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INTRODUCTION

ONCE UPON A time there was a clockmaker whose clocks were regarded as the most beautiful mechanical objects ever created.

Adorned with fine tracery and exquisite detail, the clocks were extremely expensive to make. The only person in the kingdom who could afford to purchase them was the monarch. With an eye for excellence, and the funds to pay for it, he regularly ordered the clocks, which he presented to other kings.

Whenever one of the clocks was finished, the clockmaker would deliver it to the palace himself, displaying it on a simple silken cushion.

One day, the king, who had commissioned an especially splendid clock, sent word to the clockmaker, asking him to make a presentation box worthy of the timepiece. Following orders, the master craftsman fashioned a rather plain leather-bound box, in which the clock was presented to a visiting monarch.

The next time the king ordered one of the clocks, he asked that the box be a little more ornate – reflecting the sumptuous object it contained.

Time passed.

Each year, the king ordered more and more of the clocks. Utterly obsessed with them, he befriended other sovereigns merely so that he could present them with one of the marvellous mechanical objects.

Each time he placed an order, the king asked that the container be a little more ornate than the time before. Following instructions, the clockmaker added extra layers of golden filigree, finer grade leather, and lavish details that cost a small fortune.

With every order placed, the boxes became all the more magnificent, although the clocks themselves stayed very much the same.

By now, the boxes were so extraordinarily sublime that everyone followed the monarch’s example, and became preoccupied with the containers rather than the mechanisms inside. The reversal of sense was so complete that the clockmaker himself was referred to as ‘the box-maker’. Fearful at being singled out for expressing his opinion, the monarch’s chief adviser held his tongue – even though it was obvious the sovereign was confusing contents with container.

When the king eventually passed on to the happy hunting grounds, a tremendous mausoleum was prepared, decorated with details from the legendary boxes the master craftsman had made. A special slab of marble was mined, and the king’s long appellation and many titles were inscribed in lovely lettering upon it.

Beneath them, in pride of place, were etched the words:

KING, RULER,
LOVER OF BOXES

The reason I mention this story is because even a humble author is at times in danger of behaving, or rather misbehaving, like a king.

Just as the sovereign encased the clocks in boxes of astonishing delight, a writer risks falling prey to suffocating their work with introductions, prefaces, and afterwords.

I wrote the texts presented in this book as a way of complementing my own corpus, and in some cases the writing of others, so as to draw attention to certain themes and ideas, allowing the reader to observe the material in a different way.

When I had finished my first travel book, my father – the writer and thinker, Idries Shah – reviewed the manuscript. Having suggested I change the book’s title, he urged me to delete the extensive introduction.

I asked him why.

‘Because no one reads introductions,’ he said.

‘Why not?’

‘Because they always think they’ll be boring beyond belief.’

To anyone who happens to find The Clockmaker’s Box in their hands, I offer apologies and thanks…

Apologies for boring you senseless, if indeed I do.

And, thanks for supporting my need to release my work how I wish.

Tahir Shah


A Moroccan Voyage

THE OTHER DAY a man approached me down at the port.

I was waiting for a friend, a friend who is always late. As someone who moved to Casablanca from northern Europe, I find it near impossible to be late myself. Punctuality is quite unfortunately in my blood. So whenever my friend and I arrange a rendezvous, I always spend half an hour or more glancing at my watch, fussing at his tardiness and at my inability to learn from the past.

So I was standing there, a little on edge, and a little irritated at what I imagined to be a waste of time, when a short, stout figure in a tattered jelaba staggered towards me. On his cheeks was a week’s crop of tattered grey beard, and on his feet were a pair of grimy baboosh slippers.

When he was close, his face fifty centimetres from my own, he put down the basket of fish he was carrying, cleared his throat, and began to laugh.

As I had the time to make use of my curiosity, I smiled politely, and enquired what the man found so amusing. He didn’t answer at first. He was too busy wiping his eyes. But then, taking his time, he pressed his hands together, palms followed by fingertips.

‘To understand the extraordinary,’ he said all of a sudden, ‘you must learn to appreciate ordinariness.’

I asked what he meant by what seemed to me a random remark. The man touched a calloused finger to his cheek. Then he smiled. It wasn’t a big toothy smile, but rather one that was soft, gentle. It filled me with a kind of warmth, as if something unspoken was being passed on. For a split second I thought the first remark was about to be followed by another. But the man’s mouth shut tight, and the questionable dentistry vanished. He lifted up his basket by the handle, shooed away a pair of cats that were now sitting before it optimistically, and he strode off towards the old medina.

For an instant I considered going after him. I sensed my weight shifting forward from my back foot. But then, in the moment before stillness became animation, my friend arrived. He spat out an excuse, something about his mother-in-law and a kilo of lamb, and we went for tea.

For an hour, as my friend rambled on about the challenges of his life, and as the waiter circled our table like a tired old shark, I thought about the man with the basket of fish.

I couldn’t get him out of my mind.

At length, when our meeting was at an end, my friend and I exchanged pleasantries once again, good wishes for each other’s families, and we parted. But I was on auto-pilot, because still, all I could think of was the man and the fish, and what he had said: To understand the extraordinary, you must learn to appreciate ordinariness.

I have spent twenty years in search of the extraordinary. I’ve written books about my quests for it, and have made television documentaries about it too. I have ranted on to anyone prepared to listen about the glorious energy, the sheer intensity of the unusual and the unexpected. I’ve risked my life in the mountain ranges of Afghanistan, and in the jungles of the Upper Amazon, and have surmounted all sorts of difficulties on the trail of oddities and the bizarre.

Through each of those years, the extraordinary has been my currency, one that I have hoarded and squandered, and enjoyed with every breath. And in all that time, the months and years in celebration of the peculiar, I have never given any thought or time to considering the exquisiteness of the ordinary form. It had always seemed like comparing consommé to goulash, a delicacy unlikely to satisfy the appetite of a starving man.

But the stray remark at the Casablanca port changed my outlook in the most unexpected way. It coaxed me to appreciate a secret underbelly of ordinariness, a layer of existence so profound, that it is extraordinary in itself.

I have come to believe that we receive things when we are ready to receive them. Like seeds falling on arable land, the right conditions must be present for them to germinate and prosper. Our ability to appreciate takes place in very much the same way. We see – really see – when we are ready to, and not a moment before.

What I find so bewitching is the way the world slips you a jewel when it knows you are prepared to recognize it as a jewel. Equally, you could say there are jewels all around us, but ones that will only be activated for our particular perception in days and years to come. And that’s the spirit in which I find myself, with regard to Eric Mannaerts’s photographs of Morocco.

I encourage you to move slowly through the pages you hold between your hands. Spend as much time as you can on each photo, observing from different angles, questioning what you see. Ration each one. Allow your mind to soak up the scenes of a magical land, a land that is a canvas for an artist’s genius. These pictures do not feature the grand monuments, or celebrities, but they are a twilight zone of reality, a perception that is utterly familiar to anyone who has lived in Morocco.

The amusing thing for me is that, these days, glossy style magazines the world over devote acres of space to their fantasy of Morocco. It’s a destination that’s regarded as wildly exotic, rapturously appealing because it mirrors – or surpasses – our own imagination. But most of the time the media’s fantasy doesn’t echo the genuine article at all.

To understand this extraordinary kingdom, you must understand the ordinary, and hold it tight to your heart. Three rusty chairs on a terrace by the sea, the shadow of a man moving quickly across warm tarmac, a fragment of graffiti on a mottled old wall: this is Morocco, real Morocco, the place those of us who live here yearn for when we are gone.

On my travels I have crisscrossed this country. I have visited desert shrines and mosques, palaces, bazaars and citadels. And in the wake of those journeys, I have regaled my audience with tales of colour and mystery. But I’ve never told them of the silent moments: endless meals alone with a paperback, beaches naked of footprints, railway platforms in torrential rain. It’s those moments these photographs remind me of, because they are so private they are impossible to fully explain. Such subtlety is rewarding beyond words if you can catch it, like a whisper on the wind.

This morning when I went to meet my friend, the one who’s always late, I asked him something. I asked him to describe the beauty of his land to a person who had lost the power of their sight.

My friend thought for a long time before answering.

He seemed a little nervous, as if I were asking the impossible. Then he glanced out at the street.

‘The real beauty of Morocco,’ he said pensively, ‘can only be seen from the inside out. Search from the outside in and you will never find the truth or the real beauty.’

This book provides a keyhole into the Morocco that touches my heart, and shows the kingdom I love, from the inside out. The pages bear fragments of reality that all together form a carpet, bejewelled and magical, that has the power to transport us to another world, to the land of our dreams.

From: Un Voyage Marocain


A Son of a Son

THIRTY-THREE YEARS AGO, an elderly friend of my parents invited me to tea at The Travellers Club on Pall Mall.

I knew nothing about him except that he had been an inseparable friend to my grandfather, The Sirdar Ikbal Ali Shah.

As plates of prim sandwiches with their crusts cut off were served, along with pots of orange pekoe tea, we made polite conversation. Doing as my father had trained me to do, I listened three times as much as I spoke. And, whenever given the opportunity to talk about myself, I turned the conversation around, so my host might have an opportunity to tell me about his life.

I learned that during a long and distinguished career the gentleman had worked for the British Foreign Office in various capacities. Now in his eighties, he was at last able to reflect on travels through Asia, Africa, and the Americas.

When I asked for the high point of his professional life, his eyes seemed to glaze over.

‘Pursuing your grandfather,’ he said dreamily.

‘Pursuing him?’

‘Oh yes. Pursuing him to the ends of the earth.’

‘Don’t quite follow you,’ I responded.

The elderly gentleman reached for a scone, lathering it with cream and jam.

‘I was spying on him,’ he said.

‘Spying on him for…?’

‘For the British Crown.’

‘But why?’

‘Because the top bods in Whitehall assumed he was up to no good.’

‘What would have given them that opinion?’

‘The fact that he travelled everywhere – from the wilds of Central Asia, down to the southern reaches of Tierra del Fuego… all under the cover of being a writer.’

‘That’s what he was.’

‘I know that, and you know that, but the paper-pushers of the Foreign Office didn’t believe it for a moment. You see the Sirdar knew people at the very highest levels. He was a close confidante of Mustapha Kemal Atatürk of Turkey, and King Ibn Saud, the Prince Aga Khan, Amanullah of Afghanistan, and was even best friends with King Zog of Albania.’

‘Was that really so unusual?’

My host took a bite of his scone, washing it down with a gulp of orange pekoe.

‘At the time it was.’

‘What was your exact brief?’ I asked.

‘To follow the Sirdar from a discreet distance, and report back on everything.’

‘Everything?’

‘On where he went and who he met, on what books he was reading, and even on what he was writing in his journals.’

‘How long did you follow him?’

‘Let me think… First there was a prolonged journey through Afghanistan, Persia, Iraq and the Holy Land. Then a long stay in Saudi Arabia and the Sudan, and after that a North African journey, east to west. A year or so later he and your father made the voyage down to Buenos Aires. All in all, I’d say I shadowed him for about eight years off and on.’

‘Surely he knew you were there.’

The elderly gentleman smiled retiringly.

‘From the first moment of the first day,’ he replied.

‘So?’

‘So he allowed me to do my job. And, rather than making it arduous, he made it very easy. In circumstances when he knew I was listening in, he would speak especially clearly. Or, when he was sitting outside a café making notes as was his habit, he would slip inside to wash his hands, leaving his notebook on the table just long enough for me to take a peek.’

My gaze followed a waiter as he crossed the salon, a silver tray laden with tea balanced on an upturned hand.

‘There’s something I don’t quite understand,’ I said. ‘You see, my father told me that you were his father’s closest friend.’

‘Oh but I was,’ the gentleman shot back fast.

‘How could you have been though, if you were spying on him?’

‘I am pleased you asked me that. Very pleased indeed. If you would permit me, I will answer with a description of something that happened one night a little south of Samarkand.

‘For weeks the Sirdar had blazed a trail through Afghanistan, with me hot on his heels, dressed in local attire. We had crossed the border north of Mazar-i-Sharif – first him, then I at a distance. I was doing my best to monitor him while sending reports back to London whenever possible. As I described, I was sure he was on to me, because he was so accommodating.

‘He had put up in a caravanserai at the small Uzbek town of Kitab.’

‘Kitab… the Arabic for book?’

‘Yes, that’s right… As I was to learn, he was drawn there by its reputation as being a centre of the sky-searchers, what’s now known as astronomers. It was mid-winter and I was frozen to the bone. To make matters worse, my funds had run out, and there was no hope of getting any more until we reached Samarkand. So I was forced to camp in the stables, with nothing to eat, while your grandfather sat in the teahouse beside a roaring fire, with a feast laid out before him.

‘I remember watching him through the window, marvelling at the way he engaged with everyone there – regaling them with tales of his journeys. My face was pressed up to the glass, my body shaking with cold, as the snow began falling more heavily.

‘I was about to prise myself away and limp back into the stable block, when I heard a voice speak a name, my name. The next thing I knew, the Sirdar had invited me inside to the fire, fed me a meal of mutton and rice, and given me his own blanket.’

‘Did he know who you were?’

‘Oh yes, of course he did. And he was most courteous. He commended me for following the “breadcrumbs” he had left so diligently, and apologized for travelling at such a furious pace. When I was warm and well fed, he made a proposal.’

‘What was it?’

‘He suggested that we travel together as equals rather than as adversaries.’

‘But was that allowed?’

‘Strictly speaking it was not, but if Whitehall didn’t know, they didn’t know. And from that moment we became inseparable friends. We soon found we shared common interests in all sorts of things, from philosophy and folklore, to architecture, literature and phonetics.’

‘Didn’t the mandarins in Whitehall ever get suspicious?’

My host smiled from the corner of his mouth.

‘Apparently not. We continued to travel together for years.’

I enquired about the journey to Latin America just after the War. As I’d hoped, the elderly gentleman’s eyes glinted with delight.

‘Your father was about your age,’ he said. ‘As thin as a rake, and intensely studious. Your grandfather took him as his private secretary, while leaving his younger brother at home in Oxford to finish his studies. The Sirdar was on a mission to find a source of halal meat for troops from the Indian Army. As with so many of his projects, it was misunderstood from the start by the Foreign Office. They were certain he was up to no good, which of course he was not.’

‘My father loves to go on about Buenos Aires in the late forties,’ I chipped in.

‘Quite rightly so. It was the most magnificent of cities. The Sirdar, your father and I strolled down the tree-lined streets with our mouths wide open in wonder. We had of course come from the winter of a land torn to shreds by war. Each afternoon we would sit at Café Richmond on Calle Florida and discuss the state of the world.’

‘I hardly knew my grandfather,’ I said. ‘All I remember is the blurred outline of a man sitting in the garden of his home in Tangier, with the scent of orange blossom.’

The elderly gentleman smiled very slowly, as though he were feasting on a memory.

‘There was no one else like him,’ he said. ‘He was sophisticated, but could get on with anyone. At heart he was an Oriental, but was one with an interest in the ways of the Occident. He was devout, but not in an obvious or superficial way. His faith was between him and God, with no one else in between.’

‘How was he with my father?’

‘Reserved. One might even say he was cruel. But that was the only way he knew to be.’

The gentleman brushed a crumb of cake from his lapel as his mind focused.

‘One afternoon at Café Richmond,’ he said, ‘the Sirdar took something from his pocket and placed it on the table. It was a tusbi, a rosary, the kind carried by Sufis. The ninety-nine beads were beautifully fashioned from red amber. Over the years I’d seen glimpses of it, whether it be in Bokhara, Khartoum, or Marrakech. The Sirdar was in an especially reflective mood that day. He said: “Each one of us is a bead on a string, a bead touching the one before and the one after.” He touched a bead and said, “That’s me.” Then pointed to the one beside it, and said “That is you, Idries.” Then, in a voice that was so soft as to be almost mute, he said, “And that bead to the left of you, Idries, will be your son.”’

‘Me?’

The elderly gentleman smiled again, pleased he’d made an impact.

‘You are yourself,’ he told me, ‘but at the same time, you are part of a chain of transmission. The chain stretches back to antiquity, and forward as well, far into the future. It’s for you to build on the foundations left by others, and to allow others to build upon yours.’

Thanking my host for his stories and his wisdom, I made my excuses. After all, I didn’t want to overstay the hospitality.

As I stood up to leave, he touched a hand to my wrist.

‘I’ve got something for you,’ he said.

Before I could reply, he tugged an object from his jacket pocket and pressed it into my hand.

An exquisite tusbi made from red amber beads.

‘I visited the Sirdar on Halloween 1969,’ he said. ‘Less than a week before he died. You had been taken to him a few days before that. He was thrilled.’

‘Thrilled with what?’

‘Thrilled to have a grandson… thrilled to have the next bead on the tusbi. Looking back, it was as though he had sensed his death was near – although he could surely not have known quite how near it was. Before I left Tangier, he gave me this rosary, and he made me promise I’d give it to you on a quiet afternoon such as this, when you were ready.’

‘Ready for what?’

‘Ready to start your life as a writer.’

 

Three days after meeting the elderly gentleman who’d pursued my grandfather and become his greatest friend, I found a listing in the British Library catalogue for a book ‘of poetry in prose’ called Eastern Moonbeams. Launched in Edinburgh in 1918, it was the very first book my grandfather ever published. The British Library had misplaced their copy, so I searched for one…

…for thirty-two years.

Over the years I began to imagine that the edition didn’t exist at all. But then, a few months ago, my long quest paid off. Something stirred me in the middle of the night, caused me to flip open my laptop, and to search eBay for the hundred thousandth time. To my amazement, there it was… Eastern Moonbeams, priced at £6.99.

Far more than a book, it’s a symbol.

A symbol of the point at which a family of oral storytellers changed medium – from spoken words to written script.

The volume is small and rectangular, about the size of a bar of chocolate. Printed on exquisite laid paper, it contains an introduction by the legendary folklorist, Donald Mackenzie. There’s none of the rip-roaring bravado found in my grandfather’s later books. Eastern Moonbeams is a work that tiptoed into the medium rather than taking it by storm.

The publisher was John Orr of Edinburgh, which appears to be so small a house that they released almost no other work at the time. Although romantic and saccharine, the poetry in prose form was elegant. Holding it in my hand, as I have done so often since it first reached me, I have tried to imagine how my grandfather felt on first reading his name on the front.

My inkling is that publishing the little book had been the idea of my Scottish grandmother, Elizabeth MacKenzie. The two had met the year before, at a sale of flags and teacake for the war effort. My grandmother, who later recounted the episode in her lightly fictionalized autobiography My Khyber Marriage, was instantly smitten by the dashing young medical student from the wilds of the Hindu Kush.

In the forty-two years of their marriage, my grandmother wrote journalistic pieces and published books. Although a fiercely independent woman, she was resigned to playing the supportive wife she was expected to be. So, hanging back in the shadows, she typed out my grandfather’s work, edited it, and allowed him to shine.

Over four decades he churned out more than seventy books, and many hundreds of pieces of journalism published in every conceivable language. An expert on Central Asia and the Middle East, he was a representative at the League of Nations, an emeritus professor, and a confidante to heads of state.

But above all, he was a writer.

Looking at his life and career as I so often do, I see my own life mirrored in his. No surprise of course, because I’ve been inspired by his love of travel and adventure, and by the desperate need for freedom. He lived by a pair of mantras, passed down to my father, and then on to me.

The first: ‘Time spent on reconnaissance is seldom wasted.’

The second: ‘Write, write, write, and the doors will open themselves.’

There was never any question that my father would follow in his footsteps as a writer. But, looking at it as I am doing now, I realize it was my aunt, Amina, who was expected to be the budding author. She once told me how, when aged eighteen in the summer of 1937, my grandfather had brought her two packets wrapped in brown paper and string.

The first contained an Underwood typewriter.

In the second was a ream of paper.

‘He instructed me to write a book,’ she once explained, ‘and that if I did, he would get it published. And that’s just what happened. I typed away all summer in the garden. As the leaves began to turn I handed him a manuscript of my first collection of tales – Tiger of the Frontier.’

The book was launched the next year by Sampson Low, one of my grandfather’s publishers. While I’m certain there were enormous expectations made of her, Aunt Amina wrote relatively little else in her long and amazing life. The handful of books she published showed off her bedazzling sense of imagination – the very same we knew from the stories she told us.

My father was far too sensible to have the same gift of imagination. Practical, level-headed, and thoroughly reserved, he weighed situations up with great care before he acted. What he lacked in imagination, he made up in industriousness. I’ve written elsewhere how the soundtrack to my childhood at Langton House was that of a manual typewriter clattering away like machine-gun fire.

He wrote like a man who’d been told his family would be executed at dawn were he not to complete the job at hand. I used to watch him. It was one of the most extraordinary things I’ve ever seen. When he typed, his hands weren’t those of an ordinary mortal. Rather, they were the hands of a sorcerer. In the rare moments when they weren’t bashing the keys, they were flexing and gnashing, as though filled with an unruly lifeblood of their own.

Considering it now, I get the feeling Aunt Amina was expected to be the writer. Five years older than my father, she was a truly gifted storyteller. But, in the same way cooking a meal requires various flavours, being a writer takes the collision of various elements.

In The Reason to Write I set down a great many thoughts about writing. One of the central points was that – while almost anyone can knock out a book if they put their mind to it – very few people are what I call ‘real’ writers.

Looking at my father and grandfather, I can safely say that they were real writers. They both had the fixation and the obsession. But, most of all, they had the intense dedication needed to make it as a wordsmith. From my life of writing books, I’ve come to regard it as the single most important factor which guarantees success.

Doing the grind.

It’s that simple.

Grind away, even when you’re half-blind from editing the manuscript, and when your head pounds, and bother to put in that last damn comma even when you know that no one will notice whether it’s there… and you deserve to be where you yearn to be.

Again, I’ve written about my own path on the writing journey in The Reason to Write, so no need to expand on it here. What I want to note is that there’s something so incredibly satisfying about building on foundations laid down over centuries by members of my family.

I see it as passing on a baton – a baton handed from one generation to the next – first orally, and then in print.

Over a span of more than a century, my grandfather, father, and I have published hundreds of books. We are merely the newest branches of a tree whose roots stretch downward deep into the soil.

Our recent contribution has spanned three generations, and a hundred years. Beginning with Eastern Moonbeams, it has encompassed literature, travel, philosophy, psychology, belles-lettres, and folklore.

As I sit here, writing books and thinking about the world, every word I type is connected to every word uttered by my father, grandfather, and by the generations who came before us.

In the following pages I have assembled fragments of the combined corpus of a century. My only hope is that it’s as much of a joy to read as it has been to assemble.

From: A Son of a Son


Africa

MY EARLIEST MEMORIES are of Africa.

I remember sitting on the grass at Villa Calpe, the Tangier home of my grandfather, The Sirdar Ikbal Ali Shah, my nostrils catching the scent of orange blossom for the very first time. I must have been about two and a half years old. The intensity of that smell, matched by the delicious warmth of the sunlight on my skin, was seared into my memory in the most intoxicating way.

I’ve been extraordinarily blessed to travel throughout the world, learning first-hand about cultures and traditions. As anyone who has travelled knows, each one of the great continents holds magical delights of its own.

As a parent I have brought my children up to shun favourites, but rather to select particular favourites for certain moments or moods.

In the same way, I dislike being asked for my favourite destination. It’s the kind of question posed by people who have not had vast swathes of land and sea pass beneath them. Travel in a deep-down way, and you begin to understand that every place, every experience, every person encountered, is valuable in their own way.

Having said that, of all the regions I’ve known, Africa is different.

Not that it is more beautiful or mesmerizing than any other, but rather it sings to those who find themselves there with an intoxicating and almost primeval rhythm.

I have read a great many books by people from the Occident who have lived and travelled in Africa. They wax lyrical about the landscapes, the traditions, and the lack of ‘modern’ conveniences. Such descriptions and depictions of the continent tend to be written from one angle, and one angle alone. Presented by Western writers, for a Western audience, they lack depth, and rarely reflect the mass of intertwined layers.

Africa is like a wise old grandmother sitting beneath the tree in the shade. Her face is wrinkled, her memory an endless stream of events and stories from long ago. A rollercoaster of experience, her memories are packed with adventures and wonder. As beautiful outside as in, she’s inspired by what she’s known and seen, and doesn’t need to impress anyone because she is who she is.

As the world careens forward at breakneck speed – raging about the latest inventions, electronic sensations, miracle cures, and all the rest – it forgets Africa. One day – perhaps tomorrow, but probably not – people in the Occidental world will wake up and understand that the mighty landmass that stretches south from Tangier to the Cape is humanity’s singular and communal manifestation of hope.

By then the natural world may have been decimated, the tribes robbed of their last proud traditions, and the majestic landscapes plundered for the minerals that lie beneath them.

Each night before I sleep, I whisper a silent prayer.

A prayer that the world will wake up and witness Africa for what it is:

A complex crucible of peoples, nature, and awe-inspiring vistas…

A land that
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