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In the name of the Same Root is a choral and poetic novel — a journey through both the intimate and collective soul of Cameroon. Told in 25 chapters, it depicts the country as one wounded yet vibrant family, like a tree with opposing branches but roots that intertwine beneath the same red earth.

From the dry North to the lush green Hills, from Yabassi to Maroua, from the schoolyard to the circle of elders, from forbidden love to shared prayers — each chapter is a vein of the land, a story of closeness and distance, of clash and tenderness. The novel follows characters with diverse identities who search, confront, love, lose — and ultimately realize that what binds them runs deeper than what divides them.

It is a work about unity in diversity. A narrative song against tribalism, against invisible walls and inherited silences.

It is also a love letter to a patient, dreamed Cameroon — one that finally begins to listen to itself.

Mbida Mbida Camille weaves pages where every word is a seed : of peace, of memory, of promise.
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I write this novel as one plants a tree at the heart of the village — where everyone can come and sit beneath the shade of shared leaves.

Because Cameroon, our land, is a forest of peoples.

A forest that speaks, sings, laughs, and weeps in thousands of tones.

More than 250 ethnic groups, yes.

But how many open wounds?

How many averted gazes, unspoken grudges, rough silences in family gatherings, in mixed marriages, in schools where names become walls?

This book is neither a political speech nor a naive utopia.

It is a gentle cry, a voice lent to those who’ve never had one.

It is the story of women and men, of villages and cities, of traditions and modernities that collide and embrace.

I chose to tell, through the intertwined destinies of characters from different backgrounds, what it truly means to live together in a country where diversity is both a gift and a test.

Because saying “peace” is not enough — it must be tilled, sown, and watered with daily effort.

Cameroon is often called “Africa in miniature.”

Perhaps it is also a laboratory — a place where we might glimpse what a reconciled Africa could become.

An Africa where being Bamiléké, Haoussa, Bassa, Bakweri, Maka, Gbaya, Bamoun, Kotoko, Béti, Toupouri — and every other identity — is not just a label, but a color in the same flag, handwoven together.

So I invite you, reader, to listen to the voices in this novel.

Maybe you will recognize your neighbor in them.

Maybe your enemy.

Maybe yourself.

Because before words, we all share the same root.
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Chapter 1: Roots Don’t Lie
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He didn’t really know where he came from,

But he knew where it hurt.

Sitting by the Mefou River, feet bare and brushed by the warm current, Eliott gazed up at the sky with a distant look. That day, his heart felt heavy — too heavy for his twenty-three years. He was born in Douala, but his roots sank into many soils: a Bulu father from Sangmélima, a Bamiléké mother from Bafang, and a Muslim godfather from the North who had taught him to say “Assalamu alaikum” before he ever learned how to pray.


—  “You’re a mix, a good mix, Eliott,” his mother used to say proudly.


But in the school corridors, it wasn’t always seen as a gift.

They called him “neither this nor that.”

His classmates looked at him like a poorly disguised chameleon — too light-skinned to be from the Center, too quiet to be from the West.

People expected him to choose: his name, his language, his loyalty.

As if the nation itself rejected bridges.

One day, a geography teacher — an old man from Garoua — told him:


—  “Boy, you can’t have one foot in two rivers. You have to choose where you swim.”


Eliott had smiled and replied:


—  “But sir, I live in the rain.”



He remembered that day like one remembers a first kiss: with warmth and confusion.

In his grandmother’s village, in Ngoulemakong, there was a great tree beneath which elders were buried. People said that’s where the spirits rested, that the roots of that tree touched all the others — stretching to the North, to the Sanaga, to the Adamawa.

That tree had witnessed debates, weddings, funerals, and songs.

It was there that Eliott first heard the story of “the child with three names.”

A child born of a Kotoko father and a Bassa mother. The child spoke neither language — he only laughed.

And the village chief had said:


—  “His laughter is the language of the future.”



Eliott had grown up with that tale. He didn’t know if he believed in it.

But he wanted to be that child.

He wanted his laughter to pass through the walls between clans, between regions, between gazes.

One day, he left for the University of Ngaoundéré.

It was far — very far.

He knew no one.

They called him “the guy from Douala.”

They laughed at his accent. He laughed too.

Until one evening, a Fulani student asked him:


—  “Do you know why people listen to you, Eliott?”

—  “No, why?”

—  “Because you don’t speak for your tribe. You speak for all of us.”



That was the first time he understood what it meant: to be Cameroonian was to speak in the name of the same root, even when your branch leans elsewhere.

There was also love.

Her name was Talitha.

An Anglophone from Bamenda.

Her laugh sounded like a drum echoing on a mountain.

She danced with words, mixing pidgin and French like it was cooking.


—  “You dey love me, abi?”

—  “I think I do,” he would reply.



But one day, in their neighborhood, two men approached them.

One said to Talitha:


—  “Sister, what are you doing with a Francophone? You know we’re not the same.”


The other said to Eliott:


—  “You’re betraying your race, brother.”



Talitha squeezed his hand tighter.

They didn’t answer.

They kept walking.

But that day, a seed of doubt was planted.

Years later, when Eliott returned to the Mefou River,

He had filled an entire notebook — with dialogues, proverbs, insults, poems.

He called that notebook “The Root.”

In it, he had written:

“If the earth is a puzzle, then every people is a piece. You can’t make sense alone. You need the other to find meaning.”

The sun was setting.

He brushed the water with his fingertips.

And he whispered:


—  “I’m not a half. I am a link.”
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Chapter 2: Where the Earth Begins
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The village of Bissiga didn’t appear on any school map.

Not even a blurry dot at the end of a dusty line.

And yet, that’s where everything began.

Before school. Before cities. Before official languages.

It was red earth — rough, fertile ground — where children learned to speak by listening to the birds and the grandmothers.

In this village lived Na Wamba, a woman said to be older than war, stronger than famine.

People consulted her the way one consults the rain: with respect — sometimes with fear.

Na Wamba didn’t speak often,

But when she did, it was as if the earth itself parted to listen.

One morning, she told her grandchildren:

➢ “The earth has no tribe. It welcomes you all. You’re the ones who build fences.”

She then planted a seed in the middle of the courtyard.

An avocado tree.

And she said:

➢ “Whoever tries to carve their name into it will go hungry.

But the one who waters it, even in silence, will find shade.”

It was in Bissiga that Eliott came one day, in search of answers.

He had become a journalist.

Not the kind who chased political scandals —

But one who hunted stories, voices, and the old wounds hidden beneath the garments of progress.

He was there to report on forgotten chiefdoms.

But the moment he saw Na Wamba,

He knew this journey would become something else.

She looked at him.

She asked no questions.

She handed him a calabash of water, and said:

➢ “You seek understanding. Drink first.”

He spent three days in the village.

Three days without network.

Three days listening to elders speak in Naki — a language he couldn’t understand, but that soothed his heart.

A young boy from the village, Zéna, followed him everywhere.

He said very little, except for one question:

➢ “Uncle, where do you come from?”

Eliott would answer:

➢ “I come from Cameroon.”

But Zéna would insist:

➢ “No, no... where in Cameroon do you come from?”

And that’s when Eliott felt the dizziness.

Where did he really come from?

Was it where his father had grown up?

Where his mother had given birth?

Where he had laughed for the first time?

Or where he had cried without shame?

On the evening of the third day, Na Wamba sat by the fire.

She invited Eliott to listen to the drums.

The youth danced.

The women sang a wordless melody — a song a hundred generations old.

And in that night of dust and flame, Na Wamba declared:

➢ “You young people search for the nation on your maps.

We carried it in our songs.

Before there were lines, there were links.

Before words, there were footsteps.”

Then she added:

➢ “The one who understands the earth does not wage war.

The one who listens to silence needs no banner.”

The next morning, Eliott left.

But he was no longer the same.

In his notebook, he had written:

“A nation is not a border. It is a fire around which we gather, even when we don’t speak the same language.”

And beneath that line, he added:

“Bissiga is more real than Yaoundé.”

On the road back, a bus driver called out to him:

➢ “Hey brother, what’s your tribe?”

Eliott smiled.

➢ “Me? I’m from the earth.”
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