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PART ONE
1. The Whirlpool

In the twentieth year of his life, a young man found himself at the
center of strange, extraordinary events. Someone was murdered—a
youth exactly the same age as himself. The killing was done in a par-
ticularly bloody, brutal way. Those who saw the victim’s body agreed
on one thing: the murderer acted from a fierce, passionate motive,
the kind of violent motive springing out of jealousy made hotter by
pure, vindictive hate.

It seemed there were no living witnesses to the murder. The vic-
tim was the heir in the house of power at Esuano, a prince named
Appia. Those in a position to know said he was destined to inherit
not only old power, but far more important, the possibility of fan-
tastic wealth.

The prince and his mother were at the beginning of a journey
when the prince was killed. Of the mother not a single trace was
left. Among those who came to the scene of the murder, the most
hopeful wished that in some mysterious way the mother could be
found alive, able to tell the terrible truth about her son’s destruc-
tion. But those who spoke from a more bitter experience of life said
something different. They said whoever had so destroyed the young
prince had certainly murdered the loving mother also.

Soon enough, the harsh certainty of the experienced ones scat-
tered the hesitant wishes of the hopeful ones. Only two questions
remained: How had the double crime been committed? And, above
all, by whom? In the absence of real knowledge, suspicion became
the guide to thought. Strange rumors flew fast and free. Some were
light and wild, so light and wild they disappeared as fast as they were
uttered. Their own incredible speed threw them beyond the reach of
even the most credulous minds.

But heavier rumors remained, turning round and round within
easy reach. Speculation churned them into a circling whirlpool; and
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youth, and placed

ation found a quiet, unsuspecting you' o :
f suspicion. His

skillful insinu :
angerous, speeding vortex 0

him at the center of the d

name was Denst. '
So in the twentieth year of his life, just when he saw the time

perfect for planning how he would live his life, Densu was furccq in-
stead to open his mind to thoughts of death: the death of the prince
Appia, the presumed death of the prince’s mother Araba Jesiwa, and
the impending death —if he found no way to fly free of the whirlpool
of suspicion so inexorably trapping him—the impending death of
his own self.

But now this tongue of the storyteller, descendant of masters
in the art of eloquence, this tongue flies too fast for the listener. It
flies faster than the storytelling mind itself. Pride in its own telling
skill has made it light, more than merely light. Pride has made this
tongue giddy with joy. So the storyteller forgets this rule of masters
in the art of eloquence: the tongue alone, unrestrained, unconnect-
ed to the remembering mind, can carry only a staggering, spastic,
drooling, idiot tale. In such a story, told by an unconnected tongue,
the middle hurls itself at the astonished ear before the beginning has
even had time to be mentioned. The end itself is battered into pieces.
The fragments are smashed against the surprised listener’s ear, with-
out connections, without meaning, without sense.

_ Let the error raise its own correction. The speeding tongue
forgets connections. Let the deliberate mind restore them. Proud
tongue, child of the Anona masters of eloquence, before you leap so
fast to speak, listen first to the mind’s remembrance.
y”uliluci }::): :(c,':j;:“lt:,c:pl:; ::li )‘\;o:irdli?lcn]cfs ,Uf wha.t time, what age
Sl e «.b< : ¢ : -,\ou eave the listener flounder-
:1:15‘, i dg‘,:': :r: (:nu? ut) s'l.]pp()st‘ your stAoryAbelonged to
it lirum the time nlj (He 0 1‘:) ok)“lcrddy‘ oot eacs 18
Or did it take place te p C‘ yankoman Dua, seve
€n centuries a
memory, and the eloquent ones be
spirit holding our people togethe

n centuries ago?
80, when Ghana was not just a
fore you still sang praises to the
r? Is it of that marvelous black time
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before the desert was turned desert, thirty centuries and more ago?
Or have you let the listener know the truth: that this story now is not
so old—just over a century old?

What of the place? Have you told the listener where the town Es-
uano was, beside which of the numberless rivers of Africa? Or have
you left the listening ear without a guide, thinking confusedly of the
twin Mfolozi, near whose banks Magolwane, the poet of the soaring
silver voice, sang eloquence to the raging shaker of the earth? Is the
listener to imagine such a river as the Sankarani, or the wandering
Joliba, or the fierce Limpopo? Have you told the listener that of the
sacred rivers of our land, the closest to Esuano was the Pra?

Let the listener know when. Let the listener know where. Then,
Anona tongue, born for eloquence, continue your telling. And in the
joy of your eloquence, keep faith with the mind’s remembrance, lest
the teller’s forgetfulness spoil the listener’s joy.

Two streams flowed by Esuano. One was a calm stream. It flowed
so gently there were places where its motion was barely visible. Its
waters were extraordinarily clear. You could see all the way down
to the bed of fine sand sprinkled with pebbles of many colors, from
light yellows to deep, dark purples. If your hearing was keen and
your imagination alive, you could hear, deeper than the light breeze's
sound, the sound of pebbles rolling forward under the water.

Along the clear river’s right bank the fine yellow sand brought by
this stream formed a narrow strand. Below Esuano, just before the
confluence with the second stream, the strand widened into an open
beach. Because the first was smaller and gentler than the second,
and also because it was such a clear thing of beauty, people named it
Nsu Ber, the female river.

The second river was wider and more turbulent than the first. Its
bed was invisible; its waters were opaque with mud. It its flow past
Esuano it carried a heavy load of Jeaves, twigs and broken branches
from its course upstream. Along both of the banks it deposited not
sand but silt, a thick, muddy ooze. Partly because this second stream
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ysically forceful, and partly because i.t lacked the
cople called it Nsu Nyin, the male river.
h for most of its course, but not far
below Esuano it began a powerful westward turn, after which it
held the new direction till it reached a greater river, the sacred Pra.
The female river had a more consistent course. It flowed steadily
northwest, to meet the male river just past Esuano, a good morning’s
walking distance before the greater confluence with the Pra.
Between the female river and the male, below Esuano, lay a wide
strip of land cut off as if deliberately from other surrounding land.
No one farmed it, though it was fertile, being river soil. A soft mat
of grass covered it. It was entirely green, except that at intervals the
green was broken by a flower, water blue, bright yellow or pale pur-
ple, raised a hand’s height above the grass on a slender, quivering
stalk. The grass was gentle, extremely gentle. Underneath it the soil
was soft but firm, and the whole wide strip was innocent of thorns.
You could walk there in the early morning, lost in a quiet dream
from the future. You could sit there in the total stillness of an after-
noon yellow with sunlight, the silence one continuous sound just
below your hearing. You could sit there thinking of the past and the
present. Or you could run fast as your desire had strength to carry
you in a breezy afternoon, and never feel a stone’s harshness under-
foot. This was the field of rituals. Here the people of Esuano came at
the end of every chosen year for the rituals of remembrance. Here
on the grass, in the last two weeks of each chosen year, the genera-
tion of youths crossing into manhood ran races and played games of
strength and skill.
Tl
week the air grew sharp with tensi -
ittty it tpt ension. After they were over everyone,
How had thcsep riclua ;)rs, Shspant;cchausiad
always been some rem:miimijs w ’emen.nt?rance begun? There had
the talk had grown vague. nr;re:jle:( l?tfuo rigins. But time had passed;
€ vaguer every chosen year.

was heavy and ph
beauty of the first, p
The male river flowed nort
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Those who cared to remember such things were few. They said
the games had been entirely different in a different age. These peo-
ple who remembered could talk of ancestors who had come travel-
ing great distances, leading a people in pain. At Esuano, as at other
places along the route, some had found clear water of life, flowing
by good land. So they had taken root. In gratitude and in hope, they
had enacted each chosen year the ceremonial games, the rituals of
remembrance. |

The way the people who still remembered talked of them, these
had been festivals made for keeping a people together. They were
not so much celebrations as invocations of wholeness. They were
the festivals of a people surviving in spite of unbearable pain. They
were reminders that no matter how painful the journey, our people
would finish it, survive it, and thrive again at the end of it, as long
as our people moved together. That was the spirit of the first rituals.
But the hard realities of our scattering and our incessant wandering
had long disturbed the oneness these festivals were meant to invoke,
to remember and to celebrate.

The truth was plain; among the wandering people some had cho-
sen homes deeper in the heart of the land, and settled in the forests
there. This was division. Some had pushed their way eastward till
they came to a great, fertile river, and settled along its banks. This
was division. Some, after coming south, had gone westward; there
they had seen deep, mysterious forest places answering their pained
need for withdrawal, and they had settled there. This was division.
Some had just moved south and south, till the sea told them they

and they had settled there along the shore-

could move no farther,
been built.

lands. This, too, was division. That was how Esuano had
Other towns, other centers grew scattered over the land: Akropong,

Domeabra, Techiman, Enyinase. »
True, in the beginning, each division kept for a while its frag-
mented remembrance of a past oneness, and still made hesitant in-

vocations to a future unity: Achease, Odaso, Odumase, Edwinase,

Afranse. Yes, for a while each fraction continued in some form the

——————E
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- eant to remind @ scattered people of (Tur common ori-
e the ceremonies died with time. In all places

i ins laces .
i sl ed. Their intended meaning had been whole-

sremonies chang ; - Ry
o he circumstances under which they had been played out
s circumstances of fragmentation.

- umstances of division,
vere cmumstamc.s O -
MT ¢ passed Circumstance overwhelmed meaning. At Esuano
im L ' d me |
the ritual games continued. But their meaning was no longer what

it had been meant to be. In the circu.mslances of f;agme}l:tatiog, th.e
meaning of unity had not been entirely destroyed, perhaps. But it
had been torn to shreds. ) _

The games had a kind of power over Densu. l-r'om. infancy he had
watched them every chosen year, and known his time would also
come to take part in them. The games fascinated him. Yet in spite of
this fascination, something about them disturbed him. In time this
something made it impossible for him to look forward to the com-
ing time with the clear, pure, passionate enthusiasm of youth. Before
the young man's fourteenth year this something had not been defi-
nite. But in his fourteenth year it had grown into a question agitating
his mind. The question started like a spark in his head. It became a
light, small but sharp, steady, insistent: What were these games for?

He felt the disturbance in his body also. There the question was
asort of warmth, a kind of heat that spread itself throughout his be-
ing: What was the purpose of these games?

The agitation he felt grew so intense it became unpleasant. Den-
su wished the question would go away in time. It did not. Rather,
it Qrew to itself more of his interest. It took more and more of his
minds energy, until he was driven to seek answers from people who
:'}::f:;hl:"lz“th :]:i :::Crfpeopl?. most of them, had not given much
what the games wereof questmnf r.eally. When Densu asked them
question itself. Others :srk s(;"[];e it éld BRkBRACN LR
bed wich & question bcco,,e ensu a qucsnor.n to answer his: Why

They asked, because at l]Te 5,0 i
munity had become 4 4 zsuano the remembrance of a larger com-

int remnant from a forgotten past. There

e
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were people who knew stories of a time when the black people were
one. But they were not easy to find. Even when found, they were
rather silent, as if the question raised in their minds a regret that
overwhelmed their tongues.

At Esuano the people, most of them, were content to know them-
selves as Fantse people. They knew of other people with ways and
a language not really different from their own: Denchira, Wassa,
Assen, Aowin, Nzema, Ekuapem, Asante. But they had not been
brought up in the habit of thinking of all these as parts of a whole
embracing themselves. The meaning of the ceremonies of unity had
faded.

Something else: A few remembered the old ceremonies as rituals
in which all the people of Esuano had done things together. These
rituals had celebrated the struggles of a people working together
to reach difficult destinations. But then that too had changed. The
games were now trials of individual strength and skill. At their end
a single person would be chosen victor, and isolated for the admira-
tion of spectators and the envy of defeated competitors. It was this
that had, in his fourteenth year, so disturbed the young man Densu.
The question that had troubled him then had not left his mind in his
twentieth year: What was the purpose of these games? Why did they
seem so purposeless to him?

A whole community gathered every chosen year to take part in
rituals of wholeness. But at the end of the ceremonies of wholeness
a single individual was held up to be glorified by the whole com-
munity. Where was the root of wholeness in such a strange ritual of
separation? Densu searched his feelings for some possible affirma-
tion, for some hope that the things going on around him could make
sense. But his feelings rebelled at being forced to look for sense in
nonsense.

The truth Densu saw was a sharp image: a single winner rid-
ing over a multitude of losers. Unwilling to accept the meaning of
the harsh image, Densu searched his mind for reasons to soften the
truth he had seen. But his mind refused to show him any of the
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to self-betrayal. The only reason he found in the na-
03 53 s o 5

-mooth roads ‘ .
iy es was something monstrous, a perversion that re-

ture of the gam _
pelled him naturally, powerfully.

2 The Wrestlers

Of the two weeks of ceremonial games the first was always an
open time. Children still new to the power of motion ran races be-
hind old men remembering irretrievable times when they too were
swift. There was much laughter, none of the strife of competition,
and no anxiety at all, in the first week, the open week.

In the final week all this changed. Children and nostalgic old
men were driven from the center of the field to the sides. They be-
came spectators and watched the year’s strongest youths compete
for victory.

The games began in the early mornings, before the sun was high.
Bul the results were not celebrated then. Evening was the time of
final victory.

(hl:::t:r:ri?l::?dd:, ()f lh'c ﬁnall week was set as.idc f(fr wrestling.
R ——re t,];:ml;i\:jn,g -Sf()()'s for adults to sit on. 'lllwy fhcm-
i iy gam(-.\ ewy grass. Or they stood, waiting for the

The judge was a muscular man in a blue

smock over t > 3
e e fousers of the same material. In a strong voice he called
: Mpetitors to come to him Seve
ward, and the j 5
udge went ove :
10 the judge “L‘ EL‘;“'" over them with his eyes. The youth closest
His hands A d ather tall. He had thin legs and long, thin arms.
strengh, | ¢ In fingers which showed f
-, u,; l.\cr)flhmg about his body look
- M€ lorward ¢t s
train of hjs nose,

teeth gave .
the impre .
fine poiny Pression of having

and white hunter’s

ral young men stepped for-

ar more delicacy than
ed as if it had been sharp-
the point of his chin; even his
been carefully filed, each to a
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no matter from which angle it was seen. The torso was twisted in
such a way that at first glance an observer might expect it to relax
presently. But the tension twisting it was permanent. Something in
the shape of the legs extended this tension: the legs were twisted.
The right thigh bent sharply inward at the knee, and the lower leg
bent as sharply outward. Because the left leg was left unbent, it stood
longer than its companion, so that when this fellow stood at rest he
seemed to be leaning confidentially toward the person on his right.

On his right stood a short, slight fellow. His small size made him
seem out of place in the group, the next shortest person being at
least a head taller than he was. Otherwise there was nothing particu-
larly remarkable about him. His face was handsome, and his expres-
sion calm.

Next to him there was a young man, not tall, not short, stand-
ing unshakably on short, thick legs. He had a thick waist under a
powerful looking paunch surmounted by a heavy, fleshy chest. His
head rested most comfortably on an ample neck divided into three
smooth cushions of fat. The fellow had a genial face. His cheeks were
so enormous they seemed arrested in a smile. His lips protruded as
if in a pout, which was odd, because there was no suggestion of sur-
liness on his face. The lips were permanently wet, shining softly as if
he had taken care to keep them lubricated.

The fellow to his right was tall and handsome. His body was eco-
nomically built, almost thin. His skin was smooth and black. His
head was large. It had a bold, prominent forehead from whose gentle
curve sunlight bounced as from a polished surface. He had his eyes
half-closed against the morning light, though the sun was behind
him. That made them look small; but occasionally he opened them
wide, and then they were large, with a beauty that came from a cer
tain liquid clarity in them. His attention seemed concentrated on
something, because though his body was quite relaxed, his look was
intense. Whatever it was he was concentrating on was something in
ner; he was paying only minimal attention to the goings-on around
him,
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The next youth was just as tall. He was somewhat less handsome,
e next ) . . .

hough. His body was more muscular. His attention was divided be-
though. His bod)

tween watching the judge before him and the cn.)wd bgyond. This
gave his eyes an €ager flitting look, as if he were impatient to have
the fighting begin. _

He who stood next was by far the most remarkable figure on the
field. His skin had a reddish color, not a smooth red but a sort of
unfinished-looking red. This made him look somewhat like a clay
pot prematurely snatched out of the kiln that should have fired and
darkened it. Two things stood out about this one: his ugliness and
his size. He was huge. Every part of his body gave an impression of
overwhelming weight. His limbs were massive. The muscles on his
thighs and arms were thick. They pushed hard against the skin, as
if the covering it provided were not sufficient. His chest was huge.
It bulged forward, backward and sideways, the brawny upper arms
mere gross extensions of the bulky body.

More remarkable than any other part of the giant’s body, howev-
er, were his neck and the head upon it. With normal people the neck
is something slender, the relatively delicate connection between two
Iargcr parts, the head and the chest. But the giant’s neck had nothing
delicate .-'about it. It was a crude mass, immensely powerful-look-
rsoln:ix:at::\“ci::;::\ ;'r(')lm t.he torso. It seemed.to have taken the
ikng neck,~bux - 1 the gn‘anls shoulders for its base. It was |19l
Miiie 5 uper som:‘ v:rt rise to the base of the head above it, it

The head, far f; [: é“ .
tinged this l‘aperi::.n’[hr:d(l'l;::'l.]ghou(; from the n.eck, Simpl)'.C()n-
smaller and less imPrcssivcglhan:h .ea w;_xs there.lorcf dramancally_
the head, as for i e neck supporting it. The back of

» Was quite flat. There was no rounding anywhere

€xcept at the top, and
s p there the whole body ended in a blunt, brutal

g As the gian stood now, h
“Very muscle bulged ,
Same tension

ith is body seemed near to exploding.
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pushed all the giant’s features outward, so that his teeth, which were
enormous, each yellow one separated from its neighbor by ample
space, strained aggressively forward, forcing his slimy lips perma-
nently open. His nostrils showed wide and open, as if they had run
short of air, and were taking in gigantic draughts.

The giant’s eyes were small in themselves, pig-like. But they were
subject to the same inner tension pushing his other features out-
ward. They strained beyond their sockets, from which they stared
sullenly, uncomprehendingly, at the world outside. They were
bloodshot eyes, unclear, murky, utterly repulsive.

The youth next to the giant made an uncanny contrast with him.
It was not a crude contrast, such as that between strength and weak-
ness. It was subtler, and in a way more striking. The contrast was
between two kinds of strength. One kind, the giant’s, was crude,
brutal. The other kind was full of grace. This youth was not as tall as
the giant, but he was tall, slightly taller than the tall, handsome one
with the large forehead and the intense look, the third to his left. His
build was slender. His skin was black, with a suggestion of depth and
coolness in its blackness.

The youth stood perfectly straight, without any effort to do so.
There was no tension in any part of his body. When he moved, no
matter how small the motion, it seemed to start somewhere deep
in his being, and to involve the rest of his body, all of it, in a gentle,
hardly perceptible wave of energy. Something about his eyes sug-
gested an echo of the eyes of the tall, handsome one, the third to his
left. His eyes were also clear, the whites luminous, the pupils dark
and definite. He did not close his eyes, but looked ahead, his body
turned to the left so he could see the judge near the end of the line.

The last person in the line was in height like a twin of the last but
one. His body was thicker, and he was powerfully muscled. His bi-
ceps and calves stood out most strongly. On his belly the individual
muscles were tautly visible, each separated from the other, making
a regular pattern. The young man had an easy smile on his lips. All
in all, he gave an impression of having not only strength but skill
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4 enjoying immensely the confidence that came from knowing
and en)joy’ -
he had both.

The judge counted the young men ranged in front of him. There

were nine of them. Ina loud, clear voice, the judge addressed them,
First, he reminded them of the rules governing the game of wres-
tling. Then he demonstrated the sign for conceding defeat—an arm
raised, the index finger extended skyward. A victor must release
his opponent the moment he made that sign. Continuing beyond
that point would only damage the loser, perhaps maiming him. To
win, a fighter would have to put his opponent down in three clean
falls. This said, the judge counted the young men one more time. He
counted nine.

The number disturbed the judge. An even number would have
been easier. He paused thoughtfully, then raised his head. He seemed
on the point of announcing a difficult decision. But just then one of
the competitors caught his eye. This young man had his left arm
raised casually above his head. The judge looked up at the hand and
squinted. The index finger on that hand was extended skyward. The
judge, his forehead creased with puzzlement, stared at the young
man. He was the slender, relaxed one, the second from the end.
ne:}i‘; i::‘i:v)‘;:t:e::c:] a s;)(l)’l of 'unfathomable. p?rr'nanent f:aln'f-
o mution.‘He i lsd dy, in the features of his fefce. in his
nounced the wrestlin ru(l)0 Coc;“Plﬂc')’ N - the‘ o
poiied the ingey ﬁnger (95-' al:i when he had r~alsed his arm and
happened without asii . O“Er lhc. sky the entire movement .had
ous flow, s if the bodvgcx iz:n) m(.mon. It was all one easy, continu-

! Ing it were a perfect extension of the

mind th; :
was alsudcla'l]l:d l(ri:;'lc::d(e(]i on the action. The look in the youth’s eyes
» infini
rogance, ¢ly calm, a look beyond both humility and ar-
The judge stared
It, Dengy#” ed hard at the slender youth and asked: “What is
| m makmg lhe sign 0[ dc"eal'n t

he youth answered calmly.

“B :
Ut you haven'y fought” said the judge

‘
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“I don’t wish to fight,” said Densu.

"You aren't just going to concede defeat, just like that?”

“I am conceding defeat”

The judge looked confused. He walked closer to the young man.
He seemed about to try persuasion. But then he took another look
at the slender youth and changed his mind. “I suppose,” he said with
an embarrassed smile, “the rules dont prevent you from losing this
way.” The smile broke into an uneasy laugh. “But what is it, Densu?
Are you afraid?”

The youth did not answer the question. He did not even seem to
have heard it. He walked away from the line of competitors with that
smooth, fluent, relaxed motion of his, and sat down cross-legged on
the grass between two small groups of spectators.

Out on the field the judge cast lots to decide the pairing of the
remaining eight. In a while he waved six of them aside. In the center
the first chosen pair prepared themselves for combat. One of the
fighters was the one with the hare-lip. It made him look as if he were
smiling with a weird, good-humored menace at his opponent all the
time. The other was the paunchy young man with the unshakable
stance.

“Kweku Sipi will fight Yao Patu!” the judge announced. He gave
the two fighters his final instructions, stepped back, and ordered
them to begin.

The fight was short. On the surface the fighters may have seemed
evenly matched. But as soon as the fight began in earnest the one
with the hare-lip began to overpower his rival. Even the ambiguous
smile of sinister good humor disappeared from his face. In its stead
there was just a grim, controlled fury, a determination to beat the
undisfigured one at least in this game. Only when it was clear the
hare-lipped one had won did his face regain its smiling look. The
menace was completely purged from it.

“The first winner is Kweku Sipi!” the judge announced as soon as
the fight was over. “Kweku Sipi, the first winner. Kweku Sipi!” The
triumphant winner strode over toward the spectators. Behind him
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the judge announced the beginning of the m.:xt fight. “Kofi Antobam
will fight Kobena Ampa. Kofi Antobam against Kobena Ampa!”

The youth with the hare-lip had been moving in a line that would
have taken him directly where Densu had gone to sit. It seemed, in
fact, as if there was something he was eager to share with Densu. But
before he got close enough to say anything, a man detached himself
from the main crowd of watchers and came to stand directly in front
of the seated Densu. The hare-lip hesitated a moment, then turned
aside and looked for a dry patch of grass to sit on, leaving the in-
truder alone with Densu.

Densu stood up. It was clear the intruder meant to talk to him,
and also that Densu owed him respect. The man was short and bald.
He was not aged, but he was old, perhaps fifty. He moved gracelessly,
but this awkwardness was not on account of age. The man was fat.
Underneath all his fat it was clear his bones were small, and his natu-
ra-l frame was that of a small, slight person. But he had overwhelmed
his natural frame with fat, and now he looked like a deformed
sphere balanced unsteadily on thin legs. His arms were short. The
:;PP" P§Ns were thick and heavy, but the lower arms turned sud-

enly thin a short way down from the elbows. The fingers, small and

;en dainty-looking, seemed on his bulbous body like something
rrowed from a more delicate frame.

The intruder’s
cr e ike : .
s face was like a gentler, somewhat pleasanter min-

1ature of hi y
more noticsel:::ld)'bll too was fat and round. Its roundness was made
¢ by the total absence of hair on its shiny top. In

outline, the body 5
stuffed cnnlemr:cnr:,d the head above it both suggested a full, over-

From a distance the
more than syffic
drink, and wh

ient limTa:o IOOke_d like someone who had spent
0, oW more u:] Sun.mlg an abundance of food and
ped legs, looki an sated, was groping unsteadily (_)n

ing for a place where he could rest for

Years and yeqrg :
Python afier f, ks digesting all he had consumed, a kind of

. eding tjy
Yet someth g time,

lllg in (he i
ntri s
uder’s face, seen close up, contradicted

‘
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the impression of round contentment. That something was in the
eyes. These were not the eyes of a contented man. Had the intruder
been thin and hungry-looking, these eyes would have given him the
air of a restless, dissatisfied, voraciously ambitious man. But set as
they were in this round face, above this rotund, satisfied body, the
eyes hinted at something obscene. They suggested someone already
stuffed to bursting after having consumed everything within his
reach, but so uncontrollably greedy that in spite of satiation he was
still anxiously searching for more things to consume.

Densu greeted the intruder, but there was no reply. Instead, the
bald man kept staring at Densu, examining him minutely, as if the
youth had something infinitely strange about him, something which
had long baffled the older man’s understanding, but which he was
bent on grasping. After a while the bald man smiled. It was a queer
smile, as if his muscles were not used to smiling, and the exercise
hurt his face. At the same time as he was smiling, his eyes narrowed
with a hostility impossible to disguise.

“You shouldn’t have done that,” the bald man said. Densu did not
answer. His expression remained calm, and his eyes were steady. He
was looking past the bald head, listlessly watching the progress of
the fight on the grass. “Why did you do it?” the bald man persisted.

“Why did I do what?” Densu asked.

“Refuse to fight”

“I don't like fighting for no reason,” Densu said.

“There's always a reason.” The fat man’s voice was scornful. “To
beat the other fellow”

“There’s no reason I should want to beat him.” Densu said.

The intruder laughed. The look in his eyes became at once con-
spiratorial and unbelieving. “Everyone likes to win,” he said, smiling
a bitter smile. “But 1 did not come to talk of winners and losers. I
have come about something else entirely. I've had visitors from Cape
Coast. Important men. What they had to say concerns you..”

“Court affairs...” Densu started, his tone bored and irritated at

the same time.




p—

Avi Kwel Armah: THE HEALERS

2

cut him short: “I know, I know. Court affairs dont
nsu. But I'm talking of something more than the
re at Esuano. Don’t make up your mind be-
bout. That’s a fool’s way. Your future at least
t? Come to see me this evening”

The intruder
interest you, De
business of the court he
fore you know what it’s
does interest you, doesn't i

“When?"

“As soon as you've eaten,” the bald man said.

Densu nodded, and the bald man moved off, going back in the
direction he had come from. He waddled into the crowd of specta-
tors, and Densu lost sight of him. Now that the intruder was gone,
Densu turned his attention back to the wrestlers out on the field.

The second fight was taking longer than expected. It was between
the tall youth with the eager, flitting eyes and the short, calm one.
The short fellow lacked skill. But he made up for it with a quite un-
expected physical toughness and a stubborn determination not to
yield. No matter how skillfully the tall one tried to throw him, the
short one seemed incapable of losing his footing. Since the short
one had not the skill to trip his opponent, and the other had not the
strength to force him off his feet, the fight became a long, balanced
test of endurance.
shl;ngtrl:;es ;i?::)f;a“iegid%i the issue. "lhe-tall one, in spite of all h?s
e nd. The muscles of his legs and arms lost their
o speed. In the end the short one pressed him down

sheer conserved energy, three times, and the fight was over.

“Kofi Antobam has won this one!” ei ; ” b ai
A i—— one!” the judge shouted. “Ampa is

Winner and | i

oser both walked off into the crowd.

“Now the third boyt!” (he :
against Kwes; Anan!no ut™” the judge announced. “It's Kwao Buntui

The giant walkeq heay
moved awkward]y, as if t
b(?und did not bt.:long to
His OPponent stooq facin
the large head ang the in

:Y 1o the center of the fighting area. He
h? huge muscles in which his body was
M, and therefore did not obey his will.

i
8 him. He was the tall, handsome one with
tense logk,

e
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The judge reminded the wrestlers of the rules, briefly. Then he
gave them the signal to begin. From the beginning it was clear Kwesi
Anan had no intention of grappling physically, brutally, with the gi-
ant Buntui. Kwesi Anan moved more like a dancer than like a fight-
er. He circled around the giant, watching him, never for a moment
taking his eyes off him and his massive body. Once he took a swift
step close to the giant. Buntui’s reaction was a powerful movement.
He threw both arms out and drew them inward, toward his body.
His arms made a fearful noise against his chest. The movement was
uncoordinated, and so awkwardly executed that it failed in its aim.
But the aim itself was clear enough. Buntui had simply wanted to
grab his opponent and crush him bodily against himself. Had he in
fact caught Anan, he would have done just that. But Anan had only
feinted with that swift step. As soon as he had taken it, he drew back,
taking himself far out of Buntui’s reach. So the giant had embraced
and crushed the empty air.

At that precise moment the dancer stepped in close again. Reach-
ing behind Buntui with his left leg, he planted it firm as a sapling;
then, putting all the rest of his weight behind his arms, he pushed
the clumsy Buntui backward against his planted leg.

The entire series of motions had taken Buntui by surprise. He fell
heavily backward, unable to make any attempt either to break his fall
or to soften it in any way. The judge stepped near and took a look to
see if Buntui’s back had touched the earth. It had.

“One in favor of Anan,” the judge said. There was a species of
wonder in his voice. The fallen giant rose. The judge stood between
the two combatants and asked them if they were ready to continue
the fight. They said yes. The judge slipped backward from between
them, giving them the sign to continue.

The giant’s eyes had grown smaller. For moments he stood mo-
tionless there on the grass, staring at his elusive opponent. The danc-
ing wrestler sensed the giant’s anger, and moved more cautiously. He
bent slightly forward from the waist and spread out his arms, as if he
were searching for a place to geta hold on the giant.
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all motion and stood quite still, watching his
sdversary with his small eyes, noW change_d from'their muddy color

her red. Now that the giant was immobile, the dancer was
to afh«'il:‘sj Sraled forward swiftly with his left arm, then drew it
;c;:kuisn (-he same instant. It was a feint, d.esigned. .to lure the giant
off the impregnable balance given him by lmmf)blllty. But‘ the giant
simply stood there. He stood there, waiting with a massive, fmgry
patience, staring malevolently at the youth who had felled him so
easily with just a fraction of his physical strength.

Something made the dancing wrestler unwilling just to stand
there doing nothing, and he closed with the giant. Buntui made no
move to defend himself. His gigantic arms simply reached out. The
gesture was awkward and slow. But this time the giant’s hands found
something, and they held that something fast.

Buntui had caught hold of Anan’s left arm. First he drew the
dancer close to him, as though he meant to crush him against his
heavy chest. But when he had his victim close enough, he adjusted
his hold, slowly. Buntui’s right hand traveled up Anan’s body to grab
him by the throat, just underneath his chin. The left hand sought the
ba.ck of Anan’s neck and head, and when Buntui was sure of his new
grip, he began to twist his opponent’s neck.
thec»)s:;::;j:n’s f:rcne thfzre came a 109k of pure surprise. The aim of
s i gu? : e tMlsd not to maim the opponent. It was to put
ting Acan ;:Iown ll-l]: im early had not the slightest interest in put-
let Anad face. 'Comncr:;;ased. the pressure or? Anan’s neck. Surprise
replaced . He raised Eis rief;:mn. a (falm, ultimate comprehension,
index inger up toward lheik '31’ n}l1 hlgh overhead, and extended his

The judge moved forward :o— 't ZS'gn SBE TN ot
Way now. He expected the f l:\ar the wrestlers saying: “One each

ghters to separate. “Buntui and Anan

are now even” h .
g » he said, rajsj g AR
the winner” » Taising his voice. “One more fall to decide

The giant stopped

But the ¢q tui would no

mb i
i e a:xl:ls femained locked together. Buntui ! :
A Neck. Anan struggled with his hands, seeking some

e
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Jeverage to break the giant’s body. But pain weakened his knees,
and they sagged. Still Buntui did not relax his grip. He now knelt
awkwardly beside the fallen Anan, his biceps bulging with aroused
power. Quite visibly, he was tightening his grip on Anan’s neck.
The judge let out a frightened shout: “Let him go!”

Buntui did not hear him, and the judge stood above the fighters,
utterly perplexed.

But from among the spectators a figure stood up and bounded
toward the fighters. Densu rushed past the undecided judge. When
he reached Buntui he hit him hard on the neck at the base of his
head, a sharp, calculated blow to the right, near the ear. Involun-
tarily, Buntui’s left arm relaxed its hold on Anan’s neck. Densu seized
the giant arm in both of his. Twisting it behind Buntui’s back, Densu
wrenched it upward so that it reached almost up to Buntui’s left ear.
The giant howled like a dying bull. But still he held on to Anan with
his right.

Densu did not speak a word. He pulled upward on the arm in his
hand till Buntui let go completely of Anan. Then he pushed Bun-
tui off Anan’s fallen body. The giant did not fall, however. Steadying
himself with his right hand against the ground, he looked around in
some confusion, then sprang directly upon Densu.

Densu was prepared. His left arm snapped out swift as a whip,
rigid as a rod. The knuckles crashed against the bones in Buntui’s
throat. Buntui gasped, then took an involuntary step backward.
The blow, so unexpected, had taken his balance away. His left arm
reached the ground to give his body support. But that arm was in-
firm. It collapsed under the huge body. Buntui had lost all his recent
aggressive energy.

Densu did not even look down at the fallen giant. He went over
to the prostrate Anan and helped him up. There was no sign of pain
in Anan’s movements, but as he rose he brought a hand up to the
side of his neck and pressed it, as if uncertain whether he had any
feeling still left in it.

“Is it painful?” Densu asked.
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eNo” Anan said. But immediately he felt a moistne§s on h.is up-

) ¢ and looked at blood that had flowed from his own
k Anan’s head and tilted it back. Then he led him
slowly down the field, toward the beach below‘Esuano, by the Nsu
Ber. Numerous spectators, seeing the morning’s games so abruptly
interrupted, stood around in confused knots seeking clarification.
Densu walked past them, leading Anan.

Where the field merged with the beach there stood a young neem
tree. At one spot on the sandy side its leaves made a deep shadow.
Densu asked Anan to lie flat on his back there, with his head in the
darkest of the shade.

Running down to the river, he brought back a large, smooth
stone, wet and cool from the water. He dug into the sand and laid
the stone in it level with the surface, so that it made a kind of sunken
pillow for Anan’s head and neck. In a while the bleeding stopped
completely.

“The fool wanted to tear my head off,” Anan said musingly.

“He wanted to win,” Densu said.

“He could have won without murdering me.”

fl doubt it;” Densu said. “Buntui has a huge body, and such a tiny
brain to control it”

per lip, touched i
nose. Densu 100

A ‘ i
Winc:an tlia}l:ghed. but in a moment pain turned the laugh into a
+and he stopped. “It’s beginni g :
- cstop;:cd. Its beginning to hurt now;” he said.
"Yan")ou walk?” Densu asked him.
) L:s: Anan said. “It’s just my neck that hurts.”
L s go home,” Densu said, “
; Not yet" Anan answered. “Un
h?e Eamcs. Densu just smiled, “|
Is head. “Dg v, .
e ;::\tou knko why I agreed to fight?”
\ You enjoy it?” Densy asked him.

“N()l asarule” he said “
realized |g have ;(, 583::(:3 Bm'loda)’ I became quite curious when |
akind of happiness” Untui. It was a queer feeling I had, almost

Tappinesg?”

‘ou may need medicine.”
less you're in a hurry to go back to
like it here,” Anan said. He shook

‘
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“A very concentrated form of curiosity, at any rate,” Anan said,
thinking. “You know, the thing that makes me happiest is getting to
know something I didn’t know before.”

“What didn’t you know about Buntui?” Densu asked.

“Whether I could deal with all that strength he has,” Anan an-
swered. “It’s just curiosity. That’s the only way I can think of it. When
I don’t know something, I have an urge to get into situations that will
end my ignorance. Do you remember the bottom of the river?” A
chuckle escaped him. “It was just here;” he said, surprised.

Densu remembered. A year had passed, but his mind had not
lost entirely the savor of that day. It had started out pleasant, warm
and sunny but not hot, and it had stayed that way throughout the
morning and the afternoon. It was a good day for Densu. An easy,
pleasurable surge of energy throughout all his body had helped him
finish the day’s work so fast his speed astonished him. Finding him-
self with an excess of free time, he had gone to spend the afternoon
on the field of grass.

He did not run that afternoon. He did not feel like running. He
just walked up and down the field, pushed by no force outside him-
self, drawn forward only by his own desire. The warmth of the sun
was under his skin; it was in his blood, and in his very bones.

Then Anan had come running to him there in the center of the
field. In his hands he was carrying two long objects. They looked
unfamiliar to Densu. Anan had come running so fast, and it seemed
his spirit was in such a state of agitation, that at first Densu won-
dered if it was bad news he was bringing. But as Anan came closer
to him, he saw his agitation came not from pain but from excessive
happiness.

“We can see the bottom of the river,” said Anan at the end of a
copious, bubbling flow of words;

“Which river,” Densu asked;

“The beautiful one” Anan said impatiently. “This one”

“Tell me slowly,” Densu said. “What are you talking about?”

“Have you seen the bottom of the river?” Anan asked.




k

28 Ayi Kwei Armah: THE HEALERg

“Yes.”

The answer surprised Anan, but he recovered qQuickly, «
mean just looking at the bottom for one moment and risi
the surface. Did you ever stay in the river as long as you
you could see the bottom?”

Densu admitted he had never done so. “You can't 80 to the bot-
tom of a river and just stay there as if you were in the 0
added. “You'll just drown;”

“Not necessarily,” Anan said. “And try not to look at me 50 sadly”
He pushed one of the objects he was holding into Densu’s hands,

“What is it?” Densu asked him.

“Look at it”

Densu examined it. It was a long bamboo tube, bent at one end
into a short loop. Near the other end, about a hand’s length from
the tip, the tube had been passed through a thick piece of cork. The
whole was almost twice as tall as Anan himself.

“I still don’t know what it’s for,” Densu said.

“For breathing,” Anan said.

“At the bottom of the river?” Anan nodded. “I see,” Densu said,

shaking his head. “But Anan, if you keep talking this way to people
they’ll think you're mad””

“Do you think 'm mad?”

“We know each other”

“Just so. What makes you think I talk this way to anyone else? |
know about madness” He tapped his forehead. “I's when you insist
= :a]kj"g to people who can't understand you. Don't worry about
me!

Anan stared at the tube in his hand. It was identical to the one he
had given Densu,
:You made these yourself?” Densu asked him.
Not really” Anan declared, shaking his head like a sage. “The

dwarfs, you know, 1 hey made them and slipped them under my pil-
low at midnight exactly”

“People should hear you.”

I didnt
ng back to
WiShed, SO

pen air” he
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“They won't,” said Anan. “I'm quiet”

Then Densu smiled and asked: “Shall I tell you a secret?”

Anan had seen his smile. He said: “No, keep it”

“These are long bamboo tubes,” Densu said.

“Shocking news to me,” Anan said.

“Not yet,” said Densu. He made his smile more cruel. “Bamboo
tubes aren’t hollow all the way, did you forget?”

Deep creases of sorrow disfigured Anan’s face. His voice broke.
“If | were more than eight days old,” he said, “Id shed tears” He
turned his tube around and put the corked end to his lips. Taking a
deep breath, he blew into the tube. A sound, long and low like the
sound from a royal praise horn, came out of it. “If this weren't hol-
low all the way,” Anan said, “you know the music would have come
from a different hole”

Densu nodded. “How did you do it?” he asked.

“A spear with a heated tip, down both ends. Then I bent that end”

“Now I'm anxious to see how it works,” said Densu.

On the way down to the river Anan talked freely, excitedly. He
talked about happiness, of the things that could bring him happi-
ness, and of the things that could take it away from him. Densu
asked him which one thing made him happiest.

His answer was prompt: “Seeing.”

“Seeing what?” Densu had asked.

“Seeing. Just seeing,” Anan had said.

“Talking in riddles again.”

“You understand me, Densu.”

“Just to sit and look at things?”

“That’s not seeing,” Anan said sharply. “That’s just staring. Look-
ing with the eyes only. Idiots can do that. If you look at things that
way they're always separate and you never really see any sense in

what you see. It's all right to look at things that way, separate. It's re-
laxing. But after that I always want to see what brings them together
so they make sense. Then I understand. Seeing like that makes me
happiest”
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“It's not a kind of happiness easy to understand,” sajq D

“You understand it,” Anan said. “I don't £0 about talkinensu.
ple, explaining it to them. It's never that kind of happiness lg‘:’pco,.
make me want to shout. I get quiet, enjoying inside me t.he s
standing I see outside.” e

“The same thing makes you want to see the river bottom?”

“I may not explain it well,” Anan said, malter-of-factly.l don’
like seeking the surface only and thinking that is the ri\"cr T(;m
makes me unhappy. I imagine 14 feel something like that if p;;rts 2}
me were missing when I woke up one day. And I don't like seein
only fugitive glimpses of the bottom when I can see the surface algl
day long. The surface isn't all. It's not most of it. It’s a rather small
part, in fact. I like seeing the other parts too.”

As the two came to the river Anan did not try to contain his ex-
citement. He flung off his cloth and, holding the bamboo tube high
above his head, waded into the river. Densu followed him. Anan
moved purposefully. It was plain he knew just where in the river he
wanted to go.

“There’s a root at the bottom,” he said. “I'm looking for it” The
water level rose. Both of them started to swim.

“It should be somewhere here” Anan said. He was looking not
at the river but at the trees on the far bank. “Before you go down,
put the bent part in your mouth and hold it firm with one hand. The
cork should keep it upright.”

He swam ahead. Densu followed close behind him. He swam so
#owly that Densu kept up with him with hardly any effort. Then he
:“’:’)P“d- Treading water, he put the tube into his mouth and nodded
0 Densu. Densu did the same. Anan slipped under the water, a
Densu went in after him.

i e :i (jur ace. Wl.lh h|§ right hand hc h.eld it mo:d
P oy o »\fn\;"ard with him. It was beginning lf) :‘m
come to a stop andi e Wa‘lcr,. InEpcEnt Dens ey <3

) € went to his side.
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Anan reached out with his free hand to catch hold of Densu’s.
He led the hand down till it touched his foot. Next, he led the hand
till it touched a thick tree root running across the river bed. Then
he hesitated. Densu pressed his hand hard, three times, and Anan
let go of him.

It was easy to see the bottom. Between the tree root and the river
bed there were interstices where the soil under the root had been
carried away. Anan had hooked his left foot into one of these spaces.
In leading Densu’s hand down to touch the root, he had showed him
how hed done it. Densu did the same. That left an arm free. He used
it to stroke the water, steadying himself. When he found stability, he
looked at his friend, to see what he was doing. Anan looked totally
lost to the world. He was looking down at the bottom of the river,
completely oblivious of everything else—so great was his concentra-
tion.

In all truth, the bottom was beautiful. Large pebbles, rounded
by water and sand and time, lay quiet on the river floor, on sand so
fine it was almost silt, except that it had such a pleasant firmness un-
derfoot. There were yellow pebbles, black ones, white, purple, red-
dish brown pebbles, and pebbles streaked and whorled with many
converging colors all at once, scattered over sand whose own wa-
tery color shifted tremblingly from yellow to white, white to yellow.
There were small boulders, also rounded and smooth, lying plac
idly among the pebbles on the sand. And the light of the yellow sun
coming from above, because it had to pass through so much water
to reach the bottom, shook and shimmered and vibrated like an au-
dible note. Occasionally an isolated pebble, pulled by the impercep-
tible current, leaned slowly forward as if it would topple over, but
didn’t. The invisible force proved a shade too subtle; the pebble re
lapsed to the bottom. Not in the same old spot, however. The pebble
was shifted a fraction of its length forward.

Sometimes a smaller stone, also soundless but faster, left the bot-
tom, rose suspended a tiny gap from the sand below, then fell gently
back exhausted to the bottom lower down the river bed. Densu had
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n before he was sure there was no sound there, just an im-
awesome in its depth. The absence was at first un-
canny. Something like a feeling of panic flowed to him, not from any
one Jircction but from the water all about him. But he did not let it
overwhelm him, and ina while it passed him by. He looked at Anan,

Anan had his eyes closed. He looked asleep. The thought that
he could be so relaxed in such a strange environment, under water,
made Densu feel inexpressibly close to him. Almost without decid-
ing to, he also closed his eyes. The absence he had felt when his eyes
were open now became something else entirely, a fantastic presence.
Now he felt in direct contact with everything around him, with ev-
erything in existence. He could feel the universe gentle about him,
its contact with him neither pressure nor suction, but changing from
one to the other depending on how aware he was of the skin joining
him to the world, and it did not seem anymore as if what was outside
that skin was separate from the life within.

Even the air he was taking in was different. Breathed so deep, it
had a distinct taste in his mouth, something clean and sweet, like
water tasted slowly after the chewing of kola nuts. He did not feel his
body as a hard, solid thing anymore. It too had become a fluid form.
Keeping his eyes closed he realized he didn’t know or care which
direction was up and which was down. He simply had no anxiety.

It must have been some time before he opened his eyes. He did
not, at flr.sl. see Anan in front of him. He realized the current had
;::';fg :::: 3?""3)' from his old position. There was a subtle pain iI‘I
i al‘lt:;usfq by the twisting of his body above it. He hadn't
A e ; Ifm:' :c had his eyes closed. He looked for Al.l‘dll»
FEA .( nan's .cad was now lower down. He was squattm;.;.
hin reste & on the river bed. His knees were doubled, and his
chin rested upon them, He was leaning slightly backward, against
the current. It seemed ; e A
P med at l.hat ang|
b do\.;'n . lh.own weight in t

gainst the curreny.

to liste
mense silence,

le the current could not push him
he water was not enough to force

Hl\ Cyes we ¢
yes were still closed, In that position he had such a calm

‘
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look on his face, a look so far beyond ordinary life, that Densu felt
a sharp alarm. He moved closer and looked at his friend’s throat. In
the slow water, with its fugitive lights and shadows running con-
stantly into and from each other, he could not tell if what he saw was
breathing or not. He reached out a hand and touched Anan on his
cheek.

Anan, so slowly, opened one eye, then the other. He looked at
Densu and smiled. Densu pressed his left wrist thrice, firmly. Then
he unhooked his foot from the root at the bottom of the river, and
let himself rise to the surface.

Holding the breathing tube, he swam slowly to the beach, and
when he got there he lay down in the sand to let the sun dry him.

He was already dry when Anan came out of the water and lay
down beside him. He was in no hurry to go back to Esuano, so he
just lay there with his eyes closed, watching the colors the sun made
under his eyelids.

“When did you make them?”

“What?”

“The tubes.”

“I finished them yesterday,” Anan said, then lay quiet. Densu
could hear him breathe.

“You were kind, letting me use one,” Densu said. He was not only
dry now; the sun had warmed his body. He rose, found his cloth and
threw it over his body, and sat up on the sand. He reached out to give
the tube to Anan.

“Keep it,” Anan said. “ have mine.”

“Someone else might like to use it,” Densu said.

Anan shook his head. “No one else. 1 could think of only one
person here, and that was you.”

“I can't keep it,” Densu said. He held out the tube still. Anan
reached up to take it. “Id like to borrow it some day. But keeping
it...” He rose to go. Anan nodded but said nothing.

Densu took one more look at him lying there in the warm sand.
The look on his face was serene, far beyond happiness. It was much
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the same look that had touched Densu’s mind with panic at the bot-
he s

7 i had understood it.
om of the river, before he ‘ '
t “You were so quiet that day,” Densu said now. He looked and saw

there was no longer any sign of bleeding on A‘nans tac_:c. '
“I'm usually quiet,” Anan answered. “I can't talk of the things on

my mind. Not with a lot of people” )
“You're still afraid they wouldn't understand?
“No. I'm sure theyd understand if they were interested. But I

don’t think many people are interested in what interests me.”

“There must be some.”
“Not here,” Anan said. “Perhaps you. But over there,” he looked

across the river, east, “I know there are people who understand”

“Over where?”

But Anan merely laughed as if hed caught himself doing some-
thing childish, and said: “I feel fine. I may not need any medicine
after all” He stood up. “I wonder who won the wrestling champion-
ship in the end””

“We can find out on the way back,” Densu said.

They found out it was the short Antobam who had won the wres-
tling championship. Appia had been expected to win through to the
final round. But something strange had happened to him also. His
first, and, as it turned out, his only opponent, was Kojo Djan, he of
the long, thin, spidery limbs. Djan put up a determined fight. But af-
ter a while it became plain that he could match Appia neither in skill
nor in strength. It would merely be a matter of time before he was
.forccq to gi\'e in to his superior opponent. But there was something

;;‘Ot"{“: ! ;Jb““ l’ushing him to set his mind against conceding defeat.
There are points in the vj "ml' e
difficulty has g gipope -r. rest 'Ng game at which an opponent in

gy e choice: to yield, or to risk breaking : b
Through the skillful use of force Appi 1S req ing a bone.
such a position, He had Djan at p; Ppla Mmaneuvered Djan into just
ported him and kept b taut bad:b:-"mcy: only one thin arm sup-
rom touching the ground. The

—
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arm was already twisted by tension, and the hand was awkwardly
positioned. Its fingers pointed backward, away from the head, and
the thumb was bent upon itself. Clearly, Appia had an advantage
Kojo Djan could do nothing to counter.

Yet Kojo Djan would not recognize the truth of his position. The
choice was therefore left to Appia—to press his advantage home
even if it meant maiming his opponent, or to back away from him,
giving up an obvious victory.

Appia seemed undecided. Later, of course, it became clear that he
was not so much undecided as determined to avoid a brutal victory.
He kept the hapless Djan in that one position for the longest time,
hoping, perhaps, that Djan would come to his senses and concede
defeat. But Djan did not. So Appia quietly relaxed his grip, stood up
from his opponent’s contorted body, and walked away.

The judge could not award a foolish victory to Kojo Djan. So
he declared the third and the fourth fights without result—Buntui
having been disqualified already. It was left to Kweku Sipi, he of the
hare-lip, and the short Kofi Antobam to compete for the wrestling
championship. Kweku Sipi fought no less well than he had fought
in the first fight. But his height did not help him against Antobam’s
steady determination. Antobam tired Sipi and in the end had the
great satisfaction, he the shortest of the nine, of emerging champion
at the end of the first day, Sunday.

3. The Manipulators

In the late afternoon there was a possibility of rain. A swift wind
blew from the south. But the wind passed and the rain did not fall.
Clouds remained, however. They covered the sun. They softened its
afternoon heat, and they turned its remaining light blue and gentle.

The coolness calmed Densu and turned his thoughts inward. Af-
ter he had taken Anan home, he returned to the Nsu Ber. This time
he did not follow the river’s flow. He walked upstream, following a
path he knew well. It led toward the eastern forest.
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There had been questions disturbing his mind, but now
almost certain he could see answers, and this near certainty brought
him a deep, calm clarity. He wished he could talk to someone older
and more experienced, someone who would understand his mindys
desire, and perhaps point out paths he wished to follow in his mind
but could not yet see in the real world. The thought crossed his mind
that he could simply walk on till he came to the eastern forest, look-
ing for his friend, the healer Damfo. But he checked the thought. It
was impulsive, unnecessarily so. There would be time to £0 to the
eastern forest, to see Damfo and to listen to him. There would be
time at the end of the games.

The thought that he would have to go to Ababio’s house in the
palace yard bothered Densu like an awkward burden, a burden not
heavy but foolishly packed, and therefore unmanageably bulky.
Densu did not like Ababio. He had to remind himself often that he
owed respect to the man to whose care he had been entrusted from
the time his mother also died, from birth. The respect due to an
elder from a youth Densu could give, as much as the outward forms
demanded. But he had never been able to trust Ababio.

At first, when he was younger, he had felt merely an intense dis-
comfort whenever Ababio was around. It was not a feeling he under-
stom?d. It confused him. But as he grew he thought much over this
feeling, and he gained some understanding. He had, for instance,
never known Ababio to leave anyone free to make a choice. Always,
:]:iil?::; l;;::l f:frtce w-hen he was in a position to. Otherwise he used
o trei‘r::(var;i; .he talked endlessly abouF how cleve.r each
T werte o 1 I? had b‘een, and how wise he was in not

" z;op ¢ into doing what he wanted them to do.
B s for‘:a totally different man. He could not lmag'";
him to do ¢ or fraud to get anyone to do what he wante
Withlr\]jll:ilcrﬁn::; :?;ni:u." Damfo’s favorite word, and the quiet sn?il,e
mind. “For those wh(; NO matter when or where, came to Densus

want to heal, to create what needs to be cre-

he felt

‘
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ated, that’s the best way. Inspiration.” It had always been a joy to
Densu to hear Damfo talk of medicine, of healing. Occasionally,
Damfo talked not of medicine but of poison. Just as he called in-
spiration healing medicine, he said the most damaging poison was
manipulation. “That is the most potent poison. It destroys people,
plants, everything”

Damfo had helped Densu climb into clarity. The uncertain, con-
fusing, unpleasant but intense feelings Ababio had always roused in
him became understandable after he had listened to Damfo talking
of inspirers and manipulators. The world around him was the same.
Only the way he saw the world was clearer. He now recognized cer-
tain people as manipulators. A few he also saw as inspirers. The dis-
tinction gave him knowledge of himself he had not had before: he
did not like manipulators; he loved inspirers.

Something made Densu uncomfortable still. It was a thought
that often threatened to bring back the confusion of the days before
that first clarity. He felt in himself a natural, increasing urge to fly far
from manipulation, seeking only to be with inspirers. Yet all the life
around him belonged to the manipulators. It was not only Ababio.
Everyone at court, and most of the people he had come to know
outside the court also, seemed able to act only in manipulative ways.
Force, fraud, deceit: these were the chosen methods of most of them.
That this was the way of the world Densu had come to see with in-
creasing sharpness. At the same time as he saw this, what he felt in
himself was a great desire, a need, to put huge distances between
himself and all such people and their ways.

Densu looked over his shoulder. He saw the last rays of a cool
blue sunset disappearing. He had walked quite far along the path to
the eastern forest. He turned to go back home, walking faster.

4 Opportunity

When Densu knocked on Ababio’s door it was opened immedi-
ately. Ababio did not waste time. He told Densu to sit. He gave him
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water. Then he came closer with his stool and sat less t
length from him, watching the door.

“The king is old,” Ababio said in a rather strained voic
odd beginning to a conversation, and Densu did not try
Instead, he simply looked at his host.

There was just one lamp in the room they were in. Its flame
fretful, and it chattered as if the oil under it had been mixed w'?}:
drops of water. At unpredictable intervals the flame sent up a ﬁtlfu]
tongue which lit up the room with a weird orange light, casting gi.
ant shadows on the walls. The longest of the shadows came and \gvegm
on the wall opposite Densu. It was a huge, round, hulking thing, a
blown-up silhouette of Ababio’s hairless head as he talked. ,

“Very old,” Ababio said. He waited for a response.

“I'know that,” Densu said. He felt uneasy.

“You know it,” Ababio said, his voice warming. “But you don't

know what it means. It means the time has come to see to a reason-
able succession”

“Affairs of the court..” Densu began.

“...do not interest you.” Ababio cut him short. “Yes, I know. You
have told me that before, and your father before you sang the same
;.0 'ng. Ak, t.)IOOd i_s amazing. How the son talks as if the father had
ived for him to imitate. And he never even saw him.” He looked
f;:sely o D.e"fu, with a look that might even have been affectionate.
I a:]t:fk:ald) Densu, you are no longer a child. You're a man, and'

Ababi:Ig - y((i)u about just those things that make a man a man’
o his face e:lne even FlOSe“r. Densu felt the moist heat of his brea.th
talking to -Ou‘fl;vas saying: ’1 will not hide truth under riddles. 'm
— Yy - a OUt.power. Ihe king does not belong with the living

)“ n?. We're talking about succession.”

ut::ppla is 'the heir,” said Densu.
there '::};a;’:;bi'\bab.o answered. “Only perhaps. You see, Denst,
willing to lic e I'haven't been able to talk to you about. Are you

8 to listen?” Depsy nodded.

“The \
world has changed in ways some people do not yet under-

han an arpy

e [t Wwas an
1o respong,

Part One 89

stand.” Ababio began. “Those born to rule must understand all these
changes.”

“You don’t think Appia understands them?”

“Appia doesn’t want to understand them!” said Ababio.

“What are these changes?”

“First, the white people. Appia still calls them strangers”

“Isn’t that what they are?”

“Not now,” Ababio said sharply. “Not after so many generations.
Look, the first of them came to the coast four centuries ago. Now all
power comes from them. Whoever doesn’t know that is still a child.
That’s what Appia is. A child”

“I'm the same age,” Densu said.

“But you are willing to grow, to understand?”

“To understand what?”

“There’s a great change coming in this land. The whites have de-
cided that, and what the whites have decided is certain. I've been to
Cape Coast, and I know. Look, Densu, I know the whites. I know the
whites like my own brothers. I have intimate friends at Cape Coast
who are intimate friends of the whites there. That is how I know this.

“The whites have decided it’s time they took full control of this
land. Not just the coast. The whole land, from the sea to the forests
of Asante and beyond, right up to the dry Moshi grasslands” He
breathed in like a man out of breath.

“These are big changes coming. They do not happen in every
generation. You're lucky if such changes happen when you're young”
Ababio sighed. “Because if you are also intelligent, and have cour-
age, you arrange to place yourself on the right side of the changes as
they come. Those who take care to place themselves on the right side
of big changes, when the big changes have taken place, become big
men. Those stupid enough to place themselves against such chang-
es, of course they get crushed into tiny pieces. If they survive the
changes at all, they survive as something insignificant, smaller than
real men, infinitely smaller than big men. You're intelligent, Densu,
and you have courage. That'’s why I'm talking to you about all this”
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“There’s something I dont understand,” said Dengy,
told Appia of these changes you speak about?”

“What if I have?” Ababio asked.

“It would be more natural to talk to him. He is the he
and I have nothing to do with the succession”

“If you must know.” said Ababio, “I have talked to Appia. I have
explained everything, everything to him. At least he w
enough to hear me to the end of what I had to say.
was pointed.

“I am listening,” said Densu.

“The whites are going to control this land, as surely as your father
is dead. But they cannot control the whole land without help from
people they trust. Black people they trust. Power comes from work,
a lot of work. There will be fighting. War. We shall have to help the
whites by finding men to fight for them, here and everywhere. We'll
have to find carriers for the things the fighters need, and for the
white officers.

“The whites will want to buy food for the soldiers. They will need
laborers to build roads. Don't you see? Once we agree to work for the
whites, we put ourselves on the road to power. It is a road without
end.

“If we do not help the whites, we shall be left by the roadside.
And if we are such fools as to stand against the whites, they will
grind us until we become less than impotent, less than grains of bad
snuff tossing in a storm. That is the choice before everyone of us. L
myself, have already chosen. And those who think like me have cl.lo-
sen. We shall be on the side of the whites. That is where power lies.
We have chosen power because we find impotence disgusting. What
I'm doing now is inviting you to be on the same side.”

“You say you've told Appia all this?” Densu asked.

“T'have,” said Ababio.

“You invited him in the same way?”

“Idid”

“What was his answer?”

“Have yqy

i, after al,

as patient
The last remark

~— g
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“The prince is out of his mind, I tell you!” Ababio“shouted, then
belatedly hushed himself up. “The boy is utterly mad.

“But what was his answer?”

“He refused!” said Ababio indignantly. As he talked now, it
seemed the memory of his talk with Appia came back strong, an('i.
his anger rose. “He refused, just like that. Like a big fool he refused.

“Did he give reasons?” Densu asked.

“I knew his reasons before he talked of them. It all comes from
his mother. His mother worships that mad healer, that homeless,
wifeless wretch who lives in the eastern forest. The woman Araba
Jesiwa is forever taking the prince to visit that lunatic healer, that
Damfo. And that Damfo has filled the mother’s head with that fool-
ish talk of his against the whites. Would you believe it? The madman
calls those who work with whites dogs. Dogs, I tell you. Dogs! Is that
a name for human beings?”

“So Appia doesn’'t want to work for the whites,” Densu said.

“He doesn’t;” answered Ababio. “The healer has poisoned his
mind. He says a king should work for all black people—to bring all
black people together. The boy’s brain has been poisoned, I tell you.
He, a prince, doesn’t know there would be no more kings if some
catastrophe brought all black people together. Kings belong to their
tribes. He doesn’t know that”

“Appia is the heir;” Densu repeated. “If you want his help, you'll
have to persuade him.

“Densu,” Ababio asked, “do I look like such a fool to you? A wise
man persuades those who are open to persuasion, and I am no fool.
I cannot persuade Appia against his own stubborn foolishness. All
I see now is that he wants to stand against a force too powerful for
him. He is asking to be destroyed. Densu, I'm not talking to you
about any distant future. I'm talking to you about the present. It is
necessary to put someone else in Appia’s place.
Important than an
breath, so intensely
the sentence.

The position is more
y one person.” Ababio paused. Again he drew

he sounded like a man in pain. Then he repeated

e — R ——
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Itis necessary to put someone

else
has been taken”

IN Appia’s place. The decigig,
Ababio let out breath, a long sigh. He was v

c.lling. But the,
: s ere
- He sounded as jf hed just 8one beyong
Now he beg: alk r e
| -~ ‘ egan to talk ramblingly,
ing his ideas, talking almost to himself. B
“In the past, it didn’t matte
Now the

Was no tension in his voice
particularly difficult point.

r much to the

m what happened here,
rything that go

Yy want to control eve ©s on. From the coagt 1o

the forests to the grasslands, even to the desert. And they wil) Ifwe
help the whites get this control, we stand to profit from the ch.;mges
Those foolish enough to stand against them will of course be wipeJ
out.

“Densu, have you ever seen those
really big guns, not the little rifle
Nothing will ever make
for me is firmly by the

guns the white men have? The
S men carry on their shoulders?
me stand against those guns. The only place

side of whoever possesses such powerful
\Weapons. Appia doesn’t want to understand this.” Ababio looked at
Densu. He looked like a man appealing for help. He was sweating,
and his bald head shone.

“I cannot be of any use to you,” Densu said.

“And why not?” Ababio asked.

“You know the reason. The work you talk of isn't what I want t0
do”

“Don’t be hasty with me, Densu,” Ababio said. There wa‘s some.-
thing much like pain in his tone. “I do not want you to dea»dc‘al’lf'
thing now. Not just yet. This matter is important. Sleep over it slug
days, weeks, months over it, if you need time to realize what s gOUN
for you. Just remember this while you sleep: in this world there '_",c
those who thrive, and there are those who don't. Those whé l|-h:m.
thrive because they respect power. They see where it comes :( it.
and they take care to place themselves beside it, never ng‘l.llr: else
Densu, you are young. Nature has favored you more¢ i ‘Tlmlnd
of your age. You have strength of body. You have strength O( e
You belong by nature with those who thrive. You were born €
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What I'm giving you now is an invitation to your own future. Don't
asty. Think about it”
- l:l:::»li::hn give Densu a chance to speak agailll. ch rosf anld
walked toward the door. Densu followed him. Outsu.ie n;]'lhc pa]-
ace yard, Ababio said farewell, then turned to go bac.I\ t_o‘ )ll‘sb mt(::n
The night was cool, and the air was now clear. Soun\c!s of ce et r«:h "
drifted gently on the night air. But Densu had no deblr.e to go ln' : e :
direction, toward the center of the town. Once outside the palace,
he turned left and left again. He went past the palace wall, beyond
the silent houses after it, toward the female river. He knew he wquld
not be able to sleep now even if he went to bed. He needed to think.
An overpowering wish possessed him right then to go all the way
into the eastern forest. But he brought the wish upward to his mind.
There it lost its insistent, driving power, and Densu looked forward
to going to the eastern forest, but only when the time was ripe. The
hope calmed him, and he was able to think of sleep.

5 The Mind Game

Sunday, the first day, had been the day for wrestling. Monday
was set aside for oware, a game of mental skill, not physical strength.
This proved to be the longest day. The elimination bouts began early
in the morning, almost as soon as there was light enough. It was not
until midday that the weakest players were defeated and obliged to
join those merely looking on.

There was a break for the midday meal. Then the players and
Spectators came back, and the clash of champions began in earnest.

There is no need to mention every detail, round a
enough to say that near the e
left undefeated were the

fter round. It is
nd, to no one’s surprise, the two players
prince Appia and Densu. Before the final
rounds the two were given time for rest. That take
cach other formally. Then they began.
Appia moved the counters first. He
hole. This was

n, they greeted

chose to start at the second

Appia

an unsurprising game. When, at the end of it,
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being the starter, took the last eight counters,
two empty holes on his side. Appia had won th
starter’s advantage.

Densu started next. He began at the fifth hole.
in two fast circles watered the 'beginning hole to fruition and the,
plucked the very first four to ripen. That too was expected. § .
Densu’s response: he captured two fours, one on his own ;id: ‘:]:s
other from Appia. At the end of the game Densu in his turn had,w ;
with the starter’s advantage—the same two holes. o

. That is how things went for the first thirty games. Then it was
time to change the rules, since it was clear neither Densu nor Appia
stood .lo defeat the other if the normal, easy rules prevailed. After
the thirtieth game the players were forbidden to count the coun-
ters before moving them. The time of thinking out each succeeding
move was also cut in two. In addition, the starter’s advantage was
abolished: the starter would not get the customary eight counters at
the end of a game.

S0 now the result of each game would depend first on each play-
er’s skill, then on his judgment based on the strength of his memory.

The first six games after the rule change were even. But by the
seventh a certain lack of sureness had began to make Appia’s game
hesitant. Twice the judge had to prompt him to play before his time
was up. As for Densu, he played calmly, steadily. He played with
such concentration that he looked like someone in a trance. The
only indication his whole mind was present and engaged was the
promptness with which he made each well-calculated move.

By the end of the tenth game Densu had an advantage of a hole,
won entirely from skillful play. He did not lose it. By the fifteenth
game his advantage had grown to two. The twenty-first game saw
Densu holding an advantage of four clear holes. And it was just be-
fore the thirtieth game, precisely at the twenty-ninth, in fact, that

Appia lost his Jast remaining hole. Densu had won the oware cham-
pionship.,

Densu wag left ity
e first game with the

Answering, Appia
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6. The Races

Tuesday was the day of the short races. Appia was the winner
in each race. He ran with a firm, explosive power of movement,
enough to make any watcher marvel how so much energy could
come out of a single human body in such concentrated spurts. In
each race Densu followed Appia closely, in second place. His run-
ning also had power in it, but there was nothing at all explosive here.
Far more than power, Densu’s running had grace: a natural, unhur-
ried smoothness that was a pleasure merely to look at.

Wednesday was the day of the longer races. It was Densu’s day.
The way he ran, it was clear his movement through the air was a joy
to him. He leaped forward in long strides, fleeing ahead of his pur-
suers, entering the forest and disappearing from view, emerging, af-
ter unbelievably short intervals, to climb up the crest of the exposed
hill that marked the farthest limit of the race, circling a giant silk-
cotton tree, then plunging downward into the forest again on his
way back, and lost again from view before the runner closest to him
had emerged in his turn to climb up the exposed hill—Densu ran as
if air and earth both listened to him, and were happy to let him pass.

Again it was not power that marked Densu’s running but grace,
grace and a joy so pure it could not be hidden. It came out not only
in the serene gladness of the runner’s face; it came out in the motion
of his arms, in the lifting of his legs, in every movement of his swift,
flying form. Nor was Densu’s joy mixed with tiredness even at the
end of the longest race of all, the race to the edge of the eastern forest
and back across the upper ford on the female river. So Densu won
the long races. And always the next after Densu was the determined
Appia, somewhat winded but persevering to the end.
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PART TWO
1. Decision Time

When the last of the long races was over, Ababi(: S'()l'lghl Densu
out and invited him to come and see him zft home. “It's important,
was all the explanation he stopped to give, in an easy, conspiratorial
tone. Densu went to see him in the evening, at the end of the dances
celebrating his victory.

“You didn't expect me to call you again so soon,” Ababio said
by way of an opening. Densu just looked at him. “But it had to be
today,” Ababio continued. “Something has changed. It's important”
Ababio halted. He seemed to want Densu to interrupt him, per-
haps to ask him a question. But Densu did not, so he continued. “I
thought thered be more time, but there isn't. Things have moved so
fast at Cape Coast we've all been taken by surprise. But we needn't
allow events to leave us behind. Do you know what has happened?”
Densu said no.

In the beginning, Ababio had talked rather like a man unsure
of his ground. He talked out of breath, in a hesitant manner that
seemed strange indeed with him. But now, as if hed finally decided
10 go boldly ahead on a course hed been hesitating to follow, his tone
grew crisp. “You have to decide now, Densu.”

Densu looked more caref ully at the man in front of him. Ababio’s
€yes were extremely small, narrowed far below their usual size.

“To decide what?” Densu asked.
im::;t;'z;:::c: :l’teh'i‘l;']]lab if he im.cndcd.m pierce.hlim with the
offered 10 vou,.if 1h¢. B ij'I you. If the kingship of Esuano \\'fre

“Thatfs not s mizu; er came your way, \\.'ould you be rgad:\'?

“Never mind abog fl(uml(.)n. I)ens't‘l said without hcsnam:n‘.
asked you a question . i s‘ .st.frl(.)uslless! Ababio shot back. “I've
kings and i “'] ‘ nswer it. !hosc who have the power to make

S— m would like to know. Now. If they brought
¥ Would you have the courage to hold it?”

| T
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“Appia is the heir”

“Do not exasperate me, Densu,” Ababio said. “We know who and
what Appia is. We were born long before you. We don't need you to
tell us. All we want to know is: Will you accept the power?”

“You know my answer,” Densu said.

“No, Densu,” said Ababio, slowly. “I don't know your answer”

“I want to be left alone,” Densu said.

“You refuse the offer?” Densu nodded. Ababio sighed deeply
and heavily. His shoulders sank lower where he sat. He just sat there
looking at Densu, making no effort to move or to say anything.

“May I go now?” Densu asked him after a long silence.

Ababio did not open his mouth. But Densu, thinking he saw a
nod and a sort of shrug, rose to go. As he reached the door, Ababio
called him.

“Come back, Densu.” The man’s voice sounded infinitely weary.
Densu turned and walked back. When he came to Ababio he stood,
waiting. “It is not a simple matter,” Ababio said.

“What isn’t a simple matter?” Densu asked.

“What you're involved in now.”

“I'm not involved in anything,” Densu said.

“Oh, but you are, Densu.” Ababio said. His voice sounded gentle,
kind. “You are involved. Very much so. And it won't help you to
deny it now. You cannot just walk away from people after they have
bared their souls to you, and revealed their secrets to you. There is
a bond between you and anyone who so reveals himself to you. The
bond is one of mutual protection. You must protect him, and he will
protect you. If not, you walk away from a man knowing what he has
revealed to you about his naked soul, about his ambitions. And the
knowledge you have is like a knife in your hands, don't you see?”

“Are you thinking 1 want to use what you've told me against

you?” Densu asked.

“Densu,” Ababio said patiently, “I have nothing to say regarding
what you want to do or do not want to do. I'm saying something
about what you must do, now that you know what you do know”
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“What is it I must do?” Densu asked.

“First,” Ababio said, “stop dreaming idle dreams. Next, ta
responsibilities. When power is offered to you, the offer means the
time has come for you to stop being a child, and to become aman”

“Doesn't it matter what I've told you before?” Densy asked.

“What have you told me before?” Ababio countered.

“That I want to be a different kind of man?”

“Ah, that” said Ababio. “No. It doesn’t matter now, Not after what
you know.” Ababio talked in a tone of certainty, of unshakable con-
wicthon: “Densu, there is nothing to fear. All you need is courage,
and you have that” He spoke expansively now. “And don't let Appia
worry you. Yes, he is the heir. But power doesn't always €0 to those
who most expect it. Those who decide these things have been watch-
ing you. They know, for instance, what everybody knows: that you'll
be the winner of these games, and these things are important; you
have no idea just how important.”

“Do you mean the games have something to do with the holding
of power at Esuano?” Densu asked, surprised.

“More than you think.” Ababio laughed, a totally relaxed laugh.
“Far more than you think. You'll see soon enough. After you win
the games, many a surprise will be waiting for you, along which%'\'er
path you walk. All you have to do is be yourself, Densu, and win. |
envy you.”

Densu felt bitter pain in his body, and a certain dr,\'ness.madc
his head ache. But he smiled. He asked Ababio the same question he
had asked some time back.

“May I go now?” . ’

This time, Ababio answered promptly. “By all means. Hede;::
walked out into the night with Densu, his talk a gentle, S‘?“ B 4
mored patter, cut now and then with a cris'p chUCFd.t’- “I‘:; )
turned to go back he said to Densu: “If anything new wmt‘\, B
let you know. I don’t expect anything much to happen yet. 8¢
after the games are over. But I'll let you know.” . e

There was something unpleasant in the night air, bu

ke your

nsu
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could not think what exactly it might be. It was not in the sky above
him, and as for the earth below, it still felt firm underfoot. He heard
music, and in the faint lyrics floating on the slow breeze he thought
he could even hear his name. But he did not go toward the music.
He could not.

He knew he could be facing another sleepless night if he found
no way to clear his mind. In spite of the exertions of the day, his
body was not tired, and as for his mind, it was alert with thoughts.
The thoughts were not new. But this night they had a sharpness that
was keener than usual. In the past they had been more confusing,
a mixture of feelings and thoughts, hard to grasp completely. Now
they were comprehensible.

Densu thought of these games supposed to prepare the young
for adult life. He wanted to go far, far from these rituals. The desire
was powerful, steady. He felt no need to compete with those of his
age. He felt no need to compete with anyone at all. He did not hate
the games and the rituals. But he wished he had found ritu
could have given life a better meaning. The ceremonies, rituals and
games that could satisfy the yearning inside him would have to be
ceremonies, rituals and games of cooperation, not of competition.
The present games made him uneasy. Nothing they offered gave an
answer to his soul.

In his imagination he could see diffe
not necessary to set apart a fe
and reduce the whole

als that

rent rituals. In them it was

wactive ones to run against each other
community to spectators.

competitors, only participants. There would be a community whose
members would be free to work together in the cool of the n;ormng:
they would be free to run, swim, jump, play, to celebrate health and
strength in the late afternoon; they would dance to their own songs
in the quiet of evenings

These things were good. Why should an
competition? What sense was the
Munity from the center of the fie
ters? Why should eve

There would be no

y of them be turned into
re in cx-.ludmg the whole com

Id, leaving only a few grim bat
rything have to end in a senseles

S Victory for
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one isolated individual? What meanin
community, turning it as it did into a
a lone victor?

g could sych

) ritUal v
defeated mass £ e

»all wor Shiping

Densu’s uneasiness deepened into rey
ety separated into a sm.all, active group of competitors fying by
above a passive mass of mere Spectators with uplifteq faces bruugh}:
ugly pictures to his mind: a very few lean, sinewy, strong Champu?m
dominating a soft, shapeless crowd beneath their feet.

Densu felt lonely. He felt an acute need for companionship yhep.
ever he thought of these things, of Esuano, of life. But in 5 commy.
nity separated into dominant champions and passive Spectators, he
could see no possibility of any companionship for himself Every
quality in him rebelled against the dumb Passivity of the spectator,
as well as against the wild, vicarious frenzy of the celebrants of vic
tories belonging to others.

And he did not want to have anything to do with the lone cham.
pion’s stupid arrogance. There should be something better. But the
night was half gone, and it would all slide imperceptibly away if he
did not free himself from thoughts of the sterility around.

ulsion. The idea of , $0(j-

2. Water Games

Thursday, the fifth day, was the first set aside for swimming 'I?IC
day’s races were short sprints across the Nsu Ber, one where it was
narrowest, the other where it grew widest. o

The strongest swimmer was Appia; but he did .not proveAto ¥
best. Across the Nsu Ber he raised a powerful trail of foafnlng this
behind him. His hands hollowed out a trough in the river for
speeding body. It was a wonder to walch.. s

But behind Appia as he crossed the river swin & 01 ol
it seemed to pose a deliberate contrast to Appia’s robuil ; no(w\'e;l
The form was Densu’s. In the water it seemed t’o move Nu leftouly3
effort atall. In place of a wake such as Appia ralst?d..bll)ft':;idc P
gentle ripple on the surface of the water, barely visible bes
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tremendous foam. To tell the truth, Densu seemed to glide for!./v}z.l:d
with the strength of a power not in his body alone but also within
r of the river itself.

the';vhitih(())rtcr race had a most puzzling finish. As the swimmers
passed the middle of the river there was no telling which of tl?e lead-
ing two would reach land first—Appia or Densu. From the middle of
the river to the race’s end their heads were level, always level, though
the rhythms of their motion remained entirely different. Appia
thrashed the river with undiminished power; Densu’s limbs barely
broke the surface as they left and reentered the water, drawing it
back for the smoothly gliding body to slip through. So two hands
simultaneously touched the log marking the finishing point. For the
first time in the memory of any living person, victory in the shorter
swimming sprint had to be split.

The race across the wider part of the river took place in the af-
ternoon. Appia swam as powerfully as before. At the start he took a
slender lead. But by the middle he had lost it, and De
It was not a wide gap that separate
remarkable increase in the violence
grew narrower. Instead, it w
Densu touched the wood sev
ing arm smashed pow

The long-distance
day. It took place in t
a race not across the
Ianding for ﬁshing ca
let of fishermen; the

nsu was ahead.
d them. But though there was a
of Appia’s strokes, the gap never
idened by infinitesimal additions, and

eral clear moments before Appia’s flail-
erfully against it,

Swimming race was held on the
he larger river, the male
river but along its le

sixth day, Fri-
river Nsu Nyin. It was
ngth. It started from the
noes far below Esuano, where there was a ham-
f fis N it went up the river’s length all the way till the
sacrificial rock of priests, 4 boulder called Akosombo. Around this
?hc swimmers had to turn, then swim back to the fishermen’s land.-
Ing, this time not against the current byt with it,

The long swim took place in the afternoo
meal had had a chance o go down.
this day they did not break their fas
nothing at a|| a¢ midday. In the sty]

n, after the noontime
As for the Swimmers themselves,
ttill late in the morning. They ate
¢ of almost €very swimmer t'hcrc

e —.
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was a marked change from that of the day before. The day before had
been a time of strong motions. But today the swimmers began with
the knowledge that he who would last till the end must husband his
energy, not waste it in a premature and ultimately useless display of
potency. This change, then, could be remarked in the way everybody
swam this Friday afternoon.

Except for Densu. Between Densu’s style of the previous day and
his style this afternoon the difference was hardly perceptible. An ex-
ceptionally keen eye, though, might have seen a kind of lengthening
of every smooth stroke, a gentler glide through the water, and even
less of an afterwake behind his body. Up until the Akosombo rock
the going was hard for all. And there was no great difference sepa-
rating those in the lead from the swimmers following after them.
The return swim was entirely different.

It was usual for swimmers to have tired themselves out by the
time they reached the rock. Because of that the return swim, though
aided by the current, was seldom as fast as the upward swim. But
this day, as the leading group of swimmers rounded the Akosombo
rock for the downward swim, one form glided forward and away
from the others in a series of long, smooth, sliding thrusts, as if some
force beneath, subtle but strong, were buoying it up and easing it
forward ahead of everyone. The form was Densu’s.

That amazing smoothness of motion was no passing wonder.
Densu sustained it till the finish. He had already dried his lithe body
before the second swimmer reached land. The second swimmer was
Appia. So the sixth day, the day of the long swimming race, belonged
to Densu. Once more the strong prince Appia was second.

3. The Captive Pigeon

The last day, Sunday, came, the day when the champion for the
entire games would be chosen. In ordinary years the champion e
known before the final day. But this year was extraordinary. The way
the competitions hag gone so far, no one could tell who would b¢
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the champion at the end of the final day. Between Appia and Densu
the rivalry had been so close. Only the last day’s competition could
decide who would win the final victory.

The morning was sunny, the air clear. The world was quiet. Ev-
erything seemed paralyzed with suspense, waiting for the final com-
petition. This competition was to be in the exhibition of hunting
skills.

The ancient hunting tools—arrows, spears, knives—were not to
be used. Ages had passed since the gun had replaced them. The first
test was simple: the competitors were to shoot bullets at a barrel set
twenty tree lengths from the firing line.

The first crack of gunshot relaxed the crowd a little, and some
began to talk. The tension did not disappear, however. It turned into
a sort of eager anticipation, a charge in the air. One youth, Kweku
Sipi, failed to hit the barrel. He had to walk away from the line of
competitors. The crowd did not even care to notice his shame.

The barrel was moved to thirty lengths. Again the gunshots
blasted the air. Two youths fell out from the line: Buntui and Patu.
Forty lengths. One more youth fell out: Djan. When there were only
five competitors left it seemed no one would miss the target and
be dropped—all five shot with such consistent skill and care. But
at ninety lengths one, Antobam, shot wide of the barrel. Another,
Ampa, missed it at a hundred lengths. By mid-afternoon there were
only three competitors left: Anan, Appia and Densu.

The crowd showed signs of growing impatience, but the judges
were patient. They moved the target just a little farther after each
round of shots. Each time all three remaining competitors hit the
barrel. The crowd was torturing itself with uncertainty.

Then an eager voice shouted: “Bring the birds!” At the sound of
that call a look came over Densu’s face as if there was something ur-
gent he needed to tell the judge. He actually took a few steps in the
direction of the judge. But before he came close enough to speak to
him, he changed his mind and walked away again. He was smiling—
a strange smile, as if he were smiling in spite of pain.
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The birds were fated to die. The com
[L-ll'nS shooting at them. If a competitor was successfy] his bj R
It a competitor failed, his bird was pulled back down ,(hls i
for the next competitor to shoot at. PO

The birds were brought. They were young pigeons, each tieg
the end of a very long string. At a signal from the judge oz
Pe let go. th.fn it had flown as high as the tallest tree near-by, th
judge would give the order, and one competitor would fire 52

Anan was the first of the remaining three called to sho'ot. Three
guns had been loaded ready for him, and he was quick in their
use. He fired all three before the bird had flown the whole length
of the string. The first shot was inaccurate: it missed the bird en-
tirely. But the second grazed its tail and brought a feather spiraling
wildly down the startled wind. The third shot blasted the bird into
a plunging mess of blood and bones and feathers. But the success of
his third shot affected Anan strangely. In his behavior there was no
trace of the joy of success. His arms shook slightly, and he seemed
quite unable to look at the remains of the bird he had killed.

Appia shot next. He wasted just one shot—the first. The second
brought down the bird. The bullet had pierced it straight throughits
body. Then it was Densu’s turn to shoot. Densu picked up the first
gun. He stepped aside, leaving the two other guns on the ground
beside him. The judge released the pigeon, and it flew. At first it hov-
ered low, uncertainly, quite close to Densu.

Densu aimed the gun. The bird flew into perfect range, but 1?9"5“
did not shoot. It seemed as if he intended for the bird to fly hlgh‘:
The flying pigeon rose. Its flight was now much stronger, much m';,h :
certain now that the shock of sudden liberation had W‘fm oft:
bird flew forward, then up. The string holding it blew W
wind and formed a giant curve, lengthening still. il

The bird had flown past Densu’s aim, yet he did not >€c‘:‘nl o
turbed. On his face had appeared a look of the intensest oo

. ” . Denst
tion. The judge frowned and looked impatientl)' at him. But
did not fire.

petitors woylg have

a bird woulq

ly in the

e —————————————]
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The judge coughed a rasping cough. People in the crowd began
to murmur their bafflement. This wave of small noises brought Den-
su out of his concentration, back to some sense of where he was. He
aimed more carefully in the direction of the fleeing bird. A smile
relaxed his face as he tensed his fingers to pull the trigger. It was a
smile of utter satisfaction, a smile too deep for any watcher’s com-
prehension. Densu let the gunsight rise to the pigeon. He hesitated a
fraction of a moment. The pigeon flew a shade higher. Densu fired.

The bird, surprised by the sudden shot in the middle of such a
profound silence, faltered in its flight, then dropped from the height
it had reached, as if the bullet had touched it. But in another mo-
ment the pigeon had recovered its speed and straightened out in
steep, free flight. For just one more moment it hovered again in the
still echoing air. Then it soared high. It soared high into the sky, far
beyond the aim of any hunter’s weapon.

The judge looked down astonished at the string which had so
recently held the liberated bird. Left loose in his hand, it was now
drifting foolishly back to earth. The judge looked up after the dis-
appearing bird. Then he turned to look at Densu. The silence, the
profound silence of the watchers echoed the judge’s bewilderment.
The judge asked a question agitating every mind there.

“What happened, Densu?”

“You saw what happened,” Densu answered. “I missed the bird”

“Deliberately,” the judge persisted. “You shot to hit the string, not
the pigeon”

“I missed the bird” Densu said again. He did not stay to hear
what else the judge would say. Turning away from the scene of com-
petition, he walked toward the river.

When the judge came out of his surprise, he walked over to the
prince Appia where he stood and raised his right arm high above
his head, the sign of final victory. He announced the coming night
would be devoted to the celebration of Appia’s victory. There would
be feasting; there would be songs and dances. And the next dawn
would see the birth of a new year.
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4. Victory Song

The air was magical that night. The voices of young women sang
of victory. Men's voices answered with the praise of strength. The
aged invoked youth and the future. The very young sang remem-
bered songs of a forgotten past.

Then there were dancers. Appia danced first, alone. He danced
the shy dance of the hopeful competitor. After that he danced new
dances in remembrance of his own particular victories and defeats
on successive days. His dancing was strenuous, but the happiness of
victory gave him energy. It was not till after the end of his celebra-
tion of his final victory with the gun that he gave in to exhaustion
and accepted rest together with the onlookers’ praise.

Now came the time for the other young men to join in the dance.
He who had known just once the pride of winners lived through his
fleeting moment of glory once again. Those who had nearly tasted
victory but had failed in the end, even they also danced and raised
happy dust.

Densu watched the celebrations. He did not go to the center
to dance. He did not g0 to celebrate any of his own victories. His
lhoughtls were far from this night’s happenings. He was glad the
compelftions had come to an end, not only because he disliked the
competitions themselves, but also because his mind was power-
:(‘)‘:l:n‘:?::)"‘ :: :erl‘nethipg far from them. He was eager to make the
iy it 11 irnhforest. He was eager to see the healer PaNIFO
his mind, 2 life s en;)A ": abo‘ut the future he h?d alr.eady i

Densus innerpca] in ; evotion to the work of ht'falmg. A
to his ear. He hagd lum “zs — i anooth st eakm-g s o,uj
saying, and at firg lhma ¢ an effort to listen to what the voice MIL*,
SmOoth; i yeas o : leffort was l'lard. The voice was not merely
and listened 1 theirl:n - " fepeited its words till Densu hear? them

The voice wag Ap b?‘f“‘“g- Yoq threw away your victory:

ab105s. Densu did not answer, but Ababio sensed
stood him. He did not repeat those words.
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“It was unwise, a wasteful thing to do” Ababio paused, as if in
thought. “It doesn’t matter, though. You were born to win. You can’t
run away from that. It’s in your nature. But answer me, Densu. Why
are you afraid of winning?”

“Is everyone who loses afraid of winning?”

“Who loses deliberately, yes,” said Ababio. “Do you deny that was
what you did?”

Densu did not answer.

“Also when you refused to fight the others,” Ababio added, “it
was the same thing”

Ababio fell quiet. He was not watching the dancers. He had
turned the back of his head to them, and he was looking directly
into Densu’s face. Because of the darkness outdoors he brought his
face close to Densu’s.

“I see you well, Densu,” Ababio said. “Your disease is not fear.
It’s pride. You look down on victory. In a way, that can be forgiven
you. You're a natural-born victor. So you don’t understand defeat.
You don't know as yet how necessary victory is for life. Or how
useless, how stupid a thing defeat is. But you're young. You have
power enough to waste. Don’t waste too much of it, though” His
tone dropped, and, as if in regret for something irretrievably lost, he
sighed like an exhausted man.

Ababio put a hand gently on Densu’s shoulder. “However,” he
said, “that’s not what I came to you about tonight. Come aside with
me. I must talk to you”

Densu walked with Ababio away from the dancers and watchers,
away from the river. Ababio looked round to make sure there was
no one near enough to hear him. Then he said, quite abruptly. “You
don't have time, Densu.”

“Time for what?” Densu asked.

“You have to make a decision.”

“What about?”

“About your future,” Ababio said.
“But I've made it,” said Densu.
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“Densu, I'm not talking to you as a child”

“I know.”

“I'm telling you again. Choose your future”

“I've chosen,” Densu said.

Ababio brought his voice under control. It had begun to grow
tense. Now its tone became patient, a little pained. “Densu” he said,
“I, Ababio, a man your father’s age, I who knew your father, and
made a promise to him to help the child he never lived to protect, |
came to you to ask you, to beg you even, to work with me and seize
the only future worthy of you.”

Densu answered him: “I have thanked you for the offer. But |
can't accept it.”

“You refuse to.”

“I don’t want to accept it, and I can't”

“You can,” said Ababio. “Listen to me, Densu. I came to you with
the deepest trust. I showed you the way to the most important thing
in a man’s life, the thing every man who is a man works for. That
thing is power.

“In life there just is nothing else worth aiming for, Densu. I have
showed you, so plainly, just what I myself am aiming at. I've invited
you to make my aim your aim also. I've showed you just how we plan
to reach this aim. You know my secrets, Densu. Do you realize what
that means?”

“You still fear I will betray your secrets?”

“Its not what I fear Ababio shot back. “It's just what happens
to be true. You know my secrets. A man who shares your secrets
your friend. There is no other thing he can possibly be—except your
enemy. He works with you. Or he works against you.”

“Thave explained my choice of work to you,” Densu said.

“You have accepted my secrets,” Ababio ansWC!’Cd. “What you
know commits you”

:I’did not ask to hear your secrets.” N

“\’ou heard them” Ababio said. “That’s the important thing.

I'll keep them, then,” said Densu.
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“Only if we work together!” Ababio had spoken these words with
uncontrolled vehemence. He hadn't intended to. He repeated them,
more calmly, more clearly, more deliberately. “Only if we work to-
gether, Densu. A man who offers you his secrets puts a knife in your
hand and bares his neck to you. He is offering you a choice. Friend-
ship until death. Or enmity. Also until death.”

Ababio peered closely into Densu’s face. His eyes were shining
in the dark, and there were beads of sweat on his forehead. Densu
could feel the warmth of his breath against his shoulder.

“I like you, Densu,” Ababio continued. “I would like to continue
liking you. But you are setting yourself against me. I won't argue
with you any more. I am your father’s age, Densu. Does it not amaze
you that I have come to you myself, so many times? I won't seek
you out again. You haven't yet thought of your future. Not seriously.
Go and do that. When you change your mind and decide we can
work together, come to me at home. But there’s not much time. I'll
be there all day tomorrow. And, Densu, I won't seek you out again.”

There was no farewell. Ababio turned and walked away from
Densu. He seemed in a great hurry.

All the way home, Densu felt restless. When he arrived he could
not stay indoors. He was tired, but he could not sleep. Thoughts he
did not choose to think forced themselves on him. When he made
the effort to push them out of his mindspace, a new swarm of similar
thoughts took their place to worry him.

The night was not warm. But the air felt heavy and wet on his
skin. He decided to go and sit on the steps outside, to escape the
feeling he was about to suffocate.

There were stars in the night. The moon had been hidden, but
now it too was out. Around it a huge circle of pale light blotted out
all but the brightest of the nearby stars. Densu gazed up at the stars,
away from the moon’s haze, till his eyes relaxed and instead of sepa-
rate stars he saw only connected streams of light in the sky.

A feeling of loneliness, intense and hurtful, came over him and
threatened to overwhelm him. He tried again to find escape from it
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in sleep, but he failed. He turned his mind upon the feeling, deter.
mined to understand it.

He knew inner pain was often a sign he had not understoog
something happening within himself. He knew also that such pain
would persist until he achieved understanding. Then it would van-
ish as pain, becoming just a calm awareness, the feeling of reality
finally understood.

This loneliness, he knew, was not a desire for involvement in the
public happenings at Esuano and beyond, at Cape Coast. He had
been offered the chance for such involvement, but he had refused
it. In the middle of all the activity of Ababio and his unseen allies
from Cape Coast, in the middle of all the business of competitive
games and rituals and dances and celebrations, Densu had always
felt unutterably lonely. Every moment spent near the men of power
in the royal courtyard was to him time spent in alien territory. Not
by accident, Densu had grown to think of relief in terms of distance
from such people and such affairs.

Lately, this feeling that distance was necessary had spread to other
areas. The celebrations and festivals, as he searched for their mean-
ing, struck Densu as merely the customs and morals of the court
being imposed on life outside the court. Competitions, struggles of
individual against individual, faction against faction, the sharpen-
ing of knives, the search for allies, the deception of byslandel'S and
enemies, the readiness of professed friends to betray those already
used in the unending search for more power—f{rom all this Densu
desired only distance, a great distance.

Fortunately, the feeling did not end there. The sense of repulsio”
Was strong. But beyond it there was a desire that was infinitely stro™”
e ——————
had know, D,c:msnnﬁ wlnch‘ were food to the men of lPO =

. su desired a life lived with people who did not
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: er human beings only as material they could use and ot
thought of Ababio,
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anyone as a human being to be trusted, inspired, shown the truth
of a situation, and left to make up his own heart and mind about
it. In every case Ababio preferred to turn those he dealt with into
blind victims—victims knowing only enough about the situation
they had been forced into to move just the way Ababio had planned
they should move.

In this way Ababio ensured that those he dealt with moved only
in ways profitable to himself. A human being was to him noth-
ing better than an obstacle to be tricked, lied to, manipulated and
shaped by force or guile into becoming a useable ally in spite of him-
self. And if that failed, then a human being became simply an object
to be destroyed.

The increased knowledge he had come to have of Ababio’s char-
acter had at first been a confusion inside him, strong, violent, agitat-
ing Densu. Time had turned the confusion into something clearer. It
had become understanding, knowledge. That knowledge had helped
create a great cold distance between Densu and Ababio, between
Densu and all the people like Ababio, even when they touched him
physically, between Densu and the manipulators.

In proportion as he gained a clear understanding of this repul-
sion, the opposite feeling, attraction, had grown stronger. Densu
could think with increasing clarity of the people he desired to live
together with, the ones he would like to spend a lifetime working
with. This, too, the attraction, had started only as a feeling. It too
had agitated him so strongly he had had to understand it. Good as it
was, without understanding it too was capable of causing him pain.
Understanding was always the first need.

Densu had examined the disturbing urge. Looking at it he had
seen it as an attraction to ways and habits that were not lies. Could
there not be festivals with meaning instead of the current rituals that
could only blind a people who needed sight? Should it not be pos-
sible for a people to know plainly why they did this and not that,
why they moved and flowed this way and not that other way? Why
could one not find, at Esuano, at Cape Coast, everywhere, pt‘upl;'
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he not search for peop
exhaust each other,
each other?

In himself Densu felt
ing of people who knew
manipulate anyone. But
thoughts returned to Esu

He could not sleep.
tered the kitchen. An
the weak glow
room with it,

He took his best cloth and, moving slowly to let time calm his
mind, he placed on the cloth all the things he would need to take
for the journey to the eastern forest. That done, he tied the whok up
into a bundle he could carry easily. As the preparation for the jour-
ney absorbed his mind, the cold, heavy feelings of repulsion trqn
a world he loathed once again dropped their hold of him. In their
place the feelings attracting him to a world he desired brought 2

i« heing. He
lightness into his heart, his mind, into the whole of his being
was happy.

trying to destroy each other, trying 1 out-do
good possibilities, He felt great joy think-
how to inspire others but had no wish to
always this joy turned to pain when his
ano and the present,

He went out, crossed the courtyard and en-
oil lamp stood in a corner, faintly visible in
of the night fire. He took it, lit it, and returned to his

5. Early Death

., 138
The morning after the festival night marking the Pf' ‘-n“n:[:ur-
victory in the games of youth, the celebrated prince was fm:_n forest
dered on a little-used path leading from Esuano to the f-‘f‘:in gwaler
The way the prince had been butchered, it was clear' as >l_‘ se Was
his murder must have been an act of violent hate. fhfb‘?:fp“ wor
found hanging, its wrists bound together above its ht‘b“-.i t:ough of 8
ven for great strength. The rope was tied to the largest POTE
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strong, supple guava tree. The body’s weight had bent the branch
into a gigantic bow.

Where the eyes had been... =

Ah, Fasseke, words fail the storyteller. Fasseke Belen Tigui, mas-
ter of masters in the art of eloquence, led me strength. Send me elo-
quence to finish what I have begun.

Where the corpse’s eyes had been there were now two clusters
of shiny green flies. The bluebottle flies were so close together that
there were no visible spaces separating them.

That morning was fresh. It should have been beautiful. The dew
was not yet gone from the dark green blades of grass. On such a clean
morning it should never have been possible to find flies abroad. But
there was no deception. The flies were there, innumerable, heavy,
drowsy, so sated with dead blood they could no longer even crawl.

Send me words, Mokopu Mofolo. Send me words of eloque
Words are mere wind, but wind too has always been part of our
work, this work of sowers for the future, the work of the storyteller,
the work of masters in the art of eloquence. Give me strength for

this work, and give your own wounded soul reason to smile, seeing
in the work of one who ca L, quick sign that your

long. to be in vain.

nce.

me after you a smal
silent suffering was not meant, after all,

The prince Appia’s eyes had been gouged out with some extreme-
S invisible because more of the san
ered them completely. But that the eyeballs
clear. A line of blood had run straight dow

Fhe right eye socket. The neck had been cut in a deep gash across
1ts right side. The cut left the head tilted sharply leftward, the ear
touching the shoulder. In the wide Open wound on the neck another

ottle flies, filthier than those caught in the cye

had been removed was
n the right cheek trom

e —
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ing. There was a second, thicker line of blood, It was dry

and strangely fibrous to look at. It ended under the Jeft sidr) o
corpse’s chin, the last trickle of it trapped between the cheekea 0; -
tongue, which hung outside the mouth, limp, swollen grote:1 e
elongated. ' ey

The prince’s body, the trunk, was unmarked. But the arms also
had been mutilated. There was a remarkable difference between the
wounds on the head and neck, and those on the arms. The neck and
head wounds seemed to have been inflicted in desperate haste. This
was true even of the gaping eye sockets. The right eye, for instance,
had been gouged out so hurriedly and clumsily that when the flies
were at last driven off, the naked cheekbone stood visible beneath
the socket.

And the neck wound, deep and brutal, seemed to have been in-
flicted with repeated, anxious, hacking blows. They had left a tangle
of cut-up veins, sinew and bone. But the arm wounds were distinctly
different.

Here were no hasty gashes. The arm wounds were cleanly cut,
neat, precise. It was obvious the butcher, whoever he was, had not
had to struggle against his victim in the making of these wounds. All
signs showed these were wounds inflicted when the dead prince
already past any possibility of resistance. That was not all. i g

There were two cuts in identical places on each arm, h“lf_a haf‘
above the elbow. The cuts were altogether strange. One .thmg \'*if
clear as mid-morning air: these cuts were not needed t0 kill the ¥
tim. They were not even needed to incapacitate him.

Two slivers of flesh had been removed from the muscl
each upper arm. Two very small slivers, but the space the e
definitely noticeable. There was no trace of the removed ,[: nd
flesh anywhere in the area around the prince’s corpse, though P
searched long and thoroughly. {wo pieces

The legs had been similarly cut up. Behind each lt’gi,cnd of the
had been cut out of the strong calf muscle below Theh e was 10
knee. Again the cuts were clean, neat, precise. Agaifl e

¢ tissue Of
y leﬂ was
; s of
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trace of any of the flesh thus removed. People searched patiently and
with great care. They found nothing.

When the horror of discovery began to subside, people came
out of their stunned silence and asked the questions which had si-
lently agitated their minds. What could the murder mean? For what
evil purpose did the murderer remove the prince'’s eyes? For what
uncanny sorcery did the killer need pieces from the strong prince’s
arms and legs?

These questions were asked in whispers. Before they could come
out in the open and grow loud they were interrupted by a pressing
need: the body must be cut down and taken home to Esuano for
burial.

The youths of the prince’s age, those over whom he had achieved
such recent victories, came forward to take down his corpse. A mat
was laid between fresh stakes and tied securely to them. The body
was laid on the mat, and covered with saffron cloth. Four youths,
Djan, Anan, Ampa and Densu, raised the bier with the fallen prince
on it and led the march back home.

It was a slow, red-eyed march. A woman started a song in a frag-
ile voice, a song of farewell. Of the marchers behind the body, few
were able to open their mouths to chant the song with her. Most
could only hum the melody. The words, carried by the woman’s
voice alone, rose unsteadily, painfully above the general hum.

The dirge was a song of green fruit dying in a season that should
have seen only growth; of the fall of young trees in the absence of
any storm; of the unnatural cutting of the stream of life. And the
chorus chant was of the unavailing search for a reason why.

Because the march homeward was slow, the bearers tired on the
way and were replaced, each tired one calling out the name of his re-
placement. All the youths of the prince’s age took their turns, Densu
twice because when Buntui’s name was called it was found he was
absent and someone else was needed to take his place as bearer.

The corpse was brought to the palace at Esuano. Women bathed
it and cut its nails and perfumed it with herbs. They closed all the
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b()-d'\"s‘ opening‘s with dust of gold, ready for byrjg
princes mother’s room the grave was dug. .
The day turned hot and fiery.
butchered and so much of its blood and flesh had beer
air and heat, it was decided to hasten the buria|.

The entire palace had gone dumb at the re
prince Appia was dead. Those who had sung the s
the way fell silent when the body was laid down,
criers themselves lost their voices. Beyond a risi
was heard, till Ababio came in and brought a violent commotion

Ababio had been away from the palace that morning, He had
gone north and east, he explained, along the big river with Buntui to
cut stakes for a new barn he wanted built. As soon as he arrived the
silent courtyard grew loud with his questions.

“Tell me, someone, why is there such a crowd? What has hap-
pened?”

Ababio was brought to the body of the murdered prince. He
stood staring at the corpse, his eyes gathering wildness, his face the
face of a man struggling to contain unbearable passions, and all at
once words broke strangled from his throat.

“Where was he found? How? But who? Which animal has done
this? Where is he?”

Still the silence. y

“Did you let him escape?” Ababio’s voice was angl'xished.l No o:;
answered him. No one could answer him. But the silence anger
him, and his passion exploded more violently.

“Are you all dumb and deaf?” No answer. . o

“What have you done to my prince? Who k'“t‘q him? hewed i

Ababio asked for kola and it was brought to him. l?leokhad pre-
till his eyes and lips were an angry red. The o ]rinct"s age
pared the body for burial asked the young men of lhc" l};c S
to come forward again and move it. It was time to AbU" i ed himsel!

But as the youths lifted the dead prince, Ababio plac o into his
directly in the corpse’s path. He shouted for a servant 108

In the dead

Because the corpse had begp 50

1 €Xposed tg

alization theyy the
ong of death along
The mourners and
ng wind no sound
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room and bring the strongest drink there. "lhc.e servant wen!t)‘al:.d
came with a bottle of schnapps. With an inxpat}ent geslure A a ;10
struck off the neck of the bottle with a stone. btan_dm.g beside the
dead prince’s head, Ababio poured out the crystal liquid and swore

a long oath:
Here is drink for the dead.
Fathers, grief has cut my breath.
Here is drink for the dead.
Here is drink for one just dead:
Fathers, your grandchild, Appia.

He died against nature,

A noontime death,

A fresh morning death,

He died against nature.

Here is drink for him,

Here is drink for you.
Fathers, here is drink for you.
Drink, and listen to a survivor’s sorrow.
Receive our prince

And welcome him, fathers,
And soothe him in his pain.
Such a bitter death he died,
A death against nature,
Death before his time.

Drink, fathers,

And listen to our sorrow.

A death like this calls vengeance.
See my eyes, fathers,

Note their redness.

See my tears, fathers,

And taste their bitterness.

My eyes will not sleep—

They cannot sleep;

My hands will not rest—
Where would they find peace?
My mouth will not eat—

What would not taste bitter to these lips?
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Until your grandchild is avenged,
I, Ababio, promise you, fathers
I promise days without food, .
Ilwshall spend nights without rest
y eyes will be tortured with sle
Till the killer lies beneath :nt: }S‘I:nfg'mﬂess
And Appia’s soul can stop
The painful wandering of the murdered
And find peace with your spirits.
Drink, fathers,

And remember this promise of a sorrowing survivor

Ababio paused for breath. The intense prayer had exhausted him.
He looked at the bottle in his hand. A quantity of the drink of an-
cestors was left in it. He swallowed it, grimacing. Thus refreshed, e
shaped his mouth to continue his incantation. But a voice, gentle yet

firm, stopped him.
Nana Esi Amanyiwa,
standing ready since befo
She had left her sickbed because s
grandchild on his final journey. S'
patient, wordless, her sorrow running unche

The day was burning.
“The sun has been

be done now.’
So Ababio swal

Reluctantly, he mad.
carriers took the pri

Araba Jesiwa.
The grave-diggers

it hid them completel
so deep it hid o

ideways i
they had dug & ! &'s final resting ?lace- , into the grave: The

the dead prince’s grandmother had been
re Ababio stormed into the palace yard
he wanted to be with her favorite

he had stood there in the yard.
cked down her cheeks

fierce, Esi Amanyiwa aid. “The burial o<
d been prcparing o speak
of the bier 10 pass.
the room of his mot

Jowed the words he ha
e way for the carriers
nce Appias body into
a hol¢

k well. They had.du.g i

had done their wor down in I+
from

 to make the princ i y 9 L ceateds D
door, dy the carriers lowered APPlaS g pl'JC"d him sa‘(;hU“
s eceived the dead pr '"Cef;‘ space P i

¢

grave-diggers r " 4 his face i

knees drawn high up tow
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Amanyiwa approached the
ds she used were inaudi-
sorrow focused

rince’s grandmother Esi

her last farewell. The wor
so intently was her

Weeping, the p
grave and said
ble—she did not raise her voice,

on the departed prince. .
Esi Amanyiwa had brought the most precious of her possessions

with her. She had brought a fertility doll, something from her own
departed days of womanhood and fruitfulness. She had brought also
two silver rings, a bangle made of red, unmixed gold, and two long
chains of the same metal at the end of which hung one locket of a
ram and another of a dove. Esi Amanyiwa placed the ornaments of
gold and silver in a small urn, also shaped of gold. Then she gave the
urn, together with the image of fertility and return journeys, to the
diggers in the grave to place beside the prince’s body.

Nana Esi Amanyiwa took earth in her hand and threw it in a
spray into the grave. She let it fall close to the prince, but could not
bring herself to make it actually touch him. Then she stood there
immobile, unable to make the final move from the boy who had
been the joy of her life, unable to say a word.

It was then that Ababio rushed into the burial room. He came en-
::‘g(::;; ltiki.a hurricane. i[he, wind he brought :}ﬂer him was strong

: o lift Esi Amanyiwa’s saffron headscarf slightly, forcing her
to lift a hand to make sure, in her absent-minded way, that it was still
in place. Still she could not speak.

IRty g At s s o o
into it, covering the prince. SRS o
| Ababio hal.ted them. “Let me go with my prince!” he sh d. “
shall not let him go alone!” So saying, he rushed p: (')mc 2%
Amanyiwa. ’ ed past the silent Esi

One grave-digger w T 3
R g tj\gbdbi(:ls'_e(l:nulh; I;Ip of the grafvc{huisung himself
the bottom of the grave. The pon him and took him back down to

grave. lhe astounded grave-digger picked himself

p. gc‘hcr '“l i <
; pdl’ln 5 ['
u I() w 1 h]S. (< | Ill b'.g-[n 'r‘\ lng to Lrbudd( Abdhi() to
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“With all respect,” said the first grave-digger, “life goes on”

“With all respect.” said the second grave-digger, “let’s help you
up again”

“Leave me alone!™ Ababio cried. “Today I go with my prince!”

The grave-diggers were baffled. They had been on their way out
when Ababio hurled himself into the grave. Now Ababio had moved
toward the corpse and, clasping its feet, had begun an incantation to
the spirit of the dead prince. Uncertain about what to do, unable to
force the tearful, groveling Ababio out, yet unwilling to leave him in
the grave, the grave-diggers stood undecided beside him in the hole.

ihcn Nana Esi Amanyiwa’s voice was heard. “Let him go with
him.” the voice said, “since that is his wish.”

Esi Amanyiwa had spoken calmly. She had not raised her voice.
But the effect of her words was instant. Where before the room had
been filled with the noise of Ababio’s loud lamentation, now there
was the profoundest silence, a silence like the sound of forests on a
starless night.

Ababio stopped weeping. He turned and looked for the grave
diggers. He did not see them. They had already climbed out of the
hole, and were standing above him Ababio raised his arms above
his head and brought his hands hopelessly to rest on that vdgcnl the
grave nearest the doorway. It was clear he was incapable of l«"*“‘;‘;
himself up unaided. Mutely, from his station in the hole, he looke

: Bl ¢-C TS > \\'Ill)\. ¢ ht,'“
1pu ) » I e ¢s of (h(- rav hgg“v .‘hl)\t \
nts l'r(‘\'lﬂll.\l‘\. “\b.\

The look in his

o raise him

he had so magnanimously spurned only mome
bio could not find his voice, so he spoke no words.
eyes was eloquent enough. It begged the grave diggers
up into the world above. They helped him up.

Esi Amanyiwa had already turned to go. She did not look in

sss Of

v - «een the redness ©
bio’s direction. Had she done so, she would have seen the

ess of am

Aba

ourners €yes

his eyes subtly changed, from the sad redn 4
‘ ¥ miliated

! hu
to the angry redness of the eyes of a resentful, mortally

man. .
On rising, Ababio had fallen into a botton

iless silence
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walked past the crowd waiting wordlessly outside the house. Of all

the prince’s relatives he alone forgot to throw into the grave the cus-

tomary handful of earth before the unfortunate Appia was finally

covered over with soil in his mother’s room.
6. Whispers

After Appia’s burial there was a lull. The questions and whispers
that had begun floating around the day the body was discovered
were not heard for one day, two days. But on the third day after the
burial, rumors began again to whirl around.

One whisper said Ababio had had a dream. The dead prince had
come to him in spirit while he slept, and promised he would reveal
to him a sure way of trapping the murderer. The curious sought Aba
bio to confirm the rumor. They could not find him. But they found
a friend of his willing to talk of the strange dream Ababio had had.

Ababio’s communicative friend was the court priest Esuman. Es
uman was certain the dream would point the way to the truth about
Appias murder, and reveal what had happened to his mother Araba
Jesiwa also. But Ababio had yet to receive all the necessary instruc
tions from the dead prince’s spirit. Esuman counseled p‘m'cn“-




PART THREE
1. The Inspirers

The discovery of Appia’s murder had interrupted Densy Prepa.
ration for the journey to the eastern forest. The suddenness gnq the
brutality of the prince’s death had knocked against Dengys brain
with enough force to stun it He had helped carry the body back ¢,
Esuano, taking two turns when the giant Buntui coulq not be foung
to do his share of the carrying. But that whole day he had remaipeg
barely conscious, unable to S€¢ meaning in anything that yas hap-
pening. Till evening he walked like some headless animal, The feel.
ing of hunger had deserted him, and he felt no thirst, though his
mouth was dry.

At night he did not sleep. One after another, bizarre thoughts
took turns turning themselves into weird images to haunt him. He
saw a fierce, nameless beast, half serpent and half forest cat. The
beast had coiled itself around the body of the prince Appia, su]‘l
alive, and Densu saw it bare its fangs to destroy Appia. In the l‘mll:
awake nightmare state he was in, Densu saw only the b'Od)'fmirlx}li‘-
prince. But at the moment when the beast was on the point .0 S-n
ing its fangs into his neck, Densu saw Appia’s face. It was }::::ight.

Densu got up from his bed, went oul.and walkc.fd‘mu?mo byt
trying to free his mind of the images of terror rUalu;;g:’mmed .
the images followed him no matter where he walkcd.. vt‘ : v
his room and abandoned himself to them. Once, e'\‘}}lu: e‘ S
abandonment, he almost succeeded in losing himself ins fl‘fp;houi )
the moment between wakefulness and sleep h.t‘ saw h,"";the‘mou‘ d
gun at something running toward him. The thing fell and

it. m. He
N li\ voice like the voice of the dead APPi“'_C‘ﬂAlcd O:::;:d}::t)f his
turned his head so sharply he felt a twinge of pain T(' one who had
neck. The pain woke him fully. He had not seen the
called him.
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I eks gone by, Densu had felt the desire .to reach tfw ‘e.asten:
s glhin much stronger than the wish to leave h?ua_n(.
e SO:“C‘ ereg rowing indistinguishable, and the total feeling
T t‘M)dwhad gained a hallucinating intensity.
i Pro{(i):‘l:s have gone the next morning. But he was weak.from
sl Hlees‘:ness and hunger, and after he had eaten in the rﬁ()rn.lxlg, a
;:;s wave ;)f sleep covered him over and did not leave him till the
7 s e night had passed. A
da)\:;i:]}?:\:(il: aga!i;n. Densu felt inordinately strorfg..Hls bf)dy
was rested. A new calm had replaced the anxiou§ cnnlusl.on of the
time before. He did not wait for dawn to come before starting on his
journey to the eastern forest. He picked up his bundle a_nd walked
out into the cold, sharp air. He had not meant to walk fast. But by
the time the first rays of sunlight came toward him he
past the last arm of the Nsu Nyin and far beyond the

prince Appia’s murdered body had been found.
Distance, even mere

was already
place where the

physical distance from Esuano, calmed
Densu’s mind. He would not have been able to name anything spe-
cific, but the very air of Esuano had become for him charged with
hostility, and the slightest contact with it agitated his mind.

The forest was not hostile. It could have been friendly, except that
as yet Densu did not really know the forest. He fely happy walking
under its trees, on the soft humus of its earth, hidden under fallen
leaves. Ang he felt good brmlhing In its quick,
ing, humid Scents. But when he really looke.
toward him ang up at the roof of leaves softe
he did not know what Particular kin
every case, what it was like,
of other trees, and in wh

Around him we
there were few he r
rance like gy, ach

changing, surpris-
d at the trunks coming
ning the sunlight above,
d of tree he
in what way its spirit
at ways it was similar,

re all the small, subtle go
¢cognized withoyt
ing hollow in
Once, he took deliber
Pressed his Spirit ¢

was looking at in
differed from that

unds of the forest. But
a doubt, ang he
his being,

ate note of g the
0 see the

telt his igno

trees he

knew, and i de
Y were so few and f

ar between He wished
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for time—time in which to open his eyes and ears anqg nost]
and the taste buds of his tongue to the whole world aboyt him ;is
wished for time in which he and the universe would groy - He
with each other.

As Densu walked through the forest, his mind shifted. It Jeq
the sights and sounds around him, and returned to the days of his
first contact with the man he had looked forward so long to secing,

familiay

Damfo.

Something about his remembrance disconcerted him: the first
contact had been merely accidental. Something in Densu’s mind
wished it had not been so. He would have found it satisfying had
there been something inescapable, some rock-solid necessity, at the
bottom of that meeting. Because before it happened, he had been
thirsting for just such an encounter, without suspecting how very
close he had been to it all the time. The course of that first meeting
was roundabout. He wondered what made it so hard for him to ac-
cept the idea that something so good, so perfect, should have come
to him accidentally.

Damfo the healer did not come often to Esuano. Living in the
castern forest together with a small circle of others dedicated to the
art of healing, he seldom had reason to come. Densu had seen him
from time to time at Araba Jesiwa’s home, but that was not where he
had first spoken to him and begun to know him.

Damfo had married a woman from Esuano in
lived with her in the eastern forest together with a few
ers. The woman's name was Ama. They had had a child, ag
Ajoa. After her they had no other child.

The love that had brought Ama to Damfo an
ers did not survive the years following Ajoa’s birth. In't
sixth year the mother separated herself from Damfo and re
live in the wider world at Esuano.

Ama’s estrangement was not from the man Da
respected him still, more than before, according to
life she found in the forest of healers left a large par

his youth, and had
other heal-
irl called

d the forest of heal-
he childs
turned to

mfo himself. She
herself. But the
t of her soul

—~
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unsatisfied. It was a quiet life, and Ama was the kind to miss the
ommotion and the festive business of the wider world. As l'he years
atisfied part of her soul grew bigger and bigger. In
fter Ajoass birth, Ama’s dissatisfaction completely
desire of hers to stay on in the eastern

c
passed, the uns
the sixth year a
overwhelmed any remaining

forest. . '
Damfo understood his wife. He did not block her desire to return

to Esuano. What at the time he had only considered likely he found
out a little later to have been the naked truth. Ama did not leave the
eastern forest alone. Returning to Esuano with her was a companion
called Esuman. Esuman had entered the profession of healers at a
time when he was very young, and his spirit was still involved in the
exciting brightnesses of the wider world.

For several years he had sulked in sullen impotence in the east-
ern forest, wishing he could make some triumphant return into the
world outside, perhaps as a much sought after doctor, or a priest, a
respected sage among ordinary men. Only the grim prospect of a
lonely life among people he had lost touch with kept him together
with the healers in the eastern forest. When Esuman found out that
Ama, Damfo’s wife, was depressed with life in the eastern forest and
yearned to return to Esuano, he knew he had found the compan-
ionship without which he would not have dared make the desired
move. Esuman went with Ama back to Esuano, to begin a new life.
With them they took the child Ajoa.

Densu, then in his eighth year, had first seen Ajoa then. He had
seen her the very day she came with her mother and Esuman to
settle at Esuano. She was then a small, fragile-looking child, but al-
ready her skin had that darkness that was a promise of inexhaustible
depth, and her eyes were even then liquid, clear windows into the
soul within. She was beautiful.

Thc_ second day of Ajoa’s stay in Esuano, Densu had gone to her
an(.i oﬂcre‘d her a gift. It was a guava nearing ripeness, a little thing
gune .perte.ct in its oval shape. Ajoa had not accepted Densu’s offer-
ing of the fruit. She had run away from him, not like one afraid, but
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like a veritable womanchild overwhelmed by her own shyness, g,

had run till she reached her father. Then, hiding behind him 4 ifh:
were no mortal man but some huge, safe wall, she had peereq from
between his legs at the uncertain Densu holding his gift in silence
Those eyes of hers had such strong clarity. Whether for rejectiopn 0,.
for pulling the admiring onlooker, those were always powerfy] eyes.

Densu did not, even then, feel pushed away by Ajoas eyes. She
had run from him, but a power in her eyes beckoned to him with 5
strength whose source he felt within himself.

For three days Densu kept the unaccepted fruit, hoping to give it
to Ajoa when he should find her again. In his mind the fruit was hers
entirely, hers only. He could not have thought of giving it to anyone
else. As for eating it himself, that was impossible.

Densu looked for Ajoa, and did not find her. He decided to save
the fruit till they met again. But next morning he saw the first faint,
ominous beginnings of wrinkles on the fruit, and he knew he should
not wait. He did not stop to think about what he should do. He took
the fruit and went straight to the house Ajoa’s mother had made her
new home. As soon as he saw the mother he greeted her.

Then he asked her directly: “Mother, where is my friend?”

The mother’s answer was most unexpected. Ajoa’s mother wept.
When, in spite of the woman’s tears and his own bewilderment,
Densu finally heard the mother’s message, he cried with her. The
new child, the friend for whom he had so lovingly found and kept
the gift, was lost.

The hunchbacked crier beat the gong all day, asking anyone who
had seen or heard the absent child to come and share the news. In
the evening the sorrowing mother accompanied the crier, searching
for the lost child in every house at Esuano. She was not found.

The following day, weird stories swirled around Ajoa’s disappear
ance. The idlest said she was no human but a spirit child gone back
home to the land of spirits. Some swore she had been carried off by
some monstrous beast of prey. Strange old stories were remembered

about sinister priests who went about catching virgin children and

L
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sacrificing them to cruel gods in exchange for horrific occult pow-
ers. That same day Densu took the fruit gift and in despair went
and buried it behind the house where the girl had lived. In his mind
nothing was certain. He had no idea why he was burying the fruit—
whether he was hiding itin a safe place, preserving it from decay, or
planting it for future growth. The sight of the.guava fruit had begun
to bring him too much pain, and he was confused.

Densu suffered from Ajoa’s absence. Strangely, it brought to his
mind a renewal of the sense of loss which from time to time over-
whelmed him when he thought of the parents he had never known
in reality, whom he had been aware of only as a painful absence from
his incomplete universe.

In the morning of the third day after her disappearance, Ajoa
came back. Damfo brought her. The child had gone off, alone, into
the eastern forest, searching for her father. She had spent the greater
part of a day going along the path leading to the healers’ village. Part
of the way she remembered. But after that fraction of the journey
her direction had grown uncertain, and she had wandered around
in circles, lost, but quite unafraid because she did not know it. One
of the healers, out gathering herbs, had heard a child’s voice in that
far place and found Ajoa there, singing to herself, walking along a
path that would only have brought her endlessly to the same point.
He took her home to the healers.

When Ajoa saw her father again she went quietly to him. It
seemed then to occur to her for the first time that she had been lost,
and she cried, her body shaking as she asked her father over and
over again: “Why did you leave me? What did I do?”

Damfo explained to Ajoa that she had done nothing, and he had
not abandoned her. He had taken her to live with her mother in her
new home at Esuano because he knew she needed to be near her
m9ther, and also because life at Esuano would be easier and more
8njoyabl‘e for her than the difficult life of the forest. She would have
zz:;ga;:;f]: I;Ze;: :cfeh;: :i)\lvn age to‘gro.w with. In the evenings she

1sten to stories and tell her own stories
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together with all the othef children. Damfo asked her if the life she
had had at Esuano these few days had been pleasant. Ajoa saig yes,
it had been pleasant. Damfo reminded his daughter how hard life in
¢ forest could be. She listened and said nothing.

Damfo brought Ajoa back to Esuano. He spent a day there wig,
her, mostly talking to her. He held her on his knees as Ajoa’s mother
told her how she and her new husband Esuman had missed her, ang
how long they had looked for her. As for Esuman, he was anxious (o
know if anything he had done had upset the child.

At first Ajoa just sat silent, unable to answer the adults’ persua-
sion. When all the grown-up explaining was over, and the adults
assumed the child would now agree with them, Esuman walked over
to where Damfo sat and reached out a hand to take Ajoa. It was a
friendly gesture, but Ajoa shrank from it. She pushed herself hard
against her father, holding on to him with a desperate need. The
revulsion she had expressed against Esuman, and the preference for
her own father, were so strong that the adults said nothing further
about separating her from her father.

The next morning, before Damfo and Ajoa set out on the return
journey to the eastern forest, Densu sought Ajoa and found her at
home. This time she did not run away from him. He told her about
the fruit he had wanted to give her, how he had saved it, how he had
feared it would spoil, and how finally he had planted it'for her. And
he showed her just where he had planted the guava fruit. ;

Ajoa listened, but she seemed much too disturbed to undcrst:l? n
Her eyes, those eyes, were restless, full of a nervous energy. Mfu
when they came to a momentary rest, they did not rf:st on DenlSl>l
They looked far away. Still, those eyes did not reject him. It was l .
that they seemed drawn to sights far beyond the present mO'l." xh‘;
And Densu himself, drawn to those eyes, felt no need to rests:_wm
power in them, or to resent the desire that turned them .awa.} i
him. It was this power of Ajoa’s over his spirit, this attraction dj. ﬁr;l
which he neither needed nor wanted to struggle, that ha
brought Densu close to Ajoa’s father, Damfo.

th
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The more Densu tried to understand this, the more he found it
strange—that his relationship with Damfo had begun through Ajoa,
and in such an accidental way. Yet sometimes he could see the ac-
cident was only on the surface. Deeper than the surface he could see
connections; he could sense natural links between his love for Ajoa
and his long search for understanding and knowledge, the search
that had brought him, all alive with conscious purpose, to Damfo.

The search had begun long before Densu was aware he was in-
volved in it. Quite early in his life he had found himself almost play-
fully looking for his future self in the adults around him.

“Shall I be like this one when I grow up to be a man?”

In his head there had passed constantly a kind of procession of
the grown-ups he knew, the adults of the world at Esuano. Some he
liked; some he had no feelings about. He was most curious about
what each person did, what work he spent the greatest part of his
time on. He asked the grown-ups about the different kinds of work
they did, and in spite of discouragement from some of them, in
the end he got answers. Mostly, the knowledge he thus got satis-
fied his curiosity and so left his mind free to think of other matters.
But when he asked about Damfo and his work, the answers he got,
though they told him something about the man and what he spent
his time doing, did not end his curiosity. The answers left him still
curious, wanting to know more.

It was not possible, for a long time, to ask Damfo himself about
his work, though Densu sought persistently to see the healer.
Damfo, after the first chance encounter when Densu had seen him
while searching for Ajoa, never stayed a whole day in Esuano. Densu
might see him of a late morning, when he had work to do. By eve-
ning the healer was gone, and another chance to talk to him was lost.

There was, however, one person at Esuano who knew something
of Damfo and his work, and was happy to talk about both. For her
Densu did not have to search. She was Araba Jesiwa, the mother
of the prince Appia. Araba Jesiwa knew more of Damfo than any-
one else at Esuano did, apart from the woman Ama who had been
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the healer’s wife. Whenever Damfo came to Esuano, no matter
short the visit, he paid Araba Jesiwa a visit. In return, every han.:w
time and at the time of every important festival, Jesiwa would maks l
the long journey to the eastern forest, to see the one man who was (z
her something of a father and a mentor—a great friend.

Jesiwa, to look at her from the outside, should have been one
of those women born to be fortune’s favorites. Nature had given
her body beauty. She was not born to poverty. Her mother was Esj
Amanyiwa, the queen mother at Esuano. Araba Jesiwa, to look at
her from the outside, should have been fortunate from birth.

But the way she looked was deceptive. Araba Jesiwa had suffered.
For years her soul had sunk into a deep, horrifying hole and stayed
trapped there at the bottom, unable to crawl out. How she had found
strength and help to climb out of the long depression—that was
something that stirred her mind with gratitude and wonder.

Densu never tired of listening to Araba Jesiwa. Strangely, he nev-
er went to her as though she could be for him the mother he had

lost at birth. She was to him someone without specific age, just a
friend of his soul. Sometimes he went to her when his friend Appia
was a.also home. Often he found Araba Jesiwa alone, and sat before
l::\zin::ﬁg;;;;her “-‘;l;, about her life. To the boy Densu, Araba Je-
e _)'oa;st ll] i tt: were to hef already an adu,l(. She falked to
dcughe the e i e(r)r(t)l: clutchl.ng ata w‘omans emralls.at the
o singlegn ) ‘f“f rmfgh life and die at the end without
pain of the fear of barrennesc S SP; “;]g Ol'" s Sh'e lkedie
askingitself “Whathave [ & ;;1: t ;]: dl.SII'CSS of lh.e mind ceaselessly
 ottdiodti be Slonc-hard, lvl\v' a[:]ls wrong “.Illh,l'll)’ soul, that I,
She talked to Densu of was,teiih ) :lo Concel‘te? i
great efforts all reduced to nothin S‘le l-Scouraglng experiene 2
gies of the heart and body brouglﬁ-; e talked of }.mge inner ener-
only to be burned up, utterly dcstroycs ipigtatTbn. i Srasine:

She talked to hi
hiim of despai
could turn a vibr; spair—the bottomless loss of
. of {
ant human being into something less thhop’c th;']
ess than inani-

w
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a trembling mass afraid to rise because it knew

mate flesh and bones,
be a foolish invitation to the constant,

the attempt to rise could only
shattering, crushing blows of fate.

Araba Jesiwa Joved to talk to D
pected coming of a friend bearing potent knowledge to help her soul
liberate itself from traps it had entered only half aware. She talked to
him of change—of howa life lived to the dull, flat rhythms of despair
picked up energy, changed speed, and found its ruling sound turned
from a self-pitying moan to an endless song of love.

She talked to him of renewal—of the purging of falsehoods out
of the abused self, of the flushing out of poisons from body and soul.
She talked of the regaining of contact with a truer self abandoned
in the past because false selves had offered the illusion of greater
ce. She talked of the incredible joy of the rediscovery of
self too long exposed to lies was set free
hs to truth. She talked of remarriage, the
r own, and of the quickening discovery

ensu of hope, and of the unex-

convenien
the authentic self, when the

at last to roam along the pat

finding of a soul closer to he

of the body that held that soul.
Araba Jesiwa talked to Densu ¢

sion in the mind at the understan
Jast at the end of so much despair. She talked of the joyful nausea

brought on by the welcoming of strange life within her hopeful be-
ing. She talked of fear—the fear that she would have to do some-
thing more definite than just waiting, otherwise the life within her
would die once again, and the long spiral of hope and despair prove
endless after all. And she talked to him of that indescribable burst-
hich had made her laugh when she felt the actual

»f conception—of the first explo-
ding that she carried new life at

ing out of joy w

pain of childbirth.

Araba Jesiwa talked of the pride of a mother. She talked of the fear
that continued in spite of joy—the fear that some accident would ex-
tinguish the fresh new life that was fruit of her own. She talked of
fullness—of the gaping emptiness of life now filled with the sweetest
activity; of her discovery of the tremendous need of the child for the
mother’s presence, a need as great as her own for his. She talked of
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m that was full and good and sweet, } i
Araba Jesiwa had found the fulfillment of .her soul, the child Appia?
And she talked of gratitude, of something greater than gratitye
It was a calm, bottomless love for the awakener of her true self, f,,
the friend of her life, the healer Da‘mff).
Again and again, excited by Jesiwa’s remembrance and her emo.
tion, Densu asked her to tell him specifically about Damfo’s work,
“what exactly,” he asked her, “did he do to you?”
“With me!” Jesiwa started, then hesitated. She was baffled. She
was baffled, not like a person lacking an answer to the question
asked. She was baffled in the restless way of someone filled to over-
flowing with the answer but unable to find a way to communicate
it to the questioner, because the experience she wanted to explain
was too intense for words, and the questioner lacked the experience.
“What can I say? I was destroying my life. I wasn't living. Every day
was just one long streak of pain, and I didn’t know why. Damfo
stopped me from destroying my life. He changed my life.”

Glimpsing knowledge beyond experience, Densu asked her. “Did

he force you to change?”

The question touched a nerve in Jesiwa. It energized her.

“No? she said. “No force at all. That is a quality of Damfo’s which
makes him what he is. No deception, no force. He said to me: “Things
go wrong when we do violence to ourselves. Yes, we have more than
one self. The difficulty is to know which self to make the permanent
one, and which we should leave ephemeral. You set one of the pass-
ing selves above your permanent self: that’s doing violence to your
self. Things will go wrong then, and you'll never know why, as long

as you remain in the same situation and don’t move out of it
“In time I understood what I had to do. I had been false to my-
self. I had to start being true to my self. It wasn't easy. In my blind-
ness 1 had almost killed my true self. I had embraced false selves
and set lh.em up to dominate my real self. They were not even of my
own making, these false selves. They were pieces of other people,
demands put out by others to who i P
m I used to give respect without

life flowing in a stred
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stopping to think why. Do you understand, Densu? I had been told
it was the right thing to do, that I should marry one of the royals
because I was one myself. Had I listened to my real self, I might have
wondered why. But I was not in the habit of listening to my self. I
feared I would go wrong. I did what others said was right. That was
the source of my troubles, the violence, as Damfo said, that I had
done to myself”

Araba Jesiwa could not fight back her tears at the remembrance
of her long nightmare. But the tears were no longer bitter, being now
just a part of something sweet. The bitterness belonged to memory.

For years it had seemed Araba Jesiwa was fated to die childless. It
was not that she did not conceive. At least four times she welcomed
manseed in her womb and gave it space to grow into new life. Ev-
ery time, she had held the seed inside her with anxious care and a
heartbreaking abundance of hope. But every time, the new spirit she
sought to welcome had refused flesh. The spirit had fled the world
untried, and the abortion had turned the full hope in the would-be-
mother’s eyes to vain water, impotently flowing.

Jesiwa sought help from a veritable procession of doctors prom-
ising cures. They stuffed her stomach with scrapings from the barks
of innumerable trees. They fed her scratchings from snakes, rhinos,
lizards, spiders and scorpions, a most impressive array of beasts.
Each doctor promised with his concoctions to give Araba Jesiwa the
key that would unlock her lovegift and open her to fruitful life.

Araba Jesiwa was not a foolish woman. Her mind was subtle,
and her heart, left to itself, was good. But after the glowing promises
made to her by so many doctors had failed her, she began to cast a
quickened eye around her in too many directions. She became sus-
picious of people, and her world became the playground of number-
less hidden enemies. Worse, she no longer cared to look for hope.
She had reached the point where she saw hope merely as a fugi-
tive illusion, and was glad to give it up. Now she looked instead for
people and objects against which she could hurl her despair. So the
usual casual talk of idle, feeble-minded people, the talk of witchcraft
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and the sinister doings of strange people, began to constitute for he,
ource of comfort in a harassing world,

increasingly valuable s rtin a
an l'n,en in the twenty-eighth year of Jesiwa’s life, Damfo, the healer

from the eastern forest, came to her. '
When the healer Damfo came to Araba Jesiwa, he talked to her

exactly as if there were nothing at all she need fear from people or
from the world outside. He told her there was nothing she should
fear from her body itself either.

The healer Damfo asked Araba Jesiwa to talk to him of some-
thing she had forgotten: how exactly she had come to lose her first
promise of a child. Jesiwa remembered an accident. It was an am-
biguous event, terrifying to think of, because she could not swear
she was entirely blameless in its happening. That accident, if that
was what it was, had snuffed out the first promise of life in her and
left her bleeding and in bodily pain. But at the time, riding high
above the pain, there was this horrifying memory of a feeling with-
in herself—a kind of glad relief.

“Did you want the child?” Damfo asked Araba Jesiwa.

“I wanted a child, very badly,” Araba Jesiwa answered.

“Araba,” Damfo said, “answer me without fear or secretiveness.
Did you want that child? The child of the man you married?”

Araba Jesiwa did not, could not answer the question Damfo had
asked.

Damfo did not press her for an impossible answer. He asked oth-
er questions, and she found she could answer those. She told him
::: ::::;v th: c:use of the loss of the first child; it was the second,
sy ::ab:etc :z::hllosshes ofa pos?sible child that had no direct
kil 6k now o f‘t e end Jesiwa had come to feel she was

- y p €r 100 strong for her. She felt herself the impotent
prey of an evil power beyond her under tandi )
her being to constrict her lovegi e Tk skietueacihitio

gift and make it impossible for her to

give a home 10 new life, to be awoman

The healer Damfo spent time with Araba Jesiwa

ried time. He spent a quarter, 4 third, half a day patient, unhur-

sometimes a whole

F
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day listening to her, and he never tired, never lost patience. Men
sometimes pointed to the healer and asked in indiscreet whispers
why a grown man spent so much time listening to a woman’s talk.
The healer heard them, but the words slipped off his mind like water
off a duck.

At times the healer disappeared back into the eastern forest for
days. On his return he brought a small bundle of herbs, some leaves,
perhaps a strip of healing bark, nothing much more. He prepared
medicine for Jesiwa and told her to take it for her body’s comfort.
But always he reminded her to understand that it was not really her
body that needed healing work, not her body but her violated soul.

“You talk of a constricting power that has reached inside you to
strangle your lovegift,” the healer said. “And you are right. There is
such a power. But where does it come from?”

“How can I know such a thing, Damfo?”

“Think about it. Do you feel it, as you said, coming from outside
you?” Damfo asked.

“Not always,” said Jesiwa. “Not entirely. Not outside. Here”

“Where?”

Wonderingly, like a person still surprised by a discovery, Araba
Jesiwa placed her palm just below her navel. “Could it really be in-
side me?” she asked.

“Is that where you feel it?”

“Yes. Inside me.”

“So it isn't something reaching into you from outside to destroy
you?”

“But it is so strong. How can it come from inside myself?”

The healer let Jesiwa rest. He sensed her mind had, for the mo-
ment, exhausted her energies in reaching for that question. He never
pushed her forward. The speed of her progress was what she herself
needed and could sustain. Sometimes, in the enthusiasm of 2 good
moment, she wanted to push forward even though she was tired. At
such times the healer let the conversation slide quietly past the ques-
tion agitating her, and waited for a fresher day.
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«why do you say it's so strong?” the healer asked Araba Jesiy,
“Its t):)o powerful for me,” she said. “It makes me helpless”
“yet you see it’ all yours to do with as you wish,” the healer gy N

“How mine?”
“It exists inside you,
«gyill, it's stronger tha
“If, as you say, it insi
borrow from you, yourself”
“That's what makes me 0 helpless,”

you said. So it can’t exist without you?”

nlam”
de you, then all the strength it has, it has to

Araba Jesiwa said. “It weak-

ens me.’
“Have you thought of denying it strength?” the healer asked.

“How?”
“By refusing to cooperate with it,” the healer said.

“It controls me””

“Only if you let it;” the healer said. “You could control it instead.

“I'd have to be strong,’ Araba Jesiwa said.

“What persuades you that you aren't strong?” the healer asked.
And Araba Jesiwa laughed. The healer looked steadily at her. “If you
bring together all your scattered energies,” he said, “then you can see
your own strength. After that, you can judge whether you really are
weak or strong. But have you done so yet? Have you brought all the

parts of yourself together?”

Jesiwa was slow to believe in her own strength.

She was tempted again to take sour comfort in total disbelief, but
the .healer, in all his dealings with her, had treated her honestly. She
?;Cs'.dl:‘i :’a‘d‘WP 'faith with him. He had never made her false prom-
P POS“S:‘S:" spoken mere empty words to her. His worfis, all
1o assoc’iale with :g none of the .ﬂashy fire she had come so bitterly
- : octors and priests, made it impossible for her 0
judge him with the Cynicism of h p he li

of her days of despair. She listened 0

the healer.
ik lhcr All that was best in her understood his words; under-
em, and began 1o act upon t

N A:\ba Jesiwa found it hard to ¢
¢rher conversatiops with the he

hem.
alk about her marriage. When-
aler approached that subject, she
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turned the course of her talk determinedly away from any mention
of the husband she had chosen. She did this quite gently, quite subtly
at first. But when her husband’s name began to intrude more of-
ten, she fell into the habit of breaking off the conversations with the
healer explosively, always to the accompaniment of hurt tears.

The healer let her take her own time observing her own explo-
sions of rage. When she was ready to understand what she was do-
ing, she calmed down and talked freely to him.

Araba Jesiwa had married a man from one of the royal houses, a
man called Bedu Addo. She did not marry against her will. But there
was no love in her choice. What she had thought at the time was
what those she then respected had told her: that in marrying Bedu
Addo she had done what was right for a person in her place.

Bedu Addo, the man Jesiwa accepted for her husband, was a man
entirely without any energy of his own. Left to himself, he never ex-
pressed anything—nothing good, nothing evil. He did act at times,
but always in compliance with influences and suggestions pushed
upon him by those who surrounded him. As a result, all he ever did
was what was expected of him by the royals at Esuano. His character
was not like a young river, its rushing waters refracting light, mix-
ing with the sun and air. His character was a becalmed pond, placid,
dumbly reflecting the limited fragment of the universe around it, a
stagnant little pool, going nowhere.

This was what, through the years of silent, uncomprehending
frustration following her marriage to Bedu Addo, had revolted Ara-
ba Jesiwa’s soul and knotted up her entrails with a quiet, hopeless,
desperate disgust. Araba Jesiwa's spirit was lively. It was playful. It
was like a turbulent young river. The natural motion of her soul was
dynamic, effortlessly so. Her spirit in its lightness was endlessly ca-
pable of flying higher and higher, provided only she could find a life
companion able to fly with her.

In infancy and early youth Jesiwa had known such a companion,
one whose mind kept time with hers, and whose spirit helped hers
in a period of swift, painless growth. His name was Kofi Entsua.
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o become a craftsman, a carver among carvers,

reator of windows, doors and mortars not only strong for
Hewasac ere meant to do, but also beautiful just to see. He was
the vvork'l:he);"}:en he had finished the heavier work of a day, could
:z:nk:if:‘to wood and from the wood draw out a soaring song of

Kofi Entsua grew t

loV; raba Jesiwa loved Entsua. Entsua loved Jesiwa. When his heavi-
 was done for the day, it was his pleasure to take a piece of
dark wood and to coax images of Jesiwa out of it. Sometimes he used
clay, not wood. Sometimes he worked on stone. Out of the hard sub-

2s head, her face, her breasts, occasion-

stance he brought out Jesiw: :
ally her whole body. He saw her beauty in everything he touched.

He loved her. .
Araba Jesiwa grew to ready womanhood. The time came for her

to accept a husband. Acting on the earnest advice of people who
talked knowingly of the responsibilities of married life, Araba Jesiwa
overlooked Entsua, who loved her and whom she loved, and mar-
ried instead the royal Bedu Addo.

Jesiwa's choice hurt Entsua. He did not understand it. He did not
for that reason stop his work. But he put less time than before into
the heavy work of carving mortars and doors and canoes for his liv-
ing. The time thus freed he used for carving figures. These figures
were still beautiful —whatever Entsua worked on turned out beauti-
ful.

But their beauty now was a new, frightening sort of beauty. It was
not a soft, happy beauty but a harsh kind of beauty, mixed with pain,
frustration and suffering, a kind of beauty crossed with evil. The fig-
ures Entsua made were strange, tortured shapes. He kept them to
himself. Whenever he finished one, he began another immediately.

lf‘ wasdas if the pain was something he could not contain alone even
or a day.

er wor

herf"::an_while, Araba Jesiwa tried to make something good out of
" ::rnage‘to Bedu Addo. The wedding had been something to re-
it wasa huge affair to which guests came from Cape Coast,
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Anomabo, Mankesim, Manso, and even from Kumase. There was
glittering gold to be seen, rich, oily food to be eaten, and an overflow
of drinks to heighten the spirits of the crowd of revelers.

Afterwards, Jesiwa reminded herself daily that she had done
nothing at all she needed to regret; that she had chosen wisely in
preferring the royal Bedu Addo to the craftsman Entsua; that this
new depression of her spirits was bound to be merely temporary;
that all she needed now was patience to endure a short stretch of
seeming emptiness. After that she would begin having children, and
the children would fill the remainder of her days with song.

But Araba Jesiwa deceived herself in vain. Months turned into
years, yet the sad emptiness of her life did not end. It deepened itself.
It spread itself. The children she hoped for refused her womb.

Worse, throughout the time of her marriage, Jesiwa did not feel
her spirit take a single step forward in growth. If anything, she felt
herself being pushed steadily backward, into states of mind she
thought she had left behind forever in her infancy. This feeling was
vague. It remained vague for a long time, because Jesiwa had no wish
to turn it into definite thought. It remained vague; but it did not van-
ish. In a way nearly secret even to herself, Araba Jesiwa’s soul began
to dread annihilation, to fear the reduction of herself to a nothing-
ness equal to her husband’s royal emptiness.

Jesiwa had numberless waking dreams. In these dreams a com-
panion she could hardly recognize traveled with her up a long, swift
river. The sun and wind played over their naked bodies. Thirty
thousand exquisite plants, flowers, animals, rocks and stones flowed
past in long, unhurried conversations with their eyes and ears. But
at night Jesiwa had no dreams. What she had were nightmares. In
these nightmares she had no companions. There was no one save
herself, and she was surrounded by a voracious, menacing void
whirling inexorably toward her, intent on absorbing her utterly.

Throughout the years of Jesiwa’s marriage the dreams colored
her days and the nightmares terrified her nights, while she struggled
to contain the pain of childlessness and fought a losing war against
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. The healer Damfo came, ang

: he healer Damfo came : > an
d'eSPau; Thfi::r:tl: to Jesiwa s she talked of her waking dreams ang
listened pa her nights. The healer asked her if she herge|f

( the fears tormenting ;
;’ tihtried {0 see any meaning in her dreams S O,
a

“Why are they so frequent?” the h.ealer asked. -

Araba Jesiwa laughed at the question—a hugf, shri sound'—be-
fore she answered sharply: “How could I know? -’Ihe healer dld. not
insist. He let Jesiwa talk about whatever came easiest to her. In tnme,
Jesiwa confided to the healer that when she allov.ved herself to think
dosely about it, she could see her life like fine river sand. It was so
fine, this sand, that it was passing through her fingers, and she could
do nothing to retrieve it. This saddened Jesiwa.

“Why does that make you so sad?” the healer asked her.

“My hands will become empty,” she answered.

“They can be refilled,” he said.

“Who is there to refill them?” Jesiwa’s voice rose with the ques-
tion, and she began to cry.

The conversations between the healer Damfo and Araba Jesiwa
were numerous. Damfo did not push Jesiwa to a decision. He asked
questions but gave no answers, not even when she insisted he do so.

Whenever he found the conversation had tired Jesiwa, he looked
fora way to end it, then waited till a fresher day. And always, he held
open to Jesiwa the knowledge that she could change the direction of
her life—if she decided to do so.

This is what Araba Jesiwa did in the end to save her soul. First,
recognizing that in marrying the royal Bedu Addo she had violated
her bfst self, she decided to break from her husband. The break was
:‘e’:s‘e"l‘f)i‘:(;,arll;)l evder;‘ veryAhard. For months Araba Jesiwa secluded
Gilith con‘i:resal.er ml.nd to wrestle with the matter. Then at the

1on with her soul she went to her husband and,

in the pr 5
s p f's§ncc of the same people who had been witnesses to their
riage, she requested a fina separation

Bedu Addo wag disappointed, in

o his own i
the advice of those around him, he chim saxenr Lallovioe

went away from Esuano to live
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at Cape Coast, where he had friends among the princes at the court.
After the separation, Araba Jesiwa spent three months of much
needed solitude and rest. Then she began finding strength in the
renewal of an old affection.

Entsua spent time with her, and it became harder and harder for
her to remember why it had seemed so reasonable when relatives
and friends had advised her to marry only someone of royal blood.
In three more months there was a marriage between Araba Jesiwa
and Kofi Entsua. Here was no loud ceremony of immature bodies
hastily driven against each other. Here was a quiet understanding
between two people whose spirits needed unity. Within a year, Ara-
ba Jesiwa and Kofi Entsua had brought a child into the world.

But first, what care, what gentleness was not lavished on the
pregnancy that became the child? This food was evil—it might poi-
son the precious manseed in the womb; that liquid was impure—it
could contaminate the coming child’s blood; such and such a breeze
was ill-mannered—the way it blew, it was likely to give the unborn
child a cold, or at any rate to injure it in some unsuspected way.
What unseen dangers did the aspiring mother not avoid in those
nine months of her suspended hope? She carried her belly like an
egg, the only egg, the egg containing all the tomorrows of the uni-
verse, an egg the loss of which would mean the loss of everything.

Jesiwa suffered the sweetest agonies looking up into the rafters
of the most solid roofs under which she slept those nine months,
wondering if there was enough strength up there to keep the weight
of the roof from coming down to crush her precious burden.

As for Entsua, he spent hours just gazing, gazing at the fullness
of Araba. His spirit went great distances beyond caring what other
men would call him, seeing him so absorbed in the contemplation
of one woman—a fool or a madman? He carved thirty female forms,
one a week, all bearing life, each new one closer to birth. The child
was born.

He stayed beyond the seventh day. On the eighth he was given a
hame—Appia.
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birth, Damfo’s visits to Esuano grew infrequen.
At intervals Araba Jesiwa ntaveled t'o tl?ehelz:.stern gorelslz to take gifts
of gratitude to Damfo, and just to sit with hum a"h talk of her soul
desires and fears. When APPfa grew old enough, she sometimes
took him with her on these visits. On her return she always brought
back a calm, peaceful contentment, except~ once, wh?n she came
back from the eastern forest to face a death‘m her family. Kofi Ent-
sua had died in a cruel accident. A tree being felled for hollowing
out to make a giant canoe had twisted in its descent and crushed
him. No one, not even Damfo, could comfort Araba Jesiwa for this
loss. Only time helped soften the pain of remembrance, time and the
consolation of Appia’s continuing life, his growth to strong youth.

Near the end of Araba Jesiwas remembrance the spellbound
Densu asked her again: “What did Damfo actually do to you?”

“He didn't do things to me,” replied Jesiwa. “He never pushed me.
The opposite was the way he treated me. Sometimes I was in a hurry
to do something. He would urge me to hold back a bit and think of
the thing I wanted to do, to make sure that was really what I needed
to do. He never pushed me. And he never deceived me.”

“You say he showed you things you hadn’t known before.”

“Things I hadn't let myself see,” Jesiwa corrected. “What I un-
derstood because of him I must have known before, because when
I saw it clearly it never seemed strange. It seemed a natural part of
myself, something I had known in myself all along but which I had
somehow hidden from myself. He showed me I had many selves. He
helped me see which self was deep, and which selves would mere-
ly float on the surface of a passing season and then disappear. You
knqw, I'had chosen the wrong self, one of the ephemeral selves, and
set it up as myself.
tivesl ;‘r':: ‘;::’ ::31 :f TT,Y true self. I feared the disapproval of my rela-

P 'andeyrwatn;edfthe ephemeral self to be myseltt. I
to listen to my o,wn soil,e:ndezj nl::) rtnly own nee.d‘s. I lost the desire
right in the eyes of others. So I did r:lys(z;' :’: ab"“)’- : Wam‘fd .

ong. I suffered till I saw

After the boy’s
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[ had to change. Of course I was frightened when I saw what I had
to do—to accept the desires of my own soul and to know they were
not wrong just because others might disagree with them. I had to do
what was natural to me, and leave others to do what was natural to
them.”

“Why should that have been frightening?” Densu asked her.

«[ wasn't used to doing what was natural,” Araba Jesiwa said. “But
Damfo was there. He helped me see my nature and follow it. Then
[ saw all the crippling fears of my life had been unnecessary. But
listen to me talking this way to a boy. Don't let my talk confuse you,
Densu. All I wanted to say was that what he did for me was beautiful.
He let me see my nature, and he let me see it was good.”

Of his conversations with Araba Jesiwa, Densu kept sweet mem-
ories. They were memories of the search for the true self, the natural
self: the attempt to let the true self reveal its nature and follow its
own path in life; the avoidance of force, deception and manipulation
in relationships with close ones; the constant reliance on inspiration
to do the work of the spirit. Beyond all that, there was a final, mys-
terious statement from Jesiwa, a statement that stayed in Densu’s
mind.

“You know, one thing I never understood. Damfo always says his
real work is not the healing of sick individuals.”

Even after Densu had heard the whole of Araba Jesiwa’s remem-
brance, he still questioned her about Damfo’s work and the way he
did it. No matter how fully she tried to answer him, his desire to
know was not diminished. It grew.

In his fifteenth year, Densu asked Araba Jesiwa to help him see
Damfo long enough to talk to him about matters agitating his spirit.
Araba Jesiwa laughed at him for the earnest tone of his request, but
the next time Damfo was in Esuano she told him about Densu’s de-
sire. And Damfo had time to talk to him.

That time Damfo had come without Ajoa. That disappointed
Densu. But the disappointment was not as strong as his excitement
at having a real meeting and a long conversation with the healer.



94 Ayi Kwei Armah: THE HEALERS

Damfo had seemed undecided between puzzlement and amuse.
ment in the beginning. But after Densu had asked the first questiop,
on his mind he looked neither baftled nor amused. To Densu’s syr.
prise, Damfo talked to him not like an adulf to a child, but just Jike
one person to another person, seriously, plainly, honestly.

“What really is a healer’s work?” Densu asked.

“You may say it’s seeing. And hearing. Knowing”

“I don't understand,” Densu told Damfo.

“Take any place, the forest, say. Men walk through the forest.
They see leaves, trees, insects, sometimes a small animal, perhaps
a snake. They see many things. But they see little. They hear many
forest sounds. But they hear little”

“A healer sees more?” Densu asked.

“A healer sees differently. He hears differently,” Damfo answered.
“Yes, he hears and sees more.”

“How?”

“Say the snake bites a child. Those who walk through the forest
with their ordinary eyes see the child near death, lying there helpless

in the middle of all the leaves of the forest. The healer sees not just
a mass of leaves. He can recognize the different spirit in each kind
of leaf. He can see the leaf that has a spirit opposite to, and stronger
than, the snake’s poison. He can squeeze out its juice for the spirit
contained in it and use it to save the child. You see, it is as if the
spirits of all the leaves of the forest were talking to the healer, telling

him what it is they each contain, what it is each can do, and what
they cannot do. The leaves, animals, even stones, say much, and they
show much, to any prepared to see and hear”

:Why can't others see and hear?”

“(T:::]:‘; ;‘:;l:]eif:ley prepared themselves to see and hear.”

o and hear naturally?”

“::'2:0(:: ::: i l}‘aturally?” the healer asked the boy.

paration,

“No one sees with
0 i L) .
ing” ut preparation. Not the healer’s kind of see-
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“Yet you made seeing sound very natural”

“It is,” agreed the healer. “And preparation is not unnatural. It is
also natural”

“But children, no one prepares them to see anything”

“Adults do that,” the healer said. “A child has eyes for seeing light
and shade and color. But seeing for ordinary people isn't just that,
is it? It's knowing what the light and shade and color go to make.
Recognition is what people call seeing. What healers mean by seeing
isn't just that”

“Is hearing the same?”

“More so. The ear hears sound. When a child understands lan-
guage, he hears more than sound. The meaning is in the arrange-
ment of sounds.”

“What is the healer’s preparation for hearing and seeing?”

“A matter of years. Three to start with. But in truth the prepara-
tion is endless.”

“Does a healer know languages others don’t know?”

“You may want to understand it that way. You know how full
of sounds the world is. Some of these sounds we are taught to un-
derstand. Most we don’t understand, ever. In the universe there are
so many signs. A few we understand, the way farmers know what
clouds mean, and fishermen understand stars. But most signs mean
nothing to us because we aren't prepared to understand them. The
healer trains his eye—so he can read signs. His training is of the
ears—so he can listen to sounds and understand them. His prepara-
tion is also of the nostrils—life and death have their smells. It is of
the tongue, and the body’s ability to feel.

“After his training the healer walks through the same world every
person walks through. But he sees signs others don’t see. He hears
sounds others don’t hear.

“The same tree that just stands there dumbly to everyone, to the
healer its leaves have things to say. The healer learns the meaning
of the river’s sound, of the sounds of forest animals. And when he
needs the curing spirit from a plant, if his eyes are well prepared,
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he may see from a great distance some small sign of the leaf thgy is

ready to be taken: i

“Can everyone k
“Few ever want to be healers.

»But could everyone be a healer?”

“No.
“Why not?”
“The healer must first

“What is that?”
I can't tell you what it is, just o, said Damfo. “But for a begin-

ning, he who would be a healer must set great value on seeing tru-
ly, hearing truly, understanding truly, and acting truly” The healer
laughed at himself. “You see why healing can’t be a popular voca-
tion? The healer would rather see and hear and understand than
have power over men. Most people would rather have power over

become a healer?”

have a healer’s nature.”

men than see and hear”
“What gives the healer his nature?”
“The same that gives him life.”
“What is that?”
“I do not know,” the healer said.
Densu looked at his face and knew he was telling the truth. “You
said for a beginning”
“Yes” Damfo said. “It’s not enough for the one who would be
a healer to have a healer’s nature. Beyond that he needs training,
preparation.”
“Is it hard?”
“Infinitely so”
“What does it consist of?”
“\?’c don't talk about it just to talk;” said Damfo evenly. “The only
zz(::o‘;n:l;ﬁ'need to discuss a healer’s training are those actually un-
“What makes it so hard?”

“Many things, F i '
ration. He als gs. For one thing, the healer devotes himself to inspi-
- Healso lives against manipulation”
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“I think I understand inspiration,” Densu said. “But manipula-
tion?”

“It's a disease, a popular one. If 'm not spiritually blind, I see
your spirit. I speak to it if I want to invite you to do something with
me. If your spirit agrees, it moves your body and your body acts.
That's inspiration. But if I'm blind to your spirit I see only your body.
Then if I want you to do something for me, I force or trick your body
into doing it even against your spirit’s direction. That's manipula-
tion. Manipulation steals a person’s body from his spirit, cuts the
body off from its spirit’s direction. The healer is a lifelong enemy of
all manipulation. The healer’s method is inspiration.”

“Why did you say healing people isn't your real work?”

“Did I say that?” Damfo asked, puzzled.

“You didn’t tell me, but...”

Damfo laughed and looked at Araba Jesiwa. She looked ready to
say something in self-exoneration, but Damfo spoke first: “We heal
people, individuals. That's part of our work. But it isn'tall. Itisn’t even
the greater part of it. It’s just a part. The whole of it concerns...” The
effort to find a word threatened to exasperate him, but he breathed
deep, smiled, and said with an air of giving up “...wholeness.

“Those who learn to read the signs around them and to hear the
language of the universe reach a kind of knowledge healers call the
shadow. The shadow, because that kind of knowledge follows you
everywhere. When you find it, it is not difficult at all. It says there
are two forces, unity and division. The first creates. The second de-
stroys; it’s a disease, disintegration. It is the first force, unity, that
gives healing work its strength. Think of it. Healing an individual
person—what is that but restoring a lost unity to that individual's
body and spirit?

“A people can be diseased the same way. Those who need natu-
rally to be together but are not, are they not a people sicker than
the individual body disintegrated from its soul? Sometimes a whole
people needs healing work. Not a tribe, not a nation. Tribes and na-
tions are just signs that the whole is diseased. The healing work that
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cures a whole people is the highest work, far higher than the cure of
single individuals.” .

“Are health and unity the same, then?

“To healers, yes,” Damfo said. “There’s health when everything
that should work together works together. Take the single person,
If body and soul are working together the mind thinks: I should
do this; the will decides: I will do it; the muscle tenses itself to help
the will; and the hand does what the mind has thought. Everything
works together. But say there isa bone broken in the body. The mind
may think something; the will may desire it, but when the muscle
tries to move the hand, there are two pieces of the broken bone
pushing against each other, fighting each other, instead of working
together. That is disease. The cure of that kind of disease is one of the
first steps in healing”

“Only the first steps?”

“Only one of the first steps. There is disease which comes from
conflict between body and soul in the same individual. That is more
serious. It takes much longer to cure. Years, usually”

“That is high work,” Densu said.

“Not the highest, though,” the healer said. “There are worse dis-
eases needing healing. When one person in a community—body

and soul—clashes with another individual in the same community,
that too is disease”

“But is that also work for healers?”

“The ending of all unnatural rifts is healing work. When dif-
ferelnt groups within what should be a natural community clash
against each other, that also is disease. That is why healers say that

our people ay ivi
fori people, the way we are now divided into petty nations, are suf-
ering from a terrible disease”

o~
What do you say caused the disease?”

“You do ask ions”
- Sk some heavy questions;” Damfo said. He looked at

nsu, then
— t::ncd to .look at Araba Jesiwa as if he needed her help
& the questions. But he continued: “The events that have

shattered
red our people were not simply painful events, They were di-
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sasters. They were strange, unnatural catastrophes. Those who sur-
vived them could only survive in part because they found ways to
forget the catastrophes. When you're still close to past dangers that
threatened to wipe you out, even remembrance pains you. Our peo-
ple forgot a lot of things in order to survive. We even went beyond
forgetfulness. To forget thoroughly the shattering and the dispersal
of a people that was once whole, we have gone so far as to pretend
we have always been these silly little fragments each calling itself a
nation.”

“Is forgetfulness natural?”

“It is natural, but only for a while, not for all time. Forgetfulness
helps the diseased cross over the time of greatest pain. It is a sort of
sleep, like the sleep brought on by herbs to help a sick man rest when
his disease has exhausted him. In that case forgetfulness works to-
ward health. But when the period of forgetfulness is prolonged un-
naturally, then it doesn’t work toward health. It works toward death”

“But if forgetfulness is natural, what is there for healers to do?”

“They can be ready to help in the awakening to life, when the
time comes. Learn the signs of life. Learn how to work with life,
against death.”

“If forgetfulness is natural, what good is it to work against it?”

“Sleep is natural,” the healer said, “even when it comes after un-
natural disasters. But waking is even more natural. Healers are just
awakeners of a people who have slept too long. The awakening is
natural. Healing work is part of nature. Very much a part”

“How long will the work of healers take?”

“There will always be work for healers, even when the highest
work is done. That highest work, the bringing together again of the
black people, will take centuries. You, Densu, growing up, have been
told you belong to the Fantse people, like everyone else at Esuano.
No one told you the Fantse people are no people at all but a single

small fragment of one community that misfortune blew apart. Of
that exploded community the Asante are also a part. The Denchira,
the Akim, the Wassa, the Sewhi, the Aowin, the Nzema, the Ekua-
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pem—all these are merely scattered pieces of what once came to-
gether. o )
“Not only that. The Akan community itself was just a little piece

of something whole—a people that knew only this one name we g,
seldom hear these days: Ebibirman. That was the community of ]
black people.

“The disease—the breaking up of that community—has taken
centuries and centuries, thousands of years. Most of our people do
not even wish to imagine any such possibility of wholeness. If you
talk to them now of the unity of all the earth’s black people, they
stare at you like idiots. Some can understand, but even they are con-
fused. The healers are also confused, not about the aim of our work
but about the medicines we may use and about what may look like
medicine but may end up being poison.

“Often, our confusion comes merely from impatience. The dis-
ease has run unchecked through centuries. Yet sometimes we dream
of ending it in our own little lifetimes, and despair seizes us if we
do not see the end in sight” Damfo laughed, the laughter of a man
amused first at himself. Then he added: “A healer needs to see be-
yond the present and tomorrow. He needs to see years and decades
ahead. Because healers work for results so firm that they may not be
wholly visible till centuries have flowed into millennia. Those will-
ing to do this necessary work, they are the healers of our people.”

Densu was unable to open his mouth. He was looking at Damfo’s
eyes. Even after the healer had stopped speaking, the boy kept look-
ing at his eyes, just looking. Then he recovered the desire to speak.

“How does a person become a healer?” the boy asked.

Damfo laughed: “You’re much too young to ask such a question,’
he said.

‘ Unaccountably, the healer’s voice now sounded strained, very
tired. His manner took on a sudden, forced brusqueness. He seemed
to be avoiding Densu’s eyes. The boy saw something glimmer in the

healer’s right eye. He never found out if the tear was from pain, of
from the healer’s recent laughter.
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Damfo’s words had. come as sweet music to Densu’s soul. The
boy’s soul had been thirsty for just such music. That first conversa-
tion had been long. It had kept Damfo at Esuano beyond the time
he had planned to leave. But the change did not irritate the healer.
Densu understood he had made him late, and asked for forgiveness.
But Damfo just smiled at him.

“Can you tell Ajoa I greet her?” Densu asked at the end.

“Shall I mention your name, Densu? Or will she know if I just say
it's her admirer?” Densu felt his back go suddenly warm. The wave
of heat passed up his spine and reached his head and face. He saw
sweat beads form at the tip of his nose. He murmured his thanks to
Damfo and Araba Jesiwa, and turned to escape from the two adults
who meant so much to him.

That evening and that night, Densu could not stop thinking of
the work of healing. When sleep came after a long inner conversa-
tion, it came with dreams. In one dream Densu was with Damfo,
Araba Jesiwa and Ajoa. All four were on the bank of a huge river,
powerful in its flow, threatening to look at. Across that huge river lay
a single precarious log. Over the log four people were crossing the
river. The first three were far ahead of the last, and at every stop they
left him farther behind. All three leading figures were indistinct, but
as they reached the far bank Densu lost sight of the fourth one also.
He turned, meaning to say something to Damfo and Jesiwa and Ajoa
about the disappearance of the fourth figure. But a wave of abandon-
ment overwhelmed him—the three were no longer by his side. He
tried to see if they were the three who had crossed over to the other
side of the river. But the river’s flow had accelerated into a wild, tem-
pestuous torrent sending so much spume into the air that Densu’s
sight was misted over. In the sheer anxiety of the dream he woke up.

When morning came, Densu knew his life had changed.
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2. Change

At first the change inside Densu made him see the world oyt.
side as if it too had changed. In his mind a great distance had come
between him and life at Esuano. He thought of a complete break
with the old life, and an immediate initiation into a new life, the life
of healing. But in the passage of days, weeks and months, Densy
understood he would have to contain the change within himself, at
least for some time. The dream inside himself could not produce an

instant answer from the world outside. It would take time and care

before it would grow to reality.
From that time on, whatever Densu did at Esuano, he saw him-

self in a kind of double vision. In spirit he had long decided to say
farewell to the world there around him. But as yet he had not found
a welcome into the world his soul desired. So he went through the
motions of living in the old world, as if he were still involved in it.
But always, no matter what he did in the old world, there was a sec-
ond, detached self which stood apart and watched the involved self.

That did not mean Densu began to do things badly. On the con-

trary, the double vision gave him a strange kind of heightened con-
sciousness of his own actions, and an increased sensitivity to the
how and why of everything he found himself doing. So he found out
there were things he could do well with practically no effort because
he found joy in doing them. And there were things he did not even
care to attempt, no matter what the inducement.

Hc liked his work at the time, especially the work of planting and
lcn.dmg: Aft’cr work he liked to play. He liked running, and he liked
:;:::j";:(’}‘ﬁla::; Sc}cll ‘Of'water and air on his body excited him, and
kA——— Icso wll:iolc being. l‘iut he did not like running races
iy m'd feelinu tgfcl no. enjoyment out of victories in su.ch

at first, but whose streg (;h “"'Ollty W.h()sc full meaning escaped him
He had waited lon ? "‘ashl‘nmlstak.ab]c_
8. In the time of waiting, he had come to know

more about t
he eastern forest and the life he aspired to. Sometimes,
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when there was no pressing work at Esuano, he went alone to seek

pamfo and to talk to him. There were numberless questions on his

mind. Sometimes he went with Araba Jesiwa on her journeys of

gratitude and love, either together with her son Appia, or, when Ap-
ia was caught up in some lively pursuit at home, just with her.

Damfo always answered his questions plainly, never hiding what
he knew, never pretending to know what he did not know. And he
constantly reminded Densu it was important to take seriously the
normal life at Esuano.

In the time of waiting, Densu also came to know more of the
ways of Esuano and the wider world it belonged to. Men seeking to
be his mentors had explained to him, without perhaps intending to,
the common passion for turning everything info a fierce competi-
tion. The explainers told him this was all a preparation, the one real
preparation, for life in the real world of adults. This life they saw as a
kind of game, but a serious, deadly game. Between the life Densu de-
sired and the life available around him the distance grew immense.

He had needed patience. It took patience to wait through the
months and years before the start of adulthood. It took patience
to wait through the games, to participate in the rituals of competi-
tion in which he saw nothing worthy of his respect, in which he saw
nothing good. It took patience to listen respectfully to Ababio talk-
ing about the necessity of power, convinced he would make a con-
vert of his young listener. The wait was long and hard. But, in spite
of everything, Densu had survived it. He was ready for the eastern
forest and the future he had already chosen.

3. The Eastern Forest

He walked all day through the forest, not noticing his speed. He
stopped at three streams and a spring to drink, but he felt no hunger,
nor did he feel any need to stop and rest on the way, so cool and rest-
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ful was the forest. It was night when he reached the eastern forest
but the night was not yet deep, and he found light in Damfos hOUSe,
When he knocked, Ajoa opened the door. '

She was surprised. She had been expecting Damfo himself, she
told him as she gave him a stool to sit on.

“Why, where has your father gone?” Densu asked her.

“Let him tell you himself, when he comes,” Ajoa said. She went to
the corner where the lamp stood, took it and brought it where Dep.-
su sat. She did not put the lamp down. She squatted before Densu,
holding the light close to his face, and looking intently at his face,

“Welcome.” she said at length. She brought him water and told
him he would not have to wait long for supper. That was when Den-
su realized he was hungry.

“When did you start?” she asked him.

“This morning”

“Did you fly?”

“I was eager to get here. I started very early, before the sun.”

“Still..” Ajoa said. “What could have made you so eager?”

Densu did not see her smile. He said: “Questions on my mind. I
have to talk to Damfo”

. “You'll have to be patient,” Ajoa said. “The Asante people have
him now?”

“What's happened?”

masi don't understand yet; Ajoa said. “People from Praso e
came to see my father with some message. He's been with them

:gi:‘h..i s time. I don't know exactly when he'll be back. But that's my

“How s0?”
:You can tell me what's be
The news isn't good,” De
“About Appia?”
“You knew?” Densu as
Ajoa nodded in
found out whe the

en happening at Esuano,” Ajoa said.
nsu said.

ked, surprised,

answer, but add
g ed no explanation. “ he
murderer wase” planation. “Have they
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“No,” Densu said.

Ajoa shook her head, then said: “I think the royals did it

“Why?” Densu asked.

“Who else would want to kill Appia? The royals have their power
games. People are nothing to them. Just things to use. Or obstacles
to break down. You're lucky they never tried to involve you.”

“One of them tried,” Densu said. “Ababio”

“What did he want?” Ajoa asked.

“He had a faction. He wanted me to join him”

“What did you tell him?”

“No.”

“He won't forgive you,” Ajoa said. “Did you explain?”

“He wouldn't listen,” Densu said. “I told him often enough I
wanted to be a healer”

“You have decided finally, then?” She asked him.

“I've decided”

“That is so good,” she said. Then she grew quiet.

When it grew darker, Ajoa decided not to wait for Damfo. She
went to the kitchen, prepared food, and brought it. She was quiet
during the meal, lost in thought. When it was over and she came
back from washing the pots and bowls, she said to him: “You must be
careful, Densu. If Ababio has asked you to work for him and you've
refused, he has to be afraid you could expose him. That's natural.”

“He told me I shared secrets with him. He thought that would
persuade me to work for him.”

“Either that, or he'll have to do something to you.” Densu had no
answer. He sat looking at Ajoa. His gaze made her uncomfortable.
“My father isn't coming,” she said finally. We shouldn't sit up waiting
for him. He'll be here tomorrow”

“Is he safe?”

Ajoa laughed. “That he is. Don't worry about him.” She showed
him his mat. As she turned to go she said: “Be careful, Densu”

When he woke up in the morning, he saw that Damfo had come
in the night. He was sitting on his bed, not lying down.
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“You didn't sleep,” Densu said, after greeting the healer.

“[ did” Damfo said. “Not much, but well”
“Ajoa said you were with people from Kumase,” Densu said, hop-

ing he didn't sound anxious.
Damfo nodded. “Some of our people, the healers—they want us

to go there”

“To Kumase?”
“Not all the way” Damfo said. “To Praso. We have a healers’ vil-

lage there also. Not far from the river, on the right bank. They think

there's work for us there”
“Will you go?”
Damfo smiled. “Perhaps. I slept over it. I think we'll go” Delib-
erately, Damfo changed the subject. He asked Densu the news from
Esuano. Densu told him about Appia’s death and burial.

Damfo was dead quiet while Densu talked. When he finished, he

asked: “Has there been any news of the murderer?”

Densu shook his head. “But Ababio has sworn to find him.”

“Ababio?” Damfo sounded puzzled.

“Yes, Ababio,” Densu said.  Damfo fell quiet again, as if he
were trying to remember something that kept slipping just under his
memory. Then he seemed to give up the attempt to catch the elusive
thought,

:You came in a hurry,” he said to Densu.

ls::.:;:;‘,j,:(,) c'ome“earlier." Densu said, “before the games.”
; g you wanted to talk about?”

“T've m(udc up my mind(')'lf:-wés ‘_"""bl"d-

“Tobe a healort (ha ,' ensu said.

“To learn® ‘ caler asked him.

‘ l?amfo was thoughtfuy),

sion?” he asked Densy,

“I can't say”
say,” Densy
SU answe
10 come” ered

“How long ago did you reach this deci-

- It seems to me I've always wanted
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“You haven't taken leave of Esuano yet,” the healer said.

“I don't understand,” Densu said.

Damfo spoke with a certain unwillingness, and this worried
Densu. “You say you've decided to learn,” Damfo said. “That’s good.
But anyone who wants to be a healer must take leave of the world
he's grown up in before his mind is free for learning”

“I have left Esuano,” Densu said.

“Your body has.”

“My spirit also has.”

“That is difficult to know.”

“I'm sure of it”
“Pm not trying to discourage you,” Damfo said. “But I must let

you know the things a healer turns his back on are innumerable.
These are things of the world. Not only things of the flesh, but also
things touching the spirit. There’s comfort. Wealth. There's also love,
the respect of close ones. Even fame, the respect of distant people.
Power among men. The satisfaction of being known wherever you
go. These are the things that sweeten life for men. The healer turns
his back on all of them.”

“Do you think I have not understood that?” Densu asked.

“Its hard to go away from the things everyone is going toward.
It’s lonely. It’s hard to live the way a healer must necessarily live. It’s
hard to live without respect in the world.”

“Does a healer have no respect?” Densu asked.

“Not in the world as it is now.”

“But he does have respect”

“Only from those who know the value
always few. Sometimes only one or two.”

“Is such respect not enough?” Densu asked.

“It’s good to have you ask that,” Damfo said.

“I'think it is,” Densu said.

“I believe you. Only—has anyone
has to do and not to do?” Densu shook his head.
the healer continued. “Many who thought theyd like to be

of his work. Those are

ever told you what the learner
“There are rules,”
healers
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ended up hating the rules alone. They found them hard. Some foung

them unnatural”
“What are they?”
“In the beginning, there are seven.”
“Will you explain them to me?” Densu asked.
“Another day we can begin. The practice is to talk about one rule
a day”
“Why only one?”
“To give all the time necessary for complete understanding”
“Are the rules that complex?”
“Some find them so. Then they need all day to examine their im-
plications. Some understand them easily, like breathing”
“Can we begin tomorrow?”
“We can begin tomorrow,” the healer said. “Now I have to go”
“Where?” Densu asked.
“Questions, questions,” Damfo said. Smiling, he went away.

4. Conversations with the Healer

This was the first day’s conversation between the healer Damfo
and the novice Densu.
The healer said: “The healer does not drink or smoke intoxicants.”
Densu smiled.
“The rule amuses you, I see,” the healer said.
I don't like alcohol,” Densu said. “And smoke makes me uncom-
fortable, even outside my body”
“Dislike without knowledge is not firm,” the healer said. “Do you
know these things you dislike?”
“l~hﬂ\“¢ lfiSled alcohol.” answered Densu. “I don't like its taste.”
l\Few drink an intoxicant for its taste,” Damfo said. “It's what it
makes you feel. The happiness it brings. Alcohol stimulates people.”

“I'm not stimulated that way, said Densu.
What does stimulate you?”
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“pifferent things. Thinking of someone I love, Being with some-
one I love. Something I like doing. The highest stimulation I get
comes from doing something I believe in, with people I love.”

This was the second day’s conversation:

“The healer wishing to be a healer does not use violence against
human beings. He does not fight”

“The principle sounds good,” Densu said.

“Would you obey it all the time, under every circumstance?” the
healer asked.

“When the circumstances are reasonable,” said Densu.

“Could you make yourself clearer?” the healer asked.

“If the healer is attacked, surely he defends himself”

“The attacker is a human being,” the healer said.

“Is a human being human under every circumstance?”

“When is a human being not human?”

“Suppose a man turns killer. Is he not more like a beast then? Or
if he invades your house, flashing a weapon?” Densu asked.

“As one learning to be a healer,” Damfo asked, “what would you
do in such a case?”

“I would stop him.”

“Violently?”

“Violently”

“Without killing him?”

“If that’s possible.”

“If it’s impossible?”

“I would kill him,” said Densu.

“That goes against the rule,” the healer said.

“Not against its meaning, I don’t think”

“What do you think is its meaning?” the healer asked.

“Respect for life”

“How can you kill out of respect for life?”

~“If what I kill destroys life,” Densu answered.

This was the way the healer Damfo began the third day’s conver-

sation with Densu:
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“The learner should never call upon his god to destroy anyone»

] have no god to call upon,’ Izensu said.

“you have no faith, no belief? ! . ,
“Faith I have, said Densu, “and belief. But not in gods”
“You find nothing good in life?”

“Whatever is not evil I find good”

“What do you see as evil?”

“Whatever lowers the quality of life”

“How?”

“By pushing life closer to death”

“Do you consider anything sacred?”

“I worship nothing?”

“Is that not impious?”

“Doesn't worship come out of fear?” Densu asked.

“You do not fear what is sacred?” the healer asked.

“I love the sacred,” Densu answered him.

“Is fear, awe, not an expression of love?” the healer asked.

“Never,” Densu said.

“What attitude do you think expresses love?”

“Respect,” said Densu.

This was the fourth conversation:

“The learner does not go to the king’s court,” the healer said. “The
learner avoids going to any place where men go to seek power over
other men”

“What if someone falls ill at the court?” Densu asked.

“A healer goes when asked to save life. He does his work and
leaves when it finished. That’s different from going to the centers of
power to flatter those already powerful, in order to catch droppings
from them. The nature that knows how to flatter the powerful is an
inferior nature. He whose nature is inferior cannot remain a healer”

“Thave never felt at ease at court”” Densu said.

:Perha’ps because you hate the people there?”

oes not interest me. What interests me does
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not interest them. Still, there must be some circumstances under
which ,},1ealers should seek the ears of the powerful, even at the King’s
court?

“Can you think of any such circumstances?” the healer asked.

“If a disease strikes many people at once, an epidemic. Surely
then the healer needs royal power to support the necessary mea-
sures for restoring health?” Densu asked.

“This has always been difficult for healers to think about” the
healer said.

“Why so?” asked Densu. “Is the dislike of royals greater than the
love of life?”

“It isn’t simply dislike,” the healer answered. “It's understanding.
Healers see royalty as a disease affecting the people. Does it make
sense to seek the help of one disease to fight another?”

“Can healers live and work without social power, always?” Densu
asked.

The healer said: “Healers need to work with social power, but
that power must not be diseased.”

“Does any such power exist?” Densu asked.

“It may not exist,” the healer said, “but it should be possible.”

“What kind of power would that be?” Densu asked.

“A power based on respect. Royal power grows from contempt.
The kind of power we see now grows from contempt. It comes from
the abuse of human beings and things”

“It will take ages for the kind of power healers want to grow
against what there is now,” Densu said.

“Yes,” Damfo agreed. “The worst kinds of power grow most eas-

ily”
“Meanwhile, isn't it advisable to work with royal power?” Densu
asked. “It’s all there is”

“Healers have tried that before. But it's never been fruitful”
Damfo said. “Healers will find their true support only froma health-
ier source of power.”

“But you say that’s a matter of the future,” Densu said.

IEESEENIES
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“The distant future, even.’

“Meanwhile?”
“Meanwhile the healer heals the individual sick,” Damfo said.

“That is all?”

“Healers work to create a power based on respect.”

“Where?”

“Wherever they see possibilities.”

This was the fifth conversation:

“The learner hoping to be a healer must not gossip. Neither must
he quarrel” Damfo began. Densu merely looked at Damfo without
batting an eye, then, unable to help himself, he smiled at the solem-
nity of the words. The smile infected Damfo. He did not pursue the

matter this day. Or any other.

This was the sixth conversation:

“The learner does not waste the night,” the healer said. “He
spends the time of early night thinking over the work he’s done for
the day, and about what he will do on the morrow. The remainder of
the night he sleeps, to rise early as his spirit wakes.”

“That’s not hard,” Densu said. “Seems reasonable and natural.”

“There are other ways of spending the night,” the healer said.

“I know,” said Densu.

“Pleasanter ways.”

“Not to me”

“You never liked the dances at night?”

‘I loved them,” Densu said. “Years ago, whenever I had noth-
ing pressing on my mind, and no work drawing me. But the dances
don't call my spirit anymore””

“You have entirely lost the desire to dance?”

“How can a human being lose that?” Densu asked. “I would like
to dance. But only after a lot of work done.”

This was the seventh conversation: “The learner respects those
older than himself? the healer Damfo said.

Densu asked him: “Only those?”
The healer’s only answer was a laugh.

Part Three 13

The day following the seventh day’s conversation, Damfo was
away. He returned in the afternoon of the next day, and after he had
rested, Densu went to greet him.

“I didn’t know the visitors from Asante were still here,” Densu
said.

“They’re gone now, said Damfo.

“What did they want from you?”

“Someone is ill,” Damfo said. “They think I can help cure him”

“Is the illness rare?”

“It’s not rare,” Damfo replied. “Not the illness itself. But it doesn’t
usually strike important people. And this person who’s ill is impor-
tant”

“An important man from Kumase?”

“From the court.”

“Is that where youd have to work if you went?”

“No. Hed come to Praso. There’s a village of healers not far from
the river.”

“Will you go?”

“The other healers think I should.”

“Why?”

“They think the work could be good healing work. I think they
see possibilities of a new kind of power growing”

“From this important man?”

“From his disease,” Damfo said.

“What kind of disease is it?”

“Would it make sense to you if I said despair?” Damfo asked.

“Id need some explanation. Would I know the person’s name?”

“His name is Asamoa Nkwanta,” Damfo said.

“Oh!” Densu’s exclamation came by itself. “He’s the commander
of the armies of Asante””

“He was,” said Damfo. “He was. But he no longer is”

“What happened to him?” Densu asked.

“The royals killed his favorite nephew.”

“As a punishment?”



114 Ayi Kwei Armah: THE HEALERS

“No, I see you haven't heard. For their royal pleasure” Damf,
told Densu the cause of Asamoa Nkwanta’s sorrow.

5. The Root of Asamoa Nkwanta’s Sorrow

Among the Asante it was unthinkable to have the king travel
anywhere alone. A king, after all, must have slaves and a.tter,ldants to
ease his passage through the world. It was beneath the king’s dignity
to do anything for himself, and yet the king must always be comfort-
able.

When the time came for a king to go on the last of all journeys,
the journey into death, the royals thought it necessary to provide
him with slaves. Just as slaves had made his days on earth easy, so
dlaves should be sent with him to death; they would ease every pas-
sage of his spirit; they would give the spirit all the luxury the body
had grown accustomed to.

So whenever a king died, the royal youths were permitted—it
was a duty some turned into a pleasure—to raid Kumase after dark
and to slaughter anyone they found. The murdered victims would
serve as slaves of the dead king in the underworld.

“Do you remember when Nana Kweku Dua died?” Damfo asked
Densu. “He was the king before the present one, Karikari.”

“I heard about his death one Saturday night five years ago,” Den-
su answered.

“Yes.” said Damfo. “Its always terrible news, the death of an As-
ante King, and it travels fast” He continued his story.

When Kweku Dua, the first king of that name, died, the young
princes at Kumase went for their guns and swords and rushed
around the city looking for victims to send after the dead king. They
were just following the custom. Had they killed only the powerless,

people without relatives to avenge them, the killings would have
been forgotten soon enough in the usual indifference of habit.

But one of the princes, Boache Aso, took advantage of the mur-
derous excitement of the time. He went looking for a young man he
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hated for his own reasons, and murdered him. That young man was
a nephew of the commander of all the armies of Asante,
Nkwanta. Not just a nephew—his favorite nephew.

Asamoa Nkwanta was already the greatest of Asante generals. He
was more than a general—he was the teacher of generals. Edu Bofo
and Amankwa Tia were mere novices compared to him. They were
both his pupils. The highest title for bravery among warriors, Osa-
jefo, was already his. If the worth of a man depended on his deeds
and not on his birth, Asamoa Nkwanta would easily have been the
most important man in the whole land.

The killing of his favorite nephew plunged Asamoa Nkwanta first
into a terrifying rage. He sought immediately to destroy whoever
had destroyed his nephew. But Boache Aso the prince had disap-
peared, and Asamoa Nkwanta turned the fire of his fury against the
royals. He, the chief defender of Asante, commander of the Asante
armies, threatened war against the royal family.

The soldiers under Asamoa Nkwanta loved him. Many would
have followed him anywhere, even if he had decided to attack the
city Kumase itself. Then the threat of civil war would not have re-
mained a mere threat. The royals found a sacrifice to pacify Asamoa
Nkwanta: Opanin Kwamen, an uncle of the prince Boache Aso, was
that sacrifice.

But then Asamoa Nkwanta’s anger did not disappear. It turned
into sorrow of such depth that he vowed not to touch arms again
in defense of Asante. The vow became something like a curse upon
the Asante army. After Asamoa Nkwanta’s refusal, the armies of As-
ante wasted themselves in one foolish adventure after another. Alto-
gether, they were like a powerful beast with its head cut off. The re-
maining generals lacked the skill of Asamoa Nkwanta. Of his vision
they had none at all. So they could only exhaust the armies without
achieving anything.

The soldiers of Asante kept calling for Asamoa Nkwanta to re-
turn to lead them. But the murder of his nephew had pushed him far
from any desire to serve the royal power.

Asamoa
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soul” Damfo continued, “and he can
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ill he not?

‘ ge“nT;r:tl '\:v::xlld be most natural,” l?amfo answered.

“A general in the Asante army?

“Of course;” agreed Damfo. ‘

‘Serving Asante royal power?” Densu sauld. . )

Instead of an answer he got a question: “You think so?

«I don't know;” he said to Damfo. “I'm asking you.”

“I'll tell you the truth,” Damfo said. “I have n(,) idea wha.t pur-
poses Asamoa Nkwanta will wish to serve after he’s cured. I intend
to find out. A healer always seeks knowledge”

“I wonder, is there a possibility of Asamoa Nkwanta working for
something other than royalty, after he’s cured?” Densu asked.

“There are always possibilities,” Damfo said, too calmly;

“Shall I understand that you're thinking of healing work—the
kind that transcends the healing of individuals?” Densu asked.

“Shall I understand that to be a question or a realization?” Damfo
asked. He was smiling.

Densu smiled back at him and nodded: “I see a bit of something
now. Dimly, but I begin to see this general Asamoa Nkwanta

“What happened to him is important” Damfo said. “He was
treated like a slave. That shattered him. If the pieces of his life are to
come together again, he must understand what shattered him, and
conquer it. He'll have to understand slavery. Not on the surface, but
deeply. It isn't often men like Asamoa Nkwanta have to rethink their
whole lives. It takes a catastrophe to push them to it. Usually the
catastrophe is stronger than the man. It wipes him out. But I don't
know this Asamoa Nkwanta myself. From all I hear, he’s a strong
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man—physically, morally, mentally. Strong in every way. If he’s able
to survive this catastrophe he'll come out better than just strong,
Hell be wise. He'll see the world around him differently. He'll also
see the way he wants to fit into that world differently”

“You sound like you think he’ll become a healer,” Densu said.

Damfo laughed out loud. “Better than a healer] he said. “You
know, it’s not healers who heal a sick body. The body has its own
healing energies, which fight the poisons of disease. A healer merely
recognizes these healing energies. Then he works to multiply them,
and to reduce the poisons of disease.”

“You think Asamoa Nkwanta is such a healing force?”

“I intend to find out,” Damfo said.

“When will you go to Praso?”

“I don’t want to wait too long. Within a month, I think. I have
work here I can’t leave behind. But as soon as possible, I'll move””

6. The Frailty of Generous Decisions

The following morning Damfo was in a restless mood.

A few times he seemed about to say something to Densu, but
then he drew back. When at length he held himself from drawing
back, what he said to Densu was: “I expect you'll be going back
soon.”

“Where?” Densu asked.

“Home. To Esuano.”

“I don't understand,” said Densu. “I came to learn.... Id like to
be a healer”

“Yes, I've understood that,” said Damfo.

“But you still want me to go away?”

“It’s necessary to go back”

“You doubt my sincerity, then,” Densu said.

“No” answered Damfo. “Not your sincerity”

“You are rejecting me,” Densu said.
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“Is not rejection.” Damfo said. “\fou've refached a g’?nerous deci-
sion. You want to spend your life doing hea!mg work! Pa"}fo took
his eyes off Densu and stared at the grox.lr}d in front of him. “There’
something strange about generous de,asnons. They ough.t 'to be the
best kinds of decision, but they aren't. A generous decision often
lacks strength, firmness. A decision to be a healer must be firmer
than any other decision. It shouldn’t be made out of the generosity
of a young spirit alone”

“‘You don't believe me?” Densu asked.

“I believe you,” Damfo answered. “But do you know what you are
choosing and what you are rejecting?”

“You yourself have told me what I know about healing work”
Densu said. “What I know convinces me it's what I want to spend
my life doing”

“and what you're rejecting—the life at Esuano and in the great
world beyond Esuano and Cape Coast?”

“That life holds no attraction for me”

“Not now,” agreed Damfo. “I believe you. But time may change
your mind. Especially time spent facing difficulties. Healing work
is hard. To learn to be a healer, you go through three years of rigor-
ous training. After that, you begin work. The work is hard, harder
than the training. There is no comfort in it for the body. Occasion-
ally, healers get thanks. More often, there is suspicion and hostility.
Always, there’s the contempt of those who'll never understand the
work we do. There are many of those in the world. Very many.”

“I thought of that before I make up my mind,” Densu said.

“The decision is still only in your mind. When it becomes part of
your feelings also, you'll be ready””

“How can I show you it’s already part of my feelings too?”

“It takes time,” said Damfo.

“How long?” Densu said.

“A year, at least”

“What am [ expected to do in that year?”

“Its the time of farewells,” Damfo said.
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“Meaning?”

«Taking leave of the world you've known”

“Do all healers have to go through such a period?”

“Normally, yes,” Damfo said.

“What use is it?”

“If a learner has made a hasty decision, the year gives him time
to reconsider”

“And if the decision is genuine?”

“It gets firmer”

“Why this distrust?”

“I wouldn’t call it distrust,” said Damfo. “Do you know Esuman?”

“The witchdoctor at court?”

A smile, rather sad, came to Damfo’s lips. He suppressed it. “Is
that what they call him at Esuano?” he asked. “He was a healer once.
When he began, his enthusiasm was higher than the sky. In the end
he had to leave the work of healing. He went back to Esuano. We
here were left to worry about the reason.

“We found it. Esuman’s spirit had never left Esuano in the first
place. He thought of healing work as something that should make
the healer personally important. The work itself was not enough for
him. He needed satisfaction outside the work. He expected rewards
from the world. Fame. Wealth. Power. We don't have those things
here. So Esuman had to leave”

“Do you think I will repeat Esuman’s mistake?” Densu asked.

“I don’t know;” Damfo said. “I just hope you see that healing re-
quires sacrifice. Sometimes the sacrifice may seem too much.”

“Are you afraid I can’t make the necessary sacrifice?”

“I'm afraid your decision to accept the necessity of sacrifice is too
early yet. The fruit of premature acceptance of sacrifice is regret.’

“I wish I could make you see,’ said Densu, “that for my nature,
the things you say are necessary are not sacrifices”

“I hear you,” Damfo said. “But then are you afraid your nature
will change within this coming year?”

“I don't fear that,” said Densu.

‘A
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“Are you afraid you can't resist the rewards and attractions of
Esuano and Cape Coast?”

“No” Densu said. In spite of pain, he smiled.

“What is it, then?” Damfo asked.

“P've told you already. That life repels me?”

“I see.” said Damfo. “Your unease comes from disgust. That's un-
derstandable. But it's not the best of signs. Disgust can turn a mind
in perverse directions. It can make us do things not because we want
to do those things but because we're disgusted with something else,
Disgust clouds the mind. The best choice a healer makes is not 5
choice against anything. It's a choice for the healing vocation”

Densu asked Damfo: “Do we love something and not hate what
goes against it?”

“You're right,” Damfo said. “But for healing work, love must be
stronger than hate. Much stronger.”

The healer looked at Densu, then said: “I see you're angry””

“I didn't expect to have to go back to Esuano,” Densu said. “I
didn’t come prepared for that”

“It’s necessary,” Damfo said. “All of us, no matter what we do,
have moments of regret. These are the times when we wish we could
return to what we were before we took a particular decision that
changed our whole lives. These kinds of regret a healer must avoid.
They are fatal to his vocation.

“If a man changes his mind before his initiation into the profes-
sion of healing, there’s no harm done. But we have to make sure
every healer has a genuine chance so to change his mind. Otherwise
an initiated healer may feel he was trapped into a disappointing life.
Because the naked truth is a healer’ life is no entertainment.

“There’s power in healing work. But it isn’t personal power. It
cannot satisfy an individual’s craving for self-importance. It's a real
power that has nothing to do with our small, selfish dreams. It’s the
Power to help life create itself. All power has a negative side. Learn-
ing a'b"u‘ ways to give life, a healer also comes to know ways that
kill. The healer with no regrets about the life of healers turns his
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back against the nega.tive power he knOV\fs. about. But the healer
whose soul is filled with regrets and ambitions to be great in th
outside world, when he finally enters the world again, he re-ent erz
it knowing a lot about this negative power. He will use jt event
From healing he will descend to killing.

«power in the world is such that the negative work of killing
yields faster results than the slow, endless work of healing. The heal-
er who re-enters the world dreaming of glory and power and wealth
must seek power among the powerful. He joins the manipulators.
They will quickly enough urge him to use his knowledge, the good
and the bad, as long as it yields them more power, the faster the bet-
ter. Do you see a bit more clearly why we have to try so hard to avoid
regret?”

Densu nodded, then asked: “This Esuman, the one who went
back from the healers—has he done anything evil with his knowl-
edge of life and death?”

Damfo shook his head. “That I don’t know. I haven't sought to
find out. I don’t say he’s done evil. I say he may, because now he’s sur-
rounded by men of power and he depends on them. Men of power
have one aim in life: to maintain themselves in power. Neither good
nor evil is an end to them. Both are means. Evil to them is just an-
other unavoidable means they use to maintain their power.

“Esuman wants to share power with the men of power. Or at least
the crumbs of power. They’ll use him for their own ends. In return
they’ll give him the power he seeks.”

“Is Esuman the only one who left?” Densu asked.

“No” Damfo answered. “This is not the only village of healers.
They are not many, but they are spread all over the land. From time
to time, a healer departs. Esuman isn't the only one” Damfo’s voic?
was sad. He continued: “It may ease your mind if I tell you you arent
alone. There's someone else your age, from Esuano, who had chosen
healing for his lifework. He came last year. I told him to go _back to
the world he wanted to leave, for a year, then come again if he still
believes in becoming a healer. He has a few months to go”

ually.
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Densu was surprised. “Who is it?” he asked.

But Damfo did not give him a direct answer. “I'm not Supposed
to tell you. Since you both want to come the same way, you'|] find
out in time. It’s natural, isn’t it?” Densu did not answer. Damfo con-
tinued: “A year is long. But not too long. Don’t just go away, Dengy,
Come when you wish to talk. Come as often as you wish. When the
time comes for us to go to Praso, I'll come to Esuano and say fare-
well. When we return this way I'll let you know”

In the evening Damfo was away again. Ajoa brought supper, but
Densu could not eat. He had lost all desire. Ajoa watched him and
saw he was suffering.

She could think of no way to soothe him, so she was quiet. In the
end, unable to remain quiet any longer, she asked Densu: “My father
has upset you?”

“I must go back to Esuano,” Densu answered.

“You sound like it’s the grave. Is it so bad?”

“Td set my mind on staying here,” Densu said.

“Does he say you can't? Ajoa asked.

“After a year”

“The healers call it leave-taking time,” Ajoa said. “You have to.
Especially you?”

“Why especially me?”

“They say those who have the whole world open to them need a

long farewell. In a year you may well decide the charms of Esuano

are toohmany to give up for life here in the forest”
“What charms, Ajoa?” Densu = :

: i ? asked. “ Esu-

ano happily enough yourself” el

“I'm not Densu.” Ajoa said. “The world is
Tell me truly: how many beautify] wom =
much they like you?”

“I dont understand you, Ajoa”

“Perhaps not, Densu. Since

t offering itself to me.
en have made you see how
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“You're Jaughing at me,” Densu said.

«z little) Ajoa said. As she looked at him the playfulness went
out of her voice and her eyes. “Come back often. And be careful. Be
| of those who want to make you powerful” Her eyes were tak-

a heightened brightness. She hid them. “Come back often,”
d, moving toward the door in haste. “Often, Densu. Will you

carefu
ing on
she sai

promise me that?” ‘
Densu’s soul was a battlefield. His thoughts fought his desires.

peace was far. He told himself there was no reason to resent Damfo
for the hard decision he had made, but the pain of resentment still
burned him.

He closed his eyes. He saw a figure left standing alone in a tree-
less, shelterless wilderness, cold and windy. The figure approached
him. When it reached him it became himself.

He thought of the coming year he would have to spend at Esu-
ano, and tried to imagine it as time usefully spent. But the only im-
ages that came to him were images of devastation.

Only when it was almost dawn, after the first cocks had begun
crowing, was he able to sleep at last. He slept a short sleep, broken
three times by anxious starts.

When he woke, the sun was already high. He said his farewells
and did not let Ajoa walk with him as far as she wanted to. He was
quiet as she repeated her call to him to come again and often. Then
she turned to go back, and he walked on west, toward the town he
had left hoping he would not have to return.

The air should have been warm, but he felt cold. Around him he
saw leaves, branches, trees. But they communicated nothing at allto
him today. He had been half blind to the forest on his way from Esui
ano. Now on his way back there, he was totally blind. The fore.st was
already alive with moths and butterflies, but their scattering ﬂlght at
his approach held no fascination for him. Now and then a solitary
bird cut the air with its sound, and some larger animal of the forest
screamed. These sounds were now mere noises to Densu. Between
him and the universe around him the connection that hung on de-
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sire had been broken. He di.d n(')l sl(?p to rest, but his pace wa o
He did not even think of his direction. Only habit guided hjs feet.
Occasionally, when he let the pain of awareness overtake him, he'
was surprised to recognize a part of the forest much closer t fg,.
ano than he wished to be.

Night came upon him with less than half the journey done. It diq
not matter to him. The forest was quiet, and the path back to Esuano
was not difficult to follow. It was a narrow line, paler in the dark.
ness than the earth beside it. In spite of the coolness of the nigh,
whenever his mind broke from its numbness it found no comfort,
only pain. He did not turn to se¢ the dawn when it came. He saw it
color the leaves and the high tree trunks in front of him. The dark
reds and oranges of the beginning turned with smooth rapidity into
the white light of day.

At the ford crossing the Nsu Nyin the river was rising. The water
had already covered the smaller stones, but the larger ones were still
visible. In crossing, Densu wet his feet, and was surprised the water
felt so cold on his soles. After the ford the path climbed upward
from the bank, a narrow passageway between overhanging bushes.

Ahead of Densu, a bush quivered. The movement was odd. The
morning had grown dead still. The sounds of the deeper forest had
stopped at the ford. As for the river’s flow, it was a constant, even
murmur, a part of the general silence. In this stillness the movement
in the undergrowth caught Densu’s attention and he slackened his
Sth. A
Near the top of the rise a second bush shook with a more vio®
lent motion. From the green cover above him, something heavy.alld
swift hurled itself upon Densu. More by instinct than by conscious
effort, Densu had anticipated the danger. He stepped back, lc’t,llﬂg
the bundle he was carrying slide to the ground behind him. That
freed his arms. The hurtling object could not check its own momen
tum. It came straight at him. Densu bent his left leg at the knee, lhf_n
straightened it out hard just as the attacker reached him. The impact
jolted Densu’s thigh and sent his attacker crashing to the ground:

Part Three 125

The attacker screamed in pain, and Densu recognized the voice.
He bent down, surprised.

«untui,” he called the man on the ground.

The answer was an angry groan. Densu was bending down over
Buntui, his mind flooding with questions, when he saw the forest
around him come alive.

“The ford!” a voice shouted. Ababio’s voice.

It was followed by a wild whirl of motion. When the whirl re-
solved itself, Densu saw four men behind him at the ford he had
just crossed over. Ahead of him other men came out on the path. He
counted three, five, then stopped counting. There were men to his
left, men to his right, men before him and men behind him crowd-
ing the small path. All were closing in slowly upon him now.

In front of him one of the men was Ababio.

Densu looked at the men around him. Buntui still lay on the
ground beneath him. Apart from him, all the others he could see
were older than himself. On their faces was something Densu could
not understand. It was a terrible grimness, clearly growing out of a
kind of fear. But what did they fear?

Ababio called out to the men: “Who has the rope?”

From behind Densu a voice answered: “I have it”

Another voice, from the side: “It’s here””

Two ropes. Densu looked at the faces closing in on him. There
were 5o many questions on his mind, but for the moment he would
have to leave them unanswered. He thought of fighting his way out.
But out of what? And into what? There was no more time, anyway.
The circle around him had grown tight. The men were no more than
three steps away from him now.

“Tie him up!” Ababio shouted.

“There is no need for that,” Densu said.

Then he addressed Ababio directly. “Eja Ababio, what is happen-
ing?”
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Ababio laughed a short, nervous laugh, rather like a whimpe,.

ot was his only answer. |
Th“,l\: Ababio’s laugh ended, one of the men behind Densu thyey,

himself upon him in a desperate leap. He caught .Densu before he
was ready to defend himself, but thelre was somethlng str.ange in his
hold. It was a tight, urgent grasp, but it was oddly lacking in hostility,
That leap excited the others, and their shouts ﬁlle('i the air.

The leaping one bore down heavily on Densu’s back. In all thy
commotion he brought his head closer to his, and whispered harsh-
ly: “Don't fight. He'll get you killed that way” ‘

A combined feeling, part surprise, part an instant awareness that
he should not betray this sudden friend, made Densu continue with
the motions of resistance. But he put no great force into the effort to
break free of the leaping oné’s friendly grasp. Instead, he threw his
weight forward and down, and the leaping one went down with him.

The fall made him roll sideways, and Densu saw his face. Anan.

Anan kept his hold on Densu. The other men were an excited,
disorganized little crowd now, each moving forward to hold some
part of Densu, unaware there was no need of force.

“Tie him up!” Ababio shouted again.

Anan said nothing. Getting up from the ground, he turned to
one of the men with the ropes and ordered him calmly: “Give me
the rope”

As if he had been taking orders from Anan all his life, the man
complied.

Anan worked swiftly, in silence. He tied one end of the rope
around Densu’s right wrist. Then he handed the loose end to the
s from whom he had got the rope.

Tie it around my wrist,” Anan said, holding out his left arm.

It was done.

“That's nothing!” Ababio shouted. “He will escape.”

The others stood around, uncertain what to do. But Anan an-

swered Ababio: “The rope is tight. Hed have to drag me with him
o escape”

PART FOUR

1. The Captive

There were not many people in the streets of Esuano when the
men returned with their prisoner. The town looked half deserted.
A few saw Densu being led toward the palace. They darted quickly
back into the safety of their homes, as if they had run into some
creature of evil omen.

Densu was taken to the palace. Inside the courtyard Ababio
led the way, left from the entrance, and all the way to the end of that
wall. A hut was there, built so that two of its walls made up the cor-
ner of the long palace wall. Ababio took a key hanging from his neck
and opened the low door.

“Put him in there,” he said.

Several hands pushed Densu from behind. He felt a gentler
pressure, and found Anan beside him, in the hut.

“Someone help me undo this!” Anan shouted through the
doorway. A man came, and in a few moments the knots were loose.

“Take this to Eja Ababio,” Anan said to the man who had helped
him untie the rope. As the man went out, Anan whispered to Densu:
“Wait. I'll come. But don't eat the food.” In a hurry, he turned to go to
the door. At the entrance he looked out, then turned and repeated:
“Don't eat. I'll come.” n

In a little time Densu’s eyes became adjusted to the light in the
hut. The hut was small inside. From the smell of it, it had not been
lived in for a long time. It was dark. There was rot in its air, but it
was not heavy. There was nothing in there—not a stool, no pots, not
even a mat.

Densu felt tired. His reluctant farewell to the eastern forest had
brought unwelcome thoughts to ravage his mind, exhausting it and
finally numbing it. The journey itself had been heavy on his soul.
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liycry step of it had taken
him. Then the sudden apparition of Abah; e'“ - rong for

since he knew nothing of their b

eginnings yet.
He took off his cloth and A

» he let every muscle in b ¢
loose, so that his body felt lik is frame drop

the earth below. Deliberately, he closed his eyes and refused mind-
space to the swarm of thoughts trying to worry their way in. When
his mind was as clear of tension as his body, he slept.

He slept a deep, peaceful sleep innocent of nightmares. When
he woke up he could see it had already turned dark. Time passed.

Densu heard voices outside the door. The voices died. The door
was unlocked, and two figures entered. Densu gave no sign or sound
of being awake. Of the two men one held a weak lamp, more smoke
than light. The other held two bowls, one in each hand. The man
with the bowls placed them on the floor near the doorway. The one
with the lamp took two hesitant steps toward Densu, stopped, and
tilted the lamp forward as if that would help him see better. ’Ihfn
he gave up the futile effort and told his companion in an uncertain
voice: “He's asleep.” Densu did not stir.

“I's impossible,” his companion said.

“He is,"Pthe first one insisted. “I'm told it happens. A murderer
sleeps soundly”

“I haven't known many murderers,” th AT

“Nor have I,” said the other, sharply. “I only heard ’ sa:h; door

The two men left. When the noise they made loc:mi" edit It
died down, Densu went to the food theyd brought an ‘;n om in the
was chicken, fried and stewed in palm oil, with rr?ashew }{oe\'ﬂ had
second bowl. Densu felt an involuntary smile coming:
had the food prepared knew what he liked.

e light-bringer said.
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He was hungry. He felt weak. It took an effort not to return to the
food, but he made the effort and lay where he was. In a while the ef-
fort lost the edge of pain, and took on a faint taste of pleasure from
the knowledge of control achieved.

The words Anan had spoken came to his mind so sharply he
could hear the urgent whisper again: “Don’t eat. Don't eat” Densu
turned the sound over and over again in his mind. He wondered if
in the confusion of his capture he had heard the words wrongly. But
he remembered the sound clearly, as clearly as the fierce, friendly
embrace after Anan’s desperate leap. He did not touch the food.

He felt a little surprised that he was still so calm. He wished he
had a way of finding out more about the situation he was in. There
was some mistake. Of that he was certain. But as he thought of it
he was less certain the truth, whatever it was, would be allowed to
surface. The little he knew so far increased his doubt: Ababio’s active
leadership in his capture, the two men calling him a murderer, and
the strained, desperate words from Anan. The longer he considered
it, the clearer it became the mistake was no accident.

Because he knew so little about things in which he was inextrica-
bly involved, he became anxious. He was trying to clear this anxiety
from his mind, since he had no power to do anything about his situ-
ation, when he heard the door open, softly. It remained ajar. Who-
ever was coming in had brought no light, and the night behind him
was dark. Densu could not make out his shape.

The intruder came closer. He chuckled, softly: “Densu” Densu
did not answer.

“You aren't asleep” the intruder said with perfect confidénce.
“Listen, I've only come to ask you how you are. If you want to talk,
We can talk. If you don’t want to talk, you can continue pretending
to be asleep” He sat down near Densu.

As if it were something he had forgotten to say, he added: “My
guards are outside”

“Why do you tell me that?” Densu asked. “Is there something
you're afraid of 2”

A
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Ababio laughed.
times.”

“Why would you need protection from

When you offer a man friendship and
him.”

“Did you arrange this?” Densu asked Ababi

“Did I arrange what?” Ababio asked i o

: . ; 10 asked in return

“My being brought here,” Densu said. .

e that” Ababioaid,sounding relieved. Letjus sy

: . url,nng their prince. They’re huntin

mu:ierelr who killed him. I'm one of those most eager in th
m [ suspecte ing ki ia?” i

“Do you li)magi(:l:f;:)a: l:irl:l:)e:):gil:l;?er? f: s i
dance of love?” Ababio asked Densu. P o

“Do you believe I killed him?” Densu asked.

» l;tl;;b;;)]c:;ckled’ le;glain. “Densu,'if you live.to be as old and expe-
, you'll learn that beliefs are quite unimportant in the
affairs of adult men.”

“What is important?”

“Events,” Ababio said. “Things that actually happen. Not what
should happen, but what does happen. Events don't respect beliefs.
They happen. If you've learned how to live well, they happen for you.
If you haven't, they happen against you. That’s all”

“What's happening now?” Densu asked.

“You've been away,” Ababio said. “I almost forgot. A lot has hap-
pened. Those interested in hunting down the prince’s killer have
thought of the killing, the way it was done. Do you remember? Cer
tain parts of the prince’s body had been cut up and removed. Thit
could only mean one thing: juju.”

“So I'm suspected of being a juju man?” Densu asked.

“Patience, Densu, patience,” Ababio said. “Whoever
prince needed the missing parts of his body for some purp
have met and decided what kind of purposes those might have been.
Consider this; the prince was the strongest fighter in the games: He

“In this world
a man needs
Protectjq,
n) at all

me, Eja Ababjgz»
he refuses, YOu mugt fo,,

the peo-
g for the
e hunt”

killed the

ose. We
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tling match, but everyone knows why he didnt

didn't win the wres '
d to win. Now the murderer cut pieces of muscle

win. He was too kin
m the prince’s arms and took them away.

«“another thing: the prince was fastest in the
urderer took pieces of muscle from his strong legs.

the prince won the final competition, the shoot-
urderer took out his keen eyes. Why, Densu?
the murderer took out only those parts of the

fro .
races—at least in the

short ones. The m
One more thing:
ing match. So the m
Why do you suppose
prince’s body?”

“I don’t know;” said Densu.

“well, the people know," said Ababio. “The people are clever.

Densu. From the evidence, they know the murderer was jealous. He
was a defeated rival, humiliated by the prince’s strength, his speed,
his ascendancy over him. In this world there are people who wish to
come first in everything, no matter by what foul means. If someone
proves superior to them, do you think they agree to stand in his
shadow? No. They remove him”

“And I'm supposed to be that kind?”

“Who knows what kind you are, Densu?” Ababio asked. “Who
knows? Do you think I should know? It is known you're capable of
many things, some of them amazing indeed. Everybody says you're
strange. That means no ong is ever sure what else you may be ca-
pable of. Anything, possibly. I'd have liked to speak for you, Densu.
To say to the others: ‘Listen, I know this boy. He can do this, and
this, and that too. But murder is beneath him I would have loved
to say that for you. But do I know you? Have you let me know you?
I wanted to know you. I let you know me. I let you see what I was
c.loing and planning. I showed you my secrets. | invited you to be my
friend. You refused. When people began suspecting you of having
killed the prince, I couldn’t pretend I was such a friend of yours I
knew your secrets”

“Eja Ababio,” Densu asked, “why are you telling me all this?”

“!)on’t be suspicious,” said Ababio. “I'm not trying to make you
my friend now. That’s all over. You rejected me. I've accepted that
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rejection. If I talk to you now; perhaps it’s only for entertainy,
relax myself. Because I don’t really have to talk to you to try
out who the murderer was. I have my own ideas”

“About the murderer?” Densu sat up.

“About the murderer;” Ababio said. “I can tell you who | think di¢
it. Don't think I'm telling you out of generosity. I've never suffered
from that disease. There's no softness in my head. If I tell you noy;
it's only because your knowing it won't make any difference. In thé
situation you've got yourself into, even if you stood in the market
place and howled you were innocent and could name the murderer,
no one would believe you. The best they could say about you would
be that not satisfied with being a murderer, youd decided to go mad
in addition.”

“Do you really know the murderer?” Densu asked.

“Do you think I'm just playing with you?” Ababio asked.

“You are doing that,” Densu said.

“I'll stop playing then,” Ababio said, smiling. “You want to know
who killed the prince Appia. Buntui killed him. Kwao Buntui.”

“How do you know?” Densu asked. “Not even Buntui would
walk up to you and say: ‘Eja Ababio, I've just murdered Appia.”

Ababio laughed. “That he didn't say. But there were signs.”

“What signs?” Densu asked.

“The prince and his mother were carrying things. Jewels, cloth, all
sorts of rich stuff. Jesiwa was taking them as gifts to give Damfo, that
healer in the eastern forest. Araba Jesiwa had an amazing amount of
re.spec-l for that man. But youd probably approve of that. She loved
him as if he were her own uncle. The world is full of foolishness,”
Ab?‘blo sighed. “But anyway, Buntui is a thief, you know.”

?}: I:illcd the prince just to steal those gifts?” .

at, | suspect, is w 2 » : i o« < ¢
resist anything lt)hat bhi:::"’;(?zpzz::iﬁAbabxo said. “Buntui can't

“What did he do with the jewels?”

“I don’t know,” answered Ababio
them by accident” '

ent, To
and fing

Densu asked.
I'only saw him with one of
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“I see, Densu said. “Did he explain how he got the brains to trap

someone like Appia and kill hin??”

«I didn't ask him,” Ababio said. )

«what happened to Mena Araba Jesiwa?” Densu asked.
k Buntui what he did to her?”

No answer. “Did you as did |
Ababio’s voice grew involuntarily grave. “I did ask him that. But

['ve never understood his answer. He said she disappeared.t'
«“What did he mean, disappeared?” ' .
“Just that” Ababio said. “She disappeared. Araba Jesiwa disap-
peared.” Ababio had lost his laughter. His voice did not ca.rry even a
trace of a smile. Clearly, this was something that made him uncer-
tain, robbing his tone of its buoyancy.
“Why don't you tell people what you kno
“That would be such a waste,” Ababio said.

“Why a waste?” Densu asked. ) ‘
“Buntui has quite the strongest body anywhere around, Ababio

said. “You, Densu, could beat him in a fight any time. But that’s not
because your body is stronger. Your mind is faster, that’s all. 'Ihir.ty
thousand times faster than his. The poor boy has such a small brain.
But, do you know? Sometimes that defect makes a person a valuable
ally. All the powerful body needs is a friendly brai.n willing tcz’com-
mand it. Can you think of a better servant? A perfect servant.

“A slave]” Densu said. “A zombi”’

“Call him what you will” Ababio said. “Should 1 waste such an
ally? This brainless Buntui is a treasure. If a wise man finds a trea-
sure, he doesn’t go and waste it, does he?” )

“So you've decided to make me the murderer in Buntui’s stead,

w?” Densu asked.

Densu said.

“You misjudge me, Densu,
you're a murderer, least of all me. All of us are hunting,
In a few days we should know the truth”

“Is anyone else suspected apart from me?” Densu asked. )

“Everyone in the prince’s age group may undergo the trial.

“So there’s to be a trial?”

» Ababio said. “No one has decided
just hunting.
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“Yes”

“When?”

“Saturday.”

“Why am I the only one kept here?” Densu asked.

“When the decision was taken to have the trial, it was discovereq
that everyone in the prince’s age group was in town, except one. Yoy
No one knew where youd gone.” .

“Eja Ababio, you knew I'd gone to the eastern forest.”

“No, Densu,” Ababio said. “The world isnt like that. Did you say
farewell to me when you went off? I could have proved to be a liar if
I'd said I knew where you were.”

“What kind of trial is this to be?” Densu asked.

“I can't really talk about it now, but it’s sure to reveal the mur-
derer” Ababio’s tone turned pensive, and a bit sad. “We could have
worked so well together, Densu. Why did you refuse? Why did you

decide to waste your life?”

. Densu hf:ard Ababio stand up. In the darkness the older man
25hed he:vlly, like a man much oppressed by weariness. He walked
5 :;‘::dt()::(:}(\):f:)r:) t;I.w doorway his shape was faintly visible. He

I myself had this food prepared for you,” he said. “Chicken in

palm oil, with yam. At least
% eat e »
Densu did not answer him, your food. You'll need strength:

2. Friendship

Aft.er Ababio left, Densu foung it
of anxiety. Thrice he came close to

time, and so he stayed awake
Time passed. The ni i

- h ght did not grow Jia

could not sleep, his open eyes got mt:)r:'w Vhler: Bu because Densu

ac
customed tg the darkness.

~
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tedly the door opened, and a shape slid into the hut.
have recognized that shape anywhere. It was Anan’s
lly toward Densu where he lay. “Are

Then unexpec
Densu would
lean form. Anan came carefu
ou awake?” he asked softly.
“Yes,” Densu said.
“I'm your guard now;
can call for water any time.” He t
his cloth.
“Are you alone?” Densu asked him.
“No. We're three.”

«“Where are the others?”
» Anan answered. “I shouldn't stay long. Eat. When you

“Outside,
finish, call for water. I'll come. We have to talk when we can.” He

went out. He had brought boiled plantain and a peppery stew of
fried herring. When Densu finished eating it he called out and Anan

brought him water.
“The others are tired, so we can talk” said Anan. “We have some

* Anan said. “But I brought you food. You
ook out a covered bowl from under

time.”
“I'm supposed to be a murderer?” Densu began.

“Ababio and Esuman are saying so,” Anan said.

“What trial is there going to be?”

“Who told you of a trial?” Anan asked.

“Ababio”.

“So he's been here. It’s the poison bark trial” Anan said. “Some-
one is suspected of a crime. They make him drink this poison. He
dies. That proves he’s guilty”

“Isn’t it supposed to be that only the guilty will die?” Densu asked.

“The poison isn’t well known, but I've asked around,” Anan said.
“All those who know it say the first person to drink the poison always
dies. Now they say you'll have to be the first to drink it on Saturday”

“Who says?” Densu asked.

“Ababio and Esuman. Esuman is the one who brought the poison
bark. He's also talked about a drug put into food to make people
admit crimes.”
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“A truth drug?”

“I doubt it Anan said. “It sounds like something that
weakens you. Makes you agree to whatever you are told, Don{:]ply
what they bring you here. I'll make sure you get food with no funea(
drugs in it” "

“Doesn’t anybody realize Ababio is lying?” Densu asked.

“They don't know;” Anan said. “They don't care, really. People are
confused. Ababio is the only one who isn’t. He tells them somethin
definite, so they cling to whatever he says.” ;

“I can't defend myself, then.”

“Not at the trial,” Anan said. “The trial is designed to kill you,
You'll have to escape. That’s the only way.”

“How many guards in all are watching this place?” Densu asked.

“You can't escape from here,” Anan said. “There are thirty guards
taking turns. Ten at a time. Three around the hut, the rest guarding
the way out. No, that’s impossible. Ababio has told all the guards
you'll definitely try to escape. The farthest guards have guns. He's
told them to shoot you if you run.”

“Still, I intend to try,” Densu said.

“Yes,” agreed Anan. “But not the way you plan to do it. That’s just
the way Ababio wants things to go. He'll be happy if the guards shoot
:’;:u. He \fvants you to try to escape. Give me time. I'll find out how
ouetsti::lt }"Set:at:?c zolnil'xc;(ed}; I know v.vhere already: the open space
s ro.s in te actual time of the trial will be the best
e et |:0 go. I'll have to go now. Give me time. We'll
“Dont cat what iy bi inOOf[,‘ came back, and repea:ed his warning:

The town was told theg;r'rly }? " 2 i
kiiltig Denaiy o Tn;a ad been fixed for the third day fol-
spread by whispered ru;nors r:?hwals) a fear, started by Ababio and
of the prince i s.o at Densu, S}lspected of the murder

, mehow outwit all his guards and es-

ape, never to be found agaj
ain. S i i
better. The day would be f S:lurZal)"] e b e
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3. The Trial

urday morning the master drummer began to beat

beat them slowly. Even a complete stranger to the
rums could have understood the master drummer

Early on Sat
his drums. He

d
Janguage of the
was beating out 2 message to the dead. .
The message warned the dead ancestors of acoming death among

the living. This would be the death of a dange.rous one, one who had
spilled human blood and cut short a human life. 'Ih.e drums warned
the dead to expecta birth among themselves: the birth of a danger-
ous one leaving the living to roam unloved among the dead.

While the master drummer, standing firm as a forest tree, the
veins on his forearms prominent as lianas, and the sweat runni‘ng
freely down his sides, beat out his message t0 the de?ad, the crier
roamed through the streets of Esuano crying to the living.

The crier was a hunchback. He was dressed in the tunic of a
warrior, and his small, dense body was covered with white, brown
and red talismans and amulets. The crier’s voice was high. It came
through his nose, but its sound had an odd tingling clarity, so that
even when he spoke fast it was easy to understand everything he
said. Whenever he came to an open space where people had gath-
ered for any purpose, he stopped and chanted his message to the
living.

Leave your food to flies;
let the sun drink your water.
Remember the prince who died,

the strong one who died green,
the green one who died without fruit.

A man has died before his time.
Another will die tonight.

'The trial will end in death
outside the palace gates tonight.
Leave your food to flies;

Let the sun drink your water.
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The crier cried out his message to the living, not counting the
number of times. The veins stood out on his neck. One vessel on hjs
forehead seemed about to burst free of his skin. His eyes stared up-
ward into the universe. He looked like a frog with something heavy
pressing on his neck. His mouth was hot and dry. But he did not stop
crying out his message to the living till long after the sun had passed
its highest point and everyone at Esuano had heard him.

The poison bark had boiled over a slow fire at the palace for
three days. As the sun went down on the day of the trial, the fire
and the poison bark boiling on it were moved from inside the palace
courtyard and taken to the open meeting place outside. The fire was
made hotter. The water holding the poison bark boiled fiercely. It
sent wavy vapor trails into the darkening air.

Night came moonless, and very nearly starless. The fire under the
boiling bark made an intense, bright circle that in all that darkness
drew the eye irresistibly into itself. Four guards with guns stood near
the fire.

The crier’s voice, normally pitched so high, had gone incredibly
low this night. Already there was a crowd. It stood expectant, in a
dim semicircle occupying the side of the open space farthest from
the palace. It was a crowd obviously stunned by the weight of events

to come.

The members of the murdered prince’s age group had yet to ap-
pear, but space had been left for them near the fire. Densu would
l?c the last to be brought. He would come from the palace, under a
strong guard.

- :}}ZTSC:,:;Z :)]ld ?hf éssembled li.sleners about the coming trial. He

P low, as if he were himself physically oppressed by the

seriousness of his words. But the silence wag dee e 2 T
carried his voice easily. prand the night alr

The crier said the i i
the most an:ii::lr‘lit l(}:: (C):J)lr]]:):i;‘);l:l :’: sbnot X
fallen into disuse, and knowledge Oftzcl;::argsFuie reasons it had
come a rare secret. But cxlraordinary events h:: thftruth had‘be-

appened at Esu-

eally new; it was among
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recently. They had made it necessary to search for extraordinary

ano
questions. In that search the wisdom of the

answers to extraordinary
palace had discovered the ancient trial rite.

The crier said the rite of the fatal drink of truth had unbreakable
rules. Among these rules the first was that in any case of murder, the
fatal drink of truth must be swallowed in turn by those closest in age
to the murdered one. The second rule was this: if there were many
close in age, the first to drink should be the one tied to the murdered
one by the keenest rivalry, whether this rivalry was in the wiles of
love, in the search for power, in the exhibition of physical strength,
or in the exercise of mental skill.

The members of the dead prince’s age group arrived as the crier
finished speaking. They were arranged not far from the fire, in such a
way that they stood facing the silent crowd of watchers. The fire with
the liquid boiling on it was between the youths and the crowd. The
youths stood in a line, as if some uncanny memory had arranged
them this night. Djan was closest to the fire. After him came Sipi the
hare-lip; the short Antobam; the paunchy Patu, his lips glistening in
the firelight; the tall, handsome Anan, the fire dancing on his bold
forehead; the muscular Ampa, just as tall; and the giant Buntui.

Esuman, the healer who had quit the hard life of healers in the
eastern forest to savor the rewards of life at Esuano, stood near the
fire. He stood near the fire as if he owned it. From every action of
his, it was clear he was the one who had found the poison bark on
the fire. Esuman was not dressed in the simple style of healers. He
wore a flowing silken robe. Its many colors crowded busily against
each other in the leaping light of the fire under the boiling liquid.
Esuman moved slowly. He moved like a man who had at last realized
a long elusive dream of his soul, so that now his head, his heart, his
whole being was filled with the sweetness of each moment. This was
aman who knew that this night, whatever happened would happen
because of his power to make it happen. It was he who would know
when the fatal drink was ready for the trial. It was he who would tell
the attendants around the fire what to do and when.
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The attendants came. One carried a large brass pan. Another car-
ried in his right hand a smaller container, a cup made of tin. In his
Jeft he brought a ladle. A third attendant brought a heavy, greasy clay
pot. He set it down close to the fire, and looked greatly relieved after
he had done so.

At Esuman’s bidding, the attendant who had brought the large
brass pan moved it closer to the fire. Next, it was filled with water.
The crier raised his voice to tell the world this was pure, fresh water,
brought straight from the female river. Esuman ordered the atten-
dant with the tin cup to place it in the brass pan. The tin cup floated
in the water in the pan. Firelight bounced upward from the brass
pan, from the water in it, and from the shiny white cup floating on
the water.

Esuman gave a command. Two men came forward from behind
him. They had thick pads of cloth in their hands. Going to the fire,
they lifted the boiling pot off it and set it close by the brass pan, al-
most touching it. Esuman took the ladle from the attendant holding
it, and began to fill the tin cup in the brass pan with the steaming
liquid from the pot.

The tin cup had been bobbing up and down in a lively way. Now
it danced a slower dance in the water in the brass pan. It moved
less freely with each added ladleful of the boiling poison. Finally it
settled immobile in the center of the pan.

The fire burned free. Now and again it threw a clear flame into
the air, a single flow of light shading from dark orange at the bottom
to pale blue near the vanishing tip.

‘hef::l::;an hefldhthc l?ack of his left hand above the tin cup to test
-y thi:zs (:1 al de'dr(;nk of death. It was not ready. He walked over
g hf rc:urdnd held a solemn, whispered conversation with

This time he dipped 4 i
The liquid did noy {’)l:t’ t e little ﬁf]gcr of his left hand into the cup.

rn him. He withdrew his finger, called to an at-

tendant to pour water on th
: . ¢ hand, and 3 S
it with a corner of hjs robe, after he had washed it wiped
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Then Esuman walked over to the fire. He made a sign. An at-
tendant handed him the ladle. Another held up the heavy, greasy
clay pot, and Esuman scooped up a ladleful of oil from it. Holding
the ladle over the fire, he let the oil drop in a slender stream into
the fire, then stepped back. The fire flared up, the yellow of it over-
whelming every other color. The flame rose in one bright column,
shivered, then steadied itself. The colors of Esuman’s robe burned
brilliantly in the high light. Esuman’s face itself seemed to radiate its
own strong light. “It is ready,” Esuman said. “Now we shall begin.”

He called out to the crier. The crier emerged from his silence to
speak again. Standing beside the fire and looking skyward, his head
thrown back above his massive chest, the crier reminded the wait-
ing crowd of the power of the poison drink. He called it the drink
of truth. It would, he said, kill the guilty but leave the innocent un-
touched. It was deadly to murderers, but to the clean of heart it was
harmless as water.

The crier remembered one rule he had forgotten to mention: be-
fore each drinker drank, it would be necessary to tie up his genitals
with strong string. Otherwise the wily guilty one would force the
drink out in urine, and mock the power of the drink of truth.

The drummers began to play. They beat out a multiplicity of
rhythms. Each man, after he had drunk the drink of death, would
find the special pulse that called his body to movement, and dance
to it. Thus dancing, he would die, or live.

Esuman threw another ladleful of oil upon the fire. When its
light was highest he declared:

“Let the first among those of the departed prince’s age come and
take the drink of truth! He will walk away a living man tonight if
he is innocent of the prince’s murder. If he is guilty, he will die thc
painful death of murderers. His body shall be thrown unburied far
from the paths of men. Animals will shun the poisoned corpse. The
vultures themselves will stay away from it. Bring him forward now,

the first of the prince’s age.”
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Densu was brought from the palace into the light of the fire i, the
center of the open space. The four guards with guns stood aroung
him. The guards formed a square, so that Densu stood in a kind of
closed human box.

In spite of the terror of his situation, Densu looked calm in the
firelight. He had nothing of the wild, restless, alternating look of 5
creature aware it has fallen in a trap. He looked most like a man wak-
ing to full strength after a long, calm, restful sleep. In the lowering
light, now red and gold, he looked serene. A man might have such a
look if he knew there was no trap in the universe capable of holding
him. Or he might have such a look if he had seen himself in a trap,
and reached the final conclusion that nothing he could do could
change his doom.

Esuman gave another command. The two guards behind Densu
stepped forward and held his arms behind him. The precaution was
unnecessary. Their victim seemed far from any thought of resis-
tance. He stood dead quiet as the first of Esuman’s attendants came
to him, knelt in front of him, pushed his cloth aside, and tied his
penis with strong string, starting at the base and ending just below
the tip. That done, the attendant rose, walking backward like an
enchanted being, to join his companions. The two guards who had
pinioned Densu’s arms behind him let go of him. They also stepped
back to their positions.

A figure came from the palace. It did not stop till it came within
range of the firelight. It was Ababio. He stopped behind the guards
in front of Densu. He said nothing. He just stood there looking at
pensu. Then he hung his head and brought a palm up to his eyes,
like aman in great sorrow. Then he turned away from the light.
hel::::tnta}? walked t'o the.ﬁre again. Once more the first attendant
o tookea‘;oé 10£ olnl to hlm. and the second gave him the ladle. Es-
A lcvi l e.uh (}),f the il and raised it above the fire. When t’he
s ﬂamwu ! is heac! he let the oil drop, this time in a t}‘HCk
5668 pot e ::(jslf)t up vnole.ntly. Esuman dipped the ladle into

ime, emptied it into the fire, dipped the ladle
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a third time, emptied it. The flames reached high above Esuman’s
head, and the heat forced him to step back.

“Bring the drink of truth!” he commanded, and his voice shook
with a passion audible in spite of the effort he made to control it.

The second attendant raised the lethal cup from the center of the
brass pan. Water fell in slow drops from the sides of the cup into
the pan. In the high firelight the drops of water looked golden and
orange, like beads. The attendant gave the cup to Esuman. Esuman
walked forward with the deadly drink. He walked like a devotee
obeying some infinitely remote god. He walked past the two guards
in front of Densu. When he came to Densu he stopped. In a gesture
that was like an act of worship, Esuman held out the cup of death
to Densu. Densu took the cup. He looked into it like an initiate in a
trance. He looked into the cup like a diviner searching holy water for
secrets long forbidden human eyes.

“Drink!” the voice of Esuman commanded, a cold, clear voice
piercing the night.

Densu raised his head and looked in the direction from which
the voice had come. Then, still holding the cup of death in his hands,
he began to walk. He walked toward Esuman, as if the voice had
called him to walk, not to drink.

The fire was still high and bright, though it was falling. Esuman’s
face was plainly visible. At first he looked simply perplexed, unable
to decide what the condemned man’s uncommanded movement
could mean. Densu drew closer. He walked steadily, without haste.

When Densu was less than three steps from Esuman, Esuman
too began to walk—backward. He walked backward silently, like a
creature hypnotized, till he bumped against one of the guards be-
hind him. The jolt released his voice.

“Stop him!” he screamed. _

The two guards behind Densu moved toward him. The two in
front stood firm, holding their guns ready. Apart from Densu, Es-
uman and the four guards, no one moved. Everything aro.und was
caught in a kind of suspense; everything, except the still active flame



144 Ayi Kwei Armah: THE HEALERS

of the fire behind the condemned victim and his pursuers, As for
noise, there was none at all.

Then a violent motion, surprising, breath-taking, cracked the
stillness that had fallen over everything. From the dead prince’s age
mates a figure, lithe and tall, sprang forward toward the fire, In 4
single flash of motion he had reached the brass pan by the fire. I
the same headlong motion he lifted the broad container and hurled
it straight into the fire. The flames roared angrily, once. In an instant
they were gone. All that was left of the fire was a sound—the long
hiss of fire and water devouring each other.

Water triumphed. The circle of deadly light went out completely.
In its place there was now the deepest darkness, and in the darkness,
voices. The voices screamed panic. “Ao, he’s killed me!”

“My eyes! My eyes!”

“Help me! He's killing me!”

Then above the confusion of voices in panic rose another com-
mand from Esuman: “Shoot him!”

In blind obedience there came a loud report, then another. A
guard shouted: “My gun won't fire! There was a third report, fol-
lowed at once by a terrified shout from the voice that had com-
plained about the defective gun: “O God! Someone has shot me!”

In the wake of that shout, the once silent crowd came alive. The
noise was immense, a huge murmur of amazement mixed with the
sound of the confused movement of a multitude of feet and bodies.

Two friends found each other in the confusion and plunged into
the protective darkness. They held hands so as not to lose each other.
Gently they made their way forward through the lost crowd.
mg’};"a\::,}];‘i ?:nst;] past the palace wall, beyond the town, into the
i f;alfcirclc :)’d adl left thclz town behind them they turned left
Nl cam: walked swiftly till they left the grassy open field

“Shouldn't we :tmong the'trees near the bank of the Nsu Ber.

Op to untie that string?” Anan asked Densu.

l) : . »
. saic:s-::ell~ the string wound round his penis. “That would help,
- Its tight, but the end may come loose easily.”
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He stopped to work at the string, in silence. In a moment a small
triumphant breath escaped him. He threw the string away. Then he
felt his friend thrust something at him, and he took hold of it. It was
a long, slender tube. “You think of everything” he said.

A distant voice came over the night air. Its message was indis-
tinct, but the friends understood it. They ran toward the river. In
the darkness, another voice called out. There was nothing indistinct
about this one. It was a shout of encouragement from one pursuer
to the others.

“Bring the lights! Toward the river!”

The hunt was on. The voices grew closer, more insistent. Their
sound was mixed with that of footsteps in a hurry. The steps became
a rapid pounding upon the earth, and overwhelmed all voices.

“Over there! I see them!” As soon as that shout was uttered, a
fusillade of gunshots shattered the air.

“They’re firing blindly,” Densu said.

“One hit me,” Anan said, almost in a whisper.

“Where?” Densu touched his friend’s neck, as if he expected to
find the wound there.

“In my shoulder Anan said. “I don't think it's bad. Just a flesh
wound. I feel no pain. Let’s go in. They're coming.”

The two reached the river and plunged in. They swam quietly
but fast, and reached the middle before the first pursuers carrying
torches reached the bank.

“They’ll swim across!” one pursuer shouted.

“They’re not far,” another answered. “I saw them”

From the bank there was the repeated splash of heavy bodies
hitting water. Anan asked Densu if he had the tube in his mouth.
Densu said yes. Taking hold of Densu’s free hand with his own,
Anan pulled him under the water with him. Beneath the water all
was darkness, and silent motion.

Occasionally, Densu could feel Anan’s form gliding evenly just
ahead of him, and he almost thought he could see him. But when
Anan came to a stop, Densu bumped softly into his body before
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he realized what had happened. Anan had reached the area of tree
roots on the river bed. He waited till Densu steadied himself beside
him. Then, taking his hand, he guided it till it touched a curved rogt,
and Densu held it.

First the water was dark and still around them. Then it began 1o
feel denser, as if some heavy force were compressing it. The heavy
feeling soon gave way t0 a rocking motion. This was gentle at first,
but gradually it grew quicker, till it reached a wild, agitated pitch.

Now the water became noisy. The noise was strange—a rapid
metallic beat, like a crowd of small pebbles and tiny stones hitting
the iron blade of a hoe one after another, so close together there was
only the smallest of intervals between the sounds they made.

Light followed. It too was strange—a diffuse change in the water’s
dark mass so subtle it made it impossible to say just when blindness
gave way to hazy sight. The light could not have been very near. In
the water it was a dark yellow vagueness, but it was enough to let
Densu see his friend. What he saw made him grow cold with anxiety.

Anan’s form had lifted off a little from the river bottom. He had
lost his grip on the root. He steadied himself, and Densu saw him
reach down with his right hand to catch hold of the root again. But
the hand seemed incapable of motion. Slowly, Anan turned round
in the water. He turned till he was in a completely upright position.
Then he pushed a foot down against the root, worked it till it was
firmly wedged between the root and the river bed, then rested again.

f In Densu’s mind anxiety became knowledge. Knowledge brought
hes.arl a{ld a foretaste of regret. He shifted his position, then hooked
h!s eft foot under a humped root. He clamped the bamboo tube in
h;snr:o;th hard with his teeth. It stayed steady when he removed his
cloth‘ H(:? l}:jazds were free. From his own shoulder he untied his
- He lolded it so that it f . ; ; .
two long, thin wings, atit formed a thick pad in the middle, with
H ;
shoul;:(;: f:,i low.ard Anan, reaching out to feel the wound on his
- 1t was slippery. A lot of blood must have flowed from it
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Densu laid the padded cloth on the wound, pulled the two ends un-

der Anan’s shoulder and wound them about the upper arm. He tied

the final knot as securely as he could, but the fear of what could hap-
en made his body cold and his hands weak.

The light had disappeared. The water was still agitated, though
Jess violently now. The noises decreased, then ceased altogether.

Densu waited. The wish to break surface again was strong. He
was afraid for Anan. But he was not sure the disappearance of the
light and the cessation of the noise in the water meant the searchers
had finally returned home. So he waited.

It took a long time, but the light came back. It came back faint,
sickly and eerie. Then it grew stronger as its source drew closer.
Densu wondered how much closer it would come this time.

The noises also came again. But this time they were different. The
sounds were fewer, and the frantic speed was no longer there. The
light grew so strong Densu was able to see Anan’s face in the water,
hazily. It was just a glimpse, but it was enough to give him some
hope. Anan’s eyes were open.

The light retreated. Before the water got completely dark again,
the sounds died down altogether and the river resumed its normal
flow. Densu did not wait any longer. He groped for Anan's face, made
sure the bamboo tube was still in his mouth, unhooked Anan’s foot
from under the root, then gently, but swiftly, rose with him to the
surface. It was still a dark night. But up on the surface there was a
little more light than there had been below.

Anan had managed to keep the bamboo tube in his mouth under
the water, but the moment he broke surface the tube drifted off and
Densu lost it. He let his own also go. Without it he found it easier to
swim, carrying Anan. He swam directly to the right bank. He rested
to get his wind, then climbed up the bank on firmer earth. Taking
the cloth covering Anan’s would, he squeezed it dry and wiped An-
an’s body with it. Nearby, he could see the faint line of a path leading
east. Carrying Anan bent double over his shoulder, he started along
that path.
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He walked steadily, conserving strength by avoidip,
movements. The night air had grown cold, byt after he hoq
walking a while his skin began to feel warm. He did net tire
ily. He did not tire at all, but at regular, frequent intervals,
he reached a patch of soft grass, he laid Anan do
out beside him. Closing his eyes and breathing in deep draughts, he
rested his whole body, and tried his best to rest his anxious ming.

By the first light of day he could recognize the path he wag on.
Few used it. He continued along it, stopping frequently to rest, to
give Anan a drink, and to drink himself when he came to good
water. At the first such stop Anan drank a few drops. After that he
could not open his mouth to swallow anything.

When night fell again, Densu was not far from the village of heal-
ers. But the tiredness and hunger he had not felt all this time de-
scended on him with a brutal fierceness, and his steps became pain-
ful and slow. Now that he was within reach of shelter, thoughts he
had had no time to think crowded into his mind. He thought of the
closeness of death, of the absence of justice in the world, and a huge
weariness overwhelmed him, leaving him so weak he wondered
how he had found the strength to keep moving this past day. Sad-
ness invaded him. He wanted to find out if his friend on his shoulder
was still breathing, but even when he stopped to rest he did not dare
find out.

Then he thought he could see a house ahead of him. But the
house was mocking him. The faster he walked toward it, the farther
it moved off before him. Then the house disappeared altogether, and
all Densu could feel about it was that it did not even matter anymore.

g qUiCk, jerkv
been
€as-

when
wn and S[retched

4. Loss

Densu had no idea how long hed been asleep. He thought,
vagucly., that he would like to get up. But when he tried to rise, pain
- through the r ight side of his head and he lay back
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exhausted. He looked around. He was in a room. Somewhere
o back of his mind something said the place was familiar, but
e ldanot remember why. There was light, but it was outside, and
e h of it reached into this room. He thought it could not be far
e r::llu\cfm early morning, probably, because he could smell the air
a::t thae sn’1ell was so fresh it made him glad in spite of his exhaus-
i ain.
uor;ll:::e:lleaii)eliaag second time, he was not alone. There was a
face above his, looking down. The eyes looked extremely sad, so
that Densu’s first impulse was to give some comfort to whoever w.'as
looking at him through those eyes. Put the one standing by him
smiled in spite of the infinite sa;lness in her eyes.

“Don’ o get up,” she said.

DIZ?\:: t\:rz::tei to faise a hand to touch her. S'he saw his dcfsire,
and placed her left hand on top of his right., He c{nd not try again to
get up, but he asked her a question. “Where’s he? ‘

“Your friend?” Tears came into those eyes, and the eyes failed to
hold them. She had no answer to complete her question, a.nd for the
moment Densu lacked the strength to ask her other questions.

She brought him bowls of food in a basket, and water, and sat
silent on the bed beside him while he tried to eat. H_e gave up the
attempt, washed his hands and thought of a walk out'slde. But when
he took the few steps to the door he felt as if he had climbed amoun-
tain. His knees were weak. Every joint in his body was quick with
pain. He returned to his bed.

She brought him some liquid in a calabash. It felt warm.

“Medicine?” he asked her. i

She nodded. “My father says it'll do you good.

“Do you know what it does?” _

“Ma:y things. He says it helps the body relax, jmd the mind.
That way a person isn't fighting against his own cure. ——

He drank the medicine. In a while he felt a peaceful W
spreading over his body.

He welcomed it.
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When he woke up he was alone. Ajoa was gone. He was not sure
if he had simply dreamed of her. He could see there was light oyt
side still, but it was weak, and even as he looked it grew darker, He
closed his eyes but did not go back to sleep. Someone entered, .
ing softly. He thought it would be Ajoa, but when he looked he 53,
it was Damfo. He greeted him. Damfo answered him, went out ang
came back with the basket. He set it beside the bed.

“Where’s Ajoa?” Densu asked.

Damfo did not give a direct answer. He looked preoccupied, as if
he did not want to think of an answer. “She has work to do” he said
finally.

“I asked her about Anan”

“Densu, try and rest now,” Damfo said

“T've been resting all this time.”

“You haven't had enough rest”

“But my friend ...

“Tomorrow, Densu” Damfo turned to go. At the door he re-
minded Densu: “Eat as much as you can. And drink the medicine.
It’s the best.”

Again the medicine put him into a warm, dreamless sleep. The
warmth remained in his body when he woke, but after a while it
turned cold, and he felt as if a fever could be coming over him. Then
the feverish feeling also passed. Damfo came and asked him if he felt
strong enough to take a little walk.

“More than just a little walk” he said. Damfo smiled.

Damfo led Densu up along a small stream till the source. He
stood there a while with him, then turned to go back, not having
said a word. Back inside, he said nothing till Densu asked him the
question that had been troubling his mind. “Where’s Anan?”

The same preoccupied look came into Damfo’s eyes. “He bled too
long from the wound in his shoulder,” he said.

“Where is he?” Densu asked.

Damfo did not answer the

question. He sat staring strai head.
In front of him there was onl i glis

y the wall behind the bed. “I'm going to
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do,” he said, rising. “I'll come back as soon
heavy work to y
have sOM€

v e ished.” )
i 'ﬁ;gtome with you,” Densu said.

k”
«you're too weak.

» ugh.”
] fZel :tr:i):e feeling. It happens. That’s the nature of the illness”
uA ec

ith you,” said Densu. He got up.

3 wmt:l?dczzixlz:; more to dissuade him. He let him walk all

Daf;,‘lfz t}:e grave and he did not block him when he took a hoe
the wa ? =
and‘.worke:ta:}:}elew?c::;:ieitself,” Damfo said, as if his thoughts had
bee;;vz;versation. “It shouldn’t have been possible for him to die

wound.”
ﬁoTV\s’:;l;; to hide in the water,” Densu said. ‘ |

He felt no fatigue as he dug into the earth. He telt. no pauf\. }l;le
could not feel the sun on his skin, or the sweat running d‘oxin .15
body. No sound from the hoe reached his ears. The sight of hls own
hand moving the metal at the end of the wqoden I}a,ndle was-sun;e-
thing remote from him. He was aware of Damfo’s presence, but
Damfo too was a figure in a faraway place. ‘ )

After the grave was dug, Densu held Anans body and \f\t.h
Damfo placed it in the grave. The body had to be slanted because it
had grown stiff before it could be made to sit. Densu he'lpcd Pam:
fill in the grave again. He did not feel a single prick of pain. His body
did not belong to him. . _ ‘

Damfo watched Densu anxiously, but did not stop him. After the
burial the two walked back. They washed the sweat and dirt off their
bodies, and Damfo saw Densu back to his room.

The numbness left Densu. A sense of loss he had been uqablc tg
feel all morning descended upon him in a wave .that‘ took hm:i afrjh
whirled him helplessly in an unending spiral of pain. Hf had c"
no tiredness all morning, but the moment he reached his bc'* , .ad
energy deserted him, and he knew he would not have ma'de it had
he had to take another step. The terrible distance that had insulate
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him from the world had disappeared. Now the universe
on him, and it was a chilly universe, with no refuges he ¢o
nize. His body was cold. It was cold in his room.

Sleep did not bring relief to his tortured mind. Instead, th, i
scent from consciousness became a slippery plunge into nightm e-
A river flowed over him and a friend. The friend was drowniare.
though he was holding on to Densu’s shoulders. Densu tried 1 hgl%;{'
his friend’s head above the water to help him breathe, but the Wate
had a viscous strength and against it he was powerless. The friep, d'z
hold slipped. The current took him, not downstream but upstreap,
Densu swam after the friend, but the same current that was laking
his friend away was flowing against him. If he could reach his frienq
he knew he could save him from drowning. But he did not seem abje
to move against the water’s force. He went through the motions of
swimming, but nothing changed. Around him, the river turned to
air. Ahead of him, it remained water, strong water bearing his friend

pressed in
uld reCOg.

away.

Densu felt lifted with an unexpected surge of power. It brought
him so close to his friend he could almost touch him. But the river
held his friend and kept him always just beyond reach of Densu’s
extended hand, till his fingers ached with stretching. Then the river
flowed away and disappeared completely.

The swimmers did not fall on land, however. Both rose, the air
bearing them with as much force as the river had. The friend rose
high. He rose higher than the tallest trees. The wind carried him far,
far up into the air. Densu rose after him, but his rise was slower, so
that he lost sight of him, then found him, and lost him again.

From below, a gun was thrust at Densu. He did not see who was
giving him the gun. He did not think why the gun had been given
him. He took it, aimed it at his flying friend, and shot him. A river
flowed from the wound and carried the dead body past a large crowd
of people standing in single file, all wearing saffron. No mouth was
open in any of the silent faces below, but a voice that belonged to all
of them wailed the funeral song the woman had sung for the dead
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Appia- What the voice wailed was not the whole song but a single

sentence of it, over and over again. The wailing swelled in loudness

and Densu woke.
Beneath his back the bed was soaked with sweat. The cloth cov-

ering him was also wet. He got up and changed positions, searching
for dry parts of the bed and cloth. There were none.

In the time that followed, the difference between night and day
pecame unimportant. The passage of days did not matter. Food
became an irritation, then a pain. Densu stopped eating. Neither
pamfo nor Ajoa forced food on him, or tried with words to per-
suade him to regain interest in survival. He continued to drink, and
they gave him in addition to water the juice of fruits and vegetables,
and occasionally the weak broth from boiled meat. They brought
fruit and left it with him. What he did not care to touch they re-
moved after a few days.

By the time Densu felt like eating fruit again he had lost count of
days. That day Damfo was in the room with him. He saw him taste a
tangerine and not spit it out in disgust. He peeled a second and put
it within Densu’s reach. “What day is this?” Densu asked

“Tuesday.”

“Where’s Ajoa?”

“She’s working.”

“Where?”

“Not too far from here”

“She’s never here when you are”

“No, she isn't”

“What I mean is, why is that?”

Damfo laughed. “What a lot of questions all of a sudden,” he said.
He went off laughing,

The next day, Ajoa brought Densu more fruit, and he was able to
contain it. The day after that it was Damfo he found when he woke.
After washing, he tried to eat, but the first fruit tasted bitter on his
tongue, and when he swallowed some of it he vomited.

“You've spent a long time struggling against life;” Damfo said.
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“There’s nothing in it,” Densu said.

“Is that what you believe, or just the way you feel noyw?”
“I can't make sense of anything,” Densu said.

“Can you make sense of a refusal to live?”

“The way he died...”

“Sometimes you look as if you think you killed him,” Damfo s34,

“He was helping me. That’s why he died.”

“It’'s hard. But that's not saying you killed him”

“I was the cause”

“Would you have helped him if hed needed your help?”

“He was my friend”

“That he was,” Damfo said. “More than that. His soul looked in
the same direction as yours. It was an accident that he died. Don't
make it a matter of self-blame. Would it have made more sense if
youd both died?” Densu was quiet.

Damfo continued: “You feel diminished by his death. It’s natural.
What’s not so natural is the wish to die. It helps no one. Not you, and
certainly not him. Think of him. But if you give in to despair, his life
is wasted. Just wasted.”

The will to live returned slowly. In the beginning, Densu’s mind
troubled itself with thoughts of the necessity of destruction in life.
Even the plucking of ripe fruit was an act of violence whose justice
escaped him. Would not fruit so ripe it fell on its own be better food?
Meat was simple murder. For a long time he could not forget that,
and the thought made his throat reject even broth.

Then it became easier to forget such thoughts. The taste of food,
even the taste of meat, grew familiar again. Still, the thought of liv-
ing did not lose its hollowness. One thing only remained capable of
bringing a small, immediate, quickening joy to him: the presence of
Ajoa. This was more than a pleasure to Densu. It was a beckoning
that said life should be worth surviving for, in spite of everything.

Ajoa was absent on alternate days at first. As Densu got better her

absences grew longer—two, three days at a time. Then for a week she
did not come,
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is she?” Densu asked Damfo. ) .
e re stronger, I'll show you where she is,” Damfo said.

“When yo.u 1 Densu had asked was still unanswered, but the way
The QUesll:]ﬂed at him, he could not feel the evasion had been
pamfo had. § — His energy increased. His strength returned.
sly. His e lking around in his room. Then he went out and

a :
He begannlij)’t:e house. He ended up taking long walks in the
walk€;i ael::l;rou“d Everything was new to his eyes emerging from
reat for :

. Iness. Now again the air some mornings was so
the partial o T : k of his mouth, and his
.+ Jeft a taste of clear water in the back of his mouth,
et d themselves insatiably for the sweet air.
lungs oper® e 5 derfoot, springy,
earth under the forest trees was firm underfoot, sp gy
Thet entle, not hard. Sunlight reached eyes open to rejoice in
pleals al'1¢;rgMuscles and skin and bones too long ravaged by extreme
its clarity. ; : E
hifts between sweating fevers and paralyzing chills now welcomed
:h steady, comforting warmth that reached them filtered through
e ) i
ing peaceful paths.
overhead leaves covering p . -
Densu walked far along the paths of the forest. He walked fas
cinated days in a part of the forest where healing herbs had F)cen
planted for watching and use. Once more the future stopped being a
mocking thought. He walked in a different direction every day, and
his legs regained their old joy in movement. _
Remembrance still brought pain. The thought of Anan hoer
still filled Densu’s mind with the taste of ashes. But lhcn.t w.ns.:i i|
ines i : side pain, and de-
ference: now there were other feelings in a day beside p un; (:im
spair did not rule every moment. One day he walked bcyon“ ap !
where before he had always turned back. There was a sma slrs -
across the path he had taken. Beyond the stream the pat_l:i ;\ as'.rt‘m
i . - as on f1¢
nite for just a few steps, then it turned a wrncr_and was hi ,u o
view. Densu crossed the stream this time, and followed the pdl -
i \ > above
the bend. He would have gone on, but something in the air
him caught the edge of his sight, and he stopped. inesall
% Jender saplings
Where he stood, he was surrounded by tall, slender “‘llh %‘w N
thrown together in this part of the forest, near the path. There Wi

s death
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no wind, not even a breeze from anywhere, but one of th sapli
had seemed to sway in all that stillness. Densu turned his e‘vi’s‘ngs
better to see the particular sapling. It had not swayed. It \va‘s E e
What had struck Densu was the way it stood out from all the o(he.n.t ‘
which remained straight and quite immobile in the stillness. -
Densu followed the young tree with his eyes all the way doy
from its leaning top to the bole and the beginning of its roo A,l:
first he saw nothing. He looked again, more carefully this time, frolm
roots to crown. Almost till the very crown there was nothing to see
But two branches below, Densu saw the rope. It was a liana hangjné
loose, and so slender that even an eye searching for it might haye
missed it. Densu’s eyes followed it down to the ground. It disap-
peared in the undergrowth close to the path.
Densu looked around him for a branch he could use. He found
a stumpy log lying on the ground beside the path. The log had been
partly eaten by termites. He took it, hurled it hard against the ground
to shake off the earth and the termites, then picked it up again. Then
he edged forward slowly, stamping the path ahead of him with the
log. At the third step the log was jerked from his hand with such
violence that one end of it knocked against his right forearm and
numbed it. The stump shot upward at the end of the liana. It was
flipped halfway up the straightening sapling, then it fell back down
and stayed bobbing at the end of the trap, turning and quivering in
the air like something nervously alive.
foreDitezsausesxz:minehd the path. The trap had been so well laid that be-
o gm:; (l)lnfh € could not have guessed there was anything Put
i :1 ¢ path. He looked farther up the path. Every‘thl"g
eiiotigh bebore h);ieincough, but then everything had seemed ordinary
the sun. It was time ;())me.to the trap. He looked up and searched for
r him to go back
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5. The Woman

When Denst told Damfo of the trap hed seen, Damfo was not
ensu wanted to know what was there—was it just some
strange hunter’s chosen ground?" |

“That trap Was one of many,” Damfo said. “They were set for a
It you're strong enough to walk that far, you're ready to find

surprised. D

urpose. :
out. We'll go tomorrow.
The promise was Vaglie, but it gave Densu an energy he hadn't

known was there. He felt he was about to do something he had want-
ed to do for a long time. A great part of the night he spent thinking.
He did not sleep till dead of night, and he woke long before dawn,
yet he did not feel at all tired.

As soon as they had eaten, Damfo led the way along the path.
Densu had followed. But when he came to the small stream he did
not cross it. He walked along the left bank till the stream turned left.
That was when he crossed it. Densu followed him. There was no real
ford, but the stream was shallow.

Once on the other side, they came to a path that ran straight
ahead, as if it were a continuation of the stream that had turned.
Damfo followed that path. But soon he abandoned it. The journey
became more difficult. There was no visible path to be followed,
only a rough passage through thick undergrowth. Damfo pressed
forward with such sureness, however, that Densu stopped worrying
about the difficulty of the passage. He followed Damfo in what ap-
peared to be a huge, swinging semicircle through the forest. Then
quite unexpectedly the forest lightened into an open space cleared
of all vegetation, leaving only grass.

In the shade of five great odum trees three houses stood across
the open space. Two, near the middle, looked ordinary, except per-
haps in the sense that they were smaller than most houses. The
third was bigger, about the size of the two put together. It was als?
higher, rising above the ground on stout poles almost twic.e a mans
height. Before he reached the edge of the open space Damfo looked
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around casually and picked up two sticks from the groupg
was about the length of a child’s forearm, and no thicker [.)

beat the two sticks together at a slow, deliberate speed. At .lh a;n .f(’
clack he stopped and waited. He walked, slowly, past the h(,u: sy
the opposite side of the open field. There he stopped and againels)’ )
the two sticks together. This time he stopped at the third clack 5
recrossed the field, knocked the sticks against each other once (; Pll.3
then dropped them a short throw from the path. 1

In the nearest wall of the house on stilts, a door, till now iy
perceptible, opened. A ladder was lowered gently till it touched 1}:.
ground, its upper end remaining within the house above, Densy has
time to see the one who had lowered the ladder. It was Ajoa.

Damfo nodded to Densu to follow him. When they reached the
ladder, Damfo climbed up first, waited for Densu to climb after him
then drew the ladder in after him and closed the door. The incoming,
light was cut off, and Densu could see nothing. He closed his eyes
kept them shut the space of ten breaths, then opened them again. ’

The light inside was faint, but it was enough to see by. The house
was not divided into rooms. It was all one room. To the right of the
doorway Densu saw two guns. On the other side there lay an animal,
a sheep. It had not attempted to rise even when Densu passed close
toit. He \Yondered why. But before the sheep’s immobility could pre-
occupy him, something else drew his attention. On the other side of

the room there was another being, this one a human being.

s(ol,l))l::j]f(:, :tai stopped al?out halfway across the room. Densu also
e F,mm WLO: w;nt{dlrectly to the figure on the far side of the
clearly the form i;efroe : tofoq R fenaed e g 10 00
S rel?e foo\:::{- l} to.ok a great, hard effort, but at last)
flUickened his blood. A fanlastlizr-mnd a‘nd ! new: happy knowI‘e ok
ishment he leaped forward ip, s 10F an-lmated him. In pure aston-
i e s e ; n spite of himself, unable to suppress @

P little cry of infant, inarticylat happi
e happiness.

“Mena Araba Jesi
a o » ')) . 3 i
ecstasy, somethj Jesiwal” he cried. But even in the fullness of his
ing checked his forward motion

Each

Y
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e felt alone. The sense of joy was his exclusively, and this
Around him everyone, everything, was dead still. He
k at Damfo. He looked backward, at the silent, motion-
Jess sheep by the door. He looked forward again, and saw Ajoa. Her
face Was invisible, because she was looking down. Only the top of
her head showed. Beside her lay the figure Densu had recognized.
Densu looked hard, struggling against the rising feeling that he had
made a cruel mistake. He took two steps forward, then a fear stron-
ger than himself halted him again.

He was not mistaken. The woman lying there was Araba Jesiwa.
But there was such a strangeness about everything now, and her be-
ing here was O incomprehensible. There was such an oppressive si-
lence: Araba Jesiwa’s silence, such a terrifying, unexplained silence,
the silence of Damfo and Ajoa. Even the silence of the sheep. Why
did it not bleat? There was such a strangeness about everything.

Densu could feel his whole body. Every nerve in it was raw, as if
he were just that day climbing back into life from the nadir of some
devastating disease. He felt unutterably weak. Yet the weakness did
not come from doubt. It was Araba Jesiwa he had seen. He had
looked at that face hed known so well. He had looked into the eyes.

He had looked into the eyes, and the eyes had been open but they
had given him no sign of recognition. No sign of energy, not a single
sign of life. Nothing. Had the eyes been closed, he would have taken
the form before him for a corpse—so still, so bottomless was its im-
mobility. But they were open, those eyes, open, not even staring, just
open, changeless, open. Those eyes that had been so active, so quick,
soalive in the past, were now totally passive, completely still, fixed in
their unchanging openness like some staring image of death.

Damfo said nothing. Ajoa did not speak. Densu could not open
his mouth. Araba Jesiwa lay supine on a low bed. A large sheet of
cloth covered her body, but the outline of her limbs was visible un-
der the cloth, and they gave a pronounced impression of heaviness.
In time Densu saw the cause: each arm was covered tightly ina mas-
sive clay cast wrapped round with thick cloth. Each leg was similarly

H
wrned to loo
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sheathed, only the leg casts were much heavier. Something ab
casts made Densu turn to look again at the sheep by the dio (;u.t.thc
mobility reflected exactly the unnatural stillness in which Ar. :lm.
siwa lay. Not only that. The animal’s limbs were also encasedr'a % -
Densu heard Damfo speak. His voice was low. Otherwism ;Iay‘
was nothing unusual about it. His tone was casual, friendl\'e =
ways. But his words themselves were out of the ordinary, )l:ias fd‘
talking to Araba Jesiwa, taking extreme care to repeat L"I.Ch ft“as
ment a number of times before making another one. He ;allefim-
his own name, and told Jesiwa he had come again to visit her an(;) :ﬂ
find out how she was. He had brought a friend, someone she knc\(t
and liked. Here Damfo hesitated, then repeated the part about \
friend, but said nothing further about her having known Densu l-"\f
erything he told her was designed to reassure her. But she av;' ;10
sign of having heard anything. :
| Damfo told Araba Jesiwa she would be well. He told her she was
a re-?fg;r:f?hze]:z: bth:;lr; sh.edhad been in :he first days. .
R ,th l;sax repeatedl.y, look ét the lamb. He will
o e ;n walk. It will take him longer, only be-
" Wilglger : ]:)nest and they take longer to heal when
walk as surely as the larr:‘l;a 'l?s s as’ s hcn' “:f’lked' o
T o wi \jvalk. D'ont be afraid.
helee ponse, no sign of life from Jesiwa. _
: pain that had possessed Densu’s body after the shock of
seeing who the body on the be : 8 :
a numbness shutting off aTl itdl'was h'ad — 'ln ns' Plac'e 3 beld o
thought. It was an empty s Le.mg, FouN whn!e his:atind el no
life, Then lisgans C[:)l)]'s pace ignorant of suffering or joy, dead to
with impulses ﬁghung : acilousm:'ss came back and made him giddy
The realization that Ag = e‘jl-Ch S
Dt ostite 1 raba Jesiwa was alive could have maddened
: with joy. There was a g # ]-d ~e life i
him €ager for a celgppnr natural surge of all the juices of life in
celebration Was crushed e SAPIEcpsabutiing R
was brutg] kﬂOWchge Al:n:er th'e weight of what he had seen. This
- Airaba Jesiwa was alive, but was this life? In
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as this her life different from death? Here was her fo.rm
did it contain? Consciousness? How then could every.1h|ng
__her body, her face, everything—have become so inert?
was a person wrecked might have proved bear-
n Densu’s mind was heavier: Was there a human

what way wi

but what
about her
The knowledge she.
able. But the doubt i

?
- left in that wreckage? - |
be“;{gisemmd strained to give itself hope in a possible answer: Yes,

there is life, there is consciousness ir.1 the ruin her.e. Bu't that hope
itself ran straight into more desperation. Sup?pose,- in spite of a!] the
destruction of her frame, suppose Araba Jesiwa still had conscious-
ness, what horrific suffering for a soul born to fly, this heavy, painful,
carthbound impotence! Suppose she had consciousness and choice.
Would she perhaps not prefer real death to this merciless survival?
The giddy swing brought Densu back to wild, raw pain. He found
no more solace in elusive hopes. His mind stayed stunned. He saw
Jesiwa, Ajoa, Damfo, saw the lamb again. But he did not try, he could
not try, to contact any of them. He did not understand anything.
On the way back he walked with Damfo, but knew nothing about
where he had been, or where he was going. They came to the last
little stream, and this time they walked up along the right bank till
they were near the area of the traps. Even when Damfo pulled him
hastily down among the bushes, Densu’s mind could not tell him
what might be happening. He simply obeyed the urgency in Damfo’s
motion, and stayed where he had knelt on the soft soil, hidden by
the“tall reeds and thick bushes on the bank.
untilD::,t move,” Damfo whispered to him, repeating the command
: was sure Densu had at last understood it. “Don’t make a
noise. I'll be back”
= l;::‘:;:all’«::d fo‘rward, st'CP}_’ing so carefully along the bank_tha!
Sght Wﬁen ths noiseless. His figure had almost disappeared from
€ came to a halt.

There . ) )
to gj had been vague noises to which Densu had found it hard
8lve a meanin

€. The noj 8. Now they became clearer. They were human nois-
¥ 101ses - 2 s
€S rose in a shout. There was the sound of relief in the
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voice, but it was so strained it sounded as if it were coming frop, ,
strangled throat.

“Cut me down!” the voice groaned.

Damfo’s voice, much softer but quite distinct, said. “wp,, -
you?”

“Cut me down, I beg you!” the hoarse voice groaned again.

“Who are you?” Damfo repeated his calm question.

A huge cocoyam leaf was blocking Densu’s view of the full scene.
Now that his interest in what was going on in the world around him
had been aroused, he pushed forward slowly, reached the big, fleshy
leaf, and bent it gradually till its thick, soft spine was crushed near
its base and it fell flat. The hole the fallen leaf had left was not large:
the tangle of reeds and leaves ahead was thick. But through it, Densu
was able to see more of Damfo, and a little bit of the man with the
strangled voice. The man was hanging head down. One of the traps
had done its work.

“Set me free, I beg you!” the upside down man pleaded. His voice
was frantic.

Damfo’s remained calm: “Tell me who you are. Where are you
from?”

“Esuano.”

“What do they call you?”

“Ackon”

“What brings you here?”

“Set me free, | beg you”

“What brings you here?” Dam

“I'm a hunter”

“A strange hunter you are,
even a knife. What do you use

The upside down man lau
told you a lie”

fo repeated.

" Damfo said. “You bring no gun, not
for a weapon? Magic?”

ghed through his pain. “Heh, heh, |

“Tell me another)” Damfo said
This is the truth, | w

as i - » P .
g looking for someone,” the upside down
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: bt? Perhaps your mother?” |
nho :OLI:Iot my mother” the upside down man said.
et l;:h;neela.ugh heh, heh. In this heh, heh, position it heh
« on't make ’

dly. Cut me down.” ’
heh heh h;m;:: gzwz » Damfo said clearly. “But you'll have to tell
uly“ he p 4

truth first” g
me::::e told you the truth! ) -
froveess fro“; \l}v?;?lf:(;o]r::latmhe?':all}l;t that’s where I came from
“Ah, that’s true.
today.’ %
«Where do you come from? )
“gg}:laa. Ca});e Coast, thfat’s what v:e say tt:esrc:) :2);2 o
«what did you come this way for? Lost ¢ e
“Heh, I said I was looking for someone.
“The relative?”
“Not a relative”
“Who, then?”
“A murderer” )
“A murderer? Is he your friend, this murderer? }
“No. Two murderers, in fact. There’s been a murder at Esuano.
“When?” )
“Some time ago. But the murderers escaped.
“You know them?”
“No”

“How come you're searching for them?”

“I'm not the only one. There's a reward”

“I don’t believe you,” said Damfo.

“I've told you the truth, this time”” s

“You were going empty-handed to catch two whole murderers?

“Not to catch them, hehehe, 'm no fool. Just to find out where
they're hiding. No man can catch them.”

“Are they wizards?” _

"Perhaps that too. But I hear they’re very strong and cunning,
altogether dangerous. They're murderers, after all”



164 Ayi Kwei Armah: THE HEALERg

“And what would you be doing,
derers were hiding?”

“That wouldn’t be my concern. It's the bi
know”

“Which big man?” Damfo asked.

“The one they call Ababio. He’s the one offering money
know.” ‘

“Don't tell me you decided to risk your life in a strange forest jug
for the promise of money.”

“I'm telling you that, friend. Haven't you heard? Money is life”
the upside-down man said.

“Would Ababio then go after the murderers himself?” Damfo
asked.

The upside-down man chuckled: “That he wouldnt do. He
doesn’t have to be brave, and I hear he’s no fool. He's gone and got
thirty guns from Cape Coast. Thirty men are to go hunting for those
two murderers, just as soon as they know where to look for them”’

“Who said theyd be here?”

“No one. People are trying all over the place. Some say they're
dead. Drowned. But no one has seen their bodies. So others say
they're still alive”

“There are no murderers here” Damfo said finally. “We're all
healers. We have our farms here. The traps we set are for thieves.

If you come this way again, there won't be anyone to cut you down.
You hear me?”

after finding out where the mu

& man who wapy to

just to

“Ihear you,” the upside down man said.

Damfo walked over to the trap sapling and pushed it till it bent
enough to bring the upside down man back down to earth.

“Free yourself?” he told the trapped man.

The man struggled with the trap knot on the liana. It took him
some time, but finally he worked hi
piness, he forgot to thank his |
stream, slipped and fel] in the s
and went slithering like a greas

mself free. So great was his hap-
iberator. He simply leaped into the
hallow water, picked his wet self up,
ed snake through the undergrowth.

Part Four 165

t that when it ended, it left the watch-
ithad hap?ened\f:s;: (;ef:\ie it had not been real. Still, it had
ing Dens! :lt:uinb ?orgetfulness in which hed been drifting after
P“"ctured : e. d house and Araba Jesiwa’s shattered, near-lifeless
ey th_e S came to him in small, sharp shocks, then went
> Pz'nn' nOv:he feelingless void. All the way back, he could not
B8y 56" s t think about any one thing. Even when Damfo told
e couki: cl:ome again, he did not really know where he was,
Loy }:he)’ Wre1ot capable of caring. |
il t. but he was hugely thirsty, so he drank a grelat deil
: ht. What followed was not sleep. It
: Ll i'n; nenlzl::tt:‘cilelsesddcr?;fciousness in which a multitude of
w-as 2 WC"'. : : es crashed against each other in a mindspace grown
mghtmalliet?cfntain then all. Even singly, the images could ha\te
to? Sm; ughts frightening to their thinker. Coming together so r.n-
e (})1 5 devastated not only Densu’s peace of mind, but also, in
i 1t was not fear. It was exhaustion.
the end, each other. The result w

and
He did not ea

The morning following, Densu was weak, but hij mtu:)d :l:
peaceful. Damfo brought him medicine and food, and sat by
A tf:’:‘.katt(;v:;;?.Damfo said. “You shouldn’t fall back into the illness.

“I thought I was well” o

“You are. But big surprises weaken your spirit.

“I don’t understand anything,” Densu said. , g

“There’s time. We'll talk,” Damfo said, “whenever youre ready.

“Now?”

“If you feel up to it

“Will she recover?”

The look on Damfo’s face was somber. His eyes loolfed fora mo-l
ment as if they were searching for a hiding place, but in a momen
they discontinued the search and looked plainly at Densu.

“A healer always hopes,” he said. )

“But the way she is, that’s enough to kil all hope:
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“Not to l)cjll all hope, no,” said Damfo. “You didn’t see her the gy
I found her” !

“Where?”

“There, where Appia was killed. On the path leadin
from Esuano”

“The day he was killed?”

Damfo nodded. “There are nights when I don't sleep. It isn't that
I'm worried. I think about something new—some herb whose heal-
ing spirit we're still unfamiliar with, some new way of setting broken
bones, thoughts of that nature. Thinking like that gives me energy.
When I get up the energy urges me, and I go searching. I don't al-
ways find something new, but occasionally I do. That morning was
like that.

“Id spent the day thinking about a plant I'd seen near Esuano. It's
a green climber with fruit—little yellow and white berries. Id never
had time to stop and examine the plant, but I'd seen a bird pecking
at the berries once. The bird’s behavior interested me. He was suck-
ing juice from the berries, a peck at a time. After each peck he leapt
upward, bright as a straight flame, and flew with a wild, unusual
kind of energy. I remember wondering if the energy was something
in the bird himself, or something he was absorbing from the plant.

“I forgot about the plant and the bird, but one day they came
back to me, and thinking of them made me restless all day long. I
felt the urge to search for the plant, so that same night I went along
the way toward Esuano. I must have traveled fast, because I came t0
the last ford before Esuano, and still the dawn hadn’t come. It was
not far off, though.

“The coming morning seemed likely to be good. The air was
clean and crisp. While waiting for light, I walked in circles, large at
first, so I could spiral in toward the area of my search when the sun
rose. It was such a pleasant time. | practically forgot what I had come
- ‘:0' and was simply enjoying the sense of being alone on such a
:ilrgc ;:3 \::anlchc dawn came :.md surprised me. I stopped walking in

gan to move directly toward the place where 1d seen

4 this way
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ard the wail. It was a woman’s voice, so
e wasn\:’:‘:v‘;: :lieady moving toward it before I had ac-
owerful and ur g; so. I was still rather distant from the place itself.
ally thought torr?ed far. But it was in the direction I'd been aiming
The voice ha,:ec?ii fficulty finding her. ‘
for. 1 had s0 at wail, no other sound came, and I lost the exact
phfter thet greﬁer I reached the place, 1 could see no one at first.
direction. Even @ nd. But something moved above me and I looked.
There was :(;;;(i)al'ls b(; dy, hanging head down from a guava tree. Do
There was

h i ?
you know wha iwa and Appla were to mes<
did not ttl']ye:Ol cut ppia own. e was dead already, though

shed deeply on the right side.
friss ol o nﬂeid'( h?(:oblejlrl‘ :‘l;‘n The blzc;’d was still coming
That wound was su cien
from it, but thickly; in remnant drops. 4« womais voice, snd
«I could see nobody else. But I had hear a ——"a
w that I'd seen Appia’s body, I knew the voice had be
. voice. Yet she was nowhere to be seen. PR
“Then I looked beneath the hanging corpse an . dlsz? bruie&
Crushed grass, dew shaken from leaves, the earthh. a .) o
in spots. There had been a struggle. 'lhere' were things ?Lbaskct
around: food, new cloth, some jewels. Theyd fallen from a .
ichi had been trampled on. ' .
Whl“clhf:)tlslf)lvfred the signs. \f/hcre they ended I found Araba l.m::::
I couldn't tell whether she was dead or alive. I rea_ched d:.M: o
ing to feel her breath on the back of my hand. I felt x:)t miml\
finally I bent low enough to bring my eyelids under ~cr 13:' c n.‘;
Then I thought I could feel breath. That gave me hope. ‘l ‘:u : l b
sign of the attacker, whoever he was. First 1 thought_o!. ta hn‘u.u: L g
with me, carrying her back here. But I was greatly afraid the a
might return. .
“If he did, and did not find Jesiwa, he would look for h.c r. l\{ r
he be alone, or would he have helpers? Carrying her, 1 could .
‘ i i .. | knew the area
have walked slowly. I thought it better to hide her. x4
well. It wasn't the first or the tenth time I had come WK

the plan

Jesiwa’s

Vould
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There are large trees, many of them the odan type, with large hollgy
boles, in the area.

“I chose one tree suitable for the purpose I had in ming. It was
hollow, with ample space inside the bole. But from the outside jt
looked as solid as any other tree. The entrance to it was overgrown
with bushes, and imperceptible to any passerby. That is where | hid
Araba Jesiwa. You might pass by that place thirty times and never
suspect there was space where I hid her.

“Something else I hadn’t known. As I raised her, all her limbs
hung loose. The bones in them had been broken. That gave my own
body unbearable pain from just thinking how painful it must have
been for her, and I was thankful she had lost consciousness.

“I came back as fast as I could. I needed help, first to put to-
gether a light bed to strap Jesiwa firmly on, and then to share the
load in bringing her back here. Ajoa and two healers who were here
at the time, Kwao Tweneboa and Kojo Mensa, helped me. Another
night had almost turned into morning when we took her from the
hiding place for the trip back here. She was conscious again when
we found her, but I had taken some medicine to give her, so she
went back to sleep all the way back. The next day we moved her to
the raised house where you saw her. It’s the best place. Of the two
smaller houses, one covers a well, and the other is for keeping food
and charcoal”

:But can she recover?” Densu repeated his despairing question.

We're setting her bones.” Damfo said. “They’ll set, though they
nese l3adly broken, in many places. It]] take time, but they’ll set.”

“lts ?ot just her bones, though,” Densu said.

- ::; lt)oarl:]x:((: sglfhecﬂ:(.“"lg's Eer spirit. To see her son killed before
o kt o %, but to be unable to do anything, even
peak...

“When you saw Appias body,
down?” Densu asked,

“Yes, upside down
right leg”

You say it was hanging upside

" Damfo answered, “A trap had caught his
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. his wrists when we went and found him,”
hanglng b)’
ﬂHe was
said Deﬂsr;e tied him that way, then, after he died.”
« e »
‘S/:,m:e his eyes cut out?” Densu asked.
“ e
“No” moved from his arms?”
its of muscle been re
“Had any bits ©
"NO.” I -
“ iS € S< - “ G
or fromwhho]egwhen [ saw him,” said Damfo, “except for that
e w?:j in his neck. That's the thing that killed him. It was huge.

[t bled him to death.”

“The things—the gold jewels, the cloth—did you leave them

?,, . 9,
thef‘? -didn’t touch them,” Damfo said. “Why, didn't people find them

there when they took down Appia’s body?”

Densu shook his head. . '
He sat there listening to Damfo, his head nodding gently,

untarily, with increasing understanding. 'Agai‘n he hear(li] A}l;')ab:)(::
voice offering him a sweet future filled with nches and the onhen
powerful men could give, then turning the promises to threat? w 3
he had refused to be enchanted. He thought of the trial WIth the
drug of death, misnamed the drug of truth. He thought of hlsh ehs-
cape from death, of the friend who helped him, and of the death he
needed to forget. )
“We'll havge to move sooner than planned,” Damfo said. .That
upside down fool said he wasn't the only one. Ababio’s men will be
coming this way to search for their murderers soon.
“Where shall we g0?” Densu asked. )
“Praso,” Damfo answered. “There’s work waiting for us there.
“You've decided to help Asamoa Nkwanta, then?"‘
“T've decided to look into the matter more closely,
“Willit be possible to heal him?”
“A good question;” Damfo said. “I don't know the answer.
Other healers think I can heal him, and that I should.”

invol-

’ said Damfo.

But the
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“Why should?”

“Some see the future in Asamoa Nkwanta. They believe th,
could be the start of something new among our people, just -
like Okomfo Anoche started new things, but in a d;fjfe: s
Something new, and good.” N

“You agree?”

“I don’t know,” mused Damfo. “I'm willing to find out”

“But you seem eager to go to Praso.” ‘

“The decision was taken by all of us healers through discussion
We work together. Even if I disagree with a decision, once we’w;
made it | work with it. And I don’t disagree with this particular deci-
sion. I just don’t know how things will go. I'm willing to try”

6. The Voyage on the Sacred River

. The preparations for the move to Praso went smoothly, swiftly.
The trip would be by water, up the river Pra. It would be nccessar‘v
to take Araba Jesiwa along, and traveling over water would be a wa;'
to keep her healing bones in place within their casts. It would be a
slow way, but the best.

Bamboo poles were cut to make a bed on which Araba Jesiwa
CQUId be held securely. It was narrow enough to fit into the bottom
”: ‘l“"ca“(’c to be used. In a few days the preparations were cOm-
p "l;] ”‘"‘ start was set for the night following a day of rest.
ht‘alclr: :'5:‘“‘:’:': not starless, but it was dark enough. Two other
the canoe. She ll- dl;ﬂlnfo. and Densu to take Araba Jesiwa down 10
ke lhv:.bc dt “l'd : een l{ed securely to the frame of her bed, so that
raised house shea:i'l(;hcd A ORI ground i ic
it o id not fall or shift from it. The bedframe was tied
covering nco.-ss-m of the canoe, together with all the clothing and

Ajoa brougl] oAy
Densu sat in ?rzl:lllilf(::tf ‘?he ha.d prepared to the canoe. Sh.c -

) e foot of Araba Jesiwa’s bed, each with an

T
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sar. Dam fo sat at the end, near Araba Jesiwa’s head. His was the long

eerin pole. :
st Thegcanoe slipped down the side stream cutting through the

castern forest, moving fast and smoothly with the current. Soon it
reached the Nsu Nyin. Esuano slid by, ?'ust a few flickering lights
falling back in the distance. The Nsu Nyin broadened and flowed a
little faster, turned left below Esuano, grew turbulent at the meeting
with the Nsu Ber, then quieted down toward the confluence with the

eat river Pra. Damfo steered the canoe away from the bank, stand-
ing upright to get greater leverage. In front, Ajoa and Densu added
speed, driving the water behind them.

At the confluence with the Pra the canoe lost direction. The cur-
rent from the Nsu Nyin shot it forward past the middle of the Pra.
Then it was turned upstream by an eddy, turned sideways and car-
ried back down the left bank to the turbulence at the mouth of the
Nsu Nyin again. The canoe was sent through the circle once more
before Damfo steadied it and steered it between the river’s middle
and the left bank, going up. The work was harder now, but the sun
showed signs of rising, and it would soon be possible to see clearly
up the big river.

Damfo steered the canoe away from the middle—the pole did
not push against firm ground there. He steered it along the left bank.
The canoe went right, following the turn in the riverbed. The currcqt
grew stronger near the left bank, forcing the canoe to stall till Damto
turned it into the center and leftward almost all the way to the right
bank. There the current was calmer.

In a while the canoe was pointing in the direction of the rising
sun. Gentle light, its colors not yet overwhelmed by the white glare
of full day, came through a basket of openings in the trees on the left
bank. Again the river turned away from the sun, northward, past 2
small stream whose mouth turned contrary 10 the Pra’s flow at the
confluence.

The canoe went up the valley in a half circle
long, low hill rising to the right, past three swift, b

past the foot of a
oisterous little riv-
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ers emptying into the Pra, then Damfo pushed it to 4
the left side. Upriver the water changed color. It was Not a sheet of
brown water any more, but a boiling turbulence flecked with froth
throwing up white spray at irregular intervals into the br '
light.

“Rocks ahead,” Damfo said. “We'll have to get off and cq
canoe. It’s only a short walk round”

It was slow work bringing the canoe to the bank, untying Araba
Jesiwa, carrying her while Ajoa carried the things from the canoe,
then coming back to lift the canoe to the far side of the rocks. But jt
was done.

After the rocks had been skirted, the left side was too shallow
and rocky to take the canoe. But not far ahead, a stream making its
way into the Pra gave easier access. Once back on the Pra, Damfo
turned the canoe left and upriver again.

More rivers ran toward the Pra, the swifter ones coming from
the right. Then ahead lay more spray and spume, but this time the
thing troubling the water was an island, not rocks. The more peace-
ful channel lay to the right. Damfo guided the canoe into it, past the
island, steadily upstream.

Along the rib of this first island there appeared a second, smaller
one. Now it was the channel between the two islands Damfo chose,
a gently curved opening which turned near the middle into a cool,
dark tunnel covered by leaves. Then the larger island was alone
again, lying to the left. The canoe went up leftward, past two more
islands close against each other, then another, and left a pair of close

twins on the right. Two more small islands slid by. Then for a while
there were no more visible,

Slowly the cange

gentle halt on

oadening

rry the

persevered against the river, up, then right till
the sun shone i the voyagers’ eyes, then left again and up, keeping
t:;;:r;:f‘ the right. The heat rose. Ajoa raised a cloth cover above
e cs:lwa to ?ceep her cool. Another great bend to the right, and
bro me overhead. Across on the river's left bank higher land

s overhang of shady bushes to the water, but the tired trav-
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take the cool invitation: the current there was fierce,
ely begun.

hadol:te ratythegpassing land sliding by, and na]me:li

ize. Around the next bend came a new island.

e i COlfl‘li l:c(lx:'%:;th: sound of troubled water. This time the

g o ls: ht to a rest on the left bank: a wild stream too near

o ‘:’:ss :::deg Janding on the right bank impossible.

the:f‘l;,s rest a while]” Damfo said. T
he rapids the travelers reste'd tlTe canoe in e'

o t tree to which they tied it, and lay down to relax on
ey gl'te:e bank. Ajoa poured out some of Araba Iesiwa’§ liquid
A gmss:“ As usual, she absorbed only a little quantity of it. ?he
L f}:en drank water taken from the river. They rested just
::;egee:t::lgh to let the food descend, then they resumed the work of

iver. Two islands, twins again, then a whole cl.us-
Under the awning

lers could not

d the voyage
" pamfo looked

i ainst the r
?::%:fnd one big one. The heat grew intc?nse.
raised by Ajoa, the silent Jesiwas face ran with swefat. P

A large branch of driftwood swept down so fast A
time to avoid a collision. The canoe shook but stayed afloat. i
pact turned it half left, but that was all. The branch.raced od l(:\ :
the river. Damfo tried to coax the canoe along the right hand ¢ lal;t
nel, but there the current was too strong. He turned the c:fnoef Zm-
Before long it had reached another barrier of rocks ftretchl"g f(r)am
the island to the right bank. Around a bend in the river more
from yet another barrier could be seen. .

“We'll have to carry it beyond that.” Damfo .sald. e

A spit of land jutted into the river at that point. The trave frs p
ried the canoe over it and found an easy place beyond the aecm:ie
cataract from which to get it back into the river. On lhc oppositesl
the bank was steep, coming to the river ina small chﬂ. —

Now it became impossible to keep count of the islands 'F;s{xhe
Aloop up and to the right, and the afternoon sun came agf“‘ iy
travelers’ backs. At first the heat was pleasant, but along th: : roint
the river valley went west to east for longer than at any other p
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before, and the heat grew intense. Sweat ran down the small of Den
su’s back in a warm rill, and the back of his neck burned. -

Then the canoe turned left, and the heat and brilliance were Jeft
behind. Here the river’s course was dark, and the air wag abrupt-
ly cool, as if the trees lining the river had reached over from both
banks and formed a tunnel with their leaves.

Evening on the river was cool. At the front end of the canoe, Ajoa
and Densu both rowed with a vigor that made Damfo ask them if it
was just the air’s freshness that had so energized them. “We have a
week of rowing ahead of us,” he said. “Why be in a hurry to exhaust
yourselves?”

The two rowed more gently and the canoe’s forward glide be-
came hardly perceptible. Once, it drifted too close to land. A swarm
of mosquitoes burst upon the travelers, and stayed with them till
Damfo called for more speed and the frail insects fell behind with
the breeze.

Night came. Ajoa suggested they take turns sleeping, one rowing,
another steering while the third lay beside Araba Jesiwa. Ajoa her-
self was the first to sleep. She covered Jesiwa with a blanket to keep
her warm. Then she lay down beside her. Soon her breath could be
heard in the night’s silence, even, calm, and deep.

For the remainder of the night neither Damfo nor Densu spoke.
Nothing broke the silence on the river. Ajoa woke after a deep sleep
and asked who wanted to be relieved. Densu continued at the oar.
Damfo slept, and Ajoa steered.

'Ihf morning started with a cold wind. It came from the north, a
dry wind. Damfo woke then, and Densu took his place. Before the
sun wa.s up, he was lost in long-deferred sleep.
e i e
calm and peaceful andtev:\. tll w:l? e t?lll £l
and the shattered \;roman Arab]: J ‘f_ﬁC“h M

) esiwa, past rapids gave the travel-

ers a welcome change from the dream|; :
mlike placidi : i
of water. placidity of open stretches

T
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rnoon of the eighth day, the canoe turned east after the

in the river.

«That last village on the left was Awisam. These are the last rapids

| have to 80 round!” Ajoa called out to Densu from the front.

re more rapids, just ahead, but a channel to the left gave

and the voyage stayed smooth and easy. Ajoa
inted out villages as they crawled by the canoe: Koshia, Hwidiem,

pomeabra, Bremang, Nyame Bechere, then t‘he two Prasos, Assen

praso on the left bank, Adanse Praso on the right. B

Not far beyond Adanse Praso, a small stream .Jom.ed the Pra,
coming round a hill that lay between it and the b'lg river. Damfo
was again at the rear. He steered the canoe up the little stream. The
stream spread out into a pond a short way off the Pra. On the bank
of the pond closest to the foot of the hill there was a rough sort of
peach. Damfo brought the canoe there and gave it a last, strong push
that grounded it gently. He untied Araba Jesiwa’s bed. Densu t9ok
one end of it, and followed Damfo along a path leading up  hillside.
Ajoa, carrying her bundle, overtook them when the path broadened
out, and led the way up the gentle slope.

The slope rose more steeply, took a right turn as if it would dou-
ble back upon itself, then straightened out again, and then there was
a clearing on the side of the hill, with seven houses making a sort of
circle on the edges of a central, open space.

Ajoa stopped at the third house on the right. She put down ber
load, opened the door, and stood just outside the doorway, looking
toward the other houses.

Damfo motioned to Densu to set Araba Jesiwa dow
came to the door. He went into the house, and Densu foll(.)wed him.
It was dark, but the air within the house was fresh, as if someone
had recently been there to air it out. There were two beds, spaced far
apart, one on each side of the big room.

“We don't have enough beds,” Densu said. ‘

“Jesiwa and Ajoa won't be staying here” Damfo said. Densu was
about to ask Damfo where they would go, butan excited shout out-

[n the afte
Jast great bend

we'l
There weé
the cano€ free passage,

n when they
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side the door broke the beginning conversation. Somelhing as dy
namic as a wind blew into the room and did not stop till j ye,. A
Damfo and practically knocked him over.

“Ah, Damfo,” said the voice of the wind, “it’s been so long since

€acheq

you went. Welcome.”

The wind was a woman. In the gathering darkness her face Wi
indistinct, but she had a small, neat body. She wore a single piece o'r
cloth tied primly above her breasts, and though her voice saig she
was an old woman, her motions were quick, like a girl’s. Ajoa hag
followed her, and stood just within the doorway.

“Hold me, my brother,” the old woman said, “hold me well. Yoy
did well to come. I was afraid you wouldn't”

“Ei, Nyaneba,” said Damfo, “you grow stronger every time I see
you.

“And Ajoa is a woman already,” Nyaneba said, turning to look at
her. “Come, let me see you.” Ajoa went to her. The old woman looked
at her, then shook her head. “My eyes grow weaker all the time.”

“It’s not your eyes, Nyaneba,” Damfo said. “It’s getting dark”

“I don’t know the young man,” Nyaneba said. “Who is he?”

“They call him Densu,” said Ajoa.

“I hear a smile in your voice, Ajoa,” Nyaneba said.

Unable to find an answer to that, Ajoa ran outside, doing her best
to muffle her laughter. “I see where the drizzle slants,” Nyaneba said.
“Densu, where are you from?”

“Esuano,” Densu answered.

“That is the son born to Maanan and Kwame Ansa,” Damfo said.

A gasp escaped Nyaneba, but she controlled herself. She sat silent
a space, then, letting the words out as if she did not trust her voice,

she said to Densu: “Come and sit by me, here.” She went over (o the
bed on the right, and sat on it. Densu sat beside her.

“And has he come for healing?” she asked.

“He has long wished to be a healer,;” Damfo answered.

“Ao!” the woman's voice shook. “Sometimes the world is s0 §00¢

Maanan's son, Kwame Ansa’s son, and he would want to be a healer.

od.
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gomething in the words brought a complex feeling of sadness
was a feeling made up of regret that things that should
have been were not, but the nature of the things themselves whose
absence sO saddened him escaped Densu. .

“re Tweneboa and Mensa here?” Damfo asked Nyaneba.

“They've gone to Kumase to bring Asamoa Nkwanta. They
should be back any day. thm.lght theyd be back before you.” The
old woman began to ask Damfo for news of Esuano, then suddenly
she caught herself. “What a woman I've become, to forget to give
water and food!” She rose immediately and rushed outside,

1o Densu. It

travelers
calling out: “Ajoa, Ajoa my child!”

Araba Jesiwa was taken to Nyanebas house. There she was fed
and given a mild potion to help her rest. Nyaneba gave Damfo and
Densu warm water to wash with, and after they had eaten at her
house she walked back with them and wished them sound sleep.

The day following the travelers spent resting. Their bones and
muscles, now that the constant exercise of the last eight days was
over, felt raw and sore, and Nyaneba cared for all of them like a
mother for her children. The second day was also a day of tiredness.
But on the third day each felt renewed and strong.

Densu went with Nyaneba to the top of the hill. There was farm-
work to do—a little hoeing—and Densu finished it before the morn-
ing had had time to turn warm. Then he sat down on a bald rock on
the west side of the hill, and looked down at the scene below.

Below him was the immediate greenness of the forest, covering
the earth with its quiet, unending softness. Into this the broad line of
the river cut at the foot of the hill. The river flowed almost straight,
past the twin villages called Praso, and nearly the same distance
beyond, then it disappeared under the eternal green roof the for-
est raised above it. Far, far in the distance, to the left, an occasional
bright glint gave a sign that the river flowed there, searching its way
south,

Nyaneba bade Densu goodbye and went back down the path
home. Densy did not feel like stirring. He sat there lost in the peace
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of the scene, and was aware of nothing beside the great beauty of
sky and the leaves and the string of water below him, ti]| son‘]eth.‘hc
cold and sly crawling over his right ear made him start, g

“you were asleep to the world,” said Ajoa. She stood behing |
pulling a single blade of grass slowly across her tongue, Wetting illm.

“How long have you been here?” he asked. :

“Ages.” she said. “But you didn’t see me”

“You hid behind me all the time,” he said.

“I wanted to find out,” she said

“Find what out?”

“They say a person can sense your presence, even if he doesn’t s¢,
you. But he has to like you, truly”

“Will you come and sit by me?” Densu asked her.

“Will you let me?” she asked him.

“You always ran from me. Do you remember?”

“That was so long ago,” she said.

“You know, the fruit I planted for you, it never grew””

“That was a sign,” she said.

“Of what?”

“That you didn’t really like me, even then”

He was quiet, then he asked: “What would be a sign of love?”

“That is difficult,” she said. “The lover must go to the land of the
dead and fight three battles against three monsters. If he survives
and comes back, he must give the tails of the three monsters to the
beloved. That is the sign.”

“Terrible,” he said. The river drew his eyes again. She wet her
blade of grass and tickled the back of his neck with it. He tried to
catch her hand, but she was already up and beyond his reach. He
sat quiet as a cat, then lunged backward aiming to catch her legs.
But though he touched a foot she eluded him, and stood just out of
reach. He got up and saw her flying away from him.

She ran fast and delightedly, but her speed was slower than his,
f\nc‘i his delight when he reached her over the crest of the hill was
infinite. She was running down a slope, and the grassy path she was

B —

Part Four 179

following turned t00 sharpl?' for her speed. She woxljld have fallen
flaton the grass, but her pursuer caught her, a.nd pulling her against
her OWn momentum, softeneq her collapse into a gentle fall that
brought her rolling on top of h.lm. .

ghe did not try to escape him any more. She did not resist him.
She only reached out to touch the grass beside him, seeking to take
her weight off him. He und'crs,tood her m”ovement. though she had
caid nothing. “Your weight isn't a burden,” he said, his hold becom-
ing firmer. Lying beneath her, he lo?ked fn h-er face against the sky,
and he had no desire at all to stop his desire for her.

She did not resist him. He touched her chin, her neck. He let a
finger find its own space between her collarbone and her neck, then
the hand came down, touched a nipple and found it hard with the
desire she was not hiding.

As if they had passed this way before, she parted her cloth and
100k off the band joining her beads, but she could not touch him or
even look at him anymore.

He turned her so that she lay on her side, then more on her back
than on her side. Her cloth was below them, adding its thin softness
to the comfort of the grass. He took his own cloth and covered both
of them with it, and then he groped between her thighs and let her
wetness guide him into her. He slid in gently, and she made room for
him till she could make no more.

He looked at her again. Her eyes were closed, and a vein in her
forehead stood out so strongly he could almost see it beat. He said
nothing to her, but passed a hand behind her so that her back was
cradled. He felt her unopened, and hesitated. Then he looked at her
face and saw not fear but a determination to go beyond fear, and he
let his desire answer hers.

Tears came, but she did not cry out, did not give any sign that
the pain had touched her joy, or even come close to it. She was the
reluctant one when the time came for separation.

“The pain is now,’ she said when he was out of her. She was
laughing through her tears.

4



PART FIVE
1. Memories

The river, the forest and the sky all drew Densu to the top of the
hill with a power he had no need to fight against. He asked Nyanebs
if there was no more work he could do on the farm up there. By at
the time there was nothing really, and Nyaneba almost scolded hin,
when he asked once more what there was to do.

“Densu.” she said, at the end of her patience, “the animal that
does not rest gets so angry it spreads destruction wherever it goes. A
human being works fully when there is work to do. A human being
rests fully when the season comes for rest.”

Densu did not importune Nyaneba about work anymore. Almost
everyday, he climbed up the hill and sat on the warm rock looking
at the river below, and the forest above the river, and the sky above
both the river and the forest canopy. From where he sat, the river
now looked thin, and completely still. Seeing it in the distance, he
had to think before it became in his mind a moving thing, not a
dead, flat sheet shining passively in the sun.

So he knew the river’s motion in his mind, though his eyes per-
ceived only stillness. Once the motion was clear in his mind, it did
not stop. It flowed in a thoughtstream that could take him from the
present all the way back to moments so far in the past his remem-
brance surprised him.

Some of the memories he would never understand. He had
known a great happiness at a time about which he remembered
nothing but the feeling itself. This remembrance took his feelings
back to a time when he was helpless but feared nothing, becaus¢
there was a presence around him that made fear a stranger. He had
“’!d people about this feeling and always left them puzzled. They
said he could never have had such a time, because his father died
?:;fl?;e hf was born, 'and his mother also died in childbirth. Yf:( lhf

& Was part of his memory, and it was so strong he knew it W
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te of what others saw and said. And often, as he grew up,
he had found himself searching, Somel?mes in anguish, sometimes
with sheer desire, for a return of that. time, and of that feeling. Yet
Jife at times became an argunn.:nt saying that presence, that whole-

s he remembered so mysteriously and sought so naturally, would
e possible in the world outside the wishing mind. He had
e at Esuano, and begun to see life clearly, but most of
d most of the life he saw led his mind far astray from

true, in SP!

never be
known peopl
the people an

the peace he sought.
This too he remembered: in his twelfth year something strange

had happened. A white man had arrived at Esuano. He was not an
official from the castle at Cape Coast, so people were astonished to
see him there at all. They were more astonished when he told them
he was a trader on the coast, but had grown tired of trading. He said
he wanted rest. People shunned him. They were afraid of him, and
they had reason enough. He lived as if he and water had quarreled
bitterly. He did not like food. His sustenance was drink, and when
he was really hungry he would look for fruit, like a child at play, and
that would be his meal.

Densu went to him and sat watching him. He still went to him
long after the other children had fled in fear. One day, the strange
while man stopped singing his drunken songs, pointed to his heart,
and shouted something: “Collins!” He repeated the name, stabbing
his breast repeatedly with an extended finger. When he stopped,
Densu pointed to himself and said “Densu.” The white man roared
happily. He seemed immensely pleased with himself that Densu had
understood him, as if he had actually taught him to speak. He began
a game of names, teaching Densu English words, and learning Akan
words from him.

In less than a month the game of words changed. It became un-
even. Densu went to Collins whenever he had time. The idea of
learning the strange language of the white man excited him, and he
or ked hard to make free time for his new passion. Collins taught
him willingly. He seemed to live for the hours when the eager boy
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came to talk to him. But Collins stopped askin
names of things. With an eagerness answering t
him as fast as he could absorb new knowledge,
face exploded with joy when Densu began at Jast
his own language. The solitary white man then g
of wishing to learn Akan. He was happy enough
talk to, and teaching Densu to read and w
do when he was not drinking.

Densu asked him why he had left Cape Coast to come to |
ano. The white man’s answer was quite incomprehensible to h'.s i
All he understood was that the mention of Cape Coast made |t'l?
white man violently angry. Later, Densu asked him why he did nue(
go home. The drunken white man wept tears at the question. From
then on Densu did not ask him any such questions again.

In his first months at Esuano, the white man Collins sold a few
things to the few who had any money. But after his third month at
Esuano, he sold nothing. Knowing adults predicted he would die in
a matter of weeks. They were disappointed and embarrassed when,
in spite of the way he drank and starved himself, he remained nois-

g Dengy the Akq
he boy’s, he taug}:
and his yellow-req
to speak to him iy,
ave up all Pretenge
' to have 3 person o
rite gave him Something (,

ily alive.

Collins lived two years at Esuano. When he died, it was not from
drink or starvation. He died the week another white man, this one
a priest called Warner, came to Esuano. Warner was a heavy, red-
faced white man. He was at the palace, a guest of Ababio, for most of
the first week he was at Esuano. On his fifth day he went to Collins,
and passersby heard the two talking loudly all that evening. The next
day the priest again spent with his host Ababio at the palace. As for
Collins, he was neither seen nor heard that whole day. Densu went
looking for him, but found his door closed and his windows shut
tered, He heard no noise, so he went away.

It was the following day that Densu found Collins’s bo
never known his strange friend to stay in all day like tha
stood outside the door and called his name. There was 1
He touched the door and it opened.

dy. He had
t, so he
answer.

L

T
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He saw @ body bent doubl.e ina ci'xair.. In t'he light coming from
the doorway he saw the left side of his friend’s face was missing. A
ong pisto! Jay between the door. and the corpse.

The new white man, the priest Warner, surprised everyone by
moving into Collins’s hOL.lSC straight after the burial. Ababio sent
Densu to him, and he said he wanted Densu to teach him Akan.
pensu did not like the priest, but he agreed to teach him Akan, the
petter to continue learning English. His friend’s death saddened
him, but when he talked to the priest about Collins his answer was
unvarying, gruft and brutal. “Serves him right”

Densu taught the white priest for three months, then stopped go-
ing near him. The priest had a book of stories he wanted to translate
into Akan. Densu read the stories, but when he told the white priest
how interesting he found them, the priest exploded at him. “They
aren’t stories!” he shouted. “The Bible is the truth!”

Soon enough, Densu understood that the white priest saw him
not as one teaching him a language, but as a servant obliged first
to help him translate the Bible stories into Akan, and then to help
him persuade people that the stories were the truth. One day he told
Densu he expected him to work for him the rest of his life. Densu
did not go to the white priest after that. Ababio tried to make him
go, but he refused. Something in the way the white priest had tried
to use him reminded him strongly of everything he disliked about
Ababio, and he found himself avoiding both the priest and Ababio,
and seeking conversations with Araba Jesiwa more and more often.

There were also good memories, but now even those made him
sad. The memories of the friendly, playful but always rather mysteri-
ous Anan, now gone forever, upset him with regret so that his mind
fled from them. Memories of days spent with Araba Jesiwa and the
prince Appia brought a vanishing taste of joy, then the crushing
hopelessness of harsh knowledge.

There was hope in the future. The presence of Ajoa,
acceptance of his own, drew his mind forward from the de
of the past. And there was Damfo. Damfo was always opening his

such a total
adnesses
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mind to a future that went far beyond single lifetimes, o,
lifetimes of single tribes and nations. The vision was terrify
in its hopefulness, but with greater understanding the terror of ;
own impotence dissolved in the knowledge that if he worked v, is
he would be part of the preparation for generations which w(,:ﬁ:
inherit the potency that should bring a people back together.

And the woman Nyaneba, he did not know her, but her Presence
was always good, and she gave his belief in healing work evep, areat.
er strength. She had told him not to be afraid of rest, and heedip,
her, he had sat on the hill, sometimes alone, sometimes with Ajoag
looking again and again at the flow of his life, drawing closer 1o itsf
meaning. Her advice had been good.

€ven the
'lng eveh

2. The Sacrifice of Victims

One Monday morning Densu had gone again to sit on his favor-
ite rock. The distant view of the river had absorbed his thoughts, and
he was lost to the present. A movement across the river caught the
periphery of his vision, but he did not bring his mind to it, and it
passed. Then he heard a sound he could not ignore.

It was a sound fit to wake ancestral corpses from the sleep of
ages. A terrified cry, impossibly loud and prolonged, it was eloquent
of a victim’s understanding that all hope had fled. Carried on the
clear air across the river, the eerie sound destroyed the morning’s
@lm. Densu, roused by the sheer power of the sound, sat still and
listened. He could not, at first, tell from what part of the other bank
lhe- cry had come, because it filled the entire sky, so that the air,
lwhlch h.ad before been quite motionless, sounded of a sudden vio-
:;2:)’;‘(‘);’:-;28 S:S: cry (.iied, b'ul hard aﬁer it came another, lf)nger,
different lhroatPB :1 (':t wail. Py its sound it must have come from a
more intense More l SR WRRIAC Siia friak 0w Sitliog - Ol.]ly

. sounds followed. The loudest were more victim

cries of despaj .
crowd febpmr' but there were other sounds, the noises of an excited
Otmen, approaching the river,

Y
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first to come into view were the victims. They were on the

e just across from the cliff. They were bound, each of
,from a distance, Densu could see that the ropes not only

them. EYen ms together but also bound them each to a separate,
tied their 3; A small crowd of men, led by three priests in white,
e ;linted with death’s white clay, accompanied the victims.
et tho drummers beating drums carried on the heads of
Therebwe:e drumming a slow death call to the spirit of the sacred
4rump:’a)f [,)ensu heard the message, and knew its meaning.
i as a message pleading shame and guilt. The drummers, on
behl;};\' of the king of Assen Nyank(?mase, a'cce[.:ted the guilt of peo-
ple who had neglected their 'gods in h'appxer times. Now surprllsed
by danger, they had come to ask forgl\renfass. Yes, the. sac.red river
had sent its waters and the waters of its children to bring life to the
lands and people of Assen.

The Subin, the Kunkum, the Brupae, the Fomso, all the children
of the Pra, had brought their blessings year after year. The people of
the bank had consumed these blessings and forgotten to give fit of-
ferings of thanks to the river. Now the people, awakened F)y impend-
ing disaster from their forgetfulness, had come with gifts, multiple_
gifts. The drums asked the river to believe the people’s promises of
increased respect and mindfulness in future. They asked the river
not to turn its long-nursed anger against the neglectful worshippers.
Instead, they asked the river to raise its anger against the Asante
army which, the drummers said, would be coming soon 10 Cross
the river, to bring death against the river’s worshippers. The drums
alternated, repeating their prayers. After each prayer the refrain was
beaten: Accept, O Bosom Pra,

Accept this offering, sacred river,
Accept, accept.

A new victim was pushed to the edge of the water with eau:h sych
Prayer. At the words “Accept, accept,” strong men cast him forcibly
down and a sword slashed his throat. His blood poured out to red-
den the river. His weighted body was flung into the water where,
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dragged down by its heavy stone, i.t disappeared from sight. Deng,
found himself standing tensely upright.

A desperate urge, less thought than feeling, agitated Densy, He
wished he had the power to snatch the victims from theijr execy.
tioners. He looked at the river beneath, and the urge dissolved into
a question. Should he also leap into deaths jaws, what would that
mean to the victims? The urge disappeared. In its place a heavy eq.
riness possessed Densu, and he had to sit down, so oppressive dig
the air itself feel on his body. He could not look away.

There were three women among the victims awaiting death, Of
the male victims nine were still left after five long, hopeless wails had
ended in death. One of the priests, holding in his left hand a whisk
and in his right a bottle from which he poured a libation to the river,
kept giving instructions to the drummers and the executioners also,
Behind the crowd at the river’s edge sat a king under his umbrella,
surrounded by his courtiers. To him the priest with the whisk went
after each new death. But whatever message the priest carried, Den-
su could not hear it.

Densu could not remember why he had come to the cliff. He
wondered why he had been so full of energy and the joy of being
alive this morning. The sight of the river’s surface brought a feeling
of nausea into his mouth. The way back seemed so long now. The
taste of the day had turned bitter. Densu knew the impotence of
the living soul when faced with triumphant death, and the knowl-
edge made him weak. In his mind there was a powerful image: death
looming hugely over life. He turned to go back.

. When he arrived, he stood outside in the sun, like a man with a
fever coming on. Damfo came to him and asked him several ques
tions. But if he heard the words, he could not understand their
n‘\eaning_ Ajoa came to speak to him, but he did not understand her
cither. He was quiet the rest of the day. Night was one long night-
:1;:: ,:zl:}a}:mg itself. It always began with him playing happil)" with
. nls youth, Anan. l‘l always ended in death by drowning of
g the banks of rivers,
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The next day, Damfo took him to a distant farm where,\in _[)eA

nds of yam, rare herbs had been planted the last time

pamfo had returned to the forest east of Esuano. There was

o do clearing weeds and firming mounds. Densu worked like
okt 0essed by all the demons of work.

That night harsh, ominous noises broke the peace of the air.

. came, a Wednesday morning, and the idea occurred to
B o down to the river to see about the safety of the canoe.
Dﬂ::;::rge are you going?” Damfo asked him, looking steadily into
is eyes.
L f';,‘z the river, Damfo,” he answered.

«You aren't well, Densu,” Damfo said. “Try and rest today”

« don’t feel bad,” Densu said, a bit distantly.

«“The unwell don’t always feel bad,” Damfo said. “I wouldn't go so
far if I were you, not today”

But Densu continued, and Damfo did not follow him with mere
arguments. In spite of everything, Densu couldn't resist the impulse
to return to the hill. The sight of the river brought pain. But, para-
doxically, it seemed the only thing capable of easing that pain. He
did not climb up to the clifftop this time. Instead, he took the same
path they all had used on the day they had arrived, and he walked
slowly. When he had crossed the long hind spur of the hill and was
descending the gentle slope which took the path to the river, he saw
the cause of the noises he had heard in the night.

On the Pra’s northern bank, a great stream of people were now
gathering. It was plain they came from Asante, and were bent on
war. They spread along the bank of the Pra, warriors in their thou-
sands upon thousands. Some groups trailed their women, their at-
tendants, their slaves. The multitude seemed altogether irresistible,
yetat the river’s edge this mighty stream of people had been forced
to halt. For all their warlike, impetuous haste, the army had to obey
the river. From where Densu was, he could see clearly enough how
eagerly the soldiers wanted to cross over to the far bank. He left the
Path, found a fallen tree and sat down on it, because he was begin-

qween mou

a man POSS
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ning to feel tired. He could hear the morning breeze hoarse
the sounds of warriors in a hurry.

Some of the warriors broke off from the main mass ang searche
all along the bank. They were looking for canoes to cross gyer in ed
few were found, but they were tiny things, built to carry ope per‘-()/\
only and his load. At most, each of these frail canoes might haye c drn
ried four men squeezed together. But then any sudden movemcn;
would have meant drowning for all four. The small canoes were left
aside, and the search continued.

Some of the searchers beat the bushes, coming close to the spot
where Densu was sitting. The canoe was not far. The searchers went
out of sight. In a little while a great happy shout went up from where
they had disappeared. In a moment they came again into view, head-
ing back toward the main mass. They had found the healers’ canoe,
and, happy at the discovery, eight strong men had raised it high
above their heads and were running with it toward their friends.

A great crowd of warriors gathered round the canoe when its
carriers set it down on the bank. Whether because its construction
attracted their curiosity, or because the interest in crossing the river
made the canoe an object of special attention, it seemed everyone
was trying to reach it all at once.

The hum of interest with which the crowd had greeted the dis-
covery of the canoe was in time replaced by a more definite noise,
a rising shout of wonder. It seemed as if the crowd were stretching
itself, a part of it extending into the water. Densu wondered what
was happening. In a moment he knew. They had pushed the cano¢
afloat, and two men were brandishing the oars above their heads.
The canoe seemed immobile. No part of its surface was actually vis-
ible. The warriors had clambered on to it in such hasty numbers that

there was no empty space on any part of it. It stood uncertainly there
near the bank.
. 'Lhen several people on land stooped and gave it a strong, awk-
fr:“ E::ile It moved heavily into the stream. An excited sh(?l.ll‘ f(’.-‘f
on the bank. The canoe moved only a short distance,

ned \\.“h
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hen stopped. It was clear it had become stuck. No one seemed to
the
have any idea what to do. ‘

«Get down!” shouted a man from the bank. Those in the canoe

Jooked inclined to obey, but they hesitated at the idea of jumping
. the water. One of them shouted back, almost pleading: “We
":(;l die” The frank admission of fear was not greeted with laughter.
sha wn uncannily quiet. The speaker on the bank said: “You

All had gro _ '
The bottom is shallow. That thing cannot move at all if

will not die.

you stay on it
When the wisdom of the statement was accepted, those nearest

the bank, pushed eagerly by those farthest, started the descent into
the water. The first to accomplish it waded gratefully to land. Their
safety gave the remainder courage, so that instead of the slow, cau-
tious descent of their comrades, they leapt with excessive boldness
into the water, as if to tell the world they never had had any fear at all
of the river. Here and there, some of those who had remained on the
bank could be seen shaking hands with those who had been the few
steps into the water and back, as if they were brave heroes returning
from dangerous journeys into the unknown.

In their haste to disembark, all had abandoned the canoe to the
river. The pressure of the large number of people on the shore end
had caused the other end of the canoe to rise a little distance out
of the water. The motion was not violent. But it had enough force
to loosen the stuck part of the canoe. Thus freed from silt, it com-
menced to float gently toward the middle of the river, going down-
stream. One brave warrior dashed into the water after it. He was
rather short, for all his courage, so the water rose up to his armpit
before he had even gone within touching distance of the playfully
bobbing canoe.

“Come back!” shouted a female voice, with an urgency that could
not have been greater had she been calling a lover back from the
underworld. The fellow was brave, but he was also wise: he heeded
the advice of the female voice, and regained the bank. The canoe
trned in a tight circle upon the water, gathered speed, then settled
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into a steady drift westward, down the river. In time it disappca
down a bend. 2

The men on the bank searched anew for canoes, A 8roup searp,
ing farther from the water than others raised a shout for help. MOr-
of the warriors went to assist them, and after some exertiop thr:
canoes, longer than the first, were brought to the bank These v ere
strange river craft. How long these hollowed treetrunks had |ai:
useless on the humid soil it would have been hard to te]]. Two of
the three, after they had been brought in triumph to the river, had
to have their bottoms scraped free of dirt and vegetation. Ty huge
lumps of red earth, termite mud, fell from them. Whoever had left
the canoes in that state must have been in flight, or completely ig-
norant of river craft: he had left them sitting directly on the e;mh.
Termites had built their homes between the soil and the canoe bot-
toms, merging earth and wood. From one of the canoes a piece fel]
right out of the bottom, leaving a hole bigger than a grown man’ fist.
It seemed as if some attempt was made to repair the damage, but the
attempt was over fast, too fast.

Now the war captains, impatient for the crossing to begin, taunt-
ed those who stood looking with fear and hesitation at the canoes,
and called them cowards. The taunts had a sharp effect. The three
canoes were bravely launched upon the water. The boldest warriors,
making a point of being among the first, waded two, three steps into
the water, then climbed into the canoes. Densu counted forty-five
men squeezed into the first canoe, forty-five in the second, forty-
three in the third, apart from six oarsmen in each, two in front, four
at the back. Twenty would be too many for those old canoes, Densu
thought. He could not take his eyes off the happenings on the bank.

Now that the canoes were ready for the crossing, the anger of
the Asante war captains gave way to an equally noisy show of good
humor. The general chant was picked up again. It grew more force-
ful. more.powerful, Several warriors, in sheer enthusiasm, waded
:2:2 ::: ::f:r":‘ﬁp or two and helped give each canoe a lusty p’ubh

- All three canoes were steady enough at the start. The

A
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oD guided them slowly, gliding low in the water, toward the
oars

river’s € nter.

what exactly happene.d then was uncertain. Did one man of a
sudden panic in the leadm‘g canoe? Had some man feared he was
Jbout 10 fall, and in his anxiety destroyeq the general balan?e trying
0 save his frighlened self? In the. leading canoe, 59methmg hap-
pened that looked like a sudden slide of) all the warriors backward,
For several overlong moments the.canoes front end was raised clear
of the water. The men in it, shouting, confused, now clearly unable
10 hide their fear of the water beckoning them below, added every
moment to the craft’s giddy imbalance.

Three men from the very front were thrown clear into the air,
their desperate fingers clutching air. As they hit the water they each
clawed frantically, reaching for their lost canoe, but all were strang-
ers to the swimmer’s art. They were not immobile. Motion they had,
motion so strong and frantic it turned the dark water into froth
around them. It was waste motion. The bodies remained caught the
same distance from the bank. If they moved at all it was to the right,
with the slow, inexorable force of the current.

A few still in the boat, made forgetful of their own safety by the
urgency of their comrades’ danger, lunged forward trying to help.
They too were thrown into the unfamiliar water. Now the leading
canoe stood bolt upright in the water. Then, in a slow, awkward,
oblique turn, it slid under the surface with all the panic-stricken
warriors clinging on to it.

Those taken first by the river knew a calmer death than these. For
these the going down was a furious, clawing struggle of men turning
on each other in their common fear. Their cries were terrible, cries
of men who had left home bent on the conquest of others, merely to
run into death with this unexpected swiftness before they were even
close to the enemy they sought. For Densu there were wild echoes

in their cries, echoes from the cries of a previous day, the cries of the
Victims on the other bank.

____—4
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The second canoe went all the way to the middle of the rive
before it too began to capsize. It was not any particular persopy, pa;f
icky motion that first destroyed its equilibrium. Water haq seeped i
through the patched-up hole in the bottom. For a time the Warrior
had baled it out with their hands, faster than it entered. By perha ’
the water had softened more of the rotten bottom. Quite witho{:
warning, there was a fantastic upward rush of water. In 3 Moment
the canoe was no longer visible.

Here too there was the desperate close struggle of men afraid
of water. It was briefer than the first. In very little time the water at
the river’s center had swallowed up even the most energetic warrio;
thrashing around in it. Only bubbles told of their passage. Soon the
bubbles also disappeared, dancing downstream, blowing up like so
many winks. The third canoe was still only steps from the bank.

“Return!” the living shouted again.

In fear the oarsmen in the third canoe turned it slowly round
and brought it back to land. Now the war captains who had been so
loud in their impatience and humor fell quieter than the stricken
thousands waiting upon their decision. Seven priests approached
the water’s edge to look at the bodies it had been possible to recover.
To these priests a man was brought. Whether he was a prisoner or
a voluntary bearer of news, it was hard to tell—so completely was
he surrounded. But it was clear he had a message. In its telling he
pointed several times toward the bank opposite.

Even as the man talked to the priests, those looking for the dead
brought up a new body. This was no drowned companion of Asante
warriors, though. This was the headless body of a woman in early
youth, one among the victims from a previous day. The body had
already lost its stone.

A wail of fear rose from the beholders of that sight. The priests
Orflered the body brought to them. It was brought. Between the
priests and the man who could have been either a prisoner or @
willing informer, there was a long conversation. After it the priests
went aside to talk earnestly and just as long with the war captains.
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en dispersed immediately, disappearing among the

of warriors. But in a while they returned. With them came
clusters ng grOUps of warriors driving before them other human
small; S(f‘:nga nd women, not warriors but people bound ready for
bei"?’ m']here were twenty men and ten women thus bound and
sacrlﬁi;'e river. Of the women two looked like mere children.
led;"e distance to the place of the coming sacrifice bes,ide the river
should have been too great for Densu tf) see a-mybod.ys .fac.e at all,
put as he looked at the priests and warriors with their victims, the
conviction possessed him that there on tbe bank were faces he could
recognize. They were faces from a past still fresh as a wound. He saw
Appia, he saw Anan, he saw Jesiwa the destroyed mother, and his
body moved toward them, its speed entirely its own.

He did not decide anything. What did he hope to do? He did not
hope, he did not think. All he was aware of was the unbearableness
of what was happening. He felt no difference between his body and
the air around him at that moment. So it was not any decision of his
that made it happen: he ran down the hill, his motion free as wind.
He ran free as the wind, and did not stop even when he came to the
sacrificial crowd, the executioners and their victims, on the bank of
the river.

One huge executioner, so fat his breasts came down in folds like
awoman's, raised a short barbed arrow skyward. He asked the bless-
ings of his god on the weapon in his hand, and on the job he aimed
to use it for. His prayer said, he beckoned to his companions, and
they pushed forward the victims, the slaves destined for sacrifice.

The executioner with full breasts drew back his right arm, ready
to skewer the first victim’s cheek with the little arrow that would stop
his tongue from cursing his killers at the moment of death. He al-
most reached his aim, but at the point of impact something hit him
in his left side with a force not even his fat frame could resist.

The executioner’s barbed arrow flew from his hand and struck 2
companion in the leg. The fat killer himself fell, howling oaths and
clutching as much of his side as he could hold. Those holding the

The captains 1P
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victims ready for sacrifice, astounded at the suddenness wig, whicl
Densu had struck, and unable to understand just what was happ: h
ing, panicked and let go of the first three slaves. s

Densu shouted with all the power in his lungs: “Run!”

The first slave seemed to have heard the shout the momen j; was
uttered. He ran directly away from the mass of captors behing him
straight into the river. He did not hesitate at the water, but Pluﬂgc(i
into it and swam with strong, desperate strokes, making for the oth-
er bank.

The warriors, priests and executioners, all astounded by the un.
foreseen turn of events, stood as if petrified for the space of a fey
breaths. Then their astonishment gave place to angry, violent actiy-
ity. The warriors were the first to act. A number of guns barked,
and the river around the victim swimming to escape death sent up
small, agitated columns of water into the air. The swimmer contin-

ued in spite of the hail of bullets, but he did not get to the middle of

the river. There was no sudden sinking—his strokes became feebler,
then there were no strokes at all, just a hand reaching from water to
air, closing over emptiness before the current pulled it down, slant-
ing it to the left.

The second victim also rushed toward the river after his moment
of pure astonishment. But he was no swimmer. When he reached
the water he hesitated, looked back at the executioners behind him,
and turned again to face the water. He reached a decision, but it was
a desperate one, and the jump he took into the river was forlorn. No
warriors wasted bullets or powder on him. They stood and watched
him struggle forward in the water, until his movement turned to
amusement. Some laughed so loud they cried tears, to see the frantic
victim drown in his own efforts.

There was the third victim. The commotion had left him also
free, but he stood just where he was. He did not move as much asan
eyelash. All he did was look at Densu with a look at once kind and
calm. It was a look of infinite pity, and it said, more eloquently ‘h'“"
words could ever have said, that it was too late. The amazing thing
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was, it was not self-pity in his eyes, but pity. Densu saw the third
victim's 100K, and the sense of himself as a separate body returned to
him, bringing him a torrent of sharp and heavy pains. He could hear
the anger of all the warriors and priests and official killers concen-
rated upon him in an endless, massive howl of rage. Beyond that,
he felt the sheer brute power of this rage against his body, and in a
few moments he knew his own attempts to protect his body were
doomed.

Then he heard, as if through a haze, a strangely familiar voice.
But the voice was confusing. The voice of a friend, it spoke like an
implacable enemy’s. “Bring him here!” the voice commanded an-
grily. “Here!” Densu knew he was not mistaken about the voice. He
wanted to call out its owner’s name, but his mind could not decide
which name it should be, Damfo’s or Anan’s. It came to him vaguely
that one of the two was gone. As he tried to remember which one, he
felt something slide into his mouth, something at once insistent and
gentle. Then he lost all feeling of pain.

3. Sympathy

Densu woke up feeling exhausted, thoroughly beaten. There
seemed to be no one around, and it was dark. But he knew the smell
of the air where he was, and the knowledge reassured him. He stayed
awake a short time, then slipped back into sleep.

When he woke again, it was clear morning. Damfo came to see
him after he had cleaned himself and eaten a little porridge.

“How did you bring me here?” he asked Damfo.

“It was Asamoa Nkwanta who took us to the river) Damfo an-
swered.

“Is he here already?” Densu asked.

“He came yesterday, in the morning. Something seemed to be
Obsessing him. He heard the noises from the river and insisted we
S!lould go with him. We found the Asante army trying (0 cross the
river” Damfo chuckled ruefully.

___-4
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“And vou, Densu, trying to stop the army.”

b cuu'ldn'l stop myself,” said Densu feebly.

“No, you couldn't. But you should have. I was just lucky
Nkwanta was with me. He said nothing, but when the warr
him with me, they moved aside for me.”

“So it’s true they worship him,” Densu said.

“No. What I saw was respect, not worship. Those warriors Joye
that man. You should have seen the way some looked at hip, There
was no fear at all. He's very ill, these days, and looks weak. Some of
those warriors seemed close to tears, just looking at him”

“Id like to see him, and thank him,” said Densu.

“That you'll do,” Damfo said. “I didn’t think you were suicidal,
but that's what you were going to do yesterday—kill yourself”

“I know now;” admitted Densu. “It wasn't my intention. | say
those people killed the other day across the river. I did nothing, and
I was sick. Then yesterday it was going to happen again, and some-
thing turned inside me””

“An impulse. You should have thought before acting on it

“Would thinking reconcile me to all the killings?” Densu asked.

“Not the killings. But thinking would reconcile you to what's real:
that you can't stop people from being brutes. Not all at once. Not in
a lifetime. Not in centuries.”

“So nothing is to be done?” Densu asked.

“I don't say that,” said Damfo. “What’s your mind for if not to
find out what can be done, how to do it, how long you'll have to
work in the direction you see, and how paltry the results will look to
your impatient eyes?”

“It’s hard”

“Yes, it's hard. But suppose you saw a huge, wild fire and you
wanted to put it out. How would you go about it? Would you throw
your single, physical self into the fire? Would that be a way to stop
the fire?”

Recovery from physical wounds was quick. But the pull away
from despair took longer. Damfo was a steady physical presence

Aﬁﬂmoa
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eping open @ vision of the future still to come. Strength
et rned to Densu, and in t.lme he moved from being a burden on
pamfo 0 being his helper ‘m the work he had come to do, Some-
(imes he sat with Araba Jesiwa and watched her, ministering to the
peeds of her healing body w.hen Nyaneba and Ajoa had work else.
where. Most often he was with Damfo, just watching the healer at

always ke

his work. .
The first day of work with Asamoa Nkwanta the healer called the

clearing of the ground. Asamoa Nkwanta did not come alone to the
village of healers at Praso. Apart from Kwao Tweneboa and Kojo
Mensa, the two healers who had gone to Kumase to bring him, there
was Okomfo Tawia, the priest. A priest from the palace at Kumase,
Okomfo Tawia, always followed Asamoa Nkwanta, like a shadow
ignorant of night. In the center of the healers’ village was a large
odum tree. Under it Damfo would spread a mat and sit with Asamoa
Nkwanta, holding his healing conversations with the warrior.

The first day, the priest Okomfo Tawia came to sit under the tree,
taking a position near Asamoa Nkwanta, across from Damfo. When
Densu had brought all of them water, and given Damfo the herbs he
had prepared against this day, he also sat, taking a position on the
healer’s left.

The first thing Damfo did was to stare evenly, not at Asamoa Nk-
wanta, but at the priest by his side. The stare was long. The priest had
something like a scowl on his face to start with. As Damfo stared at
him, the scowl changed slowly. It turned into something almost shy.
asort of shamefaced smile. At the same time, the look in the priest’s
eyes grew softer, as if he expected an answering smile from the heal-
er opposite him. All this while no one spoke. The healer Damfo did
not return the priest Okomfo Tawia’s smile. He simply continued
to stare at him. In a while the priest’s eyes began to water, and he
coughed. As if he had only been waiting for the silence to be broken,
Damfo stopped staring at the priest, turned his attention completely
away from him, and addressed Asamoa Nkwanta. "Our conversd
tions would be more genuine if you came alone”
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Asamoa Nkwanta lifted his head and looked frankly 4 Damfo
as if his words had just brought him back from a far journey, ’
s0?” he asked.

Damfo suppressed a smile. “If the pain bringing disease 1, the
mind comes from the past, healing means the mind must £0 beyong
the past, traveling into the future as lightly as it can”

“I cannot forget the past,” the warrior said. His voice was gentle,
and the words came out almost like a plea.

“There is no need to forget the past.” replied Damfo. “But of each,
piece of the past that we find in our present, it may be necessary to
ask: Will it bear me like a stepping stone, or will I have to bear it, 5
weight around my neck? In that case the past is heavy, a weight. It
must be left behind.”

“I hear you,” the warrior said, nodding.

“T'll speak even more plainly,” Damfo continued. “If there’s any-
one listening to your conversations before whom youd rather not
say certain things, the conversations will not be genuine.”

“I said I hear you,” Asamoa Nkwanta repeated. He sat looking at
Damfo, but neither of them spoke again that day.

On the day of the second conversation, Asamoa Nkwanta came
alone. The great fighter, the warrior of the crossways, winner of a
hundred victories, terror of the enemies of Asante, looked a wasted
wreck. On his body the flesh was wasted. The skin hung loose on
his limbs. His face looked as if he had inherited the skin covering
it from one several times bigger, and the difference showed in long,
deep lines. It was plain the man had suffered—the kind of suffering
that comes from within. Strong men may resist pain inflicted from
outside themselves. But against the pain that has its source inward,
they are more helpless than the weak, because the pain borrows
their own tremendous strength and pits it against them. Asamod
Nkwanta’s body showed the results of a terrifying struggle. His eyes
showed worse—that the struggle was far from over.
a2 :‘:::(:: Nkwantas eyes had lost their natural color. There was

parate from the black of the pupil. Black and white, both

How
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overwhelmed by an angry, virulent red. The warrior’s eyes
f they had spent a continuous month knowing no sleep,
¢ chewing kola all the while, the juice coloring not his
h alone but his nostrils and his eyeballs. The red of the balls
e  the purest kind. It was dull, a sort of sick, brown redness.
;,,ha:r:owere deeper reds. The.se ran in lines, a great multiplicity of
1> swollen pathways running up and down, across and athwart
i balls in thirty twisting directions, as if armies of red ants had
o e): over a field and left their mark indelibly stamped on it.
as;:rhat gave the eyes a weirder look was their dryness. They lacked
all moisture, even a fugitive drop. It was as if the p’ain that had eaten
his body had also sizzled up all Asamoa Nkwanta’s juices.

Damfo stood by him a long time, but Asamoa Nkwanta stared
ahead, his head and body motionless. He did not look as if he was
taking breath, and his eyes seemed not to blink at all—so motionless
was he. Damfo spoke to him as if he were merely continuing a previ-
ous conversation. He said the healer was only a helper. He would be
impotent to help unless he, Asamoa Nkwanta, was himself ready to
search for the way to recovery.

He, Damfo, would be ready to discuss everything with him, and
would bring him the best of medicines he knew. He asked Asamoa
Nkwanta to remember that medicine could do nothing if a human
being was making war on his own natural self. That night, Densu
took a small bowl of juice prepared by Damfo to Asamoa Nkwanta.
The sorrowing warrior took it without a word, and drank it.

It had started as a quiet night, but past its middle the silence was
lost. Asamoa Nkwanta did not wake from his sleep, but he began
a strenuous struggle with the demons populating his soul, and the
struggle charged the air with urgent sound. There was the heavy,
hissing breathing of a man determined to survive foes mightier thzfn
himself in combat. There was the manic laughter of the winner in
his victory, ready for rest. Then protests and groans at the disc?very
the struggle was not over, had hardly begun, in effect. It grew fierce.
The warrior’s sounds sank from victory to defiance, defiance to fear,

had been :
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fear to panic, and from panic Asamoa Nkwantas voice slid all the
way down to a long, impotent wail shattering a great slice of timei
(hcl night. “I'm coming. Yes, I'm coming. I'm coming!” The waj| Was
endless, unvarying, and each repetition contained a well of SOrTOW,

Next day at noon, Damfo called Densu to bring a mat, and u;‘
gether they went and sat under the odum tree. As if Damfo had been
waiting just for him, Asamoa Nkwanta came. Damfo made room
for him on the mat. The warrior looked more relaxed than he had
looked the day before. But his face still looked drawn. “The medi-
cine you gave me was helpful,” Asamoa Nkwanta said.

“You slept well?”

“Better than any day since...since they killed him.

“Dreams?”

“Nightmares, not dreams, like every day since”

“Then you didn't sleep well”

“l did” Asamoa Nkwanta said. “They didn't wake me up this
time.”

“Who?”

“The nightmares.”

“They always woke you?” Asamoa Nkwanta nodded. “Why?"
Damfo asked.

“You know, I always try to save him.”

“Your nephew?” Damfo asked. The warrior nodded. Something
like a sigh escaped him. “From whom?”

Pain contorted Asamoa Nkwanta’s face. “That’s something I don’
know. I can't ever see his killer’s face. But I can feel the strokes cut-
ting him. Not the pain, but the blows”

“Do the blows hit you too?”

“No, I can feel the killer’s arm in the act”

“Struggling against you?”

“Not struggling against me,” Asamoa Nkwanta said impatiently.
“I don't see him, but I feel his strength in my arm, and I know I can
stop him. I try to stop him”

“You feel the killer and you are close?”

g
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«The same.”
«Ihen why aren’t you able to stop him?”

“ can't!” the warrior gasped, a man in pain. “I can’t help my
nephew. It's my own.hand, but I can't 'slop it. l’can't turn it against
myself. Against the killer I can df) nothing. I can’t even see him. And
the child is looking at mé, needing my help. I watch him go, killed

just like a slave.”

«That killing was the root of your illness, then?”

“The root of everything,” Asamoa Nkwanta said hoarsely. “They
killed him like a slave.”

“Why?”

“What do you mean, why?”

“Do you know the reason for that death?”

“It’s the custom.”

“Have you examined the custom that results in such murder?”
Asamoa Nkwanta’s face gathered itself up into a puzzled mask of
lines and shadows. His eyes narrowed, almost shut. Here was a man
trying to master an idea still new to his ways of thought. “Would you
change the custom if you had the power?”

“No!” This was also vehement.

“Would your nephew have died if there hadn't been any such
custom?”

“But I tell you the custom did not kill him,”

“Ihear you,” Damfo said. “You say it was an accident, not a neces-
sity of the custom.”

“Yes. It was an accident.”

“My question is, may not such accidents be prevented if ...7"

Asamoa Nkwanta finished for Damfo: ...if the custom is abol-
ished?” Those eyes of his looked so tired. “What kind of world would
itbe then? A world without slaves?”

“Precisely;” said Damfo, calmly. “A world without slaves.”

Asamoa Nkwanta had been ready to say something, but now he
Paused. He looked at Damfos face. Then he laughed, even in his
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sorrow. ‘A world without slaves! You might as we
without kings.”
“Yes, no slaves, no kings,” Damfo said, his voice evep,
“No slaves, no kings,” Asamoa Nkwanta re
credulously. “What would there be then?”

“People,” Damfo said. “Just human beings who respect each o,

1l wish for 3 world

peated to himself. in-

er.

The laughter left Asamoa Nkwanta’s face. “You t
thoughts, healer. Our people have always had Kings

“Not always,” Damfo said.

“When have the Asante not had kings and slaves?”

“Are our people the Asante only?”

“What do you mean?”

“The Asante are part of the Akan. The Akan in turn come from
something larger” A brightness came into Asamoa Nkwana’s eyes.
He lowered his eyes. When he raised them again, the brightness was
gone.

For days, Asamoa Nkwanta said nothing to Damfo about the
idea of the Asante people being only a part of the Akan, and the
Akan themselves belonging to something much greater. It was as
if he had forgotten it entirely. But one day, with no preparation, he
threw the subject up again.

“Itis a disturbing matter to think about;” he said.

“What is?” Damfo asked. Asamoa Nkwanta looked unbelievingly
at Damfo, as if Damfo had forgotten something said just a moment
back. “Who we are” Asamoa Nkwanta said grudgingly. “The Akan,
and the black people being one”

“What is disturbing about it?”

“I also know the idea, but it goes so far into the past,” Asamoa
Nkwanta said, “a mind going after it may get lost in the past”

“Minds don’t stay in the past Damfo said. “They can find the
truths of the past, come back to the present, and look toward _lht‘
future. That's not getting lost. The present is where we get lost—if W¢
forget our past and have no vision of the future””

hink impoggip,
and slaves”

Part Five 203

«1f 1 let my mind go so far into the past;” Asamoa Nkwanta said,
“the journey confuses me. The Akan were all one people before. The
plack people were all connected bef.ore. But we are not now. What
will it profit my mind to run after things that are no more?”

«If the past tells you the Akan and the black people were one cen-
turies ago, perhaps it also tells you there is nothing eternal about our
present divisions. We were one in the past. We may come together
again in the future.” . ) '

Asamoa Nkwanta shook his head. “Thoughts like these paralyze
me. They make the present look shabby and unbearable. They take

nergy.
awa“);{::ltel'neseg:’ame thoughts, followed into the future, may give us
greater energy for work,” Damfo said.

“Perhaps,” Asamoa Nkwanta said. “Perhaps.”

4. Conversations with the General

The fourteenth day: “What I want to understand, but can't, is the
connection between these thoughts I have in the day and the night-
mares that come to me at night,” Asamoa Nkwanta told Damfo.

“Must there be a connection?” Damfo asked him.

“I feel there must be. Something disturbs me, a lack of under-
standing. I feel the disturbance should end as soon as I understand
the connection,” Asamoa Nkwanta said.

“What are these daytime thoughts?” Damfo asked.

“You know them,” Asamoa Nkwanta answered. “They're a@ut
divisions. I've spent my life fighting to make Asante strong. If ‘l.hc
past was a time of unity, then must I see my entire life as wrong?

“And the nightmares?”

“They are many,” Asamoa Nkwanta said, “but they are alwa)"s tl.u:
same. | see myself walking outward from Kumase, along .thc Subin
valley. I reach the Swamp of Death, where the corpses of cxcsutcd
slaves are thrown. I see no corpses there at first. What [ see is my
nephew again alive. He is playing happily, and it seems he has the
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power to run above the swamp without sinking in i, 7y,
plays are games I taught him when he was a child, Ga;nme
rior. He hides perfectly behind the smallest tree stup,
two guns at once, and his aim with both is perfect. | s[Pa-
at the edge of the swamp, lost in admiration, dreaming o
he will grow up to.

“When I look again I become anxious. My nephew is gerr:
shorter, and I can’t see why. I go toward him with my arng~eltlng
stretched. He keeps sinking, and though I try to move fas ]: 0ut‘-
reach him.” Here Asamoa Nkwanta paused as if he had ru|; s
breath. Then he opened his mouth to speak, staring at Dens:m Of
he were seeing him for the first time. After that he lowered his :’:S .
and continued telling Damfo of his nightmares. “I lean far into t)lfs
swamp. I can almost reach him. My fingertips feel his. But bcyons
that I have no power to do anything. He sinks into the Swamp of
D.eath, and I watch him go. The last part is the worst. It’s so sﬁ)w
His neck goes, ring after ring. I see his mouth, his forehead, his hairh
When he disappears completely, there’s nothing left. Not a ripple (m.
the swamp.”

“Is it that you feel guilty you didn’t prevent his death?” Damfo
asked Asamoa Nkwanta.

P | d(:nt know what I feel,” the warrior said, his voice eloquent of

efeat. “If I could have prevented his death, I would have, but how
coujd I have known such a thing would happen to him?”
ki"e:h_e:: lv;c:;l;is hz:: lbeen no way to protect him from being
s said‘p ple could be killed that way. The guilt isn't
- :l;;:}:fazc:::;io}f{ :T::ttenc: l:s bitterer than guilt. He‘wars s0
the el it g s i a::f» dl HIS mother had brought him into
Bosche s A Il . He would have surpassed me. But

“Tell me) aid. “
Yes,” Asamoa Nkwanla.said,

e Sameg he
S for awar.
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n you will only lose energy,” Damfo said.

ean?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked.

«[n that directio
entrate on the event that brought loss, your

s you conc

11 take energy away from you.”

«what else could I concentrate on?” .
“Ways t0 make such loss of life impossible,” Damfo said.

«gut it has happened already,” Asamoa Nkwan}a protest‘ecjl.
«To one persom Your nephew, yes. But ‘lf that's all the.ns impor-
ou, your soul will remain trapped in conter.nplauon of that
e ythe recent past. Have you thought of the future? The past
g ergy from your soul because it forces you to think of a loss
Stea,ls e.n i)t,ent to prevent. The future may bring you energy—if it
e e ork against that kind of loss”

tow

an show you ways . | |

: Asamoa Nkwanta did not answer. He looked tired, again, and his
eves indicated he was far away. . “
4 “You look different.

The thirtieth day: Damfo spoke first:
Asamoa Nkwanta replied promptly:
“Is that good or bad?” Damfo asked him.

“You should know. The medicines you give me at night don't just
make me sleep. They make me eat like a hog” Asamoa Nkwanta
said.
«Like the man you are,” Damfo said. “Wh

not to eat at all, like a ghost”
“I didn't have an appetite,” Asamoa Nkwanta said.

“I am different”

en you came, you used

“You didn’t want to live”

“It’'s a burden, life”

“But sometimes you have strength enough to carry it;
said. “Have you had any more nightmares?”

Asamoa Nkwanta shook his head. “Its a

“Is it also a recurring dream?”

“Four times I've had it so far”

“Similar to the nightmares?” Damfo asked.

“In a way,” Asamoa Nkwanta said. “It’s in the swamp again. But
I see three men. They are tall and lean, so tall they tower above the

" Damfo

dream now. Strange.”
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trees behind them. They are solemn in their walk. They walk -
me in such a way I know it’s me they’re looking for. By when :Erd
come close they turn round so I can't recognize their faces The we
they talk is surprisingly gentle, for men whose heads reach ,, -, a
into the sky. They're talking to me, not ordering me or scolq -
but pleading with me. They ask me a question I don’t und
“What has the army done against you?’

“I ask them what they mean by such a baffling question, They te])
me I have abandoned the army, and placed a curse on it, s, that jt
has been suffering. I say I have placed no curse on anyone. By they
ask again, as if it were a song: ‘Why have you abandoned the army?
Is the army the court?’ Then at last they turn their faces toward m'e.
They are smiling. I recognize them all. The one on the right is the
old man Kwamen, he who gave himself up to be sacrificed in place of
the criminal Boache Aso. In the center is Okomfo Anoche himself,
smiling at me. The third person is my nephew.

“I could not see where they went. They simply disappeared from
my sight. But in my ears their words remained: ‘What has the army
done to you? Is the army the court?”

Damfo looked at Asamoa Nkwanta. “You live very close to the
desires of your soul,” he said.

“Tusedto” Asamoa Nkwanta said. “Why do you say that?”

“It is your dreams that tell,}” Damfo answered. “When people
build their lives close to their soul’s desires, their dreams can be ex-
tremely direct, like yours. Their nightmares too.”

“I'live far from my desires now,” Asamoa Nkwanta said.

“Have you thought why?”

Asamoa Nkwanta nodded. “The army has been my life. I do not
;;?g"lll:er afsingle unhappy day as a warrior. I wanted to spend my
tinuegn: "“fo‘;: :dbamt‘, and af}er my life I wanted my blood to con-

"Wh)e;t : Tk. My nephew...” He did not go on.

1t happened to the desire?” Damfo asked. “It’s too strong to
have died”

It didn't die” Asamoa Nkwanta said, then paused.

ing me,
€rstang.
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«1¢ cannot die in me,” he conti.nued. “But there’s a feeling in me
hat paralyzes my will..Wl.len I thmlf that the result of all my work,
the best that is in me, is simply to give power to people who know
only how to waste power and.waste hffz, my a:m grows weak, and |
feel all the forces of life and will deserting me’

«you do not feel like serving royalty?”

«It never was my aim just to serve royalty,” Asamoa Nkwanta said.
<] like men who think well and can act strongly for a good purpose.
] respect them. If I find such men among the royals, I respect them”

“Do you find such men among the royals?” Damfo asked.

Asamoa Nkwanta hesitated, a man searching his head for an-
swers, before replying: “Osei Tutu was such a man.”

“Certainly, Damfo said. “But what of the royals today?”

“They have inherited royal power,” Asamoa Nkwanta said, “but
the unfortunate thing is, they have not inherited the skills and
strengths of personality that made their uncles fit to be kings”

“So you would say the first kings did serve the people well?”
Damfo asked.

“Certainly. Of the likes of Osei Tutu and Obiri Yeboa, I shall al-
ways say that,” Asamoa Nkwanta said.

“Is it possible that what paralyzes your will is a sense that the roy-
als no longer serve the people?”

“The royals these days serve only themselves,” Asamoa Nkwanta
said, sadly.

“If that is true, what is the army you have built your life around?”
Damfo asked.

“A plaything the royals indulge themselves with,” Asamoa Nk-
wanta said calmly.

“You know the source of the conflict that has sapped your energy,
then,” Damfo said.

“I can’t name it,” Asamoa Nkwanta said.

“Division.” Damfo offered. “Division in the soul. You live to work
for the army. You don’t want your life’s work wasted. But you see the
royals wasting everything. So you can't decide whether to continue

el — ——4
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working for the army or stay out. Your mind race
the other. You get exhausted without moving for
“T'may see the conflict,” Asamoa Nkw
way to end it.”
“Have you examined the possibilities? Al] of them?”
“I've tried,”  Asamoa Nkwanta said.
possibilities.”

S from o
Wilrd_"
anta said, “

¢ ideq to

but I capy, see g

But I only see Problem .

“Look more closely,” said Damfo. “First of all, i
your own soul. What does your spirit say do?”

“My spirit always says the same thing,” Asamoa Nkwanta saig,
“Fight, and teach men to fight. Work for the army, the people”

“Good,” said Damfo. “It’s always good to have the soul speak
clearly. Can you see any way you can obey your soul without being
at the same time a plaything in the hands of royalty?”

“That is like the connection that escapes me,” said Asamoa Nk-
wanta. “At times I have the feeling I see the way. But when [ try to
grasp the feeling, it flies away.”

“Let’s begin with the feeling itself. Even an image will do to start
with. What is it about?”

“War, of course.”

“A war you've fought in before?” Damfo asked.
I‘No."

“A war you've heard about?”
“No”
“You baffle me”

“I first had the idea long ago,” Asamoa Nkwanta said. “Ten years
ago, we heard a white army was coming to invade Asante. The royals
were indignant. But all I felt was a definite pleasure.”

“Why pleasure?” Damfo asked. “Would you welcome a white in-
vasion of your own land?”

“I looked forward to fi
kno

sten inward, ,

ghting the whites. I know the whites, |
W their strength. They have tremendous strength as far as weap-
Ons are concerned. Afier all, where do we get our weapons but from
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[ did not dream of confronting them weapon against
them? S(’)Ihat would be fatal. I knew their strength.
weapon- Iso knew their greatest weakness. A warrior needs to
i et 's weaknesses. I saw the weakness of the whites. It
d -I‘-::rm);t all. It was a weakness of the spirit, the soul. The
wasn't mIlary n friendly terms with the surrounding universe. Be-
whites are 1 od the universe there is real hostility. Take the forest
qween them as?a long in the forest, they die. Either they cut down
here. If the)’d kj)lll it, or it kills them. They can’t live with it.
the forest an i1l ‘to fight an invading white army, not with
“SOIWOU'th the natural environment. I would fight them by
gu.ns,'butd‘l“:’e:.n deep in the forest and letting the forest wrap itself
brmglgihem, sucking the life out of them” .
aml[l)n mfo was leaning far forward on the mat, and his face was \tcry
C]oseio Asamoa Nkwanta’s. “That is the clearest idea I've heard in a

time,” he said. ) .
lon§'Ihe royals won't agree to it, however,” Asamoa Nkwanta said.

“Why not?” )

“It w)(l)uld mean a long war. An extremely long war. At home;
Asamoa Nkwanta said. .

“Does that matter?” Damfo asked. o N

“I see I have to teach you now about war,” said Asamoa Nkwanta.
“What is a king?” f N

“A leader of a nation,” said Damfo, smiling.

“Precisely, Asamoa Nkwanta said. “He could be ca!led any
other name, but the thing is that he leads the nation. What is a gen-
eral?”

“He leads the army,” Damfo said. .

“Now don't you see the possibility of conflict between the two,
the king and the general?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked.

“I'see it,” Damfo answered. ‘ o

“Wars away from home are good for an mcumbefn ruler, el
moa Nkwanta continued. “They keep the. leader of theha?m;)f o
from home. His leadership doesn't clash with the leadership
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king. But all kings fear a war that comes home. This is o
fear of the invading foreigner and the harm he can do, That feqr i
nothing compared to the royal fear of the defending army and j
leader, the general. That is what I meant when I said I'q teach )v(,{,
now about war. We know this principle: when a war comes home, it
changes the whole nation into a battlefield. That means i changes
the whole people into an army. Now the general is the leader of the
army. If the whole nation gets turned into an army, the general be.
comes the leader of the whole nation. Do you see?”

“I see what your soul sees, Asamoa Nkwanta.”

The look the warrior gave the healer at those words was quick,
like a sharp instrument exposed in a flash and immediately with-
drawn. Damfo looked steadily at Asamoa Nkwanta. Then he asked
him: “So does it seem so impossible for you to do what your spirit
says do and at the same time avoid getting wasted by royalty?”

“If there was an invasion by whites, no. But these petty wars in
which the army gets sent to fight other black people are a waste.”

Damfo nodded. “There may be a white invasion, after all. There’s
talk of that on the coast”

“T don’t know anymore,” Asamoa Nkwanta said. “Someone
at Oguaa used to send me reliable news, but no longer. I want to
know what goes on on the coast among the whites and their black
helpers. But I can't think of a way to find out”

“We shall see what can be done,” Damfo said.

t just 3

5. Recovery

Ajoa was the first to notice the change. It was evening. She had
given Araba Jesiwa her liquid food for the night. Damfo, Densu and
Nyaneba, having eaten, had all come to keep the silent Jesiwa com-
pany. They talked a bit, then having nothing more of importance to
say, each sat in silence. :

It was in this almost total silence that first one,

then another of
the others noticed Ajoa was crying, Damfo and N

yaneba looked at
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her, looked away, and said nothing. Densu looked at her and could

, ke his eyes off her face. She was crying, but there was some-
no.t & dd in the way she cried. Her eyes were bright in the gathering
th";(g Oss Around her lips there was no suggestion of depression.
e I:jewa.as about to ask Ajoa what the matter was, when the conflict
|I,)eet’:vseen her tears and her almost happy appearance became open.
Ajoa Jaughed a joyous laugh; but at the height ot. that laugh her voice
shook the way only deep sorrow can make a voice tremble.

«What is the matter?” Densu asked her.

Ajoa shook her head and wiped her tears. “Can’t you hear?” she
asked.

“Hear what?” Densu asked

“Her,” Ajoa said through her tears. “Listen to her”

Densu and Damfo and Nyaneba fell silent, but none of them
heard anything. “I don't hear anything,” Densu said.

“You're not listening,” Ajoa said. Her tone was close to exaspera-
tion. ’

“I have listened, Ajoa,” Densu said, “but I heard nothing

“She’s talking,” Ajoa said. “She’s been saying something all this
evening” Damfo looked at Densu, then at Nyaneba. All three looked
at Ajoa.

“Did you hear words?” Damfo asked Ajoa.

“No.” she shook her head. “No words. Just sound. How can she
talk words all at once?”

“Its a good sign,” said Damfo. “All the animals with broken bone‘s
have walked. Araba Jesiwa’s bones should be healed by now. If she's
finding her voice, that’s welcome news indeed.” o

For almost a week, only Ajoa heard Araba Jesiwa’s voice. Then
one night shrill, harsh shrieks tore the healers’ sleep to pigcesl The
shrieks began before dawn and did not stop before sunrise. They
came from Araba Jesiwa. )

When Damfo, Densu and Nyaneba went in to see her, they .tound
Ajoa by her side. Jesiwa’s face was streaming with sweat. A violent,
fearful struggle must have taken place in her mind. It had affected

—g
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her body, and even though it was over, its results we
The cast on her right leg had cracked at the knee,

Damfo looked closely at the crack and said: “It’s time 1o free I
limbs. They're strong enough now.” He cut a number of dee u}‘ N
into each cast. Into the lines he poured water and let it soak sreal(;]:b
into the clay and cloth of the casts. He worked slowly, takin clx)
treme care not to disturb Jesiwas body or her mind. By the fﬁcr:
noon all the casts had been softened and removed, leaving only one
thin layer of cloth round each limb. Araba Jesiwa’s bed was movu;
so that the incoming rays of the afternoon sun fell on her body but
her head was in a cool shadow.

The last thin layer of cloth was removed on the third day. Araba
Jesiwa's skin had turned pale, a sickly whitish color like old, wet ash.
But in only a few more days exposure to sunlight brought back the
color of life to her limbs. Now she was able to eat porridge, half-sol-
id food like pawpaw, bananas and plantains, and even yam mashed
fine and mixed with ground spinach stewed in palm oil. But meat
made her vomit, so it wasn't given her.

' S“trcn.gfh returned to Asamoa Nkwanta. Sitting irked the war-
lr;(?rs'spmt, and soon enough he made it his habit to go hunting,

ringing so much venison the healers had to ask him to spare the
ammals. Asamoa Nkwanta spent a lot of time watching Densu, just
staring at him,
wanzo::ehzaren';;]nd you.of‘somcone?" Damfo asked Asamoa Nk-
onur Somi- scce :varnor‘s face ('iarkened as if he had been sur-
o — r; pursuit. He didn't answer there and then, but

y he himself returned to the subject of Densu.

“This your Densu,”
I su” Asamoa Nkwanta i i
tone, “can he aim a gun at all?” A
Ask him” Damfo said.

Asamoa Nkwa i d d a h
nta pointe P
fir iy l s ]P to an orange tree dOWn the hin at

s pound. O i i i
close to a green cluster. r e it

Iry that one,” Asamoa Nkwanta said.

re plain to gee.
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Densu took the gun offered by thf warfior, checked to see it was
joaded, aimed it, and pulled the trigger. T he green cluster shook,
then steadied itself. The ripe orange had disappeared. Densu laid
the gun down and walked to the orange t.ree. When he came back he
had the ripe orange in his hand. He gave it to Asamoa Nkwanta. The
warrior Jaughed a long, convulsive, laugh, and tears came from his
right eye. “will you hunt with me?” he asked [)en.su. .
# Asamoa Nkwanta told Damfo of a new recurring dream. In this
dream, the great Asante priest Okomfo Anoche came to him alone,
in the middle of an endless battlefield. Apart from the two, no one
else was there, even though the field of battle stretched on every side
as far as the horizon. The ancient priest came to the warrior riding
in the middle of a thick cloud of gunsmoke, as if a castle cannon had
fired him. There was no sound, however, only the thick smoke.

When he reached the warrior, he took his hand and led him
into the air, and the wind bore both of them up, though they had
no wings. The priest showed Asamoa Nkwanta the bones of thirty
thousand dead warriors. There was not a shred of flesh left on any
skeleton, but looking at the skulls Asamoa Nkwanta recognized each
of the thirty thousand dead warriors. He recognized also the flesh-
less faces of three hundred of the captains he himself had trained.
He could not believe they had died in any battle, so many of them,
and no alien bones anywhere to be seen. But there they all lay on the
battlefield stretching endlessly around him.

A voice called out to him. It did not call him by his name, but
by a new name which sounded like the sweetest name Asamoa Nk-
wanta had ever heard. ‘Srafo Kra! Soul of the Army! Where are you?
Where have you been?’ S

Asamoa Nkwanta couldn’t answer the question in his dream.
He looked around him trying to find out from where the voice had
come. It sounded as if it came from every point around him. His
companion held him gently by the right hand, and together they
can:e down to earth, gentle as leaves. Then the priest left him.

That is another clear dream,” Damfo said.



214 Ayi Kwei Armah: THE HEALERS

“How clear?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked.

“You miss the army,” Damfo said. Asamoa Nkwanta showed no
emotion. “You will go back to the army” Damfo continued, “You'|]
be violating your soul if you don’t. One thing only baffles me”

Asamoa Nkwanta took a long time succumbing to the urge to ask
Damfo, “What?”

“You're waiting for something,” Damfo said. “What is it?”

6. The Warrior of the Crossways

The first to come seeking Asamoa Nkwanta were three ordi-
nary warriors from the Asante army. They made a weird little group,
these three men. They told a story wilder than their own wild eyes,
about an army destroying itself because it had no one to take care of
its welfare. Asamoa Nkwanta listened to the warriors, asked for food
for them, then, as gently as he could, reprimanded them for having
broken from the army just to search for him. The warriors returned
whence they had come.

The next to come were not just warriors. They were seven war
captains. They told a more definite tale of waste and despair ravag-
ing the Asante army. The army had crossed the Pra and descended
southward like a flood of fire. Nothing in its road had stood against
it, till it reached the coastlands. There the fiery flood stagnated,
burning aimlessly, eating its own energy up, wasting itself utterly.
The captains’ story was a long dirge of disasters with no meaning,
death for no reason, destruction with no end in sight.

No one, it seemed, could see the cause of such misfortunes clear-
ly, but all the captains agreed they had started when the Asante army
lost the leadership of Asamoa Nkwanta. Now the army had gone
down to the coast, but its commanders did not know what to do.
Al.l army doing nothing rots: disease, not fighting, had sickened the
spirit of all the army’s warriors,

“rl]]I)!:‘liil:‘i:]itlls(;i‘ild not want to talk about the leadership O'f lh‘t
L mander, except to say it no longer existed. They
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were sure the only salvation for the army lay in the return of the
supreme commander they were all waiting for. They asked Asamoa
Nkwanta a final, impatient question: “When?”

It was plain to all the captains Asamoa Nkwanta was moved. His
eyes were red, and his jaw was tense. But he spoke to them calmly.
He reminded the captains the command of the army was not any
single person’s to take or give. If the royal council thought the army
needed Asamoa Nkwanta, surely the royal council knew ways to let
Asamoa Nkwanta know.

If the royal council did not think the army needed Asamoa Nk-
wanta, would it not be sheer usurpation for Asamoa Nkwanta to
think himself needed?

The seven war captains were angry as they left, but for Asamoa
Nkwanta their only emotion was clearly love. They told him they
had heard terrifying rumors of unnatural omens. They feared a great
disintegration of everything was coming. On the coast they had also
heard about a coming invasion.

Asamoa Nkwanta’s dreams of the priest Okomfo Anoche and
the endless battlefield came more frequently, then stopped. In their
place came a conscious obsession: an intense need to know what
was going on down on the coast. He talked to Damfo and told him
it was important for him to find out somehow what the whites were
planning.

“We also need to know something more definite]” Nyaneba said
when Damfo told the healers. “If there's going to be war, we'll have
alot of work ahead of us. We must know what the whites intend’

“Is there no one at Cape Coast?” Kwao Tweneboa asked.

“We have Ama Nkroma.” Damfo said. “But she’s old”

“I could go,” Densu offered.

“It’s dangerous, isn't it?” Ajoa asked.

‘It needn’t be,” answered Damfo. “What you need is to find out
what the whites are planning. You can stay with Ama Nkroma an:i
80 to the town when you need to. It’s a short walk along the beach.

“Shall I need a disguise?” Densu asked.
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“It’s best to be what you really are,” said Damfo, “a healer, The less
disguise, the easier. You won't waste thought trying to remembey
what you're pretending to be. If there’s an unexpected problem, you
have free mindspace for solving it.”

“I know little about medicine.”

“You know enough. Take only one kind ofmedicine—something
those you want to move among are sure to want.”

“Don’t the royals want all sorts of things?” Damfo asked.

“That they do, individually. Everything imaginable. But of all the
earth’s herbs and barks, they prize one most. That's what you should

take.”

“You have it?”

“Some.”

“What is it?”

“Bediwona.”

Densu laughed in sheer astonishment. “Is that a name, or a nick-
name?”

“A real name,” Damfo answered, also laughing. “It's an aphrodi-
siac, after all, and it works.”

“But to make men want their mothers?”

“Some mothers look very good,” Damfo said. When he stopped
laughing, he got up and went out. He returned in a short time, car-
rying a closed pot. He set it down on the floor with both hands,
opened it and took out a piece of bark. The light from the doorway
caught it as Damfo lifted it, and he held it steady in the light. Densu
moved closer to examine it.

The piece of bark was the width of three fingers, and about
twice as long. The bark was smooth. It had a thin outer cover of
scales, greyish in color, under which the wood was hard and brown.
Something attached to it shone brightly in the sunlight, and Densu
touched it, then smelled it.

“It’s just gum. The bark bleeds when cut,” Damfo said.

“Smells like some kind of oil,” Densu said, thoughtfully. “How is
it used?”
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«[t has to be ground to powder, first. I haven't had time to do that.
pidn’t think wed need it, really”

«[s it eaten by itself?”

«p fellow could chew it, or eat the powder alone, but that’s a bit
desperate. It’s easier to take it with drinks or food. Advise your cli-
ents to do that”

«“But how do I let people know?”
“You won't have to cry out loud. The drug has many names. Just a

discreet whisper: Medicine for manhood. The repairer. The harried
husband’s hope. Savior of his frustrated wife. Keep a serious expres-
sion on your face. You'll see. The people you want to find will come
searching for you. Or they’ll send for you. Be careful. But if anything
goes Wrong, Ama Nkroma will help. You can depend on her. She’s
the healer who lives at Bakano, across the lagoon from the town”

In the evening, Ajoa pounded a handful of the bark in a mortar,
then ground the small pieces to a fine powder. She put the powder
in a bag that had a holding string, and gave it to Densu. Densu slept
early. In the morning, he took the food Ajoa had prepared for his
journey, an extra cloth, and the bag of medicine. Ajoa and Damfo
walked with him along the path toward the river, Ajoa helping him
carry his bundle.

“When you come to Manso, Jukwa, Abakrampa and Mpeasem,’
Damfo added at the river’s edge, “leave the road and take the first
path east to the village. You'll find signs to lead you to healers living
nearby. Show them this.” He slipped a ring off his left little finger and
gave it to Densu to wear. “Then tell each of them we're waiting for
them at Praso, and that there’s work for all of us.”

“Be careful, Densu,” Ajoa said.

A small canoe was waiting on the river. Ajoa untied the rope
holding it and threw it to Densu. There were two oars in it. Densu
took one. He raised it high in a farewell gesture, then dug into the
water with it. The canoe rode across the river.

“Return soon,” Ajoa said after him.



PART SIX

1. Cape Coast

The tiredness Densu had felt from the journey left him in the
evening of his second day at Bakano. He had not known how tired
he really was at first. He had wanted to go directly to the center of
the town the day he arrived, to look at the area around the castle, to
try to find out what he could. But Ama Nkroma, his healer host, had
dissuaded him.

“Rest.” she said. “You're tired, but you're too young to know it.
Besides, what you want to know I can tell you perhaps. I was there
just yesterday, the whole morning and a good part of the afternoon,
before you came. Youd be surprised how much an old woman gets
to know in that town. There’s always something happening.”

“Has there been a ship out at sea recently?” “One.” “With many
whites?” “I saw some come ashore. Thirty, perhaps forty” “Any idea
who they were? Soldiers? Traders?”

“Soldiers, definitely. One seemed the leader; the guns were shot
for him, and the black soldiers from over there made lines for him
to pass through, so he must be big. But no one on the beach knew
anything, and the white men went directly into the castle by the sea
gate. It was funny, the chiefs had come to the shore to have their
hands shaken by the new white men, and they were just ignored—
left standing there like a heap of fools. You should have seen the big
chief Ata. He was out under his big red umbrella. On my way back
here there was the sound of drums all over the town, and 1 heard
they were getting ready for a great meeting on Saturday.

“Tomorrow?”

u\cs. tomorrow. The new white men must be in some hurr y:
Where's the meeting?”
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«Iheir usual place—the open area near the castle. It’s not far,
You can walk there along the shore—if you like the breeze and don't
mind sand underfoot. I'd go with you, but I must meet a healer back
from a long journey to the west, to Nzema, and give him your mes-
sage from Damfo. Tell me what happens when you come back”

The morning was quiet. The breeze blew seaward, and Densu
walked with it. By the time he reached the shore, the breeze was no
Jonger strong. It wavered, then died into a calm, total stillness.

Densu walked along the west side of the lagoon. The green sur-
face of its water kept getting broken at many small points all at once,
as if the drizzle of a gathering rainstorm were hitting the lagoon. But
the breaks came from below the surface. Occasionally, a fish jumped
clear, a dull silver flash curving its way back into the water as soon
as it left it. A great dune of yellow-white sand separated the lagoon
from the sea. It rose higher than the surrounding beach, and Densu
could not see beyond it till he climbed up on its crest.

He heard the song almost the same moment he saw the soldiers.
They were coming along the beach, trotting in single file. They came
inalong line, their uniforms and their skins making a stark contrast
with the pale sand below and behind them.

Densu kept walking steadily as they drew near him, and they
passed him, with only a few among them casting curious sidelong
glances at him. The song they were singing was a simple, monoto-
nous one. But its very simplicity and monotony gave it a sort of mas-
sive, irresistible, stupid force, a strength that made Densu think of
the castle out in the distance. The song said:

We're going to war, We're going to war.
We're going to kill, We're going to kill.
We're going to die, We're going to die.

Then a great, fantastic shout to end it:

Yeee! Yeee! We're going to die!

Tl’Olling at the same speed in the sand, shouting their happy song
of impending death, the soldiers went down the beach, going west.
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Densu sat down on the sand, i
to rise higher in the morning.
The walk along the beach dig not tj

warm. The sunlight was strong
a bit uncertainly,

washed, even the sky above.

At first Densu saw only the white form of the cast],

tance, growing larger as he approached it. In a whj
holes and the cannon in them not as confused b]
white wall but as clear, separate things. From the distance ahead h
heard the mixed sound of drums and a confusion of royal horns e
An outcrop of large rocks overgrown with bushes blocked .his
view of the low-lying field below the castle. When he came to the
rocks he thought of skirting them by turning left and walking away
from the shore. But he looked at the rocks and decided he could
climb them. He saw a jutting piece of stone large enough for him
to hold on to with both hands. He pulled at it to test its firmness.
It held. He swung his body upward, and his feet found a safe ledge
half his height up the rock face. The climb was easier after that, be-
cause higher up the rocks were rough, with many platforms, cracks
and handholds. At the top he could see nothing at first. Thick bush
shut off the view ahead. But now the music of horns and drums was
very clear. Densu had reached the meeting ground. He_ par(cd_a soft
clump of bushes, carefully skirted a thorny one, and found himselt
looking down on a scene of extraordinary con?molion. "
Two tents stood in the center of the field, facing each oth;r. ﬂ:‘
tween them a tall white pole had been planted, from whlch.t :mib
of the whites fluttered in the breeze from the sea—streakf ‘3\ h.“'
white and blue. From where he stood Densu could not f‘h \'lh(.
was under the tents. His eyes did not have liberty “0 Se;;:é\'xng
loud competition of royal noises in the field was an cuhol ot diZ%]
movements surging around the tents, centering on them.

€ in the djs.
le he saw the gun-

ack patches in the
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castle side a large procession led by drummers and

From the making for the tents. In shape it was a procession
hornblowers wa;on freshly fed. The head and tail were slender, but
much like a p?out monstrously in the middle, around a large red
the line sPr.e:;l a gilt carved figure topping it. The sun hitting the
umbrella Wle came off in a sharp glare that made it impossible for
golden figur what shape the figure was. Huge as the umbrella was,
. t(l)l'siien with a kind of mad, happy speed in the air, turning
it wa: ‘:n:irrofnd so dizzyingly that Densu involuntarily closed his
:;:sn after the third circle. In the dome behind his eyelids everything
turned green. When he opened his eyes agalln he made an effon to
keep them off the dazzling red canopy, b.ut it was ha.rd. Again and
again the thing, bouncing and turning, its yellow fnnse of t:?ss.els
flying up and down with the bearers’ motion, caught his unwilling
eyes. But he freed his gaze and saw below the manic umbrella a wild
crowd bulging at the sides.

On the outermost fringes were little children, many naked, danc-
ing to the drummers’ music, moving forward with the umbrella
without missing a beat, and very often in their ecstatic dancing oc-
cupying the forward path of the group under the umbrella so com-
pletely the whole procession was forced to halt. That this caused
some irritation was plain. At every such forced halt, a huge atten-
dant ran out from beneath the umbrella, pushing and scattering the
children dancing in the procession.

-'lhe attendant’s appearance should have been enough to frighten
fhlldren anywhere. His chest was completely bare, but the skin on
:a‘;';s hidden under a thick growth of hair. His trunk down to the
aroun:a:- also ‘uncovered. ltie wore a piece of calico, half rolled up
< 1S waist, the remainder of it reaching down to his knees.
calves below the knees were monstrous in size. They made the
Attendant look g jf large, round gourds had been attached to his
legs. He carried before hj , 2 : » i
tocks billgweg efore Im an enormous belly. Behind him his but-
B permape :t tOut.warc':l. His arms were thick, the muscles knotted
ension. The muscular upper arms were covered with

A
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dark brown leather bangles. The shape of the man’s head was alto-
gether odd. It wasa head longer than it was high. The forehead pro-
jected forward, and the back of the head reached even farther back,
so that its shape imitated the line his paunch and buttocks made.

The procession was half-way across the distance to the tents ip
the center of the fields when it was brought to another forced halt,
The drummers, whether commanded by their leader, or under some
spontaneous impulse of their own, began to play faster and much
louder. The change affected the dancing children. They had spread
out all around the group, but when the music rose in intensity they
surged forward like warriors and completely overwhelmed the pro-
cession’s front, dancing with vertiginous energy.

The heavy man whose job it was to keep the path clear burst out
from the procession’s rear and charged at the children. He was car-
rying something in his hands, a long, thick cudgel. From the way
he advanced, he looked ready to use it against the dancing children.

The children saw the coming terror, but they did not stop their
dancing. As the heavy man came near them, each stepped nimbly
aside, leaving him isolated in the middle of the circling crowd. An-
ger seized the man then, and he made a sad mistake. He swung in
savage fury at the child nearest him, and hit him. The blow might
have done real damage, but the boy had seen it, and started dancing
away. When the cudgel made contact with the boy’s buttocks, he
was beginning a light, final jump. The blow caught him with a loud
smack, and he fell. The heavy man moved menacingly upon him.

However, the fallen boy’s companions, far from being intimidat-
ed by the heavy man's fierce approach, closed in on him as he swung
his club at another boy on his way to the one on the ground. Before
he had had time to regain his balance from the last swipe, a swift
knot (?f children dashed toward him. Their aim was not the man—it
s h_‘_s club. A great number of little hands seized it from the end
f)p}.)OSI?E the heavy man. He tried to wrest it free, and he did succeed
:: e);rl:nli the children forward a step or two. Then they tightened

old on the club, and broke into a quickening backward run.
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For all his weight, the heavy man was unable to resist the children’s

ull.
P Their speed increased, and the huge man’s efforts to stay on his

feet grew frantic. The children had reached a peak of enjoyment and
were running fast now. So fast the heavy man finally lost the fight to
keep up with them. His feet flew off the ground, and for a moment
he hung suspended in the air like some monstrous, wingless bird.
Then he crashed to earth upon his belly. The belly was a sufficient
cushion, so that no other part of his body touched the ground. The
legs stuck out behind it, and in front his head and arms were raised.
For some strange reason, he still held on to his cudgel. The children
were still pulling it.

The children whirled round with their victim as if they meant
to recross the field. But now the drummers and hornblowers had
abandoned their instruments and were running to save the heavy
man. Before they could reach him, the children wrenched the cud-
gel from the fallen man’s hands and ran toward the town, scattering
in all directions. The musicians helped the heavy man up. He was
most subdued. He said nothing, and on his way back to the huge
red umbrella his walk was that of a defeated man, robbed of energy.

The group returned to the umbrella, but the musicians did not
resume their playing. The procession, much smaller now that the
children had deserted it, went forward slowly and in silence. Near
the entrance to the tents the umbrella stopped. A solitary horn blew
praises in the air. The umbrella whirled faster and faster; the tassels
bordering it curled upward and flapped high in the air. The group
under it waited a few moments, then as if at some signal Densu had
not seen, they found places on the ground and all sat down.

Now other groups, other processions were arriving and crossing
the field toward the tents in the center, each under its bright um-
brella, each flowing forward to the beat of great drums and the walil
of horns. Here was an umbrella of blue and yellow stripes, with red
tassels: there another, bright orange with white borders. There were
huge green umbrellas and a dozen multicolored ones. As for the mu-
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sic, there was fuch a conjning together of differen
air was soon vibrating with the power of three |
hundred royal horns. Between the umbrellas th
up with people—men, women, and great hord

Densu decided it was time for him to com
tion above the field. The red umbrella that had attracted hip ¢
was the closest to the tents. He made his way toward j him fr
easy moving through the great crowd. Children r:zrd e T
at almost every step, and adults stopped him to ask e
he carried. What medicin

He gr?eted people, but did not stop to talk of the medicines h
was carrying. All around him the dust rose like steam from th )
fused motion of thick crowds. It made breathing hard, and B::::u
moved as quickly as he could through the mass of moving bodies,
There was less dust as he came closer to the red umbrella, The crowd
under and around it was no longer in motion. Most of the people
Fhere were seated, and those not seated were standing calmly, wait-
ing expectantly for something to happen.

Densu searched for and found a twisting path through the seated
people. It brought him close to the group directly underneath the
red umbrella, and he recognized the heavy man who had so recently
lost his battle against the children in the field. The man was standing
dejectedly, looking downward at a spot three steps ahead of him. In
all that crowd, he looked completely lost, alone.

Directly under the umbrella a man—the king—was seated on
a royal stool. The curved seat was supported by a carved elephant
whose feet stood firmly on the oblong base. In front of the stool a
skin had been placed—the hide of a leopard, with the head still at
tached, the yellowed fangs bared fiercely even in death. The kings
feet, almost lost in an enormous pair of flat leather sandals, their up-
per thongs incrusted with intricate gilt designs, rested on the leop
ard skin. In front of the king, to one side of the skin, a yours '"”Tn
sat cross-legged, holding two ceremonial swords slanted across €
other. Over the king’s right shoulder stood a grey-haired man with

t sounds that
undred drumg ™

€ Spaces began ¢
es of childrey, "o

e down frop his pos;

all the
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ack staff at the head of which a parrot with its beak open had been

blac

Caﬂ;:,su’s eyes returned to the heavy man just at the moment
hen he lifted his lost face from the ground and saw Densu looking

“t’.—:ight at him. Densu did not look away. The heavy man shifted

S

uncomfortably, as if st‘anding still had cramped his muscles. Then he
began to walk aggressively toward Densu.
Densu stood his ground.
«Out of the way, you standing there
Densu only looked steadily at him. The heavy man, upon reaching
him, stuck out a hand to push Densu. Densu shifted his left foot
backward to steady himself against the push. The heavy man pushed
hard, with no result. The day was growing hot, and his new exertion
brought fresh sweat to the man’s face.
“Im telling you to move!” he shouted again. Densu said nothing.
The man looked around him in desperation, then, with the resolute
step of someone who had found a solution that could not fail, he
walked over toward the seated king. The grey-haired man with the
parrot staff—the king’s spokesman—stepped between the advanc-
ing heavy man and the king.
“What is it now, Kotu?” the spokesman asked in a slow voice.
“That man!” the heavy man pointed toward Densu.
“Yes, what has he done?”
“He looks like a witchdoctor”
“Perhaps he does, Kotu. But what of that?”
“Idon’t know him.”
“You don’t know all the medicine men in the world”
: “He has come to bewitch the king,” the heavy man said. He had
intended this as a whisper, but it was audible enough.

The spokesman smiled: “How do you know?”

“Ifeel it” said the heavy man with great conviction, smiting his
chest three times. “He brings evil”

~"Wesshall see,” the spokesman said with a sigh. “Tell him the king

Wishes to speak to him. Go”

1” the heavy man shouted.
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The heavy man walk i
Wit ,b an w ‘?ll\ed with all the Conscigys
e ¢ bearer of heavy messages. He | usness of Is in
ad quite come up to Densu. “You v BN talking 1, ™

» v. i ]l b ‘ ~
y()u_ Densu was ready Cal l i \'lth the ,luJu bag 'Ih ,8_. el()r(‘ he
umbrella. The s - almly he turned anq walk g wayg
a. The spokesman was waiting for him ed towarg the req

; ¥

:‘You come from far away, youn
"Not too far” Densu answered.
The spokesman smiled affably.
“What is in your bag?” ,
“I'm only carrying one
“What is it?”

-
g man,” the Spokesman said

=y What is your work?”
: edicine for my work” “Such a
kind of medicine today” S

: Healing_"
ma" bag?”

“I'll have to whi »
. \e' 0 ?~hlsper t‘he name to you,” Densu said.
e grey-haired man’s eyes sparkled. “Oh, oh
ing whispers. This I » el i
pers. This I must hear” He shifted his trunk «

su’s, and tilted his h : b

3 ed his head to the right, so that his left
upward. “I hear b i i ” i e T el

arc. ear better with this ear,” he said. “Now let me hear v
whisper” Densu leaned till his mouth almost touched the );UT
man’s ear. “Bediwona,” he whispered. e

The grey head perked upright so fast it would have bumped
against Densu’s face had he not anticipated the movement and
pulled back his head the moment he pronounced the word. The
spokesm?n gaped incredulously at Densu. He blinked three times,
clos‘ed his eyes and took a deep breath. When he opened his eyes
again he asked a question: “Is this a joke?”

I am a healer” “And you have medicine bearing that name’
. I do” “I have heard the name, but I've always thought it wasa
joke told by ruffians. Is it true?”

“Is what true?” asked Densu, all innocence.

“Will the drug make a man do that?”

‘In a manner of speaking, it will. All power comes from nature.
But what I have here does one thing;: it removes those obstacles in@
man’s feelings which block the full thrust of his power.”’

“You amaze me, young man. Something tells me I shoul
to believe you”

d be slow

A
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«you need not believe me at all. There are ways of finding out

at’s truth and what’s a lie” ”
“Are you suggesting | should try the drug?

«[f the spirit SO MOVES you”
‘The spokesman chuckled. “Do you not see my grey hair, you dis-

wh

. ?,'
respectful child? . o e
«I¢’s a sign of great experience and sometimes of wisdom.

The spokesman now Jaughed out loud—a great, hearty'laugh
that startled the king into looking up interrogatively. He did not
speak, but his eyes told the spokesrpan v'vhat he wanted, and the qld
man leaned low to hear his master’s whisper. The spokesman whis-

ered something in return, and the king covered his mouth with
his left hand, his cheeks flared sideways under the hand, and his
eyes watered. He whispered once more to the spokesman. The latter
straightened up and stepped toward Densu again.

“Go nowhere yet, young man,” the spokesman told Densu. “The
king wants you to stay” ’

“Does the king want my medicine?” Densu asked.

The spokesman’s expression grew severe. “Understand, young
man?” he said, staring at the ground, “that the king has no need of
drugs. His power is more than sufficient. It is not for himself that
he wants your drug. Not for himself, but for an unfortunate friend”

“Quite so,” said Densu.

The spokesman smiled once more. “Come and sit near me;” he
said. “And tell me your name.”

“Densu. What may I call you?” “Nsaako”

Densu sat near the standing spokesman. Looking over his shoul-
der he saw the entire field packed with people, the royal umbrellas
doing their wild multicolored dance above the whole, under a sky
now fierce with sunlight, almost white.

By degrees the music stopped. It was replaced by a sort of whis-
per, which rose to a murmur, then a shout. Densu looked around
for the cause of the commotion. At first he could see nothing. The
crowd behind him was straining forward to see what was there;
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the few ahead had all turned and were craning their necks, looki
backward as if whatever was coming would come from the;eOOkln
The white men came from the front, between lines of b .
diers with long rifles. The leader wore tight trousers and g ¢
coat of smooth red cloth with golden ropes and numeroys s:ght
pieces of metal on his chest. Close beside him, but a shade beh'm),
walked a tall, unsteady-looking fellow, also dressed in the mem1 .
of white soldiers, except that he carried only one rope. This m: i
face was pale and blotchy, as if he suffered from some leprous dir:s
figuring disease. He carried under his left arm a thick book, ar;d i,;
his right a pad of papers. The other whites—there were more than
thirty dressed as soldiers, and about ten wearing different clothes
four, like the leader’s companion, carrying pads of paper to writc:
on—marched stiffly to the tents and took their positions on chairs
arranged there on a long platform. In the rear of the group came
a black man dressed like a white man. When he reached the plat-
form he stood below it, near the middle. He too carried paper and
also had a pen to write with. The black soldiers took up positions
all around the tents. The crowd, at first excited by the arrival of the
white officers, grew quiet now that the general curiosity had been
satisfied, and prepared itself to listen to the leader of the whites.
The white man rose from his chair and stepped forward. He was
not a tall man, but the way he held himself he gave the impression
of wishing the world to take him for a giant, straining to scrape the
sky itself with his forehead. The one with the leprous face also got up
and stayed close beside the leader. He gave the leader some papers,
and the ?eader began to read a speech to the assembly below him. He
s;'>0ke his words not all at a time but in separate pieces. After each
piece he waited, and the black man dressed like a white man, stand-
mgubelow his master, translated what he had said.
fron;rz:;eozf'et}t,};el wor;js of tl?e ;:owerful white officer you see in
e COmmax;der ofl:ns.ator said, “the renowned Sir Garm.at Wolse-
anywhere else, Hear ;r.mes grea”te.r ity ever seanin taia nC
. 1is words.” Each time the white man spoke, the

lack go].
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crowd was dead silent. Then the translator explained what he had
said, and a murmur rose from the listeners, dying down again after
the white man began once more to speak.

“The great white man says he is overjoyed to see so many kings
and important men here, all good friends of the greatest among the
whites, the English nation. The great white man comes from a great
white queen, powerful beyond all kings on earth. This queen—her
name is Victoria—has ears that hear everything that goes on every-
where in the world, even here. She has heard how much damage the
Asante armies have done against us on the coast. She has therefore
sent us this powerful white man, out of the kindness of her heart and
the fullness of her might, to help us drive away the Asante armies
and defeat them thoroughly, so they will never rise again.”

The last was greeted with sounds of great disbelief, but the trans-
lator had stopped, and the white man talked again. The translator
continued his work: “The white queen is all powerful, but like God,
she only helps those who help themselves. Therefore we shall have
to recognize that the war against the Asante armies is our war. We
are to remember how often the Asante royals have said they have
no quarrel with the whites, only with black people, like us” Another
pause. This time the murmurs came more subdued.

“The powerful white officer says the whites have their castles,’
the translator pointed toward the huge fort, “against which the As-
ante armies, even if they numbered a thousand thousand thousands,
could never hope to prevail. Were the white queen selfish, she could
let her people stay safe in these forts. But she is kind. She does not
want us to suffer” Loud cries of approbation came from under sev-
eral umbrellas at this.

“lh,at_i_S_WMh_C has decided to help us. She will help us by giving
us guns, with officers skilled in \_viﬁhd‘\w'ill advise us. She will even
give us food. But the fighting we shall have to do ourselves” More
murmurs, loud but unclear in meaning, followed this.

“The powerful white man wants to know from each chief how
many men he can put in the field ready for war, and when. He wants
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all our warriors to assemble at Dunkwa. Every chief mus
be there with his warriors, until the war is over”
have been a protest beginning this time. The w
quickly, and the translator spoke more quickly.
“Hear the powerful white man. He says no chj
be doing all this in vain. The powerful wh)i,te nlazh::iﬁls}].o}ll
sum of ten English pounds, ten English pounds, let meg l;ae ti}:e hu'ge
ten English pounds, the white man’s real money, the whiteym:gal.n'
give this money every month, to each king who brings a tho: o
warriors to Dunkwa. The powerful Sir Garnet Wolseley willsa‘n d
each king all the guns and powder and bullets he will ever needgl;e
addition there will be rice to the measure of one pint each day, e;n:
meat, delicious salted meat to the measure of one pound e\'ery‘fom
days, for every fighting man. All this will be available at the castle.
“The food is on its way here from England. While we wait for it,
the powerful Sir Garnet Wolseley, out of his own pocket, will pay
each chief four whole pennies and another half every day for each
fighting man. Even after the food is here, there will be a payment of
three pennies per man, paid through the kings and chiefs.” This pro-
duced a swell of contented talk. “The powerful Sir Garnet Wolseley,
to ensure that everything goes well, will send one of his white men
from among these you see here, to be with each king. That white
man will be an adviser, and he must be obeyed, because his advice
will be merely for our own good. Disobedience will be punished.”
The enthusiasm that had greeted the previous statement was
gon“e now. A vague, confused murmur was the only response.

The powerful white queen, whose ears are everywhere, has
heard that some of our kings still kill prisoners and cut off the heads
of p“e'ople killed in battle. She orders us to stop this.

- ::::;:::’ul Sihr l((}.arnet. Wol:seley wants to kno.w, without dela‘):
e he::c ing lel bring. He says the kings may g0 1Y
s together’
eralAStitrhé :r':i :)&2;: inlcrpreterts explanation of what the white 8".":
seley had said, a kind of silence fell upon the lis

hi'he murmyy coulq
1te man Continyeq

d fear ¢,

t personlly
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eners. It was @ while before voices began asking each other discreet
Jestions: talking, arguing, till their noise rose as on a market day.

Then the spokesman, from underneath the red umbrella, stepped
platform, and the crowd was again hushed. The spokes-
man said what he had been told to say on behalf of the kings, and
the interpreter turned his words into English for the white officers.

The kings, said the spokesman, had heard the white general’s
words. Those were the sweetest words ever uttered since creation
began. So sweet were the words, the spokesman continued with the
most serious expression, that had the kings been centuries dead
and buried, they would nevertheless have woken, broken open their
overgrown graves, and come with the single purpose of tasting those
words. It was the burning desire of all the chiefs to cooperate most
warmly with the general. They hoped for only one thing: that in his
dealings with them he would tread firmly in the footsteps of the
brave and generous Governor McCarthy, he who had died so brave-
ly in battle at Nsamankow fifty years back.

The spokesman looked over his shoulder and smiled at someone
under the red umbrella when he made that last statement.

toward the

2. The Kings

Again the attentive silence gave way to whispers, which rapidly
grew into a general commotion, and the drumbeats took over the
air again. The kings and their followers began to leave the field, each
group going back the same way it had come, all making way for the
red umbrella to pass first. The spokesman, having regained his place
under the red umbrella, turned to Densu as the procession ambled
forward: “You must come with us to the palace. The king has impor-
tant business to attend to. When it’s over he will talk to you.”

“I shall have to return home before dusk,” Densu said.

“Home where?” the spokesman asked.

“Beyond the lagoon.”



232 Ayi Kwei Armah: THE HEALERg

“That's not far at all” the spokesman said. “Walk here

tried at first to walk instead of riding his palanquin. The r, al

dals, being flat and several times wider than the kingy fee: -
him walk slowly, with great difficulty, raising each knee high, l:“ade
his rich cloth, then taking a half step forward before repeatin nd}:- i
process with the other foot. So when the carriers brought thf g
lanquin, he sank into its softness, a gratified look spreading 0\.eri -
face. Four men lifted the palanquin on their shoulders, each takjnIS
a comer with its jutting pole. The horns blew royal praises, and thf
drums took them up in turn. The red umbrella was lifted again.

The procession marched forward, the crowd ahead opening for
it. Densu was baffled to see that the route followed was a twisting
one. He asked the spokesman why.

“We're passing by the other umbrellas. The king must greet the
other kings and invite them to the palace,” the spokesman explained
to Densu. The procession stopped a while at each umbrella. The king
nodded to the other kings under it, a spokesman stepped forward to
exchange whispers with Densu’s friend, and the procession moved
on, turned and turned again till it found another umbrella, and the
pattern was repeated.

All the way to the palace, the streets were full of people. Some
stood on the flat rooftops of houses, their legs hidden by the grass
growing there. When the procession reached the palace, most of
those who had followed it turned back at the gate. Some more were
firiven away by servants from within. The king was taken to the steps
in front of the largest building in the courtyard, and then he stepped
out'of his palanquin and went gingerly inside.
saidr.hvev lsglzlle::lan took Densu’s hand. “You will come with me;’ .he
il o huamng for an answer he walked into the room with
D geﬂ room. ."Ihe floor was entirely covered with reed

ifferent sizes and shapes stood along each wall. In

the center stood three heavy-looki bl d wood
On each table stood two b ng‘ : C-S — darlf i
oxes of plain white wood, bearing numer

side” Densu walked beside the spokesman, behind the kjngby ,:'\,
» Who
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rks on every visible side. All round the room, in a sort of
le, stood large stools.

The king Ata sat on the stool farthest from the door, but the
spokesman, after he had seen the king to th‘e stgol, turned round
and went 0 stand at the door. Densu went with him. As soon as he
reached the door he saw another procession come to the gate. It too
shed its train of followers, and the king in the palanquin was brought
to the door. An aged man, trim and dignified in looks, descended to
the ground. As he stepped out, the spokesman went forward to help
him up the three steps and into the room. The new king took the
seat to the right of the host.

«That's Nana Edu, from Mankesim,” the spokesman told Densu
when he came back. “He will want to take you with him when he
hears about what you've got” His chuckle was interrupted by the
arrival, simultaneously, of two kings. One was a strange-looking
man, who walked unsteadily, like a toddler. He had a ludicrous look-
ing crown, a small shell cone which sat insufficiently on top of his
head. It was gilded, but the sunshine only made it look more un-
dignified. It was not age that made this king so shaky on his feet,
however, because he did not look old. Certainly he was nowhere
near the spokesman’s age. At his second step he actually tottered.
Densu jumped forward, fearing he would fall. But before he got to
him the second king who had got down from his palanquin had
already reached the unsteady king and, laughing, propped him up.
The other laughed too, heartily, as if the joke had been at another’s
expense, not his own. As he passed up the steps into the room on his
companion’s arm, Densu glimpsed the cause of the king's instability:
his eyes were red as daylight blood, with the kind of redness lent by
hot spirits too freely drunk.

“He’s so unfortunate,” said the spokesman.

“Who is he?” asked Densu.

“Nana Kwesi Kae, king of Denchira. The Asante armies have driv-
en him out, and sorrow has turned him into a forgetful drunkard.
But the other is his good friend, Nana Amoonu, from Anomabo. He

ous ma
huge red circ



tries his best to keep him happy. Twice he has stopped him f,. ;.
ing himself. But he’s doing it with drink, slowly but Cenainly"m kill.

Other kings came in 0 rapidly that all the spokesman h('ld '
to do was to tell Densu their names: “Nana Tsibu, from i l:me
nodded toward one near the steps. This one had glistening hai:, he
skin so smooth it was hard to think of him as a grown i ané and
a large, pampered baby. Another king, whose age showed ina b"ol
pate flanked by a crescent of white hair, the spokesman nameg K?ld
Solomon, from Dominase. “That is not one of our names” I)e;ng
observed. 4 Su

“Its a name borrowed from the whites. Among the royals thats
the new style. Look. There is Opanyin Bentsir, from Gomoa, 0n|:
these days he likes to call himself Bentil. Mister Bentil, Field Mar.
shal. It is a great title among the whites, I hear”

The Field Marshal wore a bright red coat, cut in the style of white
men’s clothes, but unlike anything Densu had seen on a white man,
Next came a giant, Nana Amfo Otu, of Abora. Then a confusion
of incredible names: Blankson, Moore, Thompson, Robertson, each
wearing a strange assortment of white men’s clothes.

The room was now lively with the laughter of the kings. No one
else came through the gate, but the courtyard was filled with the
attendants who had brought their kings. The spokesman ordered
;‘;‘::e:'t‘l’:;g::o‘:: eV;")'OnZ- "Ihct"n, taking Densu by the hand, he
iy and stood beside his king, leaving Densu a step
hadob:-;:: ‘S*t‘:ukil:gs—the unsteady Nana Kwesi Kae of Denchira—
only failed butgg]mg to open one of the boxes on the tables. He not
i thims.e]f Rzelsmostf brought the whole box crashing down on
Nug o lii o pectfully, the spokesman persuaded the un.stcady
strength to open t:ewbservam ol buound ith cagugn sl‘u” -
ol ey i b oxefs. Then he. 3sked Densu to step outside and

Pagad I'CCOVe.red ou? l(()]r Buntui, .the spokesman said. '

Yard, he cupped his ‘}:“C y fron.l his surprise. Going out into tht
ands to his mouth and yelled out Buntu!s
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pame. Before the echoes of his name had died out, Buntui came
pounding in like a happy buffalo. He was singing a song. His voice
was not the sweetest in the universe, but what it lacked in sweetness
it made up for in loudness and enthusiasm. The song was something
Densu had heard before, just that morning. It was the song of the
new army recruits—monotonous, irresistibly stupid. Only, Buntui
had had the brains to change the words, so that the song was now
about him alone:

| am going to war; [ am going to war.

] am going to kill; I am going to kill.

[ am going to die; I am going to die.

Yeee, Yeeeee! I am going to die!

Bueee, Bueeeee! | am going to die!

The spokesman hushed Buntui as he entered the room, still sing-
ing happily about his coming death: “Shut up, Buntui. Can't you stop
singing that fool song for just one moment?” The spokesman shook
his head. “Its hard to teach an idiot, harder to make him forget the
bit he manages to learn” The giant stopped singing and stood grin-
ning before the spokesman. “Open those boxes,” the spokesman
said. As if he had been born opening such boxes, Buntui went to the
one the unsteady king had failed to open. He looked for a space be-
tween the slats of wood, found one, inserted the fingers of his right
hand, and wrenched the slat outward with sheer brute force. The slat
came loose in his hand. Taking the loose slat, he used it to lever the
others free.

The kings had been laughing at the unsuccessful attempts of their
red-eyed brother. As the first box was opened they fell quiet. Bottle
after shiny green bottle came out, and the laughter of the royals be-
came first a gasp, then a lively conversation about what kind of drink
the bottles might contain.

The king of Denchira, reeling forward again, snatched a bottle
from the open box and thrust it at the interpreter. The interpreter,
with an air of great wisdom, studied the writing on the bottle’s white
label, turned the bottle round, searched for further inscriptions, re

__4
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turned to the label, stared at the words again, and shaped hjs -

to pronounce the liquor’s name. He was not able to bring Ou(()mh
sound. While he had been studying the bottle, the king of Den the
had grabbed a second bottle. Unable to contain his thirs
to wait for the bottle to be properly opened, he had bap,
violently against the edge of the nearest table. The w,
The bottle neck broke off and splintered on impact against the floy,

King Kwesi Kae did not even look at the mouth of the broken bon]i
s0 left in his hand. He swung it upward to his lips and suckeq hard
He took a long swig, and when he removed the shorteneg bon]é
from his mouth his eyes were no longer dull. They were red still, but
now they were also bright with joy.

“Gin!” he declared triumphantly. “And strong!”

The bottle flew back to his lips. He sucked desperately, like a fan,.
ished baby at a mother’s breast. When he released the bottle a sec-
ond time, a trickle ran down his chin. Carefully, he reached up with
his left hand and wiped at the trickle with his palm. On the hands
way down again he glanced casually at it, and the bottle of gin in
his hand dropped to the floor, shattering into a thousand tiny frag-
ments. What King Kwesi Kae had seen was his own blood.

“I am wounded, brothers!” he shouted, real consternation on
his face. The motion dislodged his crown. The fragile shell hit the
ground with a crack, and rolled unevenly toward the door. One of
the kings, seeing his distress, bounded from his stool, scooped up
the wayward crown in mid-stride, crossed the room, and in a mo-
ment was by the king of Denchira’s side. It was Amoonu, King of
Anomabo. First, he replaced the crushed crown on Nana Kwesi Kae’s
head. Then, with his right arm over the wounded monarch’s shoul-
der and the other supporting his left elbow, King Amoonu steered
his friend back to his seat.

:lt isn't deep, your wound” he said consolingly.

} Nf)w they want to bleed me to death,” the king of Denchira said
'n‘:-‘)' ve taken away my land, and they're still not satisfied.”
It won't be fatal?” said King Amoonu. “Only a slight cut”

Chira
tor €ven
ged its neck
00d was harq
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healer here with us,” the spokesman said, aloud.
«nving him here,” Amoonu ordered. Densu went forward. He
Brmﬁ Jook at the wound. He told the smiling Kings it was
?Ske t‘(:orry about. “Let me have clean water to wash it. Af-
nothing t:e only medicine the king will need for it will be the salt
fEcitoat | er he eats” Everybody laughed, except the morose king of
and PCPP himself. Densu had taken a swift look at Buntui even as he
D‘enChlr:nake sure Buntui would not recognize him. But their eyes
"-led toet Buntui looked away at once, then turned his head sharply
dl‘: m}j a.ain at the young healer. Slow doubt clouded his face. Belief
e ]ef with incredulity. A few moments of this mental tension
:::agugsted Buntui’s capacity for thought, and he turned his attention

“We have a

was

to the remaining boxes. . |
Now came the serious business of sharing the drinks. The good

humor with which the kings had begun their discussions died. In
its place there was grim, earnest bargaining. “Let’s count the bottles,
and divide them equally,” said Chief Robertson, standing to speak,
his hands stuck importantly into the pockets of his European coat.

“Heh, heh,” the King of Denchira laughed drily through his swol-
len lips. “That would not be wise. After all, we are all kings, but there
are kings among kings, heh, heh”

The remark produced a strange silence. For a while no one
seemed able to think of anything to say. Then King Edu, the old one
from Mankesim, cleared his throat.

“Hear the old man from Mankesim,” the spokesman said. The
others turned to see King Edu.

“It is true there are kings and there are kings,” he said, smiling
complacently. “But let us think also of the host.”

There were nods of agreement, and small whispers were ex-
changed in little groups of two and three. King Ata called the spokes-
man and whispered urgently to him. The spokesman moved from
group to group, all round the room, saying a few words to each, then
bowing to listen. After he had spoken to each of the kings, he stood
in the center of the room.
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“There are twelve kings here,” the spokesman announced, “|
bottles number one hundred and forty-four”

“One hundred and fo‘rty-thre.c now,” corrected the young kin
Amoonu of Anomabo, with a smile. &

“There are one h’:.mdred and forty-three bottles to be shared
among twelve kings,” the spokesman resumed. “It has been s
gested the wisest way to share the bottles would be ten to each king
That would leave twenty-three bottles. Of those it has been Sug..
gested we let the father of kings, the King of Mankesim, have ten ﬁ,
add to his ten. That leaves thirteen. Twelve of those should go to the
host...” There was a dissatisfied gasp here, spurring the spokesman to
speak with smoother speed, .. to the host, who of course will only
use them for the present entertainment of those here today” The
gasp of dissatisfaction grew subtle. It turned into an approvin‘g sigh.
“The thirteenth bottle will be a libation to our departed kings,” the
spokesman said.

“And those yet to come, don't forget,” the king of Mankesim
said. The spokesman smiled, nodded, and said: “And to those yet
to come.”

The meeting of kings agreed the division of the white generals
gift of drinks was just. Cups were called for. Servants brought them
in a great brass pan. Each cup was filled to the brim. The spokesman
waited till each king held a cup ready in his hand. Then, taking the
thirteenth bottle, already opened, he moved solemnly to the center
of the room. He tilted the bottle an instant. A single bright whit¢
oval of liquid dropped from it.

“Nananom,” the spokesman called in a far-off voice,

“Nananom,

The children of Oburum Ankoma greet you,

The children of Odapa Djan greet you,

The children of Oson greet you.”
i :3’: :szrf:;le}n’s'feyes wer? closed, but his blind gaze was dl:::l‘
o depaJr . l[n ront of him, as if with his closed eyes h¢ ‘

o whom he was now called upon to talk. The

he

ova

line of clear
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gin was succeeded by several, then all turned into one thin

liquid descending gently to the floor.

“Nananom,

this is not a festival we're holding for you.
This is a heavy time

and we're crying to you for help.

The Oyoko enemy,

the Asante thousands

for whom war is love

have risen against your children
again.

In times past we called to you
in our need

and you did not fail us.

You did for us what was in your power,
in the power lent to you

by the dependable one,

the trustworthy one,

the repairer,

the keeper,

the one of a thousand praises.
You did all that was possible

and though we didn’t prevail against the enemy,

we survived his fire.
Nananom,

now the Oyoko enemy,

the Asante thousands,

the prickly porcupine quills
for whom war is love

have risen against your children
again.

This time

you have sent us help,

the help of the white strangers
from beyond the seas,

from beyond the horizon.
Help them help us,

Nananom.
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Help them help us drive the Asante thousands back
and keep them in their own lands

so we can have peace.

Nananom,

ask this for us,

ask it of the almighty one,

the creator of beings,

the unbending tree of life,

the beginning of all things

the end of all things”

The spokesman finished speaking before the bottle was empty,
He did not open his eyes, but continued pouring the drink unti j;
was all gone. When he opened his eyes they were red, and there were
tears in them. He did not try to keep them from falling.

He ordered Buntui to take ten bottles to each king, and place
them behind his stool. The kings began to drink. The King of
Denchira was audibly the first. He drained his cup at one heroic go,
and announced this feat to the world with a great, powerful belch
loud as a cannon shot going off at night.

“Gently, brother,” the young king Amoonu said softly, “gently.”

“Ten pounds!” declared the bald man with a ring of white hair
around the shiny pate, King Solomon of Dominase. “That is money”’
He chuckled.

“Not so much,” said the one in the red coat, “if you consider what
we are told to do. Ten pounds for one thousand fighting men. That
is not enough. I, Bentil, Field Marshal of Gomoa, know how difficult
itis to gather even a hundred warriors together. One thousand men!
The white man is crazy. We should get a hundred pounds for each
thousand men we can persuade to fight.”

“But the ten pounds are for our own use only. The whites will
give food to the fighters, and pay them. Everything.” This was the
big, quiet King Amfo Otu, the one from Abora. “And who knows,
if all the food and pay and ammunition are to be distributed by us.

we may find ways to end up with considerably more than these ten
pounds.”

Part Six -

“yes” agreed the host, “I think wed be wise to accept the ten

ounds, at least to start with”

The Field Marshal from Gomoa spoke again: “Did you count
how many men the white general brought with him? About thirty”

“Fifty,’ said the interpreter. )

“g let it be fifty. We don't need fifty. What can fifty white men do
against the thirty thousand warriors from Asante?”

“The whites are to help us with guns, food, money and advice,”
the interpreter submitted.

“That's not enough,” the Field Marshal said heatedly. “They've al-
ways supplied us with those, and we've always been defeated”

“Not always,” challenged the giant Amfo Otu.

“Almost always, then,” the Field Marshal continued. As he talked
he played distractedly with the bright yellow buttons lining the front
of his scarlet coat. “When the whites merely advise us, they take care
not to give us the latest guns. What do they care if a thousand of us
die? But if they had whites fighting here theyd bring the best guns
ever seen in this world. The only thing that will defeat Asante is an
army of whites.”

“We can’t make them bring such an army. The whites are afraid
of that,” said Solomon.

“Why do they fear? They have better weapons than the Asante”

“It isn't the Asante alone. They fear the forest. White men don't
last long in the forest. The fever catches them and they die”

“Even if they weren't afraid, this Sir Garnet Wolseley is not so
powerful among the whites. He has not got the power to send for
white soldiers”

Here a look of displeasure came violently upon the interpreter’s
face. “I must ask pardon to speak like this, but what has just been
said is not quite true” He cleared his throat and looked around sus-
piciously, but seemed to make up his mind there was no harm in
continuing. “Because of the work I do overhear a lot the whites say
to each other. This man I work for is powerful. The only person in
the world more powerful than he is the Queen of England, and to

____——4
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tell the truth, from what I hear, he and the Queen are ik this!”
brought his index fingers together, hooked them around each .. -
and pulled hard to demonstrate how impossible it would
them apart.

“This man I work for, whatever he wants from England, he will
get. Now I heard him ask the old governor, Sir Harley, and the other
whites who were here before him, if they thought a black army oy
invade and conquer Kumase. They said no.”

“Good,” said the host. “At least the white men know we're not
suicidal fools, to go and die so stupidly”

“This man I work for, Sir Garnet Wolseley, then revealed to the
others that he had the power to ask for two thousand white soldiers,
but only if all the fighting could be done and over before the rains
start.”

It was as if all the kings had decided to take in a deep breath at
the same time. Silence fell.

“That means only six months from now;” said King Tsibu.

“Five,” corrected the Field Marshal.

“The whites fear the rains more than they fear the Asante army,”
said King Ata.

“I don't blame them. They die rather fast when they come here,
and here we're not even in the forest yet. Remember what happened
ten years ago? They sent an army to Praso to frighten the Asante
king. The army came back half dead. It hadn’t fought any battles,
except against the rains and the diseases that came with them. The
whites have good reason to fear”

“But," asked Amoonu, “if they can’t fight more than a few months,
why not bring more than two thousand men?”

The drunken King of Denchira answered him: “They don't have
so many men. Don’t you know? The white women have a hard time
giving birth. They don't like it

“Now how do you know? Have you had any white women?”
asked the Field Marshal from Gomoa.

“I'haven't, but I know;’ answered the King of Denchira.

ach othey,
be to lear
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ousand white soldiers are too few for fighting against

« th

’It‘vi?}\moonu repeated. “And if they actually hope to capture
Asan (o 2
Kumase: - seen the guns these two thousand will be carry-

«ut have you g
. _o» Amfo Otuasked. =
mg“No one has seen them, said Ata.

«[ have” Amfo Otu said. “I've seen one in action. The bullets shot

more than twice as far as any Asante gun can send bul-
r. That's not all. I hear, confidentially, that the whites
ere a gun than can shoot a thousand bullets into one

from it travel
Jets. And faste
want to bring h £
<mall space in a few moments.

«Is that possible?” asked King Solomon. -

“It is not merely possible,” said a voice so full of conviction it had
to be listened to, “it is certain.” The voice belonged to the interpretcfr,
and it did not stop. “But all this you will see with your own eyes in
good time. Besides, I can assure you there will be more than two
thousand soldiers marching against Kumase.”

«will there be another white army?” asked King Solomon.

«And where will it march form?” asked the Field Marshal.

“No;” the interpreter said importantly. “There will not be another
white army marching against Kumase. But a white man almost as
great as my general Sir Garnet Wolseley is raising an army in the
east, on the right bank of the Firaw River. I can even tell you that
white man’s name: Glover. This white man Glover is raising a huge
army of all the people east of us: Ekuapem, Krepi, Ga, Awona, Ada,
even people from beyond Dahomey, from Bonni and Alata and Op-
obo”

“When is this great army supposed to move against Asant
Field Marshal asked.

“I have yet to hear a definite time given,” the interpreter said. “All
I know is that everything must be done before the big rains start to
fall”

The conversation of the kings settl
buzz interrupted frequently by the tinkle of cups against bott

e?” the

ed into a kind of reassured
les.
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Again the interpreter cleared his throat to speak. “Pardon me, but
I must remind you General Wolseley expects a message from you
confirming your agreement to his plan. Also, may I remind you to
inform all the kings who were not here today?”

“That is no trouble at all,” said Ata. “Write it down. We agree.
We'll tell the others. We only hope this white general, bciqg SO pow-
erful and rich, will be generous when the time comes for rewards”

The interpreter wrote down the message. It took him plenty of
time, and several different frowns passed over his face. The spokes-
man beckoned to Buntui, who had been standing near the empty
boxes, staring vacantly about him. Buntui went to him. The spokes-
man examined Buntui’s hands. They were dirty. He ordered Buntui
to wash his hands in the water Densu had used to wash off the blood
from the drunken king’s lips. When Buntui had wiped his hands
dry, the spokesman took the letter from the interpreter and gave it
to Buntui. “Rush all the way to the castle,” the spokesman ordered
him. “When you've given this to a white man, come back at once.
You have to take a message to Esuano tonight.”

This seemed to bother Buntui. He looked helplessly at the spokes-
man. The spokesman suspected the cause of his dismay. “You'll have
enough time to rest before you go,” the spokesman continued. “You
won't have to start till the first gun sounds from the castle after dark”
Buntui looked relieved. He took the note and walked briskly out. As
he passed by the door, Densu stepped back into the shadow, away
from the bright light in the doorway, and turned his face away. Bun-
tui, hesitating at the door, searched for the hidden face.

“What are you waiting for?” the spokesman demanded harshly.
Buntui jumped down the three steps into the courtyard. In another
moment he had disappeared beyond the gate.

“A good messenger,” the spokesman said, shaking his head, “but
he should have been born with a bigger brain. Very strong, though,

and he'll do what you tell him—if he remembers. He's a stranger
here, really from Esuano””

"How long has he been here?” Densy asked

f
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“He used to come and go. His masl‘er sends him here whel? he
» want him around there. He gets into trouble, I should think,

o t of having too much strength and too little sense. Since
031 accounr Ababio became king at Esuano, he's been here all the
h.ls m'?]itet suits us here. He'’san excellent messenger. Not afraid to go
= herae even at night. No wonder. He can defend himself. Who
:Z:;’d wa;lt to waylay such a giant? Hed break his neck.”

The kings sat listlessly, waiting for the messen'gei to ret’l'xrn.

«I don’t think we should have agreed so rea'dlly. th? helq I:/lar-
shal said. His voice was low, as if he were talking to himself. The

i spects a tough bargainer”
Whl“‘zv??vne:: \Sise not to gisk offending him,” said Ata. “After all, we

don’t know him yet” “Ata is right. We don't know this Sir Garnet

Wolseley, yet. He may really help us,” Edu sa.id, pgnsivel.y.. o

“Not the way McCarthy helped us—getting himself lil“ed, said
Kwesi Kae with a laugh. “I wouldn't laugh at his memory, answergd
Edu. “He is remembered as one white man whose words“were sin-
cere”” “That may be the reason they killed him themselves,” Amoonu
said. The others looked startled. .

“But wasn't it the Asante who killed him? Didn't they cho;lotf his
head and make his brain pan a drinking bow for their king?” asked
the Field Marshal.

“Yes” said Edu. “But the Asante found him dead already. He had
shot himself”” » | _

“The question is why,” Amoonu said. “He had no intention of
killing himself when he started out from Cape C(-)asl.

“True,” Edu agreed. “But what would you do if you opencfi a b:;r
rel of gunpowder, needing to use it in the heat of battle, and found it
wasn't that at all but food? What would you do?”

“Asante magic,” Kwesi Kae growled.

“Not Asante magic,” Amoonu said.
able explanations of what happened to th
The whites, in spite of all their power, are stu
such mistakes. Maybe because they have so muc

“I've heard only two reason-
at good governor. The first:
pid enough to nmk
h power, not in spite
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of it. The second: The whites don't like sincere people. They
to put such men in situations which destroy them. Mc(ja.-)(ha,re
sincere man. Too sincere.” !

“At any rate, we can continue drinking to his memory,” said K
si Kae. It did not seem as if anyone had a stomach for C(‘)n(inui g
talk of the dead McCarthy. The kings drank in silence, Y

There was a loud noise at the gate, and before anyone could 4
what it was about, Buntui burst into the room. =

“Hey, learn not to enter places like a hurricane,” the spokesp;
said, taking the letter Buntui carried and handing it over to ll;c ;:1
terpreter. The interpreter translated it. “The white man I work for h:
says he thanks you. He hopes to see you again on Monday, day a‘ftc:
tomorrow. And he will certainly reward you as befits your C(;ura e
in the war to come—after the war is over.” :

Ata of Cape Coast sighed: “After the war is over, he says.”

Now that Buntui had done his work, he looked at the spokes-
man. The spokesman reached up to put an arm on his shoulder,
and steered him to the doorway. Densu stayed where he was, in the
shadow within.

: ‘You may go and rest now;” the spokesman told Buntui. “Come

n?::;el:z:':t;i :,).::ln?s hI:S dark. You'll be taking a message to your

- g gun‘”Make sure no one sees you, and go as
you can. Understand?

Buntui
.ntul nodded, then went off as fast and as noisily as he had
come in.

glad

Wwas 3

Inth sr
s e t;:f)l:;, the lnrelmess of the beginning was gone. A king was
Kae Waf ac[u ") £ h'_s stool. It was Solomon of Dominase. Kwesi

ually snoring, no longer on his stool but propped com-

fortably against the hi
ind et
empty and overturned. wall, a cup and a bottle beside him, both

. The spokesman looked a
King Ata. Then he came w
¢s 10 know how to use th
led Densu toward the

! round uneasily and went to whisper to
ere Densu was and said: “T he king wish-

kin;.medlcme_so he can tell his friend.” He
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«[t is not difficult; Densu said, putting dow.n hi_s bag :f.nd taking
. ch of the powder in between thumb and torfeh.nger. It may be
ap d on your food. Or you may wish to put it in water. Do not
" :al);ohol. They don’t go together. And do not take more
antity, just a pinch at a time. That is quite cnoug}nl. _'lak-
Il not increase the power of the bark. It may diminish it

sprink
mix it wit
than this QU
ing more wi

< all”
. stead. That is @ L '
2 King Ata’s eyes were almost closed by now. The spokesman qui-

(ly asked for leave 10 take the stranger away, and walked into the
i h Densu. “You must come home with me,” he said. “1

urtyard wit
i but I haven’t had a chance to talk to you, and

know you're ina hurry,

u look hungry.” )
i “But I must hurry back.

] am,” agreed Densu.
“Eat something at my house. It will give you strength, and your

journey will be quicker” ‘
The spokesman’s home was a short walk from the hall, near the

entrance to the palace courtyard. There was a bowl of food ready in
the middle of the outer room, and a stool next to it. The spokesman
pointed out another stool in the far corner, and Densu brought it and

s if she had been watching them unseen, a woman came

sat on it. A
The spokes-

in with a bowl of water and placed it beside the food.
man washed his right hand and Densu did the same. Then they ate.

“Your wife cooks well;” said Densu after the meal. “The fufu was
soft, and the soup—I bit my tongue twice.”

“Yes, she cooks well, but she’s not my wife. She's a relat
wife I lost. Fifteen years, it's been. | didn’t think I would live. But
fifteen years is a long time.” He closed his eyes. Densu, feeling this
sudden sadness of his new friend, was silent. “I won't keep you any
longer,” the spokesman said. “But promise me you'll come to me, as
my guest, whenever you return to this town.”

“That I will gladly do”

The spokesman walked Densu to the gate and beyond it into the
town. “One day,” he said, “when you come back, I shall tell you many
things, and you will tell me about your life. Farewell” He took his

ive of the
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hand from Densu’s shoulder, looked up at his face, shook his h
twice, and turned to go. -
Densu crossed the town in a hurry. The evening had been bright
but dusk was descending, and he had work to do in preparationgf(,;
the coming night. By the time he reached the lagoon the sun, still
visible but only barely so, had turned a dark orange. It disappeared
altogether as Densu reached the entrance to Ama Nkroma’s house
under the coconut trees. ’

“You've been away a long time,” Ama Nkroma said by way of
greeting. “Did you succeed?”

“Better than I had reason to hope,” Densu answered.

“But you lost your bag”

“No. King Ata wanted it, with everything it contained”

Ama Nkroma chuckled. “When he sees what the drug will do,
he'll search the whole earth for you. But have you eaten?”

“I'have eaten. I met a friend, the spokesman Nsaako.”

“Ah, so Nsaako found you. I wish you had had time to talk the
whole day with him. He has a wise head, and a good heart. I have
always called him a healer pretending to be a spokesman, and he has
always laughed at me. Is he well?”

“Very”

“You're restless.”

:l must go to the Esuano road tonight. I have work to do”
At night? What kind of work?”

It will take time to explain. When I return here, I'll tell you. |
must hurry now. Do you have any rope?”
N Ama; Nkroma pulled a length of rope from beneath the thatch of
¢ roof and gave Densu a knife to cut the length he needed.

Ke'cp the §nife," she said. “You may need it, going like that with-
outa weapon.” It was a good, sharp knife.
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3. Encounter

Densu walked quickly through the thickening darkness. He had
not heard the castle guns go off, but he was anxious. Weird possibili-
ties occurred to his mind. Perhaps the plan to send Buntui to Esu-
ano had suddenly been changed. Perhaps he had gone much earlier.
perhaps he wasn't going at all.

Densu made his way to the Esuano path, cutting through the
bush going away from the town, keeping the faint lights of the castle
on his right, slightly behind him. The brush began to thicken into
real bush. Bushes ran together in thickets, and soon vegetation cut
off sight of the light from the castle and the town. The moon was
beginning to shine, feebly.

The path had led northward, away from the sea. Now it took a
sharp turn left. At the same time it took a dip down a long slope.
Densu searched for trees near the path and found two suitable for
his purpose. Working on the first, just to the right of the path, he
cut a notch around its bole about the height of his own navel, then
worked it into a groove. He led one end of the rope so that it rested
securely in the groove, and tied a fast knot to keep it in place. He led
the rope across the path, and dropped it below the second tree while
he carved a groove in that also.

He hesitated, wondering if he should hold the loose end of the
rope himself, waiting till he actually heard Buntui coming on the
path into the rope trap. But he knew no one else was likely to be trav-
eling to Esuano, and as for anyone making the journey from Esuano
so late at night, that was impossible. Densu finished the groove in
the second tree. He stretched the rope taut, tied a triple knot to se-
cure it, and reinforced the knot with a stick. Then he sat down in the
shadow of a tree three steps down the path, leaning against its trunk,
and waited. Above him, the foliage cut off the sky almost entirely._
Only in places was the faint moonlight able to pierce the covering of
leaves, like tiny starpoints in a black sky. On the ground below, l.hc'
darkness was thick, but along the path and near it there was a sprin-
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kling of faint light points. The forest was silent. There was no sound
at all, not even one sound from a forest creature. When the boop, o
cannon from the castle sounded, it took complete possession of the
calm air, a great violent sound carried on the air, moving away intq
the invisible distance ahead.

Densu waited. He tried to gauge how long it would take Bupyy;
to reach him where he was on the path. That brought back all h
troubling, anxious questions he had already pushed out of his ming.
What if Buntui wasn't coming after all? What if hed gone already? A
new worry added itself: What if he were travelling with a group and
not alone? Again Densu made the effort to free himself from these
anxieties. He noticed his body had tensed itself up. He closed his
eyes and let his head reach gently back till it rested against the tree
trunk behind him. He took a deep breath of air and was surprised
there was nothing of the sea’s salt in it.

He heard steps coming down the path. Heavy steps, but rapid.
They were not walking steps. They sounded like the steps of a man
trotting. The steps came nearer. They grew louder, as if whoever was
taking them intended deliberately to crush the earth at every step.
The man was not just trotting; he was humming a phrase, the same
one over and over again, from the training song of the castle re-
cruits. Densu got ready. The humming got louder, then expanded
into real singing, words and all.

“I am going to war, yeee, yeee!
I'am going to kill, yeee, yeee!
I'am going to die, yeee, yeee!
Yeee, yeee! I am going to die!”

The singing came to a brutal stop. The carefree voice was cut oft
in a hoarse gasp. A long, heavy object shot through the darkness, its
flight more audible than visible. It smacked violently against a tre¢
on the other side, bounced back across the path, hit a stone with 2
crunch and slithered to a stop. Densu reached out for it, and saw atd
glance he had a rifle in his hand, so new it shone even in the scanty
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moonlight. He had never hel’d one like it before. It was the same as
the guns of the white general’s guards.

A heavier sound followed the rifle’s fall. There was first the crack-
ing of undergrowth, an angry gru.nt, then the massive thud of a giant
body against hard earth. Densu jumped up from his hiding place.
Holding the rifle, he stood in the path, looking down at the prostrate
form before him. The form’s head was invisible in the darkness. Its
trunk was half hidden in the foliage it had crashed through. Its legs
were spread awkwardly apart, and only the feet really touched the
clear path.

The fall had evidently hurt the giant. He took some time dou-
bling up into a kneeling position beside the path. Then he shifted
into the center of the path, where there was some light. He peered
confusedly upward. “Buntui” Densu called down to him.

The effect of Densu’s voice on the giant was swift. It was as if he
had at the same moment realized there was a human being present
with him, and that this human being was responsible for his fall. The
shout that rose from the huge throat was eloquent of brute anger.
The giant leaped at Densu.

Densu had not expected the attack. The way Buntui had looked
on the ground, he had seemed too hurt and confused to put up any
resistance, much less fight. Densu barely had time to step back,
avoiding the giant’s thrust. He turned the rifle butt forward and
smashed it down hard against the huge mass that had leaped at him.

The blow was harder than Densu would have made it had he had
time to prepare himself for it. In addition, Buntui had leaped for:
ward with tremendous momentum. Stopped by the hard wood of
the rifle, he collapsed again on to the ground. Densu leaned over
him and examined him. He felt no blood on the head, but the giant
had been stunned, and lay unconscious now. _

Densu dragged the limp form off the path into a Proad clearing
to the left. He laid the giant down on the grass. He found a pouch
of cartridges tied to a belt round his waist. He took it Then he sat
beside the unconscious giant, waiting.
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It did not take Buntui long to come to. When he did, he mad
violent effort to rise, but the effort seemed to make him dizzy, andeha
stopped in a sitting position. The moon was shining more by h e
now, and Densu could see Buntui clearly. ghtly

“I have your gun,” Densu said. “I have no intention of ygjp, -
But if you force me to, I will” Buntui said nothing in reply. “ wa,ﬁ ::)
ask you some questions,” Densu continued. “If you answer me, you
can go on your way. If you refuse, I'll keep you here till you chap ge
your mind.”

“What do you want?” Buntui asked.

“You know who killed the prince Appia,” Densu said. Buntui was
silent. “I know you know;” Densu continued. “That person will be
hanged, just as soon as the truth is known.” Buntui swallowed audj-

bly, but said nothing.
“The only way the killer can save himself is if he can prove he was

obeying someone else.”

“Why are you keeping me here like this?” Buntui asked. His voice
was a compromise between defiance and a whining entreaty.

“You know who killed Appia,” Densu said again.

“Idon’t”

“But I've been told you killed him.”

“Who... who told you?” Buntui was afraid.

“Ababio. Who else?”

“Ababio told you?”

In the silence that followed, the confusion that ravaged Buntui’s
dull mind was made audible in his heavy, staggered breathing. At
last he sounded as if he had accepted defeat and given up the attempt
to think his way out of a maze too complex for him. “But why did he
tell?” he asked, an anguished question.

:"Ihink of it,” Densu said calmly. “The killer will hang.”

He made me do it,” Buntui said peevishly.

“Who?”

“Eja Ababio himself”

“He did not force you.”
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“He wanted me to do it. He said all the powerful people wanted
t, and I would be rewarded.” Buntui paused for thought

metodoi .
dn’t even let me keep the jewels”

“And he di o
«What jewels, Buntui?
“The] ewels!” Buntul said vehemently, as if emphasis was the best

explanation he could think of. “She had jewels.

«who had jewels?”
«Herself. The prince’s mother. She had the jewels, and I took

them, but my master took them from me”
«What did he do with them?”
“He hid them.”

“Where?”
“He forced me to bury them. In his room.” Buntui sighed.

«“What happened to the prince’s mother?”
“Eja Ababio hadn’t told me about her,” Buntui said, shaking his

head sadly in the moonlight. “He just said I was to wait tilla man fell
in the trap, and then I should go forward and break him. I heard the
man in the trap and went and started to break him. Then the woman
came at me. I thought I was fighting a witch.”

“What did you do to her?”
“Nothing. I took her hands and broke them. 1 broke her arms.

Then I broke her legs. She fought all the time. I had to break and
break them. Then she was quiet”

“You were going to kill her?”

“No. Master hadn’t said I should kill her. He said nothing about
her. That was annoying. The woman grew quiet and still. I left her
there. I had to tell master I had done it, and ask him about the wom-
an, what to do with her. But when I told him he got angry and later
took my jewels away from me.”

“Did you return?”

“Where?”

“Where you killed Appia.”

“We went both together,” Buntui said.
an had flown away. I swear upon my master’s

“Jt was terrible. The wom-
foot. She was a witch.
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Do you know? My master refused to believe me. He was angry
me, as if | had given the witch the wings to fly away with, | had ney,
seen him so angry. Now he has sent me to this town. I dony kno".
why. I like Esuano. But this place isn't really bad” Now he SOunde‘;
happy again. He stopped and cocked his head, listening, A soung
had come on the air, but Densu had paid no attention to it, g ¢,,.
grossed had he been in what Buntui was telling him. The sound b
come closer, and Buntui had finally heard it. Deep male voices sang
the harmony, and the heavy tramp of soldiers’ boots on earth gave
the beat.
“We are going to war,

with

We are going to kill,
We are going to die,
Yeee, yeee, we are going to die!”

Buntui rose up on his feet. Densu thought he saw an expression
of benign contentment on his face. Before he had shaken off his as-
tonishment at the sudden change in the giant's mood, Buntui was
crashing his way through the undergrowth, heading in the direction
of the soldiers’ song, toward the path.

Densu did not shoot. He did not even feel like threatening the
happy fool. He simply took the precaution of moving away from
the place. He went forward parallel to the path, as fast as he could
without making a noise. He stopped before he got out of earshot.
The giant had forgotten entirely about him. In his flight he had been
less a man running from danger than a man rushing to meet some
object of his desire.

The singing stopped. So did the tramp of running boots. In their
place, only a confusion of voices.

“Kai! Here's a beast!”

“He's the one who tied the rope there!”

“Shoot him!” several voices shouted.

“Don't shoot me!” Densu heard Buntui howl. “I'm no beast. I'm
Buntui. Ekow Buntui”

“Hey, the beast talks. Listen to the beast”
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sghoot the beast! Shoot the beast!”

«pon’t shoot me. I'm Ekow Buntui”

«Catch him!”

«gjlence!” a strident voice said. There was a sound of blows,
shouts, grunts. “The beast is bi"g." “But he’s a weak beast” “He
it ight” “Let the beast speak” “He's saying something, Listen”
«gilence!” shouted the strident voice again. There was no silence.
«when I say silence, I want silence, do you hear?” the strident voice
added. The soldiers became quiet. “Now who are you?” Buntui’s
answer was inaudible. “What are you doing here?”

A long interval. Then several men laughed, and a voice from
among the soldiers said: “The beast is mad. He says he was captured
by someone just now.” There was loud laughter. “Silence!” the stri-
dent voice howled. The laughter died. “So show us where this strange
man with the gun is!” the strident voice commanded. There was the
noise of men crashing heavily through bushes, breaking twigs and
snapping branches. “Where is the man with the gun, beast?” the stri-
dent voice asked. The others laughed, and one shouted: “The beast is
a dreamer. He sees strange men when the moon appears.” “Silence!”
the strident voice said. “This is no beast. He is a spy”

“I'm no spy!” Buntui shouted angrily. “Let’s go to the palace and
ask if 'm a spy”

“All right, beast,” the strident voice said. “We'll take you with
us on our way back. If you're a spy telling us lies, you'll see There
was a shrill order. The soldiers started their song again. Their boots
stamped the earth again, and they continued trotting down the path,
away from the town. Densu waited till their voices were faint in the
dark distance. Then he picked up the gun from the ground where he
had rested it, and crossed the path. He walked as far into the forest
as he could go without undue difficulty, then he stopped to wait for
the soldiers on their return.

In a short time they came rushing back up the path. He could
hear them singing—a different song, unfamiliar to him, but just as
brisk as the first. He let them go completely out of earshot before he
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regained the path and walked the distance back to Ama Nkrop.
las

house. She had been waiting for him.

“What kept you so long?” Ama Nkroma asked Dengy, «
afraid something had happened to you.”

“I had to meet an enemy,” Densu said.

“How mysterious! And he gave you a gun. A generous ey
Who was he?”

“A fellow called Buntui,” Densu said. “You wouldn't know him”

“Anyway, you seem to have got what you went for.”

“More,” Densu said.

“You have to be tired,” Ama Nkroma said. “Eat something before
you sleep.”

“Not food at this time of night.” c

“There’s fruit.”

Ama Nkroma talked to Densu as he ate. She told him of her con-
versation with the healer Ezua, who had just come from the west,
She had told him of the coming meeting of healers at Praso, and hed
said hed go, and had promised to bring another healer with him. |
wish I could come myself,” Ama Nkroma said, “but look at me. Old
age is defeating me, and I have to stay here. You will all come back
here and see me, will you not? You must.”

Densu slept a deep, dreamless sleep that night. He woke up with
asweet taste in his mouth and a great head of energy throughout his
body. As soon as he had washed himself he took the gun and headed
into the bush. Once there he did not have to wait long. A solitary
antelope came to drink at a nearby stream, and Densu brought him
down with one shot.

The rest of the morning he skinned, cut and smoked the meat
fof Ama Nkroma. Then he cleaned the house and the area around it
:)hzt:*::t l}:f:;:: ;’:lres_t@- When the sun went down he was ready
Promise again to ret::s village at Praso_. Ama Nkroma madf‘ h!“;
Nyaneba and every oth:' gave him greetings to take to Damfo and

r healer. Then she said farewell.

[ Was

emy,
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4. Reincarnation

erson Densu saw on his return to Praso was Araba

e rning was young, and she was sitting outside, leaning

s ’Ih'e n:(; wall. Again, Densu had an impulse to speak to her,

easilz’ af:::::(ed the impulse. She looked steadily ahead, taking no
but he

otice of him. Ajod
: “Does she talk?
“ {” Ajoa said. “But |
lkri(::o): Wejlcome back.” She ran forward and took his bundle
;’:Zm him. “Who gave you the gun?” she asked.
“[ took it from Buntui,” Densu said.
At the sound of Buntui’s name something happened to Ara-

ba Jesiwa. She gave a cry like a whimper, almost 'i{laudiblc. Tears
sprang to her eyes and flowed down her cheeks as if .th_ey had bee'rT
dammed up, awaiting release. It seemed she was straining hg.'r neck
and mouth to say something. But the effort was too n‘1u.ch for her,
and she collapsed where she sat, leaning sideways, shdlpg against
the wall. Densu threw down the gun and caught Araba Jesiwa before
she fell.

“Let’s take her in,” Ajoa said.
They put her on her bed and took her inside. Ajoa held her head

up and gave her a drink, and soon she was slccping peacefully. Ajoa
gave Densu cool water, and looked at him as if he had been absent
for years.

“I dreamed of you every night,” she said.

“Nightmares,” he said.

“Dreams. Real dreams.”

“Only me? Or all your suitors?” ,

“I'have no others,” she said. “It’s you I have to worry about. Theres
someone who will want to take you away from me.”

“But there’s no other woman here your age.”

“Does it have to be a woman, and my age?”

“You like riddles””

Ajoa came out of the house.

Densu asked her.
she moves more freely now. She should
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“This isn't a riddle. Everybody knows. The Asante genera|
ed your name in the middle of a dream two nights ago”

“Asamoa Nkwanta?”

“Yes.”

“Did he say what the dream was about?” Densu asked.

“Perhaps he told my father,” Ajoa said.

In the evening, after supper, the healers came with Asamoa Ny
wanta to hear what news Densu had brought from the coast. He told
them what he had heard and seen. The healers were quiet, pensive,
Asamoa Nkwanta asked him a great number of questions. Some.
thing about the white general Wolseley fascinated him.

“What does he look like?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked. “Is he the
tallest of the whites?”

“He’s not the tallest,” Densu answered. “He's a small man. But he
carries himself haughtily, and the white men around him seem to
respect him, some even to fear him.”

“Does he look strong?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked.

“In what way do you mean strong?” Densu asked.

“In every way. The way he moves, the way he expresses his will,
the quickness of his mind.”

“His will and his mind I can say nothing about, though I heard
hed traveled over the whole world fighting wars, and had every-
where won victories,” Densu said. “His body is not strong. It may
have been in his youth, but now one leg is lame. He tries to hide it,
but he limps badly when he walks””

“What of the second white man, the one supposed to attack us
from the east? What is his name?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked.

“They call him Captain Glover” Densu said. “I heard nothing
about him, except what I've told you: he’s collecting a black army
along the river Firaw”
tw;x::et :nl:eefi to kno'w,” said Asamoa Nkwanta, “is which of thes¢
ity :t liS mor.e important than the other. Who has the great”

TS s the important thing”

That I wasn't able to ascertain” Densu said.

Shouy
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«[ have to know exactly what that other white man, the one called
» Asamoa Nkwanta repeated the sentence, over and

again. Tiny drops of sweat appeared on his nose. “And I have no
= ? ble there on the Firaw." He turned his head and looked into
- On the great warrior’s face there had come an expres-
Jose to entreaty. “Have you ever been as far east as the

Glover intends’

Densu’s face.

sion strangely ¢
Firaw 2" “Not yet,” Densu answered.

«Could you, would you go for me?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked,
an embarrassed softness in his voice. It was as if he felt vulnerable,
afraid the answer might be no. |

wyes” Densu said. The answer seemed to have taken the warrior
by surprise. Asamoa Nkwanta repeated the que§lion. Only when
Densu repeated what hed said did he appear satisfied that he had
heard him correctly.

«“When will you be able to go?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked.

“In a week or two, I think”

5. The Water Gazer
In the time before going east to the Firaw, Densu began wa'ter-
gazing. He ate nothing the whole day. He stayed indoors, gazing into
the water in a wide clay bowl placed before him by Damfo.

At first Densu saw only water in the bowl. He tried to see beyond
the water, but the strain on his eyes produced tears. By the third day,
however, he was able to keep from blinking, and there were no tears.
His eyes had become accustomed. He saw an image of his own fac?,.
It was a confused image, and he wanted to give it a sharper defini-
tion. He failed. Frustration tempted him to stop gazing for the day.
He looked up, intending to tell Damfo he did not feel like gon,ng on.
But Damfo had gone out silently and left him alone. He hadn't even
noticed.

Later, the vagueness of the water im
looked steadily at the image. The imag

age didn’t matter o him. He
¢ looked back at him. Then
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the sight of the image dissolved into thought :
water in the bowl were no longer stagnantgbui,ﬂand‘ 1t was as if i,
sure now if he was seeing images, or givin’ . Owing. He s not
He was a person in the water, not just a fagce ;: Vi g thoughs,
was not whole, and he seemed to be searching f; ﬂl-ﬁrst. The persop
ers passed by him in the water. They beckonegd . LO'mpl-etion, P
u?to spaces they had prepared for him. But it o bim invited hi
kind ‘of space he needed, and he could not ﬁnds:‘:3 i knew. G
openings offered him. among any of the
The still w. .
i tg (;r..Why a specific space? An answer came:
St ; en hflll th‘e need was stilled. And the need \\'a;
L t}z,at . lOl:lis ips wnt.h others. It was for a definite kind of
same direction 'Ihou be possible only with people moving in the
between the pe;) lee:;wa: a su:ong urge to examine the difference
" Apva ufa y av.anlable for relationships and those the
ot attat but‘ Densgueh ear said the. people in the seeker’s mind did
o S "[h: t 0ugh.t of his own reality, and the fear lost
Anan, They wer.e no(re was Ajoa. There was Damfo. There had been
The others availabelln . o

R gt s le;lwere many, of course. The impression they
the st or ;; sbie, undisturbed, came from their accepting
vl s soz:j sat:s.factor.y. But what deep-eating blindness
Ths onlivishlons o seehns satisfaction in such warped realities?
in the given world; anedoil e o oo T Elpesaand’ fjce
need was for relati,onsh‘iPsa::i!:ﬁ [faoeumlj t::““ R
i ople for w

as not perfect, not even reasonabliy satisfa}:t):'y. These would be

P60ple whose $

because their rsei?cwe(: I;dthc .y something yet to be created
I 4 2

with. Was not yet entirely present. People to work

the existing world

A hurtful thought arose: Su
merely a disease? A second t
would not be any the less na

Ppose the need for completion was

h()ugh[ took th
tural for that, ¢ hurt away: The search
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[n the water the gazer saw a world in which some, a large num-
per, had a prevalent disease. The disease was an urge to fragment ev-
erything: And the disease gave infinite satisfaction to the diseased,
because it §ave them control. Then there were those with a contrary
disease, an urge to unite everything. If that was a disease, the gazer
thought, so let it be. But there would be nothing to keep him from
choosing it for his own disease, and following its natural course,

reaching for its
By the time t
was afternoon. The
water inside his body,
tirely. So he went to th
overhanging the stream W
the water. He didn’t swim. He
closed his eyes and let his sense of direction go,
on to anything.
When he came up for air, he kept his eyes closed and lay on his
back upon the water, letting the sun bake him. In a while he felt his
face burning. He opened his eyes, swam till he was directly beneath
the overhanging rock, jumped up and grasped the end of the rock
with both hands, and pulled himself up on to its surface. He looked
for his cloth. It had disappeared.
There were no marks on the rock, but where it dipped under soil
he found the grass lightly crushed. He followed it. He had to look
carefully—whoever had passed that way had passed lightly. The trail
of disturbed grass ended abruptly, yet ahead there was still fresh
grass. Densu did not look up into the tree under which the trampled
grass had ended. He sat under it to rest.
His cloth was thrown down to him. It fell in a soft bundle on his
head, unraveled itself, and covered his face. While he was taking the
cloth off his face, someone dropped beside him from the tree above.
“You're a good hunter,” Ajoa said.
“You're a good temptress, leaving me n
“I've given you back your cloth.” she said.

natural aim.
he gazer was ready to take his eyes off the water, it

world was warm. He felt a great need for water:
water outside him, water covering him en-
e nearest stream. He left his cloth on a rock
here it made a pool, and plunged under
just let himself sink into the water. He
not trying to hold

aked.” Densu said.
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“Pll also give you back yours,” he said, reaching for her Waist
band. She stepped backward, but he held it fast and it came loose.
She was still trying to free herself, so he pulled her against himself,
bent her backward till she fell, and he fell with her.

“Be careful. You'll hurt me.” she said.

He shifted so as to lie on his side, and pulled her so she wag no
longer lying on her back but on her side, facing him. He opened oy
his cloth with one hand and spread it out on the grass there beside
him. Rolling her on top of himself, he turned and brought her 1,
rest again on the other side, on top of the cloth. He reached for the
unused part of the cloth and pulled it over both of them. With his
right leg he searched for space between her legs, and she made way
for him. “I thought youd begun watergazing,” she said.

“I have,” he answered.

“You aren't supposed to want women while you're searching for
your soul,” she said.

“That’s not what the water told me.”

“So what did it tell you?”

“The water said to the gazer: sometimes the only way you see
your soul is in one other person,” he said.

“Does that one other person have to be me?” she asked him.

“Ask the water that,” he said. “For me it’s never been a question
but an answer””

“I'm the same way,” she said. “But tell me truly. What did you
actually see when you gazed into the water?”

“I saw a secret”

“Even from the other part of your soul?” she laughed.

“T'll tell you, since you want to know;” he said. “When I gazed into
the water I saw Ajoa stark naked”

_ Tcanalways tell when you're lying” she said. “I watch this vein
10 your temple.”
“What does it do?”

Blft Ajoa couldn’t answer. She couldn’t even remember what the
question had been about.
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«Don't get out of me” she said, when both were quiet,
«[ shall have to, some time,” he said.
sgomething isn't right, about all this" she said.
«1 don't see that”
«I see it,” she said. “When it begins, you want to get in so badly
ou have to fight me to let you in. When it ends, I'm the one who has
to fight you to keep you in.”

«we could stay locked together forever] he said gravely. “But
eople might miss us and come looking or us”

“you've convinced me.” She gave a forced cough, pulled herself
back a fraction, and he was out. Laughing, she got up and ran to the
water. He followed her. They bathed their sweat away and then lay
down on the warm rock. It faced west, and was tilted slightly upward
on the side overhanging the pool. When they lay on it, the afternoon
sun streamed directly into their faces. Both closed their eyes.

“Do you see what I see?” Ajoa asked Densu.

“I don’t know,” Densu said. “What do you see?”

“What's the color behind your lids now?” she asked him.

“Saffron now. It gets paler if I pretend I'm opening my eyes. Do
you see rainbows when you look through your eyelashes?”

“Peacock feathers,” she said. “But close your eyes completely. I
want to ask you something”

“Ask. 'm ready”

“Look hard,” she said.

“I can't look when my eyes are closed,” he protested.

“You think you can't;” she said. “But have you tried?” He tried.

“What do you see?”

“The same saffron background,” he answered.

“What of the foreground?”

“There’s nothing there.”

“Look closely,” she said.

He looked. “There’s this long, transparent thread. It kceps the
same shape but never stays in the same position. It keeps trying to
slip out of sight behind my eyelid.”

p
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“Which way is it trying to go now?” she asked.

“Down.”

“Look up. It'll follow your look,” she said. Then she asked him:
“Did it?”

“It did,” he said. “Did yours have little knots in it?”

“Many,” she said. “I thought I could count them, but | see thats
impossible. The whole string is made up of knots. Small, transparent
knots” She groped for his hand under the cloth, as if both of thep,
were blind. She found it and held it, pressing it. They lay there iy
silence until she asked: “What happened to the sun?”

“The great python swallowed it, didn’t you hear?” he asked her
“Why do you ask? Don'’t you see it behind your eyelids anymore?”

She pressed his hand with an urgency beyond playfulness, and
that made him open his eyes. He saw the sun partly hidden behind
the head of a man standing barely a step away from them.

The stranger was not alone. He had a large gold plate hanging
down from his neck. The chain holding the plate was also made
of gold. He was totally bald, and his pate was oiled and shiny. His
companions stood in a curved line behind him, as if they had come
down narrow pathways and had not yet noticed they were in the
open.

Densu looked at Ajoa. She already had her cloth round her body.
He stood up, adjusting his cloth, and greeted the man in front of
him, as well as his companions. The companions only nodded in
reply, but the one wearing the gold plate spoke.

“We're looking for the way to the village of healers,” he said.

“With whom do you have business there?” Densu asked.

“As you see” the man said, pointing to the gold plate on his
breast, “we are royal messengers. We carry a message from the King
at Kumase for the general Asamoa Nkwanta.”

Densu and Ajoa led the envoys to the village. Ajoa brought them
water to drink while Densu went to tell Asamoa Nkwanta of theif
arrival. The general showed not the slightest sign of surprise. It W&
as if he had been expecting just such a mission all day.
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“Bring them to me,” he said to Densu, “and tell Damfo also, so he

can come—if he has time.”

6. The Call

Asamoa Nkwanta’s meeting with the royal envoys was short. He
asked them what news they brought. The envoys said they h.ad come
with a single message: the Asante people needed Asamoa Nkwanta;
the Asante army was perishing in the absence of Asamoa Nkwanta;
the Asante royal families were asking for the counsel of Asamoa Nk-
wanta. They were anxious for his return. They acknowledged the
seriousness of the wrong done him. They would listen with an un-
derstanding ear to any further terms he might want to state before
agreeing to return to the head of the army he had abandoned be-
cause a grievous wrong had been done him. The envoys said that
was all; they had been told to return to Kumase the moment they got
an answer from Asamoa Nkwanta.

Asamoa Nkwanta gave the envoys his answer with no pretense
at hesitation: he would go to Kumase to listen to the royal council
there. The envoys did not even stay to eat. They took the road back
to Kumase as soon as they were sure they had heard Asamoa Nk-
wanta’s reply right.

When Asamoa Nkwanta himself went to Damfo and told him
the news, the healer said: “That’s something you've been hoping for,
isn't it?”

“I just didn't think it would happen so soon,” Asamoa Nkwanta
answered.

“They need you,” Damfo said.

Asamoa Nkwanta tried to suppress the smile that came to his
lips. He failed. “I came to ask you a favor,” he said.

“What kind of favor?”

“1d like to take Densu with me when 1 go back to Kumase” the
general said.
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“Why?” the healer asked.

“I think you know already,” Asamoa Nkwanta said. “Densu dop
something for me. | don’t understand it, but I know I need i, Wh ".\
they murdered my nephew, something left me. It was like my h|();l;
flowing to waste. But now I can look at Densu; the way he la;lkx, u,(.
way he moves, everything he does reminds me of my nephew. Bu:
the strange thing is, the memory isn’t painful when Densu brings it
Do you understand?” '

Damfo nodded. “Still, he is no warrior,” he said.

“Only because he has no desire to be one,” Asamoa Nkwanta sajg

“Whether he goes or not depends on himself;” Damfo said ﬁnal..
ly. “Have you mentioned it to him?”

“I shall,” Asamoa Nkwanta said.

—~g—

PART SEVEN
1. The Eunuch

When Asamoa Nkwanta asked him to go with him to Kumase,
Densu agreed. Asamoa Nkwanta timed the journey so that by the
time they reached Kumase, it was dark. Near the city they passed
along the edge of a depression whose outlines were dim in the dark-
ness, but whose stench made Densu retch.

«what is that?” he asked Asamoa Nkwanta.

“Subin, the Swamp of the Dead,” Asamoa Nkwanta said. He re-
mained silent for the rest of the journey.

Asamoa Nkwanta’s entry into the city was quiet. On the first
street two night guards, their hair long and wild, brandishing their
long spears in the general’s face, challenged the travelers. Asamoa
Nkwanta did not answer their challenge. He simply stood there and
let them come all the way up to him and see his face. The night
guards’ behavior changed at once. One stood aside, his spear point-
ed at the earth. The second offered to accompany the general home.
Asamoa Nkwanta laughed a dry laugh and said he would make his
own way home.

The house Asamoa Nkwanta went to was not one of the great
ones of the city. There was no one there to meet him. “This is where
I used to come whenever I wanted to be in a quiet place but couldn’t
go outside the city. There's just one room,” Asamoa Nkwanta said.

There were several thick reed mats propped up against the far
wall. Densu rolled one out for Asamoa Nkwanta. He himself felt like
sleeping outside. The journey had made him hot, and there was a
dankness to the air inside the unused house that made him uncom-
fortable. Densu could hear Asamoa Nkwanta's breathing coming to
him from within the house. It was not the even breathing of a man
at rest. It was irregular, fidgety. From time to time the general ut-
tered a small cough, as if something were irritating him, something
insignificant but persistent. But after a while the general’s restless-




268 Ayi Kwei Armah: THE HEALERS

ness gave way to complete silence, and not long after, Densy
him snoring. srd

Densu felt excited, but not in any wild, agitated way. Here h, fo
he had entered a place entirely new to him. He did not know :\'ldl
the morning would reveal to his eyes, but his ignorance did not s
set him. Knowing he would be seeing and hearing things he l:l-:
never before in his life heard or seen gave him a keen, anticipg, :
thrill. So though he didn't sleep, his body was not tense. It feltih'ury
alert, ready for whatever the morrow would bring. B

A noise caught the edge of his attention. He held his breath ang
listened. The noise had not come from within the house, yet it hag
sounded close by. The next time he heard it, it was even closer, 3]
most right on top of him. Then Densu saw a form. In the darkness
all he could make out was that the form was human, and it was en()r.‘
mous. It was advancing slowly forward, making its way toward the
door to the house in which Asamoa Nkwanta was sleeping, moving
at an eerie crawl. To reach the door the form would have to pass over
Densu.

Densu rolled sideways off the mat, suspending his breathing to
keep from making any noise at all. The form had not seen him. It
was advancing as stealthily as before, with no change in pace. Densu
lay still till the form reached the mat. He could not see whether the
form was armed. He lay dead still. The form took a step that brought
one foot onto the mat, steadied that foot, then lifted the other foot.
At that instant Densu grasped the mat’s edge with both hands and
yanked at it with all his strength.

Even as he fell, the intruder managed to remain silent. From the
sound his body made as it fell, there was no suggestion he carried
any weapon. Densu jumped upon the fallen form, reached for the
head, and put a tight arm lock on the neck. The form put up a sort
of struggle, but it was not full-blooded. In a while, Densu began to
feel there was something strange. The man under him was huge. He
could have exerted some strength had he chosen to. But he seemed
only remotely interested in fighting him. Densu had reached for his

B
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arms to pinion them. He had found only one—angd that a
held in an attitude far from any suspicion of violence. The ol:?‘ VW'M
he could not reach at first. Persisting in his search for the armul;“:m
su realized the man under him was keeping it deliberately C(')vctl.‘;j
with his massive body. Densu had thought of rolling his captive ov‘cr
forcibly. But the man'’s passivity made him change his mind,

“Who are you?” Densu asked the man under him.

“I should ask you that,” the man said. He spoke in a whisper.

Densu realized he was still afraid of discovery. “You have to tell
me who you are, and what you're doing here,” Densu insisted.

The man was silent a spell. Then he whispered: “I'm looking for

him.”

“Who?” Densu asked.

“The general,” the man said resignedly.

“Do you always visit people in this style?”

“What do you mean, this style?”

“Creeping up on them at dead of night”

The man beneath was not amused. He spoke in a much louder
kind of whisper now, even though he wasn't addressing Densu any
longer. He said: “The world is so full of fools to waylay us’”

Densu was wondering what response to make to the man's words
when he heard Asamoa Nkwanta's voice.

“What's the noise about?” the general asked.

“I have a creeping giant trapped here,” Densu said. “He claims
he's looking for you at this time of day” The man beneath Densu
sucked his teeth in sheer irritation. “He thinks he's funny” he said.

“Is that Oson’s voice I hear?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked. In his
voice there was pleasure, rising above surprise.

“His very own,” the man said softly. “But persuade this your
hangman to unwind his lean arms from my throat. 'm a man of
peace.

“That you are, Oson,” Asamoa Nkw
him. He's a friend, the best of friends. Someti
of doing things, but that’s no fault. Bring him in”

anta said. “Densu, let g0 of
mes he has his own way

____-4
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Densu released the fallen man and wepy Inside y:
don’t need light,” the man panted. >de with him, ‘W
“T know,” agreed Asamoa Nkwanta, t
time, though? How did you know I'w
kill you if they knew, at the

“What brings You
as here? yo, know * thi
palace”
“There are times when I think that would pe
said. He sighed. “I don't have time. The guard Amfop,
a friend. I've missed you, Osajefo Asamoa” told me, e,
“Did you risk the daylight dance of death to come
that?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked. € and tell
“I'brought you this,” Oson said. He had been holdin
in his left hand. Now he opened the hand in front of
wanta. Even in the dark, there was no ro
gathered in itself all the little light there
shone with it.

bclter,“ the

g something
. Asamog Nk.
om for douby, The lhing

was in the darknesg and

‘A diamond,” Asamoa Nkwanta said, surprised,
become, Oson?”

“Peace, Osajefo,” Oson said. “I'm still w
the same you saved from total death. How
become something else?”

“Where did you get this?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked.

“Peace,” Oson said. “I never stole a thing, and never will. This |
found at the source of the river Tano. I went there with a group of
priests while you were away. There was something the queen mother
needed to ask about.”

“You know the law,” Asamoa Nkwanta said, rather sternly. “All
treasure so found goes to the king”

“Tknow the law,” Oson said. He paused, reluctant to go on. “But|
hear a different voice. Osajefo, how could I give such a gift to anyone
but you? I've dreamed so long of giving you not one gift but a um;
verse of gifts. Have you already forgotten what you gave me once’
I never was able to give you anything in return. What has a slave

got to give, and a eunuch on top of being a slave? At the source u:
the river Tano I found this precious stone. Just a stone, and my sou

What have you

hatlam:a simple eunuch,
can a man made a eunuch

an!
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-y ur name. I could not disobey my soul.
dall my gos uuldh(;:t::)) idea where you were. The royals were
e d and disappeared. I was in despair. But I kept
n:sped. It was dangerous. Just when I lhoug,hl I
you came. Now I know my soul was right

disobeyed t
la)'ing Joud BOC
the diamond an ;

|dn't keep itany longen it, Osajefo.”
cou to keep it for you. Take 'n, j . s
e kwanta closed his right fist over the diamond. nk
g N‘ wt Oson, don't ever risk your life to please me again.
= i S:‘;ﬂ;hl:»: out l();d at the general. “Is there anything I can do
bt ked. )
e Osajefociur}::l?sfrom getting killed. If they find you out...
ek y'll find me out,” Oson said. “Even an elephant can
| ‘IMI if he has this” He tapped his head audibly. “Forgive
. Osajefo. I'm going. I suppose I'm obliged to
hangman also. What's his name?”

move discree
me for waking you up;
say farewell to this your

« ensu." R T > -
“ADll right, farewell, Densu,” Oson said. “If you see my e

len one day, know it’s your fault” Then he disappeared into the night,
e A
as silently as he had come.

2. Omens

The third day after Asamoa Nkwantas coming to Kumase, .thej
royal council met to hear him. Many kings had. nf)t had_ en.ou'gh Dtm;;
to come to Kumase, and the king Kofi Karikari himself said it wou
be better to have a small council. Secret matters were to be talked
about. .

So the kings present were these: from Juaben there }\'as I\;ma.
Asafo Adjei. From Mampong came Nana Kwabena Jumo. There was
also the chief Kwamen Ajapong. The chief of Bantama, Amankwa
Tia, was there. So was his rival Edu Bofo. )

The last to enter the council hall was the queen mother herself,
Efua Kobri. She, the elegant brown one, came wearing silk _robcs as
usual, her skin soft as a baby’s. Seven female attendants followed

5t s o 4t S s B S
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her—she was traveling light today. The last of her 1r44), Were (e
fat men—eunuchs. Among the three, Densu recognizeq one h":“
as surely as If he had seen Oson in broad daylight before But iy, lh:
council hall Oson gave him not the slightest sign of recognition, 1y,
did not make any special gesture even toward Asamog Nkwang,

When Efua Kobri the queen mother had sat, the meeting begy,
First, the queen mother talked of Asamoa Nkwanta's personal \'“'
row. Then she talked of the sorrow of the Asante natioy, She talkeg
subtly, with infinite grace, and she made her message cleay- Let Asy
mos Nkwanta forgive past wrongs. Let him exact whatever lurthey
price he thought himself entitled to, But let him not abandon 1)y
Asante army, leaving it to bleed itself and the nation o deatl;,

Others spoke. But neither in substance nor in style could any of
them improve on the queen mother's speech, Then it was time for
Asamoa Nkwanta to speak.

What the great warrior had to say was startlingly brief, First, he
sald he was ready 1o dissolve his personal sorrow and forgetitin the
greater pain of the nation, But he needed 1o know one thing, "What
do you want me to do?”

The royals did not whisper long among themselves before Ffua
Kobri unswered Asamon Nkwanta: “Save the army, Osajefo Asamon
Nkwanta, Right now it is seeking a wiy home, but it is lost, without
A gulde, Give it your guidance apain

Ihat” said Asamon Nkwanta “is not i heavy task 1o accept”
“Iherds more!
sounds of u white

heard talk of the

“the queen mother sakd. “There are sty and
army preparing to invade Asante. Some have even
white men dreaming of conquering Kumase”

Here one chief laughed, A second swore an oath against the pre
SInpton of these whites, Othe
I sheer i reduliny,

“No ope!

rswere content 1o shalke their heads

' the queen mothey continued, “no one amony us i
any e
Y Wdea how 1o counter these threats from the whites. The usual
COImme o

nent whep People talk about the matier i this 1 only Asamod

NKWANS were e
Wanla were here, | only Asamaon Nlwanta were here.
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“you are here with us now. Already you have earned the name
Osajefo for what p: huv‘c c!un’c wngh thci army. Only m.nc-mh. is
higher than that: the title Srafo Kra, Soul of the Army. Osajefo, even
that ultimate title is within your reach. Reach out your hand, and it
will be yours. We are calling to you. Return to the army. Give our
warriors the spirit they need” |

Asamoa Nkwanta accepted the call. As for the return of the army,
there was nothing to say about it. All that remained wi‘;‘i to doit. But
thought would have to be given to the reported plan of the whites to
invade Asante and to capture Kumase,

“1 hope the whites are brave enough to come,” Asamoa r‘?kwum-.\
said. Quite audibly, the statement took away the breath of several

chiefs. "
“Some of us do not understand that hope,” the queen mother

d.
. Asamoa Nkwanta had a well-thought-out plan. He explained it.
“I have seen our brothers on the coast, those at Edina, trap fish/”
he said, “When they begin, they never oppose the motion of the
fish, ‘They lead them into the net. Only then do they close up the
end of the net, There’s no way out. The hsh are trapped. So let the
whites invade Asante. I shall select a place good for fighting a battle.
When the whites reach that place, they will be fish facing the tor
ward wall of the net. Let our center regiments be that wall. Let the
left regiments turn on the white troops in the forest and harass them
to death. And let the regiments of the right wing circle round the
whites, come up from behind them, and block up the end of the net.
“The whites have better guns than we have. In fact we are de

pendent on them tor our weapons. But the whites fear the forest,
because ll\c)' know the torest hghl.\ tor us, against them. They may
Plan to invade Asante, but they cannot plan to fight a long war here
I our forests. The clearest way to defeat the whites is to oblige them
Lo stay long in the forest, fighting a long, long war. Then when we
have trapped them in our net and they cannot retreat, all we need do
¥ 10 hold them till the forest finishes them”
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The silence that followed Asamoa Nkwanta’s Speech y,
When it was broken, it was broken by praise, The royals “1.‘:‘. deep
peting with each other to sing the great warrior’s prajses_ 1 - om.
sat listening to them, once more silent as a wall.

Densu looked round at the royal faces. In their ostenyy
piness he saw here and there a suspicion of pain. Whep,
closer look at two of them—the king Kofi Karikari and N
Adjei of Juaben—what he saw was something like a sourn
chagrin only poorly hidden under the glad noise. As for
mother, she sat wrapped in a cold silence, like a mausole
was no judging her reaction from her secret face.

After Asamoa Nkwanta had told the royals of his plan, the roy,|
council approved it and immediately gave him leave to g0 and take
command of the army on its way back to Kumase. As the genera|
and Densu left, they saw everyone else in the council hall was be-
ing turned out, except the royals themselves and the three eunuchs,

Oson among them.

lt' h]mw“

ious ap.
he took ;
aNa Agaf,
€SS, a dccp
the queen
um. There

The journey back to the Pra river was swift. Asamoa Nkwanta
walked with a happy, eager energy, and Densu was infected. At Pra.
so they spent the night at the healers’ village. Early in the morning
they said farewell and crossed over to the left bank. \

Asamoa Nkwanta led the way along a faint path almost parallel
to the river. The path led to a kind of simple hunter’s shelter in the
forest. Seven men were waiting there, war captains from the Asante
army. The captains greeted Asamoa Nkwanta and Densu greeted
them. “He's my helper,” Asamoa Nkwanta told them.

The captains led the way along a circuitous route which ended
suddenly in an open space only recently cleared. In the center of that
space there were three huts. The captains went into the one in the
;)mddle. Asamoa Nkwanta and Densu followed. Just before Densu
l:::‘::; ::::1 thhrozgh the low (.ioorway, a small movement high up

i the ut caughl his eye. He straightened up to look. It
warrior with a rifle, his back to the clearing, who had moved.

=
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[nside, Asamoa Nkwanta began asking questions almost before
he sat. He asked each of the captains how many men they had gone
out with, and how many were left now. When did they plan to have
the army reach the Pra? When had the envoys arrived with the king’s
circle of beads to recall the army home? What were the present ob-
stacles in the path of the army?

The captains’ answers made Asamoa Nkwanta grim. Part of the
army was almost at the river already. There was no means of getting
the soldiers across, however. Densu searched for Asamoa Nkwanta's
eyes with his own. “Speak,” the general said.

“The army has canoes ready for the crossing, surely?” Densu
asked. The captains looked at each other, somewhat perplexed. Asa-
moa Nkwanta looked at the captains. “Won't you answer him?” he
asked softly. One of the captains shook his head. For a while, no one
said anything. Densu asked another question. “Does the army not
have craftsmen skilled in carving canoes?” Again, the captain shook
his head. “I know something of the craft” Densu said. “If carvers
can be found in numbers and brought here with their tools, I'll work
with them to make the canoes the army needs.”

“That will be done,” Asamoa Nkwanta said. He looked at the cap-
tains. “Which of you will find the carvers?” One volunteered. “Who
will find men to fell trees to be used?” Another volunteered.

“Meanwhile I'll go down south and bring up the farthest regi-
ments,” Asamoa Nkwanta said.

The recrossing of the Pra began on a Thursday. The first group to
reach Praso was impatient and impetuous. There were four hot-eyed
captains with the group, and they said they did not want to wait for
the canoes being carved. Two of them crossed over in an old canoe
with fifteen warriors. The other two stayed behind on the left bank
with the remaining warriors. The four had formed a plan. They had
seen two huge silk cotton trees standing opposite each other, one on
the left bank, one on the right. Why not cut down both trees in such
a way they would fall into the river? Their branches should meet in
the middle of the river, and the warriors could go across on them.
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The trees were felled. Their branches almost met, Almost
quite. It was difficult to judge whether the gap between thé f :’ut no
ants of the forest could indeed be leapt over. One brave War: len g
first, and being lucky, made it. He hung trembling on a fmillgr'mcd
from which he was able to pull himself forward and to safe rvdr}ch,
eral warriors jumped after the lucky first one in an impatieh)t- Sev.
to reach the right bank. Few made it. Most did not evep i ru:s'h
enough to touch the frailest twigs at the tip of the opposite treepl -
short while the branches of both trees were loaded with limp b(;d n a
In the distance they looked like some uncommon kind of fruit =

Now the warriors’ impatient urge to cross the river gave w.a\v t
the patient acceptance of the necessity of work. By day and by ni h(:
the carvers hacked out canoes from massive tree trunks. Soon ?he
canoes were ready, and the recrossing began.

It went smoothly, thirty warriors crossing over in each canoe
Only once did disaster strike again. One group of forty, sacriﬁcing
safety to speed, packed a single canoe. It capsized in mid-river. Only
the rowers were swimmers. By the time darkness descended on the
greatest of days, Saturday, the Asante army had crossed the river.
The warriors were home again.

But what a sad homecoming this one was for the army! What
a terrible accounting faced the nation! A procession of warriors
passed through Kumase, Kumase the virgin capital, Kumase the im-
pregnable stronghold, Kumase the evergreen garden. But this was
no proud procession of victory. Those who came out of their hous-
es to welcome their returning warriors saw only a slow, sorrowful
march of survivors whose every step carried a single message: ©
death alone belonged the victory in this war.

Tongue-tied were the singers of victorious songs of praise.
What could they sing of? And for whom to hear? Those who had
lf)oked forward to the cruel pleasure of taunting long lines of cap-
LZ:;J:’::)S:: :;id(t lzom t.he battlefields grew sad. Here were no
s Netlins : l;3th:md insulted. Here were only bereaved .tsumr

e strength of their youth had gone to this war
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with forty companions. Now they returned alone, carrying forlorn
pundles to remind those left alive of beloved ones whom death had
swallowed far away from home.

Bones taken from old war skeletons were brought out to show
the credulous that Asante was still strong in battle. But trickery
merely dirtied the face of truth; it was impotent to hide it. What new
deceit could royalty invent to explain the absence of three hundred

roud war captains who had set out in full view but were nowhere to
be seen among those coming back? What new deceit could sweeten
the bitterness of kin who had packed bundles for seven brothers to
carry and now had to be content with welcoming back only two?

Hold your stricken tongues, singers of royal praises. Your work
is done. You who sent thirty thousand marching south against for-
gotten brothers, didn’t you know your songs of pride and joy were
mere preparation for the long dance of death?

Death has done its work. Now comes the time for the singers of
slow dirges. Make room for their voices. Let the air be cold and clear.
Let them sing of the thousands dead. In the middle of their dirge,
if you happen to run out of tears to accompany their singing with,
why, you can call upon the overflowing Pra for more water. Or you
could even ask the sacred Tano. It would help you remember your
dead.

To Kumase the survivors returned, to homes silent with sorrows
too heavy to wail about. What could they do? When they were able
at last to open their mouths, they tried bravely to talk of matters
other than death. They retold all the great stories about Asamoa Nk-
wanta. They retold how, hearing the Asante regiments on their way
back home were trapped between the deadly waters of the Pra, the
fatal fury of disease, and the hostility of the armed enemy brother,
Asamoa Nkwanta had pushed his own long sorrow down and taken
his place once more at the head of his pupils the generals. They told
of the difficult crossing of the Pra, and added it would have been 2
total disaster but for the wisdom and the careful work of Asamoa
Nkwanta. Then they told how in sheer gratitude the rulers of the




278 Ayi Kwei Armah: THE HEALERS

Jand had given the great warrior the greatest of titles among
riors: Srafo Kra, the Warriors' Soul. B

But when all the brave words had been exhausted, there We
still the gaping wounds left in the people’s spirit by unexpecteq | (:sre
There was still the terrifying emptiness left in people’s minds, aj,
emptiness that left the nation wide open 1o every strange new .
jecture. Could it be true there really was an army of white soldierg
a ghostly army actually marching against Kumase the never \'iolale(i
city this time? Kumase the queen mother of cities, Kumase the beay.-
tiful green one, Kumase the city that had never once allowed any
hostile foreigner to penetrate her? Could it be true? And could j
be true the King himself had begun swinging like a helpless puppet
between fear and hope?

Why should it not all be true? This was the time of omens and
strange stories. A flood of evil imaginings and happenings over-
whelmed the senses and minds of people who had lived too long
with the fear of disaster. All the events talked about were extraordi-
nary, but in these days of fear they became the common currency.
All these reported happenings were incredible, but all were swiftly,
eagerly believed. All were frightening to think of, but even the most
cowardly of people were numbed into open-eyed contemplation of
unspeakable horrors.

This was the time of omens, and the first omen was this: Ata time
when no rains were yet expected, a bright day had suddenly been
changed to menacing night. Huge clouds had come to choke the air
and fill the sky. Lightning flashes split the clouds like fierce messen-
gers of death Jooking for something to destroy. As for the thunder
accompanying the lightning, the sound of it alone was enough to
sh.ake buildings that had stood a hundred years against flood and
rain. Throughout the remainder of the destroyed day, clouds hung
?r;alteningly immobile over the earth. They stayed far into the

lg o
lllc:t;)::::liht the. c.louds mumbled like an ill-tempered giant and
precipitate on the astonished earth not rain, not water
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put a flood of hard stones. One was so large it crashed through a roof
and broke the skull of a child six days old, dragging him back among
his bereaved ancestors.

Next, a story came floating on secret whispers from Bantama, the
sacred burial place of kings. A royal eunuch had seen a porcupine,
the Asante beast himself, slowly crossing the open place before the
principal mausoleum. The eunuch had called the attendants of the
purial chambers to come and admire the symbolic beast. Scarcely
had the porcupine reached the center of the open space when the
beast that had put him to flight appeared crawling behind him—a
great huge silver python. The eunuch and the attendants of death,
fascinated, stood watching the unfolding encounter.

The porcupine turned to face his hunter. His quills shot out, stiff,
rattling fiercely against each other. But the python flowed just as
smoothly forward. When he reached the porcupine, without first
throwing his coils over him, without attempting to stretch his prey,
he swallowed him whole—quills and all. Having thus fed, the py-
thon did not move on. He coiled himself in a pile of circles, laid his
head on the highest coil, and began the sleep of days.

The eunuch and the attendants sought a priest. The priest feared
something terrible would happen if anyone touched the full python.
So the snake was left to lie there. He lay a whole week undisturbed.
Even the ants of the earth did not go near him. The wonder was not
over. At the end of an exact week, the python began to excrete, one
after the other, porcupine quills to the number of thirty. That done,
the serpent disappeared, never to be seen again.

In Kumase, the king, the whispers said, agitated by the news,
asked the court priests what they understood by such a portent.
Not a single priest opened his mouth to give an explanation, though
none of them was dumb. In all their eyes could be seen the shifty
light of unwanted understanding. Who did not know it was forbid-
den to tell evil news to the king of Asante?

A story reached Kumase from Ejiso. A year back, a woman, bar-
ren till that time, had inexplicably conceived. The ninth month came
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and went, and the tenth, and the eleventh. The pregnancy continyeq
o grow, but yielded no child. Then, when. aprecise year had passeq
a child was born to the woman, exactly in the blind middle of the
night. As if there hadn’t been enough wonders already, this strange
night child commenced to talk as soon ashe had freed his head from
his mother’s womb. The child spoke like an old man, one who b4
caten barrels of pepper and salt in a long life. “What a place you haye
brought me to, my mother. And what a time you have brought m,
into, my mother. But, my mother, why have you brought me here 4
a time like this? Did I tell you this was where I wanted to come? The
home I'm coming from is peaceful. I'm going back there, my mother,
You here will never see me again.”

With that, the wonderful child disappeared. The mother, dazed
by so many unbelievable events and words, crawled outside the
house, intending to call back the child. She could find no trace of
him. In defeat she returned to her house. But she could not recog-
nize the place she had left just a moment before. The whole house
was covered with grass and thick bush, as if for two seasons no hu-
man being had lived there. The priests at Ejiso also kept quiet when
asked what meaning such an event could have.

A story reached Kumase from Bekwai. A pregnant goat had
roamed all round the town for three days, uttering a loud and piti-
ful bleat. From time to time the goat was unable to stand on her
thin legs, so heavy was the weight she carried in her belly. Children
pelted her with stones. The goat did not attempt to run. She turned
to face the children and looked straight into their eyes. She looked
at l.hcm as if she pitied them, like a mother sorrowing for wayward
children losing themselves irretrievably in spite of all her care. The
goat looked thus steadily at the children, then, in plain view of ev-
t;{::ﬁgz ':::f- ;he hS.hed a tear and turned to go away. Among the
o sauall, ;lcrvo: 0 .'ad been most active in the throwipg of stones.
disease had bee: ac'l']‘."’ boy, began to tremble just as if the shaking
ing helplessly, th, onhim three days running. As the boy stood shak

¥: the goat began to give birth to a kid. It was a strange

g
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pirth, starting with the legs. Two legs appearcd. 'ﬂ\eﬂb(?dy ljollow-ed‘

.1t a short distance, maybe a hand, after the first two legs, a
e f1 eared. The head was now expected, but it did
second pair o [€gs app : e
not come. Instead, after a while two more legs appeared, l~na}u¥1gt six.

The watchers began to say here was an am.mal made of two joined
together. But the whole kid descended, and it had only one head. A
single goat with six legs. The beast layl wet and '\'Lflnemblc benca'lh
its mother on the sand. Then, before it was dry, |t‘stood up onts
wobbly legs, all six of them, and began to walk after l.tS nptheriquuc
placidly and slowly. The mother goat lefi the kl.d wnh 51)-( lcgs on a
deliberate tour round the town center of Bekwai, staring straight up
into the eyes of all the assembled watchers. In this way the IW(? ani-
mals completed three circles round the town center. Then, as if she
had remembered something at last, the mother goat lay down and
suckled the monstrous kid. When the kid had drunk its fill it started
to run. The mother followed it. The two disappeared into the bushes
below the town. No one saw them again.

A story came from Mampong to Kumase. A man had, without
much effort, made his wife pregnant, this for the seventh time. It was
this man’s habit to lose interest completely in his wife from the mo-
ment he knew she was definitely pregnant, till a hundred days after
she had delivered a baby. This seventh time, the man lost not only
interest in the woman, but sympathy for her as well.

The woman, as was her custom, was bearing her lonely burden as
patiently as she could, but the man would not leave her in peace. Ev-
ery day, every morning stretching till evening, this man would hang
around the overloaded mother just to burden her with gratuitous
insults. He would stare deliberately at her, fixing his gaze upon her
belly, then, suddenly and violently, spit. The woman would continue
tranquilly doing whatever she was busy doing. But her calmness
only angered the husband. Without being asked to give any expla-
nation for his fierce disgust, he would offer one himself: he found
his wifes belly ugly. He wondered aloud if the huge belly contained
a baby, really, or was just the result of greedy eating. And why, he
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asked, did the woman have to spit so frequent]
disgust. And then who was going to find food
she was producing, like some sow? Besides,
appear from home and go to their uncles w
having sucked their father dry.
For six months the wife listened to these i
At the beginning of the seventh month she t(:l";‘:l: l::gbma: S
tired of his insults and warned him to stop or else. .. e
aSke;)l[' helse you Il do 'what'to me?” the man asked sarcastically, He
e question thirty times, and the woman still refused to o4

a single word to her threat. Angry as a young flame, the man hitah.d
wife, beat her up till she was unconscious, then strode away fro::
home to go and drink palm wine to cool his temper. He (iid not
return home till the end of that month, the seventh of his wife’s preg-
nancy. The woman welcomed her husband quite calmly, as if noth-
ing at all had happened; as if, in fact, he had merely stepped outside
a moment to relieve himself, and had then come back. The man was
hungry, so he ate a huge meal. He had brought some palm wine with
him: he drank that also. Night fell. The man sank into a deep, con-
tented sleep. In that sleep he dreamed his wife was standing above
him, smiling down at him and asking him if he would please do her

a single favor.
“And what sort of favor would that be?” asked the man in his

dream.

“Just to hold our baby a moment,” th
the wife took the full belly in front of he
of her reposing husband. Then she flew out through a smo
in the roof. -

Morning came. The husband woke. He tried to stretch himself
and found it hard. Something heavy was impeding his movcn?enl:;
He looked down at his belly and realized with some chagri® h‘»
could no longer see his penis. A mountain of flesh had grown wher¢
his stomach used to be.

The disdainful husband was pregnant.

¥? He spat again iy,
for all the childre

the brats would 4] disn
hen they grew up, afte;

e dream wife said. W ith that

r and fitted it onto the front
ke hole
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never returned from her night flight. Secretly, the man
¢ for priests and begged them to help him. But they could not
. the priests who should have had answers to give

help him. Theys 128 B : ;
him, kept asking him: What is happening these days? What is hap-

ing in this land?”
pen:\ngother story spread from Bonwire, home of the royal weav-

ers. A woman had gone to her farm .in the. forest. At the edge of the
farm the woman bent down, stooping with her back to a tree, in
order to pull up some weeds from a mound shed made for yams.
She felt something enter the space between her thighs, from behind.
She looked over her shoulder. There was no one behind her, only
the tree. She continued weeding, but then the sensation between
her thighs became unmistakable. She made an effort to pull herself
away, but the tree held her fast, with what power, she was later un-
able to explain. She did not lose consciousness. She was not hurt in
any way. The tree released her gently after it had done with her. She
turned to look, and saw the tree really had genitals.

The woman came home to Bonwire and told her story. Together
with some helpers, she went back to the farm to search for the por-
tentous tree. They found nothing, not even a trace of the tree. Yet
all concerned swore that on the woman herself all the signs were
plainly visible.

In Kumase itself, for the first time since the world began, a white
male child was born. The child was born to two of the white cap-
tives brought by the general Edu Bofo at the end of his fruitless raids
against the Krepis to the east. The parents were priests in the service
of the white people’s god. Why Edu Bofo had captured them, no one
really knew. It was said his lack of success in war had angered him.
It was said he wanted to do deeds his rival Amankwa Tia had never
done, and in his folly he imagined the bringing of white captives to
Kumase could be just such a deed.

But the captives had only brought uncertainty and dissension to
Kumase. The whites on the coast begged for their return. The roy-
als were of conflicting minds. They waited for Edu Bofo himself to

His wife
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decide what was to be done. Edu Bofo said he wanted money i,
exchange for the captives. The whites .haggled, but in the eng th
paid the money. Edu Bofo changed his mind, and the captives 1.
mained in Kumase. The white captives did not lose hope. The birth
of a son was such a strong indication of their trust in their god and
the future, that some royals in Kumase grew afraid. The old proph.

Q}'

ecy of the Moshi to the north was remembered: “When the first o

the whites appears in the land, the nation will die” And the questiop,
was added: “If the first sight of a white man means a nation’s death,
is not then the birth of a white son here the nation’s burial?”

Finally, there was an omen of the last days, coming after al| the
stories and all the other omens. Even if all the stories of omens and
portents reaching Kumase were false, what happened in Kumase it-
self, the capital city of Asanteman, founded under the kum tree by
the great priest Anoche and named by him, what happened in Ku-
mase was true. It happened plainly for all to see, so that there was
not the slightest possibility of doubt. The kum tree, planted at the
nation’s birth, a tree supposed unshakable, huge giant of trees, the
kum tree fell.

In the time before the Oyoko clan of Asante became a force to
be feared, in the time before the Asante nation grew to be the great-
est power in the land, in those beginning days the founders did not
know where the seat of power, the capital of the nation they dreamed
of, should be placed. Here again the genius, the priest Anoche, was
asked what ought to be done. Okomfo Anoche said two trees should
be planted, one at each of two possible sites. Two kum trees were
planted. One died. Where it died, a small town grew, Kumawu, 2
home for some Asante, but not the home of homes. The other kum
tree lived. It lived to be a giant among trees, fitting symbol of the
mighty Asante family with its wide spreading branches.

The tree stood in the center of the capital. The dire prophecy was
not even whispered that said the fall of the kum tree would be the
sign that the power of Asante had reached its ordained end. Now
this tree had fallen in plain view of the citizens of Kumase the great

T
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capital, Kumase the virgin, Kumase the beautifu] green one. There
had been no warning. No branches had dried up. No disease of bark
or branch or root had given a single signal of impending decay. The
great tree simply fell of a sudden. It was as if a hand, enormdus vet
anseen, had plucked it whole from the earth and dashed it in angcr
against the stones of the ground.

A tree fallen, even in a hurricane, breaks in a few places at the
most. Here a branch twists upon itself. There another splinters, and
its pieces hang broken from the joints. But the kum tree did not fall
like that. The great tree fell and was shattered into tiny pieces—a
thousand and thirty fragments—as if whatever force had brought it
down was not content to break it, but wanted to pulverize it.

People heard what had happened, but at first they were unwilling
to believe the news. They made their way slowly to the site. There
they saw the incredible had indeed come to pass. So they moved on,
their tongues clinging to the roofs of their mouths. Fear kept all who
saw the fallen kum tree from going close enough to touch it.

The king called the priests of the Asante nation together. He
charged them to tell the truth, even if the news was bad. What did
this omen mean? The priests heard the king. But none among them
wished to be the direct bearer of the terrible understanding they
could no longer hide. So they found a cruel, devious way to say what
they knew. They ordered two slaves selected for sacrificial deaths.
The two were brought.

They were 5o young, these human beings chosen to be destroyed.
One tried desperately to save himself from death. He pleaded with
his tormentors. He asked for the protection of the king. He invoked
all the names of the royal ancestors of Asante, from Oti Akenten 10
Kwaku Dua. He begged the Queen Mother as a mother to savea son.
To stop his pleading tongue, an executioner drove a short arrow into
his left cheek and through his tongue, till the iron barb at the arrow’s
tip came out through the right cheek.

The second victim knew he had no hope of being """d_' He
stared with full understanding at those about to kill him. He offered

____——4
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them no prayers, no pleas. He made no noise even as the :
of the sepow arrow were driven through his cheeks > 1€ iron hopy

The priests told the king the nation’s hopes Woul.d d
way the two slaves died. If they died quickly, within o daCPend on the
mean the ancestors had accepted the sacrifice with plfaz’ that Woulg
Asante armies would win a great victory against the whil:"f» and the
If the victims took a long time dying—say, three daYShfhlnvader&
mean the time had come for the nation to learn to i at woylq
dirge of defeat. So the victims were taken away from the% "?e lpng
the forest near the Swamp of the Dead, with the iron barb(s)“:, o
ing their cheeks. Thus bleeding, they were tied fast to tw lrs e\“'er-
left to die at their own speed. oA

The first dz?y Passed. Both. victims stayed alive. The secong day
passed. Both victims stayed alive. The third day passed. Both victiny
still lived on. Not only that. The second victim, that proud one wh(:
had never once whimpered for mercy from those killing him, had
smile in his eyes from that day on—a smile that terrified the priests
who came to see him every day, hoping to find him dead.

The first victim did not die until the sixth day. The second victim,
the calm, proud one, lived beyond the seventh day and the eighth.
He died serenely on the ninth.

Densu rested for three days after the crossing and the re-entry
into Kumase. Then he set out for Ada. He took enough food for ten
days’ journey—dried fish and salted meat, and kenkey, and, for the
first two days, a little quantity of fruit. The journey took him much
less time than planned. He did not force himself to go on when he
was tired, but he did not sleep more than was necessary to restore
his strength either. He traveled all day, and as a rule was up again not
too long past the middle of the night. The countryside changed as
it came to meet him. He had never seen such hilly land, such sharp
crags and stones as he found going east. The day before he reached
the great Firaw river, he had to climb up a hill so steep it made him
lightheaded, and his eardrums popped gently near the top—a queet
sensation. At the top he thought he could see the huge, broad river
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head of him, l?ul it disap‘peare.d as he hurried down the cool, stony
slope: and he did not see it again till he came to it the next day,

He met few travelers along the way he had chosen, but those he
met all knew the way to Ada and told him he was on an unusual

ath, but a true one.

Do not go to the town when you arrive” Damfo had advised
him the night before he left. “Search for the highest hill to the left
of the town, close to the river. Go round it, upriver, then turn right
toward the river. There’s a village, Atike, not really a village, just a
few houses. Only healers live there. Ask for Duodu. Show him our
signs, and tell him you come from here. Greet him for us, and tell
him why you've come. He's a friend of a king near there, Sakity, so he
will know what goes on, and together they will help you”

Densu found the collection of houses with ease. The healer Du-
odu was there. He seemed unwell, and his voice was weak, though
he was greatly pleased to welcome Densu, and asked a full flood
of questions about the healers on the Pra. Densu told him why he
had come. He listened thoughtfully, and after Densu had finished,
he was lost in thought.

“Sakity would have been most helpful.” he said, shaking his head.
“Damfo was right about that. But you won't find him. He's been tak-
en to the white man’s prison in Accra. They say his hot temper got
the better of him at a meeting with the one called Glover. It seems
this Glover has a lot of money and alcohol and guns, which he gives
in large quantities to the kings who promise to fight for him against
Asante. The kings have no intention of going to fight in Kumase,
but they like Glover's alcohol and his money and his guns. So they
agreed to give him all the promises he wanted, take his gifts, and
abandon him to his dreams when the time was ripe. Sakity alone
said that was a childish, dishonest, cowardly way to act. He talks like
that. He refused to swear allegiance to Glover. He said he owed no
white man anything, certainly not allegiance. Of course the other
kings feared hed make them lose all that wealth. They wanted to kil
him. Glover imprisoned him. Just like a white man, he was glad to
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say he was only imprisoning Sakity to protect him from the
his own black brothers.”

“Is there anyone else who might help? Like Sakity?” Dengy asked,

“No one, I'm afraid,” Duodu answered. “That man Sakity is the
strangest of people. A king who values honesty. Damfo used 1o ¢y
him a healer pretending to be a king. You know, Sakity respects
Damfo more than anyone in the world. With good reason. Damf,
saved him from madness. Not once. Twice.”

“So there’s no one else I can contact?”

Duodu creased his brow, but his memory yielded nothing new,
“Nobody,” he said with finality. “You'll have to go a different way. Do
you know the white men’s language?” Densu nodded. “You could go
to the white man, yourself. As a soldier, or a servant.”

“A servant would be better;” Densu said. “I'd be around him. And
I wouldn't risk being asked to kill for whites.”

“I don't know this Glover,” Duodu said. “But everybody talks
about him. From what I hear, his greatest quality is vanity. The fool
thinks we black people cannot resist loving him. That we'll do any-
thing for him. He likes to be called the Great White Father of the
blacks, the protector, the friend. You know he’s foolish like a king,
and just as hungry for praise names. The broadest road to get to him
would be through this vanity of his”

Densu nodded, and smiled. Duodu smiled back at Densu. “I see
you're no child,” he said. “When will you be ready?”

“Even tomorrow.”

“What'’s today? Wednesday. Glover himself is not at Ada. He
started to go upriver on Saturday. He hasn't returned. We'll know
immediately he gets back. Those ships of his make some noise. You
an rest, and I'll show you the land, and maybe you can help me

bring home some herbs, and tell me more about Damfo and the
other healers”

fury of

The white man Glover did not return to Ada that Wednesday.
I » np s i . :
or the next day. But on Friday his two huge boats came down the
rive

r like uncertain monsters, turning and twisting to find the deepr
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est part of the shallow river. Duodu had heard the boats approach-
ing before they came into view. “Can you read the things written on
the ship?” he asked Densu.

Densu had to wait till the boats drew closer. “Names, | think. The
first one says it is the woman of the waters. The other is a person’s
name, perhaps. Gertrude”

“Does it mean anything?”

“I don't know,” Densu said. “I've never heard it before”

The two sat there on the hill and watched the ships make their
way slowly to the makeshift landing. The ships were brought close
to the shore. Almost before they had come to a stop, men came
down from them carrying bundles and heavy crates. Three white
men jumped ashore. At that distance it was difficult to see clearly
how each looked. The watchers had eaten nothing since morning.
Their bodies demanded food, and rest. They walked down to Atike,
bathed, ate and talked, mainly about Glover, till night began. They
went to sleep early.

Densu woke before sunrise. He lay on his back in the darkness,
thinking of what he would have to do before the day was over. He
felt a kind of excitement rise in him. He struggled against it, trying
to reach a steady, unshakable calm before it became necessary to act
Shortly after sunrise, he washed and went up to the hilltop to see
what was happening downriver. At Ada, people were already up and
busy at work at Glover's camp. Densu returned to Atike.

“Are you ready?” Duodu asked him.

“Yes”

Duodu gave him an old rag to replace his cloth. Densu tied it
round his waist. He said farewell to Duodu.

“You may have to be there a long time before you find out w hat
you need lolknuw." Duodu said. “Did they say when you should re-
turn?”

“I'm to stay as long as necessary, but the moment I get what I
came for, I'm to rush back”

“You could be there for months,” Duodu said.

A
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“I hope it won't be necessary, Densu said.

He ran twice round the base of the hill before his sweat began to
flow freely enough to satisfy him. Then he ran, taking long, steady
strides, toward the white men’s camp at Ada. As he came dowp th;-
last rise before the camp, he saw clearly in which direction he must
go. There was one white man who moved back and forth across the
camp with more energy than anyone else. He would go to one group
of men putting stakes in the ground and, taking a hammer frop
one of them, would do the hammering himself, in the way of a man
teaching others how best to do a thing.

Immediately, he would hurry to another group piling stones in
a heap, and instruct them too. Elsewhere he would find people cut-
ting bushes. He had a lesson for them too. Glover was everywhere,
doing every little thing himself, or telling the doers how it should
be done. Here indeed was the white man in action. Glover the god-
like, Glover the white man descended among the black people to do
magical wonders. The white man looked immensely happy, fulfilled
this Saturday morning. Why should he not be? Here he was a god, a
god among mere men, a beloved father among infant-men.

Here he was, the white man who was known to have traveled
through the lands beside the river even greater than the Firaw, the
lands of the long, immense Kwarra to the east. Here he was, the man
who had gone along the mysterious Kwarra and done what no mor-
tal white man had ever hoped or dared to do even with help from
thousands. Here he was, the man who knew himself a true magi-
cian when it came to getting black people to fight other black peo-
ple for the profit of white people. Here he was, the one white man
who could boast he could tell black men to do anything, no matter
h‘ow difficult, and they would do it immediately out of love for him,
f(')lr"(‘;;";()}:;:t’ |-1|c Wa}‘, Glover the father of the Hausa fighters, protcc-‘
ok togi : .3\/.03. ;l'erc he was, Glover, he whose word .\\tas al.t’"‘
et -5P1r€t irty thousand black men to rush delirious 1an

pen jaws of death, Here he was, Glover the glorious, boastful

one, Glover ‘For eye ise
er For every five black men any other white man can raise
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I alone will raise hundreds. Here he was, the great white man. No
need for the searcher to tire himself searching. Glover was visible as
the sun this Saturday morning.

Was it men still unloading crates from the boats? Glover flitted
like a wasp between the river’s edge and the growing center of the
camp, making sure nothing would go wrong, that everything would
be as perfect as the fantastic plans in his own head. Were men pitch-
ing new tents on the expanding outer reaches of the camp? Glover
was there like a bolt of lightning, giving them the most correct in-
structions about the proper tautness of each rope. Was it another
line of men arriving from the river with bundles on their heads and
shoulders? Glover was there, to show them which tent to put which
bundle in. Glover was everywhere. Glover was the great white fa-
ther, Glover was the omnipresent, omniscient god.

Farthest from the river, out where the partly cleared ground was
flattest, men with long cutlasses were at work trying to clear more
space. Glover strode out to them and they stopped to learn his wish-
es. He measured out for them the exact dimensions of the new area
they should clear.

Just behind Glover, about a hundred men in blue tunics and
blue shorts, carrying guns, came running, stopped, gathered to-
gether, and began going through the rigorous motions of military
drill, obeying a leader in front of them. On his way back from mark-
ing the extra ground to be cleared, Glover paused a few moments,
watching the drill. Then he bounded with impetuous energy toward
the drill leader.

First, he snatched the leader’s gun from him. Next, he demon-
strated the proper way to hold the gun, to charge, to retreat, to turn
left, to turn right, to wheel about, to do everything. His motions, ex-
ceedingly vigorous, should have exhausted him. Yet each new spurt
of effort seemed to leave him not tired but recharged with enormous
Quantities of fresh energy.

After each new involvement, Glover paused slightly, merely to
look around him, to see where else the flow of his energy could go.
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Visibly, he was eager 10 discover which new hole in the arrange.
vents surrounding him called for him to fill it.

ments and e :
Glover was recrossing the camp, making for his tent, whey, ,

young man, lean but strongly built, running at great speed but iy},
obvious ease, broke into the camp. The runner was headed straight
for Glover, and did not begin to slow down till he was only a fey,
steps from him. There were several men around Glover, trying des-
perately to keep up with him. Some were waiting upon him for ip.
structions. Some were staying close to him because they formed 4
sort of guard for him. Some were hanging around him perhaps be-
cause theyd come with messages for him.

Among these men around Glover, some, seeing an unknown
runner rush upon Glover, this white sun, this magic god, this center
of their lives, turned suddenly alert and jumped to block the run-
ner’s path. But the runner was no mediocre runner, easy to trap.
Turning his body and straining it visibly so it seemed his intention
was to move heavily to the right, he caused those trying to block his
path to move that way. Immediately, in just one swift spring, he had
jumped left and forward, and between him and Glover there was
nothing.

At that moment Glover’s face, till then red with all the exertion
of the morning, turned white. Glover took one step backward, and
his hand sought something at his waist. But this Saturday morning
Glover had stepped out of his tent in forgetful confidence, taking
neither sword nor gun.

There was no cause for Glover to fear a premature end to his
fantastic plans, however. As he reached Glover, the runner bent his
body. so that it took on an attitude far from any suggestion of ag-
lg}::’::::;e?‘;:l:eo:f;f l}(lt’ wfls \frithin touching distance of (;lo'\'er.
ok bt is nee‘s. His arms v».'cre held out in a ‘supplmnl

The white mp ZT‘ s'e‘ekmg contact with the white man’s shoes.
ot ot B :\ er could not be counted among the tall mc'll‘
bficale ekt ke ‘::mg lhe.runner kneeling before him. he drew

re the giant Asebu Amamfi himself, he who

——gp——
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was so huge and strong he used to mix his roast corn with rocks
to make it pleasanter to chew. The redness of the morning’s excited
work returned to color Glover’s face. Those who had attempted to
stop the runner from reaching Glover—and failed—had by now re-
covered from their surprise. The special aggressive zeal that follows
humiliation now animated them, and they tried mightily to hustle
the runner away from Glover’s presence. But Glover himself, now
once more confident, Glover the benign, Glover the father of the
tribes, Glover the god, Glover ordered his men to leave the suppliant
runner alone and let him have his say. The groveling runner had in
fact begun to speak. One of Glover’s men translated for him.

What did the runner have to say to Glover? It was a kind of praise
song to the white man. When the men around Glover let go of him,
the runner turned his eyes upward from his crouching position and
directed a fulsome look of gratitude at Glover. First he called Glover
redeemer of the enslaved, hope of the oppressed, true friend of the
unfortunate. As each praise name was translated to him, the white
man acknowledged it with a solemn nod. After calling Glover by
several praise names, the runner spoke of his humble self. He was,
he said, a pitiful wretch, a homeless fugitive escaped from a cruel
Asante master. He had long known of Glover—who on earth did
not know his fame? He had long wished to find him. Finally he had
worked out a way to escape, and had come running days and nights
through the forests, seeking his savior.

Glover let the supplicant talk till he ran out of breath. Then he
ordered the interpreter to ask him precisely what he wanted from
him. Single and prompt came the answer: “Let me be your servant
Let me see your face every day, every moment. Let me do whatever
you need done. That will be my happiness”

Glover tried to maintain a certain fitting sterr
nance. He failed. There was nothing he could do to stop the happy
smile that came to his lips. He had adopted a steadier stance now,
putting his left foot forward half a pace ahead of the right. In that
position he was more comfortable while the supplicant beneath him

1ness of counte
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continued to grasp his foot. His left hand, doubled into 4 fist, rested
at his waist. His right he had thrust into an opening in hjg jacket
between buttons, at about the level of his heart. Glover was Pleased‘
with this running supplicant so eager to be his servant—that g
plain. He ordered the interpreter to ask the fugitive his name,

“Densu,” the fugitive answered. Glover stared fiercely dow
Densu. Densu looked up, smiling a somewhat bashful smile.

“Do you speak English?” Glover asked with ferocious sudden.
ness. On Densu’s face the bashful smile did not change. The inter.
preter, laughing uncontrollably at the idea of such a poor wretc},
speaking English, translated the question for Densu. Densu looked
immensely puzzled. It was clear the strangeness of the question had
rendered him speechless. “Well, well, Den Soo, my boy.” Glover
smiled, “you will be my servant.”

Densu was given new clothes and work to do assisting the chief
personal servant of the great white man Glover. It was not heavy
work. He took care of clothes, seeing that after they were washed
they were well ironed and cleanly kept. He swept out Glover’s tent
and served his meals. Glover loved to watch him run. Some eve-
nings, he would set Densu to run against the best of his soldiers,
boasting proudly of his servant’s speed, as if it were his own. Densu
did not let him down; he won all the races.

Days passed into weeks. From the first, Glover talked with abun-
dant freedom even when Densu was around. He talked about his
plans—fantastic plans all of them—and even more fantastic meth-
ods for making them come true. Densu saw more money, drinks and
guns than ever before. Every day, kings came to visit Glover. Some
came smiling, drank and joked with the white man, took his gifts
and went back where they had come from. The gifts were many—
large bottles of gin, often given in whole cases; bright new guns and
powder and bullets to g0 with them; and always the coins that could
make the angriest king break out in smiles. Densu watched the white
:?::k:rl:(: zljalr;i him in his most secret moods, but for weeks and

uld not find out what he had come to learn: Of Glover

n at
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and Wolseley, whose power would override the other's? Who was
under whose command? _ -

What Densu did find out surprised him. In spite of all his manic
energy during the day, lh‘e white man Glf)ver was at night a mo-
rose, solitary being. Sometimes he talked with one of the other white
men, but most often he drank alone in his tent, bursting out with
angry words when he could control his pain no longer. Often when
he slept, he would hold long arguments with invisible people, telling
them they knew he was right and would succeed, if only they would
stop blocking his path at every chance they got.

To his friends, Glover complained that the money he had to give
the kings was not enough. He said he knew the blacks thoroughly.
“Give a black man gifts,” he used to say to one thin white officer with
a long, black, oily moustache, “and his soul belongs to you. He and
his people will fight for you. But think, Sartorius, how can I get my
allies to come over when I'm given so little money for them?”

Glover complained he had been cheated by his own people in
Accra. He had bought drinks to bribe the kings so they would bring
their men to fight for him, but the drinks which should have cost
four shillings a case were sold to him for eighteen. Glover com-
plained he had ordered four thousand five hundred guns and not
got them. He needed silver coins for little gifts, and these had beep
withheld from him. He had bought some big guns, but the ammuni-
tion to go with them was the wrong type. Glover complained he had
only one doctor to heal the wounds of all the thousands he wished
to invade Asante with. And his ship was not whole—something was
wrong with it, and that hampered his plans. '

The kings, in order to get Glover’s money and his alcohol and his
guns, had filled his head with wonderful promises. They had prom-
ised to bring him thousands upon thousands of virile men (o worlf:
fight and die for him. Glover had measured out c’ampmg apau;
for fourteen thousand Krepi warriors, because the I\repn.kmg'hd”
promised him that number. He had measured out space for twelve
thousand men from Accra to Ada, seven thousand from Ekuaperm,
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and seven thousand from

Krobo. 3 |
four thousand fighters. So 0. From Akim e ex '

; ; Pecte en where any other could scarcely raise five,” in
ures aloud, and seemed ton:)et: l:):;: n:ight, Glover spoje :i ::el;asx a thous?z(ivl:tt,k(;‘over the white savior came down from the in-
battles which he won with ease, In h.an '"_8 such Numbsery ;, & that :V,vnindsize of giants and dwindled to the mindsize of a dwarf.
casionally talked of the kind of. hon(l)i::klng conversatiops, hft:f gai:enighgs became almost entirely sleepless. In the few moments of
returned home, together with hjs offic ¢ Would be givep When e | estful darkness he tried to steal from pain, un-wanted s et
victory. He spoke of the eaee s Whic;r;, after an Unprecedenteg | :ut to him not songs of praise but mocking eplthetsf. GlF)ver was no
fight against black men for white mers pur:(c)::g,ld get black Men longer the great white man. He had become, even in his own eyes,

ly the gross white buffoon. -
me::lﬁat briught the high one so low? The third Sunday after Densu

had reached Glover’s camp, as was the custom among the whites and
their slaves, nothing much was done. The Monday after that, there

. Glover’s conversations with the kings became
with the passage of weeks. Soon it became plain to rl:]'ore S
h.e had taken for a union of ambitions—the black k'lm thaf i
die for him—was no union but a sly collisio o SRy

conversations between Glover and b nbof selfish desires, The were important messages to be sent to the otﬁer great white »man,
men with big mouths and tin - Ngs became encounters of Wolseley, at Cape Coast. There were. also hurried, earnest‘ consulta-
“We march against Kumaze"‘ dl 4 ‘ tions with the kings at the camp. This was a restless day, filled more

our enemies on the other sid. f o}:r 2 ?ald; We n.1ust frst strike I with anxious fidgeting than with real activity. D
“What enemies? Arer’t m SIS SHer; the kings told him The next day, Tuesday, day of .th.e sea, was a da): of action. Glover
‘ Y enemies your enemies?” asked the sly was manic. He spoke to the chiefs again, and after that he was a

“« »
Glove_r. ,Yes, Yes, answered the sly kings, “and our enemies are your
enemies.” i

- “We go west!” cried Glover. “We 8o east!” cried the kings.
Glover continued to dream. He dreamed of time in which he
could satisfy his slippery royal friends by making a few quick march-
es to the east across the river, before leading a huge army of pleased
allies into Asante. Glover continued to dream of a great triumphal

march to Kumase, and after that, a voyage at the end of which end- . The next day, Wednesday, Glover rested. But on Thursday his ap-
less praise songs would be sung to him, a conqueror among con- petite for war returned, and he indulged it with such energy that
querors, he who had had the wisdom to win an empire for the white the following day he and his men needed to rest all day. It was the
people without the shedding of white men’s blood.

Glover continued to dream, but then a fatal week came for him
Between Densu’s sixth Saturday with him and the seventh, reality

\ thundering deity, sending flaming missiles across the sky against
the Awona people living on the Firaw’s other bank. After the flames
had done their work, fighters were sent across the river, under the

| tall white officer with the oiled moustache, the one called Sartorius.
There they won a swift victory, and at the end of that day Glover was
a happy man.

| same Friday that was destined to bring stormy news. Messengers
had come to the main camp from Cape Coast, bringing messages
from the white commander there, Wolseley.

pierced Glover’s dreams. Reality converted the sweetness of dreams Not finding Glover at the camp, they crossed the Firaw and found
into unbearable bitterness. The exulting hero crashed downward him on the left bank.

from the heights of imagined glory, and fell down a laughable clown. The messages they brought blasted Glover's peace of mind. From
Glover the magnificent, Glover the omniscient, Glover the father o! that moment his nights, all of them, turned a pitiless, blazing white
the Hausas, Glover the redeemer of slaves, Glover “I can call forth Wwith sleeplessness.

S
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The next day, Saturday, greatest of days, Glover, he
hoped to do so much with such ease, Glover, the grea,t \:
called a hurried meeting of the kKings who had promise
thousands to fight and die for him in return for gifts of -
ey and alcohol. Trying to speak with a firm voice in spilg: i
troubles preying on his mind, Glover told the Kings as o Al
Adidome the heavy news. ssembled o

First, Glover reminded his listeners there was anoth
white man at Cape Coast. His voice broke when he pointcd':r o
the ways of white power were such that it was now neces:) Ul.lhaz
him to obey that other great white man. The white one W}-]ar) =
be obeyed, Wolseley, had sent a message ordering Glover, \St:‘uél
Hausa fighters, with his Yoruba soldiers, and all the thirty ‘tholu i
and more he had said he would take against Asante, to marc;atn d
ward Kumase at once. Glover was not to go to Kumase directly, bo.
to march to the Pra. On the banks of that river, at Praso th:‘(\L-“
great white commanders would meet, each with his army. , h

Glover told the assembled kings all this with tears i;1 his voice
He no longer spoke with the confidence of a hero sure of his destinv.
He looked toward the kings and reminded them they had pledgeli.
loyalty to him. He asked them to cross the river with him, and, with

tl'xelr men, to follow him on the march to the river Pra, then on to
Kumase.

\\'hn ha d
hl(e father
d 50 map,

. It was hard to say which feeling was strongest among the listen-
ing kings: puzzlement, consternation, or indignation. In sheer in-
credulity the kings asked why they should stop fighting on the east
bank 9f lhe Fira?w. Why should they stop now that they had their real
i:;?:;solunl (;l':t};ll' ?ower, to go chasing after other people’s enemies?
ik i :a) go l(; ::ttack the Asante before they had extermi-
P i :eop c.hSo Fhls S.aturday, Glover knew only bitter
eeunoai Desi 'nfoa);: rekmgs into crossing the river back to the
e The-y tOlcdch_le s ru.b.bed salt in the wounds of Glover’s
s im, smiling, that they would go willingly t©

» they would go even to the center of the earth with
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would not move across the Firaw until after they had

him- :ut th ast of the Awona P€0ple.
Wipeun y followed- Glove

r found no rest. There was work to do

ion for the forced journey ahead. The great white man
atl ew habit: tearing his hair. He stalked furiously inside his
d i'l n Wolseley, calling him a wild stream of names: a jealous,

rdly traitor. _— i
i i e just within the entrance to the
aved silent and immobile jus

Densu staye

hile the great white man raged like a. youthful lcmpcsl. (}lgx'cr
e essengers again. It was as if he could still not believe
sent for - tmuall brought him such bad news. Glover wanted to
ey l-]ad al? of tlz,em who had come from Cape Coast, messengers

ueStllTIL:‘ uards. As the first messenger entered Glover's tent, he
. ::d t£> lg1is left, just inside the entrance, and saw the still form
loofothe silent Densu. Perhaps in the sudden change from the bright
utside into the dimness within the tent, the messenger

sunshine © :
f someone ()thl’ than a servant.

mistook the form he saw for that 0
At any rate, the first messenger gave Densu a re f ‘
going forward into Glover’s presence. In imitation of the first mes-
senger, the second repeated the bow. So did the third.

Six guards followed after the messengers. They came in single
file, their line so arranged that the smallest came first and the last
was the tallest and most massive. All gave the small salute of respect
to the man at the entrance of the tent, and this amused Densu.

The tent was not a small one, but it was not meant for a crowd of
messengers and guards. The last of the guards could not find space
near Glover, in the center. They therefore had to stand nearer and
nearer the door. The last, the hugest of them all, stood just within
the entrance. The distance between him and Densu was a forearms
length, no more.

The huge one had also greeted Densu when he came in from out
side, as carelessly as the others, with a most awkward motion of his
!land. Then he had stood heavily in the doorway. Because he stood
in the light, Densu saw him plainly, and the sight made him calm his

spectful bow before
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heart and look straight ahead. Out of the corner of his ri

examined the giant again, though he did not neeq a sec(:gl;t eye he
confirm what was clear to him. The massive body, the b:, (;Ook.lo
neck rising from the shoulders like the buttresses of an 03  thick
and the small, blunt head—all of this Densy recogn i

ized at on
last of the guards was none other than Buntui of Esuano, the be - The
mindless one. ' ruta),

It took Bux.nui a long time to adjust to the darkness withip the
tent. In that time, Glover had begun asking the messengers que
tions, and listening to the translations of the answers zhe\'qa\.s'
Glover wanted to know in what kind of mood the mcsscngérsg haz
found Wolseley just before they left Cape Coast. He wanted to know
if any of them recollected the sound of his words. Was he laughing
as he gave them the message? Had any new white visitors arrived at
Cape Coast recently?

Glovers questions were many; the messengers’ answers were
few. He even questioned the guards who had come with the mes.
sengers. The less information Glover got, the higher rose his fury.
The translator, to calm him perhaps, explained the guards’ positior;:
they were simple soldiers. In the ordinary course of their work they
never came near the white officers, at least not near enough to hear
their private conversations. Besides, they understood no English.

Buntui, standing at the tail end of the line of guards, and rather
baffled by the long discussion going on ahead of him, spent his time
looking this way and that, now that he could distinguish objects in
the tent with some clarity. He looked upward, forward, to the right,
and he looked left. His eyes repeated the cycle, but the second time
they reached the end quite fast. Then they did not, or could not,
move from their final focus.

Buntui looked at the figure to his left and blinked. He looked
again. On his face curiosity was replaced, slowly, by doubt. In its turn
doubt yielded place to certainty, then fear. In sheer surprise, Buntu!
opened his mouth. Without warning a huge cry like a bellow burst
forth from the giant throat. The noise was so unexpected that Glov-
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restlessly fidgeting with a baton in his F\and, dropped
er, who Was looked up angrily toward the source of the noise, but
fe StiCI("l‘lehocc)ioorway was strong, and against it he could not see
the ight 17 |e rly. “Bring the fool here!” he screamed.
e e ryds surprised by Buntui’s strange outburst, were
e lgaua'ud'den order fr(;m Glover. While they hesitated,
confus.ed o t'e 5on his neck swollen to bursting with excitement,
Buskul, e vemsam of words so fast his listeners did not even make
poured . : Stt:;derstand him. He was telling the white man that
s attem'l:‘s f(:om Esuano, that he had escaped on the night of the
I:;":a‘l" ‘thhat he led a charmed life, th.at Al.Jabio saifil l"xe :;: a s,(.)rére;
a spy for the Asant; ar.r:y and a child of the devil and his wite, an
ings besides.
mm%: t:;:lteh:!‘:fn Glover understood no Fantse. AllAhe could hg.xr
was a wild cascade of sounds issuing from the ugly figure blocking
the doorway to his tent. He repeated the order hc had given. Buntui,
still pointing accusingly at Densu but not daring F() move mwa'rd.
him, put up a struggle when the guards closest lo.hlm moved to lay
hands on him. But against all five his resistance did not help him.

“Get him out of here!” shouted the enraged Glover.

The guards dragged Buntui out of the tent. From tbc howls he
uttered, it was plain they were doing more than just taking him out.
They were beating him, and he was asking them why they had so
easily forgotten he was their own companion. ‘ ,

The disturbance Buntui had created had aggravated Glovers
mood, already fouled by the recent unexpected developments. He
looked at everything with an angry eye, and, for no reason at all, he
began to scold the interpreter and the three messengers. -

“Get out!” Glover shouted at the baffled four. “Get out, all of you!

They went out. The tall white officer with the oiled moustache
came in. Glover looked at Densu standing by the entrance. He had

never spoken harshly to him, and even now he hesitated—only one
brief moment.
“And you t00,” he said, “what are you waiting for?”

= ——_
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Densu did not need urging twice. At last he had found
he needed to find out. He was eager to return to Praso. Le
tent, he walked away from the center of the camp. On the edoe ¢
the camp farthest from the river, he could see the five guardst:(,_(:
their past comrade and present victim, Buntui. They had nm; I‘l
ring around him. All of them had obtained ropes, which they \v: a
now using as whips on Buntui’s bare back. P

Densu avoided the sweating group. He walked over to the ser.
vants’ hut and picked up a gourd there. Then he crossed the camp
in the direction of the river. A little short of the river there was 4
leftward fork in the path, going downriver. Densu turned along that
path, and increased his speed. Far below the camp the new path
reached the river. There was no ford, but the river was narrower
at that point than anywhere else within sight. The current looked
rather swift, but it flowed directly leftward, with no sign of danger-
ous whirls or eddies in it. Densu placed the gourd on the bank and
slipped into the river.

The river was muddy, but its water felt cool and refreshing. Den-
su did not struggle against the current. He swam in the general di-
rection of the right bank, but let the current carry him as far down-
stream as it had strength to. He did not wait to let the sun dry his
clothes when he reached the right bank. He made his way swiftly,
walking and running, to Atike. The healer Duodu was at home.

“Welcome back,” Duodu said quite casually, as if Densu had only
been gone a day or two. He gave him water. “Did you succeed?”
Densu nodded. “I want to thank you...” he began.

The old healer interrupted him. “Don’t start saying farewell yet.
Rest a few nights with me. I haven't finished asking you my ques-
tions. I haven't even begun, really”

“I'have to go today,” Densu said. “The white men plan to move on
Kumase in a few weeks.

“I see” Duodu said. “You must come back here. I'm not strorg
enough to travel, these days. But you can come. Promise me that!

“At the first chance,” Densu promised.

out “'h‘dl
'd\'ing [h(_
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The old healer gave him food, then made him rest until the food
own. Then he walked with him a short distance, and left
him on the westward road. . .

Densu got an eager welcome from Ajoa, from Damfo, from
Nyaneba and the other healers, and from Asamoa Nkwanta. From
Araba Jesiwa he got the happiest surprise of all: he four?d her walk-
ing gently in the open space in the center of the healers’ village. She
seemed to recognize him, because she stopped and looked at him.
But she said nothing. She could say nothing.

Ajoa brought him water, but he told her the food could wait. The
healers had assembled together with Asamoa Nkwanta to hear the
news Densu brought. He went directly to them as soon as he had
washed himself. They sat silent, no one interrupting him as he told
them all that had happened to him, all he had seen and heard.

Afterwards Asamoa Nkwanta needed reassurances. “This Glover
receives his orders from the one called Wolseley?” “He does,” Densu
answered. “He has been ordered to advance toward Kumase?”

“He has, and he’s not pleased. He says his allies are not ready.
They've refused to march with him to Kumase.”

“If he obeys the order, how large an army will come with him?”

“No army at all,” Densu answered. “A thousand men at the most.
Those he brought with him from farther east. The men from Bonny
and Opobo, and the Hausa slaves”

“And they're to reach the river Pra by the middle of next month?”
Densu nodded.

A happy smile softened Asamoa Nkwanta’s face. “Everything will
be perfect,” he said, musingly. “This Glover brings only a thousand
from the east. Asafo Adjei need not have nightmares about the safe-
ty of his capital, Juaben. He can leave a few thousand men to pro-
tect the town. All the rest of his army will then be available to close
the trap into which the crippled white general Wolseley is marching
with his white army. The important thing is to slow the white army
down” He turned to Damfo. “How has the healers’ plan been going
in that respect?”

had gone d
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“Well enough,” Damfo said. “So well the whites say their
problem is the desertion of carriers and laborers. Some of our e

have been captured in the course of their work. Yoy know tw()] (n~
them: Kwao Tweneboa and Kojo Mensa. They were here of

Maiy,

> ot tg
long ago.

“What exactly do you healers do that so frightens the Whiteg?”
Asamoa Nkwanta asked. “I fail to understand why they feqr ul']_
armed women and men more than they fear us warriors”

Damfo smiled. “The white army is heavy,” he said. “It js 4y, army
of things, depending on the weight and force of things. The white
cannot carry anything for themselves. Their heavy guns, thei fn(,d;
their medicines, even water must be carried for them, Without car.
riers they cannot move. All we healers do is to hold conversations
with the carriers. We greet them, and ask: ‘Brother, why do yoy
sweat so? Do you have such a great quarrel with other black pe(;plc
that you must become beasts of burden for the whites? Would yoy
do this if you were allowed to choose? Or are you doing this 5o some
chief can grow fatter than he already is? When last did you rest?
When last did you eat? And the pay you were promised, have you
got it?” That’s all we do. We talk with people. We remind them of
who they are. We open their eyes to what is happening to them.
Sometimes they just drop their burdens and disappear. Often.

“Only one great difficulty faces us. At times the carriers agree
with us, but say the choice is between being slaves of the Asante
kings and being slaves of the whites. Then we can't give them the
answer we would like to give, because we healers also see what they
see: the royals of Asante do not wish the unity of black people all
over this land. All they know is Asanteman. Of Ebibirman they are
totally ignorant. Willfully so. That is the sad thing”

Asamoa Nkwanta sighed: “I wish I could tell you what the royals
are up to, but I can't. I have a man I trust at court, Oson. But these
days I can't find him. I just hope he’s alive, and well””

At the end of the meeting, Damfo took Asamoa Nkwanta’s right
hand in both of his and said farewell,

e
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e Jeaving?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked in a startled voice,
“Youre€ dded. “You're well, and it’s time for me to go back
pamfo noArab a' Jesiwa walks now. All that remains is for her to

down south. vays that will be the most difficult part of her healing,
talk. In 5°'me d‘h e);' body. It is whole now. The inability to talk doesn't
I've exammeh body. If she’s to talk, we'll need to do a lot of work,
come}f’%ﬂ;‘;v: to have the calmest surroundings. There’s such a lot
and sh¢ d my medicines, many of them, I've left in the
of activity here: o
sou%‘:; warrior was sad, tongue-tied. When he found his voice again
aler in what way he would want his gratitude ex-

he he
i ”k;d“;f :here’s anything you and the healers need done, let me
pressed.

»

kno“‘:;’e shall; Damfo said. “And we shall wish you luck and good
i s.

foﬁ;:e :v‘a::li;': ::vgfl);wed, and the healer asked if there was any-

thing eelse he wished to say. “I had hoped to“ h?w Densu wi_th me

in these coming days.” He looked at De‘nsu. What he does f‘or the

peace of my soul I dare not speak of. He’s more than' a helper A
“He’s the same to us all,” Damfo said. “But let him decide. Ajoa

will be there to help me” He looked at Densu. “What do you want

to do?” o I
Densu looked at Ajoa. Ajoa smiled. “I can wait for you, she said.

“But don't be too long”
“Pll join you later, then,” Densu said. o
Asamoa Nkwanta left, and a change came over the meeting of
healers. ‘ » B
“Is it true you're leaving, Damfo?” two healers asl'\c n.n)om;.
Their unison startled even themselves. “Yes, I'm leaving, Damio
said. The others asked: “But why?” =
“I came to Praso to help cure Asamoa Nkwanta. That work i
oc Tam returning
done. He is whole again, and doing the work he lov es.‘l am r;n;n]n S
to Esuano. The work of healing Araba Jesiwa 15 unfinished. I ne
to finish it
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“Are we not losing our way now, we healers?”

“How?” Damfo asked.

“It is part of our work to heal individuals, admittedly”
“The smaller part,” agreed Damfo.

“It is another part of our work to seek the healing of our people,

the black people”

“The greater part,” said Damfo.

“In coming to Praso our hope was to move toward the greater
healing work.”

“That was so,” agreed Damfo.

“In leaving Praso now;” Nyaneba asked, “are you not abandoning
the greater work of healing for the lesser?”

“You speak well, Nyaneba,” Damfo said. “I have considered the
matter. Often I have wondered whether Asamoa Nkwanta was just a
sick individual needing healing, or something more: a force for the
healing of our people. So I have looked steadily at Asamoa Nkwanta
while he’s been under our care. I have listened carefully to him, and
I know a little of the nature of his soul. Asamoa Nkwanta is a good
man. He is also a valuable man, one of those highly skilled in the
pursuit of a vocation. But all his life, all his goodness has been spent
in the service of Asante royalty. Among our people, royalty is part of
the disease. Whoever serves royalty serves the disease, not the cure.
He works to divide our people, not to unite us, no matter what he
hopes personally to do.”

“Is there no possibility of a man like Asamoa Nkwanta, trained
to serve the disease, changing and putting himself at the service of
healing work?”

“Let’s think of it,” Damfo suggested. “Say Asamoa Nkwanta wish-
es the healing of our people, the coming together of black people.
But he must work within the royal army, under royal command. We
kflow that to the royals the healing of the black people would be a
disaster, since kings and chiefs suck their power from the divisions
b""w“"" our people. How can Asamoa Nkwanta do healing work
while remaining trapped in a group serving the disease?”
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«Could he not turn the army against the disease?”

“He, the single individual?” Damfo asked slowly.

“Yes. Asamoa Nkwanta”

«1 don't believe s0,” Damfo said, “and I will not allow myself even
to wish so. Healing is work, not gambling. It is the work of inspira-
tion, not manipulation. If we the healers are to do the work of help-
ing to bring our people together again, we need to know such work
is the work of a community. It cannot be done by any individual. It
should not depend on any single person, however heroic he may be.
And it can’t depend on people who don’t understand the healing
yocation—no matter how good such people may be as individuals.
The work of healers is work for inspirers working long and steadily,
in a group that grows over the generations, till there are inspirers,
healers, wherever our people are scattered, able to bring us together
again.”

“You are saying our time is not now?” Nyaneba asked.

“I am saying this is seed time, far from harvest time,” Damfo said.

“But” said another healer, “is this not our perennial shrinking
from power? Is it not possible we healers are suffering from a dis-
ease—the fear of power—that will keep us forever impotent, because
even when we have a man like Asamoa Nkwanta willing to help us,
we fear to grasp him and use him to lend our good aims strength
and power?”

The silence was heavy. And Damfo’s voice, when he spoke, was
subdued. “That would be our misfortune.” he said, “If we did hfl\'c
a disease, a blind fear of power. But 1 do not see us blindly fearing
power. We healers do not fear power. We avoid }‘9\\‘&’[ dclnhgratcl?.
as long as that power is manipulative power. There is a kind of powe '
we would all embrace and help create. It is the same power we u.xn‘
in our work: the power of inspiration. The power lh.l.t respects Tt::»
spirit in every being, in every thing, and lets every being ‘b;"lruk:d ’
the spirit within. Healers embrace that kind of power. Hea ;‘r‘s 5 }!

. ot ki F power—the pu\url d
create that kind of power. But that kind of power i
comes from inspiration—can never be created with manip
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If we healers allow the speedy results of Manipulation to a4
we shall destroy ourselves and more than ourselves, our ha
“I hear you,” Nyaneba said. “But I am old now,
generation come near the completion of the half ¢
the hopes of healers have not moved one single ste
ization. What is left of my life is nothing to me. It w
matter what I do. I i ;
wanta has shown u:TS;‘;;']“:‘;:ZO:;‘:;°PP°Tllmlty el
& & at comes out of jt”

So there was a division among the healers. All understood Damf,
when he asked: “Are we forgetting that for healers the
the span of life takes in our whole people?” It was a hard question
that was let pass. All understood Damfo, but all also sympathized
with Nyaneba's ultimate tiredness with the slowness of work.

Damfo went south. The other healers waited. What was their
hope? It was not articulate, but it had to do with a possibility of Asa-
moa Nkwanta becoming the ultimate power in Asante. And if in
such a time of momentous change he needed help...

In Kumase, men hoped that the white general Wolseley would
be unable to march an army to the green capital. Their hope shaded
into doubt when they saw he had caused a broad road to be built
from Oguaa all the way north to the river Pra. If he crossed the river,
he would be in Adanse. And what was Adanse but the entrance to
Asante?

The labor that went into the building of this road was strenuous,
cruel. Wolseley sent his white officers to the chief towns of the land
to hunt black men for use as laborers. One called Hearle was sent
to Denchira. One called Filliter was sent to Domenase. One called
Cochran was sent to Asebu. One called Pollard was sent to Dunkwa.

The white men went to the kings with more bribes and alcoth
and the kings accepted both. Almost all the kings repeated thelr
generous promises, but when it came to the keeping of promises
the white men found the kings worthy to be their own kin in the
slippery arts of hypocrisy. Bribes and alcohol failed the white me™
but violence did not. One of the white officers became famous. his

Vocation”

I'have seen 1y
rcle of life, and
p closer to real-
ill be a waste o

meaning of
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ruction exciting immense wonder. This man roamed

over the land burning villages at r:light, .thr‘eateningltt:.\:)'?; \_viitfht::-
ion, capturing hostages, an terrxfylng populati y

e vide laborers for the white road. His name became some-

difi g pfr . hten children with: Colonel Colley.

s “E: "i Coast, the whites sent soldiers into homes to capture

5 'aP osed to be saving souls of believers in the white
men. Priests supp : A _

d turned their followers into the white man’s laborers. This was
2 ther time when even the most credulous understood that the
:nu:poses of the Christian god'were not so mysterious after all. They
were whatever white men decided they should be. .

The road to the Pra was not built by willing men. But it was built.
Even after the building, the anger of those forced to build it some-
times made itself visible. Piles of refuse appeared mysteriously after
dark, blocking the road. Wide holes not made by nature destroyed
the smoothness of its new surface. Two hundred and thirty bridges
had been built across rivers and streams so the white general Wol-
seley would not have to wet his feet on the march to Kumase. Men
pulled up the wood and wrecked the bridges. But the whites forced
others to rebuild what was torn down. Men ran away when they
were sure the white man’s guns were far. But the whites forced wom-
en and children to take their places. The road moved forward.

The road, broader than two tall men laid on end, moved forward
Past the Fosu lagoon, past Pedu, Kakomdo, Nyame Bechere, Kube
Kor, and neither desertion nor destruction could halt its progress. It
was not the road alone that had to be built. At intervals along it, the
white soldiers needed stations, places where they could rest before
moving on. The forest was cut down beside the road. Where only
small villages had been, new towns sprang up. Large storehouses
igll:s:lom Of'lhc ground from forced sweat. Big houses had to be built
bmnc);;e:‘(e)?su:lig ten tall men in length and three in w@th. The
t0.r00f the : t (;USﬂflé palm trees had to be dragged long distances
ing beds al] :l“" 00565.. Bamboo stakes were cut and spht _lor mak-

ong the sides. Smaller huts were built, with four beds

genius for dest

el —
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to each. Then there was always one special hut set aside for Wols
the great white general. ey
At Nkwabem, the news was that those willing to work 0
white man’s road would be paid a shilling a day, their Ieade,v Hhe
shillings and sixpence. The news did not bring crowds. The s(); l‘y\:o
hard. In addition to houses, wells had to be dug, and a hl; e -
chine set up to purify water for the whites, always fearful of ji,:.“va;
At Ekrofor and at Fantse Nyankomase, the story was the same ‘;T
whites feared the forest. Even its cleanest running water they \s:oull;
not drink. The work at Manso was heavier than at Nkwabem Ekr :
for and Fantse Nyankomase together. A huge space was clcar‘e& a:d
beaten flat. The houses were bigger. The work had to be done with
grcater. care than at the other stations. Rain fell and dissolved a great
part of past labor. Along the road, ditches had to be added to drain
the rushing water. In all the rain the laborers were forbidden to shel-
ter in the areas they had worked to clear. To fatigue in the daytime
the white men added discomfort at night and disease in after ciam.
At Nsuta, there was a change. The slippery red soil worked
treachery on the workers. The large machines to purify water for
whitc:* throats could not be taken there, but the water stiil had to be
purih_cd. Men were set to work piling strange basket filters one on
top of the other. At Assen Nyankomase, the whites stood enchanted
before the fresh beauty of the Subin stream, a stream so clear the
sand at the bottom was visible, grain from grain. At Assen Bereku,
the Brupae stream worked the same magic, and that was the Jast of
the stations before Praso.
urdl:;\:'; :z:]}]:,io l\::malsc"l f, rule the coust..brfngini‘; anxiety. ()1‘1c Sat
i mf; hc ra : Nolseley had left Cape Coast, traveling on
/ . , heading for the Pra.
Lm(ljh\';::::(i;l]i ::‘f :::(,)w Vf'h() heard the news in Kumase was light
i " e royal l'ncssengers. Kwamen Owusu, S.l.ld L:“"
: y that it meant nothing. Wolseley, after all, had left Cape
Coast on a Sunday afi : e
y afternoon exactly two months before, and had
not reached Kumase, h; 4 ' x
, had not even reached Praso. Fever and mad

——
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s had forced him to g0 back, sick as a dog, to Cape Coast for

. He would have 10 g0 back once more.
gt he happy Kwamen Owusu was proved wrong. Scouts

. s progress and brought the news to Kumase: the
watched Wolseley’s prog Lz wor o
white general had not turned bafk. and wasve,\pute to reach the
Pra on Friday. At the court, anxiety ll'll’nCC! into real fear. “w, un-
(hinkable——an army of strangers entering Kumase—Dbegan to seem
not so unthinkable to some. .

«gomething must be done, and quickly” This was th'c opinion
passed around in grave whispers at thc_court. But \\:hat? No one was
sure, till another opinion brought relief. “We must find ways to delay
the white man at the Pra, while we consider what to do”

So an embassy was sent to Praso. The clear-voiced court crier
Osei Kwaku went with it. So did Koranche Safo and Kwamen Owu-
su. There were nine others, four of them guards, four carriers, the
last not being really part of the embassy but a servant of the half-
white man from Cape Coast, the interpreter called Dawson. Robert
was his name, though he was a black man.

The twelve reached the north bank of the Pra on Friday. A white
officer crossed over with soldiers and took them across the river to
the white general’s camp. Osei Kwaku told the white men he and his
friends had been sent to see the white general Wolseley and to give
him letters from the king. The answer was swift: the white general
would speak to no one less than the king himself, or at the very least
a close relative. So what could Osei Kwaku do but agree to let others
take the letters to the white general?

The day went by. The envoys waited to receive an answer 10 take
back to Kumase. The waiting angered Kwamen Owusu. “We shall
mal‘\:c this proud white fool eat dung,” he said.

. Be quiet, Kwamen, and control your anger,” Osei Kwaku said
:::‘::d“:\‘“ l:‘(’)”“"i the ':.n\'n.\'s could do but wait. A new day came,
N“lhing:.has:‘-] l. ic whites there was only an enigmatic silence
do. But lhc: t“].“ to advance the work the envoys had come to
y saw much at the camp—not enough to make Kwamen
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Owusu quit predicting doom for the white
make his tongue somewhat slower.

Invader, byt enough 1,

New groups of soldiers cn.lercd the camp that day. Two hy d

were black, two hundred white. The whites were the stran )n 5
diers ever seen. They walked like drunkards, lurching frongts.l -
side. They sang like drunkards too, with red faces am} great] :“d.c N
Yet it was clear they were not drunk: though rolling from ::rg\
side, they moved in straight lines and even their lurching and 1}: .
singing were done together to a pattern. =

On account of these new arrivals, the Asante envoys were syb.
jected to humiliating discomfort. They were all moved to differen
sn?allcr house to make room for the soldiers. After that they wm:
left alone for the rest of the day and night. The next day, \
did not bring the long-awaited message either. The envoy
less, especially Kwamen Owusu.

In the afternoon, their anxiety was lightened: a call came for all
the king’s messengers, and they felt sure the message was at last ready,
But when they met them the white officers said nothing about any
message. Angry beyond control, Kwamen Owusu spoke out of turn,
and asked about it. The whites answered there was no need to worry;
the white general would send his answer with a white man to Ku-
mase when it was ready. At this statement Kwamen Owusu laughed
with that contemptuous arrogance for which he was famous. Be-
fore Osei Kwaku could check him, he spoke fierce words: “The white
man who goes to Kumase will never return alive!” Koranche Safo
silenced Kwamen Owusu with a stern look, but said nothing.

The white men had not called the envoys out for nothing. They
had called them so they could show them a little game of theirs. The
game turned out to be a preparation for the dance of death. There
was a strange new kind of gun there at Praso. The white men “'hf:f]
they talked called it a Gatling. Occasionally, they also called it Rafls
gun. This was no gun to be carried by one man. To moveit, the white
men had to take it apart, and the pieces were carried forward by
strong black men, those the whites always called the Hausas.

a Sunday,
S grew rest-

T o R R TS ST
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e men and their Hausa helpers had the greatest trouble
for their game of death. But in the end they
succeeded in putting it down in suc.h a way that its mouth puifxxgd
; the river. There was a bit more trouble when the white
s"algh? i t the gun to work. Kwamen Owusu smiled a bitter,
- t(')leg eand told again the joke about the great new engine
satiSﬁedél;:s( ’that was supposed to take the captured Entwi to Pra-
::,c::,p}eintwi could return to Kumase and tell about the white man'’s
W(;nderful power. “The engine fell apari at the first hill, r¥ght there
at Cape Coast,” Kwamen Owusu said. V\'hi.lt do the W:;l'lles k}:ow:
about power? They can’t even commar’l,d their own mac 1nf:s. ow
can they dream of conquering Asante?” He spat. Koranche Safo told
i is peace.
hlm’[:loe:owlfh:te\?er trouble the whites had been having with their
strange new gun came (o an end. All at once they stood apar-t and
made noises—sudden, surprising yells. Many then went runmng_to
the one who had seemed to know most about the gun, and hit him
several times on his back, laughing happily and calling out his name:
“Rait! Rait! Rait!” -
The gun began to fire. Ah, Kwamen Owusu, what a terrible pain
it was, to watch a horribly new instrument of power, see its conquer-
ing devastation, and know that this monstrous tool of power was
not for you and yours but against you, against the power of your
beloved king! How far could the most powerful weapon available
to the Asante army throw its stone seeds of death? Three hundred
lengths? Four? Five hundred? Here was a terrible new gun hur.ling
heavy deathmetal up the river a thousand lengths and more. A frac-
tion of that flight and all the force behind any bullet from any Asante
gun would have been exhausted. But even after such long flight the
metal from the white man’s new gun was potent with death. Kwa-
men Owusu, how your blood turned cold when you saw the way
the metal hit the water as if its furious intention was to murder the
eternal Pra itself. Nor was this the haphazard flight of bullets shot
forward in mere hope. The white man in charge of the gun, the one

The whit
positioning the gun
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they called Rait, had an art to choose exactly where the
death should fall. He made sure the Asante envoys could t
he could make the hot metal pierce the water in a narrc h't
a wider one. And he could also choose the speed and t‘r):

seeds of
¢ l"ﬂinh
circle n}
which death flew through the shrieking air. That was Wh’“‘lllcnc,\- al
men showed the envoys that Sunday. TR
The envoys and their guards returned to the house set ; ;
them. Koranche Safo turned to Kwamen Owusu an(‘i s*;kd‘l)ar( h.)r
anger, but sadly. “There was no need for you to lhrcal:n ”*""”l -
men, Owusu. Besides, what you said was untrue” Kwame ‘:)“"hlk’
sat in a heavy mood. He looked like a creature unex ct'l()w “‘,\ b
reaved. All he seemed able to do was to shake his hea.dpinL r“ )w -
ceptance of his own guilt. Osei Kwaku also looked long at ;(“f"‘ &
Owusu. He did not talk of guilt or of broken vows. R
_ i l.oo," Osei Kwaku said, “I too have often laughed at the very
idea of an army of white men coming to attack Kumase. But | ti”:i
the desire to laugh has left me today. How can I laugh a;ftcr s“‘n
what we have just seen?” ' o
A The silence of ultimate defeat hung over the envoys in the room
A\‘hght came. But half of it went before the last of the envoys fron;
l\'umase found sleep. Sleep was snatched again from the >]ccpcr>
violently. A gun was fired, so close it awakened everybody in thg:
room. [t was not just the noise that woke people. It was above all the
felt force of the explosion’s violence. Those who got up first rushed
to th; door wanting to know what had happened. The apprehensive
lg)z:n:epl;:l:;dl}:l]::nl:;;l: ;:;d Lamps were brought: In their light it
T s not come from outside. The weapon
ithin.
be”ﬁ‘;:';:zg l())u\:':l;:l ,I::f, ;:redfthe gun—against no f.oc bf“ his own
pushed the trigger d()wr; ‘te (v’- ((lim s gun'und'er e e
still caught, twisted in th R ieibeitteiti biwdrioe il B e
e o) nt e lrlggerspace. The explosion had burst his
e mixéd ‘:‘i l\}\l'a;:::(silde hlm' was spattered with matter from his
and hair.

———
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f whites came into the room to look. In the
ssions were not of surprise. They looked in-
were some tremendous event in their fu-
getting too sweet to contain.

A cold harmattan wind blew

on a number ©
eir expre
d, as if there

So
lamplight th

tensely excite i .
ture, and their anticipation of it was
’

The following day was Monday.
from Kumase and beyond. Black men shivered; the whites rejoiced.

A burial casket was made for Kwamen Owusu’s body and the re-
maining bits of his head. In the daylight the corpse was rowed over
to the right bank of the Pra, the side closer to Kumase. There it was
buried. The companions who crossed over to be at the burial each
said his farewell to the exulting one now sunk so low, with a handful
of earth. In the boat going back to the white men’s camp, Koranche
Safo looked at Osei Kwaku and shook his head. "A bad way to go,’

he said.

All night it r
singing hoarsely and felling trees,
the river Pra. Morning came. The white gener
given the envoys. When the time came to cross the river, this time
they went walking over it, on firm dry wood all the way. The white
men had finished their bridge. Not only that; within sight of the en-
voys, they had marched a portion of their invading army over that
bridge, toward Kumase. On their way the envoys overtook groups of
ten soldiers, some still marching forward, some digging for a camp,
some just resting on their journey.

When the envoys reached Kumase, to their eyes—eyes that had
seen the new camp at Praso, eyes that had seen what Kwamen Owu-
su had seen to break his brash spirit—Kumase looked such a dif-
ferent city. As the time came to tell the assembled royals what they
gow knew, neither Koranche Safo nor Osei Kwaku, for all their long
training and their art, could keep the truths on their minds from
Sha}(ing the timbre of their voices as they talked.

The envoys returned from Praso and delivered the
Wolseley. Koranche Safo and Osei Kwaku told the royal listeners,
as calmly as they could, the things they themselves had seen. The

ained. But the white men’s soldiers could be heard
laboring to build a bridge across
al’'s message was at last

letter from
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rovals sat quiet as stones while the envoys talked. Kofi Karikari, th,
Asantehene, was there. From Juaben the stubborn Asafo Adjei hag
come. Kwabena Oben, the Adanse King, was not present. He sep a
message fiery as his temper, saying the time had come for mep, to
fight, though women and children could continue to sit and ta]) He
added that even if the other kings of Asante had not the power or the
courage needed for fighting the advancing white army, he, Kwaben,
Oben, had enough of both. Kwabena Jumo came from Mampong
Kings were present also from Bantama, Hemang, Kokofu, Ejiso. The
queen mother was there too—Efua Kobri.

After the envoys had talked, Kofi Karikari dismissed them. He
sent messengers to bring the half-white man Dawson, and also the
white captives. Dawson was told to read the letter from Wolseley,
and after that he translated it. Wolseley’s message was this: He was
sending not one, not two, not even three armies but four whole
armies to invade Asante and capture Kumase. With the arrogance
of one who already sensed himself a victor, the white general point-
ed out the roads by which his armies would arrive. The first would
come along the Wassa road, from the west. The second would come
along the Assen Praso road, from the south. The third would come
along the Akim Praso road, from the south-east. The last would
come from the Firaw river in the east, through Begoro in Eastern
Akim, through Juaben, and meet the three other armies at Kumase.
These armies were coming not to negotiate, but to force the king to
obey the white man and his white queen over the seas.

Asilence, the silence of old graveyards, greeted the reading.

Karikari turned to the white captives and asked them to check
the letter, and tell him if all Dawson had said was true. In their slow
speech the ones called Kuhne and Ramseyer, the priests, confirmed
e\'er)'lhing Dawson had said. The king sent Dawson and the white
captives away.

The n‘weting of royals was quiet as the grave until the strangers
lch‘. But {n)mcdialcly the royals were left to themselves, the heavy
weight of what they had heard broke down their silence.

-
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The Asantehene Karikari looked nervously around him, search.
ing for signs of hope and str?ngth from the lacgs he saw. He started
from his mother Efua Kol{n. searched every face, and ended with
hers again. But he did not hnc% what he needed from anyone. So he
reached for strength in the safest direction he knew, from the past
«grom the time of Okomfo Anoche and Osei Tutu, from our very
beginnings," he said, “no one, black man, white man or monster,
has ever invaded Kumase. And since that time we have obeyed no
one.” The words were meant to inspire confidence, but the voice was
hollow. There was fear in the Asantehene’s face, and even his mother
saw it.

“What you say may be true;” she said sadly, “but this is not the
time of Osei Tutu, and Okomfo Anoche died so long ago. This is
not our beginning.. ” The other kings looked at Efua Kobri in alarm
and she looked down at the floor, lost in her own thoughts. She did
not pick up the thread of her words from where she had dropped it.
“Ever since we began, we have depended not only on our strength,
but on the help of the great one, Odomankoma Kwame, God of all
creation. When our cause has been just, he has given us victory. But
what cause have we been fighting for these days? We have done so
many things to bring the curse of God down on our own heads, and
God is punishing us. Why in the first place did Edu Bofo take our
armies to the east to fight? What was the result? Did we really have
to fight so long just to bring these miserable white prisoners here?
What help has their presence here been to us? The whites wanted to
ransom them. They paid the ransom Edu Bofo wanted. But the cap
tives were not released. Why did Amankwa Tia have to take so many
men down toward the sea? Did we hear it was to subdue the Fante
people once and for all, and to bring peace and prosperity? But w hat
was the result? The army did not reach Cape Coast

“Asante warriors fought with their usual courage, but something
was wrong. The army was not turned back by guns. It was defeat
ed not by men but by God. How else can we explain the death of
s0 many thousands by disease? Even the Pra, sacred child of God,
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snatched lives from us going as well as coming. These were signs sep,
to us by God. Signs we've been doing evil things. I shall say nothing
about the wrong done to Asamoa Nkwanta. Perhaps we can saye
ourselves. But let us return the white prisoners to their own. Thei;
presence here has been the presence of evil among us. So many signs
have appeared these days. All of them point in evil directions” The
queen mother’s voice was clear. It was not an angry voice but a sad
one. Her words produced another awful silence.

The king spoke: “Shall we then give up the hostages? It was not
my desire that kept them here in the first place, as you know.”

“Perhaps they should be given up,” said Kwabena Jumo. “But
carefully. If the people see that, they will lose heart. They’ll say the
king fears the white man now.”

The Asantehene made as if to speak. But he said nothing.

“We must prepare to stop the white armies,” said Asafo Adjei.
“Who says we need to fear anyone? Kumapem Asante! We have men
who know how to fight!”

“They have scattered,” Efua Kobri said, “since Amankwa Tia
stopped drinking long enough to gather the remnants, and since
Asamoa Nkwanta brought them back.”

“They can be assembled again,” Asafo Adjei said. “I shall send
messengers to all the chiefs of war, immediately,” said the Asante-
hene. “What of bullets for them to use?” Efua Kobri asked bitterly.
“Have we not wasted all in these wars that brought us nothing?”

“We can buy more,” Asafo Adjei said.

“With what?” asked Efua Kobri. “The gold goes out from Ku-
mase, but somehow it doesn't find its way back from the kings and
chiefs anymore. Why? And besides, even if we had the gold, where
would we go to buy bullets, or even lead? From the white man on
the coast?”

“The slaves will break ironstone and shape it into bullets,” said
Kwabena Jumo.

“I shall send messengers to tell all our houses to put their slaves
to work,” said the Asantehene. “Immediately”
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“Where wi'll the armies gather, though?” asked Asafo Adjei.

«Here,” said the Asantehene. “Where else?”

Asafo Adjei hfsitated, lhen‘ said: “It worries me. There'll be 4
white army attacking Juaben. If all the warriors come to defend K.
mase, what will happen to the other places?”

Asamoa Nkwanta rose to speak. “I sent someone east to find out
if there was any truth in the white general’s threat to send another
army against us from the east. What he found out was this: that in-
vading army exists only in the fevered head of one white man, the
one called Captain Glover. There's nothing to fear from that direc-
tion. All we need to do is keep to our plan. We shall let the white
army from the south approach Kumase, but slowly. When the time
comes to strike, the Juaben army under Nana Asafo Adjei will cir-
cle round the whites and cut off their escape route. We shall destroy
their bridges, and oblige them to stay in these forests and fight tll
death. The whites fear the forest. They will not survive—if we keep
to our plan.”

[n Kumase, all the large households obeyed the order to find and
break ironstone to make bullets for the coming war. Messengers
bearing royal plates of gold left the capital to call upon all the chiefs
of the land to assemble their men again for war.

The king decided to release the first of the white captives, the sick
priest Kuhne. Kuhne was to go away carrying royal gifts: gold dust
and a rich silken kente cloth. In order not to infect the people with
fear, the white priest was not released till long after dark. Even then,
when only the long-haired night guards walked the streets carrying
their sharp spears, the white prisoner was first taken secretly to the
royal village of rest, Kaase. There the king himself came to visit the
white prisoner. The king asked him to plead with the white general
and to repeat to him that the king had no quarrel with the whites,
and only desired to fight against black people, without involving
white men. And there at Kaase the white pries
journey to the Pra, where he would be carried in a hammock borne
by four men. With him the King sent messages begging the white

t was released for the
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general Wolseley to stop where he was, and awai
ti i L: . . ? val
ions. The king waited to see if the white general, o re..

mclssages of peace, would halt his advancing arnl;’ ”llhrccelving his
eral di > . The w
. d:{dh.not stop. Every new message Wolseley rcceivgd“
vinced him the hour had come at last to strike a blow aa; only cop.
power, and he urged his men toward Kumase ks degalnst Asante
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royals asked their priests if there was anything the spi .eration the
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t peacefy] negoti,

hlte gen.

to help the Asante nation in its h ts could g

o our of danger. The pri By

spirits needed blood—animal blood and hu flan bl(‘io‘: les; said the
—generously

spilt.

What did the priests not try in order to stop the inevi

vance of the white i ool

army, this force they could not understand?
v:ras known the white army had stretched a line on poles fro o :
Coast to the Pra. The priests explained this was nothing butrz CaP.f
erful juju. They knew how the power of the white man’s line coull):i)‘t\)-
made t‘o work equally for Asante: they caused a piece of white slrin;
to.be tied bet.ween trees from Kwisa up to Fomena. Now, the priests
said, the white army would be stopped by the power of the high
string. But still the white army came toward Kumase.

The priests announced with confident joy they had found a pow-
.erful charm against the invaders. The white men'’s power lay solely
in t.he power of their guns. The priests had images made of gun;.
Knives—real knives, not mere images of knives—were stuck into
the carved guns. This was an infallible way, the priests explained,
to break the power of the advancing white army, which was after all
merely the power of the white man’s gun. Carved guns with knives
stuck into them were placed on the road along which the white army
would have to come: at Kwisa, at Fomena, at Dompoase Nkwanta, at
Bojawe, at Kwaman, at Edwinase, at Amoafo and Bekwai. The guns
pointed down the road, away from Kumase. Their broken power
the priests said, would force the white army to turn round, going
back the way it had come from the river Pra. Still, the white army
p.ressed on toward Kumase. And then how many people died un-
timely deaths to feed the spirits the priests claimed to serve!
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he weak, do not kill only the sick and the chil-
the priests exclaimed. “The spirits deserve the youngest, the

. ot, the strongest sacrifices. Do not deny them the best offer-
heahv}?les ' bodies of victims were mutilated, not to please the spirits,
ings 'nllewamed their blood, the priests explained, but to frighten
m:oa::r‘aﬁcing white soldiers into turning back, a“.'ay frgm Kum'ase.'
The bodies were placed along the road, at every junction, at every
turning, to stop the white invaders.

still, the white army pressed on toward Kumase.

The day after the royals had met again and sworn to fight the
invaders to the death, scouts of the white army were seen at Fom-
ena. That was a Sunday. The Tuesday following, early in the morning
the white general crossed the Pra and himself joined the advance
toward Kumase. On Wednesday more white soldiers crossed over.
On Thursday more crossed over. On Friday more yet crossed over.

The royals tried again to halt Wolseley with words and belated
gestures of peace. The king sent more letters to the white general
Wolseley. He released the remaining whites: the trader Bonnat, the
priest Ramseyer, and his wife and child. The envoys sent with the
letters did all they were sent to do. As emphatically as they could,
they told the whites again and again what the king had bidden them
say: that his quarrel was not with white men, only with black men.

But still the white army pushed on toward Kumase.

In the time left him, Asamoa Nkwanta tested the warriors who
answered the call to gather and prepare for great battles. Time and
despair had made the warriors slow, but it did not take long for ev-
ery group to regain its accustomed speed, and to regain its ability to
slip through the forest unseen, unheard.

The system used was old, tested and found true. There would be
three lines of warriors on every front, one line behind the other. The
first was the firing line. The second was ever ready to replace the
first, as soon as the first had fired. The third was the loading line.
Endlessly, Asamoa Nkwanta encouraged the warriors to repeat the
sequence: the first fires, replaces the last; the second runs forward,

«po not kill only t

dren!”
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replaces the first; the last loads, replaces the second—, cycle

stantly renewing its motion.
Asamoa Nkwanta ranged over the land he knew so wel) look

for the perfect place to set his trap of warriors. He found i betwee
Edwinase and Amoafo. The road north from Edwinase dips low in([n
a wide valley down which flows one of the arms of the Aprapono
stream crawling westward to become the Dankranang and ther, lh§
Oda river. Rising toward Amoafo, the road lies below a semicircle of
high ground, a perfect position from which to command the road
Asamoa Nkwanta chose the curved ridge. There he placed the frun;
end of his net: the center regiments of the Asante army.

The white army appeared on a Saturday morning. The day was
hazy. The light of the sun was hidden under a- heavy, grey cloud, and
the air was sullen. It looked as if the sky were gathering rain. The
first white soldiers moved down into the valley and began to climb
up the high ground, marching to their weird, whining music.

Asamoa Nkwanta gave the order when the white marchers came
within range, and the old thunder of the Asante army was heard
again. It was a long, continuous roar. The last became the second
line, the second became the first, and the first became the last, cycle
after cycle throughout the morning. All around the valley and the
hills above it, the forest shook. Branches broke and fell, cut through
by bullets as if by an axe. Smoke rose endless from thousands upon
thousands of guns fired incessantly, and the morning turned to
night with no connecting noon, afternoon or evening.

It was not Asamoa Nkwanta’s intention to make a final stand
the_re below Amoafo. All morning, he waited to hear news from the
white enemy’s rear. The warriors from Juaben, under Asafo Adjei,
were expected to circle round behind the whites and bring up the
end ‘of the net. Asamoa Nkwanta waited for news, for a sign that the
closing of the bottom of the net had begun.
thisB:;:ag:)(;:;}: ;:):th, th'e enemy’s rear, all Asamoa Nkwanta !ward.
e “"S. st the deep, gloomy silence of a universc

o his hopes. He waited, hoping what he feared

<on-

ing
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would prove to be untrue. But from behind the white lines no sound
came to reassure his still grieving soul, and he saw no sign. Instead,
what Asamoa Nkwanta now saw brought back the deepest bitterness
of his long sorrow. The great guns of the whites began to sow their
seeds of death up the slope. What a harvest death claimed this Satur-
day! Where there had been a line of men loading guns one moment,
the next moment there was no life, only corpses, bones, torn flesh
and blood spattered over scorched leaves and twigs.

The whites had made no ground at all before the great guns be-
gan their devastating work. But now the only way the Asante war-
riors had open to survival was retreat. The guns that had driven the
arrogant Kwamen Owusu to suicide spoke their harsh language,
and after each round of carnage the whites moved forward into the
breach cleared for them by death. By the middle of this strange, sun-
less day, Amoafo had fallen to the whites, and among the Asante
there was no counting the dead.

Asamoa Nkwanta had not planned that Amoafo should be the
last battle. The net would retreat before the white invaders, bringing
them deeper into the Asante forests. Then the end of the net would
close in upon the cut-off army of whites.

After Amoafo, Asamoa Nkwanta still hoped there had merely
been a mistake. He sought to find those among the royals who might
know why Asafo Adjei and the warriors from Juaben had failed to
do their promised work. But all he heard were bizarre stories of a
huge white army said to have attacked Juaben. Asamoa Nkwanta
ordered a retreat to Odaso. There too the terrain would be favor-
able—if he could find Asafo Adjei. But he searched like a demented
seeker, and yet he found no one, heard no reasonable news.

In the absence of Asafo Adjei and his forces from Juaben, Asa-
moa Nkwanta was obliged to change the plans so carefully made and
agreed upon. His aim remained the same—to delay the white army
in the forest till time, the weather, and the power of the forest itselt
wasted the invaders completely. But Asamoa Nkwanta changed the

means.
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He knew the land well, but he went over the territory
Odaso and Kumase again, as if he were a total stranger S
hill for the first time in his life. He walked restlessly;
had an extra charge of energy. He seemed in great ne
hicle faster than legs, able to carry him forw
his mindss.

bel\\'ecn
eing every
his every sicb
ed of some ve-
ard at a speed Matching

Before midday he called his war captains and gave them their
positions for the battle he expected to begin the next day. Asamoga
Nkwanta explained the whole plan to his captains. When he g,
sure they had understood every detail of it, the restlessness that haq
possessed him all morning vanished. In its place came a bottom]ess
calm. On the general’s face the look was peaceful. He was smiling,

In the afternoon, scouts came to Asamoa Nkwanta with news:
the British army had reached the river Oda and seemed bent op
building a bridge across it. Even as the scouts were turning to go, the
noise of axes ringing against wood came from the distance, waver-
ing with the afternoon breeze. The noises of wood breaking, trees
falling, and, occasionally, men shouting to each other, lasted well
into the evening. That day was sunny, but in the night a heavy rain
fell. From across the river the Asante warriors could hear curses
from the white soldiers. Asamoa Nkwanta thanked the clouds and
wished for numberless such days ahead.

Tuesday found the white army wet after a sleepless night. The
soldiers brought their big guns forward, using them to clear a safe
passage for each small advance.

Asamoa Nkwanta had had some remnant hope in the morning.
Perhaps the regiments from Juaben had been delayed the day before.
Perhaps they would come now. But the day wore on. The big guns of
the whites hurled incessant death up the road toward Kumase. The
ambushes were carefully laid, but even the strongest of them had

to break apart, unless Asamoa Nkwanta was willing to make many
more thousands food for vultures.

Asamoa Nkwanta called together the closest of his captains. He
was asking them what was to be done, and telling one to send run-
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ners to find out what had become of the Juaben forces, when three
hot messengers came down the road from Kumase. The messengers
recognized Asamoa Nkwanta. They did not have to say they were
from the king. One wore the golden plate of royal messengers on
his breast, and the last of them simply drew up to Asamoa Nkwanta
and placed in his palm the circle of beads—the sign that the royal
council wanted the Asante army to cease all fighting and withdraw.

«What does this mean?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked, his eyes full of
fire. But he knew at last what it all meant.

“Mine was only to bring the message” the messenger said. "I
know nothing of meanings.”

“You're right,” Asamoa Nkwanta said. “Your work is done. Re
turn” Asamoa Nkwanta went down the lines of soldiers, and he
thought bitterly of the net that could no longer close. The white
army would drive right through the bottom of all his well-laid plans
But what had happened? He sought his captains, and as he came to
each, he gave him the incomprehensible message: “Stop your fire”
He did not pause to explain what he himself could hardly under-
stand. He now searched the lines for Densu, but could see no sign
of him. Several captains shouted after him: “We want to fight on!”
He did not stop to listen to them, except once, when he answered
tensely: “Wed only end up massacring each other”

Something sent a brilliant flash up into his eyes. When the reflec-
tion was gone, he saw, down in the valley, a man with a gold plate on
his chest, a royal messenger, walking in the direction of the British
army. He was not alone. Beside him was another carrying a large
white flag in his right hand. In the other hand he had something
pale. It looked like a letter. The two were walking slowly down the
valley. One of them kept shouting a plaintive plea for peace. Strain
ing to hear the shouts clearly, Asamoa Nkwanta thought he recog
nized Osei Kwaku's practiced voice. Around him everything was so
quiet that the noise of someone running close to him startled him.

He turned and saw Densu, breathing hard, frowning and smiling at
the same time. His gun was smoking.
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“Something strange is happening,” Densu said before he hag
come to a complete stop. “The whites are marching on, and every-
body is just looking at them.”

“Your eves are better than mine,” Asamoa Nkwanta said.

“What i's happening?” Densu asked.

“I don't know.”

“Then who knows?”

“That I don't know either,” Asamoa Nkwanta said, a bit irrita-
bly. “The king has given a sudden order. We must stop fighting the
whites and withdraw. I'll go back and find out what is happening”

“May I come with you?” Densu asked.

Asamoa Nkwanta took his hand but said nothing, as he took the
quick path toward the city.

3. The Fall

Evening had not yet come when Asamoa Nkwanta and Densu
reached Kumase. The general led the way directly to the palace.
There were warriors in the streets, and in spite of the general’s furi-
ous speed, some came up to him and asked him why he had given
t?w order to cease fighting. He did not answer anyone. The ques-
tioners, baffled, shook their heads and turned to look after him. Asa-
moa Nkwanta walked directly to the palace. He passed through ev-
ery connecting courtyard; he went upstairs and downstairs looking
for someone in the place to whom he might talk. The rooms were
empty of human beings. Only a few stray cats, remnants of the king’s
pets, ,ra.n here and there through the rooms.

i p‘:I:;tsi:j::,?: leu'anta apd Densu were there, a small group
s, bundles of clo?I: ”Vfdd- Quickly they set to work collecting jew-
household. “Where h.a:l(]he(l):-her poss‘,:'ssmns preciOs; 1o the g
T iy ing gone?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked the
D ¢ servants. The man stared in fear at the general and at

¢nsu, and could : G
fot open his mouth. As for the other servants,

—
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they turned their eyes away and bent to the work they had come to
do.

The energy that had urged Asamoa Nkwanta on during the rapid
journey to Kumase left him when he saw what had happened at the
palace. He said nothing, but his eyes had the redness of a mourner’s
eyes. As he left the palace, his step became unsure, weak. Densu had
to hold him at one point to keep him from falling after stumbling
against a stone. “Where do you want to go?” Densu asked.

“The little house, where we were last time.”

The little house was not far. On entering it, Asamoa Nkwanta
went directly to take a mat, unrolled it, and lay down heavily.

“Shall 1 bring you anything?” Densu asked.

“No,” the general said. “Leave me here. Go and see what happens.
Look for Oson if you can, and bring him here”

Darkness hung in the air. Only a little remnant of faint light was
left from the wasted day. Throughout the streets of the town, loose
crowds flowed slowly, aimlessly, about, as if they had all come out of
their houses to await some extraordinary event.

The extraordinary event was the entry of the white invaders into
Kumase, the never-violated city. As the sun dipped down in the west,
the white general Wolseley came riding—the cripple—on an ass,
surrounded by his officers and red, sweating soldiers. Densu heard
a familiar voice. It was that of the sweet-voiced crier Osei Kwaku,
telling the people in the name of the king not to touch a single white
man in anger. The whites went along the central streets. From the
palace and the houses of chiefs they found gin and brought it out, so
that in a little while the air around was loud with their happy sound.
Once they gave three weird shouts all together.

Night came quickly. Densu searched for Oson all through the
town, but nowhere could he see the eunuch’s enormous frame. He
saw white men moving like so many ghosts in and out of the palace.
They had black servants carrying loads behind them—they were
plundering the palace. As the groups bearing plunder from the pal
ace passed Densu on the way to the houses the white officers had
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chosen to stay in, the sound of another crier’s high voice came float-
ing on the air. It bore a different m_cssage: Whoever stole anything
would be punished with a quick, painful death. Near Densu, a vojce
from the shadows laughed. “Funny, these whites,” the laughing one
of the shadows said. “They themselves are busy stealing. But they te]|
us stealing is a crime and we shall die for it”

A group of black soldiers commanded by a single white man en-
tered a house across the street from Densu. Two of them bore torch-
es, and in the shaky glare Densu saw a form he knew well. The group
did not stay long in the house. They came out carrying boxes on their
heads. Densu searched again for the form he had recognized, but the
form was missing. He waited till the soldiers had disappeared up
the street, then he went into the house, making no sound. He went
beyond the front courtyards and came to the last row of rooms at the
end. A sound to his right attracted him, and he saw one of the doors
was still open. Gingerly he looked in. In the darkness the form was at
first hard to make out. But in a while Densu was absolutely certain.
“Buntui,” he called out softly. The giant leapt up with a cry strangely
like a whimper. “Don’t shout,” Densu said.

“Who are you? I have done nothing!” Buntui said vehemently.

“Perhaps not. Those whites will be looking for you. I wouldn't
stay here if I were you.”

“Who are you?”

“Densu.”

The giant was quiet. Only his heavy, irregular breathing was au-
dible. “I find you everywhere,” he said.

“Sodo 1" Densu chuckled.

“What do you want?” Buntui asked.

“To talk to you,” Densu said.
“Of what?”

“The future”
“What of the future?” the giant asked.
Have you decided you want to die for Ababio?”

Whata horrible Question!” the giant exclaimed.

—
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“answer me,” Densu persisted. “Have you?”
“No. Why should I want to die for Ababio?”
“Because he’s decided you'll die for him.”
“Me?”

“You.”

“But why?”
“Think of it,” Densu said. “He ordered you to do something. You

did it. Only you know how he was connected with the crime. He has
no more use for you. You're dangerous to him. If he can arrange to
get rid of you, permanently, he will. All he needs is to get you tried
for murder.”

The giant was very quiet. “Are you sure of what you're saying?”
he asked at length.

“I'm certain.”

“What can I do?”

“It depends on whether you want to live, or to die for Ababio”

“I must live,” said the giant solemnly.

“Live, then,” said Densu. “When you return to the coast, there
will be a trial. Will you tell the truth, all that you know? It’s the only
way you'll save your life” The giant did not answer. “Think about it
Densu continued. “And if I were you, I'd get out of this house fast,
leaving everything”

The giant chuckled as Densu made his way out.

As Densu came to Asamoa Nkwanta's secret house, he saw some-
thing disappear round the back. He walked to the front, taking care
to make his footfalls loud. Then, silently, he went round toward the
back. He recognized Oson the instant before he collided with him

“It's me, Oson,” Densu said.

“Were you born to scare me to my grave?” the eunuch asked in
exasperation. “Where is he?”

“Inside]” Densu answered. They went in. Asamoa Nkwanta was
silent, but he was wide awake.

Oson wept. “I looked for you, Osajefo. I looked for you so long.
But I couldn't find you to tell you. They kept me from you.”
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“To tell me what?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked.

“Everything, Osajefo,” the eunuch said, the tears shaking his
voice. “That day you told the royals of your plan, the way you wan;.
ed to fight the whites..” “The royals all agreed,” Asamoa Nkwant,
said. “While you were there,” Oson said, “only while you were there,
Osajefo. But you went away, and there were only us eunuchs and the
royals, and the royals said what was on their minds. If only you had
known, Osajefo. But how could I find you when they watched me
day and night?”

“What happened? What did they say?” Asamoa Nkwanta asked.

“When you had left, the queen mother asked the king and Nana
Asafo Adjei if they were such children as to believe that you, Asa-
moa, had forgiven them. She said your plan to fight the whites was a
clever one, because it was also a plan to avenge yourself on the royal
house. The king then asked if she believed your way was not the only
way to stop the whites from reaching Kumase. Her answer was yes.
But then she asked the king if he would rather be king of a violated
kingdom or be nothing in a virgin nation.

“Yes, she asked him that. She said if Asante followed Asamoa Nk-
wantas plan and resisted the whites, there would be nothing stop-
ping Asamoa Nkwanta from becoming king of the inviolate nation.
§he said the wisdom of a king lay in knowing at all times what to do
in c.)rder to remain a king. If what should be done now was to yield
a bit to the whites, better that than to lose all power to an upstart
general”

The general took in a deep breath. “And what of Asafo Adjei?” he
ask«:d Oson. “What did he say?”
. lfe saw wisdom in everything the queen mother said,” Oson
salC& It was he who asked what remained to be done.
- Vi::tiui;: l:;](‘)ther said: ‘Let Asamoa Nkwanta set his trap for
s lhe, ing he .calls a net. His success depends on your
g the net from behind the white army, Asafo Adjei. Is it your

ambition to hel
- P Asamoa Nkwanta to taal?’
What can | do?’ the Asante stool?

k
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«If | were you, the queen mother said, ‘T would go to protect my
own seat. Go to Juaben, and leave Asamoa Nkwanta to do his fishing
with half a net.” The eunuch stopped weeping. “Osajefo,” he asked,
“did you hear me?”

“I heard you, Oson,” Asamoa Nkwanta said. His voice was hoarse,
so he fell quiet. Then he said, “Leave us a while, Densu.”

Outside, Densu walked into a world gone wild. A man ran like
a hurricane past him, going in the direction of the palace. The man
smelled of gin. In his right hand he held a flaming torch, trailing it
behind him so the sputtering bits of flame would not scorch him.
Densu watched him run up to a house just next to the palace. Ar-
rived in front of the house, he tossed the flame through a doorway
and turned back, still running, howling like a man possessed by de-
mons. Up the main streets, almost every other house was on fire.
The flames lit up the sky and gave the night an eerie yellow lucency.
Densu walked toward the palace, not yet touched by flames, and
went beyond it.

A small crowd came toward him, moving in the direction of the
central square. In the middle of the crowd was a man with a rope
around his neck. One of the black soldiers serving the white army
held the other end of the long rope. Four soldiers with guns prod-
ded the captive forward from behind. A sixth soldier rolled a barrel
behind them all. Densu was about to go closer for a look at the man
when the man gave a loud, plaintive shout, a bellow like that of a bull
bound for the slaughter. That voice would stand out anywhere. The
man with the rope around his neck was Buntui. Densu felt a sharp
pang he could not even understand. He had never found anything
to like about Buntui, but to see him led away like a beast brought a
disconcerting taste of pity into Densu’s head.

Buntui was pleading loudly and desperately with his captors.
“Don't kill me! I didn't take anything! I have returned everything!”
he shouted, over and over. The only answers he got from the soldiers
behind him were repeated jabs in the ribs with rifle butts. The group,
together with the crowd of onlookers it had attracted in the lurid
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night, stopped when it came to the central square. A huge waw,
tree with great horizontal branches stood there. One of the soldiers,
the leading one, climbed onto a branch, holding his end of the long
rope in his teeth. The sixth soldier rolled his barrel to a stop dircclly
under the branch. There he stood it on its end. That done, the foy,
remaining soldiers lifted the giant Buntui bodily and placed hin
standing on the barrel, with the rope still around his neck.

Buntui fought desperately, but the four soldiers had been select-
ed for their strength, and their brutality overpowered his. The sol-
dier up on the tree pulled his end of the rope, wound it about the
branch, and pulled it taut. As soon as he had done that, he shouted
fiercely: “Now!” Four of the soldiers below kicked the barrel from
under Buntuis feet.

Something snapped. The giant’s heavy body dangled a brief mo-
ment at the end of the rope. Then a horrendous voice broke from
Buntui’s constricted throat: “Don’t kill me!” The soldiers below him
laughed and mimicked his terrified cry. “Save me! Help me!”

The soldiers only laughed and laughed. As if he had understood
he was alone, and would get no help from anyone on earth, Bun-
tui raised his hands above his head and grabbed the rope hanging
him. He pulled on the rope, and the length between his neck and his
hands slackened. The four soldiers stopped laughing and watched
the struggling man. As soon as Buntui’s throat was free, he resumed
his bellowing pleas: “Don't kill me! Somebody help me. I'm dying!
Please help!”

The soldier in the tree had not yet descended. He untied his knot
::: }:OEZZ'Zefifi;-l The rope brought Buntui’s body heavily down to
the ";pe HtI{:] ,:ut ina momen‘t he was up, struggling to throw off
Hol ding'him s:ilel -:ne four soldiers threw themselves against him.
knife, and bOund,l; ey S']'ashed off a piece of the rope with a sharp
was done, they thre u’n:"S hands together behind him. When that
ion in the tree. He :nt de end of the rope up again to their compan-
brought the barre] ;u:j e the end fast again while the sixth soldier

+and the four forced Buntui to stand on it. Again

—
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they kicked away the barrel. Buntui opened his mouth to shout for
help. Only the first sound came out—a hoarse, cut-off growl. Then
there was silence, except for the laughter of the soldier up in the tree.

The soldiers left Buntui hanging and went away. Densu saw them
disappear. Going to the hanging corpse, he slipped a lone bangle off
its arm, then turned to go away.

4. Witch Hunt

When Densu returned to the little house, he found Asamoa Nk-
wanta alone. Oson was gone. “What was all that noise?” Asamoa
Nkwanta asked.

“someone I know died. One of the police from Cape Coast. The
whites had him hanged”

“What did he do?” “He was imitating the whites, stealing the
property of the departed princes of Asante,” Densu said.

Asamoa Nkwanta sighed. There was light coming in from the
fires outside, fluttering in intensity but never going out. Densu saw
the general’s face. It was strained.

“Oson told me something I hadn’t known,” Asamoa Nkwanta
said. He paused, as if uncertain. Then he said: “You have to go back
to the healers, Densu.”

“When?”

“As soon as you get rested. Can you go tomorrow?”

“Yes,” Densu answered. “But what is it?”

“The royals think you healers captured my soul, bewitched me,
and tried to use me to overthrow them. They think what healers
want is to make themselves a new kind of aristocracy to replace
the old” Asamoa Nkwanta chuckled drily. “I can see Damfo strut-
ting around this city in royal robes” He stopped laughing. “You se¢
there’s no time to lose.”

“You think the royals will attack the healers?” Densu asked.

“Of that I am certain.” Asamoa Nkwanta said. “Unless the healers

can be warned.”
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“[ feel I should go right now,” Densu said.

“Rest first,” said Asamoa Nkwanta. “You haven't had any rest 0.
day. Oson brought food. Have some. Tl)en I want to give you some-
thing for Damfo and the other healers:

After Densu had eaten, Asamoa Nkwanta put something in his
hand. “Look at it,” he said. Densu recognized the diamond Oson had
brought Asamoa Nkwanta. "It was a gift to you,” he said.

“I can’t keep it. They'll kill Oson if they get to know. And I want
to let Damfo have a small sign from me,” Asamoa Nkwanta said.
“Tell him I shall look for him, and I shall find him. But now I have
work to do here.”

“Will you be safe?” Densu asked.

“I will be safe] Asamoa Nkwanta answered, “as long as I have
strength, and the will to live.” He said nothing more that night.

A heavy rain fell all morning, but Densu did not wait for it to end.
The journey from Kumase back to Praso was longer than it should
have been. The road was crawling with skirmishers, stray remnants
of the now confused Asante army. Densu had to make long detours
to avoid collisions with them. When he reached Praso, night had
already fallen.

As he crossed the clearing to reach the house hed used while
there, a movement in the bushes ahead of him caught his attention
in spite of the darkness. A shadowy form had flitted across a gap
in the vegetation, then disappeared. Densu stood flat against the
wall hed reached, and watched. A second shadowy form crossed the
same gap. A third followed.

Moving as fast as he could without making any noise, Densu
opened the door and entered the house. He didn't need light to find
:;’]}::L ::] t:’a:lted. Going to the left wall, he groped for and found

S h‘is ien ttook‘ them and loaded them. Then he went out again.
ket ention to go to the other healers in their rooms and

em up. But before he had taken seven steps he saw a figure

;un across 'the OPen space toward the house Damfo had lived in. The
igure carried two flaming firebrands,
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When the runner reached Damfo’s house he hurled the firebrand
in his right hand up onto the roof. He was transferring the second
firebrand from his left to his right hand for hurling when Densy
aimed at him and fired. The runner fell at once on top of his remain-
ing firebrand. With a sizzling sound the flame weakened and died.

But the runner had not been alone. Even as he lay there by
Damfo’s house, a small crowd of other night figures rushed out of
the surrounding bushes. Each carried two firebrands. From the way
they moved, they seemed to have divided up the healers’ houses
among themselves. Three ran up to each house and tossed their
brands up onto the roof. Then the whole lot of them retreated into
the bushes they had come from, shouting an eerie chant: “Oja 0oo!”

Densu aimed the second gun and fired. One of the runners, who
had reached the edge of the bushes, fell without a sound. Densu
fired again. Another yelled: “I'm hurt!” In the cover provided by the
house hed come from, Densu knelt to load the guns again. The loud
commotion had woken the healers, and they were coming out of
their houses, seeking to escape the intensifying heat. In the height-
ening glare each was starkly visible. “Be careful!” Densu shouted.

Too late. Whether it was the burners themselves who had turned
snipers, or they had had the snipers with them all the time, Densu
couldn’t tell. All he heard was a fast peppering of bullets in the burn-
ing night. The healers were easy targets for their hidden hunters.
There was no possible cover for them. Behind them were raging
fires. In front, to the left, to the right, all around them, came thc.
whine of bullets seeking flesh. Densu saw Nyaneba stagger out of
her house. Frantically he called to her, telling her to lie down and
crawl. But she did not seem to hear him. She walked like a sleep-
walker, making for the other burning houses. Thus wa!kiffb’v Shf' -
hit by a storm of bullets. She did not fall at once. She fell ina .\l(llng:
position, her body turned round so she was facing the doorway she
had come from.

How many of the healers were ov
bullets got them? How many were torn to piece

ercome by fumes before the
s by the unseen kill-
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§ bullets? Densu saw there was no chance of his saving any heal.
er .

ers. He crouched low and ran into the bushes, ca.rrying his gung
with him. He searched the busbes and saw the outline of one of the
snipers there. He fired. The sniper fe.ll. There were many with him,
and after he fell Densu could see their movementf» more_clearly_ He
shifted his position and shot again. On“e shouted in panic: “They’re
all dead. But some demon is killing us!

“Let’s go back!” came an answering shout. It became general.

Densu thought of pursuit. But something else pressed on his
mind more insistently. He went to look at the fallen healers, to see
if there were any still alive. But those who had been trapped in their
houses had turned to ashes. Those shot outside had been pierced by
too many bullets, and all their life’s blood had been wasted. There
was nothing he could do for them. They were past all help.

He was turning away from the destroyed village when he heard a
groan. It came from somewhere near Damfo” house. Densu saw the
form from which the groan had come, and went to it. He turned the
face up. It was vaguely familiar, but he had to think hard before he
recognized it. The dying man was the priest who had accompanied
Asamoa Nkwanta when hed first come to the healers. At first Densu
thought the priest had recognized him and was calling out his name,
but all he was doing was asking desperately for water.

All Densu could say to the priest was “Why?” The priest under-
stood him and answered him, but his voice was far gone. “Those
healers” he said, “they bewitched my Osajefo. They turned him
against me and all the other priests. They should die. All of them.
All! Water. Give me water!” The priest was near death. The bullet
had hit him in the forehead. After his fierce words he no longer had
the strength to hold his head away from the ground. Densu left him
where he lay.

5. Confrontation

The road south was dotted with abandoned villages and burned
houses. Where there had been farms before, the landscape was now
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stripped bare, leaving only stumps and dead leaves, AJ]
road there was the stench of unburied corpses.

Sometimes Densu walked off the road he was following, his
mind having wandered off the sense of his destination, his soul‘ra\:_
aged with knowledge of the unrelenting waste around him.,

A week passed before he reached the eastern forest. It was Ajoa
who found him wandering aimlessly along a path there, like a lost
stranger. She led him home.

When Densu regained a sense of where he was, he told Ajoa and
Araba Jesiwa and Damfo all that had happened, about the fall of Ku-
mase, the disappointment of Asamoa Nkwanta, and the massacre of
healers at Praso. Damfo did not hide his tears. Ajoa wept, and Densu
knew Araba Jesiwa had understood him even though she still could
not talk, because she too wept.

The days that followed were filled with bitterness and illness.
There were times when Densu felt there was nothing in him capable
of holding on to life. But he was surrounded with love, with care.
Days passed, and his blood flowed with increasing strength.

Throughout his illness he heard an inner call potent and rhyth-
mic as blood itself. It was not something he could decide to heed or
not to heed. It was like the beating of his heart, like the rise and fall
of his lungs. He had seen so much destruction around him. “And
Jesiwa is still destroyed,” he said disjointedly to Damfo, more than
once.

Though strength was returning, in the middle of all the waste
hed seen, Densu’s soul tired of all escape, and a pull like despair took
over his energies. The direction of that pull was back—back toward
places and days and pains left behind in space and time, but never
finally overcome in the soul.

“Why can Jesiwa not talk?” he asked Damfo once.

“I don’t know;” Damfo answered.

“Was her throat also wrecked?”

“There’s nothing wrong with her body now,” Damfo said. “For
her to speak, all that is necessary is a desire in her strong enough to

along the
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overcome the body’s massive fear and the loss of the habit of
after she saw Appia killed” peech

Once, Densu wondered if fear would stop him in the end, gy
he took the path to Esuano, going alone, he realized with a pierd:s
clarity that long ago he had become used to living beyond fear. :

It was night again when he reached Esuano. The town was the
same. Why had he expected to find so much change? He walked
through the town, past houses he had been in and out of as a chilg
past Anan’s home, past the house in which the white trader Collins‘
and after him his compatriot the Christian priest Warner, had livedr
Then he came to the palace.

A guard at the palace gate stopped him without recognizing him.
Densu had with him the bangle he had slipped off Buntui's arm as he
hung from the tree in Kumase. He took it and gave it to the guard.
“Give this to Eja Ababio” he said.

“Nana Ababio,” the guard corrected Densu. “He’s the king”

“Since when?” Densu asked.

“Since Nana Kanto died,” the guard replied. “What's your busi-
ness with the king? You'll have to wait till morning.”

“Show him this bangle,” Densu said calmly. “Say to him the man
who brought it comes alone, and has a message for him. He won't
forgive you if you wait till morning”

The last statement decided the guard. He went into the palace.
In a little time he came back with another guard, a huge man who
never once opened his mouth. It was this mute giant who led Densu
to Ababio’s room, now the main one in the whole palace.

Ababio lay comfortably sprawled on a great brass bed under a
canopy of red silk. He looked fatter; his skin looked oilier, and some-
?\ow he seemed to have grown balder, though that should have been
impossible.
bur‘:e;azselh?irror stood at the foot of the bed. Several lorch'e-s
S rytl)](:m. When the mute giant presented Densu, Ababi0
high hysteric;i] : e star“e was a long, puzzled one, but it ended ind

¢ augh. “I expected Buntui,” Ababio said.
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Kumase one Wednesday night” Ababio actually

» Densu said. ’
» He paused, stared again at

Then he said, “But if
and you. The

hed. * =
s » Ababio said, yawning. I am

i a:: though he hadn'’t really seen him yet.
})lei::: ltlo be thirty thousand years old, I'll never unde:it
duiker that fled the trap set for it has returned. Why?

«Why what?” Densu asked. . . :

Over his shoulder, Ababio pointed with hlS. thun,mb to the giant
bodyguard. “He hears nothing. And even if he did, hed neyer be able
to report what he heard. His tongue has been cut.out of his head. So
save your spittle. Don't ask clever questions, seeking to draw me out
and make him your witness. You're alone, Densu, in this great new
world. Quite alone.”

“You don’t have to worry;
that brought me here””

“That’s clear as rainwater,

“I thought you'd know that also.”
“pride, I think,” Ababio said. “And curiosity”
“Let’s consider curiosity,” Densu said.

“About what now?” Ababio asked.

“Why did you kill Appia?”

Ababio laughed. The laugh was genuinely happy. But all the
same he lowered his voice. “You mean you can't see for yourself?”
He stretched himself full length on the bed, let his head fall back,
and looked at the ceiling as he talked. “You've always been slow to
comprehend reality. Let me describe it for your benefit. This is a
new day in the land. The whites are in control. They recognize those
who have helped them. They recognize me, Ababio, as king of Esu-
ano. Whoever goes against me will have to take on the whites. They
Pfo‘l‘ect me. Whatever I want from them, I can ask, and I'll get it”

“Was that worth killing a relative for?”

0 :PPia was not really a relative of mine,” Ababio answered. “You
> e loathed all contact with them. That was his

» Densu said. “It wasn't any kind of hope

* Ababio said, smiling. “What did?”
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undoing. A man does himself harm when he Puts a distanc
tween himself and power. If you didn’t know it before, know i(enbe‘
Every royal family is also a slave family. The two go together ;’w.
don't get kings without slaves. You don't get slaves without iy, e
family has been a part of this—at first the lower part, the slave part
My grandfather was a slave in Kumase. It was a miracle he wzsm.
castrated. He served in the queenmother’s household thep, Some
say he was so faithful the king trusted him perfectly. Some say he
was so ugly there was nothing any man could fear from him, a5 far
as women went. Others say his behavior was so congenitally mild he
was considered quite impotent. At any rate, the king decided to leaye
his testicles alone.

“My grandfather knew how to be a grateful slave. He served his
king well. As a reward, he was given away to a white man, as a gift
You know how royalty is. The white man didn’t need him. It was
he who gave my grandfather, again as a gift, to the then king here
at Esuano. Habits learned at the larger court in Kumase stood my
grandfather in good stead here. He knew how to talk, and he did not
make the mistake of wasting his eloquence in honest talk. He used
his tongue profitably, only for flattering the powerful. His loyalty
was unquestioning; so it became unquestionable. Once, my father
told me, this my grandfather lay down in front of the king, in public,
and shouted: ‘Spit into my mouth, O King, so a little of your infi-
nite wisdom may pass on to me.” Ababio laughed—a laugh hard as
metal. “The king accepted the invitation. He spat. His aim must have
been excellent. The spittle fell into my grandfather’s mouth, all of it
And my grandfather swallowed it. To his eternal credit and to the
immense profit of his descendants, he didn't retch. Do I still need to
}ell you I know everything there is to know about roads to power?
".)c knowledge is in the spirit my grandfather passed down, mixed
with the blood of our mothers. I can show you the quickest road to
PO":’crf blind loyalty to those who already have the greatest power.
lungAbt‘;; rtehiz:tbheroic s?wallowfing of the king’s spittle, it'didn"l take

¢came impossible for anyone to see the king without

gs. M\
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first being forced to pass my grandfather’s scrutiny. I ask you, Densu,
what firmer foundation for power can there be than that? My grand-
father began the long climb from powerlessness to power. Look at
me now and tell me. Have I betrayed his dreams? Or have I been a
worthy successor to him? Who now ever thinks of calling Ababio a
slave? Ababio is royal. Ababio is a king.”

“And a murderer;” Densu added, softly.

“Use your big brain, Densu,” Ababio said, almost purring the
words. “How can a king be a murderer? If a king wants a man killed,
that man becomes a traitor. And traitors are not murdered. They are
executed—for the benefit of the people.”

“Buntui told me...” Densu began.

Ababio cut him short: “Buntui is dead. Who listens to a dead
witness?”

Ababio rose to a sitting position. He let his legs dangle at the edge
of the bed. “It’s such a pity we had no chance to complete your trial.
It was such an exciting happening. What happened to your friend,
Anan? He was another just like you”

Densu gave no answer. Ababio continued: “Now we'll have to
arrange another trial. It'll have to be different, of course. A civilized
trial. The whites keep telling us we used to do things like sleepwalk-
ers in the past. Now they say they've opened our eyes. We're civi-
lized. No more ritual trials with the drug of death. This time we'll
have a proper court. A whole white man will come from Cape Coast
to see to it that everything is done properly, in the new, civilized
style. You'll get a chance to talk in defense of yourself. Then you'll
hang, Densu.” Ababio made a sign. The giant guard came forward.
Before Densu was taken away he turned and told Ababio: “You need
fear nothing. I've no desire to escape. Not any more.”

The trial was held at the palace. The reception hall was cleared
of all its drums, stools and skins. A high chair made in the style of
the whites was brought from Cape Coast, and placed at one end of
the hall. Long benches were provided for people to sit on. Before



the trial began, ten West Indian soldiers r_narclzed in.to the hall ang
formed two lines, one on each side of the_ )udges chair.

The judge was an old white man. His hair was white. His face
was red, the reddest part of it being his nose. It was he who sat i
the high chair, and he ought to have been fomfortable. But for the
greater part of the trial he looked acutely distressed. He had beside
him a large flask of some dark, silvery metal. From this he took 4
drink whenever his irritation with the goings on in the court seemed
likely to overwhelm his patience. Whatever the drink was, it helped.
It in;prO\'ed the judge’s humor, at least for several moments after
each swig.

First, the case against Densu was announced as soon as he had
taken his position in front of the court, between the judge and the
audience. A translator from Cape Coast told the judge what it was
about: that Densu was suspected of having killed the prince Appia,
heir to the stool at Esuano. The evidence pointing to Densu’s guilt
was plentiful. First, there had existed a knife-edged rivalry between
Densu and the murdered prince. At the very end of the rivalry, dur-
ing the games of the year just spent, Appia had proved the victor
over Densu. Densu had come a disappointed second.

There was other evidence. Certain parts of the prince’s body had
been removed, obviously for purposes of ritual and magic. Those
parts were the eyes, bits of muscle from the arms, and similar bits of
muscle from the legs. The listeners were asked to consider why those
parts alone were removed for magic. They were to bear in mind the
following facts: Appia had proved superior to Densu in marksman-
§hip—the sport of eyes. Appia had been set to win the competition
in wrestling, though his own kindness made him give up an easy
victory. Hence the slashing of the arm muscles. Appia had also won
the fhort races—the power of his legs was known.

\.jc:,l:'ril)l:;;zfz; the gan:jes, APPi?? had been feted as befitted a true
e ik ﬂs ;S“:_re ;at the t|.me of the celebration of final vic-
ol y imself, a solitary, brooding figure. Witnesses

- they said what they knew or had seen and heard. Of
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these witnesses the chief was Ababio. Ababio remembered, with
passion and for the benefit of the court, how he had been a guardian
of Densu’s for years. As a guardian he had been troubled from the
earliest days by two strong traits his ward showed in everything he
did: arrogance first, and envy second. Densu, explained Ababio, had
always been too arrogant to admit another’s superiority to himself,
no matter how manifest. Naturally, he was bitterly envious of those
who proved themselves his betters. Of course he envied Appia. Envy
grew to hate. Hate gave birth to murder.

When he reached this part, Ababio was overcome with sorrow
and he stopped to wipe a tear from one eye. He paused. The pause
was a long, dramatic one, so the judge took advantage of it to re-
awaken his spirits with something from the flask. Ababio had been
facing the translator all the while. Now he turned his eyes from him,
and raised them to look directly up to the judge, his voice trembling
with high emotion. “Before I continue, I'd like to have another wit-
ness called. He too knows the criminal well”

The witness called was Esuman, the court priest at Esuano. Es-
uman told a harrowing story. Densu, he remembered, had sought
him out some time before the prince Appia’s murder to ask him a
strange question. Densu had asked him if it was true a person could
gain certain powers through eating selected parts of a creature
known to possess those powers in some high degree.

“My answer was yes,” Esuman the priest said. “Then Densu want-
ed to know if that would be so even if the creature was human. Sur-
prised and alarmed, I asked Densu if he was planning to eat parts
of a human body. At that question the boy just laughed a maniacal
laugh. He didn't answer my question. Instead, he asked me how the
parts, once obtained, were to be prepared for eating. I told him only
a priest such as I could do that.

“The day after the prince Appia died, Densu came to see m
He came to me with these” Esuman parted his cloth a little at the
side and drew out a small pouch smeared with white clay. l:r(!111.111€
pouch he took out, one by one, two dried, shriveled eyes, and four

1€,
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leathery strips of dried flesh. “These are all human. They come from
the body of the dead prince Appia. Densu brought them o me, |
can say no more.” Esuman the priest lowered his head and moyeq
away from the front of the court. Plainly, he was overwhelmed by
the weight of so much evil.

Ababio added a brief sentence. “I know about Densu’s crime, nog
just because I heard of it from Esuman, but because the young man
himself, in his agitation of spirit, came and confessed it to me”

Densu looked around him. He saw the white judge on his high
chair, drinking to overcome his boredom with these matters he
could not understand. He saw the solemn Ababio and Esuman. He
saw the people in the courtroom. There was so much distance be-
tween him and everyone he could see here. And everything looked
small, as if the physical distance had also become huge.

Ababio was talking again. The court was hushed with shock.
“Densu himself came to tell me what he had done. He said he
couldn’t help himself. He said hed not intended to kill the prince’s
mother Araba Jesiwa. But the woman, seeing her son trapped and
savagely attacked, sprang upon the murderer. Densu told me the
woman fought like an enraged leopard as long as even a single bone
remained unbroken in her body. So he broke them all, and she died.”

When this was translated, the red-faced white judge interrupted
with a question: “Did the accused actually confess to killing both the
prince and his mother?”

“Absolutely!” swore Ababio. “He told me hed killed both. What
c0l{ld never get him to tell me was where he hid the mother’s body”

The judge showed signs of running out of patience. His flask was
nearly empty. “Anything to add?” he asked curtl

Ababio did have something to add: “The : /e have h
on trial was my own ward. So it pai : young {mn we have here
shirking my responsibilit ‘- ki Iy Y this, but I would be
person. An insatiable urlp): :‘ oo pt ql.“el' Heisa dangerous
leﬁ frcc 1o COI\“"UC r()antl,:n U(i(iwcr pUShes hlm e e‘tll deedS‘ lrhe,s
mitted will be nothine. ¢ g (. world, the crimes he's already com-

& compared to the ones he will commit.”

)
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Part Seven

The judge spoke sharply: “That’s 'enough. “f"vc _hcard_?thhe case
against the accused. Ha.s he got anything to .sa‘\i tor h111.1§clt ? -

Two of the West Indian guards pushed Densu till hﬂ" .sl(f()d, an »
cuffed, before the judge. The judge repeated the question. The trans-

translated it again. But Densu did not say a worc.i. o
]3“’:[ the nitwit dumb?” the judge sputtered. In his agitation he
knoclied over his flask, and the few drops of liquor left in it spil'lcd
out. The judge gave the flask an angry look and muttered something
is breath.
ﬁerj\eb:;i‘i)e::rl:ng forward and \'olu11tee£ed an answer: “The crimi-

i . Only guilt stops his tongue. .
nal‘::tsi(;u:(i guilty liat stopz his tongue, Ababio,” a voice‘ said from
the entrance to the courtroom. The voice had somcjlhmg unc?r-
tain about it. It was hoarse, and not very slr(?ng. But it was a voice
infinitely sweet to hear, so beautiful it abf)llshed at once the xm' -
mense distance that had separated Densu from everything and €v-
eryone around him. "It is not guilt. The boy is 0\'crwh§lnmd wqh
astonishment. He is astonished to hear his own guardian tell lies
to get him killed” It was a woman wh(.) spoke. She walked ﬁlowly.
as if in great pain, toward the center of the courtroom, Icapmg on
another, younger woman not long past girlhood. Araba Jesiwa an(:
Ajoa reached the center of the courtroom and stopped there. Behind
them, Damfo stood just within the doorway.

The appearance of Araba Jesiwa in the courtroom sccmefi to
have turned everyone there to stone for several long moments. f\exl.
there was a fierce collective whisper, as if everyone were gasping at
an incredible truth at the same instant. Then came a dead silence.

By now the judge was so angry he was changing color rnl)m r;:
to yellow, then back to red. He pounded on the armrest ‘(.n his hig
chair. “Who the bloody hell is that? Who is that woman?

Like a zombi bound to translate everything, the translator n_-.u‘ut;
lated the white judge’s questions. The answer came in a co?luwv
hubbub from the audience, many people speaking at once: ‘Araba
Jesiwa herself! The mother of the dead prince!”
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The translator had to lean toward the judge to tell him (h, an-
swer, so great was the commotion. His words had a strange effect on
the judge. They woke him up thoroughly, and for the first time he
showed a lively interest in what was going on.

“By Jove!” said the judge. “This is the very first time I'm hearing 5
voice come from the dead. Let the lady speak. Good God!”

Araba Jesiwa spoke. She did not lift a hand to check the flow of
tears running down her cheeks. She told of her gratitude to Damf,
the healer, and the infinite reason why. She described the journey
she took with the most precious of sons. Then she talked of the suqd-
den trap flinging the son upward, reducing him with all his strength
to impotence. She talked of the brutal giant Buntui springing from
behind a tree to attack her son, and of the speed with which the son,
thus trapped, was destroyed.

She had tried to help her son. But, unused to such violence, un-
prepared, paralyzed with fear, what could she do? “The giant Buntui
broke all my limbs. I think then I saw a great fear in his eyes as he
looked at me lying at his feet, as if he didn’t know what to do. Pain
overwhelmed my senses, and while Buntui was still looking at me, [
lost consciousness. When I came to, I was in a place I couldn’t recog-
nize. Around me, everything was pitch dark. I thought I was blind.
I couldn’t move. I couldn’t breathe. But I could hear. I could hear
movement somewhere near where I lay, and the sound of voices in
a violent quarrel.

‘I knew the voices. Ababio was quarreling with Buntui. The
quarrel was about Buntui having left me to disappear. Ababio said
Buntui had ruined everything. He forced Buntui to search every-
where around. But Ababio was afraid people would find them there
when the day grew brighter. So they had to leave and return to Esu-
ano without finding me. I lay there alone a little longer, then | passed
out again.
comlz \‘/,:ilcc: :f’ke ““e”“P- I think‘ after a long time. A familiar, wc?l-
i av, is vmct?. Araba Jesiwa turned and pointed to Damfo.

gave me a drink that drove away all pain and put me to sleep

]
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again. I slept ages, a dreamless sleep, and woke up in the village of
healers in the eastern forest. I was for a long time unsure whether I
was alive or dead. But the healers cared for me. Gradually they drove
the spirit of death away from my body. Here I am. I know who killed
my son and almost killed me: Buntui. I know also who sent Buntui
to do the killing: Ababio”

The white judge, quite unable to contain his excitement, turned
to look at Ababio the new king. Ababio had become a shrinking,
sweating figure. His friend Esuman could hardly stand for trem-
bling.

Without waiting for anyone to question him, Esuman began ex-
onerating himself. “I didn’t want to say anything,” he pleaded, point-
ing at Ababio. “He forced me to lie. I knew nothing about Densu and
the eyes and the flesh. Ababio brought them to me himself. I knew
nothing about them.”

The white judge looked highly amused. “Good Lord, it looks like
we've got the wrong native on trial,” he said. “Let’s free the dumb
fellow and take these two rogues to Cape Coast.” In a loud voice, he
added: “Free the prisoner!”

A West Indian soldier stepped forward, took a bunch of keys
from his belt, and opened Densu’s handcuffs. He turned and saluted
the white judge.

The judge said to Densu: “You may go”

Densu turned to go. The translator hadn't said a word.

“God damn!” Densu heard the judge say. “The dumb fellow isn't
deaf. And he actually understands English. I'll be damned!” All his
anger and boredom spent, the white judge cackled gaily as he rose.

6. The New Dance

A crowd surrounded Damfo, Araba Jesiwa, Ajoa and Densu.
These same faces had been impassive before. Now they had become
the faces of relieved well-wishers, enthusiastic, ready to celebrate the
prisoner’s liberation. Araba Jesiwa was the first to break away from
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the crowd. The other three went with her. Jesiwa walked round the
changed palace, nodding with incessant comprehension, She Visited
the rooms, now graves, of Kanto and Esi Amanyiwa the olq qQueen,
mother. She visited her own room, Appia’s grave.

When she came out again into the courtyard, she saw people hag
brought a lamb ready for the slaughter, a ritual sacrifice of purifica-
tion. Araba Jesiwa stopped them. “Let the animal live,” she saiq, |,
isn't a lamb’s blood that can clean the dirty souls of men”

Food was brought from outside the palace. The four accepted jt,
and drank after eating. In the evening, the eldest age group came
Jesiwa. They asked her pardon for the whole town.

“What for?” Araba Jesiwa asked them. “You did nothing”

“That’s precisely it. We did nothing when we ought to have done
something.”

“There’s no call to ask pardon now for that,” Jesiwa said. “Peace is
what you wanted. That’s what I wish you too.”

The elders were too embarrassed to put their next question di-
rectly. But by indirections they circled their way toward it. It was
an astounding question, addressed to Densu. Would he accept the
kingship at Esuano? Densu looked at them sadly. Then he shook his
head. He had no need of words. The elders left. The four took the
way back to the eastern forest.

Ababio’s trial was to be on a Thursday in the castle at Cape Coast.
Damfo, Araba Jesiwa, Ajoa and Densu reached Bakano the Tuesday
afternoon before the trial. They found Ama Nkroma and stayed with
her. In the morning, Ama Nkroma asked if they had slept well. They
had.

“They say the white general leaves today,” she said. “You might
find it amusing to see him go.” She led them along the beach. Near
the castle she turned left and inland, then right inside the town and
right again, till she brought them to the bay east of the castle.

A ship stood out on the ocean. On the shore, ten huge surf boats
lay ready fil the boundary between sea and land, each with a crew of
maybe thirty barebacked rowers standing ready by it.
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A great noise announced the arrival of the white general. He rode
in a wicker cradle carried on poles on the shoulders of four strong
men, and they put him into the leading surf boat without his feet
once touching the sand. The king Ata of Cape Coast was there, un-
der his red umbrella. His was not the only royal umbrella. The sound
of horns split the air. The general said something, but his air was
brusque. West Indian soldiers had come with him to the bay, with
their guns and musical instruments. When the general Wolseley had
finished his short speech there on the beach, the crewmen of his surf
boat pushed the boat into the water, against the high surf, and, row-
ing furiously, breasted the last big wave before the calmness of the
open sea ahead. Other boats followed, their crews singing praises to
the white conqueror.

General Wolseley was lifted up on to the ship out on the open
sea. In no time, the ship was chasing the horizon, taking the lucky
conqueror home. The West Indians had played solemn music to
send the white conqueror off. But once the ship had disappeared,
their playing changed. The stiff, straight, graceless beat of white mu-
sic vanished. Instead, there was a new, skillful, strangely happy in-
terweaving of rhythms, and instead of marching back through the
streets, the soldiers danced.

Others joined them. The dancers did not go back to the castle.
They passed it, veered right to go past the great open ground, and
took their procession meandering through the streets.

All the groups gathered by the whites to come and fight for them
were there, and they all danced, all except the whites, who looked
on, shaking their heads, bursting into laughter now and then, shak-
ing their heads again when some particular feat of a dancer baffled
their imagination.

Here were Opobo warriors from the east, keeping at a distance
from their neighbors from Bonny. Here were Hausas brought by
Glover from the Kwarra lands. Here were mixed crowds with men
from Dahomey, Aneho, Atakpame, Ada, Ga and Ekuapem. There
were a few Efutu men, and numbers of Fantse policemen in ill-fit-
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ting new uniforms. Here were tough, hardened Ky, men
west, Mande and Temne men from even farther west N from g,
Sussu men, inseparable from their swords of war. »and the fierce

'All hea’rd' the music of these West Indians who
white men’s instruments of the music of death to pl
ous music. All knew ways to dance to it, and a grote
crowd they n?ade, snaking its way through the town, followed by
long, crazy tail of the merely idle, the curious, and the very Youn) a

“It’s the new dance,” Ajoa said, shaking her head. She spoke safl-y
and her sadness was merely a reflection of the sadness of Damfo:
Araba Jesiwa and Densu as they watched. But beside them they
heard a long, low chuckle of infinite amusement. It came from Ama
Nkroma.

“What do you find to amuse you, you strange healer woman?”
Damfo asked her. “Or is it just the well-known madness of all heal-
ers that’s come upon you now?”

Ama Nkroma continued to laugh. “It’s a new dance all right,” she
said, “and it’s grotesque. But look at all the black people the whites
have brought here. Here we healers have been wondering about
ways to bring our people together again. And the whites want ways
to drive us farther apart. Does it not amuse you, that in their wish.to
drive us apart, the whites are actually bringing us healers work for
the future? Look!”

Together with Ama Nkroma's laughter, tears came to her eyes.

had turned the
aying such joy-
Sque, variegated
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