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Introduction

By Cornel West

The unadulterated genius of Richard Wright has yet to be fully appreciated. His literary significance has been acknowledged—as in Irving Howe’s famous quip that the day Native Son (1940) was published American culture was changed forever. Wright’s political courage has been recognized primarily owing to his breaks from authoritarian Marxism and his fierce opposition to white-supremacist capitalism. But the very essence of Wright’s genius, the sheer core of his artistic achievement, was his intellectual candor and existential honesty in his quest to be a free human being in the twentieth century. This painful though poignant quest made him the most secular of all modern African American writers. In short, his fundamental commitment to the rich legacy of the European Enlightenment and to the fecund heritage of Western humanism fueled his conception of himself and his art.

Wright’s incredible journey from poverty-stricken childhood in Jim Crow Mississippi to world renown as an intellectual and freedom fighter is an epic one. This ninth-grade dropout had written a minor classic at twenty-nine years old (Uncle Tom’s Children, 1938) and three major classics by the age of thirty-seven. (Native Son, 1940; 12 Million Black Voices, 1941; and Black Boy, 1945). Like his fellow Mississippian William Faulkner, who wrote The Sound and the Fury (1929) at thirty-two, Wright’s self-made precocity was immense and undeniable. Yet unlike Faulkner, Wright’s political views were direct and discernible. His secular conception of what it means to be a free human being always embraced political struggle for a just society and world. Similar to Enlightenment philosophes such as Diderot and Voltaire, Wright was first and foremost a cosmopolitan intellectual, a global man of letters, a Promethean figure in the life of the mind with international scope. His often overlooked nonfiction writings in the fifties—Black Power (1954), The Color Curtain (1956), White Man Listen! (1957), and Pagan Spain (1957)—confirm this highly deserved designation.

For Wright, to be a free human being meant to muster the courage to exercise one’s critical intelligence in order to understand and change one’s self and circumstances. His deep allegiance to intellectual candor and existential honesty yielded an unrelenting rootlessness and an empowering exilic consciousness. His principled rootlessness was inseparable from a transformative nonconformism that put a premium on critique and resistance to the powers that be. His exilic consciousness was driven by a countercultural and counterhegemonic orientation that refused the appropriations and seductions of any powers that be. For Wright, to be free was to be modern; to be modern was to make a radical disruption from a moribund past. Therefore, for him, to be deracinated with a courageous critical intelligence and a political commitment to justice was the highest badge of existential honor.

The three prose works in this indispensable collection are grand exemplars of Wright’s existential journalism that reconstruct twentieth-century travel writings in light of his cosmopolitan deracination and political solidarity with oppressed people around the world. This peculiar paradox of his enactment of incessant global motions and his commitment to subaltern political movements produces its own rich insights and blindnesses. His fascinating reports on historic events in Africa and Asia, Ghana and Indonesia, cast a light on anti-imperial struggles in the middle of the turbulent twentieth century. And his Virgil-like role of guiding frightened and bewildered Europeans through the Inferno of their colonial possessions and legacies turns Joseph Conrad on his head. Now the colonized—as filtered through Wright’s Western Enlightenment and Black gaze—look back at the colonizers with rage, resentment, and resiliency. Yet, in stark contrast to Frantz Fanon or Léopold Senghor, there is not an ounce of left romanticism or cultural sentimentalism in Wright. In his pioneering travel writings, his progressive secular humanism constitutes the lens through which he gazes at the colonizers and colonized. In short, he honestly acknowledges that he the traveler is the guide and measure of what we see and how we see. He wants us to see much and see through much owing to his deracinated and exilic perspective.

In his first book of travel writings, Black Power: A Record of Reactions in a Land of Pathos (1954), Wright explores the complex political and cultural dynamics of the decolonization of Ghana. His self-designated title of “Twentieth Century Western Man of Color” signifies his own oppositional stance against European imperialism and outsider status in Africa. Despite his claim and preference for rootlessness and aloneness, he never disavows his own experience of Black oppression and resistance. Hence, his personal struggle for identity and freedom is inseparable from, though never reducible to, the collective struggle for African dignity and liberty He dedicates his book “to the unknown African,” who though dehumanized by the Capitalist West created a vision of life “that was irreducibly human.” His epigraphs are from two American poets, Countee Cullen (his famous query “What is Africa to me?”) and Walt Whitman (“Not till the sun excludes you do I exclude you . . .”). His text ends with Whitman’s praise of the slaves’ revolt against American white supremacy and the American colonists’ revolution against British colonialism.

As the exiled writer Chester Himes noted, “From beginning to end, deep in his soul, Dick identified with the poor and oppressed.” Yet as in his powerful writings—fiction and nonfiction—on Black people in the United States, Wright loathed the white supremacy in Black people or internalized racism of subjugated peoples of color. He was convinced that freedom resided in a radical break from the premodern past for oppressed people. This fundamental belief led him to deploy what Anthony Appiah calls a “rhetoric of distance” that highlights a cultural chasm between the modern Wright and premodern Africans. This chasm is expressed in his basic claim that his Blackness does not help him understand Ghanaian thinking and feeling even given their Blackness. His candor shatters any romantic relation of Black Americans to Africans or sentimental attachments to African ways of life. Yet his frank distance also yields moments of Western condescension and modern revulsion at African bodies and religion. These problematic moments do not dehumanize Africans but they do blind him to the rich complexity of premodern Ghanaian culture and society. Again, as with his painful yet poignant critique of the Black American psyche, Wright holds that the African personality and mentality lacks a modern confidence requisite for the new industrial order. He hopes that President Kwame Nkrumah can bring Ghana into the modern world with dignity. Yet this must be done by sidestepping Western capitalism and Soviet communism. And what is this Third Way? He writes,


I’m speaking of a temporary discipline that will unite the nation, sweep out the tribal cobwebs, and place the feet of the masses upon a basis of reality. I’m not speaking of guns or secret police; I’m speaking of a method of taking people from one order of life and making them face what men, all men everywhere, must face.



Wright calls for Nkrumah to feel free to improvise, industrialize, modernize, and militarize Ghana for peace, service, and production and “to free minds from mumbo-jumbo.” He explicitly states that he opposes any form of “military dictatorship.” Yet he also calls for a “firm social discipline” of “hardness” and “coldness” that builds a “bridge between tribal man and the twentieth century.” The African path to modernity must create a “secular religion” that holds people together as they refuse to imitate the West or East.


Be on top of theory; don’t let theory be on top of you. In short, be free, be a living embodiment of what you want to give your people. . . .



Wright’s controversial vision for Ghana is African in character and humanist in content. The African path to modernity must be experimental and improvisational yet it should be guided by Enlightenment ideals and humanist aspirations. As he notes in his introduction,


The Western world has one last opportunity in Africa to determine if its ideals can be generously shared, if it dares to act upon its deepest convictions. China has gone the desperate way of totalitarianism; India teeters on the brink; and now has come Africa’s turn to test the ideals that the West has preached but failed to practice. . . .



In The Color Curtain (1956), Wright examines the historic Bandung Conference in Jakarta, Indonesia (April 18–25, 1955) that brought together twenty-nine Asian and African nations intent on pursuing a Third Way. His epigraph is from the American poet Hart Crane’s The Bridge—another gesture of decolonized peoples making the transition to modern freedom. Initially entitled The Human Race Speaking, the book shows Wright again attempting to lay bare a vision that goes “beyond Left and Right”—Soviet communism and Western imperialism—by counseling the nonaligned nations to confront race and religion equipped with global humanist ideals. His fascinating treatment of Carlos P. Romulo, chairman of the delegation from the Philippines, highlights the retarding effects of the white supremacy of Western imperialism on Asia and Africa as well as the liberating energy of Western ideas of science, political freedom, justice, and equality. For Wright, Third World unity pursuing a Third Way could possibly realize the grand humanist aspirations of the West—even as the practices of the West and East impeded this realization. In this way, The Color Curtain is a companion text for the much longer work Black Power.

The last of Wright’s political travel writings—excluding his underappreciated book Pagan Spain (1957)—takes him back to Europe. Dedicated to Eric Williams, a public intellectual who became the leader of Trinidad and Tobago and to “the westernized and tragic elite of Asia, Africa, and the West Indies,” White Man, Listen! (1957) posits exilic, rootless outsiders like Wright himself to be the guardians of freedom and caretakers of global humanist ideals. His epigraphs from the revolutionary poet William Blake and the melancholic poet Dylan Thomas set the tone for his defense of “that part of the heritage of the West that I value—man stripped of the past and free for the future.” White Man, Listen! (1957) is a desperate plea for a racist West to turn to the “precious heritage—the freedom of speech, the secular state, the independent personality, the autonomy of science—which is not Western or Eastern, but human.” The exilic outsiders enact a humanist tradition that builds on the best of the West and East.


For this elite in Asia and Africa constitutes islands of free men, the FREEST MEN IN ALL THE WORLD TODAY.



Wright claims that “Europe missed the boat.” So now the spirit of the Enlightenment that made Europe great is to be carried forward by courageous and compassionate rootless intellectuals of color like himself who must expose the lies of the West and East, speak the unpopular truths of our suffering world, and bear witness to justice for all. This grave prophetic role—often embodied in the work and life of poets—is the only hope for humankind. The longest chapter in the book—“The Literature of the Negro in the United States”—is a masterful and magisterial treatment of Black bards and poets whose humanist works are “rapidly becoming the most representative voice of America and of oppressed people anywhere in the world today.”

The artistic genius and prophetic witness of Richard Wright—achieved at great cost and burden—is a grand example of his grandiloquent claim. The time is ripe to return to his vision and voice in the face of our contemporary catastrophes and hearken to his relentless commitment to freedom and justice for all.




Black Power

A Record of Reactions in a Land of Pathos
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TO THE UNKNOWN AFRICAN

who, because of his primal and poetic humanity, was regarded by white men as a “thing” to be bought, sold, and used as an instrument of production; and who, alone in the forests of West Africa, created a vision of life so simple as to be terrifying, yet a vision that was irreducibly human . . .




Epigraphs

What is Africa to me:

Copper sun or scarlet sea,

Jungle star or jungle track,

Strong bronzed men, or regal black

Women from whose loins I sprang

When the birds of Eden sang?

One three centuries removed

From the scenes his fathers loved,

Spicy grove, cinnamon tree,

What is Africa to me?

—COUNTEE CULLEN

Not till the sun excludes you do I exclude you . . .

—WALT WHITMAN

The entire course of development of the human race, from whatever point of view it may be regarded, whether intellectual, economic, industrial, social, or ethical, is as a whole and in detail coincident with the course of transmitted social heredity.

—ROBERT BRIFFAULT




Introduction: Apropos Prepossessions

In today’s intellectual climate—a climate charged with ideological currents in the service, paid or voluntary, of some nation, party, movement, or interest—it behooves a writer reporting in nonfictional terms on vital material to lay before the reader his working frame of reference, his assumptions and preoccupations. If the present writer were less serious or responsible, he would not be concerned about this, but since he knows that he is dealing with material out of which our destiny will partly be shaped, he is anxious to place himself in a position where the reader will have no doubts as to what he is up to.

During my lifetime I’ve witnessed a radical change engulf more than half of human society; some nations have disappeared and new ones have risen to take their places; some social classes have vanished and others have come into being. . . . These changes were not unexpected on my part; indeed, I labored to help bring them about. My belonging to a minority group whose gross deprivations pitched my existence on a plane of all but sheer criminality made these changes welcome to me. From 1932 to 1944 I was a member of the Communist Party of the United States of America and, as such, I held consciously in my hands Marxist Communism as an instrumentality to effect such political and social changes.

Today I am no longer a member of that party or a subscriber to its aims. Let it be said that my relinquishing of membership in that party was not dictated by outside pressure or interests; it was caused by my conviction that Marxist Communism, though it was changing the world, was changing that world in a manner that granted me even less freedom than I had possessed before. Perhaps, in time, I could have brought myself to accept this Communist suppression of freedom on a temporary basis, but when historic events disclosed that international Communism was mainly an instrument of Russian foreign policy, I publicly and responsibly dropped its instrumentality and disassociated myself from it.

Yet, as an American Negro whose life is governed by racial codes written into law, I state clearly that my abandonment of Communism does not automatically place me in a position of endorsing and supporting all the policies, political and economic, of the non-Communist world. Indeed, it was the inhuman nature of many of those policies, racial and otherwise, that led me to take up the instrumentality of Communism in the first place. . . .

Hence, the problem of freedom is still with me. The Communist instrumentality which I once held in my hands has built up a slave empire of 800,000,000 people; and the Western world, of which I am an uneasy member, has not materially altered many of its attitudes toward the aspirations of hundreds of millions of minority peoples caught by chance, time, and culture within its wide sway of power.

In this dilemma of a divided world one elementary fact stands out undeniably: the victories of the Communist instrumentalities were largely won by skilled Communist appeals to the Western sense of justice, by Communist exploitation of the thwarted traditional hopes of Western man. In fact, it can be definitely stated that Communist strength is predicated upon Western stupidity, moral obtuseness, foolish racial jealousies—of the abandonment by the West of its own ideals and pretensions. . . . (“Capitalistic contradictions,” the Communists call it.)

If Western man has irrevocably decided that his record of dealing with the colored part of mankind is just and beyond criticism, that his way of life is perfect, that he has a godlike right to determine and time the development of mankind according to his own convenience, that his mere presence in this world is a blessing to the less fortunate, that he will make no meaningful concessions to the sense of justice and freedom which he himself helped to instill in men’s hearts—if this is the stance of Western man, then the last and strongest weapon of the West has been voluntarily surrendered to the Communists, the most solid moral ground of the last two thousand years has been gratuitously vacated, and the chances of a Communist global victory thereby immeasurably enhanced.

The aim of this book is to pose this problem anew in an area of the world where the issue has not yet been decided, an area that is proving a decisive example for an entire continent. The Western world has one last opportunity in Africa to determine if its ideals can be generously shared, if it dares to act upon its deepest convictions. China has gone the desperate way of totalitarianism; India teeters on the brink; and now has come Africa’s turn to test the ideals that the West has preached but failed to practice. . . .

Let me be honest; I’m not too hopeful. The Western world does not even yet quite know how hard and inhuman its face looks to those who live outside of its confines. One of the aims of this book is to show you that face in its characteristic historical expression, to show you that face in terms that maybe you can understand and recognize. I don’t know. It may well already be too late. If you can feel that the person who presents these perhaps unwelcome facts to you does so with the desire of making you aware of your moral stance, of making you realize how others see and judge you, then you might read these lines with care.

In presenting this picture of a part of Africa, I openly use, to a limited degree, Marxist analysis of historic events to explain what has happened in this world for the past five hundred years or more. If anyone should object to my employment of Marxist methods to make meaningful the ebb and flow of commodities, human and otherwise, in the modern state, to make comprehensible the alignment of social classes in modern society, I have but to say that I’ll willingly accept any other method of interpreting the facts; but I insist that any other method must not exclude the facts!

But my utilization of Marxist instrumentalities of thought does not necessarily commit me to programs or policies popularly associated with Marxist philosophy. The measures which I recommend at the end of this book do not derive from any programmatic theories of any political party. They are derived from my concern about human freedom, from what I know of the world, from what I saw and felt in Africa, and the concrete situation of the Convention People’s Party of the Gold Coast.

This book seeks to provide Western readers with some insight into what is going to happen in Africa, so that, when it does happen, they will be able to understand it, so that they will not entertain the kind of illusions that held forth about China; my point is that if Africa today is in turmoil, it is not merely the omniscient hand of Moscow that is fomenting all the trouble; but that, given the harsh background of Africa and the numbing impact of the West that it has suffered, what is happening was bound to happen. Frankly, this current mania of ascribing all the world’s unrest to Russian Communists simply credits the Russians with more intelligence than they actually possess.

The issue of who is to blame in a colonial nation that is determinedly actuated by Western ideals to throw off the yoke of foreign rule is a tricky one. The popular assumption is that colonial people are happy and that only evil foreign agents are stirring up strife, but the facts of life in the Gold Coast do not bear out such tortured contentions. Indeed, the greatest incentive to the growth of Communism in Africa today would be the attempt on the part of the West to throttle the rise of African nations; such an attempt at crushing African aspirations would drive the Africans straight down the road that China is so bloodily traveling. . . . That road began with Mau Mau.

The historical material in this book is drawn exclusively from bourgeois sources, if that is of any comfort to anybody. The interpretations of facts, their coloring and presentation, are my own, and, for whatever it is worth, I take full responsibility for them. And I think that time will bear me out.

This volume is a first-person, subjective narrative on the life and conditions of the Colony and Ashanti areas of the Gold Coast, an area comprising perhaps the most highly socially evolved native life of present-day Africa. The choice of selecting the Gold Coast for such an intensive study was my own and the judgments rendered are not comparative. I felt that it was time for someone to subject a slice of African life to close scrutiny in terms of concepts that one would use in observing life anywhere. Thus, some conclusions arrived at in these pages might well startle or dismay those who like to dote on “primitive” people. . . .

Africa challenges the West in a way that the West has not been challenged before. The West can meanly lose Africa, or the West can nobly save Africa; but whatever happens, make no mistake: THE WEST IS BEING JUDGED BY THE EVENTS THAT TRANSPIRE IN AFRICA!

RICHARD WRIGHT—PARIS: MAY, 1954




Part I

Approaching Africa

Only in one particular did the freedom accorded in the slave trade differ from the freedom accorded in other trades—the commodity involved was man.

ERIC WILLIAMS’ CAPITALISM AND SLAVERY




One

The table had been cleared and the coffee was being poured. The Easter Sunday luncheon was almost over and we were stirring the sugar in our cups. It was so quiet that the footfalls from the tranquil Paris street below echoed upward. It was one of those moments when, for no reason, a spell of silence hangs in the air. I sipped my coffee and stared at the gray walls of the University of Paris that loomed beyond the window.

One of my guests, Dorothy, the wife of George Padmore, the West Indian author and journalist, turned to me and asked:

“Now that your desk is clear, why don’t you go to Africa?”

The idea was so remote to my mind and mood that I gaped at her a moment before answering.

“Africa?” I echoed.

“Yes. The Gold Coast,” she said stoutly.

“But that’s four thousand miles away!” I protested.

“There are planes and ships,” she said.

My eyes ranged unseeingly about the room. I felt cornered, uneasy. I glanced at my wife.

“Why not?” she said.

A moment ago I had been collected, composed; now I was on the defensive, feeling poised on the verge of the unknown.

“Africa!” I repeated the word to myself, then paused as something strange and disturbing stirred slowly in the depths of me. I am African! I’m of African descent. . . . Yet I’d never seen Africa; I’d never really known any Africans; I’d hardly ever thought of Africa. . . .

“Kwame Nkrumah, the Prime Minister, is going to table his motion for self-government in July,” Dorothy said.

“It would be a great experience for you,” my wife said.

I heard them, but my mind and feelings were racing along another and hidden track. Africa! Being of African descent, would I be able to feel and know something about Africa on the basis of a common “racial” heritage? Africa was a vast continent full of “my people.” . . . Or had three hundred years imposed a psychological distance between me and the “racial stock” from which I had sprung? Perhaps some Englishman, Scotsman, Frenchman, Swede, or Dutchman had chained my great-great-great-great-grandfather in the hold of a slave ship; and perhaps that remote grandfather had been sold on an auction block in New Orleans, Richmond, or Atlanta. . . . My emotions seemed to be touching a dark and dank wall. . . . But, am I African? Had some of my ancestors sold their relatives to white men? What would my feelings be when I looked into the black face of an African, feeling that maybe his great-great-great-grandfather had sold my great-great-great-grandfather into slavery? Was there something in Africa that my feelings could latch onto to make all of this dark past clear and meaningful? Would the Africans regard me as a lost brother who had returned?

“Do you think that the Gold Coast will be selfgoverning soon?” I asked. I genuinely wanted to know about the political situation in the Gold Coast, yet another and far more important question was trying to shape itself in me. According to popular notions of “race,” there ought to be something of “me” down there in Africa. Some vestige, some heritage, some vague but definite ancestral reality that would serve as a key to unlock the hearts and feelings of the Africans whom I’d meet. . . . But I could not feel anything African about myself, and I wondered, “What does being African mean . . . ?”

“. . . and they are fighting for self-government,” Dorothy was explaining. “It would be wonderful if you could be there when the first black Prime Minister in history asks the British for the freedom of his people.”

“Yes,” I said. “How long does it take to get there?”

“One day by plane and twelve days by ship,” Dorothy said.

Was Africa “primitive”? But what did being “primitive” mean? I’d read books on “primitive” people, but, while reading them, their contents had always seemed somehow remote. Now a strange reality, in some way akin to me, was pressing close, and I was dismayed to discover that I didn’t know how to react to it.

“Just what level of development have the people there reached?” I asked Dorothy.

“You must ask George about that,” she said. “He’s been there. . . . But you’ll find their development mixed. You’ll find Christians and pagans . . .”

“I want to see the pagans,” I said impulsively.

“Why?” my wife asked.

“I know what a Christian African would have to say, but I don’t know what paganism is—”

“It’s all there,” Dorothy said emphatically. “And if you’re going to attend the session of the Legislative Assembly in which the Prime Minister will make his bid for freedom, you’d better see about passage.”

“I’ll go by ship, if I go,” I said. “That would give me time enough to read up on the history of the country.”

“You must go,” my wife said.

The fortuity of birth had cast me in the “racial” role of being of African descent, and that fact now resounded in my mind with associations of hatred, violence, and death. Phrases from my childhood rang in my memory: one-half Negro, one-quarter Negro, one-eighth Negro, one-sixteenth Negro, one thirty-second Negro. . . . In thirty-eight out of the forty-eight states of the American Federal Union, marriage between a white person and a person of African descent was a criminal offense. To be of “black” blood meant being consigned to a lower plane in the social scheme of American life, and if one violated that scheme, one risked danger, even death sometimes. And all of this was predicated upon the presence of African blood in one’s veins. How much of me was African? Many of my defensive-minded Negro friends had often told me with passion:

“We have a special gift for music, dancing, rhythm and movement. . . . We have a genius of our own. We were civilized in Africa when white men were still living in caves in Europe. . . .”

To me talk of that sort had always seemed beside the point; I had always taken for granted the humanity of Africans as well as that of other people. And being either uninterested or unable to accept such arguments, I’d always remained silent in such conversations. My kind of thinking was impotent when it came to explaining life in “racial” terms. On countless occasions I’d heard white men say to me:

“Now, you take the racial expression of the Negro . . .”

And I’d looked off uneasily, wondering what they meant. I was accounted as being of African, that is, Negro, descent, but what were these “racial” qualities that I was supposed to possess? While in the presence of those who talked confidently of “racial” qualities, I would listen and mull over their phrases, but no sooner had they gone than my mind would revert to my habitual kind of thinking that had no “race” in it, a kind of thinking that was conditioned by the reaction of human beings to a concrete social environment. And I’d ask myself:

“What are they talking about?”

Over the Easter Sunday luncheon table, I mapped out my voyage. I wanted to see this Africa that was posing such acute questions for me and was conjuring up in my mind notions of the fabulous and remote: heat, jungle, rain, strange place names like Cape Coast, Elmina, Accra, Kumasi. . . . I wanted to see the crumbling slave castles where my ancestors had lain panting in hot despair. The more I thought of it, the more excited I became, and yet I could not rid myself of a vague sense of disquiet.

I excused myself from the table and consulted the Encyclopaedia Britannica and the description of the Gold Coast it gave was vivid, replete with dangerous reptiles, gold, and diamonds. There were only three short paragraphs about the people who were described as being of the “Negro race.” The Gold Coast was about four degrees from the Equator and teemed with mineral and agricultural wealth. I returned to the table.

“Do you think I’ll have any trouble getting in?”

“You’d better apply for your visa at once,” Dorothy advised. “If you have any trouble, get in touch with the Prime Minister. Meanwhile, George’ll tell Nkrumah that you want to come. . . .”

“Just what’s the setup in the Gold Coast? Are foreign affairs in the hands of the British?”

“Yes; and finance and the police too,” she said.

“And the rest of the cabinet ministers are African?”

“Yes.”

“I’m going,” I said. It was decided.

Two

On the platform of Euston Station in London I saw swarms of Africans, Western in manner and dress, for the first time. The boat-train compartment in which I sat was cold and I huddled in my macintosh, longing for my heavy coat which was packed in my trunk. Outside the train window the landscape was as bleak as any described by D. H. Lawrence or Arnold Bennett or George Moore. . . . I drifted to sleep, then I was awakened by the train jolting, slowing. I looked out of the window and saw Liverpool. . . .

This was the city that had been the center and focal point of the slave trade; it was here that most of the slavers had been organized, fitted out, financed, and dispatched with high hopes on their infamous but lucrative voyages. Suffice it to say that the British did not originate this trading in human flesh whose enormous profits laid the foundations upon which had been reared modern industrial England. The honor for the launching of that crusade against Africa rested upon the pious shoulders of the Portuguese who had had the right, under a papal bull of 1455, to subject to servitude all infidel peoples. Later it fell to the daring of the English to rear that trade into a system whose functionings would in some manner touch more than half of the human race with its bloody but profitable agitations—the consequences of which would endure for more than four hundred years.

In dredging through books for material on the background of the Gold Coast, I purposefully confined my reading to the historical facts presented by the British themselves, many of whom, like Sir Alan Burns, Eric Williams, W. E. Ward, and K. A. Busia, etc., are still living and active. I found that though the British might at times be guilty of a kind of intriguing understatement, they never hid facts, even when those facts contradicted their own moral notions. The sketchy backdrop which follows came not from Socialist or Marxian, but from conservative British sources.

The search for short sea routes, the thirst for gold and spices, and Columbus’ discovery of the New World set in motion international economic rivalries that have not subsided even to this day. I’ve often wondered why the assault upon Africa was called “imperialism” even by ardent revolutionaries, why such a mild word as “exploitation” was ever used to describe it. The simple truth is that it consisted of a many-centuries-long war waged by the peninsula of Europe, with the sanction of Catholicism, against the continent of Africa. In that campaign the odds were on the side of the superior organization and technical development of white Europe which, when pitted in war against the fragility of an essentially agricultural and tribal people, smashed those people, dealt them a blow from which they have never recovered. Indeed, so unimportant were Africa’s millions deemed that no real account of that long campaign was ever fully or properly recorded.

True, forms of rigorous servitude existed even among European whites when the slave trade was launched, and, in those days, Liverpool had had but a modest share of it. Yet, there existed in England the conditions, the attitudes, and the impulses which would easily lend themselves with passion to the slave trade. The first slaves to toil for Europeans in the New World were not Negroes, but the indigenous Indians who, alas, were found to be temperamentally unsuited for arduous labor under tropic suns, and new sources of human instruments had to be sought. The next experiment in harnessing human beings to the plantations of the New World involved poor white indentured servants and convicts, and, during the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, the word “convict” had a meaning that conveniently covered a wide area of people.

There existed a widespread system of kidnaping men, women, and children and spiriting them aboard ships bound for the colonies of the New World. England’s feudal laws recognized three hundred capital crimes, and an Englishman could be hanged for picking a pocket of more than three shillings. Guided more by a sharp eye for the needs of the colonies than by humanitarian motives, many Englishmen, from 1664 to 1667, prayed for transportation to the colonies instead of death for those who stole more than four shillings’ worth of goods, a silver spoon, or a gold watch. So vast and steady was the spawn that Newgate and Bridewell dumped upon the shores of the New World, especially in New York, Pennsylvania, Virginia, Georgia, etc., that even Benjamin Franklin protested.

But whence the ascendancy of Liverpool in this trade? With Spain and Portugal advancing conflicting claims to the newly discovered territories, the Pope stepped in, in 1493, and issued a series of papal bulls which gave the East to Portugal and the West to Spain. But the always protesting Anglo-Saxons were in no mood to recognize the right of even a Pope to divide up the world as he wished, and the English, the Dutch, the Swedes, the Germans, and finally even the French would accept no such papal edicts as binding. Every son of Adam felt he had a God-given right to share in the human loot—and share he did.

Slavery was not put into practice because of racial theories; racial theories sprang up in the wake of slavery, to justify it. It was impossible to milk the limited population of Europe of enough convicts and indentured white servants to cultivate, on a large and paying scale, colonial sugar, cotton, and tobacco plantations. Either they had to find a labor force or abandon the colonies, and Europe’s eyes turned to Africa where the supply of human beings seemed inexhaustible. So the process of stealing or buying Africans to work the lands bought or stolen from the Indians got under way. . . .

If the Europeans were cruel to the infidel Africans, they were not much less cruel to their own Christian brothers. The African simply inherited a position already occupied by indentured white servants and criminals, and the nightmare called the Middle Passage—the voyage from Africa to the West Indies or America—had long been made by declassed Anglo-Saxons from England to America, and they’d been packed like herring in the holds of ships. . . . The tenure of the indentured servant was limited; for the African, this limitation was waived and he was bound for life. But, when the indentured white servant was eventually freed and settled on his own land, he found his lot doomed by the ever-increasing hordes of African slaves whose output reduced the conditions of his life to that of a debased class whose aims were feared by the slave-owning aristocracy. The plantation owners and the moneyed men of the mother country regarded these newly freed whites as constituting a threat in two directions: they didn’t want those poor whites to advance claims for democratic rights which no colonial society could possibly tolerate; and the budding manufacturing interests of England feared that the rootless whites would turn to manufacturing and become their competitors. Thanks to slavery, the poor whites of the New World were retarded for more than two centuries in their efforts to gain political and social recognition, and it was not until the Civil War in America abolished slavery, thereby enthroning industrial production as the new way of life, that it could be said that the New World had had any real need of poor white people at all. . . .

The kidnaping of poor whites, developed in England, had but to be extended to the African shoreline and the experience gained in subjugating the poor whites served admirably for the taming of the tribal blacks. A hungry cry for sugar rose from all Europe, and blacks were siphoned from Africa to grow the cane. The colonial plantation became an economic and political institution that augmented wealth and power for a few aristocrats, spread misery for countless blacks, and imperiled the democratic hopes of millions of whites.

Eric Williams reports in his Capitalism and Slavery that the Stuart monarchy entrusted the slave trade to the Company of Royal Adventurers Trading to Africa, and these gentlemen, in 1663, incorporated themselves for a period of one thousand years! Hitler’s clumsy dreams were picayune when compared with the sanguine vision of these early English Christian gentlemen. . . . The African trading companies were regarded not only as commercial enterprises, but as training schools for all those who wished to deal in slaves and African matters. The scheme, bold in scope and daring in design, enabled the English to establish a monopoly to steal or buy slaves from the Straits of Gibraltar to the Cape of Good Hope, unload British-manufactured goods in Africa, sell the slaves to the planters in the West Indies or America; they then would load their empty ships with plantation produce to keep the growing mills of England busy. It was foolproof; you couldn’t lose. . . . The human bodies involved in this circular trade were incidental; it was just trade. . . . Of course, the colonial planters complained of the quality of the goods and the prices exacted by the English, just as the Africans complain today, but what could they do?

In 1698, however, this monopoly was broken and the right of free trade in slaves was equated to the natural rights of all Englishmen, and the English not only stocked their own colonial plantations with slaves but managed to supply black human beings to their imperialist rivals as well.

But Liverpool . . . ? Though London and Bristol exceeded Liverpool in importance as a slave port in 1755, Liverpool quickly forged ahead and, between 1783 and 1793, 878 Liverpool ships carried 303,737 slaves whose sterling value has been estimated as being over fifteen million pounds. This trade was a sky-dropped bonanza to the English, for it was conducted in terms of exchanging English manufactured goods for slaves whose sale in the West Indies and America supplied England with raw materials. English bullion had not to be touched to keep this vast circular movement going. Until 1783 the whole of English society, the monarchy, church, state, and press backed and defended this trade in slaves.

Out of the welter of this activity English mercantile ideas and practices grew up; a classic concept of a colony emerged and has endured more or less until this day: colonies are areas to be kept economically disciplined and dependent upon the mother country. Colonists were obliged to ship their produce to England in English bottoms, and they could buy no goods but English goods unless those goods had first been shipped to England. A colony, therefore, became a vast geographical prison whose inmates were presumably sentenced for all time to suffer the exploitation of their human, agricultural, and mineral resources. Then, as well as now, no native industry was tolerated; everything from sugar to shoes was shipped from the mother country, taxed by colony customs; and, after it had passed through many hands, it was sold to the native to enable him to enjoy the blessings of Christendom.

Once slavery had become a vested interest in Liverpool, its importance stretched far beyond the mere buying and selling of slaves. Britain’s merchant navy was nursed and reared in the slave trade; her seamen were trained in it; shipbuilding in England was stimulated by this trade in flesh. . . . And Liverpool itself flourished. Eric Williams’ Capitalism and Slavery relates that: “In 1565 Liverpool had 138 householders, seven streets only were inhabited, the port’s merchant marine amounted to twelve ships of 223 tons. Until the end of the 17th Century the only local event of importance was the sieging of the town during the English Civil War. In collecting ship money Strafford assessed Liverpool at fifteen pounds; Bristol paid two thousand. The shipping entering Liverpool increased four and one half times between 1709 and 1771; the outward tonnage six and a half times. The number of ships owned by the port multiplied four times during the same period, the tonnage and sailors over six times. Customs receipts soared from an average of £51,000 for the years 1757 to £648,000 in 1785 . . .”

In 1790 the abolition of the slave trade would have ruined Liverpool; her estimated loss from abolition was then computed at over seven and a half million pounds. Profits from the slave trade built Liverpool docks; the foundations of the city were built of human flesh and blood. . . .

Yet, how calm, innocent, how staid Liverpool looked in the June sunshine! What massive and solidly built buildings! From my train window I could catch glimpses of a few church spires punctuating the horizon. Along the sidewalks men and women moved unhurriedly. Did they ever think of their city’s history? I recalled once having asked a lower-class Englishwoman what she thought of the colonies, and she had sucked in her breath and had told me:

“I’m sorry, but they’ll have to go it on their own. We’ve bled ourselves white to feed them, to lift them up; now they’ve got to stand on their own feet. We’ve had enough of carrying them on our shoulders.”

I went through immigration, customs; I was the only American on board. Despite the sunny sky, it was cold. I stood on deck and stared at the city. What a drably respectable face on this city that had had such a past. . . .

At five o’clock I heard a long, dull blast and felt the ship easing out to sea, heading, as thousands of English ships before her, toward African waters. . . . In those days those ships had carried cotton and linen goods, silks, coarse blue and red woolen cloths for togas, guns, powder, shot, sabers, iron and lead bars, hardware of all kinds, copper kettles, glittering beads, masses of cheap ornaments, whiskey, and tobacco. The cargo in the hold was not terribly different even today. Only this time there were no handcuffs, chains, fetters, whips. . . .

The dogged English had lost thousands of men, as seamen and soldiers, seeking gold and slaves in the hot climate of West Africa, and yet they’d kept sending their boys. Was it imagination or lack of it? Now that mercantilism was dead and industrialization was the cock of the walk, what would the English do with their colonies? What would they do with a surplus of 20,000,000 too many Englishmen reared on the easy profits of selling manufactured goods to backward peoples? Even Argentina today was industrializing herself and had but little need for English goods. The art of manufacture was no longer a secret, and machines had a nigger-loving way of letting even black hands operate them. Africans were talking boldly of hydroelectric plants and the making of aluminum. . . . True, the British could help technically in all of this, but British aid was timed by the capacity of Africans to absorb techniques which the world today knew could be mastered by anybody. . . .

Three

Next morning a steward seated me at a table at which sat a tall, slightly bald African. We exchanged greetings and he introduced himself as Justice Thomas of the Nigerian Supreme Court.

“You’re American?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“First trip to Africa?”

“Yes.”

“You know, my grandfather was a slave in the West Indies,” he told me. “He’d been stolen from Africa and sold. He managed to make his way back to Africa and he settled in Freetown. He was a Christian and gave his children an education.”

“That’s interesting,” I said.

“My ideas are Left,” he told me and waited.

That sounded strange to me. If you are a Leftist, you act it, you don’t talk it. And I knew that I’d been farther Left than he’d ever dream of going. I nodded and waited.

“I believe in doing things for the masses, but it must be done with dignity,” he told me. “I’m pro-British and pro-African. I’m for the United States.”

“Uh hunh,” I said and waited.

“You’re going to the Gold Coast?”

“Yes.”

“What do you think of Nkrumah?” he asked me.

“I don’t know. I’m going down to find out,” I said.

He launched into a description of one of his most recent cases; it seemed that he had presided at a trial of nineteen men and that he had sentenced them to long prison terms.

“Who were these men and what had they done?” I asked.

“They were Africans and they’d engaged in violent actions against the government,” he told me. “By the way, what do you do?”

“I write,” I said.

“What do you know about Communism?” he asked me.

“I was a member of the Communist Party of the United States for twelve years,” I told him.

He blinked, sighed, and shook his head.

“Are you a Communist now?”

“No.”

“Why did you leave?”

“I embraced Communism because I felt it was an instrumentality to help free the Negroes in America,” I explained to him. “But, in time, I found that instrumentality degrading. I dropped it of my own accord. I was not driven out; I was not frightened out of Communism by American government agents. I left under my own steam. I was prompted to leave by my love of freedom. My attitude toward Communism is a matter of public record.”

As breakfast ended, he hauled from his pockets several bottles of garlic tablets, yeast pills, and vitamin capsules; he was an ardent follower of Gayelord Hauser, blackstrap molasses and all. He continued to talk ramblingly, leaping from subject to subject. I listened.

“That Nkrumah’s done a great job,” he told me. “I know his secret. He embraced the masses. One neglects the masses at one’s peril. . . . What do you think?”

“Embracing the masses seems to be a habit with politicians today,” I said.

“You wouldn’t mind if I asked that you be assigned to my table, would you?” he asked me.

“Not at all,” I said. “It’d be a pleasure.”

After breakfast I sat on the cold deck, mulling over Justice Thomas as the ship rolled gently through a wind-swept, leaden sea. I’d been told that we’d not find any warm weather for three days. The deck was quiet; the ship seemed to be settling down for a long run. The passengers were restrained, English, and so was the food.

At lunch, after we had greeted each other, Justice Thomas proclaimed:

“You see, we Freetowners have been in contact with Europe for a long time. We are called Creoles. It’s from us that the English draw their best African leaders, teachers, doctors, lawyers. If we didn’t have the help of the English, we’d be swamped by the natives in Sierra Leone. We in the Colony are but a handful, about 100,000, and the tribal people number almost 2,000,000. Against such numbers, we few literates rule by prescriptive right. It’s not democratic; we don’t pretend it is. What happened in the Gold Coast will never happen in Sierra Leone. No, sir! No tribal rabble will sweep us out of our positions!”

“Look, just what do you think of the tribal Africans?” I asked him.

“I like to live well,” he said, grinning and looking at me frankly. “I love good food, good whiskey. . . . These natives running naked in the bush—” His nostrils wrinkled in disgust. “You don’t know Africa.” He lifted his right hand and cupped it to my ear and whispered: “There are men in Nigeria who still enjoy human flesh—”

“Cannibals?” I asked.

“God, yes,” he assured me solemnly. “They are not ready for freedom yet. This business of having five and six wives . . . It’s barbarous. I chose one wife and I stick to her. I can support more than one, but I want only one. I could have followed my people’s customs, but I wanted to rise out of the mire. The British did not make me a Justice of the Supreme Court of Nigeria because they liked my black skin. They did it because of what I’ve got up here. . . .” He tapped his balding skull. “When Thomas sits on a case, the British know that it’s useless to appeal against it. When a man appeals against a decision of mine, the British ask: ‘Who tried that case?’ If the answer is: ‘Thomas,’ the British will say: ‘The decision is sound, for Thomas is a sound man.’” He laughed with self-satisfaction. “I know my English law. The British are hard but fair, and they trust me.”

“Do you ever think of developing your country?” I asked him.

“No; my talent doesn’t run in that direction,” he said.

“What professions will your children follow?”

“Law and medicine,” he said promptly.

“Suppose your son wanted to be a mining engineer. . . .”

“That would be difficult,” he admitted.

“That’s why we drove the English out of America,” I told him. “Mr. Justice, it all depends upon how free you want to be. I’m neither anti-nor pro-British, but if I lived under British rule and wanted to develop and exercise my natural and acquired powers and the British said no, I’d be anti-British. Tell me, do you believe that the American colonies were right in taking their independence?”

He grinned at me.

“It’s not the same thing,” he said. “We are different. These boys in Africa want to go too fast. You and I have been in touch with the Western world for two, three hundred years—”

“Say, you know, if you were not black, I’d say that you were an Englishman. In fact, you are more English than many English I’ve met,” I told him.

Reactions flickered across his face; then he decided to laugh.

“I am English,” he said.

“But you cannot live like the English,” I reminded him.

“What do you mean?”

“Do you have the British constitution in Sierra Leone?”

“No; but—”

“Why not?”

“They are not ready!”

“What do you call ready? Are people civilized and ready to govern themselves when they become so desperate that they put a knife at the throat of their rulers? Must the native rulers of all of Britain’s colonies be graduates from prisons?”

He rubbed his chin and grinned at me. “But it mustn’t go too fast,” he mumbled stubbornly.

“Who’s to time this development?” I asked.

We had reached an impasse. As we ate I looked past his shoulder and he looked past mine. We were still friendly, but we knew that we could not agree. It was not ideology that separated us, but fundamental attitudes toward life.

“I like Americans,” he said as he left the table; there was something wistful in his eyes.

Four

We were in the Bay of Biscay and the ship pitched and rolled; I liked that, for it made me feel that I was really on the ocean. Heaving seas and tossing ships never made me ill. I always pictured in my mind the ship lurching forward and I could see the prow dipping, churning the sea, throwing up spray and foam as it lunged forward; and then I knew that the stern had to lift and, at the same moment, I knew that the huge ship had to roll to the right and I could feel it tilting—seeing it in my mind’s eye—and then feeling the weight of the water of the ocean resisting and forcing it back into an upright position which it would hold for a moment, perilously balancing itself in the sliding waters; and I would wait for the ship to roll in the opposite direction, to the left; and I’d know that this same motion would have to be repeated endlessly, and I agreed with it, identifying myself with the ship and visualizing all of its motions as being necessary and natural, even when the pitching and rolling accompanied each other. . . .

That afternoon the sun came out for the first time and the sea turned from slaty gray to green; we were getting into deep waters.

It was my first voyage on a ship so purely English. With the exception of a Syrian or two, a German, some Africans, and a few vague Mediterranean nationalities, the ship’s passengers were mostly men and women going to Africa to assume civil service jobs or returning from a few months’ leave in England. Dull, repressed, stolidly English, they spent most of their days playing cards, ping-pong, or drinking. They were a mediocre lot to administer the destinies of millions of blacks. . . .

Each morning on deck, each Englishman had a cheery “Good morning,” but evidently such a greeting exhausted him, for he’d remain taciturn for the rest of the day. It was just as well, for it was the Africans that I really wanted to talk to.

When I went up on deck Sunday morning for a stroll, I passed the forward foyer and heard that Anglo-Saxon, nasalized singing of psalms that had been so long familiar to my ears. A Church of England service was being conducted and, discreetly peering through the half-transparent curtains, I could see rows of white and black faces, heads lifted, mouths opened, giving praises to God. Several times I traversed the deck in order to observe without offending; I was curious as to how Africans and Englishmen served the same God.

I saw black faces well mixed with the white, which meant that, in confronting God, they drew no color line. I’d always accepted a Jim Crow Holy Ghost as being rather natural, indeed, inevitable; for, if God had entrusted the running of this earth to the white man, then He did so to prepare us all for the Jim Crow social stratification of life beyond the grave. Heaven had a color line and that was why white men, staunch Christians, reflected so much racial bias in their daily dealing with their fellow blacks. . . .

But why had the British drawn no color line in matters mystical and metaphysical? Upon reflection, however, I discovered that the British could not, in a black continent, draw a color line in religious matters and prove that God was a common Father. Jim Crow religious services would surely defeat the aims, economic, cultural, and political of Pax Britannica. So, on Sundays, the redeemed infidels stood shoulder to shoulder with their white masters to sing praises to “Him from whom all blessings flow . . .”

Upon the ship as a whole there was no color line, and yet it was strange how the English and Africans, after having closed ranks to acknowledge God on Sundays, kept more or less to themselves on weekdays. I didn’t detect any desire on the part of the British to avoid the Africans; indeed, it was the other way around. The Africans, mostly returning students, were distant, reserved with the British. I learned later in Africa that they not only didn’t yearn for the company of the British, but wanted them as far away from Africa as possible; they spoke their white tutors’ language with an accent, entertained British values with self-consciousness, and seemed definitely to prefer the company of their own tribal folk to that of their alien overseers.

At lunch the judge remarked casually:

“I didn’t see you at service this morning.”

“That’s right.”

“Everyone is welcome, you know.”

“I don’t profess any religion,” I said.

He stared at me. I don’t think that he quite knew how to accept that; I doubted if he’d ever heard anybody say anything like that before in his life.

“You are an atheist then?”

“I couldn’t even qualify for that. I’m nothing in matters religious.”

“What reasons do you give for rejecting God?”

“I don’t reject or accept Him.”

“Who do you think made the world?”

“I don’t know. Must I know that?”

“But how do you account for all of this—” He waved his hand to include the ship and the vast ocean beyond it.

“Look, Mr. Justice, please don’t tell me that this universe is a kind of watch and that somebody just had to make it,” I chided him, laughing.

“No; I wasn’t going to say that,” he smiled.

“I’m not proud, scornful, or anything like that. I just don’t know and I don’t feel compelled to say that I know about God,” I told him.

“You have attended church services?”

“How could I have ever escaped such in my youth?”

“I don’t know what I’d do if I didn’t pray to God sometimes,” he said.

“What do you tell God in your prayers?” I asked him.

“About myself, my worries—”

“Did you ever discuss the white man with God?”

He laughed.

“You are funny!” he said.

“You’re funny too,” I said. “If I prayed to God, that would be the first thing I’d take up with Him. Especially if I were an African. You see, I’m practical—”

“But don’t you think that the African has been improved by accepting Christianity?”

“He’s certainly more docile,” I said.

That shook him, but he managed to confess:

“I don’t doubt it.”

Five

As we sailed from Freetown I saw my first real tropical sunset. From the blue-gray waters of the sea and the hills of Sierra Leone there rose a purplish mist that melted into the yellow and red and gold of the clouds that spread themselves for miles along the horizon. The dropping sun proclaimed itself in a majestic display of color that possessed an unearthly and imperious nobility, inducing the feeling that one had just finished hearing the dying, rolling peal of a mighty organ whose haunting chords still somehow lingered on in the form of those charged and spangled lances of somber fire. The ship sliced its way through a sea that was like still, thick oil, a sea that stretched limitless, smooth, and without a break toward a murky horizon. The ocean seemed to possess a quiet but persistent threat of terror lurking just beneath the surface, and I’d not have been surprised if a vast tidal wave had thrust the ship skyward in a sudden titanic upheaval of destruction.

As I watched the sea and the sky I knew that it was from feelings such as these floating in me now that man had got his sense of God, for, when such feelings stated themselves in him, he felt that some powerful but invisible spirit was speaking to him; and he fell on his face, asking to be saved from the emotion that claimed him, afraid, not so much of the sea or the sky, but of the fantastic commotion that bubbled in his heart. But I stood still, detached, watching the sea and the sky and at the same time hearing the echoing declarations that they roused in me. . . .

These feelings I do not deny, and I’ve not been the first to feel them. I do not know why they are such as they are, what they really mean, but I stand before them with the same attention that I stand before this sea and this sky. I refuse to make a religion out of that which I do not know. I too can feel the limit of my reactions, can feel where my puny self ends, can savor the terror of it; but it does not make me want to impose that sense of my terror on others, or rear it into a compulsive system. Detached, I contain my terror, look at it and wonder about it in the same way that I marvel about this sea and sky.

The sunset dies and is gone; I can no longer see it; I can only feel the feeling of wonder that still lives in me.

I admit the reality of the feeling; but I would not rig up devious forms of sacrifice to rid myself of it, for that would be the surest way of stifling it, killing it for all time.

At last, tropic weather. A blue horizon. Balmy breezes. A hot sun. The rustle of water filled the air as the ship glided forward through southern seas.

Night fell swiftly and overhead the stars, huge and chaste, glimmered faintly. One could now smell the sea.

I awakened one morning and looked out of my porthole and saw, looming through a warm mist, the Canary Islands. I shaved, showered, dressed, and went up on deck. Mr. Justice sauntered smilingly toward me, attired in tropic finery.

“Good morning!” he boomed. “Let’s go ashore. . . .”

“Do you know Las Palmas?” I asked.

“Like the palm of my hand.”

“All right,” I said.

After breakfast the ship docked and the judge and I descended the gangplank.

“Once, when I was passing through Las Palmas,” the judge rambled, “somebody offered to take me to a house of prostitution.”

“Did you go?”

“I refused,” Mr. Justice said with moral indignation. “I never let anybody take me to places like that. Things like that are to be found by yourself. I pity the man who can’t find a woman.”

I blinked, trying to keep abreast of his strange moral notions. Another African passenger joined us; he lived in the Gold Coast, but he’d been born in Togoland. I noticed that he was intimidated in the august presence of Mr. Justice, but he didn’t seem to mind me. I was an American and he knew that I drew no class lines. This chap—I’ll call him Mr. Togoland—was careful at all times to walk just a few steps behind Mr. Justice, not to interrupt him as he handed down his lofty opinions, and to pay deference to his every move. We hired a taxi.

“Where’re we going?” Mr. Togoland asked.

“I don’t know,” I said.

The driver turned and jabbered in Spanish, then grinned and drew with his palms the imaginary outlines of a plump woman-shape.

“Gurrls?” he asked in a thick accent.

“What do you say, Mr. Justice?” I asked.

Mr. Justice turned to Mr. Togoland and asked:

“You want to meet some girls?”

“Where?” Mr. Togoland asked.

“In a house,” the judge said.

Mr. Togoland was a YMCA official and he looked at me and grinned.

“I’d like to see some,” he ventured timidly. “Just to look at.”

“I’ll accompany you gentlemen,” I said. “But I’m only looking. I didn’t come thousands of miles to pick up diseases from Spanish women in the Canary Islands.”

“Let’s go then!” the judge shouted.

He was uneasy; he had changed his role and he was not certain as to how I was taking it. He placed his hand in a fatherly manner on my shoulder as the taxi bumped along in the bright sunshine.

“You know,” the judge floated on, “my father used to make many trips here for business. In those days it was usual for a man to leave his calling card with the madam in a house of prostitution.”

“Leave his calling card? Why?” I asked.

“That was to show other customers that only men of distinction went there,” Mr. Justice explained.

“But I don’t have any calling cards,” I told him.

“You don’t understand. Let me tell you a personal story,” Mr. Justice said, relaxing, smiling. “Years ago, when I was a young man, I went into one of those houses. When I presented my card, the madam said: ‘Why, your name is familiar to me. Wait a moment; I’ll find a card with a name on it like yours. . . .’ The madam pulled out from a closet a big glass bowl in which calling cards were kept. She fished around in it and a few minutes later she pulled out my father’s calling card, all yellow and dusty—”

“No kidding,” I protested.

“On my honor, she did,” Mr. Justice swore. “Boy, oh, boy, was I proud!”

“A kind of following in your father’s footsteps,” I suggested.

“Yes! That’s it exactly,” he said and went into guffaws of laughter.

The taxi pulled up in front of a pale green cement house; the driver got out and rapped twice on a door panel—that, no doubt, was a signal. Well, I told myself, I’m a stranger, but I feel
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To the Yest of my knowledge and belief,
I coneider Mr, Wright & fit and proper person to

be allowed to visit the Gold Coast for the reasons
stated adove,

’

M

rumah,
Prime Minister.

Acere
uth fay, 1953,
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