
Table of Contents

The Black Skull of Alkebulan

PREFACE

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

CHAPTER TWENTY

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

CHAPTER THIRTY

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO


THE BLACK SKULL OF

ALKEBULAN

Copyright 2026 Eusmir profiles Publishing

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a

retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any

means- electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording,

or otherwise- without the prior written permission of the

publisher except for brief quotations used in reviews or

scholarly works.

Published by Eusmir profiles Publishing

At Eusmirprofiles@gmail.com

Meet Chisala Chola

Dubbed IBRAHIM THE TEACHER 

To JEHOVAH GOD

'The only true God'

John. 17.3.

My thanks to:

My dear wife. Mirriam

THOMPSON. C. MISENGO

SYDNEY MWALE JR

NATASHA J. NAWALE,

EMMANUEL CHINTELELWE 

AND

ARSHEL SILUNGWE

Africans and all the Black people anywhere, as is the case with several other nations around the earth, can they ever develop without their past?

Indeed, Africa—and her progeny anywhere—has not only lost her past but also her identity and true character in her corrupted nature completely, being so for the lures of money and materialism.

Surely, can Africa be anything of value, even if she can’t even recall her maiden name—Alkebulan—her pride of being the mother of the first human kingdom on earth in Babel, and of being the first household of practical knowledge at the world’s first university in Alexandria, Egypt? And for being so in many other spheres of human endeavors; those that account for many,mathematics and Sundry Today? The same whose origin is undoubtedly in Africa?

Still, like a pressured eye, Africa has lost sight of her past in order for her to drive own destiny forward. Instead, she has opted to be guided by foreign norms and values of a people who have shirked God, true worship, and morality for self-aggrandizement.

Under such sorry conditions, Africa has become a celebrated example of being sold out in helplessness, dehumanized conditions, and a self-condemnation mindset, enough to serve as an example to all nations at large. The reason for which the possible solution in the Black Skull of Alkebulan story has to begin in Africa – in a collective, international effort – for global change. Hence, Black people and all the oppressed worldwide, must read Black Skull of Alkebulan – a three-part must-read book – a story about the results of existing as a counterfeit society and the possible final hope for complete emancipation from the insensate oppressive wiles of the dominant, malevolent capitalist.
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PREFACE
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Capitalism stands out as the greatest human invention in modern history. In whatever facet of life, one may view it, the concept ensues, compelling power and influence. No matter what you think, do, or say, capitalism still remains indisputable and, clearly, the unshakable aspect of life for all. It is an exceptional tool for those involved in the industry of fame, power, or wealth generation—be it singularly or severally.

However, on the flipside of this much-uploaded monetary theory – capitalism – runs a long trail of misery, pain, and agony; even bloodshed and death, underlined by conscious and well- calculated human subjugation, deceit, and plunder – along with the evil wiles of fraud, theft, and corrupt tendencies – including many illicit practices perpetuated by the theory’s originators and the subsequent prime movers of the world’s citadel of monetary theory – capitalism.

But what if it could conclusively be attested that the core operatives in capitalism – particularly those who have invested their all in it as their niche – are actually and decidedly devils in disguise; those whose pride leads them to consciously demean, distort, and abuse all those who exist outside their circuit of exclusive ‘free men’ agenda, as it were? Being so, more especially to those whose dignity they prefer to debase on nothing more than mere prejudice?

Moreover, wouldn’t such a self-conceited lot deserve a compelling corrective effort to redress their shallow, introverted tendencies for the betterment of their situation, as well as for the betterment of many others outside their evil monetary enclave? Wouldn’t this earth be turned into a much better world in the absence of the capitalists’ “I-me-and-myself” spirit espoused by many capital prime movers? In fact, can those at the center of capitalism be stalled in their tracks by their “me-money-power” conceited attributes and cruel acts of doom engraved in them; those which are spelled out in their evil pawnbroker schemes, allowing for a more plausible monetary regime based on level-headedness, as well as on fair play for all? Or must this be the capitalist’s most dreaded change to the capitalist’s iniquitous mood and enterprise, inherent in today’s capital-propelled world? Trust that this work will clearly serve to orient the world’s free thinkers to deduce the taunting experiences of the weak and helpless people under the burden of the policy of acquiring and controlling colonies for the amassment of wealth and power by the Westerners, as exemplified in the case of the British colony once called Northern Rhodesia, known for being among the most suppressed British colonies in history.

Therefore, parts one, two, and three under the title "BLACK SKULL OF ALKEBULAN" shall conclusively respond to these taunting moral questions without fail, dwelling on the story of those who survive forced submission to control by othersworldwide.

E.D.C
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PROLOGUE
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Monday, 11th August 1924

As the four-engine propelled airplane approached the airspace of Northern Rhodesia from the south of the country, a vista of trees, mountains, a view over one of the picturesque wonders of the world, the Victoria Falls and the ascending mist, loomed below the ascending plane.

The first sight that greeted the passengers from the airplane as it landed at the Livingstone airstrip was a looming column of smoke from the burning bush at a distance from the airstrip, around which the twittering birds were swarming and darting all over after the fleeing insects that flew away from the blaze below.

The small municipal town of Livingstone was then the capital of Northern Rhodesia, with a negligible population compared to any civilized city in the Western world.

“O, Good Lord!” exclaimed a fat-bellied man with a red face, throwing his hands wide in the air while holding a wide-brimmed brown hat in one hand as the passengers alighted from flight 1207. “What a sight our dear God has preserved for black cannibals!” he added as he took in the surroundings along with many other new arrivals who had applied to come to Northern Rhodesia from Britain as settlers. 

They had all come to venture into many forms of business undertakings needed to support the socio-economic British developments in that country, a British colony that had earlier started as a British protectorate under the British South African Company (BSAC) back in the late nineteenth century under a British Royal Charter.  

The fat white man behind his wife and their two sons who felt somewhat embarrassed by the outbursts of their family head, who had walked on with his head held high, shouting empty innuendos at nobody in particular were both embarrassed and down spirited .Later, some other passengers stood by to take pictures of the smoke column and the goings-on at the burning bush; the pictures were intended as memoirs of their first day in tropical Africa in Northern Rhodesia. Amid the strong smell from the fog of the burning bush, at a safe distance from the airstrip runway— which was made safe by a buffer of cleared bush around it—the group that had been busy taking pictures of the burning bush and the flying creatures that swarmed around it later joined the fat man and his family, who had stood by waiting for them while they took pictures, before they started off toward the airstrip lounge.

On their way, the fat man noticed the presence of black people watching from behind the airstrip’s wire fence. “Heavenly Lord,” the fat man stated in dismay as he pointed at the Black people outside the wire fence. “May we be protected from those dark jungle apes in the semblance of men over there!” He continued with undue sarcasm, gesturing at the Black onlookers outside the wire fence.Realizing that the other passengers were gazing at him with disdain and total disbelief at his unjustified prejudice directed at the innocent  black people.

He, instead of feeling shame, fortified himself by consolidating his uncalled-for behavior towards those of a different color than his.The fat man continued his taunts at nobody in particular, still pointing at a group of natives who stood behind the wire fence of the airstrip.But the natives had innocently waved at those who had alighted from the plane, and several of the new arrivals had cheerfully waved back at them, whereas the disrespectful fat man did not dare to. “White people come down from heaven, is that so, mother?” The clumsy looking child in dirty, tattered clothes asked, looking up at her mother’s face. “Look at their color, also their long hair!” “I guess so, my daughter! If not, where else can such ones come from? To tell the truth, we’re blessed to have such angelic-looking people among us, those who come to us flying in the air like birds.”

But the fat man continued vehemently:“Only God’s hand will protect us amid these black cannibals.Look! They even have the guts to point at me for being fat among you people! Believe me, I won’t last a night out here because I am considered to be their much-preferred meal among you all tonight!”  But,  Those with him burst out laughing, taking him for a joker.

Still,  As they approached the airstrip buildings, the fat man noticed the two black policemen on duty standing at attention on either side of the entrance to the inside wire fence of the airstrip buildings.“It’s the useful idiots, I presume,”the fat man announced, pointing at the two policemen.“Trust me, we’re out to experience a mismatch of labor compared to the civilized society back home.” “O, Perry!” his wife exclaimed and added, “Isn’t it too much loose talk from you?” Perry ignored her as he led the group of new arrivals that was approaching the two bare-footed Black policemen standing at attention. “Excuse me. I guess you’re Jennie, the village school teacher back home, not so?” Perry’s wife turned to look at the inquiring woman at her side. “Yes, Jennie is my name.” “I am Olivia.” “It’s nice to know you, Olivia.” “Same here. And the gentleman over there must be Perry Wallace, the renowned English supporter of the American Ku Klux Klan, right?” “Yes. That’s him, Jennie answered shamefacedly. “Bare-footed policemen on duty, right?” Perry Wallace asked to the amusement of many, while some were greatly unsettled by the man’s uncontrolled sarcasm towards Black people. “Alas! Come to think of those heavy helmets with a grey band around them, weighing down those two poor creatures in the heat of the sun over there! Look at those grey cotton shirts tucked into wide, starched, over-pressed khaki short trousers, under the heavy black belts with short batons and whistles hooked onto them. Not forgetting the padded legs with those grey and brown bands, without shoes, of course. " “Believe me, we’re out here watching a real social dilemma in action.”

The new arrivals had passed by the two policemen on duty, while Perry Wallace, the notorious racist, ambled over towards one of the two policemen on duty and started waving his hand in the face of a surprised black policeman, doing so as he stared at his surprised, foreign countenance. “Huh!” Wallace exclaimed loudly. “A living statue at His Majesty’s service, are you?” Wallace asked in a demeaning way as he started off to join his family, who had waited for him at a distance. After Wallace and his family were gone, the other policeman walked over to his colleague. “Why on earth did you not handcuff that abusive criminal, Komani?” “Do what, Sergeant Chivede? And where do you think I would take him after that, if the one-sided laws of the British in this country are meant to protect white people and their properties from people like us?” “That’s true, Komani. Since we’re all ‘useful idiots’ and ‘living statues at His Majesty’s service,’ just like that white bully said, we remain mindful of the fact that whites are a widely insulated race, as it were,” Chivede said, getting back to his position in a dejected mood.

Thus began the start and continuation of a gross racial and social divide among men in Northern Rhodesia. As was the case in the world at large, this development's main scheme and movement,' which had its roots in a money-driven social and political campaign, with money as a dynamic factor.
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CHAPTER ONE
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WHITE SHROUD MYSTIC

Agony is when one resigns to pressure, like in the bonds of slavery.

Wednesday, December 3, 1958.

At a quarter to eight, a young black man in white shorts and a white short-sleeved shirt, with white sandals without stockings, probably in his mid-twenties, pressed his thumb on the bell of the shiny oak door. For a while, he waited before ringing the doorbell for the second time.

At that selfsame time, dawn burst into a brand-new day, along with the bright, early morning rays that formed the long shadows of that part of the day; the sun’s thin line of light pierced through the branches of the pine trees that lined each side of a small, single-lane tarred road that led to the main house.

Rushing along was the cool breeze of early morning fresh air, common to early mornings of the day, that gently shook the pine leaves and the smaller branches of the pine trees, thereby making the day adaptable and pleasurable to many who were outdoors at the time.

The ringing doorbell had disturbed the master of the house, who still lay in bed reading Plutarch’s Parallel Lives of the Noble Greeks and Romans. However, the young man at the door was just about to ring the doorbell for the third time when the door suddenly swung wide open in his face.

Then, a gentle-looking, well-built man with a red moustache, wearing a white and dark brown patched morning gown with a yellow background, emerged at the widely opened door.

“Yes, my boy?”

Even if the man’s countenance had appeared disturbed, his voice was gentle. Although he wore no smile, the man looked to be a person of understanding and solid judgment to the young man. “What brings you here so early, my boy?” said the white man in a deep, low voice. “By the way, who are you, if I may ask?” “Good morning, Bwana Mukubwa! My name is Zinzi.” “And what business brings you here so early this morning, Zinzi?” “Yes, Bwana Mukubwa!” Zinzi fumbled into his post bag clumsily and added, “I have this letter to deliver to you, Bwana Mukubwa!” Zinzi explained, handing the letter over to the master of the house.“I see! Let’s have a look at it.” “Yes, Bwana Mukubwa! It’s from Bwana Swain, Bwana Mukubwa!" “From Bwana Swain, ha?” The white man wondered, receiving the letter.

“Yes, that is right, Bwana Mukubwa.”

“Thanks, Zinzi!”

“Thank you, Bwana Mukubwa!”

“Good morning! Greet the Bwana for me, will you?”

“Yes, Bwana Mukubwa, I will, Bwana Mukubwa!”

“Go well, my boy.”

“Yes, Bwana Mukubwa. Thank you, Bwana Mukubwa.”

Zinzi hurried to his bicycle, left propped against a pine, and in no time cycled away toward the sentry post.

As he rode, the stillness of the morning settled into his thoughts. He could not help but notice — as he often did — the quiet excess of the white intruders who lived upon the land as though care itself had been lifted from their lives. Even the chiefs in the villages, custodians of the soil and memory of the people, did not know such comfort. They remained benighted — not by poverty alone, but by the systematic stripping of knowledge, agency, and the means to act. They watched, largely powerless, unsure even of what resistance should look like. It was condition carefully designed for them.

Yet Zinzi held onto a guarded hope. Perhaps the letter from Bwana Swain might serve as a moral lever, a subtle driver of change. Perhaps the design it carried — the quiet machinery of the black skull of Alkebulan (BSA) — would compel Swain to follow through, as had been intended in other towns across the country.

The master of the house lingered in the doorway, watching the young man disappear down the road until he became first a shadow, then nothing at all.

Unnoticed at first, his wife had slipped to his side; her small hand found his, and they stood together in silence.

The mustached man sensed her before he turned. He caught her presence on the air — that distinct sweetness of her perfume — and felt her hand upon his shoulder. She was clad in a blue- and-white checked apron over a light brown corduroy skirt and a yellow T-shirt; atop her head, a white chef’s hat; on her feet, blue-striped espadrilles. Her deep green eyes held an enquiring look.

“Is he the reason why you’re up so early, Richard?” she asked, meaning the young messenger.

“No, not really, Belle — it’s this letter, not him,” he answered thoughtfully.

“I see. Getting back to bed, Mister Torrytop?” she teased.

“No, Nina. I’ll try the study for now.” “Very well. I’ll be in the kitchen. Mind having your breakfast in the study?” “No, Belle. I don’t mind.” She called over her shoulder, cheerful as sunlight. “I will be up soon, luv.” “Yes, my Belle.” She stopped once more on the threshold.

“Excuse me, Richie. Can I please take a look at that letter?”

“Of course, Belle. You surely can.” He handed it to her “Richard Ralph Torrytop,” Nina read aloud from the envelope and smiled; then she handed it back. He nodded and moved toward the study while she went to prepare breakfast.

Some moments later, Nina took her breakfast alone in the kitchen, having first served Torrytop in the study, as they had agreed.  

Just before ten o’clock, after the washing boy had finished hanging the clothes on the line, he went to feed the dogs in the kennels behind the big white house — set on the north side of the flower garden, east of the swimming pool. On the southern side of the pool loomed a large fig tree a few yards away.

As was their custom, Torrytop and Nina went to the flower garden for their mid-morning tea at ten.

“Nyanzila!” Nina called. The gardener, busy cleaning the pool, looked up.

“Yes, Madam!” he answered, hurrying to her side.

“Yes, Madam. Did you call for me?” he asked respectfully.

“Nyanzila, can you please ask Kwanda to supply the kitchen with fresh vegetables for the salads needed for the sandwiches? Also, tell Erika to bring the newspapers along with the ten o’clock tea.”

“Yes, Madam! Right away, Madam!” Nyanzila set off at once, crossing the flower hedge toward the vegetable garden on the northern side, where Kwanda tended the beds.

At that selfsame moment, the ten o’clock siren sounded from the Broken Hill mine plant.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Broken hill was a small mining town whose activities were, mainly, centered on the mining of Zinc, Lead and Vanadium. The town was like the Metropolitan of the central province of Northern Rhodesia.

It's small Central Business District, CBD, had a small population whereas the Copperbelt region north of it was a vibrant industrial hub, rich in copper and several other minerals, like gold and emerald.

Broken hill town was dominantly designed for white settlers and businesses only. The one and two storied structures were set on either side of the main duo carriage transit road that led to the roundabout at the eastern end of the town. The other road located about a hundred yards or so, was on the southern side of the duo carriage way, it also had ended at the roundabout, east of town. The two roads were joined into the north bound great north road, the road that led to both, the copper-belt and Tanganyika via the northern province of the country.

At the western end of town was a road that led to the rail station further south of town, the road that was at some one hundred yards from the railway line. The said road had connected the duo carriage way at the northern end and the other road on the southern end of the town. 

At the centre of the two main roads was a spacious tarred space that divided the European shopping centre on the eastern side and the Indian run shops on the western side.

The other notable places in town were the elephants head hotel, the magistrate court and the neem tree primary school all located on the southern side of the eastern bound road that run parallel with the main duo carriage way on the northern side of the town centre.

To white settlers, broken hill was merely an ideal place for them to live, but, to natives, the place was beyond their imagination, both in value and design, as town life was, to them like living in the heaven of heavens.

Yet, in comparison to the feverishly active cosmopolitan streets of London, the sweltering streets of New York, or the hilly setting pomp and coolness of Pennsylvania, the mining town of Northern Rhodesia looked like a Texas farm ranch, both in design and value.

Clearly, one could readily see the disadvantages of foreign owned run structures of broken hill , when  compared to modest, but locally owned, more valuable structures like the Kiev Palace and the historic Livadia Palace, both found in Ukraine; The standard to which all the oppressed colonies could have easily attend without the colonial distractions.

Further, consider the impressive Madrid Royal Palace with its formal stretch of gardens that run from the front of the Palace right up to the River Bellow, the Royal hunting lodge found in a regional park.

Then, consider the La Granja De San Lidefonso, a sumptuous ancient palace situated some fifty miles north of Spain, and ends up with the massive Monastery comprising of a library, mausoleum and the king’s palace complex - a location where many important collections of ancient manuscripts like the Holy Bible in Spain are kept - all belt on spoils and plunder from the western run colonies in the unexplainable devil’s crusade that begun by  Spain’s queen Isabella and her heartless husband, Ferdinand II of Argon through Christopher Columbus in the Caribbean and through the other forms of the money hungry crusades obtained through the conquistadors of Spain that followed, the same that does not only advance the westerners show off of impressive achievements attained through utter cruelty and shire heartlessness, but, through their way of the unequaled manner of the accumulation of the dirty, oppressive western capital, as well.

Included are, the other monumental places of Madrid such as the Plaza Mayor, a place at which the so-called religious heretics were hung or set ablaze on fire; that which, also served as a market place for public events - such as coronations and bull- fights.

Added to these momentous structures, are places like the Prado Museum; a place at which depictions of vivid panorama at Plaza Mayor in a huge Auto-da-Fe of the public trials of heretics of the sixteen eighties Madrid, the municipal museum, the Puerta de Alcala, the fountain of Cybele and many such mind boggling famous capital monuments of Spain that entail of how much Europe had earned on the backs of the weak and defenseless people in order for them to satisfy the western wealth’s wildest dreams in their communal and personal aggrandizement, that being so, with Spain as a pioneer nation in the colonial industry.

Still turning to the other monumental excesses of Europe – those of Spain in particular - we continue with structures like the Terranean coast of Spain; a place where the concrete jungle art- works are on display, all betraying the insatiable, taunting and compelling self-centeredness in man and the limitless quest for wealth and abuse of power, driven by shire greed than by need.

Such cruel undertakings speak to the fact on why colonialists have no minds to respect others on social, economic or racial grounds, as it were.

Such costly structures, including many other high value developments of Spain must have been the outcomes of colonial exploitation and plunder by the Spanish Monarch, who had put in gear the first colonial agenda in modern day Europe by sponsoring Christopher Columbus, the man who had discovered the Red Indians; the natives of the Caribbean, the discovery which had expanded across the gold rich South America.

If not, then, such massive developments in Spain should have come from the extractive mineral recourses found in Spain such as: Gold, Silver, Lead and Copper. The minerals which had initially empowered the Spanish Monarch for them to be able to sponsor Christopher Columbus and his fellow conquistadors onto the mad exploration crusade to the unknown for material gain.

Going by the said evidence, it stands out clear that Northern Rhodesia, a country that boasted of much more mineral resources when compared to those of Spain, could be better placed for similar or higher achievement economically than Spain, had it not been for the difference between colonialists of Spain and colonialised Northern Rho3ltastingh it not been for the British suppression of such similar developments in Northern Rhodesia, be it in human, technical and cultural spheres that had stalled under the unjustified goings on under the British in Northern Rhodesia and elsewhere, equal advantages to the natives of Northern Rhodesia as well as of those oppressed by the western imperialists the world over could have availed similar developments like in the west to all.

Obviously, the only difference between the west and the exploited world is not on the scale of probabilities rather than of mindset. Mindset in what sense? as is vouched for in the experiences of the black workers in Northern Rhodesia and other colonised nations.

However, all those impressive artifacts in Spain and elsewhere in the west belie the two dominant social, economic factors intrinsic in human life; namely, the power of greed in man and the power in the usage of the self-centred western capital, reasons for which people of other races shall remain forever challenged under the oppressive tendencies of the introvert minded capitalists in the west, a people whose main interests in those outside the white race - all people of colour and Black people in particular - remain nothing but, steppingstones for their pecuniary interests.

Therefore, a mammoth task facing humanity such may be, but transformative agenda becomes a must support human ambition, be it, singularly and, or severally being so, in order to terminally work for the colonial capitalism’s crucial end.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Two days after Zinzi had delivered the letter at the big white house, the two workers at Torrytop's six-acre residence were on their way to the mansion from their workplace at the lawn grounds, as it was their day to fetch the mid-morning cocoa drink for their group of workers.

One of the two workers, all dressed in blue overalls with blue helmets and black boots, was carrying a milk churn, while the other one was carrying some folded plastic placed in a large carton box, big enough to carry a sufficient number of brown buns, locally called utumpompo, for their group.

The pine-lined tarred road to the main house from the sentry post had silver wattles planted between the pine trees on both sides of the road.

A few yards away from each side of the eastbound road to the big white house were half-acre lawn grounds in width, which had started from the wire fence on the western side and ended near the woods on the eastern side, while the lawn grounds stretched to over two acres in length on each side. Across the lawn grounds spanned wide stretches of colorful flowers strategically located on the freshly mowed grass, and a good number of sprinklers were watering the dark green lawn around the colorful flowers.

At that time, the garden workers were still busy with their various tasks.

Seemingly wild birds could be seen in their various forms and colors, and they were heard as they sang in
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