














‘man astutely observed,

One of these men is the son of a
former Nigerian ambassador to the
Soviet Union. During the revolution
Frank's father returned to the coun-
try in an attempt to get his family out.
Captured and imprisoned, he was ex-
ecuted by a firing squad, in front of
his son, fourteen year-old Frank.
These are the kinds of memories
which haunt many of the Africans we
spoke to.

Most seemed conscious of the in-

stability of their countries and were

quick 1o express their hopes and
fears. Frank had become apolitical,
blaming politics for the death of his

father. Muslims are proud of the

growing power they have become.
One man said that by the yvear 2000
A.D., Muslims will have completed
their dominance over the world! As
he entered a mosque, another young
““Even

Mohammed Ali is a Muslim!”’

‘Tribalism remains another major

political force, and the question,
“What tribe?”* follows most in-
troductions. Whites complained that
their many servants must be from one
tribe in order to preserve a peaceful
household.

In Cameroon, Stuart, unlucky as
usual, was bitten by a large hunting
spider. The excruciating pain that
followed left him in agony for much
of a day. Commiserating, 1 captured
the spider, slaughtered it, and award-
ed it to him as a souvenir.

T E WERE in Marua when
civil war broke out in
N'Dmajena. the capital of

Chad just to the east of us, and we

witnessed the exodus of whites from

N'Djamena to the luxury hotel near
our camp. It seemed remarkable that
these people could be enjoying good
food, wine and the good life of the
hotel in Marua, while less than two
hundred miles away civil war was

raging in the streets of a capital city. |
found thisair of unreality whenever we
encountered political life and
bureaucracy on the continent.

1t was the beginning of April when
we arrived at the frontier of the Cen-
tral African Republic, the most
bizarre and paranoid country we
visited. Our short stay, extended by
fuel shortages, lasted until the end of
May. We camped in Bangui, the
capital; just below one of the man-
sions built by the infamous emperor,
Bokassa. I was informed by one |
knowledgeable little boy that Bokassa
ate people. While this remains con-
troversial, it is generally accepted that
the self-proclaimed emperor nearly
destroyed the country’s weak
economy, before being toppled by,
perhaps, more level-headed leaders.
We saw_at least a dozen different
uniforms in Bangui including strong
representation by the French army.

We camped more than three weeks
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In Nairobi the group divided.
Though we had grown to hate the
truck and our bland diet, we all knew
that something special had ended.
After living on top of one another for
nearly five months came the realiza-
tion that we would never all be
together again. It was an aimless sort
of dispersal. Most made close friends
on the trip and those friends have
kept in touch, but on that day most
were interested more in a bath and a
real bed. Few good-byes were said.

I was a guest at two memorable
dinner parties in Nairobi, both at the
homes of whites, in each case Kenyan
citizens, One of my hosts had been
forced to sell his prosperous upland
farm so that the land could be
redistributed among blacks. He is bit-
ter over the fact that subsequent visits
have revealed the farm in a state of
disrepair and decay. While we ate, my
wallet was stolen from the bedroom
where 1 had changed. Evervthing
pointed to the night watchman, a
black servant. My host confessed that
though a few years ago he could have
beaten the wallet out of the man, now
there was little he could do. Besides,

aside from the fact that this man stole
cash, he was a reliable night wat-
chman.

I spent about a month in Kenya,
hitching to Mombasa and Malindi on
the coast, and soaking up sun on
Lamu, a beautiful island just off the
coast north of Malindi. For $5 a day
on Lamu | had a roof-top room
(shared with a friend) overlooking the
oceam, three meals a day, and all the
beach one could ever hope to explore.
We spent a day skin-diving on a coral
reef, visited a snake farm and bought
freshly-squeezed coconut oil to use as
tanning lotion. Two weeks of this did
much to wash away the mental and
physical strains of the previous mon-
ths and to prepare me for the less
grueling budget flights home.

HE NEARLY seven months |

I was away continue to fill my
mind and there is not a day that
I'don't spend a few minutesin Africa. |
would have difficulty in advising
someone whether or not he should go
to Africa: South of the Sahara, on our
route, we saw little architecture or art.

The various cultures are being crushed
by the overwhelming weight of west-
ernization. The natives coming out of
the mud huts are wearing Bata shoes
and carrying transistor radios.
Conrad’s Africa has disappeared,
There are paved highways hallway
across the desert and the rhinos have
given their lives to cure impotence in
the far east. The dangers now come not
from the Tsetse flies and the lions, but
from the thirteen-year-olds with sub-
machine guns and power-crazed
dictators, with M.B.A’s from
Harvard. 1 wouldn't travel the same
route, the same way again, but I don't
regret having done it. Everyone should
see the Sahara, walk through a rain
forest, hear a wild elephant’s trumpet
and drink rich Kenyan coffee. Much
that is wild and beautiful remains and
regardless of how westernized the con-
tinent becomes it will never be as
tranquil as Kingston. o
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