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African Cake

Towards the end of the nineteenth century Africa had been cut up
like a giant cake by the great European nations. The British got the
biggest slice®—with colonies@ in the centre, the east and the south
of the continent. However, some small areas were still free.

One of these areas was in the southern part of the continent. It
was a tiny mountain region completely surrounded by British territo-
ry®. For years the British and the Dutch Boers® had slowly moved
north from their colonies on the Cape of Good Hope®. These colo-
nists® were mostly farmers looking for land. The “wilderness” north
of Capetown® was full of good, rich land. More land than a man
could ever dream of owning back in Europe.

Unfortunately, the so-called “ wilderness” already had people
living in it. African kingdoms, some thousands of years old, stood
in the way of European expansion. After many years of pressing and
fighting their way north, the Europeans had destroyed most of the
African kingdoms. Nearly all the good land was in European hands
and the remaining land was almost totally useless. The Africans were
now forced to live on this poor land.

Prince Impala looked over towards the great Silver River in the

south. The land on the other side of the river had once been his
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home. There were all kinds of animals to hunt. The grass was sweet
and thick and green. In the rich earth farmers could grow anything.
Prince Impala had been born on the other side of the river. As a
child he had played in the fields around the royal palace. His teach-
ers had shown him all over his father’s kingdom: from north to
south, from east to west.

Every place he visited had a story. Here, a great battle had
been fought; there, a famous poet had lived and told stories to all
who came by. Young Prince Impala had so much to learn about his
country. Sometimes he wished he could run off and play with the
other children. But he was a prince and he could not. For one day he
would rule all the rich land by the great Silver River.

But all that was a long time ago. Now Prince Impala was a
man, and the world had changed so much. Prince Impala picked up
a handful of® dry, grey sand. He looked at it carefully and let it run
out slowly between his fingers. Now he tried not to think about the
past and all that he had lost. There was no point®. The land on the
other side of the river was no longer his, and there was nothing he
could do about it.

But today he couldn’t help thinking about the past. He was
thinking about the past because the future was coming so quickly.
His father, King Shono, was dying. It would happen today, or to-
morrow, or the next day, but the end was coming. Soon Impala
would be king. The king of a country which no longer existed. The
white men now occupied his land. Their children played on his
grass, their cattle wandered through his fields, and their crops grew

in his earth.
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The Europeans knew so little about his country, They called it a
“wilderness”. A place with no past, no culture, and no history. An
empty paradise® given to them by God. Prince Impala smiled to
himself. It was ironic® in a way. His teachers had always told him
that the land had been given by God to his people, too.

“Prince Impala! Prince Impala! Come quickly, my Prince. The
end, the end!”

Impala turned and stopped smiling at once. Old Tuma ran over
to him shouting in his rough voice. Impala knew what was happen-
ing when he looked into Tuma’s frightened face. His father, the
great King Shono, was dying.

Impala ran over to his father’s hut® and knelt® down beside
him. He looked into his face and held his hand tightly. King Shono
turned his head and looked up at his son. King Shono looked so
tired. The king took a deep breath and opened his mouth to speak.
His voice was now very weak. Once thousands of soldiers had lis-
tened to his voice on the battlefield. Once his voice had sounded like
thunder across the grasslands. Impala put his ear close to his father’s
lips.

“Impala, now you must look after our people and our land. We
live in dangerous times, my son. When I was young, I took over a
great and powerful nation. Our army was a beautiful thing to see. So
many regiments®. . . So many fine young warriors®. . . But now our
country has been destroyed, and our army has been destroyed, too.
After the final battle 1 wished to go blind ... How could I look at so

”

many dead ... 7
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“Father, father,” said Impala, and he held his father’s hand
tighter still. “Rest, save your strength. You will need it again soon.
There will be other battles to fight, father.”

“No, Impala. 1 will not fight again. These dry mountains are
all we have left. 1 will die a free man, and I will be buried in a free
grave. That makes me happy, Impala. ”

“1 promise you, father, I swear® it. These mountains will al-
ways be free as long as I am alive. ”

“Good, Impala. Now I can close my eyes and return across the
Silver River. I can go back to the lands of my fathers. ”

King Shono smiled and closed his eyes and was gone forever.

Impala was now king. He had been waiting and waiting for
years and years to be king. He had been trained his whole life for
this moment. But everything was just the same as before. It was
strange. He didn’t feel any difference. He sat holding his father’s
hand for a long time. Then he stood up and went outside to tell his
people the sad news.

King Shono was not buried in his homeland. He was buried in
the mountains. Impala gave orders that all the old Zulu®@ traditions
were to be followed.

Afterwards Impala wandered and wandered around the village
for several days. He didn’t know what to do with himself. He felt
like everyone was looking at him all the time. They were waiting for
him to speak. They were waiting for him to give some sort of sign.
But Impala didn’t know what to say, and he didn’t know what to do.

He found it more and more difficult to sleep. Finally, when he was
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totally exhausted®, he fell into a deep, deep sleep.

While he was sleeping, he had a very strange dream. In his
dream Impala heard the voice of his father again. He kept repeating
the same words over and over,

“The blood-red lion will come again ... The blood-red lion
will come again ... The blood-red lion will come ... The blood-red
lion will ... The blood-red lion ... The blood-red ... The blood ...
The blood ... The blood ...”

Night after night he had the same dream. He heard the same
words.

Finally, he realized what he must do. He called for Xtola to
come to him. Xtola was incredibly@ old. She knew more about the
meaning of dreams than anyone else. When he was a boy, Impala
had been afraid of her. There were many stories about Xtola, Some
said she could fly and change herself into a lion. Other people said
that she was over two hundred years old and would never die. Impala
no longer believed these stories. Now he was a man. But he was still
nervous when he met her.

Impala told the tiny, wrinkled old woman all about his dream.
She listened carefully to what he had to say. She sat for a long time
in total silence and drew patterns in the sand with an old stick which
she always carried with her. At last, she wiped the pattern away with
her thin hand and looked up at King Impala,

“It is relatively easy to understand, King Impala. Your father
has given you a waming.”

“ A warning about what?” Impala asked quickly.

“The *blood-red lion’ is the British army. Their uniforms are
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red—the colour of blood. ”

“I still don’t understand, Xtola. You must try and help me
some more. "

“It’s simple. The British army will come and attack us again.
This is what your father is trying to tell you. ”

“But why are they coming? They’ve taken everything from us.
We have nothing left of any value. These mountains are just rocks
and sand. Why are they coming? Are you sure you’ve understood it
all, old woman?”

“I cannot tell you why they are coming, King Impala. I cannot
tell when they are coming. Your father has not said anything about
‘Why’or ‘When’. He just told you they were coming. You should
be thankful for his help, my King. [ cannot see into the future for
you. I do not have the power. The rest is up to you now. "

Impala now knew that the time for thinking was over. Now it
was time for action. He had to prepare the army to fight again.

Impala started work at once. Most of the soldiers had returned
to their villages, and now only the royal guard remained. Five hun-
dred soldiers out of an original army of many thousands. Impala in-
spected® what was left of the once great army. The proud soldiers of
the royal guard still stood straight and tall, and their spears® were
still sharp.

But something was missing. Impala walked up and down the
lines of soldiers and looked at each individual man in turn. When he
had looked at the last man, he realized what the problem was: Mo-
rale®—the army no longer believed in itself. They no longer be-

lieved they could fight the white men and win. Impala climbed on
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top of a large rock and called his soldiers to him. Immediately they
surrounded the rock like a human sea and waited for Impala to speak
to them.

“Men. Our problem is not that we lost the last battle. It is that
we no longer believe that we have a chance in the next one! But that
attitude will change, trust me. From now on we will learn to fight in
new ways. We are no longer the people of the wide open plains. We
are now a mountain people. If the white men ever attack our
mountains, we will have to defend ourselves like mountain people.
We cannot just fight with clubs® and spears against the cannons®
and rifles of the white soldiers. We must have guns, too. I will get
you guns to protect our land. We have to fight for this land because
now we have nowhere else to go. If we lose these mountains, we
will all become slaves. We will be forced to work in their mines®
and on their fields. Here we stay and here we fight!”

The royal guard cheered their new young king. But most of
them, deep down inside, hoped that they would never have to fight

the white soldiers and their terrible rifles again.
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The Good Captain

On the other side of the great Silver River life was good, and it was
getting better. Every Sunday the farmers and other good people went
to church to thank God. They thanked him for the clear waters.
They thanked him for the blue skies. They thanked him for the good
earth. But most of all they thanked him for driving the Zulus away.
One Sunday, when the church service was over, Captain
Edward Knight waited impatiently by the church door for Edwina
Sweet to come out. He desperately® wanted to unbutton® his jacket
and let some air inside. He had only been in Africa a few months,
and he was still not used to the heat. He had expected it to be hot,
but not this hot. It was like living in a baker’s oven. He could feel
the sweat running down the back of his neck and into his stiff® | blue
collar. At last he could take no more. He took his helmet@ off. The
sun beat down on his head like a giant hammer. He started to wipe
his face with a large white handkerchief. His eyes were closed and
he enjoyed the darkness. The light in Africa was so strong. Finally,
he took the handkerchief away from his face and opened his eyes.
Edwina Sweet was standing smiling directly in front of him. Im-
mediately he put his white helmet back on and stood up straight.
“Isn’t it a lovely morning, Captain Knight?” Edwina said.
“Oh ... yes, Miss Sweet. That’s precisely® what I was think-
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