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  Preface




  EVERY BOOK I HAVE DONE has come as a piece of luck: matter half realized, hardly understood, coming slowly to light and

  lucidity. So every book has been for me a process of learning about the art of writing, but more especially about the wonder of book-making. Every book has been different; but even after what I

  have said A Bend in the River remains mysterious. The book is set in Central Africa. I knew very little about this part of the world when I settled down to write. I had been spending some

  time in Venezuela, where I was under the spell of the White Plains, the llanos and the Orinoco. I had written a book about the geography of that area, and it might have been thought that when I

  settled down to write I would have written about this part of the world. My impressions at this time were scattered – I had travelled widely and it might have been said that there was nothing

  clear in my head. But the scattered nature of the travel came in fact to my help when I began to write. Seeing railway trucks coming in one day with people I supposed to be workers, I felt at once

  that they were like people in Trinidad and that I knew them. And this was true about many things in the African setting: I used my travel to understand what I saw.




  I went in 1975 to the Congo, or Zaire as it then was. After two weeks or so in the capital of Kinshasa I thought I should go up-country, to what used to be called Stanleyville. There is an echo

  of this journey in the book. I had been given the name of a truck operator in Stanleyville. In the airport, small and crowded, I saw a man whom I thought to be my truck driver. He was dressed in

  sporting clothes, with a towel around his neck. I introduced myself to him, and this, from the point of view of the Bend, was an important piece of luck. The man in sporting clothes was not

  my truck operator. What he had to tell me was that all the hotels in Stanleyville had been taken over by the government – there was to be a meeting between the Presidents of Zaire and Rwanda,

  and in thirty-six hours I would be required to leave. The man whom I had thought of as the trucking man offered me the use of his flat. He also became my guide to Kisangani, and everything I saw in

  the next thirty-six hours makes an appearance in the book, gave me a motif that could be explored.




  The next day, from a distance my guide showed me a house where he said his mistress lived with her husband. This was the beginning of the romantic idea that permeates the novel. The servant in

  the flat became Metty. The name came from Trinidad; it meant someone of mixed race. The overseer of my grandmother’s estate was called Mr Metty, and every morning he stood before my

  grandmother with his cutlass and received his instructions. The cutlass in his hands was never a weapon of threat; it was a symbol of his duties; and the wooden handle was beautifully carved into

  the shape of a Wellington boot. In this way ‘Metty’ brought back patches of my own childhood; the slave past I gave him in the novel came from the East African coast; in this way things

  became mixed up in the book I was writing, and because they were mixed up they felt real, like something found. Invention can swamp facts, and I am no longer sure whether the original of Metty was

  going to Canada as he said he was.




  Later in the morning I saw my friend’s shop; he was a shopkeeper, for all his style, and in the shop I saw some of his customers. One of them would have become Zabeth, the merchant from

  far away. Probably she did have a coppery tinge to her complexion; I no longer remember. Her son, Ferdinand, was an easy and complete fabrication. The idea of his political life later, his

  closeness to the President, his wish to assassinate the President came to me in a dream. In a related dream there came to me the idea that the President’s Big Man had to go ahead of the

  President whenever possible and risk death or explosions. In the dream he was a distinguished black American, high in political life. My dreams during the writing of this book were fruitful; it has

  always been my wish to have this good fortune again, but it has not happened. A writer’s earliest books are perhaps the ones that lend themselves most easily to this kind of analysis. But

  many of the promptings of later books – promptings that echo the complexity of the writer’s life – are hidden. That is why fiction is fiction, and it can be exciting to

  create.




  The time then comes for this fiction to be presented to agents and publishers, and disappointment can begin right here. A Bend in the River was judged too ‘cerebral’ by the

  agent who was looking after my work at the time and he thought it cerebral because I had mentioned Mommsen, an early Nobel Prize-winner and an historian of Rome. He thought that Mommsen’s

  name would frighten away readers, and he sold the book to Knopf as a cerebral book by a difficult author. So a year’s work fetched only $25,000, and there were no apologies from publisher or

  agent when the book took off on its own. It was my most successful work, and I had the satisfaction of leaving the agent very soon after.
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  PART ONE




  The Second Rebellion




  
 





  1




  THE WORLD IS what it is; men who are nothing, who allow themselves to become nothing, have no place in it.




  Nazruddin, who had sold me the shop cheap, didn’t think I would have it easy when I took over. The country, like others in Africa, had had its troubles after independence. The town in the

  interior, at the bend in the great river, had almost ceased to exist; and Nazruddin said I would have to start from the beginning.




  I drove up from the coast in my Peugeot. That isn’t the kind of drive you can do nowadays in Africa – from the east coast right through to the centre. Too many of the places on the

  way have closed down or are full of blood. And even at that time, when the roads were more or less open, the drive took me over a week.




  It wasn’t only the sand-drifts and the mud and the narrow, winding, broken roads up in the mountains. There was all that business at the frontier posts, all that haggling in the forest

  outside wooden huts that flew strange flags. I had to talk myself and my Peugeot past the men with guns – just to drive through bush and more bush. And then I had to talk even harder, and

  shed a few more bank-notes and give away more of my tinned food, to get myself – and the Peugeot – out of the places I had talked us into.




  Some of these palavers could take half a day. The top man would ask for something quite ridiculous – two or three thousand dollars. I would say no. He would go into his hut, as though

  there was nothing more to say; I would hang around outside, because there was nothing else for me to do. Then after an hour or two I would go inside the hut, or he would come outside, and we would

  settle for two or three dollars. It was as Nazruddin had said, when I asked him about visas and he had said that bank-notes were better. ‘You can always get into those places. What is hard is

  to get out. That is a private fight. Everybody has to find his own way.’




  As I got deeper into Africa – the scrub, the desert, the rocky climb up to the mountains, the lakes, the rain in the afternoons, the mud and then, on the other, wetter side of the

  mountains, the fern forests and the gorilla forests – as I got deeper I thought, ‘But this is madness. I am going in the wrong direction. There can’t be a new life at the end of

  this.’




  But I drove on. Each day’s drive was like an achievement; each day’s achievement made it harder for me to turn back. And I couldn’t help thinking that that was how it was in

  the old days with the slaves. They had made the same journey, but of course on foot and in the opposite direction, from the centre of the continent to the east coast. The further away they got from

  the centre and their tribal area, the less liable they were to cut loose from the caravans and run back home, the more nervous they became of the strange Africans they saw about them, until at the

  end, on the coast, they were no trouble at all, and were positively anxious to step into the boats and be taken to safe homes across the sea. Like the slave far from home, I became anxious only to

  arrive. The greater the discouragements of the journey, the keener I was to press on and embrace my new life.




  When I arrived I found that Nazruddin hadn’t lied. The place had had its troubles: the town at the bend in the river was more than half destroyed. What had been the European suburb near

  the rapids had been burnt down, and bush had grown over the ruins; it was hard to distinguish what had been gardens from what had been streets. The official and commercial area near the dock and

  customs house survived, and some residential streets in the centre. But there wasn’t much else. Even the African cités were inhabited only in corners, and in decay elsewhere,

  with many of the low, box-like concrete houses in pale blue or pale green abandoned, hung with quick-growing, quick-dying tropical vines, mattings of brown and green.




  Nazruddin’s shop was in a market square in the commercial area. It smelt of rats and was full of dung, but it was intact. I had bought Nazruddin’s stock – but there was none of

  that. I had also bought the goodwill – but that was meaningless, because so many of the Africans had gone back to the bush, to the safety of their villages, which lay up hidden and difficult

  creeks.




  After my anxiety to arrive, there was little for me to do. But I was not alone. There were other traders, other foreigners; some of them had been there right through the troubles. I waited with

  them. The peace held. People began coming back to the town; the cité yards filled up. People began needing the goods which we could supply. And slowly business started up again.




  

    *


  




  Zabeth was among the earliest of my regular customers. She was a marchande – not a market-woman, but a retailer in a small way. She belonged to a fishing community,

  almost a little tribe, and every month or so she came from her village to the town to buy her goods wholesale.




  From me she bought pencils and copy-books, razor blades, syringes, soap and toothpaste and toothbrushes, cloth, plastic toys, iron pots and aluminium pans, enamel plates and basins. These were

  some of the simple things Zabeth’s fisherfolk needed from the outside world, and had been doing without during the troubles. Not essentials, not luxuries; but things that made ordinary life

  easier. The people here had many skills; they could get by on their own. They tanned leather, wove cloth, worked iron; they hollowed out large tree trunks into boats and smaller ones into kitchen

  mortars. But to people looking for a large vessel that wouldn’t taint water and food, and wouldn’t leak, imagine what a blessing an enamel basin was!




  Zabeth knew exactly what the people of her village needed and how much they would be able or willing to pay for it. Traders on the coast (including my own father) used to say – especially

  when they were consoling themselves for some bad purchase – that everything eventually had its buyer. That wasn’t so here. People were interested in new things – like the

  syringes, which were a surprise to me – and even modern things; but their tastes had set around the first examples of these things that they had accepted. They trusted a particular design, a

  particular trade-mark. It was useless for me to try to ‘sell’ anything to Zabeth; I had to stick as far as possible to familiar stock. It made for dull business, but it avoided

  complications. And it helped to make Zabeth the good and direct businesswoman that, unusually for an African, she was.




  She didn’t know how to read and write. She carried her complicated shopping list in her head and she remembered what she had paid for things on previous occasions. She never asked for

  credit – she hated the idea. She paid in cash, taking the money out from the vanity case she brought to town with her. Every trader knew about Zabeth’s vanity case. It wasn’t that

  she distrusted banks; she didn’t understand them.




  I would say to her, in that mixed river language we used, ‘One day, Beth, somebody will snatch your case. It isn’t safe to travel about with money like that.’




  ‘The day that happens, Mis’ Salim, I will know the time has come to stay home.’




  It was a strange way of thinking. But she was a strange woman.




  ‘Mis’’, as used by Zabeth and others, was short for ‘mister’. I was mister because I was a foreigner, someone from the far-off coast, and an English-speaker; and I was

  mister in order to be distinguished from the other resident foreigners, who were monsieur. That was, of course, before the Big Man came along and made us all citoyens and

  citoyennes. Which was all right for a while, until the lies he started making us all live made the people confused and frightened and, when a fetish stronger than his was found, made them

  decide to put an end to it all and go back again to the beginning.




  Zabeth’s village was only about sixty miles away. But it was some distance off the road, which was little more than a track; and it was some miles in from the main river. By land or by

  water it was a difficult journey, and took two days. By land during the rainy season it could take three. In the beginning Zabeth came by the land way, trekking with her women assistants to the

  road and waiting there for a van or truck or bus. When the steamers started up again, Zabeth always used the river; and that wasn’t much easier.




  The secret channels from the village were shallow, full of snags, humming with mosquitoes. Down these channels Zabeth and her women poled and often pushed their dugouts to the main river. There,

  close to the bank, they waited for the steamer, the dugouts full of goods – usually food – to be sold to people on the steamer and the barge the steamer towed. The food was mainly fish

  or monkey, fresh or boucané – smoked in the way of the country, with a thick black crust. Sometimes there was a smoked snake or a smoked small crocodile, a black hunk barely

  recognizable for what it had been – but with white or pale pink flesh below the charred crust.




  When the steamer appeared, with its passenger barge in tow, Zabeth and her women poled or paddled out to the middle of the river and stood at the edge of the steamer channel, drifting down with

  the current. The steamer passed; the dugouts rocked in the swell; and then came the critical moment when the dugouts and the barge came close together. Zabeth and her women threw ropes on to the

  lower steel deck of the barge, where there were always hands to grab the ropes and tie them to some bulkhead; and the dugouts, from drifting downstream and against the side of the barge, began

  moving in the other direction, while people on the barge threw down pieces of paper or cloth on the fish or the monkey they wanted to buy.




  This attaching of dugouts to the moving steamer or barge was a recognized river practice, but it was dangerous. Almost every trip the steamer made there was a report of a dugout being overturned

  somewhere along the thousand-mile route and of people being drowned. But the risk was worth taking: afterwards, without labour, as a marchande selling goods, Zabeth was towed up the river to

  the very edge of the town, uncoupling her dugouts by the ruins of the cathedral, a little before the docks, to avoid the officials there, who were always anxious to claim some tax. What a journey!

  Such trouble and danger to sell simple village things, and to take other goods back to the people of her village.




  For a day or two before the steamer came there was a market and a camp in the open space outside the dock gate. Zabeth became part of this camp while she was in the town. If it rained she slept

  in the verandah of a grocery or a bar; at a later date she put up in an African lodging house, but in the beginning such places didn’t exist. When she came to the shop there was nothing in

  her appearance that spoke of her difficult journey or her nights in the open. She was formally dressed, wrapped in her cotton in the African style that by folds and drapes emphasized the bigness of

  her bottom. She wore a turban – a piece of down-river style; and she had her vanity case with the creased notes she had got from people in her village and people on the steamer and barge. She

  shopped, she paid; and some hours before the steamer sailed again her women – thin, short, bald-looking, and in ragged working clothes – came to take the goods away.




  This was a quicker journey, down river. But it was just as dangerous, with the same coupling and uncoupling of the dugouts and the barge. In those days the steamer left the town at four in the

  afternoon; so it was deep night when Zabeth and her women came to where they had to cast off from the steamer. Zabeth took care then not to give away the entrance to her village. She cast off; she

  waited for the steamer and the barge and the lights to disappear. Then she and her women poled back up or drifted down to their secret channel, and their night-time labour of poling and pushing

  below the overhanging trees.




  Going home at night! It wasn’t often that I was on the river at night. I never liked it. I never felt in control. In the darkness of river and forest you could be sure only of what you

  could see – and even on a moonlight night you couldn’t see much. When you made a noise – dipped a paddle in the water – you heard yourself as though you were another person.

  The river and the forest were like presences, and much more powerful than you. You felt unprotected, an intruder.




  In the daylight – though the colours could be very pale and ghostly, with the heat mist at times suggesting a colder climate – you could imagine the town being rebuilt and spreading.

  You could imagine the forests being uprooted, the roads being laid across creeks and swamps. You could imagine the land being made part of the present: that was how the Big Man put it later,

  offering us the vision of a two-hundred-mile ‘industrial park’ along the river. (But he didn’t mean it really; it was only his wish to appear a greater magician than any the place

  had ever known.) In daylight, though, you could believe in that vision of the future. You could imagine the land being made ordinary, fit for men like yourself, as small parts of it had been made

  ordinary for a short while before independence – the very parts that were now in ruins.




  But at night, if you were on the river, it was another thing. You felt the land taking you back to something that was familiar, something you had known at some time but had forgotten or ignored,

  but which was always there. You felt the land taking you back to what was there a hundred years ago, to what had been there always.




  What journeys Zabeth made! It was as though she came out each time from her hidden place to snatch from the present (or the future) some precious cargo to take back to her people – those

  razor blades, for instance, to be taken out from their packets and sold one by one, miracles of metal – cargo that became more precious the further she got from the town, the nearer she got

  to her fishing village, the true, safe world, protected from other men by forest and clogged-up waterways. And protected in other ways as well. Every man here knew that he was watched from above by

  his ancestors, living forever in a higher sphere, their passage on earth not forgotten, but essentially preserved, part of the presence of the forest. In the deepest forest was the greatest

  security. That was the security that Zabeth left behind, to get her precious cargo; that was the security to which she returned.




  No one liked going outside his territory. But Zabeth travelled without fear; she came and went with her vanity case and no one molested her. She was not an ordinary person. In appearance she was

  not at all like the people of our region. They were small and slight and very black. Zabeth was a big woman with a coppery complexion; there were times when this copper glow, especially on her

  cheekbones, looked like a kind of make-up. There was something else about Zabeth. She had a special smell. It was strong and unpleasant, and at first I thought – because she came from a

  fishing village – that it was an old and deep smell of fish. Then I thought it had to do with her restricted village diet. But the people of Zabeth’s tribe whom I met didn’t smell

  like Zabeth. Africans noticed her smell. If they came into the shop when Zabeth was there they wrinkled their noses and sometimes they went away.




  Metty, the half-African boy who had grown up in my family’s house on the coast and had come to join me, Metty said that Zabeth’s smell was strong enough to keep mosquitoes away. I

  thought myself that it was this smell that kept men away from Zabeth, in spite of her fleshiness (which the men here liked) and in spite of her vanity case – because Zabeth wasn’t

  married and, so far as I knew, lived with no man.




  But the smell was meant to keep people at a distance. It was Metty – learning local customs fast – who told me that Zabeth was a magician, and was known in our region as a magician.

  Her smell was the smell of her protecting ointments. Other women used perfumes and scents to attract; Zabeth’s ointments repelled and warned. She was protected. She knew it, and other people

  knew it.




  I had treated Zabeth so far as a marchande and a good customer. Now that I knew that in our region she was a person of power, a prophetess, I could never forget it. So the charm worked on

  me as well.




  
 





  2




  AFRICA WAS MY HOME, had been the home of my family for centuries. But we came from the east coast, and that made the difference. The coast was not truly

  African. It was an Arab-Indian-Persian-Portuguese place, and we who lived there were really people of the Indian Ocean. True Africa was at our back. Many miles of scrub or desert separated us from

  the up-country people; we looked east to the lands with which we traded – Arabia, India, Persia. These were also the lands of our ancestors. But we could no longer say that we were Arabians

  or Indians or Persians; when we compared ourselves with these people, we felt like people of Africa.




  My family was Muslim. But we were a special group. We were distinct from the Arabs and other Muslims of the coast; in our customs and attitudes we were closer to the Hindus of northwestern

  India, from which we had originally come. When we had come no one could tell me. We were not that kind of people. We simply lived; we did what was expected of us, what we had seen the previous

  generation do. We never asked why; we never recorded. We felt in our bones that we were a very old people; but we seemed to have no means of gauging the passing of time. Neither my father nor

  grandfather could put dates to their stories. Not because they had forgotten or were confused; the past was simply the past.




  I remember hearing from my grandfather that he had once shipped a boatful of slaves as a cargo of rubber. He couldn’t tell me when he had done this. It was just there in his memory,

  floating around, without date or other association, as an unusual event in an uneventful life. He didn’t tell it as a piece of wickedness or trickery or as a joke; he just told it as

  something unusual that he had done – not shipping the slaves, but describing them as rubber. And without my own memory of the old man’s story I suppose that would have been a piece of

  history lost forever. I believe, from my later reading, that the idea of rubber would have occurred to my grandfather at the time, before the first world war, when rubber became big business

  – and later a big scandal – in central Africa. So that facts are known to me which remained hidden or uninteresting to my grandfather.




  Of that whole period of upheaval in Africa – the expulsion of the Arabs, the expansion of Europe, the parcelling out of the continent – that is the only family story I have. That was

  the sort of people we were. All that I know of our history and the history of the Indian Ocean I have got from books written by Europeans. If I say that our Arabs in their time were great

  adventurers and writers; that our sailors gave the Mediterranean the lateen sail that made the discovery of the Americas possible; that an Indian pilot led Vasco da Gama from East Africa to

  Calicut; that the very word cheque was first used by our Persian merchants; if I say these things it is because I have got them from European books. They formed no part of our knowledge or

  pride. Without Europeans, I feel, all our past would have been washed away, like the scuff-marks of fishermen on the beach outside our town.




  There was a stockade on this beach. The walls were of brick. It was a ruin when I was a boy, and in tropical Africa, land of impermanent building, it was like a rare piece of history. It was in

  this stockade that the slaves were kept after they had been marched down from the interior in the caravans; there they waited for the dhows to take them across the sea. But if you didn’t

  know, then the place was nothing, just four crumbling walls in a picture-postcard setting of beach and coconut trees.




  Once the Arabs had ruled here; then the Europeans had come; now the Europeans were about to go away. But little had changed in the manners or minds of men. The fishermen’s boats on that

  beach were still painted with large eyes on the bows for good luck; and the fishermen could get very angry, even murderous, if some visitor tried to photograph them – tried to rob them of

  their souls. People lived as they had always done; there was no break between past and present. All that had happened in the past was washed away; there was always only the present. It was as

  though, as a result of some disturbance in the heavens, the early morning light was always receding into the darkness, and men lived in a perpetual dawn.




  The slavery of the east coast was not like the slavery of the west coast. No one was shipped off to plantations. Most of the people who left our coast went to Arabian homes as domestic servants.

  Some became members of the family they had joined; a few became powerful in their own right. To an African, a child of the forest, who had marched down hundreds of miles from the interior and was

  far from his village and tribe, the protection of a foreign family was preferable to being alone among strange and unfriendly Africans. This was one reason why the trade went on long after it had

  been outlawed by the European powers; and why, at the time when the Europeans were dealing in one kind of rubber, my grandfather could still occasionally deal in another. This was also the reason

  why a secret slavery continued on the coast until the other day. The slaves, or the people who might be considered slaves, wanted to remain as they were.




  In my family’s compound there were two slave families, and they had been there for at least three generations. The last thing they wanted to hear was that they had to go. Officially these

  people were only servants. But they wanted it known – to other Africans, and to poor Arabs and Indians – that they were really slaves. It wasn’t that they were proud of slavery as

  a condition; what they were fierce about was their special connection with a family of repute. They could be very rough with people they considered smaller fry than the family.




  When I was young I would be taken for walks in the narrow white-walled lanes of the old part of the town, which was where our house was. I would be bathed and dressed; they would put kohl on my

  eyes and hang a good-luck charm around my neck; and then Mustafa, one of our old men, would hoist me on his shoulders. That was how I took my walk: Mustafa displaying me on his shoulders,

  displaying the worth of our family, and at the same time displaying his own trusted position in our family. There were some boys who made a point of taunting us. Mustafa, when we ran into these

  boys, would set me down, encourage me to speak insults, would add to these insults himself, would encourage me to fight, and then, when things became too hot for me, would lift me out of reach of

  the boys’ feet and fists and place me again on his shoulders. And we would continue our walk.




  This talk of Mustafa and Arabia and dhows and slaves might sound like something out of the Arabian Nights. But when I think of Mustafa, and even when I hear the word ‘slave’, I think

  of the squalor of our family compound, a mixture of school yard and back yard: all those people, someone always shrieking, quantities of clothes hanging on the lines or spread out on the bleaching

  stones, the sour smell of those stones running into the smell of the latrine and the barred-off urinal corner, piles of dirty enamel and brass dishes on the washing-up stand in the middle of the

  yard, children running about everywhere, endless cooking in the blackened kitchen building. I think of a hubbub of women and children, of my sisters and their families, the servant women and their

  families, both sides apparently in constant competition; I think of quarrels in the family rooms, competitive quarrels in the servants’ quarters. There were too many of us in that small

  compound. We didn’t want all those people in the servants’ quarters. But they weren’t ordinary servants, and there was no question of getting rid of them. We were stuck with

  them.




  That was how it was on the east coast. The slaves could take over, and in more than one way. The people in our servant houses were no longer pure African. It wasn’t acknowledged by the

  family, but somewhere along the line, or at many places along the line, the blood of Asia had been added to those people. Mustafa had the blood of Gujarat in his veins; so had Metty, the boy who

  later came all the way across the continent to join me. This, though, was a transferring of blood from master to slave. With the Arabs on our coast the process had worked the other way. The slaves

  had swamped the masters; the Arabian race of the master had virtually disappeared.




  Once, great explorers and warriors, the Arabs had ruled. They had pushed far into the interior and had built towns and planted orchards in the forest. Then their power had been broken by Europe.

  Their towns and orchards disappeared, swallowed up in bush. They ceased to be driven on by their idea of their position in the world, and their energy was lost; they forgot who they were and where

  they had come from. They knew only that they were Muslims; and in the Muslim way they needed wives and more wives. But they were cut off from their roots in Arabia and could only find their wives

  among the African women who had once been their slaves. Soon, therefore, the Arabs, or the people who called themselves Arabs, had become indistinguishable from Africans. They barely had an idea of

  their original civilization. They had the Koran and its laws; they stuck to certain fashions in dress, wore a certain kind of cap, had a special cut of beard; and that was all. They had little idea

  of what their ancestors had done in Africa. They had only the habit of authority, without the energy or the education to back up that authority. The authority of the Arabs – which was real

  enough when I was a boy – was only a matter of custom. It could be blown away at any time. The world is what it is.




  I was worried for the Arabs. I was also worried for us. Because, so far as power went, there was no difference between the Arabs and ourselves. We were both small groups living under a European

  flag at the edge of the continent. In our family house when I was a child I never heard a discussion about our future or the future of the coast. The assumption seemed to be that things would

  continue, that marriages would continue to be arranged between approved parties, that trade and business would go on, that Africa would be for us as it had been.




  My sisters married in the traditional way; it was assumed that I too would marry when the time came and extend the life of our family house. But it came to me while I was quite young, still at

  school, that our way of life was antiquated and almost at an end.




  Small things can start us off in new ways of thinking, and I was started off by the postage stamps of our area. The British administration gave us beautiful stamps. These stamps depicted local

  scenes and local things; there was one called ‘Arab Dhow’. It was as though, in those stamps, a foreigner had said, ‘This is what is most striking about this place.’ Without

  that stamp of the dhow I might have taken the dhows for granted. As it was, I learned to look at them. Whenever I saw them tied up at the waterfront I thought of them as something peculiar to our

  region, quaint, something the foreigner would remark on, something not quite modern, and certainly nothing like the liners and cargo ships that berthed in their own modern docks.




  So from an early age I developed the habit of looking, detaching myself from a familiar scene and trying to consider it as from a distance. It was from this habit of looking that the idea came

  to me that as a community we had fallen behind. And that was the beginning of my insecurity.




  I used to think of this feeling of insecurity as a weakness, a failing of my own temperament, and I would have been ashamed if anyone had found out about it. I kept my ideas about the future to

  myself, and that was easy enough in our house, where, as I have said, there was never anything like a political discussion. My family were not fools. My father and his brothers were traders,

  businessmen; in their own way they had to keep up with the times. They could assess situations; they took risks and sometimes they could be very bold. But they were buried so deep in their lives

  that they were not able to stand back and consider the nature of their lives. They did what they had to do. When things went wrong they had the consolations of religion. This wasn’t just a

  readiness to accept Fate; this was a quiet and profound conviction about the vanity of all human endeavour.




  I could never rise so high. My own pessimism, my insecurity, was a more terrestrial affair. I was without the religious sense of my family. The insecurity I felt was due to my lack of true

  religion, and was like the small change of the exalted pessimism of our faith, the pessimism that can drive men on to do wonders. It was the price for my more materialist attitude, my seeking to

  occupy the middle ground, between absorption in life and soaring above the cares of the earth.




  If the insecurity I felt about our position on the coast was due to my temperament, then little occurred to calm me down. Events in this part of Africa began to move fast. To the north there was

  a bloody rebellion of an up-country tribe which the British seemed unable to put down; and there were explosions of disobedience and rage in other places as well. Even hypochondriacs sometimes have

  real illnesses, and I don’t think it was my nervousness alone that made me feel that the political system we had known was coming to an end, and that what was going to replace it wasn’t

  going to be pleasant. I feared the lies – black men assuming the lies of white men.




  If it was Europe that gave us on the coast some idea of our history, it was Europe, I feel, that also introduced us to the lie. Those of us who had been in that part of Africa before the

  Europeans had never lied about ourselves. Not because we were moral. We didn’t lie because we never assessed ourselves and didn’t think there was anything for us to lie about; we were

  people who simply did what we did. But the Europeans could do one thing and say something quite different; and they could act in this way because they had an idea of what they owed to their

  civilization. It was their great advantage over us. The Europeans wanted gold and slaves, like everybody else; but at the same time they wanted statues put up to themselves as people who had done

  good things for the slaves. Being an intelligent and energetic people, and at the peak of their powers, they could express both sides of their civilization; and they got both the slaves and the

  statues.




  Because they could assess themselves, the Europeans were better equipped to cope with changes than we were. And I saw, when I compared the Europeans with ourselves, that we had ceased to count

  in Africa, that really we no longer had anything to offer. The Europeans were preparing to get out, or to fight, or to meet the Africans half-way. We continued to live as we had always done,

  blindly. Even at this late stage there was never anything like a political discussion in our house or in the houses of families I knew. The subject was avoided. I found myself avoiding it.




  I used to go twice a week to play squash in the squash court of my friend Indar. His grandfather had come from the Punjab in India to work on the railway as a contract labourer. The old Punjabi

  had done well. When he had worked out his contract he had settled on the coast and become a market moneylender, lending twenty or thirty shillings a time to stall-keepers in the market who ran

  short and depended on these small loans to buy their goods. For ten shillings lent this week twelve or fifteen had to be returned the next. Not the best kind of business; but an active man (and a

  tough man) could increase his capital many times over in a year. Well, it was a service, and a living. And more than a living. The family had become very grand. They had become merchant-bankers in

  an unofficial way, staking small prospecting companies, staking trading ventures to India and Arabia and the Persian Gulf (still in the Arab dhows of the postage stamp).




  The family lived in a big compound in an asphalted yard. The main house was at the far end; there were smaller houses at the side for members of the family who wished to live by themselves,

  other houses for the servants (proper servants, hire-and-fire people, not limpets like ours); and there was the squash court. Everything was surrounded by a high ochre-washed wall, and there was a

  main gate with a watchman. The compound was in a newer part of the town; I didn’t think it was possible to be more exclusive or protected.




  Rich people never forget they are rich, and I looked upon Indar as a good son of his money-lending or banking family. He was handsome, careful of his appearance, and slightly effeminate, with

  something buttoned-up in his expression. I put that expression down to his regard for his own wealth and also to his sexual anxieties. I thought he was a great brothel man on the sly and lived in

  fear of being exposed or catching some disease.




  We were having cold orange juice and hot black tea after our game (Indar was already concerned about his weight), when he told me he was leaving. He was going away, going to England to a famous

  university to do a three-year course. It was like Indar, and his family, to announce important news in this casual way. The news depressed me a little. Indar could do what he was doing not only

  because he was rich (I associated going abroad to study with great wealth), but also because he had gone right through our local English-language college until he was eighteen. I had left when I

  was sixteen. Not because I wasn’t bright or didn’t have the inclination, but because no one in our family had stayed at school after sixteen.




  We were sitting on the steps of the squash court, in the shade. Indar said in his quiet way, ‘We’re washed up here, you know. To be in Africa you have to be strong. We’re not

  strong. We don’t even have a flag.’




  He had mentioned the unmentionable. And as soon as he spoke I saw the wall of his compound as useless. Two generations had built what I saw; and I mourned for that lost labour. As soon as Indar

  spoke I felt I could enter his mind and see what he saw – the mocking quality of the grandeur, the gate and the watchman that wouldn’t be able to keep out the true danger.




  But I gave no sign that I understood what he was talking about. I behaved like the others who had infuriated and saddened me by refusing to acknowledge that change was coming to our part of the

  world. And when Indar went on to ask, ‘What are you going to do?’ I said, as though I didn’t see any problem, ‘I’ll stay. I’ll go into the business.’




  It wasn’t true at all. It was the opposite of what I felt. But I found that I was unwilling – as soon as the question had been put to me – to acknowledge my helplessness. I

  instinctively fell into the attitudes of my family. But with me the fatalism was bogus; I cared very much about the world and wished to renounce nothing. All I could do was to hide from the truth.

  And that discovery about myself made the walk back through the hot town very disturbing.




  The afternoon sun fell on the soft black asphalt road and the tall hibiscus hedges. It was all so ordinary. There was as yet no danger in the crowds, the broken-down streets, the blank-walled

  lanes. But the place was poisoned for me.




  I had an upstairs room in our family house. It was still light when I got back. I looked out over our compound, saw the trees and greenery of the neighbouring yards and open spaces. My aunt was

  calling to one of her daughters: some old brass vases that had been taken out to the yard to be scoured with limes hadn’t been taken back in. I looked at that devout woman, sheltered behind

  her wall, and saw how petty her concern with the brass vases was. The thin white washed wall (thinner than the wall of the slave stockade on the beach) protected her so little. She was so

  vulnerable – her person, her religion, her customs, her way of life. The squalling yard had contained its own life, had been its own complete world, for so long. How could anyone not take it

  for granted? How could anyone stop to ask what it was that had really protected us?




  I remembered the look of contempt and irritation Indar had given me. And the decision I came to then was this. I had to break away. I couldn’t protect anyone; no one could protect me. We

  couldn’t protect ourselves; we could only in various ways hide from the truth. I had to break away from our family compound and our community. To stay with my community, to pretend that I had

  simply to travel along with them, was to be taken with them to destruction. I could be master of my fate only if I stood alone. One tide of history – forgotten by us, living only in books by

  Europeans that I was yet to read – had brought us here. We had lived our lives in our way, done what we had to do, worshipped God and obeyed his commandments. Now – to echo

  Indar’s words – another tide of history was coming to wash us away.




  I could no longer submit to Fate. My wish was not to be good, in the way of our tradition, but to make good. But how? What did I have to offer? What talent, what skill, apart from the African

  trading skills of our family? This anxiety began to eat away at me. And that was why, when Nazruddin made his offer, of a shop and business in a far-off country that was still in Africa, I

  clutched at it.




  

    *


  




  Nazruddin was an exotic in our community. He was a man of my father’s age, but he looked much younger and was altogether more a man of the world. He played tennis, drank

  wine, spoke French, wore dark glasses and suits (with very wide lapels, the tips of which curled down). He was known among us (and slightly mocked behind his back) for his European manners, which

  he had picked up not from Europe (he had never been there), but from a town in the centre of Africa where he lived and had his business.




  Many years before, following some fancy of his own, Nazruddin had cut down on his business on the coast and begun to move inland. The colonial boundaries of Africa gave an international flavour

  to his operations. But Nazruddin was doing no more than follow the old Arab trading routes to the interior; and he had fetched up in the centre of the continent, at the bend in the great river.




  That was as far as the Arabs had got in the last century. There they had met Europe, advancing from the other direction. For Europe it was one little probe. For the Arabs of central Africa it

  was their all; the Arabian energy that had pushed them into Africa had died down at its source, and their power was like the light of a star that travels on after the star itself has become dead.

  Arab power had vanished; at the bend in the river there had grown up a European, and not an Arab, town. And it was from that town that Nazruddin, reappearing among us from time to time, brought

  back his exotic manners and tastes and his tales of commercial success.




  Nazruddin was an exotic, but he remained bound to our community because he needed husbands and wives for his children. I always knew that in me he saw the prospective husband of one of his

  daughters; but I had lived with this knowledge for so long that it didn’t embarrass me. I liked Nazruddin. I welcomed his visits, his talk, his very alienness as he sat downstairs in our

  drawing room or verandah and spoke of the excitements of his far-off world.




  He was a man of enthusiasms. He relished everything he did. He liked the houses he bought (always bargains), the restaurants he chose, the dishes he had ordered. Everything worked out well for

  him, and his tales of unfailing luck would have made him intolerable if he didn’t have the gift of describing things so well. He made me long to do what he had done, to be where he had been.

  In some ways he became my model.




  He was something of a palmist, in addition to everything else, and his readings were valued because he could do them only when the mood took him. When I was ten or twelve he had given me a

  reading and had seen great things in my hand. So I respected his judgement. He added to that reading from time to time. I remember one occasion especially. He was on the bentwood rocker, rocking

  unsteadily from the edge of the carpet on to the concrete floor. He broke off what he was saying and asked to see my hand. He felt the tips of my fingers, bent my fingers, looked briefly at my

  palms, and then let my hand go. He thought for a little about what he had seen – it was his way, thinking about what he had seen rather than looking at the hand all the time – and he

  said, ‘You are the most faithful man I know.’ This didn’t please me; it seemed to me he was offering me no life at all. I said, ‘Can you read your own hand? Do you know

  what’s in store for you?’ He said, ‘Don’t I know, don’t I know.’ The tone of his voice was different then, and I saw that this man, for whom (according to his

  talk) everything worked out beautifully, really lived with a vision of things turning out badly. I thought: ‘This is how a man should behave,’ and I felt close to him after that, closer

  than I did to members of my own family.




  Then came the crash which some people had been quietly prophesying for this successful and talkative man. Nazruddin’s adopted country became independent, quite suddenly, and the news from

  that place for weeks and months was of wars and killings. From the way some people talked you might have believed that if Nazruddin had been another kind of person, if he had boasted less of his

  success, drunk less wine and been more seemly in his behaviour, events would have taken another turn. We heard that he had fled with his family to Uganda. There was a report that they had driven

  through the bush for days on the back of a truck and had turned up panic-stricken and destitute at the border town of Kisoro.




  At least he was safe. In due course he came to the coast. People looking for a broken man were disappointed. Nazruddin was as sprightly as ever, still with his dark glasses and suit. The

  disaster appeared not to have touched him at all.




  Usually when Nazruddin came to visit efforts were made to receive him well. The drawing room was given a special cleaning, and the brass vases with the hunting scenes were polished up. But this

  time, because of the belief that he was a man in trouble, and therefore ordinary again, just like us, no one had tried hard. The drawing room was in its usual state of mess, and we sat out on the

  verandah facing the yard.




  My mother brought tea, offering it not in the usual way, as the shamefaced hospitality of simple folk, but behaving as though she was performing some necessary final rite. When she put the tray

  down she seemed about to burst into tears. My brothers-in-law gathered around with concerned faces. But from Nazruddin – in spite of that tale about the long-distance ride on the back of a

  truck – there came no stories of disaster, only stories of continuing luck and success. He had seen the trouble coming; he had pulled out months before it came.




  Nazruddin said: ‘It wasn’t the Africans who made me nervous. It was the Europeans and the others. Just before a crash people go crazy. We had a fantastic property boom. Everybody was

  only talking about money. A piece of bush costing nothing today was selling for half a million francs tomorrow. It was like magic, but with real money. I got caught up in it myself, and nearly got

  trapped.




  ‘One Sunday morning I went out to the development where I had bought a few lots. The weather was bad. Hot and heavy. The sky was dark but it wasn’t going to rain; it was just going

  to stay like that. The lightning was far away – it was raining somewhere else in the forest. I thought, “What a place to live in!” I could hear the river – the development

  wasn’t too far from the rapids. I listened to the river and looked up at that sky and I thought: “This isn’t property. This is just bush. This has always been bush.” I could

  scarcely wait for Monday morning after that. I put everything up for sale. Lower than the going price, but I asked to be paid in Europe. I sent the family to Uganda.




  ‘Do you know Uganda? A lovely country. Cool, three to four thousand feet up, and people say it’s like Scotland, with the hills. The British have given the place the finest

  administration you could ask for. Very simple, very efficient. Wonderful roads. And the Bantu people there are pretty bright.’




  That was Nazruddin. We had imagined him done for. Instead, he was trying to excite us with his enthusiasm for his new country, and asking us to contemplate his luck yet again. The patronage, in

  fact, was all on his side. Though he never said anything openly, he saw us on the coast as threatened, and he had come that day to make me an offer.




  He still had interests in his old country – a shop, a few agencies. He had thought it prudent to keep the shop on, while he was transferring his assets out of the country, to prevent

  people looking at his affairs too closely. And it was this shop and those agencies that he now offered me.




  ‘They aren’t worth anything now. But they will be again. I really should be giving it to you for nothing. But that would be bad for you and for me. You must always know when to pull

  out. A businessman isn’t a mathematician. Remember that. Never become hypnotized by the beauty of numbers. A businessman is someone who buys at ten and is happy to get out at twelve. The

  other kind of man buys at ten, sees it rise to eighteen and does nothing. He is waiting for it to get to twenty. The beauty of numbers. When it drops to ten again he waits for it to get back to

  eighteen. When it drops to two he waits for it to get back to ten. Well, it gets back there. But he has wasted a quarter of his life. And all he’s got out of his money is a little

  mathematical excitement.’




  I said, ‘This shop – assuming you bought at ten, what would you say you were selling it to me for?’




  ‘Two. In three or four years it will climb up to six. Business never dies in Africa; it is only interrupted. For me it is a waste of time to see that two get up to six. There is more for

  me in cotton in Uganda. But for you it will be a trebling of your capital. What you must always know is when to get out.’




  

    *


  




  Nazruddin had seen faithfulness in my hand. But he had read me wrong. Because when I accepted his offer I was in an important way breaking faith with him. I had accepted his

  offer because I wanted to break away. To break away from my family and community also meant breaking away from my unspoken commitment to Nazruddin and his daughter.




  She was a lovely girl. Once a year, for a few weeks, she came to the coast to stay with her father’s sister. She was better educated than I was; there was some talk of her going in for

  accountancy or law. She would have been a very nice girl to marry, but I admired her as I would have admired a girl of my own family. Nothing would have been easier than to marry Nazruddin’s

  daughter. Nothing, to me, would have been more stifling. And it was from that stifling as well as from everything else that I drove away, when I left the coast in the Peugeot.




  I was breaking faith with Nazruddin. Yet he – a relisher of life, a seeker after experience – had been my exemplar; and it was to his town that I drove. All that I knew of the town

  at the bend of the river I had got from Nazruddin’s stories. Ridiculous things can work on us at moments of strain; and towards the end of that hard drive what was often in my head was what

  Nazruddin had said about the restaurants of the town, about the food of Europe and the wine. ‘The wines are Saccone and Speed,’ he had said. It was a merchant’s observation. He

  had meant that even there, in the centre of Africa, the wine had come from the shippers on our east coast, and not from the people on the other side. But in my imagination I allowed the words to

  stand for pure bliss.




  I had never been to a real European restaurant or tasted wine – forbidden to us – with any pleasure; and I knew that the life Nazruddin had described had come to an end. But I drove

  through Africa to Nazruddin’s town as to a place where this life might be recreated for me.




  When I arrived I found that the town from which Nazruddin had brought back his tales had been destroyed, had returned to the bush he had had a vision of when he had decided to sell. In spite of

  myself, in spite of all that I had been told about recent events, I felt shocked, let down. My faithlessness hardly seemed to matter.




  Wine! It was hard to get the simplest food; and if you wanted vegetables you either got them out of an old – and expensive – tin, or you grew them yourself. The Africans who had

  abandoned the town and gone back to their villages were better off; they at least had gone back to their traditional life and were more or less self-sufficient. But for the rest of us in the town

  who needed shops and services – a few Belgians, some Greeks and Italians, a handful of Indians – it was a stripped, Robinson Crusoe kind of existence. We had cars and we lived in proper

  houses – I had bought a flat over an empty warehouse for almost nothing. But if we had worn skins and lived in thatched huts it wouldn’t have been too inappropriate. The shops were

  empty; water was a problem; electricity was erratic; and petrol was often short.




  Once for some weeks we were without kerosene. Two empty oil barges had been shanghaied by people down river, towed as river spoil to a hidden creek, and converted into living quarters. The

  people here liked to scrape their yards down to the red earth, to keep away snakes; and the steel decks of the barges provided an ideal living surface.




  On those kerosene-less mornings I had to boil my water on an English-made cast-iron charcoal brazier – part of my shop stock, intended for sale to village Africans. I took the brazier to

  the landing of the external staircase at the back of the house, squatted and fanned. All around me people were doing the same; the place was blue with smoke.




  And there were the ruins. Miscerique probat populos et foedera jungi. These Latin words, whose meaning I didn’t know, were all that remained of a monument outside the dock gates. I

  knew the words by heart; I gave them my own pronunciation, and they ran like a nonsense jingle in my head. The words were carved at the top of a block of granite, and the rest of the granite was

  now bare. The bronze sculpture below the words had been torn away; the jagged little bits of bronze that remained anchored in the granite suggested that the sculptor had done banana leaves or palm

  branches at the top, to frame his composition. I was told that the monument had been put up only a few years before, almost at the end of the colonial time, to mark sixty years of the steamer

  service from the capital.




  So almost as soon as it had been put up – no doubt with speeches about a further sixty years of service – the steamer monument had been knocked down. With all the other colonial

  statues and monuments. Pedestals had been defaced, protective railings flattened, floodlights smashed and left to rust. Ruins had been left as ruins; no attempt had been made to tidy up. The names

  of all the main streets had been changed. Rough boards carried the new, roughly lettered names. No one used the new names, because no one particularly cared about them. The wish had only been to

  get rid of the old, to wipe out the memory of the intruder. It was unnerving, the depth of that African rage, the wish to destroy, regardless of the consequences.




  But more unnerving than anything else was the ruined suburb near the rapids. Valuable real estate for a while, and now bush again, common ground, according to African practice. The houses had

  been set alight one by one. They had been stripped – before or afterwards – only of those things that the local people needed – sheets of tin, lengths of pipe, bath tubs and sinks

  and lavatory bowls (impermeable vessels, useful for soaking cassava in). The big lawns and gardens had returned to bush; the streets had disappeared; vines and creepers had grown over broken,

  bleached walls of concrete or hollow clay brick. Here and there in the bush could still be seen the concrete shells of what had been restaurants (Saccone and Speed wines) and night clubs. One night

  club had been called ‘Napoli’; the now meaningless name, painted on the concrete wall, was almost bleached away.




  Sun and rain and bush had made the site look old, like the site of a dead civilization. The ruins, spreading over so many acres, seemed to speak of a final catastrophe. But the civilization

  wasn’t dead. It was the civilization I existed in and in fact was still working towards. And that could make for an odd feeling: to be among the ruins was to have your time-sense unsettled.

  You felt like a ghost, not from the past, but from the future. You felt that your life and ambition had already been lived out for you and you were looking at the relics of that life. You were in a

  place where the future had come and gone.




  With its ruins and its deprivations Nazruddin’s town was a ghost town. And for me, as a newcomer, there was nothing like a social life. The expatriates weren’t welcoming. They had

  been through a lot; they still didn’t know how things were going to turn out; and they were very nervous. The Belgians, especially the younger ones, were full of resentments and a sense of

  injustice. The Greeks, great family men, with the aggressiveness and frustrations of family men, kept to their families and their immediate friends. There were three houses that I visited, visiting

  them in turn on weekdays for lunch, which had become my main meal. They were all Asian or Indian houses.




  There was a couple from India. They lived in a small flat that smelled of asafoetida and was decorated with paper flowers and brightly coloured religious prints. He was a United Nations expert

  of some sort who hadn’t wanted to go back to India and had stayed on doing odd jobs after his contract had expired. They were a hospitable couple and they made a point (I feel for religious

  reasons) of offering hospitality to frightened or stranded foreigners. They spoilt their hospitality by talking a little too much about it. Their food was too liquid and peppery for me, and I

  didn’t like the way the man ate. He bent his head low over his food, keeping his nose an inch or two away from his plate, and he ate noisily, slapping his lips together. While he ate like

  this his wife fanned him, never taking her eyes off his plate, fanning with her right hand, resting her chin on the palm of her left hand. Still, I went there twice a week, more for the sake of

  having somewhere to go than for the food.
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