Literary Perspectives on Culture, Human Development, Governance and the Problematic of Living in Africa.


At the Faculty of Arts car park was I standing by my 34-year old Peugeot car, fully engrossed in reading a decision extract of hot debates by the Academic Staff Union of the Universities, Obafemi Awolowo University Branch, on the Federal Government of Nigeria/ASUU 2001 Agreement. The FGN still reneges on its promises. The issue has become controversial and it seems as if the tenants of the Ivory Tower are being fooled. There I was when a younger colleague approached me and asked me to deliver a lecture at the Institute of Cultural Studies of which he is the Acting Director. I accepted almost distractedly. And with three strides away from me, for he was a tall man, he disappeared. 


There and then, I began to think of a suitable topic which will catch the imagination of my would-be audience and relate to the topical needs and concerns of the society, a topic, which will neither be too arcane nor excessively stuffed with 
pedantic rubbish as to alienate both the gown from the town and the gown from the gown in a society with poor reading habit.


My brain then went a-shopping. Several topics flashed through it. At the end of my intellectual shopping, I settled for the one mentioned above, using as a pivotal, linguistic strategy the word, culture whose semantic resonations reverberate with those of “Cultural” in the Institute of Cultural Studies whose Acting Director has just commissioned me to come up with a lecture. Other words in the topic readily came on board.


Yes, I will settle for a talk on culture. I will speak on culture especially in our days when everything, instead of spiraling into the pinnacle of the ideal and the transcendent, seems to be going awry, nose-diving, so to say, into the nadir of stench, decadence and wastefulness, a situation we all intriguingly welcome with an amazing, masochistic fits.

Dear audience, I do not really mean this to be a lecture similar to that of a teacher, who, at the auditorium, authoritatively pontificates and gesticulates before his cowered students. It is not a lecture, but a promenade. Therefore listeners, take an imaginative walk with me. Let us talk while trekking into political, socio-economic, cultural, psychological and philosophical landscapes and vistas of Africa, and through the run of time, revisit the graphic of progress and development or otherwise of the black race. What do African writers say and how do they say it? What is their stand on transition?


Is it transiting from frying pan to fire, or from frying pan to a cooling grove? Do we say on one hand, that the presentation of a beautiful canvas of traditional lore by African writers, amounts to a celebration of self-hood, while covering up its organic stench? Or, on the other hand, how are we sure that the exaltation of otherness, masquerading as it were, its depersonalising mythologies, is not living in bad faith? And can the continent adopt a culture of stasis, immobilized in its traditions and norms of governance in a mutable world? It is often said that he who does not progress, digresses in a world of rat race. Is the continent wrestling with a systemic ache? Will it ever be cured? Will the cure come from within or from without? These are the fundamental questions, which will engage us in the present, convivial, walk/talk spree.

Culture: a two-sided Coin.
Let me inform my audience that in the course of my discourse, I will here and there grudgingly accommodate the pedestrian semantic of culture. But then, I will look at its etymology, and where and how it parts ways from what it was to split itself into two as process and product.

Process-Culture as Regime of Dialectical Self-Amelioration
The earliest gestation we find of culture is from the Greek “paideia” which means to till, to cultivate, to dress up and prune so as to produce a better yield. Very soon, the Latin word “cultura” surfaces which more or less expresses the same idea. Cicero, the Latin poet and orator speaks of “cultura animi” – the husbandry or tilling of the intellect/mind. Among the French, “culture” is to be understood in its concrete and figurative interpretations. Thus, Diderot’s Encyclopédie emphasises “culture des terres” / tilling of farmlands, while in 1777, Dictionnaire de l’Académie Française adds: “… se dit aussi au figuré, du soin qu’on prend des arts et de l’esprit’ / is also used in figurative expression, of the cultivation of the arts and the intellect. Culture subsequently comes to mean or describe the systematic training and development of the mind whose attendant dividends are sharpening and fine-tuning of moral and aesthetic standards. 


A humorous but profound conversation goes on between Don Quixote (the master) and Sancho (the servant) in Cervantes’s Don Quixote. It is worth noting here:

“Every day, Sancho” said Don Quixote,” you are becoming less foolish and more sensible”. It must be that some of your worship’s good sense is rubbing off on me” Sancho replied. “Lands which by themselves are dry and barren, if they are manured and cultivated, bring forth good fruit. I mean to say that your worship’s conversation is the manure that has been spread upon the barren ground of my dry wit; the time that I have spent in your service and company has been the cultivation…”.1
By engaging in the olympics of cultural regeneration whose end-result is ameliorative self- development, being unceasingly sublimates his nature. The only part of the body, which can positively respond to this kind of cultivation for the benefit of other parts of the body is the intellect. Its operational realm is far-ranged, temporal, phenomenal and noumenal. It is the only motivating tool of knowledge. The anus cannot play its role for example. Prominently located in the head, if it is not the head itself, the intellect directs and steers all the other parts of the body. And that is why all modes of teaching and learning [education] which are synonymous with culture will have to pass through its lathe.  

The human intellect is compared to a seed or a tree, which needs to be planted in a fertile, manured soil and protected from weeds, thorns and briars. Just as a farm is to be well cultured, “agri-culture” for a bomber harvest, so is also man to be cultured, “homi-culture” so that he may produce highest-rated, auspicious values and be most beneficial to nature, society and human species. 


Culture has to do with the search for ways by which the geocentric man on this earth attains holistic, paroxysmal standard for better living. And is our adjective “paroxysmal” not too presumptuous when we talk of being whose nature is damnably imperfect? The anguish of lack and desire which besieges him and by which culture is motivated and generated so as to fill up the existential loopholes in him explains why culture will remain an ever-going exercise till the end of time. Or expressed in a different idiom, wracked by complex, ever-increasing challenges of life, being cannot do away with this constant intellectual gymnastics. In the process of his self-repositioning, his dialectical, intellectual culture, it is to be noted, chases out the previous one or at best fine-tunes it.


Any other idea besides what we have just enunciated here does not appear to be true. For the intellect’s mill, any grist2 is most palatable, but not all grist is digestible as Alexander Pope, groping into the region of religion and metaphysics, cautions us with his cognitive reductionism:
Know then thyself, presume not God to scan 

The proper study of Mankind is man.3
Culture as process thrives on subjective or individual paradigms. It is a form of personal activity which leads to intellectual, moral and aesthetic perfection. It should not be dubbed a capitalist, upper society privilege but a classless, man-centred feed. It reflects an urge in man. It helps him distinguish himself from the lower animals whose brain or intellect, if ever they have one, is poor. Culture of this kind is a personal goal, which motivates in man a relentless pursuit of an unattainable goal. And it is for this reason that it is a process as it constantly provides the highest graphic of self-realisation at various stages of human history.

The structure of intellectual cultivation we are talking about is vertical. It is a measure of developmental strategies and strides, from finding to discovery like what happens to Galileo when he enthusiastically cries out Eureka in his research breakthrough in astronomy.

If these semantic presuppositions of culture are in order, we can say by deductive logic that the idea of a developed country, nation or race is inadmissible. Under the planet and to the best of our knowledge and experience, all races, nations or tribes are developing on varying degrees and they will ever remain so.  The United States of America of the 21st century, for example, is quite different from the United States of America of the 18th century. We can say the same thing of Europe or China and even of any remotest village in the black continent. The big problem is to find out and appreciate dispassionately the extent to which the dividend or the bankruptcy of culture has made man, the creator4 better or worse in his various habitats. Harry Levin, a renowned, North-American critic of comparative literature, throws more light especially on the regretful vitiation of culture in its diachronic history.
…The older outlook stressed the dynamic aspect of self-cultivation rather than the static transmission of behavioral patterns. Culture was Bildung, a goal to be strenuously achieved rather than a donnée to be passively accepted… Culture is Aincreasingly conceived as a hoard set aside by man, to be tapped at the dictates of occasion…5
Product-Culture as Halo or Canvas of Anachronisms


Collocating with process-culture is product-culture. The latter has become synonymous with the concept of habit, traditions, records, archives, past, worldviews and artifacts in which a race or any human group keep for future generations whatever they have ever thought of, seen, practiced, done or achieved as quintessential. Thus, culture is sloughed of its dynamism and subjective epistemology. It loses its selectionist, snobbish ethos and pyramidal status, and slouches to the level of collectivity, passivity, exhibitionism and consumerism. Its noises which sound socialist or Marxian before the birth of Karl Marx, celebrate the historic switch of the cultural control of the society to the social control of culture. The emphasis has moved from self-cultivation to the acceptance of a received opinion, a codified, static investment exercise in a world of superstitions and mythologies especially in the black continent. This product-culture seems to turn back the clock, sounds a tocsin of deracination or at best, of mediocrity and heralds the era of popularisation, which brings in its wake, floods of vulgarisation and jingles of ideological mumbo-jumbo. The intellect which by nature works optimally only in its lone halo is now enervated, sent away packing from its pristine field, and forced to rest or slumber almost ad infinitum. And it does rest in Africa.

 
In Cahier du Retour au Pays Natal, Aimé Césaire’s poetic effluvia on the whatness of the black man should in some places be writerly twisted by the critic to yield a pun or ironic interpretations. Cloaked in a toga of spiritualism and transcendentalism whose positivistic knowledge is outside the ambit of the intellect, the black race have yet nothing worthwhile to display in the showroom of scientific and technological feats. In this respect, Casely Hayford in his Ethiopia Unbound throws in the towel on behalf of Africa. He feels proud to remark that at least the continent wears the mantle of the spiritual leadership of the world. And so, on his knees, and simpering, the African goes a-begging at the Hellenic hemisphere for the use and transfer of its technology to his own continent. A deeper reflection of what Césaire is saying in the verses that follow is psychoanalytically equally true of the very opposite view, that the black man is a non-starter: 
Eia pour le Kailcédrat royal !

Eia pour ceux qui n’ont jamais rien inventé
Pour ceux qui n’ont jamais rien exploré
Pour ceux qui n’ont jamais rien dompté
mais… 

ils s’abandonnent, saisis à l’essence de toute chose

étincelle du feu sacré du monde6
Eia for the royal Kailcédrat

Eia for those who invented nothing

for those who have never discovered

for those who have never conquered

but…


struck, deliver themselves to the essence of all things …

spark of the sacred fire of the world.

This is the case of a boomerang, of the shooter, shot. We can therefore, say that Africa/Césaire ironically chants self-derisively.

But then, the fossils of product-culture have their foundational significance. They constitute the past in the triplets of temporality. They are always a reference source. 
An analogy of a body movement will clarify my thesis better. In human gait, the back foot sustains the body and the second foot also rests on it to surge itself forward so as to position itself in front. Immediately after, the front foot, in its own turn, becomes the back foot on which the erstwhile back foot will also rest so as to position itself in front ad infinitum.

In this simplistic human mechanism which defines mobility, one can see how the back foot/the past fuses and collaborates with the front foot/the future and how the latter in the process becomes the back foot. The overall mobility itself is informed and directed by the present whose motivating impulse has its origin in the intellect/the brain. The past illuminates the present so that the present may know which direction to take. When all these come together and work in unison as they ought to, then their collective deal or interrelationship becomes indispensable and beneficial for being. T.S. Eliot stimulatingly expresses this concept of intrinsic, operational  harmony in a poetic form:
Time present and time past

Are both perhaps present in time future

And the future contained in time past

If all time is eternally present

All time is unredeemable7
But if a back foot does not move when it is its turn to do so, stuck to the ground, there is stasis in which the back foot is seen as vegetating. In human experience, the back foot is not meant to vegetate. It is expected to initiate an action by which the front foot in its own turn is able to stick to the ground now as the back foot so as to allow it also to come to the front. By so doing, this erstwhile back foot, from afar or in mid-course beams its light on the future through the present. Though apparently simplistic, the whole process of human intuitive gait becomes complex as the two feet play a triadic role. Those who are nurtured by the past are not expected to devote all their contemporaneous fleeting time to adulate the past and make it their be-all or fetish in a kind of neurotic ancestralism or parochialism. If they do so, it is as if they interrupt or warp the normal interaction and the dialectic of the triplets of temporality, the psychological aftermath of which is a ridiculous and shady bartering of anachronisms for novelties. An excessive obsession with the past betrays a foetal syndrome, a puerile dread of futuristic and possibilistic horizons, a deft but shameless plunge into spiritualistic niceties and a hidden incapability to lord it over the universe or at least, over one’s immediate environment, which is what happens in Africa under our very eyes.

Réné Descartes, the French philosopher-mathematician in his Discours de la Méthode advocates a way of life which I find very engaging in the present discourse. He advises that a person who misses his path ought to go ahead without ever considering the idea of looking back. He will find it again, Descartes assures. This ethic appears funny and controversial, but we must not blame Descartes too much as he is speaking in the dawning age of enlightenment, science and technology when anything which has to do with the past will have to be thrown overboard. In our present circumstance, there is logic and sense in what he says.

A philosophical and moral explanation of this kind of discussion on the past takes us to what happens in Wole Soyinka’s Death and the King’s Horseman in which the sacrosanct product-culture is desacralised. Eleshin Oba is the king’s horseman and protagonist. He is born and bred in Oyo-Oduduwa culture, or differently expressed, in the customs and traditions of his people. The traditions say that when a king dies a natural death, his horseman should commit suicide so as to follow him to the hereafter. Since both of them are a pair on earth, they must continue to be a pair in the chthonic realm lest the king’s soul should rave and roam endlessly. In this kind of society, there is a strong belief that there exists a concrete life after death. But Eleshin Oba, despite his knowledge of, and reverence for culture, begins to entertain doubts and misgivings about some of its fiats as ridiculous. The existence of a hereafter may be a myth. This novel, iconoclastic consciousness explains his unwillingness to kill himself at the beginning of the play. Little by little, archeological culture is losing its foothold on the complex, rational worldview of the modern black man. Eleshin Oba is the transition from the old to the modern. It is because he is deeply entrenched in traditional lore that he can self-convincingly flout what he now considers as a reactionary dictate or given. For him, as a rational being, there is a world of difference between natural death and suicide. Furthermore, he bitterly queries the culture of killing oneself to grace the natural death of another person, be it a king or an ordinary individual. A king, in his opinion, is first and foremost a human being before he is ceremonially hoisted by the society. Even after the rite, he remains essentially a human being. 

Olunde who is Eleshin Oba’s son  does not see beyond his nose. He rashly kills himself on behalf of his father so as to save both his father and his entire family pedigree from ignominy. A medical student in London and a been-to, Olunde is seen as a chic, noise-making traditionalist, or a novitiate râté, ignorant of the fact that human values are subject to the dynamism of time. In contradistinction to the son is the father. The father is a level-headed, charismatic, forward-looking and “cultured” character who moves out, as it were, from a mythopoeic, antiquarian culture to a mythoclastic, rational one. The erstwhile icon of the ideal of the past, is now the beacon of the paradigm of the present, poking into the future.
In addition, we also have to note, and humour apart, that it is not sufficient for a Yoruba man for example, to be glowingly dressed in a Yoruba flowing-garb as he flashes his eyes and teeth under a dog-eared hat (fila abeti aja) and thrills his audience to a choicest menu of bata rhythm to qualify for a man of product-culture. The concept goes beyond a parade of skills. The kinesic virtuoso and attractive, vestimentary elegance of the dancer may be a smoke-screen. He could be a cultural scoundrel or a social canker. And many of such people flood the black continent especially on the political arena where they are better known as “gutter” politicians rather than statesmen.
In the final analysis, an observation needs to be made. As to whether the continent is making good and adequate use of the values of product-culture is a hairsplitting debate, which only honest, self-criticising Africans can plausibly elucidate.

In the case of process-culture, the same sediments of the past are indispensable. In the field of scientific research, we call these literature. No research student, and in my opinion, any body engaged in self-cultivation is a research student, can go ahead if he is not familiar with what other people have said or done before him in the field. If ever he goes ahead, he will likely repeat or make mistakes. His analysis may also be shallow. Or, the mechanism of knowledge acquisition is meant to be linear, in-depth, scientific and steadily gradual to avoid being shunted into a cyclic track. 

 
Dear audience, since I am explaining the nuance between process-culture and product-culture, allow me to digress a bit so as to explain the meaning of the logo of Obafemi Awolowo University, which reads: For Learning and Culture. Contrary to Wole Ogundele’s interpretation8, the logo is a symbiosis of process-culture and product-culture. In its vision and mission, the university has a strong commitment to induce personal and intellectual cultivation among staff and students and also to promote the storage of societal, anachronistic excellences and beauties.


Conversely, the nomenclature “Institute of Cultural Studies” of the same institution raises a semantic eyebrow bordering on pleonasm. “Cultural” and “Studies” belong to the same semantic field of tilling, cultivation and learning. Or does “Cultural” here only refer to product-culture with its archives of books, beads, masks, dyed cloths and other art objects? But what does one say about the learning and teaching component? And in which culture or tradition in particular? Probably in Yoruba culture or tradition. What about other major tribes within or outside the country? And why then concentrate on the humanities while keeping at bay other modules of knowledge however crude they may appear to be in their growth and development? Is the “Institute” interested in a storage promotion exercise of humanistic studies alone? These questions are tough meat on the plate. To reflect its goal or objective as it is now, the institute might wish to change its nomenclature to “Institute of Yoruba Humanistic Studies”. 
I have the impression that we simply pay lip service to the idea and promotion of cultural institute, which in my opinion, ought to be the warehouse of all the salient, discipline-based departments and units of the university. By its pluri-disciplinary status, it is expected to stand towering above others with a package of regular, commensurate funding.
Governance and Vagaries of Cultures in Africa

The Metaphysical, Cyclic Factor.

It is Wole Soyinka who releases the first salvo against an antiquarian culture in his play A Dance of the Forests. In this play, culture is immobilized in the context of history. A frozen history of the past, present and future is forced to yield a constant, which appears like a monotonous repetition of culture. Does this culture have its legacy from nature or habit as we sometimes say that habit is second nature?


A presentation of the background to the play is necessary. The Federal Government of Nigeria commissioned Soyinka to write a play as part of the preparations to celebrate the country’s first Independence Anniversary in 1960. A Dance of the Forests was Soyinka’s response. The image of “Forests” is clear, it refers to all the heterogeneous tribes and nation-states of the new geo-political aggregate, which now constitute Nigeria. And “Dance” connotes coming together to chant, sing, dance, drum and make merry as in an African traditional festival. 
Then, the satirist-playwright punctuates his play with a culture of unrelievable savagery, vendetta, prostitution, hypocrisy, sycophancy and sanguinary future. When the curtain is drawn, a stinking couple, representatives of the dead, emerge from the grave wishing to take part in the festival. They groan and grumble biliously. Surprisingly, the modern leaders of the people shy away from them because they constitute a nuisance and they are nauseating in appearance. This couple drawn from the past produce a Lacanian mirror image in which the present, represented by the modern leaders, sees itself in the past as an eyesore, a product of a repetitively weird and unproductive culture. In this manner, these leaders: the Forest Father, Adenebi, Demoke and Rola steer away from the self by refusing to attend to the couple. Then, through a flashback into antiquities, Kharibu’s era that is supposed to be the most heroic and the most praiseworthy in the annals of African history is brought on stage. The audience are disappointed and taken aback when they see before them a stentorian general whose wickedness, crudity and inhumanity beat all human imaginations. He has a wife/queen, named Madam Tortoise, a prostitute of the first order whose whims rock the imperial palace which is full of officious hangers-on like the court historian and the court poet. This flashback scenario is the dramatic presentation of the canvas of the culture of the past which has now fully dove-tailed into the present and whose mantles the Forest Father, Adenebi, Demoke and Rola have now gorgeously put on. These modern leaders have really no other choice since they must accept the dictates and norms of product-culture in a dismal, deterministic cosmology. The principle of the game or the rationale behind it is simply a “barren transmission” of anachronistic givens and an obsequious acceptance of these. Rola who rolls her eyeballs to catch and enthrall men into her net is a whore, a sophisticated modern replica of Madam Tortoise of antiquities.

Engulfed in interpersonal imbroglio and personality cult, poised on destroying the iroko tree which is carved by Demoke, the carver and which symbolizes Nigeria, the new nation-state, the celebrants turn the festival into a manic ritual of negativities. Ogun, the god of iron and metallurgy, paradoxically a creative and destructive phenomenon, and Eshuoro, that tortoise-like, trickster imp engage in a bitter feud, hell-bent to carry succour to their respective protégés. Drunk with madness, and envious of Ogun and Demoke, Eshuoro… “Returns at the totem with a fire-brand; sets fire to the tree.”9 The festival finally turns to a macabre dance when the erstwhile frolicsome celebrants see their country in flames.


We must not miss out the symbolic element of the Half-Child/Abiku. Abiku in the Yoruba/African worldview is a child who is enmeshed in a cycle of births and deaths to the chagrin of its mother. The Half-Child in the play is the Dead Woman’s child whom Eshuoro, the jesters and the Triplets throw to one another in an “ampe” game like in a ping-pong contest. In the “ampe game”, we should read the image of successive coups and countercoups which will finally tear the country into pieces. Demoke’s efforts to wrench the child from such a heart-breaking exercise do not readily pay off. However, the child is finally given back to its mother who “…is swallowed by the forest”.10 

In the same way, Nigeria/Africa is to be seen in the image of a Half-Child who is doomed as it were, to whirls of timeless beginnings and ends, to a vortex of archival, retrogressive cultures, and probably to an abyss of self-extinction especially if one takes into account the image of the Dead Woman’s return and disappearance into the forest and finally back to the grave.

If the present and the past are so prescribed, we cannot expect anything auspicious from the future in the play. The future is bleak, drizzling so to say, with crises and bloodshed according to the prophecy of the Ant leader. Outside the fictive stage, the Ant leader is nobody else than Wole Soyinka, the visionary. And from 1960-2009, which is a bewildering, sorry stretch of forty-nine years, every Nigerian who is true to himself and in whom “the man” is not yet moribund or dead, to paraphrase Soyinka of The Man Died11, has a tale to tell; a tale, which will not be different from that of any other oppressed citizen.

Deflationary in its medium and diversionary from its intended goal of childish euphoria of Nigeria’s first flag Independence Anniversary celebration, A Dance of the Forests showcases an archeological, bizarre culture of stasis in its full-blown, diachronic and synchronic manifestations.

Sea, and Desert-borne Migrational Paradigm, Angst of Colonialism 
and Nostalgic Ambience
TURNING and turning in the widening gyre

The falcon cannot hear the falconer 

Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold…

What rough beast; its hour come round at last 

Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born?12

From this quotation, Chinua Achebe culled the title of his world classic novel, Things Fall Apart. For W.B. Yeats, the Irish poet, the reign of culture of peace, progress and love has come to an end. The empire of Christ and Christianity is now phased out to be replaced with that of a “beast” which “…slouches to Bethlehem to be born?” Similarly, in Things Fall Apart, the white man steps into Umofia, the African replica of Bethlehem, which is now paying host to a “beast”, the image of Western culture. And that is why “the centre cannot hold”. Achebe carves out with painstakingness Okonkwo’s character in order to highlight this new awry experience. It is only on Okonkwo’s shoulders that falls the burden of systematic resistance to the alien occupant. However, the reader could still accuse the protagonist of excesses. A polygamous, neurotic parvenu, wracked by dread of existential nobodyness, he looks like a bogus traditionalist. Unlike Obierika, he cannot read and understand the winds of change. Neither does he understand that man and his values are victims of change in their movement towards ameliorative horizons. Frozen in an archeological culture of stasis, which he unwittingly considers the ultimate and the quintessential, cornered to the wall and frustrated beyond limits, Okonkwo has to commit suicide as a hidden, strategic capitulation to a superior culture. His death is good riddance to anachronisms. Conversely, Obierika is the wiser individual who is prepared to tolerate the new order.

Similarly, the fate of Ezeulu in Arrow of God by the same Chinua Achebe is intriguing. The old priest has to be booed and put to shame in his sacred office for failing to respect the rigidity of religious doctrine entrenched in Igbo culture. But how can he do otherwise to please his chiefs and villagers when the white administrator has put him in detention and he is no longer able to perform the rite at the right and stipulated time? In Things Fall Apart as well as in Arrow of God an indigenous culture caves in when confronted by a foreign one. 


In my own opinion, this saga of clash of cultures and its psychological, emotional aftermath constitute a huge percentage of what African writers have been writing about. On one hand, its materialist thematic has become repetitive, nay stale and anachronistic, probably a worrisome, faraway reflection of product-culture. On the other, its medium is constantly innovative, as it seems to borrow a leaf from the ideal of process-culture. I have remarked elsewhere (1988) that this trend is encouraging:

… No modern writer can claim that he is saying anything new and if he says so, nobody will believe him. What makes a writer great is his blend of medium and message and his artistic bravura: the peculiar and unfamiliar way of saying the familiar thing…

What grows after centuries of tilling is not really message but medium. 

The day medium attains the cul-de-sac of message, that day is the doomsday of art and the end of our endeavour as critics, readers or connoisseurs.13

The Blinkards (1926) by Kobina Sekyi, a Ghananian playwright equally writes off Western acculturation. Mrs Brofusem is a character who is presented like a ridiculous, Anglicised culture-ape in the play. She is quite the opposite of Onyimidzi, the lawyer whose cultural equipoise is most welcome. The psychological and social delineation of Mrs Brofusem deepens from scene to scene as it exasperates the fury of the audience against Anglicism. However, that dramatic tension is no longer sustained because it peters out towards the end of the play when the playwright makes Mrs Brofusem, his image-making protagonist embrace once again African culture. 

A character in an artistic world is like a chess on the chessboard of the writer who does whatever he likes to do with him; he is his god. That is a noteworthy statement in critical epistemology. But then, the writerly critic can at least pronounce on the ingenuity or otherwise of a work of art. In my opinion, the world of make-believe in The Blinkards falls short of psychological rigour. Mrs Brofusem’s change of heart is like an ex cathedra contrivance.  At any rate, the reversal has succeeded in dramatising on stage the timely vomiting of dead and deadly cultural capsules, which the black man has swallowed. But if that feat happens in art, does it occur in real life? The Blinkards remains therefore, a soul-easing exercise.


If Christian / European culture produces a Mrs Brofusem in form of a prodigal child in The Blinkards, Islamic lore in Season of Migration to the North (1976) parades as a ghoul and a sadist, its own counterpart in the person of Mustapha Sa’eed. That Sa’eed is a brilliant pupil in Africa and even in any part of the world is not in doubt. The problem is that his psyche as an African has been bastardised and warped by a tireless recitation of innumerable beads of Quoranic verses. Bared of autochthonous self, Sa’eed finds his raison d’être and plenum in a borrowed, desert-borne culture for whose spread he becomes an active mercenary. Into Christian England he ventures. The reader is no longer informed of his academic progress and laurels, which would have been a most welcome booster to the perfection of his self-development. Instead, the reader is intriguingly overwhelmed with sadistic and sexual orgies in which he revels. Jean Morris is really not his lover. No feeling of love brings the two together. She may love him, but he does not love her as divided as both are by race, culture and religion. Sa’eed’s psychological make-up is a perfect demonstration of an African mind turned weird when confronted by a seemingly hard-line foreign culture. The protagonist is a victim of a double-edged centrifugalism, a moving away from African culture to Arab/Islamic culture and finally to European/Christian culture with the former one putting in him greater colouring. Had he gone to an Islamic metropolis in the Middle East rather than to Europe, the story would probably have not been the same. But on a much more critical observation, he appears more like a religious fundamentalist rather than an acculturated racist. At any rate, the bone of our contention here is that his psychological and spatial migration to the Middle East and Europe is a disaster. He decries “wanderlust” from one’s fatherland and strongly advises his children to stay clear of it. Having pushed himself into the crucible of centrifugal path, he has to go back to the South, his native land just as Jagua Nana in Cyprian Ekwensi’s Jagua Nana, to regain psychic quiet14 and peace, in a nuptial bliss with a Southern wife, the symbol of pristine African culture. He shares, so to say, the same experience with Mrs Brofusem. 

We can put into the same paradigm of homecoming, Meka, the protagonist of Ferdinand Oyono’s The Old Man and the Medal. Meka and his wife are diligent novitiates of Western culture as the reader can readily find out in the way they say their prayers. 


However, the French administrative elite treat them with spite. Meka is soon invited to receive a medal for his meritorious service. But before he receives it, he is beaten up on his way to the venue of the ceremony by gendarmes who take him up for a marauder because he fails to carry his identity card on him. The most excruciating experience of his life comes when he discovers too late that he is being awarded a substandard medal. The symbolic message of the award is clear: Europe underrates and spites Africa and considers it as sub-standard. So outrageous and bitter are Meka’s travails that he goes back to his village. When his visitors ask him to tell them how the medal award ceremony had gone, he simply interjects “O the whites”. His journey back home or back to African culture signifies Africa’s dramatic centripetal trek. His groans connote his anguish and regret for venturing into “wanderlust”.

Soyinka’s The Lion and the Jewel is predicated on the same idea of choice between Europe and Africa, between a young, wayward, foreign culture-addict and an aged, robust and cunny, traditional Baale. Lakunle, the village teacher fully embraces the culture of the West and spreads it by teaching it to the pupils of the village. Sated with such a so-called superior, alien culture, he is convinced that he will use it as a strategy to hypnotise the Baale so as to snatch Sidi, the village belle from him. The Baale, it is to be noted, is venerated as the custodian of African customs and traditions.

In this play, there are threads of nuptial symbolism, which are woven around Lakunle/the teacher as West and the Baale/“the Lion” as Africa. It is on Sidi that the principle of discernment and choice is rested. Towards the end of the play, the Baale lures Sidi into his chamber and puts her in the family way. The teacher becomes the loser.

A brilliant, symbolist, psychoanalytic drama, The Lion and the Jewel lightheartedly demonstrates, on one hand, the condemnation and rejection of the West by Sidi/Africa as a culture of flashiness, façade, haughtiness, deception and too-much talk in bombastic idiom, all packaged, as it were, in the teacher’s character portrayal.

On the other hand, the Baale or “the Lion”,  or Africa and note in the title of the play, the animal symbol of supremacy, maturity, charisma, and cunningness as well as the covert attribute of blood-letting, remains strong-footed, unbeatable, hail and hearty. 

In all these plays under investigation, Africa has been given the opportunity to choose and it has picked on its own traditional culture. This is an artistic make-believe when compared to what really goes on in life. But is going back reasonable? Is it true? Can it be true? We are again thrilled to a facile imaginative breakthrough into a traditional political unconscious and self-delusion.

The Warlordist Era

… Quand je pense que pendant cinquante ans, ils ont rampé devant le Belge, nous n’avons pas plutôt posé notre cul sur un fauteuil que les voici à nous mordre les jarrets…15
…When I remember that for half a century, they crawled before the Belgian and no sooner have we sat on the chair than they came biting our hams…
 
This is the speech Aimé Césaire puts into the mouth of Patrice Lumunba, the first black civilian Prime Minister of Congo Léopoldville and the protagonist in Une Saison au Congo / A Season in the Congo. The vitriol of words and tone is unquestionable as it captures the psychological and physical servitude, which the black military squad are subjected to. Muzzled as it were, they were obedient to the Belgian white military command. But then, it is not a surprise to discover that they have been waiting anxiously at the background to see off the white rule, and then stage an ambush and sally forth from the barracks to the State House with the intention of installing a military culture of governance. And so in Africa, any black soldier, despite his rank, is a potential future Head of State and a warlord of political machinery. Therefore, people have come to understand that recruitment into the army is a circuitous strategy of enlisting into political careerism. In the estimation of the people however, the black soldier appears to be more of a manipulator /war strategist than a statesman as he often lacks any noble vision of ameliorating the socio-economic and political problems of his country. 
Patrice Lumumba, the Prime Minister, with his characteristic urbanity, satirically asks the striking soldiers in the play whether they are either a ceremonial batch, or a promotion-grabbing battalion, or a treasure-looting squad. On behalf of others, one soldier cries out in response what independence means to them:
Voilà comme nous l’entendons, nous, l’Indépendance du Congo! Vive l’Indépandence congolaise! 16
Congolese Independence, that’s 

how we understand it. Long Live 

Independence in the Congo!

“Indépendance” is “Dipenda” which provides an occasion to empty the national treasury. And the nation is expected to be Father Christmas: Que le père Noël soit pour nous / May Father Christmas be on our side.

Mokutu, the warlord, and note the name, which is not really different from the actual name of Mobutu Sese Seko of the same Congo, takes over the reins of power. He is not in government but in absolute power. He actually ushers in a regime of violence and gore. 


Since the shift of name from Congo Léopoldville to Congo Kinshasa and with General Mobutu installed as Life-President, the military junta have been injecting doses of decay and death into the socio-economic and political life of the country. And there also is established a powerful sit-tight governance from father to son, like what obtains in Togo and Gabon at the present moment .

When Mobutu recognizes that he is an utter failure, he becomes neurotic and orders his military squad to wipe off the crowd who are singing satiric songs against him on the streets. Says he fiery with hatred and sadism:  “Allons, nettoyez-moi ça” / Eh, wipe those off! 

Dr. Bero in Wole Soyinka’s Madmen and Specialists has a lot in common with the Congolese warlord. The Nigerian Dr. Bero transcends all the limits of human ‘inhibitions”. “Out there”, at the war front, artillery of sophisticated guns boom and send many people to their premature graves. Abandoning the humanistic profession of prolonging lives as a medical doctor, Dr. Bero opportunistically switches to the military career of prescribing bullets to destroy lives indiscriminately. An icon of iconoclasms, and a cannibal who relishes only dead soldiers’ testicules, which are known to be the power-signifying symbol of the phallic, he has no iota of respect for traditional values embedded in Iya Agba, Iya Mate and Si Bero, the novitiate. He lacks all human touch and disowns his own father whom he secretly wants to use as a laboratory specimen for his psychobiological research into the nature of power in man. 
It is Old Man who unearths his political philosophy of totalitarianism and this is why he wants to eliminate him. His government is that of lousy talk and empty promises during which “humanity choke in silence”. Old Man is so exasperated by the craziness of power in his son and in man in general that he picks holes in each of the so-called, renowned human cultures or civilisations across the world. One can put in a word here by saying that the inadequacy of these cultures should not be a surprise because man who is the maker/creator is weighed down by his zero/hole ontology. Exacerbated by his old-age experiences, Old Man spurts with bile, spite and pessimism:
You cyst, you cyst, you splint in the arrogance, the dog in dogma, the tick in heretic, the tic in politics, the mock in democracy, the mar in marxism, a tic of  a fanatic, the boo in buddism, the ham in Mohammed, the dash in the criss-cross of Christ, a dot on the ego, an ass in the mass, the ash in ashram, a boot in kibbutz, the pee in priesthood, the peepee of perfect priesthood … you HOLE IN THE ZERO OF NOTHING.17
The audience may wish to help Old Man add to the listing of these various civilisations which to him, are now depraved the world over by slotting in that of Africa “… the freak, the reek and the can in Africanism” 
Dr. Bero rides roughshod on all those timeless and universal values, which provide a better future for the human race. He gun-trots and hates the pen or the blossoming and mellowed intellect incarnated in Old Man, his Socratic father who teaches the physically challenged mendicants how to use their intellect to reason and think. 
Dr. Bero’s anti-intellectual bedfellow in real life is General Mathieu Kérékou, the ex-military President of Benin Republic (1972-1990) who, in the heat of his Marxist-Leninist-loaded speeches and addresses would call Béninois academics “les intellectuels tarés”/Ivory Tower blockheads, for refusing to take active part in his newfangled, half-baked Leftist adventurism. 
The curtain closes on Dr. Bero when he shoots his father who rolls down from the stage. The most tragic aspect of the play is the victory and exaltation of “Armageddon”, which invokes the timeless reign of evil, horror and terror. 

And from the time of the military Head of State, General Yakubu Gowon, whose administrative tenor sparks off Wole Soyinka’s creative production of Madmen and Specialists and the book, The Man Died, as prison notes, Nigeria has been assailed by various hiccups of coups and countercoups whose lethal aftermath is the psychological and emotional sedimentation of militaristic posturing and thinking in our ways of life.

Wole Soyinka’s Kongi in Kongi’s Harvest is another political warlord. By his external outfit and behaviour, he looks soldierly. He has already put behind bars Oba Danlola who represents traditional culture. He replaces the grandeur and richness of the past with the barrenness of his present regime: monotonous and strident, soldier-like whistling and marking time or stretch-out-parade, as opposed to dancing to titillating “gbedu” royal rhythm, and poor agricultural produce versus Daodu’s rich yam harvest. Every arm of the new nation is Kongified, showing as it were, that Kongi revels in a totalitarian regime. Topping it all is his hypocritical Christ-like bearing as well as the religious abomination of his Reformed Awerri Fraternity who also pose as Christ’s apostles. Murder, politicking, religiosity, hypocrisy and crudity come together in this new era of African governance. 

Towards the end of the play, a fictive coup d’état in an artistic world ousts the histrionic scoundrel who later scampers across the Nigerian border, probably to Ghana. But for the suffering masses who in the world of reality yearn for the concrete, that artistic trick does not give any satisfaction beyond wishfulness. 

My dear audience, allow me to drop the last example of this warlordist governance in our continent. I will again take my example from Soyinka who is ostensibly the most conscious writer of this plague. As it spreads all over the continent, it is becoming more and more disquieting and will have to be checked and even stamped out to pave way for a government of equality, peace and progress.

A Play of Giants appears to be, as of today, Soyinka’s most virulent attack against this quaint brand of anti-human governance. The play is informed by an aesthetics of representativeness in which are paraded before us on stage, four political warlords across the black continent. As the Mayor of Hyacombe would later say:
…The entire continent of Africa is here…18 
and ironically ends up by remarking that: 
…All leaders who have given us our pride of race. You who have uplifted us from the degradation of centuries of conquest, slavery and dehumanization... 19
But already we have read in the pre-introduction to the play a quite different information:

Described by the author as a ‘Fantasia on Aminian theme’, Wole Soyinka’s new play presents a savage portrait of a group of African dictatorial leaders… The resemblance between them and recent historical characters is only too pronounced…20
In the introduction itself, the outraged Soyinka throws away the artistic mask, bares his face and boldly speaks:

No serious effort is made here to hide the identities of real life actors… They are none other than: President for Life Macias Nguema (late) of Equatorial Guinea; Emperor for Life (ex) Jean-Baptiste Bokassa of the Central African Republic; Life President Mobutu Sese Koko etc, of Congo Kinshasa… and – the HERO OF HEROES in the person of Life President (ex) the Field-Marshal El-Haji Dr. Idi Amin of Uganda, Dsc, DSO, VC etc…21
After an abortive self-questing exercise on the nature of politics and power and the interactions of the two in man, the playwright concludes with threnody: 

… Unlike many commentators on power and politics, I do not know how monsters come to be, only that they are, and in defiance of place, time and pundits…22

All these grotesqueries including Papa Doc Duvalier of the Haiti are notorious for committing numerous, unimaginable atrocities. Gunema exacerbates his own with sadistic  adultery, witchcraft and voodoo by which he maims and mauls both the body and the soul of his people; Kasco, with cerebral desire not for politics but power “in a rare space”, Barrah Tuboum; with genocidal malaria, e.g. his tabula rasa of the tribe of Shabira; and Kamini, the archdevil, with sheer physical ponderousness, sex addiction, profligacy, foetal irritability, crudity, ostentatiousness, substandard English language performance, inefficiency and sit-tightness. A phenomenal imp he is, and to use some of Soyinka’s catchy expressions, “a certified psychopath” and “a sub-mental ape”. That towards the end of the play, such a high order cunningness displayed by him to turn the Russian and American delegates to hostages makes us shiver at the knowledge that idiocy and barbarism in man can squat together, fuelled by spasmodic sparks of demonic intelligence. 


To recapitulate, we shall say that Dr. Bero of Madmen and Specialists, Kharibu of A Dance of the Forests, Kongi of Kongi’s Harvest and Kamini, Kasco, Gunema and Tuboum of A Play of Giants are creative, grotesque exhibits on the gallery of warlordist governance in Africa. Bero’s regime is eternalized – “bi o tiwa, ni yio se wa”, so is that of the ancestral Kharibu. Kongi’s era grinds to a sudden halt by a coup, so does that of Kamini. In desperation does Kamini fight on as he cannot entertain the idea that as Life-President, born to rule, he should be ousted from power. Kamini is an artistic creation but legion are live Kaminis who straddle the political stage of the black continent with their analphabetic, oppressive boots. The most baleful remembrance rites we now celebrate are their foot and finger prints which have forced their constitutions all over our blood vessels and made us what we are now, a sorry, despicable race without a good past, or a wholesome present, denied, so to say, of a beatific tomorrow. And we should also note, to our chagrin, especially in Nigeria that even the so-called civilian politicians now in the reins of power are mostly ex-military personnel who wear traditional flowing dresses. They are of the heart of steel. Their new wear is a mask as it manifests a latter-day exercise in military gimmicks and subterfuges like laying of ambush which millions of oppressed masses of Africa should be wary of and deconstruct.

Which Way Forward?


Once again, there is need to go back to the pristine origin of the word “culture” and to its humanistic telos, not minding whether it has its genesis among the Greeks or the Romans. Culture ages as man ages because there is in man an instinctive urge to make himself better from day to day so as to leave the realm of darkness to the plane of light or illumination. As I have highlighted much earlier, culture nurtures nature and sublimates it. It is always a process and in the making. But we should not forget that the measure of culture is man’s self-amelioration towards beneficial heights. The word “beneficial” here should not be hair-sprung to the theory of relativity. The measure is objective and self-evident, and despite its local or individual flavour, it captures the appeal of all cultures over the globe. Recalling the First Faculty of Arts Distinguished Lecture I gave at the University of Ibadan on 7th May 2008 on “The universe we live in: a symphony of many contrastive verses”, I would say that each local culture looks like a verse in “a symphony of many contrastive verses”. As a series in the telluric system, a local culture can be recognized and appreciated as a truly humanistic find only when it successfully and simultaneously plays its role of singularity and complementarity towards the existential progress and development of humanity. Paraphrasing the late Pope John Paul II in one of his encyclicals, I would say that no culture or civilisation, however outstandingly holed it may be is of any worth if it fails to cherish, promote, respect and enhance the dignity of the human person, irrespective of age, race, class, gender, tribe or clan. This is the ultimate telos of culture, which Cicero refers to as cultura animi – the tilling or husbandry of the intellect, to this it is soon added, that of taste and morality. The intellectual ought to be subservient to the aesthetic and the moralistic, or these last two are meant to curtail and caution the first as a horse rider through the reins, tempers the gallops of a horse. The intellectual culture is the be-all as it provides the tenor, strength, and depth for the other two which in their own turn, will have to prune, manure and sharpen it so that a humanist personality make-up may emerge. To avoid these innocuous, paradoxical statements, I would simply say that the three should work hand in hand together and be simultaneously cultivated on virtually equal levels. When the intellectual fails in its role, the moral-aesthetical dehydrates, disintegrates, goes astray, and slinks into dare-devilry and uncouthness, and vice-versa.

And how does one till oneself especially in Africa since we are talking about Africa? Or expressed in a different language, what are the psychological and intellectual tools for far-reaching self-advancement? We have to accept in the first instance that in the culture of another man or race, one aspect of it is at least superior to the one, which particularly belongs to us. This acceptance is a product of humility and objectivity for one who wants to learn more, and a noble capitulation to one’s self-limitation. It is self-ridicule to strut about and trumpet that one’s culture is peerless and that the cultures of other human communities are worthless and barbaric. This was the big mistake made by Roman imperial conquistadors when they were concocting a kind of “civilizing process”23 among themselves and spreading the same as “civilizing mission”24 to those they called barbarians. Early Arab and European colonisers were guilty of the same mistake when they first landed on the black continent. 
A Yoruba proverb powerfully orchestrates the aspect of this gratuitous self-aggrandisement and self-gratulation. It says: 

Eniti ko ba tii de oko e lo miran, ni yio so wipe oko baba oun lo tobi julo/He who has not ventured out to discover another man’s farmlands will bluff to say that his father’s agricultural domain is the biggest.

And since we are talking about the perfection of the self, we ought to know how to go about it so as to appreciate and finally choose only those properties of the other which will wholesomely project us forward. Another Yoruba maxim illuminatingly states: 

Opa o lopa la n wo fi gbe tinin, sugbon eyi toto, lo ye ka wo/ Look only for the straight rod of another carver to carve your own. 

Or another adage from the same Yoruba spells out the same idea probably more pungently: 

Bi o ba fe je opolo, je eyi to l’ehin / Should you want to taste of frog-menu, choose an egg-stuffed one. 

This simply means that the tilling process should always be on the ascent and not on the descent. Moving up the pyramid then constitutes a philosophical buckling. We ought to imitate people, nations, races, continents and things of the ideal and the ultimate, not those that are classified at the lower scale of existential topography. The more we imitate the lofty, the more we build up and authenticate our selfhood. In a wholesome, sky-high othering does a “cultured” self-regeneration take place. Herriot, a French writer sums it up in a catchy paradox: 
La culture, c’est ce qui reste quand on a tout oublié. Une vaste, une haute, une forte, une solide culture. C’est un homme dépourvu de culture25/Culture is what remains when one has forgotten all other things else. It is far-ranged, lofty, sinewy and strong. Cultured is a man shorn of cultures.
Man, Culture and Organic Principle

That the body of man comprises tissues, which bourgeon and degenerate according to age, is a commonplace statement. Nobody debates it. That when the same body feeds on various meals, it does not transform itself to these meals. Nobody engages in hairsplitting discourse on that also. One does not become a cow because one relishes beef or a cassava tree, for eating eba six times a day. The body takes in, moulds, kneads and digests these various meals in accordance with its essential digestive property and internal mechanism. Gastronomic exercise in human nature is therefore rather subjective than objective. The eater acts on what he eats rather than being acted upon by what he eats. Inalienable therefore, is the dichotomy between these active and passive epistemologies. The same analogy can be applied to the intellect however noumenal it may appear to be. The intellect, we need to emphasise it again, is the only organ of conception and apprehension of the world around us. Its gastronomic adventures are meant to provide it suitable fora where it can deliciously feed so that its health may be buoyant and sustainably sound. The intellect’s self-feeding ought not to bring about self-depletion or self-vitiation. Unless the intelligence quotient of such a person feeding himself or herself is low and depraved, culture is the only menu of the intellect. The brain/mind/intellect/soul/heart, and they are synonymous in this kind of monolithic self-perfection, should, like the bee in the process of pollination end up by producing existential honey not gall. This idea, I do stress with due regard to the existence of manicheistic philosophy which culture, to my mind, strains to eradicate. It is in this respect that we can call a man of culture, a humanitas, a refined, civilised individual even if he lives in the remotest village of Africa or Iraq. 
Economic, social, political or technological supremacy has nothing to do in this. A yellow or a black man does not necessarily need to become a white man in behaviour because he feeds on the culture of the white man and a white man does not need to become a yellow or a black man in bearing because he feeds on the culture of a yellow or a black man. However fond a black man is of honing himself in three pieces under the scorching sun, or a girl or a woman is, of wearing tight jeans or a pair of trousers, he or she must necessarily keep his/her self-hood intact, what the French call “ipséité”. Sane culture should nurture the psyche and keep it firmly rooted in its natural habitat. I will say again that the food we eat does not metamorphose us to the properties it contains. The phenomenal body and the noumenal intellect, operating in their respective, organic capacities should make the menu vaporize and blend with the oven of their internal cooking.

The concept of product-culture must be environmentally and temporally defined. It does not matter the place or the epoch. It is not a must that one should sheepishly imbibe the culture of the other to become a humanitas. Biodun Jeyifo catches this idea with an amazing pungency:

… there are more ways to being “civilized and modern” than the unitary, homogenized way touted by the European or Western project26
Chinua Achebe’s Obierika is a perfect example of an environmentally “cultured man” while Okonkwo is not. The idea of humanitas is that of a man who enjoys a multicultural equipoise or balance similar to “honnète homme” of the French people in the neo-classical age. And we have in our midst in the Ivory Tower, Akinwunmi Ishola, a renowned Yoruba playwright and poet whose nickname is “honest man”.

Culture and Mania or the Problematic of Centrifugal and Centripetal Footage
Either in its centripetal or centrifugal form, culture in Africa has always manifested itself as an element of fetish possession. Tchicaya U Tam’si berates the black Francophone who is “plus gaullois que les gaullois”/more French than the French people, and Kobina Sekyi equally spites the black Anglicised Mrs Brofusem who is more Anglo-Saxon than the Anglo-Saxon.


This is Our Chance by Ene Henshaw welcomes in our midst the advent of the West whose culture it calls “Vitamin”. Propitious is the time now, it says, to embrace that culture. This advice looks like a religious injunction. Western education and life style become the be-all for the black man, a fetish he now worships in his own town and abroad. A trek to international airports in any place in Africa reveals the deluge of people who check out of the country in quest of pastures new. These pastures new are said to be for intellectual self-development. That statement is barely true in most cases. The impression one gets is that it is mainly for economic, and material beatitudes. Living abroad in an enclave of marginality, for there is no place like home, the culturally centrifugal escapee pines, whines and withers away in silence, shame and fake gleesomeness. Never can he fill up the spiritual emptiness from which he smarts. As a therapeutic way-out, he is stiffened to an existential lathe of sublimation. If only he is conscious of the fact that the fever of emigration does not grip the citizens of the West or the East as much as it takes control of him, he will definitely have a rethink.


Ubi bene, ibi patria/where happily one lives, there’s one’s fatherland, is a self-ensnaring adage which is now anachronistic anyway. No alien fully develops another man’s culture without colouring it with his ungainly personality. Or expressed differently, only the spider working in its native environment and with the painstakingness for which it is known, can perfect the webbing industry without any rival. If material hardships send it to the bed of the ocean, and note the adverse effect of ecological change, it will die or at best, live a life of non-fulfillment.


August multi-religious audience, permit me to relate to you the parable of the talents in the Christian bible. Couched in a commercial allegory, this parable points to the various degrees of self-perfection each person is able to achieve from the talent allocated to him or her. Do we suspect that the lord of the manor knows beforehand the ability of each of his servants? The person with the one talent, which he receives from his master grudgingly went and buried it in the soil. The one who had five which was the highest number of talents continuously worked very hard and had more dividends. The lord/master took back the one talent from the unproductive labourer and gave it to the man who had most profitably increased his own capital. It is through the relentless hard work and sky-high ambitions of the last servant that intellectual self-advancement can be measured. In the Oyo-Oduduwa worldview for example, Sango, we all know, was a human being, born of a father and a mother. Nevertheless, his military, medicinal, organizational and administrative feats resulting from his topmost intellectual cultivation on earth raise him to the gallery of the gods.

Races, tribes and ethnic groups as well as individuals are therefore, bound to environmentally till, cultivate and culture their talents or minds. François-Marie Voltaire, (1694-1778) a French philosopher in the European age of reason, science and technology advises in Candide, a novel à thèse, that after a lot of peregrinations and wanderlust into the complexities and paradoxes of existence, being should return home and accept the injunction: “il faut cultiver notre jardin”/we must till our own garden. It is therefore, not advisable to till the garden of somebody else. We ought to till our own intellect in our own environment and make that environment arable by ourselves. The birth and blossoming of science and technology should take place in our natural environment so as to avoid a grotesquely grafted culture. After all and so says a Yoruba adage that even when a psychiatric patient is given a hoe to clear the environment, he will first weed the area right under his bended waist.

If ever the cultural base or root is lost, the knell of self-loss will be sounded, as the Yoruba people would sententiously warn: Eni t’obá s’ole nun, o s’owa nun/he-who-loses-his-origin-loses-the-self, an experience, which a Wole Soyinka dreads:

Roots, be an anchor at my keel

Shore my limbs against the wayward gale

Reach in earth for deep sustaining draughts, 

Potencies against my endless thirst.27
Along the same angst, does Benedict M. Ibitokun in his epic, Sopaisan: Westing Oodua poeticise:
a tree without roots?

a creature without kind?

a stream without source?

…
But then,

Should the stream spite its source

it would dry up in its centrifugal fugue.28

A caveat against centrifugal leap ought to be directed also at centripetal gait. Under the planet, there is no culture which is unalloyed or is able to stand on itself. The same Tchicaya U Tam’si, the Brazzavillois poet speaks of “le bronze des alliages”/the bronze of alchemies, and paraphrasing Blaise Pascal, the jansenist philosopher – theologian, disputes the existence of “une vraie pûreté”/a virgin purity. Man is therefore, a blend, a pot-pourri of multidimensional cultures.29 For example, I know in this gathering that no Yoruba person would dare deny that his culture is bathed with drizzles of Hausa-Fulani lore. Abiola Irele in his Inaugural Lecture on In praise of Alienation (1982) at the University of Ibadan, Ibadan, tellingly brings this idea to the limelight:

…cultures maintain their dynamism only through their degree of tension between the particular and the universal… 30
And like Harry Levin who is also an advocate of culture as a complex whole and an ex pluribus unum, Irele further states: 

The fact remains that the civilization we now associate with Europe was originally a derivation, and as it developed it continued to assimilate elements from other world civilizations … we have a claim upon western civilization, as well as a considerable stake in it, as the instrument for the necessary transformation of our world. It is in our interest to make good that, adopt strategies that will make our stake in that civilization pay handsome dividends. We cannot do this if we continue to be burdened by the complexes implanted in us under colonialism; and which are only intensified by cultural nationalism… there is no society, no civilization that has not experienced alienation in one form and to some degree or the other…31
     

(emphasis, mine)

Similarly, Ngugi wa Thiong’o endorses a symbiotic form of culture in his novel, The River Between. River Honia quietly flows on between two antagonistic ridges. These ridges represent two cultures, African and Western32 which equally flow on in the nerves of the new black man. His third person narrator observes:
…For Waiyaki knew that not all the ways of the white man were bad. Even his religion was not essentially bad. Some good, some truth shone through it but the religion, the faith, needed washing cleaning away all the dirt, leaving only the eternal. And that eternal that was the truth had to be reconciled to the traditions of the people…33
 T’oni ni, m bi t’onan? / Speak you of today or still of yesterday?

This Yoruba sub-heading is a common parlance among the Ketu-Oduduwa people especially during conversations. The heavy interrogation mark in the expression strongly signifies that the care and values of yesterday are obsolete and only those of today are on the chessboard. This idiom has to do with the dialectic of time. It also relates to the Hegelian dialectic of thesis, antithesis and synthesis. The thesis and antithesis belong in the past, while the synthesis, in the immediate, contemporaneous present, the here-and-now. And that is what a Ketu-Oodua interlocutee is interested in, that is, in the values and preoccupations of the moment, which he considers to be more important than those of yesterday.


There is no culture that should lie dormant, thus, we invariably talk of tradition and change. Those who think or advocate that Africa should go back to its old culture are joking. The idea is not just difficult but impossible. It smacks of a latter-day nostalgic hallucination. 

I find it funny and hypocritical the scenario of a blackman who, flamboyantly dressed in three pieces, exudes the aroma of the West and goes to his village to advise his people that, out of patriotic or communal zeal, they should shun the West. They should speak their mother tongue and their women should breast-feed their babies with their natural milk and not with chemical milk and feeding bottles34. The villagers will take him to be somebody who is not looking for their social growth and development and is strategising to keep them in bondage. They will not believe what he is saying. They know that he is where he is today because he is a beneficiary of Western culture. It logically follows that they also would want to be like him as they would not mind going through the same scourge of acculturation. To them, the experience will appear like a circumcision rite. 
I have a strong feeling that if ever he dares repeat the same mission to his village, the villagers will either boo or even throw stones at him. The Yoruba people will brand such an individual “keni mani”/an egocentric, self-conceited trickster.

The Africans of today are quite different from the Africans of yesterday. For example, there is a big contrast between an Ondo man of yesteryears and his modern counterpart. The latter lives in a larger world and is nurtured by pluridimensional cultures. He has therefore, willy-nilly acquired various attitudinal tics displayed and controlled by dividends of the prodigies of Western science and technology with multidimensional humanistic cachet at the background. All these branches of advanced knowledge speak in him and through him, he also speaks in them and through them. Since he is already decontextualised in this manner, he cannot be or think like a man imbued with pure traditional culture. 


Even also caught in this pluricultural and transcultural flu are African traditional heads such as obas, emirs, obis, etc. who are looked upon as faithful custodians of African cultures. They are surprisingly decked now with modern gadgets of alien cultures in which some of them curiously find their raison d’être. Helicopters and sophisticated, brand new, ultra modern, flashy cars now garnish their palaces while imported drinks grace their drinking parlours 
Our African alien culture-vultures or consumerists par excellence often forget that there is Japanese culture in Jeeps, Toyota cars, electrical and electronic appliances; Chinese in rice; Russian in wheat; Italian, in spaghetti and civil engineering; Anglo-Saxon, in tie, tea, coffee and religious, doctrinal protestantism; Gallic, in wine and Peugeot car series; Germanic, in Mercedes Benz; Judeo-Hebraic and Roman in the bible, and Orientalist in the Quoran. The daily consumption of all these varieties predisposes the African to dance to an imported, polysemous rhythm. However, it is delightful to note that all citizens of other continents are enrolled in various degrees into a similar, transcultural, percussive and kinesic rite.

The Issue of Language: an Unwarranted Hairsplitting

Passionate debates on the occupation of Africa by European languages: English, French, Spanish and Portuguese are still going on. Personally, I still wonder why such linguistic was is mounted only against the West while the Arabic tongue which is also foreign is thrown into oblivion. But already and we also know, as A.K. Armah in Two Thousand Seasons, reminds us while commenting on the ontology of the black race, that we are neither desert-borne, Arab/Islamic nor sea-borne, European/Christian. The novelist lashes out:

We are not stunted in spirit, we are not Europeans, we are not Christians that we should invent fables a child would laugh at and harden our eyes to preach them daylight and deep nights as truth. We are not so warped in soul, we are not Arabs, we are not Muslims to fabricate a desert god chanting madness in the wilderness and call our creature creator. That is not our way… from the desert first, then from the sea, the white predicators, the white destroyers came assailing us with the maddening loudness of their shrieking ideologies.35
If therefore, any Western language is not welcome in our midst, so also should any orientalist language not be accommodated.


Talking about language per se, how do we define it? And what is its primary function? How does it relate to a given culture? Language is part of culture, it is its component, so to say. Or better still, language is culture itself. It is language which vehicles culture, spreads it, expresses it, defines it, identifies it and regenerates it. One cannot talk of a culture without its language in its internalities as well as in its externalities, that is, both in the demeanour, conception and apprehension of the world and in the physical features of the people who own it. Language determines culture just as culture in-forms language; the gesture is reciprocal. 

If these premises are acceptable, then language is an individuating phenomenon in the sense that it separates people who speak different languages from one another, for example, a Yoruba from a Chinese or an Igbo. Here in Nigeria or Benin Republic, many people speak various languages, which are outside their cultures. Though blessed with this polyglottal proficiency, they are already irrevocably acculturated and therefore, decontextualised from their original cultures. Funny enough, some people do not consider this as a cultural exit because these languages are still African. In my own opinion, the stand of this group of people is not correct because it smacks of a ridiculous Afrophobia. It is also intriguing to note therefore, that African critics on native or foreign language use from the Ivory Tower to the State House and on the streets keep mute on this palpable, internal, linguistic pandemonium and alienation. It is suspect that they tirelessly cry foul only on the use of languages of Western colonisers.
It was at Ife here, at the Faculty of Education during the heydays of Professor Babatunde Fafunwa who later became Minister of Education that desperate efforts were made of highlighting the indispensability and primacy of the mother tongue in the process of teaching, learning and research works. It was a beautiful nostalgic academic spree in which the Yoruba language was raised high to achieve an international recognition. However, the project soon hit the rocks as it was quickly phased out and the early or first beneficiary trainees have disappeared into thin air and are no longer heard of. They must have clandestinely come back to study the Anglo-Saxon language thoroughly so as to correct their social, academic and professional inaccuracies.

This simple experience which is given here as an example shows the extent to which the English language is of utmost significance. From the United Kingdom, it spreads to the United States of America, India, Australia, Anglophone Canada, Nigeria etc. Its spread is outstanding as it also distributes, in its turn, Anglo-Saxon cultural canvas: the humanities, social science, science and technology. Speakers of other languages and from other nations and continents seem to compete with one another to learn it and use it for their multidimensional purposes. The English language has virtually become the world lingua franca. To woo a large audience, the writer or speaker ought to use a wide-ranged language which in this case is English. If he refuses to do so, he will become outlandish for having kept himself behind bars and from the heydays of information/communication technology. All our languages  in Nigeria for example, over three hundred and sixty-five they are said to be in number, are promoters of respective, quasi-atomistic, low-bred cultures, incapable of displaying enviable, worldwide, civilisational landmarks. English language or French has, of today, undeniably brought at least linguistic unity to various multilingual countries in Africa. As of today also in Nigeria, if one does not write or speak in English, one becomes a nobody, a cultural amputee whose prospects at a respectable job market and at high-brow social gatherings are doomed ab ovo. The Babatunde Fafunwa project earlier mentioned is a ready-made pointer.

Chinua Achebe has no problem with this imported English language. With his characteristic conviviality, urbane self-adjustment and simplicity, he says: 
But for me there is no choice. I have been given this language and I intend to use it… I feel that the English language will be able to carry the weight of my African experience. But it will have to be a new English, still in full communion with its ancestral home but altered to suit its new African surroundings.36
It is also interesting to note that on this language debate, the Swahili project was once on the air, but the air choked it. It was when Africa was considering the need to have a wide-spread, monolithic language like English in the United Kingdom, Canada and the United States of America or Chinese in China. But no nation-states or major tribes are ready in Africa to see their languages phased out. Even if the project has not been nipped in the bud, for many Africans saw it as an impossible venture in a continent of plurimental cultures, such an undertaking would have taken millenniums to materialise.
The best solution to this nagging language problem has been proffered by Remi Sonaiya: acquisition of bilingual education, that is, sound knowledge of both the imported lingua franca, and one’s native language. 

After running through the undue advantages given to the colonisers’ languages in Africa’s social and educational life, and analysing them from various points of view, she comes up with the following advice:

Bilingual education should become a clearly articulated and seriously pursued policy in African countries, for it is very often the fact that many educated Africans do not posses the same degree of competence in their mother tongues as in the European languages in which they have been schooled that constitutes a psychological burden.37
All this anguish of possible self-loss because of one’s inability to express oneself in one’s mother tongue is an infantile attitude of the mind which can easily be done away with. Does a Wole Soyinka or a Barrack Obama really feel it? It is an unwarranted emotionalism. One needs to stick to the fact that a language, beyond its denotative and connotative attributes, is first and foremost essentially functional in all the domains of human information and communication. In our present global state, the idea of mother tongue is becoming obsolete and is innocuously being replaced with only tongue as a simple medium of expression or an outing of the self to the world around it.
If learners of European languages are unable to grasp adequate linguistic competence, it is mainly because the teaching and learning methodology, due to grossly inadequate funding, is poor, and it will have to be enhanced. As to the observation that there is a low percentage of speakers and learners of languages is another chapter which language acquisition policy makers in government should honestly address if they want Africa to be cured of endemic illiteracy.
To continue in this line of thought, I would add that to speak or write in languages different from one’s mother tongue does not pose any problem to one’s personality make-up, or adversely tamper with one’s degree of humanity. And again, the name one bears has nothing to do with one’s behaviouristic patterns. There is nothing in name. The Yoruba maxim “Omo ekun bi ekun ni n se”/A lion cub behaves true to type, is not true. It is not applicable to human species which is endowed with reason, freedom and librum arbitrium and whose life is not rigidly streamlined by nature. Whether a name is now “wa Thiong’o” and the Western/Christian baptismal name, Benedict is thrown to the winds, the human aspect of the bearer remains. It is the bearer who builds up a halo of grandeur or a slur of odium around his own name. It is not his name which does that for him. The (Adamic) nominalist, identificatory stamp is on the surface only. It is the man who bears the man and not his name which bears him. The responsibility or burden of bearing a name should rest on him and not on the voiceless, inanimate sign. Thus, the bearing of Christian and Arab names and even the Arabisation of African names or the complete obliteration of these African names in favour of European/Christian and Arab/Islamic ones are an innocuous fashion.

In order to identify with their royal blood in the society as a mark of respect, Yoruba princes and princesses for example, always tag Ade-morphemes to their names such as Adesina, Adekunle and Gbadegesin etc. That notwithstanding, some of them are not scot-free of committing flagrant crimes. Worse still, some African royal majesties in person, besides their offsprings’ misdemeanour are even caught in broad day light in criminal binge. Or how could we explain the grandiose, exciting and lucrative mercantile project of shipping millions of Africans to the Americas for enslavement? 
At the opposite end of this royal caste, there are people who come from obscure backgrounds and who, by a sustained, dialectical upsurge of intellectual, moral and aesthetic self-development become role models and heroes of their time. To give an example at hand, in Nigeria, the sage, Obafemi Awolowo, of blessed memory, belongs in that group.
In our immediate environment here, Hezekiah Oluwasanmi stuck to his baptismal name till death. With this label, he proved in the same environment that he was a “cultured” man. We can also say the same thing of Herbert Macaulay and many more at national and continental levels. The Nigerian elder statesman, Anthony Enahoro has not yet considered it necessary to tinker with his name so as to prove that he is a true African. Will he ever?

We cannot say that all Africans who bear Christian or Islamic names are of sound personality kit. How truly Christian is somebody who bears the name Emmanuel or Christopher and how truly Mohammedan is somebody whose name is Mohammed after the holy Mohammed? And what therefore is in naming rite? A contrived  metaphysico-psycho-linguistic nexus to throw the naïve and the credulous into hallucinations.
To round up this discourse on name bearing, I want to stress that beyond the shell is the kernel and Africa direly needs only beneficial, sweet kernels. To illustrate my point of view, I will say that beyond Nelson Mandela’s name, Jomo Kenyatta’s name, Julius Nyerere’s name and Aminu Kano’s name as shells are their lofty, humanist, and cultured souls as kernels38.
Foetal Nostalgia or Infantile Ancestralism

To the best of our knowledge and experience, epistemological categories of progression and not those of retrogression and stasis are beneficial to being and his mode of living. When a child is born, it grows, it does not recede into its mother’s womb. In the course of time, it becomes an adolescent, and finally, an adult. Although born into an antiquated culture, so to say, which welcomes him and by which he is nurtured, the grown adult finally transcends it to create his own and till it. If culture always remains the cult of the past, it simply means without any arrant arguments and counterarguments that the generation or nation or continent which cherishes it without breaking new grounds is unproductive and unprogressive.


Most of our archival cultures in Africa are substandard. We prefer to hoard them to constantly raising their values and standards by the dynamics of intellectual culture. This has put us in a piteous situation. Worse still, is our nonchalant attitude to put adequate emphasis on the significance of education, which is another word for the tilling of the intellect. A man without a sound intellectual training is a simpleton whom Armah calls “a man-child” in his novel, The Beautyful Ones Are Not Yet Born and also in my own view, a lump of flesh, notwithstanding his height, strength, wealth and physical beauty. A periodically lubricated, serviced intellect, on the contrary, precociously yields more wisdom and maturity than an advanced age.
What will African political nitwits and ignoramuses, who are products of abysmally poor education, though well-dressed, understand and stand to gain from high-brow, sophisticated debates, discussions, discourses and strategies going on in the League of Nations such as the UNO, the G20 or the G8?. When and how will Africa be a trail-blazer in the field of science and technology? Will it ever be through the means of its mediocre system of education? Will it not continue to slouch into the corridor of darkness, magic and abracadabra? Solo, the self-reflective persona in Armah’s Why Are We So Blest? expatiates with anguish and outrage:
Here we are trapped in idiocy. We persuade ourselves we have too much intelligence for the work we do, but we lack the world-pervading toughness to take hold of our own intelligence, use it against others to create small heavens for ourselves at their expense.39
And Modin of the same novel soon adds with vitriolic humour: 

…Naita is right. The educated Africans, the Westernized African successes are contemptible worms… “Exceptionally uncreative people… The end of a Western education is not work but self-indulgence. An education for worms and slugs…40

And this is why, at least in Nigeria, if not in the whole of Africa, for being the avant-garde, foremost crusader of a praiseworthy education or an intellectual husbandry agenda for all and sundry, Obafemi Awolowo will remain, probably till the end of time, a peerless, populist statesman, his inability to clinch the Federal State House notwithstanding. 
Even if Armah says that the educational curricula operated by the West in Africa are meant for African “worms” and “slugs”, what are those African “worms” and “slugs” doing to ameliorate their lot through sound intellectual cultivation? Will those “worms” and “slugs” stay on blubbering, shedding tears and gnashing their teeth, marooned, as it were, like the castrated Modin on the African desert plane of self-defeat, self-humiliation and inertia? Armah’s readers should not forget that Armah’s piteous but self-criticising Modin is Armah’s willed artistic creation meant to arouse us to consciousness and to slough ourselves of the world-wide, brandished etiquette: Emotion is negro.

Abiola Irele brilliantly x-rays the semiotic of alienation as a psychological and moral bracing up by which the individual turns his existential gloom to gleam. There is no human being or nation that does not experience alienation. The United States of America suffered alienation from the British; at one epoch, the whole world groaned under imperial Rome and Spain. And yet the USA, Germany, China and Japan for example have not caved in, instead, they have emerged stronger, richer and more focused. The French language is a derivative of Latin, so are all Romance languages which are the official languages spoken in Spain, Portugal, Rumania, and Italy. Writing about the victory of the Japanese over alienation from which emerged a kind of nationalist, triumphant ego, Irele remarks: “…the yellow peril has become with time the yellow paradigm…”41. Africa is expected to borrow a leaf from Japan in this respect.

And this last point makes me begin to draw a curtain on my walk/talk interactive session. I would say without apology, because it is high time to call a spade a spade and refrain from taking for ordinary mud fecal chunks which smear our toes. It is also high time that the black man knew that the pest which gnaws at the leaf is inside the leaf itself and not outside. 
Is it not our African rulers’ making or is it the ploy of the other, the culture of nurturing, pampering and beatification of social ogres, analphabetic, toddler-politicians, cretins, kleptomaniacs and in addition, of a splintered, mercenary, whoring intelligentsia? Who else is to blame if not this very governing, law-making, law-breaking cabal, for their gleeful promulgation of crude constitutions whose implementation allows them to disrespect the dignity of the human person, flout with impunity the simple ethic of what is good for the goose is also good for the gander, and tinker with the rules and regulations of the game when the game is still going on or even over42? Who is to show remorse if not the same earth-crawling gang whose Machiavellian hoax for now, breeds mute, muzzled,43 stultified and will-less populace or electorate, etherized and dosing away, as it were, in a political unconscious? Whose heart ought to be stung with contrition if not that of the predatory executive phalanx, who pathologically cling to all the rights and benefits derivable from the positions they gun for while throwing to the winds the humane duties and responsibilities attached to these? Haters of standard and merit. Is their feudal, inbreeding sit-tightness also imported from the West? Is the nauseating, ill-reduplicating virus which they harbour not that of an empty, noise-making patriotism which has made up its mind to depreciate and lambast an indisputably better side of the other while at the same time, hungrily feeding on this, a sordid, and bizarre love of the fatherland which stokes the embers of brain drain and keeps abroad the oligarchy’s progeny for sound education and future governance in Africa and a quaint, infantile negritudism which garrulously and hypocritically praises whatever is African simply because it is African, however glaringly rickety, shabby and mediocre this is? Bereft is any sense of objective, dispassionate self-criticism. Is it not their mea culpa when their selfish, ever-thirsty heart, on a wasteful, running-tap rampage, steals or embezzles billions of our hard-earned monies to stack these abroad or elsewhere, thus carrying coal to New Castle and leaving millions of their fellow Africans to languish in untold ignorance, suffering, dirt, disease, impoverishment and untimely death? Who else is to recite the confiteor if not the same mafia for the father-to-son spread of voodoo, ritual murders and culture of cultism which have become their daily entertainment? Who else is to carry the blame for the lore of gore and trance which dismisses that of altruism and praxis? Or, are they not the aggressive cultivators who, red-eyed against all timeless, universal and humanistic values, grovel in atomistic, myopic worldviews, secretly sow and propagate seeds of religious fundamentalism cum terrorism, tribalism, ethnicism, “mother-breastism”,44 (and in Nigeria) statism, Local Governmentalism and wardism, (if those neologisms are allowed) and then holler in public that they are true humanists, patriots and nationalists? Which is sea-borne or migrational in all these criminalities? 
We could take for granted that there are some migrational toxins in form of alienation, and so what, as Abiola Irele has convincingly argued? And when will it sprout among our rulers in Africa a seed of integrity, resolve, self-esteem and discernment to sift chaff from wheat? Through a post-colonial reaction, don’t we need to export back to the “so-called first world” its imported “…toxic spiritual rubbish of materialism…”45 to quote the Catholic Pontiff, Benedict XVI? And shouldn’t we in the same sweep, fling back to its original home the concomitant orientalist garbage?
Shouldn’t those who sit on us be called rulers rather than leaders? This is the neat package of questions we will all have to address.
Fellow Africans, behold your imposing Abiku continent, clanging its shank-and-ankle-braced bangles like an Efe dancer of the Ketu-Oodua, fagged out at dawn in his valedictory, dancing spree.
Reacting to Akin Makinde’s well-researched, stimulating book on African Philosophy: The Demise of a Controversy46. Hon. Justice Emmanuel Yinka Ayoola, the Chairman of the Independent Corrupt Practices Commission (ICPC) of Nigeria bemoans: 

the fact that mediocrity has overshadowed brilliance and excellence in the country.47
Caustic and outrageous in tone, he has this to say further along the line of my discourse:

…Nigeria is in great need of thinkers. One of the greatest challenges of our day and age in Nigeria is the dearth of thinkers… For our nation to move forward, we need people who think… in whatever segment of society, but most of all, we need leaders who think… Our nation will be better if our politicians and political leaders undertake compulsory courses in philosophy so that they will inculcate the habit of structured thinking that is necessary for policy formulation… Such training would enable them to think about the meaning of things…48

          
       

(emphasis, mine)
Judging from its historical records in politics, one will say that Africa has a visceral problem of self-governance. Is it really trapped in Abiku metaphysics or in a baleful heterogeneity of anaemic blood gluts or in an insufficiency of Intelligence quotient? Wole Soyinka, the author of A Dance of the Forests (1960) may be summoned to react to these questions. 
Taking a critical purview of Africa’s political crudities across decades, Akin Makinde, the author of the same African Philosophy: The Demise of a Controversy, brilliantly explains in a diatribe: 
Corruption, in all its ramifications, is antithetical to good governance. It is also an affront against ethical principles… Since every human action, political, economic, social and moral – are preceded by human thought, all the evils that militate against good governance are products of bad and depraved thoughts49.
We should all go with all seriousness to the drawing board of the intellect, rethink and draw a new existential map and infuse attributes of honesty, fellow feeling and acting principle into our life. Rhetoric, demagogy or, to quote William Shakespeare, “sinned against than sinning” syndrome will not do. Neither also will do a politics whereby, like on the football field, the executive dribble the grief-stoppered electorate without listening to them.

With an array of ghouls on the threshold of African political governance, I think we are in a serious trouble. Our continent seems to be languishing in the doldrums when we have at the helms of affairs khaki rulers such as Dr. Bero, Kharibu, Kongi, Kasco, Kamini, Gunema and Tuboum as well as a bunch of fiendish, garb-crawling sell-outs. 
According to the same Hon. Justice Ayoola, this, uncouth, governing conglomerate: 

lack integrity because they do not think about the meaning of integrity,… are selfish because they do not understand the meaning of selfishness… are greedy because they do not know what greed is…50
Ladies and gentlemen, at this juncture, I shall put a final end to my intellectual imaginative trekking with you by saying that a good fight I have put on in my own little way. I would not know if I had been endowed with just one talent. However, what I know is that I have not taken the talent and out of envy or frustration buried it in the soil. In unbearable, problematic circumstances I have tilled it so that it may produce more and positively impact on my environment.
Now that the twilight of my service span is dawning on me, my toga, I will collect around my loins, and so engirdled, I will prepare myself for the next phase as a generation moves on in successive stages till the final black-out.
But then, you who are still on the active stage of life, whatever areas of specialisation you may profess, do not forget that you belong first and foremost to the Humanities. Share with me the knowledge that epistemological structures of sustainable good governance and telluric peace and harmony for development and progress are predicated on human generic essence and not on the accidentals of race, colour, age, gender, wealth and knowledge. In a honest constitutionalisation of sui generis does the human person fully enjoy his freedom, equality and self-plenum and as the phraseology goes, his fundamental human rights. This is the unique, irreplaceable, determinant principle Africa should strive to solidly implant in its midst. 
As a product of Humanistic scholarship spanning half a century from my 1959 post-primary school days at St. Theresa’s Catholic Minor Seminary, Oke-Are, Ibadan, I do advise you to cherish ameliorative humanistic ideal which you ought to share with one another. You ought to know that an astral knowledge of science and technology without Humanistic culture which tames, prunes, refines and socialises being is anti-being. You may also want to know further that any nation or continent like ours which looks down on humanistic education by adopting an expenditure policy of 20:80 or 30:70 or even 10:90 ratio in favour of science and technology is dragging its citizenry in the mud of existence. It is crazy and dangerous to release more funds on the culture and sophistication of implements or tools than on man to whom all these gadgets despite their usefulness, are subservient.
And now that Africa’s hiccups are tabulated before you, it is your turn. To draw this continent out of the abyss, there is need to put premium on hard work. “Ise logun ise”/ hard work, the antidote of poverty and again Ijalaye/Life is strife, the Yoruba sententiously say.
Therefore, from my generation, snatch the existential relay-race bâton in a more dialectical, tenser footage or wear the mantle of a more dynamic, cultured leadership.

However, your ostensibly materialist, epicurean lifestyle which you have not commensurably toiled for - and this is my anguished submission, could turn your noble vision to a mirage. Watch it. 
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