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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. While some characters are inspired by historical figures, the events, dialogues, and settings are imaginary. Any resemblance to actual events or conversations is coincidental or creative interpretation.
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To the most affectionate and timeless legacy of all Afrikan ancestors, and everyone interested in Afrikan leadership, culture, and development
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Foreword
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It is with a profound sense of purpose that I add my voice to Matters Arising from Mboòla’: An Ancestral Dialogue on African Leadership, Culture, and Hope for the Future by Kijika Billa. In my journey as a journalist and social entrepreneur, from the heart of Cameroon to the world, my work with the Pan-African Daily TV has been dedicated to a singular, timeless vision: to champion a United Africa, driven by her own citizens, and to foster a global community of Africans who are conscious of their history, culture, spirituality, and identity. Such a vision is very timely in a society where cultural erosion and self-alienation is very common.

This book is a powerful and timely contribution to this vision. It is a daring and brilliant Ancestral Dialogue between great African ancestors who have left a mark and legacy that can move the continent forward. Through the ancestral conversations of towering figures like Fonlon, Sankara, Nkrumah, Wangari, Nyerere, and Mandela, among others, Billa confronts the persistent question: “What went wrong?”, a timeless question that has refused to die.

The book equally tackles the hard truths of failed leadership, poor educational systems, self-alienation, cultural erasure, and betrayal, just to mention but a few, coupled with the lingering chains of a “liberation unfinished” that still bind our minds.

The genius of this book lies in its ability to balance a deep sorrow over what has been lost with an unwavering, resounding hope for what is to come. This hope is embodied in the great Kiongozi, a genuine leader who works for his people and the great continent. It is a call to action—a Divine Manifesto that asserts that the power to reshape our continent lies within a nostalgic return to our indigenous traditions, a reclamation of our sovereignty, and a radical break from external dependencies, because “food cooked in a borrowed pot does not kill hunger,” he asserts. 

As our ancestors remind us, the true path to unity is not merely political but is forged in the bonds of shared endeavour and the dignity of a people who see each other not as rivals, but as indispensable partners, not as competitors but as complements; different parts of one body. 

For me, Pan-Africanism is a living philosophy, not a historical relic. It is the practice of Ubuntu—the belief in the oneness of our collective humanity, I am because we are, and because we are, I am. Matters Arising from Mboòla’ is a testament to this philosophy, reminding us that the past is not a ghost but a guide. It is a covenant between the living and the ancestors, urging us to become the “beautyful ones” who will rise to the challenge of leadership and build the Africa we want.

This book is therefore a must-read for anyone who dreams of an integrated, prosperous, and peaceful Africa. It is a work that will undoubtedly serve as a catalyst for a silent reawakening, fuelling nationalism, and advancing our collective aspirations. It is not just a book; it is a powerful call to remember, to reclaim, and to reimagine our future.

Dr. Susan Tatah,

Founder of the Pan-African Daily TV (PADTV)

https://youtube.com/c/PanAfricanDailyTV/ 

Also found on other social media platforms.
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Chapter One: The Dusky Dawn
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They  had come again! The great Afrikan ancestors, long gone from the world of the living. They were summoned by one question whispered by a secret voice, “What went wrong?” This was a timeless question that refused to die!

This realm was not a place of placid peace, but a vibrant, vivacious vastness. A place where brown grounds met midnight mounds, and skies of deep dyes dances with ancestral cries. The collective memory and enduring spirit of Afrika manifested here as tangible things, such as: baobab trees with barks like elephant hide, signifying durability, and air sweet with the scent of wild jasmine, as sweet as the fresh palm wine from Kibó’ tapped by Tàá Tavmfu’ veWvəmé—the spokesman, and bitter kola, among others. 

Here, a different dimension, a unique kind of motion. Time’s flow was like the river Kidzəmèn—sometimes a serene scene—kisəsə, a sunlit gleam, other times a thunder’s rumble, a stormy stumble, mirroring the currents of wonder for a world that would always wander. Every birth’s mirth, death’s despair, triumph’s sound, and betrayal’s bound, all creating new surges in these cosmic waters.

On this particular cycle, a deep grief grew, a profound pain, like a salty rain and a tearful stain. It dampened the rhythmic pulse of the cosmic baobab trees whose twisted roots looked like elders refusing to straighten before a corrupt Fon. So entangled were they that even truth itself must beg permission to untangle them. They reached through dimensions into the very heart of the continent, and clung like bitter dew to the shimmering Ndop plains where ancestors’ wisp still ran. The scent of wild jasmine, which normally perfumed the air, was replaced by the choking sting of burnt embers and the metallic tang of a continent’s pain, a sorrowful strain. 

It was the grief of a parent, a heart so heavy, watching a child’s step so unsteady. It was the farmer’s plight, a mournful sight, seeing a field fail in the sun’s cruel light. It was sorrow’s song, a lament long, a chorus of woe for a soil brought low. A land exhausted, a dream so lost, a cost for centuries of strife. The bright flags of independence had been sown with hope, but the seeds had not yet brought forth true freedom.

Fonlon, ever the keen observer of Afrikan folly and resilience, ran a spectral hand over his brow, the action a muscle memory of a life spent worrying over the struggle of his people. “We of the Afrikan race...” he sighed, his voice a low thrum that vibrated with a scholar’s weary wisdom, and a sound that carried the weight of a thousand meticulously penned essays and unfulfilled hopes. He did not weep, for his was a sorrow too vast for tears; instead, he carried it in the slump of his shoulders and the faraway look in his eyes. “We of the Afrikan race cannot remind ourselves too often of what we have gone through and of the condition in which we find ourselves today consequent on centuries of tribulation.”

“For so many years now...” he continued, his voice a blend of nostalgia and lament. “So many years since the flags were raised in proud celebration, since the anthems swelled like a tidal wave of hope, since the promises of dawn were whispered like secrets across the vast expanse of the continent.” He paused, his eyes scanning the room, and meeting the gaze of each of his fellow Mboòla’ dwellers, with an intensity that seemed to pierce through them. “Yet, Afrika still finds herself trapped at the bottom of the pit, clinging to the lowest rung of human achievement; she is struggling to rise out of the deepest depths, á virom!” His words lingered in the air, heavy with the weight of unrealised dreams and persistent struggles.

He had meticulously penned essays and articles emphasising the necessity for Afrika to rebuild its cultural framework upon the rich arras of its indigenous traditions. This should be done, he argued, with a careful balance, avoiding the imperialist arrogance that often tainted external influences, yet also steering clear of blindly glorifying every element of Afrikan heritage. His scholarly guise observed, with a measured detachment, as the vibrant, ever-evolving world wrestled with this complex and formidable challenge.

Achebe, his spectacles perched low on his nose even in this realm, did not look at the projections of the bustling, chaotic Afrikan city, but rather at his hands. He rubbed the knuckles of one hand with the thumb of the other, a small, anxious gesture that spoke of a thousand untold stories and the pain of a writer who sees things falling apart, clearly indicating that the centre can no longer hold, the narrative straying so far from its intended path. “The trouble...” he began, his voice slow and heavy with the weight of a truth he had articulated so many years ago. It wasn’t an accusation, but a lament, a sigh of profound disappointment in a broken promise.

“The trouble with Afrika is simply and squarely a failure of leadership. There is nothing basically wrong with the Afrikan character. There is nothing wrong with the Afrikan land or climate or water or air or anything else. The Afrikan problem is the unwillingness or inability of her leaders to rise to the responsibility, to the challenge of personal example which are the hallmarks of true leadership.”

“And yet,” he proceeded, his voice carrying the weight of a thousand stories, “The drums beat, the flutes sing and the spectators hold their breath.” 

With shé’ toŋe—such grim laughter, he went on, “the Unoka-syndrome is rife; Okonkwo’s father, who was lazy, improvident, and was quite incapable of thinking about tomorrow.” Supporting his jaw with his right hand he said, “The beauty we sought, the uprightness we championed... sometimes, one wonders if ‘The Beautyful Ones Are Not Yet Born’ at all.”

“Perhaps, the ‘beautyful ones’ are stuck in traffic, Achebe,” Nwapa said jokingly. The brief moment of laughter which ensued after this reaction lessened the thick air that surrounded them.

Fanon, who had paced restlessly, with the eerie flames of his revolutionary fire burning hotter with each step now lightened his face. “It is not even merely a question of beauty, Achebe, but of liberation unfinished,” he declared, his voice loud and clear. 

“The chains, though invisible, still bind. The minds, though free to dream, are still colonised. We fought for true sovereignty, for dignity, for the right to define ourselves. And what do we see? A continent still plundered, its children still yearning for a voice, its leaders often... compromised.” His voice held a raw edge of disappointment, a familiar ache in the ancestral heart that still yearned for a continent to be truly free.

Nkrumah, with his presence radiating the unwavering conviction of a true visionary, stood by a glistening map of Afrika, his hand tracing the borders he had once dreamed of erasing. “Unity,” he intoned, his voice a lament. “We cried for unity. We knew it was the only bulwark against the forces that would keep us fragmented, weak.” He had dedicated himself to the political unification of Afrikan states as the securest safeguard of our hard-won freedom. 

He had traced the “great scramble for Afrika” to European capitalism, which he saw as the ultimate cause of exploitation and the arbitrary parcelling-out of the continent. “But the seeds of division, sown by those who feared our strength, have blossomed into a bitter harvest,” he continued, a deep sadness in his tone. He believed that the imperialists’ strength lay in Afrika’s disunity, and that a lack of political union would leave newly independent states vulnerable to being “picked off and destroyed... one by one.”

As Sankara was about to say something, a soft wind, carrying the scent of the wounded earth and a thousand silent cries, preceded the arrival of a new presence. Wangari entered, barefoot, with soil in her hands and fire in her eyes, her very being a living, breathing dirge for the continent. 

Nkrumah rose, not with the stately grandeur of a president, but with the heartfelt respect of an elder welcoming a favourite daughter. He reached out a hand, his face etched with a profound empathy that transcended politics. “Speak, great daughter of the green Afrikan earth,” he uttered, his voice a low thrum of shared sorrow. 

“We hear and bear the drums of sorrow beating across the lands we once bled for!” Wangari, unable to contain the grief, fell to her knees, weeping softly. She did not speak with the reasoned cadence of a politician, but with the broken-hearted cry of a mother watching her home being destroyed. 

“I planted trees, hoping our children would find shade,” she cried, the words torn from her soul. “But they are cutting them down for timber which they export to a faraway land and import toothpick in return, TOOTHPICK!”

“What a shame. I was rather fond of the traditional way of picking one’s teeth with a blade of grass,” Nkrumah uttered with a smile, in a bit to console Wangari.

Nyerere, shaking his head sadly, spoke out. “Pole sana Wangari, we understand your pain. It is a shared feeling among us all. But, what about the youth? Are they not the revolutionary force we entrusted our dreams to!?”

Nwapa uttered sadly, “Moyo wangu unaumia.”

Wangari, turning to him with pain, “They flee! Not to rebel, but to cross oceans... seeking dignity in foreign lands. And those who stay back? Some sell their voices, or are forced to do so. Some have fled from their homes as a result of insecurity and are seeking refuge in cities where they experience the cruellest phases of their lives, some are in the bushes... they have picked up arms to fight for their ‘freedom’...” 

These words crushed Fonlon’s spirit as he was lost in thought, remembering the optimism and hope he had when he learned of the projected independence. He finished his PhD as the first from his area and returned home, despite many mouth-watering opportunities abroad. Here he was, looking at what his homeland has turned into over the years with much pain and sadness. He thought about the contributions he had made in shaping the political landscape of the country as Minister in different successive ministries before eventually embracing his position as University Professor.

He thought about what he would have told his people, if he were still with them physically... “My Beloved Countrymen, from Mboòla’, where the wisdom of those who came before you resides, I watch with a heavy heart the strife that consumes our land. I find no peace in this world, for ‘a house that is divided against itself cannot stand.’ I see our home, on the verge of being marred, not made. My spirit returns to you now, to speak of the mission that has been betrayed and the vision that must be reclaimed...” He shook his head in sadness.

“Years ago, I wrote of our historic opportunity, of a singular, enviable mission that had fallen to us. I saw three great cultural currents meeting in our land: the Afrikan mainstream, and the French and British tributaries. The challenge, as I saw it, was not to let one culture smother the others, nor to allow our nation to be frenchified. No, our noble purpose was to carefully and thoughtfully integrate the best elements from each culture to create a new, rich, and dynamic system—a ‘pilot state’ which would further vindicate our position as Afrika in miniature...”

“But what do I see now? The very dangers I warned against have come to pass. I see how the political, demographic, and geographical inequalities, which were a self-evident fact about us, were allowed to breed greed, resentment, and division. I see that the tide has run hard against the Anglo-Saxon



































	Achebe asserts the ‘failure of leadership’ as Afrika’s problem. Do you agree that this is the primary problem, or do you believe other factors are more significant?

	Sankara and Lumumba’s reactions to the new leader are particularly poignant. Why do they see this young man as a seed, and what does this metaphor imply about the nature of Afrikan leadership and liberation?

	The chapter closes with the phrase, tunaamka sasa. What is the phrase calling you to do?
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