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INTRODUCTION

What makes someone write an autobiography? Why do we like to read them? What can the reader make of a genre that is part fiction, part narrative, rooted in events that really did occur at a unique point in time and space? Do men and women approach recounting a life history in the same way, or does the fact of being differently embodied affect the way we talk about our lives?

Up to the mid-eighteenth century the answers to most of these questions seemed self-evident to people rooted in the Western European tradition. Memoirs were the work of great men, records created for succeeding generations about important affairs of state or dramatic moments of religious conversion. These assumptions changed when Jean-Jacques Rousseau (1712–1778), one of the creators of the modern tradition of romantic individualism, changed the genre to make it the record of self-creation, an account of how one undistinguished individual forged for himself an identity and place in society. Rousseau’s emotional travails along the path of asserting his will moved the focus of attention in histories of greatness from an exclusive concern with affairs of state to the mixture of public persona and private, inner creativity which Europeans came to understand through the Napoleonic hero or the artistic genius of a Beethoven.

By the mid-nineteenth century the democratic revolution, with its focus on individualism and the self-made identity, led to the appropriation of the genre by women, although the numbers of female memoirs were small in comparison to the burgeoning male production. Nineteenth-century women who set about recounting their lives had two models. They could look back to the religious reflections of women religious in medieval and early modern times (such as Dame Julian of Norwich, 1342–1423), narratives written mostly for their enclosed religious communities about their spiritual journeyings in an entirely inner relationship with God. Or they could read the accounts of women who, by reason of marriage (such as Margaret Cavendish, duchess of Newcastle, 1624–1674) or membership in a special religious confession (such as the Quaker Margaret Fell, 1614–1702), were witness to great events. These were chronicles of external events told on behalf of others who, as a result of political or religious fortunes, could not speak for themselves.

Nineteenth-century women wrote memoirs to record a special relationship to history: escaping from slavery, gaining access to education, pioneering in the wilderness, creating new professions for women, becoming famous stage performers. In so doing, they adapted the basic plot form of the romantic tradition to focus on the female journey in romanticism, a journey toward merging a female identity in her beloved—be that a male lover, a cause, or an institution. By the twentieth century, male and female narratives were also marked by differing codes about discussing sexuality and physical experience. Men might describe sexuality openly, but codes of female sexual propriety meant that women who gave birth alone on the frontier might have given birth miraculously for all the references to the female body in their stories.

Contemporary literary theorists have emphasized three problems about the genre of autobiography for women. First, since a woman has been expected to merge her identity in others and to find the meaning of life in relationships with others (husband, children, self-abnegation in the pursuit of good causes), their life histories do not fit the classic pattern of the male narrative about the self-created and bounded individual. Women often tell us about their relationships and leave the reader to interpret the silence about who they think they are.

Secondly, since women in modern social and political thought have been viewed as either failed men (as in Freudian psychoanalysis) or nonparticipants (as in the tradition of Western political thought), the cultural mirror they can hold up to themselves for purposes of self-narrative can do nothing but devalue the reality of what it is to be female. Such problems of self-imagery, however, are only crippling to the extent that the female narrator accepts that this mirror, created by the dominant male culture, offers an accurate reflection of reality.

Thirdly, theorists of language, which is, of course, gendered in a way that demeans and devalues the female, have drawn attention to the difficulty of describing the female experience while using a symbolic system which denigrates the feminine.

Because of these problems—of life plot, of cultural mirrors, and of language—women’s dilemmas in storytelling are thought to be not unlike those of non-Western colonized peoples who have been taught to denigrate their native language and culture and must struggle with a hybrid sense of who they are. Postmodern cultural criticism has made language a universal cultural structure limiting human consciousness, a structure viewed in much the same way that Marxists have viewed class and race—as social and economic structures that impose an ideological straitjacket upon those lodged within them. However, we need not accept this cultural determinism about language, because its history is the history of unceasing appropriation for the user’s purposes. Moreover, such a deterministic view neglects the extent to which we know and assimilate our experience through the nonverbal processes of the brain, the pre-conceptual thought that cognitive scientists know exists, no matter how difficult it may be to describe.

Given all these difficulties—which complicate the task of the memoirist, and especially the female practitioner of the art—why do we find its modern form so captivating? For it can be said that this genre has almost replaced the great Victorian novel as the form of fiction that the educated reader reads for pleasure, not just in Europe and its offshoots but in most modern societies.

The answer to this readers’ response lies in the increasingly technical nature of most understandings of the self—be they psychoanalytic, philosophic, poetic, or historical. The general disciplines of the humanities, literary criticism, philosophical analysis, psychology, history, have developed technical languages not easily accessible to the general reader, so that a person who wants to reflect on her or his own life can do so most easily through autobiography, a form we feel is rooted enough in real events to help us define reality for ourselves. Moreover, the modern memoirist wants to communicate to a general reader in nontechnical language, an essential requirement if reader and narrator are to establish immediacy and spontaneity in sharing experience. If we try to transpose some of the great autobiographies of the past into the jargon of the modern humanities, we can easily understand the reader’s problem. We have only to think of a St. Augustine trying to describe his conversion in the psychoanalytic lingo of cathexis and significant others, or of a Rousseau grappling with the concept of alterity to understand why contemporary readers rush to the biography and autobiography section of the bookstore.

Of course, reader responses are shaped by general cultural patterns. Many contemporaries, male and female, don’t like reading open and unabashed female accounts of the pursuit of power or success, preferring the stereotypical self-abnegating female except for conventional film and media heroines or negative heroines of extraordinary criminality. Discussions of female sexual experience still excite comment and criticism, although such revelations are taken for granted in male narratives, so that men seem more embodied in twentieth-century literature of the self than women. However, it is clear that female sexuality if heterosexual is far more acceptable publicly than is lesbian sexuality, and that, with a very few conservative exceptions, the ultimate taboo for females remains the quest for power in one’s own right, rather than the behind-the-scenes “influence” with which modern readers are comfortable.

  Readers of this anthology will find a selection from the lives of twentieth-century women drawn from four continents (allowing for the inclusion of the modern United Kingdom in Europe). They show a metropolitan European culture and its colonial offshoots experiencing the great events of the twentieth century—the war of 1914–18, the Great Depression, the 1939–45 war, the postcolonial quest for authenticity—and they tell about these experiences in the female voice. Many other equally compelling selections are possible. This one is governed by the effort to see the resonance of great events in different parts of the world, the similarities and differences in experience shaped by environment and history, and by the authors’ capacity to convey place, politics, passion, and inner life. They show us an imperial culture in its death throes and what that meant for the female half of a world built on subordination by race, sex, and metropolitan culture.

Readers must decide for themselves whether these women are embodied in any tangible sense, whether they are able to overcome the problems of the distorting mirror that language and history have given them, what the cost of that battle has been, and whether the cultural dilemmas of all women resemble those of their postcolonial sisters. The vigorous prose collected here represents a case study in the appropriation of language for the purposes of the feminine, supposedly the weaker grammatical category. In some instances the power of language to confuse and subdue is painfully evident, but in others we see genius miraculously transcending such limitations.

Three memoirs by Englishwomen open this anthology because they represent the root community of language from which the English-speaking world has evolved. The authors selected illustrate central themes about British imperial society and culture at the apogee of the Empire and early Commonwealth and the long, slow decline that set in after the 1914–18 war and accelerated following the cataclysm of the 1939–45 war. Margery Perham shows us the turn-of-the-century, adventurous, upper-middle-class Englishwoman of education, utterly untroubled by Freudian concerns, happy to wander the globe in search of adventure, and, supported by a community of women scholars at her Oxford women’s college, free to write and speak with authority on her chosen subject, colonial government. She is a fine example of a British female type, intrepid traveler, brilliant talker, close observer of other cultures, single and happy about it.

Vera Brittain, of the same generation but from a more provincial middle-class family, exemplifies, in tragic intensity, the transformation of life for Englishwomen brought about by the 1914–18 war and the slaughter of a generation of British men. When her story begins she is a sheltered, indeed closeted, young girl, concerned with dress and her brother’s school companions. By its close, she has become inured to suffering, Greek in her overpowering grief for the young men who formed her world and have died, determined with every ounce of her being to see that they have not died in vain.

Angelica Garnett bears witness to the overripe decadence of British high culture in the interwar years. The child of central figures in the Bloomsbury group, she shows us her parents’ tolerance extending to silence about her own incestuous marriage; the emotional demands made on her as a child by her commanding mother, the artist Vanessa Bell, and Bell’s more famous sister, Virginia Woolf; and the ease with which she slips into an affair with her future husband while his ailing wife looks on. Her early married life is an eerie prefiguring of the earth mother of the conservative 1950s, as she struggles to dance, paint, entertain ambitiously, and give birth to four children while neglecting her own identity. Her memoir chronicles the struggle, made possible by psychoanalysis, to emerge from that emotional nightmare.

Different as these profoundly British women are in background, generation, education, and political awareness, common themes cut across their life histories. For each, the death of a brother or, in Garnett’s case, half brother changes the course of life. Perham’s and Brittain’s brothers’ deaths help the sisters forge new identities and fuel their determination to become agents in their own lives. Garnett’s half brother’s death is the occasion for her horrified discovery of who her real father is and the beginning of a lifelong effort to come to terms with the values of Bloomsbury.

The intensity of these brother-sister relationships across so many social backgrounds makes us understand why the great English novelist Iris Murdoch, chronicler of English society after 1945, evoked such startled response to her narrative of brother-sister incest, A Severed Head (1961). In these three lives, the brother is a true alter ego, whose absence leaves an emotional desert and a young woman embattled against the demands of an older generation. Thus, the loss of successive generations of young men may be seen as a motive force for female rebellion, political or cultural, and, in that sense, a contributor to the rise of twentieth-century feminism.

All three women are confident that they live at the cultural center of the world. Other countries and cultures are pleasant places to visit and to enjoy, but travel is never, for them, the journey of discovery that is a recurring theme in the lives of women from British colonial society. Nor is political awareness so radical as to warrant complete rejection of constituted public authority, a common theme in the lives of women at the margin rather than the center of the old Empire. Certainly British radical feminists were ready to embrace civil disobedience as a political tool, but it was to force entry into the existing political system and its spectrum of parties, not to overthrow it. And the tests of political will and physical and moral courage faced by South African women were outside the metropolitan experience except for those few heroic Englishwomen who worked in the Resistance in France during 1939–45. We should see Perham, Brittain, and Garnett as each in her own way located at the center of British society and intellectual life, typical exemplars of the metropolitan society, excellent foils for the women shaped by British imperial culture or its American counterpart whose narratives follow.

It is in Africa and India that the conflicts between the structures of Empire and of racial segregation and exploitation become the theme that overshadows all others. In these narratives differences of class and caste are often more important than racial identities. The coolly aristocratic assumptions of the Nehru family, rooted in their knowledge of a great Hindu cultural heritage, enable the Nehru women a freedom of action and authority not available to solidly middle-class citizens of Britain’s colonies of white settlement. The Nehrus can look at the British with some disdain as well as liking and can see some British institutions with humor derived from their own security within a great culture.

But whatever the caste or economic background, it is the meeting of the British with the peoples of the African and Indian continents that shapes the lives of women who live on these continents in any other than an exclusively domestic mode. In Isak Dinesen’s and Elspeth Huxley’s stories of Kenya, the native people are three-dimensional and the whites less compellingly real. In South Africa, Mary Benson and Ruth First become exiles at home, defined as enemies of the state because of their identification with the black struggle against apartheid, a struggle we encounter with heartbreaking intensity in Emma Mashinini’s story of resistance against crushing oppression. In India, women of education come to self-awareness through participation in the struggle for national independence or in the striving for cultural authenticity in a postcolonial world.

By contrast with the first volume of this anthology, devoted to autobiography by American women, the eleven non-American women whose memoirs appear in this volume tell us that the British and colonial societies represented did not produce the number of institutions and the scale of collective life for women so characteristic of the United States from the rise of the feminist and abolition movements in the mid-nineteenth century to the renewal of feminism in the mid-twentieth. Life in women’s army services gave Mary Benson (South Africa) the experience of female sociability, but she recounts the rest of her life in terms of relationships with men. Rebellion against imperialism, racism, and bourgeois pretense took Indians or South Africans not into female-led reform organizations but into male-led left-wing political groups. There their voices were silenced by the demands of socialist realism or the party line that women’s struggle for equality must be subsumed within the class or race struggle. One representative of the Indian diaspora appears in this collection, a powerful exponent of the problems of language and postcolonial expression, postmodern in her rejection of politics for the deconstruction of language and culture.

The American women memoirists in this collection represent the feminist and civil rights concerns of Americans at midcentury, and the later discovery of Southeast Asia that characterized the Vietnam generation. Just as Britain’s imperial role fired Margery Perham’s imagination about the African continent and its peoples, America’s imperial venture in Vietnam inspired the curiosity and concern of young Americans in the postwar era, leading Edith Mirante to her career of activism in behalf of Burma’s tribal people and third world women’s rights.

As a group these narratives raise significant questions about women’s political mobilization. What kinds of experiences politicize women? Is the process of alienation from accepted authority the same for women as for men? Do women form political bonds with the same intensity as men, and when they do, what makes a woman a leader or a follower?

Margery Perham and Vera Brittain come to political awareness because of the 1914–18 war and their battles to secure respect and collegiality as educated women. Because the young men of their generation are dead and so can never be rivals, these women’s political motivations extend to all forms of subordination, though they accept unquestioningly the superiority of European culture.

Isak Dinesen and Elspeth Huxley are less certain about that superiority because their experience in Kenya shows them nobility and strength in tribal cultures that is not present in their limited white colonial society. Mary Benson, Ruth First, and Emma Mashinini make the journey to defiance of corrupt authority at different speeds, but all their journeys preclude return to life lived the old way. First is born into a political family, a dedicated fighter from youth in behalf of the new Communist world order to which her family is committed as the only credible route to racial and class justice. Benson undergoes a slow but complete progress to total commitment to the racial struggle in South Africa. We see her begin life in an island of suburban preoccupation with film stars and the mores and manners of the old British Commonwealth, and end with a dangerous double life, in which she slips out in disguise to aid and comfort a friend who has gone underground. Her politicization comes by stages—the romance she has been taught to revere by films and sentimental novels is never realized in reality, setting her free to scrutinize other cultural frauds. Her zest for adventure draws her to great causes, and her love of South Africa and its peoples leads her to decisive opposition to apartheid. Mashinini’s encounter with the black labor union movement in South Africa provides her with the intellectual framework through which to resist white oppression, while her Christian faith gives her the courage for ultimate defiance.

Vijaya Lakshmi Pandit is born into one of India’s principal political families, in which two generations are locked in battle with the British raj as strategists of the Congress movement for independence. Like her niece Indira Gandhi, Pandit takes her right to rule for granted, and comes into prominence when all the men in her family are imprisoned by the British. Shudha Mazumdar, product of a much less privileged caste, is also educated by the national movement, first by well-meaning British women, who urge her to abandon purdah, and then by her support of the Congress party. She too lives a double life, secretly rejoicing at the success of Indian resisters while her husband serves as a magistrate for the British. It is after his death that she assumes a more public political role and can avow her political opinions. Meena Alexander is a product of the postcolonial era, caught in the cross-currents of racial, ethnic, and gender politics, a citizen of the world in quest of authentic roots.

Gornick’s Jewish tenement world is suffused with sexual politics and given a radical context by her mother’s work as a Communist party organizer. Her mother’s self-immolation on the altar of idealized romantic love supplies the emotional source of Gornick’s passionate rejection of the bourgeois family, while her resentment at her mother’s emotional demands makes her embattled in the cause of equality and mutuality of feeling between sexes and generations.

Wade-Gayles’s childhood among strong black women makes achievement seem natural for a child of the civil rights movement. Her encounter, as a student in Boston, with the coolness of liberal American white culture sends her back to valuing the religious faith and human bonds that gave her strength in childhood. Marriage and maternity make her question the ideal of the self-creating individual she has embraced through her northern education. She is politicized by the civil rights movement but led back to valuing the religious culture of her childhood, once seen as apolitical but now incorporated into Wade-Gayles’s definition of female strength.

Edith Mirante, like Meena Alexander, is a child of post-colonialism, unusual in living her convictions about the ethics of relationships with so-called marginal people. Unlike her essentialist American contemporaries, enmeshed in theorizing about female networks, Mirante lives with Burmese women soldiers and satirizes her tendency to crave sentimental bonds with men. Alert to the pretenses and frauds of any culture, she is nonetheless mobilized by her love of tribal peoples and her hatred of the corrupting forces of the international drug and sex trades.

Whatever the tone of these memoirs—poetic, philosophical, historical—and whatever the mood—rage, grief, triumph, despair—they prompt reflection on our own life histories, expand the viewpoints from which we can examine ourselves, and give us the chance to see how the categories by which we analyze our own lives might be changed. And with that capacity, faulty cultural mirrors, deceptive life plots, and confining language traditions assume their proper place—one element in the difficulty of understanding who we are, but only one.

—Jill Ker Conway



SECTION ONE
Imperial England

“Into the blue sky with a string of camels”




Margery Perham
(1895–1982)

Margery (Freda) Perham was born the second daughter of a British country family in which horses, shooting, books, and adventure were taken for granted. She claims that her nursery was littered with weapons, and that she and her siblings fought pitched battles over the hills surrounding the family home. She took in the color and adventure of the old British imperial world in girlhood, and, as she tells her story, her longing to see far-off places and to live a dangerous life was far more important to her than conventional dreams of romance. This longing was first gratified when she accompanied her sister to her brother-in-law’s posting as a district officer in a remote part of unruly Sudan. The vision of the African continent imprinted on her mind by that journey shaped her subsequent scholarly career.

As was the case for Vera Brittain, Perham’s brother was the emotional center of her girlhood, and after his death during the 1914–18 war, Perham’s resolve to seek adventure was strengthened by ideals of duty and service. Coming from a family that expected higher education for its daughters, Perham graduated from St. Hugh’s College, Oxford, in 1919 and endured a dreary period as an assistant lecturer in history at Sheffield University, where she was the only woman faculty member, treated with hostility and outright rudeness. From this she escaped in 1924 to a fellowship at St. Hugh’s, where she pursued further African studies. The chance of her lifetime came in 1929, when she received a Rhodes Fellowship to study race relations in the United States, Australia, New Zealand, and Africa. African Apprenticeship is the narrative of the African part of that journey, an experience that made her a strong supporter of tribal institutions and the rights of Africa’s indigenous peoples. The fellowship was continued through 1932, a period in which the groundwork was being laid for apartheid in South Africa, and contract labor began to have an impact on the traditional patterns of African rural life.

By 1932 Perham was an acknowledged expert on indigenous governmental institutions, and she continued her research through the 1930s. In 1939 she became a Reader in Colonial Administration at Oxford, and from 1945 to 1948 she directed the Institute of Colonial Studies associated with Nuffield College, where she became a fellow in 1939.

Always a spirited defender of the rights of native peoples, she engaged Elspeth Huxley in a series of published letters on racial conflict in Kenya, in which Perham defended native rights and Huxley spoke on behalf of the interests of white settlers. These letters, published as Race and Politics in Kenya, A Correspondence (London, Faber and Faber, 1944), helped to frame the discussion of colonial self-government in postwar Britain, a framework Perham elaborated brilliantly in her influential BBC Reith Lectures in 1961. By then she was recognized as the prophet of “winds of change in Africa” and identified as a bitter opponent of Britain’s tolerance of the system of racial oppression in South Africa. Awarded the Order of the British Empire and many honorary doctorates, Perham remained a model for women scholars in the British world and a model of political commitment into her ninth decade.

AFRICAN APPRENTICESHIP:
An Autobiographical Journey in Southern Africa, 1929

The time of my life. Yes—but what sort of time? The time when I did my best work—or what I thought was the best? Or the time that was most decisive in my career? Or the time I enjoyed most? The time of my life which was at once the most enjoyable and the most decisive for my future was the year 1922 which I spent in the then British Somaliland. I can make this clear only by trying to give some picture of what I was before and after this experience.…

 … Very early in my childhood I used to answer the usual grown-ups’ question of what I meant to be when I grew up with the answer—“a big-game hunter in Africa.” This, of course, was the result of my favourite reading. About Kipling’s Mowgli and Lives of the Hunted—admittedly neither in Africa and both of which should have turned me against hunting. But Jock of the Bushveld and Rider Haggard’s romances—these gave me the Africa about which I dreamed. But what hope could there be for a child, a female child at that, and at the turn of the century, of getting to Africa, least of all of becoming a hunter?

 … My father was the youngest son of a large family farming in the south-west. No land was left for the last two boys so one went as a missionary to Malaya … while my father went into business in the north and we lived quite prosperously in Harrogate.… My mother came of a family of French extraction.…

 … Looking back it seems to me that we had a more exciting and self-contained life than many children today. We owed little in early days to our schools. We had a nursery and nurses and as we grew older, led a busy and tumultuous life of our own. The big boys took us on immense walks over the Yorkshire moors, twenty miles was regarded as a norm. The nursery was always full of firearms and sometimes we went out to what was then a wild crag and fought campaigns among the rocks and trees with blank cartridges.…

 … My great friend was my youngest brother, Edgar, three years older than myself. His enthusiasms were for music and classical studies.… We were inseparable except for the cruel divorce of our boarding schools from which we wrote long diary letters to each other, sometimes in verse.…

 … My education was at first rather chaotic. My mother often went abroad in the winter. She did not like leaving me alone with a nurse and so sent me to boarding-school and then brought me back home on her return. So I had four or five changes before I finally went to St. Anne’s, Abbots Bromley. Here, Miss Rice, the headmistress, a stately, splendidly aristocratic, devout and authoritarian woman, took firm hold of my hitherto meandering education.… In those days scholarships meant something, especially to girls. When I won it she persuaded me again to stay on to be head of the school and to take Responsions, the then entrance exam to Oxford.…

 … Well, Miss Rice got me to Oxford—just as World War I broke out. My brother injured himself diving on our last summer holiday. So, before being able to join the army, he had his last year at Oxford taking Greats while I had my first year taking history. Then he joined up and was killed at Delville Wood.…

The question for me, with the war coming to an end, was “what next?” Some of the men who had taught me at Oxford persuaded me that it was my duty to fill a war-vacancy at a university ready for the flood of men which demobilization would release.

So, unwillingly, I went to Sheffield. If I am certain about the best time of my life this was just as certainly the worst. I was alone in a strange grimy city. I was not welcomed at the University. I was the first woman appointed to the academic staff. One of my first experiences was to be led out of the large warm Senior Common Room by its president, an old professor, and shown into a very small, barely furnished room next door which never had a fire. “This,” he said, “is to be the Ladies’ Common Room.” Add to that I had my first and, I am sure, very reformative experience of poverty. My half-time salary—can you believe it?—was £100 a year.…

 … Providence intervened through my sister. But how she was able to get me not only to Africa, but to what was then, perhaps, the most exciting part of the continent I could have chosen, demands quite a bit of explanation.

My sister … is … eight years older than myself. After university she was drawn by missionary ambitions to work abroad and in 1910 she took ship for East Africa. But alas! for the plans of mice and women. On the ship she got engaged and was married in Mombasa Cathedral not long after her arrival. It was through her husband, Major Henry Rayne, D.S.O., M.C., that I was now able not only to go to Africa but to go to one of the wildest, most romantic places—according to my idea—in the whole continent.…

 … Henry Rayne had run away from his New Zealand home as a boy and lied about his age in order to get into the New Zealand Mounted Infantry.… After a full and exciting Boer War he found his way up north to the then newly annexed East African Protectorate. Here he played his full part in the rough-and-tumble of opening up that beautiful, controversial acquisition.…

 … It was on the return journey from their visit to London to sell their first cotton that Rayne met my sister. Immediately after their marriage in Mombasa Cathedral he took her up to this wild country to live in bush full of lions beside a river full of crocodiles, to experience a Somali rising in which their nearest British official was murdered, and to have her first baby.…

 … Marriage did not divert my brother-in-law from his adventurous career. He returned to the army in World War I and in the inter-war years commanded a joint expedition from the Sudan, Uganda and Kenya to clear raiders from Abyssinia.…

 … His next employment was in the expedition of 1919–20 which at last destroyed the power of the so-called Mad Mullah who had dominated Somaliland for twenty years and, after a series of campaigns, had forced the British to retire to the coast. So 1920 saw him posted as District Commissioner of the newly regained frontier district of Hargeisa. My sister was to join him. Here, at last, was my chance! … To me Somaliland was the obvious, the only, the predestined place. In 1921—I forget the exact date—at twenty-four (and, as I see now, a very young and uninitiated twenty-four), my sister and I left Tilbury in a P.&O. liner.

We disembarked at Aden and my first experience of tropical heat was to have it thrown back at me like a blow from this place of solid rock. We stayed at a dingy hotel in the middle of the town—hellishly hot. I looked out from a rickety balcony on to the crowds seething below—Yemenis and Arabs of many other kinds, Somalis, Jews, Indians—also of many kinds—and Negroes—all dark, brown to black, alien, unknown, unknowable. Next day we were to cross the Gulf of Aden to Berbera to live almost alone and far inland among a population of dark people. I had an overwhelming spasm of recoil, of something more than physical fear. I referred to this in one of my Reith Lectures—a revulsion against the thought that I—how can I express it?—I, so white, so vulnerable, so sensitive, so complex, was about to commit myself to that black continent across the water; one, almost alone, among tens of thousands of strange, dark, fierce, uncomprehending people, and live away on that far frontier, utterly cutoff from my own race.… I suppose it was racial fear. It passed and I have never felt it again, not on the Somali frontier or later in any situation of danger or isolation in any part of Africa. Even, when alone in remote almost unadministered pagan areas in northern Nigeria, or at night alone in the African slums of Durban.

We boarded the dingy little Indian-owned cattle boat which fed foodless Aden from Somali flocks and herds. It was now on its empty run. We disembarked at Berbera, the headquarters of the Protectorate—a few white bungalows in some irrigated greenery with the native town a discreet distance up-shore. A shock awaited us. The Mad Mullah had been defeated but some of the tribes into which the Somalis were divided—there was no unity—were giving trouble. And this was down in the south along the Abyssinian frontier—my brother-in-law’s district.…

 … Major Rayne came up to Berbera and persuaded the Governor to let us go back. After all it was upon my brother-in-law’s judgement that our safety depended. I have already mentioned his faith in Somalis as soldiers. He knew them well and had then just written a book about them and the recent final expedition in which he had taken part. It made no difference to his affection for them that Somalis had more than once tried to murder him and in one attempt killed his colleague beside him. So, backing his D.C.’s judgement, the Governor let us go. First across the burning coastal plain, then 5,000 feet up the terrifying masses of rock which led to the plateau—past Sheikh, the Governor’s little hot-season retreat. On again through a sandy waste, dotted with thorn trees, rocks, anthills and spiky aloes. We met Somalis, very few, travelling with the mats and poles of their huts strapped on their camels. Sometimes through dim aisles of the thorn trees there would be a scurry of buck or an ugly wart-hog trundling off. And always birds, doves of many kinds and sizes. Now, for me in England, the voice of doves always recalls Africa—a harsh setting for such a gentle sound. There were other birds—why are they so numerous in semi-desert lands?—storks, vultures, hoopoes, hornbills, carrion crows and the glorious jays with feathers of a dozen iridescent blues.

At last, after threading a route of nearly two hundred miles and seeing buildings only at Sheikh, we reached Hargeisa. It is still a magic word to me. Yet there wasn’t much to see—sand, thorn trees, aloes, a few stony hills, a tug or a dry water-course. On the other side of this tug from our bungalow the Camel Corps were living in tents, two Somali companies and half a dozen British officers.…

 … I think the people of Africa’s north-east are, by our own standards, the most beautiful in the world—slim, upright, with dry polished skins, dark hawkish eyes, fine-cut features and proud carriage. They are hard people in a hard land. I used to watch them in my brother-in-law’s court litigating tenaciously for compensation after inter-tribal fights—100 camels for a man, 50 for a woman.…

 … Why was I so gloriously happy in Hargeisa? There was little enough to do. We had to stay indoors during the heat of the day. But there were books to read, letters to write, and a menagerie to play with, young buck, cheetahs, two young lions and an irreconcilable little leopard. There were tennis, riding and steeple-chasing. There were the Camel Corps officers across the river-bed to be dined with in their mess tent. Or they would come across to drinks or dinner with us. There were buck and guinea-fowl to shoot for the pot. No rule against shooting sitting birds! I once shot seven with one shot—they were all bunched together and rather young. I felt like Herod. Above all there were the nights. I slept in the open on the roof. We had a breed of very large hyenas there and at night they came snooping round. They could bite off half the face of a sleeping man. Their extraordinary howl punctuated my dreams. And if the moon was up I could see them slinking around the bungalow like grey ghosts.…

 … Among many memories of Hargeisa three events stand out. One was the day we found a document stuck on a tree near our house. It was a call to the Somali soldiers in the Camel Corps to cut all white throats and go with their weapons across the border into Abyssinian Somaliland and join those fighting for the deposed Muslim emperor, Lij Yasu, against the Christian contender, Haile Selassie. Obviously our throats were not cut: the Somali soldiers remained loyal. Lij Yasu’s star sank while that of Haile Selassie rose to shine for nearly half a century and is still shining.…

 … It may have been in some relation to this threat that the military authorities decided to add an Indian Company to the two Somali ones, and this led to my second thrill.… The newly arrived Indians needed training in Somali bush warfare. It happened that just before we arrived, many of the Mullah’s soldiers had been captured and it was difficult to know what to do with them. So some of them were drafted into the Camel Corps. They were now told to take off their uniforms, put on their dervish clothes and play-act the part of the enemy. The officer in charge of them … said I could go with them. I am sure he must have got into trouble afterwards. But could anything have been more gloriously exciting than galloping around with this wild-looking troop, ambushing the enemy in a narrow rocky defile and later dashing madly around them like Red Indians as they formed up, and almost breaking a British square? …

 … The third thrill was the best. Major Rayne had to beat the bounds of his newly reconquered district up to the Abyssinian frontier. I was allowed to go with him.… This meant setting off into the blue with a string of camels, ponies and mules, a handful of Somali police looking splendid in their uniforms, and a few cooks and orderlies.…

 … The sun decided our routine. The cook and orderlies got up in the dark and set off with the baggage camels. We rose just as there was the first low hint of light through the trees and jogged along generally in that strange silence which the mystery of an African dawn seems to impose.…

 … Night was the zenith of adventure. I slept on a camp-bed in the open with large fires on each side of me to scare potential carnivores—lions, hyenas or leopards. The police built a high zareba of thorn branches round our camp. They would sing themselves gutturally to sleep. Then that miracle of the tropical night of stars! If the moon was up the sand turned the colour of milk. These nights utterly fulfilled the heart’s desire of my childhood for adventure in Africa.…

 … The whole trek was to me, in the full sense of the word, thrilling. What especially appealed to me was that on our very blank map the word “Unexplored” was printed right across the area we were traversing. At some points there was no way of knowing for certain whether we were in British Somaliland or Abyssinia. As it was all just Somaliland and unadministered on the Abyssinian side it was only by geodetic survey that we knew where we were. As far as I knew no Europeans had ever followed our route, yet when, from time to time, we met a few Somali nomads filing through the bush with their camels they hardly turned their eyes to look at us—strangely snubbing encounters! …

 … It will be obvious to anyone that the reason why this harsh corner of Africa was Heaven to me was that it provided the perfect stage in which to play the romantic role of which I had dreamed as a child. I delighted even in the costume needed then for the part I was playing—the high leather boots, the breeches—the short circular khaki skirt, the becoming double terai hat—long since discarded as an unnecessary protection; above all the rifle over the shoulder and the pistol under the pillow.

But now I was back in—of all places—Sheffield, and the lecture room, the winter slush and the clanging trams.…

 … Was “the time of my life” in Somaliland to be nothing but a wonderful episode looked back to with bitter nostalgia? The rosy hues of personal adventure and self-romantization started to fade and I began to discern some of the realities which lay underneath them—the rights and needs of our African subjects—Britain’s capacity to meet them—the quality of our colonial service—the ultimate goal of our imperial rule, if indeed we were aware of ultimates.… Suddenly … there was a large re-arrangement of staff and I found myself back again [at St. Hugh’s] as Fellow and Tutor in Modern History.… You can—or you could then—lecture upon almost anything irrespective of attracting any audience. So I indulged myself with such subjects as “British Policy towards Native Races,” or the “Mandates System.” After a year or two of this there came another utterly unexpected intervention of fate—a letter from Philip Kerr offering me a Rhodes Trust Travelling Fellowship for a year’s travel round the world looking at—I forget the definition—native or colour questions, then an almost unknown subject of academic study.

So I set off round the world en route for Africa by way of America—Red Indians and Negroes—Hawaii, Fiji, Samoa, New Zealand, Australia and then at last Africa. And just as I reached East Africa I found a cable from The Rhodes Trust offering me a year’s extension of my travelling Fellowship.…

 … Since then I have been travelling in Africa, trying to see it at all levels from the lowest bush-station to Government House and the Colonial Office. The University invented posts for me and then Nuffield College gave me a Fellowship which allowed me to combine travel with lecturing and writing at Oxford.…

 … And what about my beloved Somaliland? Alas! I never got back to study it in my new role of student. South, West and East Africa.… But I thought much about it and did what one writer could to project the case for the unity of all Somalis at the end of World War II. You can imagine my pleasure when I was invited to attend as the guest of the new government the independence celebrations of the united British and Italian Somalilands in the summer of 1960. So I could see again that harsh land and those handsome, high-spirited people rejoicing in their freedom and unity.… But nothing can change my purely personal and perhaps rather egotistical attitude to Somaliland as the place where I fulfilled so ecstatically my childhood’s dream and also found a guiding purpose for my life and work—truly that year was “the time of my life.” …

[Perham’s narrative now shifts to her arrival in South Africa from Australia in 1929.] This morning I woke up at 5 a.m. being suddenly aware that the ship was slowing down.…

 … I dressed hurriedly and went on deck. The ship was making her way across a great dull enclosed sheet of water, with docks and a town smudging the coast at one point—Durban! …

 … When we had breakfasted I went up on deck.… Even to my ignorant eye the men were of different tribes, mostly Zulu, but—I later learned—Basuto, Pondo, Fingo as well. They looked up at us impudently, their faces nearly fell apart with their continuous laughter and every now and then they hurled themselves into a battling whirl of limbs over some small largess from the decks. The people on the boat laughed and commented:

“Look at the niggers!” “Aren’t they priceless?” “Throw them a penny and see them fight for it.”

I went below after a bit and sat in my cabin. I felt faint but the cause was mental rather than physical. Whether my mind had become softened with three weeks’ isolation from the puzzling world, I don’t know. But the sight of the Kaffirs on the docks was like a stunning blow. I seemed to feel the immensity of the problem they represented and the absurdity of my attempting to understand it.… I felt I dared not face this ridiculous enterprise, could hardly dare to step off the ship on to the docks, in order to begin it.…

 … I made contact with one or two of the white “gaugers” in charge of the dock labour and through them I went to see the manager of one of the biggest of the firms which recruits labour from the reserves and contracts for the work on the docks. He was a hard, stringy Scot, with gimlet eyes and a mouth like a rat-trap, working in an office full of Indian clerks and Zulu foremen. Queues of natives, looking bewildered as cattle in a pen, waited their approach to the big counter behind which he sat. He could speak to them, such words as were needed, in any Bantu language and did so with a voice like a machine gun. It was impossible to tell from his tone whether he were cursing, dismissing or accepting them and equally difficult to interpret their manner as they wavered up to the counter. Some were clearly straight from the bush, others had been there before. He distinguished them, Pondos, Basutos and Zulus, down from their kraals for six or nine months, forty-five shillings a month and their keep in the compound. He explained to me:

“I have been at this for forty years and I can tell you I know my job. My firm can get all the labour it wants because we have a good reputation. They know where they are with us. We are firm but just; we give a boy his rights, no more and no less. I accept only the raw bush native. No mission boy is allowed inside this place, no so-called educated boy. Any suggestion that a boy has had the faintest connection with the I.C.U. (the native Industrial and Commercial Union which, I have since learned, is just struggling into existence) and out he goes! But the I.C.U. has been pretty well dealt with in Durban, I’m glad to say. To his shame, a white man has been mixed up with it.” …

 … Rather unwillingly he agreed to let me look at the compounds. But at this moment a policeman came in. He reported the death of a man who had just been killed. A rope had broken and a basket of coal had fallen on him and he had died almost at once. The policeman described the condition in which he found the body and handed over the man’s belt, wallet, etc., all dripping with blood. The manager took them, excused himself from coming with me and shook hands. I withdrew mine to find it stained with the blood of No. 1102. There was nowhere to wash it off so I had to go as I was, carrying the mark.…

 … The compound, though gloomy and prison-like, was not too bad.… I looked into everything—the kitchens where huge vats of white “mealie-meal” were cooking or cooling: the shower-baths through which they must pass on their way in from the docks: the dormitories where two rows of wooden shelves have been polished to ebony by sweat and coal dust and where groups of men were squatting, gambling, or cooking their own food in native cooking-pots. Then I went to the sick-wards, where ’flu, fever, and bronchitis had turned black men grey, and where they lay on rather dirty grids under tattered blankets.…

Then aboard again en route for Capetown [sic].… When I did see the whole thing I was simply amazed. Nothing had prepared me for the grandeur and strangeness of the site.… For me it was the gateway to a continent. I knew that north and north-east of it there stretched a thousand miles of racial problems deeper and more complex than any I had yet surveyed.

The crowd is motley in Capetown streets. I saw the English in all degrees of acclimatization; brawny, tanned harsh-faced Dutchmen in big hats; Jews of all kinds, white and prosperous-looking Jews or lean, dark Jews from eastern Europe; well-dressed Malays in black or red tar-booshes; Indians; “Cape coloured” people, only a degree less respectable-looking, and very various in type and tint; and, of course, every kind of African drawn from all parts of the Union and beyond, including bare-legged women balancing pots and bundles on their heads.

 … The sky here is famed for its almost constant and radiant blue which is given its full depth by the dry air while it has not the white glare of the tropics.…

I think I must just remind you of the general situation in South Africa as I arrive here in its political capital. (Pretoria is, of course, the administrative capital, Bloemfontein the judicial.) … General Hertzog, with the help of the Labour Party, is in power and is determined to swing policy in a pro-Boer and anti-African direction. Above all he plans legislation to destroy the remaining limited voting rights of Africans in Cape Province, the last stronghold of those Cape liberals who, during the making of a united South Africa out of the four provinces (Transvaal, Orange Free State, Natal and the Cape) have struggled to save this last relic of racial equality.

On my last day Mrs. Cartwright took me the seventy-mile drive round the Cape Peninsula.… Nearly the whole of the coast is a natural rock-garden, its steep, tumbling masses of red and brown rock netted with flowers and spicy shrubs. The sands are, in real truth, almost as white as snow, and the sea is all the colours the sea can be when it is sparkling with sunlight, with cloud-shadows above and a changing floor of weed, rock and sand below.…

 … I have not forgotten how in Somaliland the mountains turned opal and amethyst but here no jewel would make a simile. It is colour from the paint box, as crude and clear as colour can be. I have seen a big turret of rock catching the last shaft of the sun over the curve of the earth and its face was orange and crimson and the shadows purple. Superlatives become stale, I can only say that I stood like an idiot, struck motionless, my brain refusing to credit my eyes.

 … The unseen Afrikaners, now the real rulers of the country; the vast dark background of the Africans—these are the forces to be understood and I do not see how it is to be done. But tomorrow I leave this lovely curtain-raiser of Capetown. I have chosen to go to the famous missionary school for Africans, Lovedale, founded in 1841, and the new University College of Fort Hare which has lately been founded alongside the school. Here at least I shall meet Africans of a kind, I hope, with whom I can talk freely.

  … I was met at the station by the Principals of both Lovedale and Fort Hare. They had decided that I should start with the potential university, Fort Hare.

Heavens, what a day! I was up soon after seven, and we had breakfast at seven forty-five. I then went over to prayers with the Principal and sat with one of the staff. The hundred or so students filed in, including the first eight women students. I looked along the lines. The faces were of all types, a few undoubtedly, from their appearance, would support the controversial and superficial view that the African black man had smaller brain capacity than the white.…

The Bible lesson was very appropriate—how does it go?—“Do good to them that hurt you—pray for them that despitefully use you and persecute you.” I wondered whether Christianity could and would enable these people to exercise the almost unimaginable restraint that will increasingly be demanded of them. One item in this morning’s paper contains news of a raid with machine-guns and tear-gas upon natives in Durban—I must try to get there. Another, a new stringent bill against native agitation. A third item reports a strike, quite an orderly one, in which the strikers were surrounded by two or three hundred police and given five minutes in which to decide whether to go to jail or continue work.

 … In the War, the fear of native trouble was intensified, and the establishment of the College was a sop, an amicable gesture.…

 … At present the majority of students come to Fort Hare from the old-established mission schools of Lovedale and Healdtown. The students are of all tribes, mostly Fingoes and Xosas, some Zulus, Basutos and Tembus, a few coloured, and one or two Indians. Discipline presents no difficulties; they do not fight and they work only too hard.

The Principal took me round the College. In a corner in the library we found a graduate, now doing an advanced course in English literature.… He told me that he had not found Anglo-Saxon very difficult … that his favourite period was the eighteenth century and that in that period his favourite poets were Pope and Addison.… The vitality and humanity of the Elizabethans seemed to leave him cold, as did the romanticism and sentimentality of the nineteenth century.…

We talked for an hour. It was astonishing how quickly as I talked to them the impression of their ugliness faded and the intelligence and beauty of some of the faces appeared. They were soon most animated and though at first they would answer me in whispers, all at once, so that I could distinguish nothing, they soon improved, and one after another began to speak out and stand out as individuals.

 … They questioned me eagerly about Oxford and listened with gleaming eyes to what I said of the life and the students. It was clear that dimly, far away, English student life was their ideal. It is upon that we shall founder with all our theories of differentiation, of adaptation to native society, etc., upon their passionate determination to accept nothing but that which will give them not only the right but the power to gain equality.

 … Five o’clock struck, and I had to go and talk to seven selected degree course men on the verandah of the Principal’s house.

 … They began to ask me for detailed information about the exact constitutional relations between South Africa and England. It was pathetic to see in what a hopeless direction their minds were working. Soon they came into the open. They asked me terrible questions.

“What does England think of the situation out here?”

I explained that we were quite detached, that we were more liberal than South Africans but that it was easy for us to be so as our interests were not involved.

“Can England do nothing, then?”

“But, Miss, what do you yourself think of the way we are treated?”

Now for it! I had already asked the Principal if he objected to my talking politics in the College, and he made the very proper reply, “Magna est veritas et praevalet.”

I said I thought the policy was wrong: that every consideration, religious, social, economic, directed us to put all our energies into raising the black people; that so long as the reward of effort was a share in the best we had to offer, so long would they be attached to our civilization, would feel a stake in it. But then, it was easy for me, coming in from outside, to be impartial. Could they not make the effort, great though it was, to understand what the whites felt about it[?] Did they not realize, now they were educated, how great was still the gulf between their people and ours; and how the whites, one to four, feared to be swamped by a race so different from their own[?]

“Are they afraid of us?” It seemed a new idea. They were spellbound. I began to get a cold feeling. I had before me the first of Africa’s university men, all about to take their degrees and go out, marked men and leaders of these masses, the still backward masses. I felt I had got into a position into which I must go further because I could not retreat.

“You are going out into the world highly educated, feeling and thinking almost as we do and yet you will be treated—well, you know far better than I how that will be. You will have every temptation to become embittered, to become agitators and to take short cuts. Your lives cannot be altogether happy; you have had this great privilege of education and it is going to cut you off and mark you out among your own people and among the whites. But if you do try to take short cuts the results could be disastrous. If you do all you can to make relations worse instead of better, do you know what will happen? Supposing it leads to outbreaks of violence, do you imagine for a moment you can succeed? I want you to look up and answer me. Even if there were a temporary success? England would have to back law and order in South Africa—as the whites see it. It is your people who would suffer, not the whites. They would crush you easily, in spite of numbers. You know that?” They all said “Yes.” “A very heavy responsibility rests upon you. All your effort should go back into your people to raise them. They are not ready yet to claim and make effective use of political power.…

That is the gist of what I felt driven to say and from that we went on and spoke with the greatest frankness of the whole situation. I do not know if they felt the same sense of solemnity that I did because the subject was so heavy with dread.…

I now had to motor over three-quarters of a mile away to Lovedale, the most famous of all South African missionary institutions, a Presbyterian foundation begun in 1840. Here I again met Dr. Henderson, who took me up to the big hall, which can seat about 800 of the 1,000 pupils of all ages who fill Lovedale.

The next morning I was up early in order that I might call upon two native members of the staff before I transferred myself completely to Lovedale. First we went to see Professor Jabavu, perhaps the most famous living South African native. His father was famous, too, for the production of a South African newspaper, and both were educated at Lovedale.…

It was now time to leave Fort Hare and transfer myself entirely to Lovedale. Mr. Kerr took me. From the gate we went up a long avenue of trees into the untidy litter of buildings, built at many times and in many styles between 1840 and 1925, that make up Lovedale—solid stone with clock tower, modern technical block, cracked mud and tin dormitories like shabby stables and a warren of workshops. In this new country, the whole place positively smelt of tradition and was most attractive after the rather glaring newness of Fort Hare.

The Principal came out to meet us and took us in to morning tea. (Is it the Scots who have carried morning tea all over the world?) Dr. Henderson is a man of about fifty. He is reputed to be the wisest authority on the native question in Africa.… He shows you first the Scots lawyer, undemonstrative, silent, almost repressive. It is with surprise that you learn that he is highly strung, almost nervous. A deeply religious man, big of heart and brain, but physically not very strong.… The African problem has scored deep lines on his face, increasing the natural ruggedness and giving a sad expression. For he has not merely looked out upon affairs from Lovedale; he has gone out and joined in the wide struggle, writing, speaking, attending government committees, knocking on departmental doors, urged by moral indignation into activities that must be repugnant to him.…

 … Lovedale operates on a very large scale, accepting contracts for big buildings and carrying through the whole work, making all the doors and window-frames in their own shops. They built part of Fort Hare and have now a contract for a big governmental agricultural school. All this work, of course, is work only for African purposes. What they perform is a proof of the capacity of the native to do the skilled work. All the work I saw, carpentry, metal work, waggon-making, counts as skilled in this country and where the colour-bar works, which is almost everywhere, the native is automatically shut out from it.

Most striking is the printing shop where I saw an African in sole charge of a type-making machine just bought from America and costing nearly £2,000. In a huge shop natives were printing and binding books in seven languages with illustrations and music, with only two white men to supervise. They are all apprentices.…

In the afternoon, as I had asked Dr. Henderson to interpret the country to me, he decided to take me up the hill from which a wide view of the district can be seen.…

This country, the Ciskei, is the area where Bantu and European first met in serious contact, and where, after a long series of wars, they were settled down side by side in uneasy neighbourhood. Land that was barely adequate for the Africans in 1875 is ludicrously inadequate for more than double the population in 1929. A people used to extensive farming, to shifting their ground in order to rest the poor land (a sanitary precaution also) are now left congested and impoverished. They are ignorant of intensive farming, even if intensive farming on such poor land could support their numbers.

The view from a spur of our hill, as interpreted by Dr. Henderson, was a most striking chart of the situation in South Africa.…

You must imagine one of those enormous views, clear almost to the horizon, which seem peculiar to South Africa, the country lying like a map on three sides of us, low hills hummocking round the wriggling line made by the muddy little Tynnice river. The greater part of the valley alongside the river, and the best part, was cut into European farms, with their tree-girt homesteads, squares of verdant lucerne and yellow corn. The grazing land behind, fenced into squares to allow rotation of pasture, was spotted with mimosa scrub in just the right proportation to grip the slopes and give food in the drought. Higher up the slopes, or in other depressions away from the river, was the patchwork of native cultivation, above which were the villages, the round mud huts with conical thatched roofs and the square cattle kraals made of grey-green cactus or prickly pear. Even to a novice the distribution of land was preposterous. But some of the effects were also visible. The native pasture land was denuded of scrub, the grass eaten down to the roots and this had been followed by erosion which had left great wounds in the sides of the hills. Overstocking, exhaustion, denudation, erosion—this had been the sequence, and now a yellow weed, beautiful, harmful and apparently invincible, was creeping from the pasture on to the arable and gleaming like an evil halo upon the native lands. Nature had sketched out as vivid a chart of the unjust racial situation as if a man with bold strokes of coloured crayons had tried to illustrate it.

When the sun slipped down a little the picture became even more vivid, for the outcrop of little huts, whose soft grey thatching made them almost invisible from above, were now picked out in double fashion, for the light caught one half of their circle and made it shine and threw a dark shadow behind the other. All over the hills and slopes they began to appear.… Emphasizing the enormous size of the native population the land was bearing. I should not say “bearing”: it cannot do that. More than 60 per cent of the able-bodied men are always away in the mines and even so the people of the district are in a state of semi-starvation, strangled with debt and crowding the Lovedale hospital with evergrowing cases of malnutrition, scurvy and tuberculosis.…

I had some fear of a Lovedale Presbyterian Sunday. However it was all very pleasant. We had service, some 1,200 of us, in the open-air church, its aisles made of oak trees. The service was all in the native language, Xosa, except the sermon. I never saw a congregation listen to a sermon more attentively than those children. There were some very little girls in front of me who never took their eyes from the preacher, never fidgeted, although of course it was all in a foreign language, understood with difficulty. Moreover it was one of a series on the commandments and this being the eighth, the preacher was upholding the sacred rights of property, warning them against Communism. It is almost pathetic how the missionaries as pastors struggle to repress discontent with one hand while, as teachers, they give the African the fuel for this fire.

  [Perham watches a teacher training class and reflects on the problems of cultural imperialism.] Then the little ones arrived to be practised upon and were seated on little benches round a squat table. One student gave the lesson, the others stood in a circle. It was an English lesson and the girl told these mites the story of the fox and the crane. It was really rather painful to see the teacher and the children straining after the meaning and the accent. And the white teacher reinforced the impression. She said that far too much time had to be given to English. That it would be better if it were taught as a foreign language. As it was, nearly all their lessons were in English and they were bound to talk it all the week except Sundays. It was as though the lessons in an English school were in French. The loss in education was great, the strain and the time spent enormous. In her opinion all the white teachers ought to learn Xosa. It was all the sadder, she said, as the children were so teachable, so eager, and docile; they could accept all that we would give.

It is a difficult problem. The pure educationalist would say, and say indignantly, that education should be adapted to their needs, that language is custom, tradition, history, expression, most of all to a primitive people whose way of life is so different from ours that their thoughts are distorted in translation. Nor is it only that they teach them so much English
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