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To the people of Cameroon—
to those who walk the long roads with courage,
who keep faith through dust and rain,
who sing, dream, and endure beneath the same stars.
To the elders who guard memory,
to the youth who carry tomorrow in their eyes,
to the women and men whose quiet strength shapes this land.
May these pages honor your voices,
your struggles and your joys,
and may the stars above remind us
that hope, like light, never truly fades.
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Prologue

[image: ]


Beneath the Stars of Cameroon
Night falls gently upon the red earth. The wind rises, carrying with it the mingled scents of burning wood, damp soil, and wildflowers. In the silence—barely disturbed by the song of crickets and the distant call of a tom-tom—the sky opens like a vast, star-strewn page. These are the stars, contemplated a thousand times over, that watch over us—silent witnesses to the joys and sorrows of this land.

Cameroon is a mosaic. Here, every face tells a story, every road leads to a mystery, every village is a living memory. The cities rumble like impatient drums, the villages murmur like ancient prayers, and nature itself—vast and untamed—breathes to the rhythm of the seasons.

To write this book is to walk barefoot on dusty roads and feel the warmth of hearth fires. It is to listen closely to market chatter, to the confidences of elders, to children’s bursts of laughter. It is to accept the contradictions of this land: rutted roads and boundless dreams, enduring pain and consoling beauty.

I am neither a guide nor a mere observer. I am a son of this many-faced Cameroon, and this notebook is my offering. Between poetry and narrative, between memory and the present, I wish to share with you the song of a country with a thousand faces.

So follow me. Beneath the stars of Cameroon, the journey begins.
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Part One – The Faces of the Cities
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Chapter One – Douala: The Fever of Roads and Port
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Douala is a city that never sleeps. It breathes, pants, roars—like a vast body coursed by electric pulses. From the first light of morning, as the mist slowly lifts from the Wouri, car horns rise with the sun. They compose a discordant symphony—anger, impatience, vitality entwined. Here, the road is a stage where every driver performs for survival, where every pedestrian attempts to cross without being swallowed by the tumult.

I arrive in Douala with the feeling of stepping into an anthill. Thousands of beings cross paths, jostle one another, each carrying a burden, a dream, or a fear. Doughnut sellers set up their steaming pots at street corners, perfuming the air with hot oil and brown sugar. Motorcycle taxis—called bendskins—slalom like wild arrows between cars, dodging potholes, brushing past passersby, unsettling minds. The sweat of men and women mingles with the heavy humidity, and every breath seems laden with fresh exertion.

Douala is chaos and life, pain and vitality. One senses the exhaustion of workers crushed by days that stretch too long, but also the astonishing strength of those who, despite everything, begin again each morning. For in this city, everyone struggles, everyone hopes. Each seeks a share of light—however small—in a sky crisscrossed by electric wires tangled like a spider’s web.

The central market is a beating heart. Everything can be found there: fish still quivering from the Wouri, cassava piled into white mountains, golden mangoes, pungent peppers, brightly patterned fabrics recalling village dances. The cries of traders compete with customers’ calls, and every negotiation is a poem—sometimes a battle. Here, the CFA franc changes hands as swiftly as dust lifted by the wind. Yet behind the haggling lies a simple truth: daily survival.

Douala is also a city of contrasts. Behind glass towers housing banks and companies stretch entire neighborhoods of muddy roads, fragile wooden houses, and gutters overflowing with stagnant water. These quarters are open wounds, yet also spaces of unsuspected solidarity. In narrow alleys, children play football with worn plastic balls. Neighbors share what little they have—a meal, a laugh, a jerrycan of water. Poverty does not erase dignity, and hope finds shelter even in the smoke of wood fires.

The port of Douala is another kind of breath. Colossal and clamorous, it opens Cameroon to the world and contains within it the dreams of thousands of workers. Massive cargo ships dock each day, unloading containers and goods from afar—rice, cars, clothing, machines. But the port is also a place of frustration: endless delays, suffocating paperwork, corruption seeping in like a fine drizzle through every procedure. And yet, within this bureaucratic furnace, men and women persist, negotiate, survive, building their lives between docks and warehouses.

Douala bears visible wounds: interminable traffic jams, cratered roads, power cuts, wastewater invading homes with every rainfall. But Douala also has flashes of beauty. In the evening, when the sun sinks behind the river, the city pauses for a moment. The waters of the Wouri reflect the gold and fire of sunset, and fishermen’s silhouettes stand out like ancestral shadows. This suspended moment erases fatigue and anger for a few minutes, reminding us that even in turmoil, there is room for poetry.

Douala is also the cradle of urban melodies. Here resounds makossa—the rhythm born on the river’s banks, now the voice of Cameroon itself. Bars in Bonapriso, maquis in New Bell, and popular cabarets welcome musicians and dancers. At night, when streetlights hesitate to shine, electric guitars and drums take over. The city dances to forget its pain. It sings to ward off its lacks. It intoxicates itself with music because it knows that joy is a weapon against the oppression of daily life.

In Douala, one learns to run. Not only to catch a taxi or avoid an accident. One runs to survive, to exist. Life is fast, brutal, demanding. And yet, in this whirlwind, there is an energy that commands admiration. Every street vendor, every late student, every mechanic crouched by the roadside is a story of courage. Faces here carry fatigue, but also a stubborn glimmer—the conviction that tomorrow might be different.

And then there is the river. The Wouri—immense, patient—cutting through the city like a nourishing vein. It sees everything; it carries everything away: fishermen’s sweat, the city’s waste, the silent prayers of women washing clothes along its banks. The bridge that spans it is a symbol in itself—an obligatory passage for thousands of motorists, the site of legendary traffic jams, but also a promise of movement, of connection, of continuity.

Douala appears to me as a metaphor for Cameroon itself—a country that runs, stumbles, rises again, invents paths even where none exist. A land of contradictions: exhausting yet fascinating, harsh yet generous, chaotic yet alive.

When night returns and the first stars appear above the city, another face of Douala emerges. In working-class neighborhoods, children sit in front of their homes, listening to elders tell stories. In bars, glasses clink and music swells. In the streets, lovers walk hand in hand, indifferent to the din. The city, worn out by the day, recovers a discreet tenderness. Beneath the stars, even Douala finds calm—if only for a few hours.

And I gaze at this immense sky, studded with promises. I think of the thousands of faces encountered in the streets, of gestures of survival, of impulses of solidarity. Douala is a fever, but also a flame. It burns—sometimes too fiercely—but it illuminates. And in its trembling light, I already read the story of Cameroon as a whole: a story of endurance, contradiction, and hope.
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Chapter Two – Yaoundé, the Hill of a Thousand Murmurs
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Yaoundé stretches across seven hills, like a prayer laid between sky and earth. It is sometimes called the city of hills, and the name is well deserved: wherever the eye rests, there is a slope, a rise, an ascent, a reminder that this city breathes vertically. Unlike Douala, which vibrates like a horizontal furnace, Yaoundé seems to lift itself toward the unseen, striving to touch the clouds.

At dawn, mist wraps the city in its embrace. It drifts gently down the hills, covers tin roofs, slips into paved or dusty streets. In this milky light, Yaoundé awakens slowly, like an old man stretching his limbs. Roosters crow in working-class neighborhoods, yellow taxis reclaim the roads, and the murmur of markets begins to swell—soft at first, then increasingly insistent.

Yaoundé is the seat of power. Here stand the nation’s great institutions: the Unity Palace, the Presidency, ministries with imposing façades. Men in suits move between air-conditioned offices, bearing decisions that quietly shape the fate of millions of Cameroonians. The city carries this heavy burden—being the political heart of a country with a thousand voices. In its arteries, one can feel the slowness of administrative procedures, the enforced patience of those waiting for a stamp, a signature, an opportunity.

Yet Yaoundé cannot be reduced to its offices and institutional hills. It is also a mosaic of neighborhoods where life pulses differently—Melen, Mvog-Ada, Briqueterie, Etoudi, Nsam—names that resonate like urban poems. In these quarters, the city shows
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