I .  BIII \+ tieri one 
rcrl1c1111~~1-s tl~at tlic :~utlror liirlted c;ulicr th;~t a.tr : i t  lie tries to do is to tr;lnsfer 
to I X I ~ ' ~ ~  ionre of the hc;~uty and hurnour of ttre people. onc feels that the 
s l r u c t ~ ~ r ; ~ l  pilttcrns ;uc p;rrt of the linguistic humour that hclps to srlstnin the 
;lc~troll. 

E q ~ ~ a l l y  curlolls ;IS :I fcature of the 1nngu;lge ot'thc novel is [>refixing of 
" ; I - "  1 0  t I i c  \.crl)\ to f o r r ~ ~  the continuous vcrh tcnsi~ L V I I I < , I ~  \\orlltl otherwise 
I)e rc l~rcer i t cd  hy tlrc "-ing" tor111. Tliis for~ri s ~ ~ r \ i v i . \  I I I  prc,icl,t day 
English, tiowever, I I I I ~  i t  1s not lirrriter! to the \,crl>\ ; I \  15 111c~ c;l\e iri tlrc novel. 
Eriglisl~ riourls Irhc 1001. fl;lr~lc. t)~,d ar~cl a fcxu otlri.s\ I I ; I \ L .  '"I" prctixed to 
therr~. 1 ~ 1 1  u,I~crl t l i : ~ t  I~ ; i lq )c~~s .  tlrc I ~ \ I I ~ I ; I I ~ I  \\or-il I \  1i\l1;111! ;i[lje>~.ti\~;~l or 
~idvcsl>i~~l  111 f ~ ~ r i e , ~ i o r ~ .  13~1t 111 c:i.\c\ \ v l ~ c % i ~ .  t o r  ~ r i \ t ; ~ ~ i c c .  

"I):rvlc corr~rner~ced n-sing too" (11.10) 
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"October son is a-shine on me" (p. 36) 

and "Na~mi is a-tellmethrough ..." @. 256). 
the verbs to which the "a-" is prefixed represent the "-ing forms. 

It  appears therefore, that Reid is aware that a writer's style is often 
expressed as much by the gr.mmatical slructures he prefers as by his choice 

of words.8 I t  is this awareness that probably guides his choice of words and 
the mngement of these words in linear progression to achieve a special 
effect. And i t  is this awareness that allows him the freedom to exploit the 
open but controlled linear progression of sounds and words to fashion a 
v , ~ e t y  of language that projects some linguistic features. The writer who 
does this. recognizes the validity of sentences "that are both new and 

for this is the basis of his comm~nication."~ In fact. the validity 
of such sentences allows for the kind of syntactic pattern and inversion 
noticed in this novel. When such unexpected inversions occur in Innguage, 
some linguistic items are usually brought into 'artistic focus. To a lnrge 
extent. Reid employs this art of "motivated prominence" l o  in NC>M) Dny to 
make the language function within the thematic framework as a potent 
instrument of change; this language being a vnriety that deviates in many 
ways, from the acknowledged pattern of stmdard English. But this v,ariety 
must not be dismissed as sub-standard since it is a direct result of the writer's 
response to a unique situation. 

One thing remains to be said about the language of the novel: that the 
language is reinforced with proverbs based on communal sayings and 
beliefs. And the use of these proverbs probably stems from the need to 
create a medium that is as heuristic as it is in~trurnental.~ l But it is equally 
relev,mt to remember, as Obiechina (19751 15) intimates, that "proverbs 
constitute a natural part of the speech of traditional societies."12 While the 
use of proverbs is not unique to Reid, it is pertinent to note that wherever 
proverbs are used, they are designed "to make the simple-minded wise" and 
to make those already wise to become wiser "by exploring the depths of 

* R. Chapman, Linguistics cmd Litcrcrturc. (London: Edward Arnold Publishers 
1973). p.44. 
Chapman, p. 47 

lo Chapman. p. 48 
M.A.K. Halliday, "Releveant tnodels of Language," pp.26-34 
E. Obiechina. Culture*. Tradition and Sociely in West African Nnvrl 
(Cambridge University Press. 1975). p. 1 15. 
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meaning in these nuggets of truth.13 Therefore. Johnny must have 
acquainted Garth with the history of his people in order to m&e him "run 
his race without forgetting his turnings" (p.259) and to make him understand 
also that "the higher monkey climbs. the more he exposes his underpart" 
(p.235). What can be more effective than the merger of theme and style 
(style used only as the linguistic idiosyncmcy of a wri~er) to carry the 
Jamaican folk-way as Reid does. 

Conclusion 

The piper has, so far. tried to show how Reid has actually put on paper the 
beauty and hurnour of his people. As to whether "the lnnguage of Now Drcy I 
is one of the novel's important ;ichievernents or a brave failure, Mervyn 1 
Morris. in the "Introduction" leaves us to decide. But if you agree. like 1 do. 
with Ralph Ellison that 

Behind each artist there stands a traditional 
sense of style. a sense of felt tension 
indicative of expressive completeness; a mode 
of humanizing realitv and of evolving a feeling 
of k ing  at home-in thrr world (and that) i t  is 
so~nelhing which the artist shares will1 the 
group ... 14 

we may then conclude that Reid feels at home and is therefore able lo 
manipulate the language with all the nuances of expression. The dialect is 
sustained ;LS an inslru~,lent of the desired change i d  one which helps Ihe 
reader to feel the texture of daily living in Jamaica. 

On n final note, the paper believes that since language is part of the 
social org,ulizntion of a people and since, according to Firth, the syste~natics 
of phonetics and phonology and of grammatical categories are ordered , 
schematic constructs or frarne of reference for the handling of events,l5 the 
success or failure of presentation of such events depends on effective use of 
language. Reid the mist is not only a mature in the community 
but one who hns the flexibility to perform linguisrically according to the 
sihlation in which he finds himself. 

l 3  Proverbs 14-(j in Tlrc, Cliilcirc,rr's Living HibIc, (Wheaton. Illinois: Tynodd' 
House Publishers. 1972). p. 709. 

l4 Ralph El:ison, "On Becorning o Writer" in Darwin Turner ed Black Anrericun 
I 

Litmure. Charles Merril Publishing Company, Ohio, 1970, p. 107. 
J.R. Firth. "Personality and Language in Society." in J.P.B. Allen and  it 
Corder. ed., The Edinburgh Course in Applied Linguisrics. Oxford University 
Press, Vol 1. 1972. p.15. 
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WALE OKEDjRAN 

After The Flood 

The storm rexhed lbadan at eight in the evening. S m i n g  with howls of 
wind and claps of thunder, the thunderstorm soon erupted. It was a sudden 
elect,ic moment in the otherwise placid night. 

"oh my God. What kind of thing is this?" Sade Lala hissed as she 
the curtains of her bedroom window to gaze outside. "I thought the 

reports said the possibility of rain was remote." she muttered to 
herself. Suddenly, jagged lightning streaks raced across the sky, briefly 
illuminating the blnnket of darkness outside. The thunder nred and the baby 
on the bed sLduted crying. 

"Sorry, Tomi hoy. I t  was the thunder eh." Sade said as she picked her 
three month old baby. Then she called out. "Beauty. Beauty!" When she 
didn't get any reply. she called again. A young girl of about fifteen years, 
dressed in  a faded cotton dress. came hurrying to the hedroom. her hands 
dripping with water. "Where were you when I called?" Sade asked. 

"I--]-- was in the kitchen and ---". 
"See your hands. Come on go and wipe them, then come and take the 

baby from me while 1 finish dressing!" Sade said angrily. 
Beauty soon took Tomi away and Sade went back to the dressing tahle. 

She turned hoth ways admiring herself in the mirror. The off-the-shoulder 
purple dress with slim figure especially just three months :~ftzr putting to 
bed. As the twenty-four year old bank worker adjusted the trendy looking 
earnings 'and choker, the doorbell r,ang. 

"It's aunty Nana", Beauty came to report. 
"Let her come in", Sade replied. 
"Sade! are you not ready'?" Nana Okolie remarked as she entered the 

bedroom. 
"Hello Nana" Sade said. "Nma--are -are you sure I should still go to 

this pnrty'? You know Bayo has travelled and I don't remember telling him 
about the party'?" 

"What are you saying, Sade? How can you miss my birthday party after 
all our prep.mtions'?" 
"I know Nana-and this rain. You know how unpredictable these housemaids 
Can sometimes be". 

"Don't wony Sade. The rain will soon stop and Bayo knows me well. 
He won't object to your coming to my p,utyW, Nana replied. 
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