


A message
to world youth

of the world population. Inevitably they are concerned by all the

problems arising from the present and future of humanity. None of
the major questions of our time can be answered without the active
involvement of young people.

Young people constitute 45 per cent of the world’s population today and
their numbers are continuing to grow. There were 730 million fifteen- to
twenty-four-year-olds in 1975, and this figure should rise to 1,180 million by
the year 2000—an increase of 60 per cent in twenty-five years.

If the role and impact of youth in national life vary from country to
country, young people in many cases share a number of common preoccu-
pations, fears and aspirations.

In many countries young people are particularly exposed to such prob-
lems as unemployment, hunger, delinquency, drugs, violence and racism,
all of which are rooted in the tensions and uncertainties of today. But young
people are also endowed with imagination, enthusiasm, and courage,
qualities which may contribute to the changes which prove necessary; they
stand at the meeting-point of continuity and change, tradition and progress.

The different groups of young people must have the opportunity to
participate fully in all aspects of the economic, political, educational,
cultural, and scientific life of the society in which they live, and to exercise
freely in it the qualities which are theirs.

Unesco, which places action in favour of young people at the heart of its
programmes, notably those concerned with education and training, is
making its contribution to the achievement of this goal.

Unesco’s efforts in this field are focused on three main objectives:
stimulating research on young people in the different world regions;
promoting the diffusion and exchange of information about and for young
people; contributing to the formulation of policies and the application of
programmes which will encourage the participation of young people in all
aspects of the life of societies. |
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Aparthel

by Basil Davidson

HE history of apartheid is the record

I of a racism conceived and used by

small white minorities in South Afri-
ca in order to dominate a large black ma-
jority, deprive this majority of its land, and
maximize the exploitation of its labour for
the benefit of the whites and their foreign
partncrs. Apartheid is colonial racism car-
ried to an extreme.

Up to 1899 the white politics of all the
lands south of the Limpopo river—the
lands that form modern South Africa—
were largely those of military power used to
defeat black resistance. Broadly, those poli-
tics were contained within two arcas of com-
petition. As soon as the British were estab-
lished sccurely at the Cape of Good Hope,
following victory over the French fleet at
Trafalgar in 1803, they embarked on a long
scries of what were euphemistically called
“frontier wars™. Against continuous black
resistance, not always defeated, British
forces pushed east and northeastward from
their little colony at the Cape, invading and
dispossessing one African community after
another until their final conquest of the
Zulu kingdom in 1879,

The descendants of the Dutch settlers
{(enlarged by immigration from Holtand but
still more by unadmitted unions with black
women) had mcanwhile gone some way
towards forming themselves into a distinc-
tive nation, the Afrikaner volk, and by this
time spoke a variant of Dutch which was
already beginning to be a distinctive lan-
guage. Afrikaans. They were far too weak
in numbers and technology to tackle strong
African communities such as the Xhosa and
the Zulu, whose destruction as independent
entitics was left to the British, but were
strong enough to dispossess a wide range of
small African communities. These lived to
the west of the areas of British conquest,
and were duly enclosed in the Afrikaner (or
Boer, a term meaning simply “farmer™)
reputlics of the Orange Free State and the
Transvaal.

By the 1880s there were four white poli-
tical units: the two British colonies of the
Cape and of Natal, and the two Afrikaner
republics in the north and west. Diamonds
had been discovered in quantity at Kimbcr-
ley as early as 1867, and in 1871 the British
duly annexed these diamond ficlds which
became, a little later. the scene of a verit-
able “diamond rush”, with a railway com-
pleted from the Cape to Kimberley in 1885.
But even this new source of wealth could
change little in the general picture. What
changed everything, with violent drama,

wemmmmm  Was the proving in 1884-1886 of the great
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goldficlds of the Witwatersrand in the
Transvaal Republic.

For reasons imperialist and narrowly eco-
nomic, major British interests now saw that
they must sccure political control of a
Transvaal governed by farmers who had
little or no interest in large-scale capitalist
development. After many skirmishes there
followed the Anglo-Afrikaner war of 1899,
provoked by the British and won by the
British, though at a sorry cost in lives, two
years later.

Having won the war, the British were
quick toreassure their Afrikaner opponents
that systematic discrimination against the
black majority would be written into the
foundation of the Union of South Africa
(that is, the union of Cape Colony, Natal,
Transvaal, and the Orange Frce State)
which followed in 1910. For thirty-eight
years after that, the English-speaking
minority generally dominated the all-white
parliament of a now-independent Union,
but invariably on apartheid lines.

This new parliament lost no time in
guarantecing a systematic racism. In 1911, a
Native Labour Regulation Act provided for
the legalization—much elaborated and
tightened up in later years—of an all-
cmbracing discrimination against black
wage-earners. In 1913 the parliament went
much further. It passed a Land Act which
reserved some 90 per cent of the total land
surface of the Union for white ownership,
and reduced the area available for black
ownership to the remaining 10 per cent (lcss
at the beginning, today about 13 per cent).
These small arcas where Africans could
own land were named Native Reserves, and
rapidly bccame what they were intended to
be: destitute reservoirs of black labour for
the “white areas”.

In 1923 came the Natives (Urban Arcas)
Act which was to remain, with the Land Act
of 1913, the foundation of all white policy
towards blacks, and so remains to this day.
Essentially, it was a weapon of physical
segregation with the “white arcas™; and the
policy which was held to justify it was called
“separate development”.

In 1948 the English-speaking minority
lost control of parliament, and were never
to regain it. That control passed to the
Purified Afrikaner National Party; and
“separate development™ was followed by
apartheid.

Meanwhile the Second World War had
done much to exacerbate English-Afrikan-
er hostility. Nearly all the leaders of the

Purified National Party had openly hoped

and worked for a Nazi victory; and some of

d: the shameful
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The face of hunger

I counted ribs on his concertina chest
bones protruding as if chiselled

by a sculptor’s hand of famine.

He looked with glazed pupils

seeing only a bun on some sky-high shelf.
The skin was pale and taut

like a glove on a doctor’s hand.

His tongue darted in and out

like a chameleon’s

snatching a confetti of flies.

O! child,

your stomach is a den of lions
roaring day and night.

Oswald Mbuyiseni Mtshali

them had been gaoled for pro-Nazi sabo-
tage. Their clectoral triumph of 1948 was
therefore accompanied by a determination
to succeed where Hitler had failcd: and put
an end, once and for all, to English-speak-
ing supremacy.

The system in no way changed in sub-
stance. Laws were passed to identify any
black protest, however peaceful or other-
wise legal in nature, with a “Communism”
which was equated, however ludicrously,
with some kind of foreign-promoted
attempt to overturn the State.

In this Republic of South Africa, all
“safety valves™ were now scaled off, so that
explosion had become the only possible
alternative to continued submission. And in
1980, through its action-wing, Umkonto wa
Sizwe, the African National Congress of
South Africa duly embarked on the begin-
nings of a war of resistance.

By 1981 the South African régime was
virtually at war with Angola and Mozam-
bique as well as in its colony of Namibia,
and was threatening invasive action against
the newly-independent Republic of Zim-
babwe. But this régime was also at war, in

-everything save the name of war and its

formal declaration, within its own frontiers.
Today that war continues. [ |
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BASIL DAVIDSON, British writer and historian,
is an authority on African history and current
affairs. His many books on Africa include Libera-
tion of Guiné (7969) and In the Eye of the Storm:
Angola's People (1972).
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Dr. Martin Luther King, winner of the
1964 Nobel Peace Prize, addresses par-
ticipants in a “Prayer Pilgrimage for
Freedom” in front of the Lincoln Memo-
rial in Washington, D.C., in May 1957.
King was assassinated on 4 April 1968,
a victim of racism.

poor and oppressed? etc. To establish the
connexion between these forms of be-
haviour, one has only to ask oneself what
advantage a particular aggressor could de-
rive from them at the expense of a particular
victim.

There is an obvious correlation between
the black slave trade, which reached its
climax in the seventeenth century, and the
first arguments used in support of biological
racism. True, the first element of such a
demonstration can be found in certain
ancient writers. But these are isolated
cases, and where it was present at all, biolo-
gical stigmatization played only a very
secondary role. This latter system of
argument, which obviously had mercantile
advantages, came into its own with the
growth of the slave trade.

Anti-semitism is of course very ancient,
but it was originally a religious or national
issue. It appeared as a racist doctrine only
much later, simultaneously with the relative
social emancipation of the Jews and their
consequent emergence as €CONOMIc com-
petitors.

Inshort, then, itis only relatively recently
that attempts have been made to provide a
systematic explanation of racism based on
an alleged science. At the end of the
nineteenth century educated Europe was
convinced that the human species was di-
vided into superior and inferior races (see
Ernest Renan and the anthropologist Paul
Broca).

A comparison of these various doc-
trines—social and cultural as well as biolo-
gical—learly reveals a constant factor,
irrespective of their specific characteristics
or local circumstances: in the name of a
biological or other form of superiority, one
human group believes itself entitled to
assert itself over another and to have re-
course for that purpose even to violence and
murder.

Thus we find at the same time the answer
to the most recent questions with which
people are concerned. Racism was a conve-
nient ideology for rising colonialism, for the
black slave trade and for anti-semitism. It
can still be useful on a wide scale. The
Algerian war, followed by the presence of
millions of immigrant workers in France
and throughout Europe, provided and still
provides favourable ground for “arabopho-
bia”, renewed “negrophobia” and, more
generally, the aggressive rejection of im-
migrants, which I also suggest be included
in the general concept of heterophobia—
the complex of fear of others and aggres-
siveness towards them.
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ALBERT MEMMI, Tunisian-born French writer,
is well qualified to describe the different man-
ifestations of racism. Notable among his works
published in English are The Colonizer and the
Colonized (Souvenir Press, London, 1974) with
a preface by Jean-Paul Sartre, and The Pillar of
Salt (1955) with a preface by Albert Camus.

The forbidden

by Lewis Nkosi

cannot deny that the blacks suffer
untold hardships as a price for the
maintenance of the policy of apartheid.

What is not always noted is that, though
economically exploitative as a ruling class,
the whites are also subject to certain very
real deprivations as a result of their deter-
mination to live by a policy which would
seem to all reasonable men not only un-
realistic but insane.

To say the very least, South African
whites are the most culturally deprived
community in Africa. Emotionally they are
just as stunted.

They not only grow up denying their in-
nermost dreams, they also learn to do with-
out some of the best works of modern world
culture (in literature, music, painting and
intellectual discourse) either because such
works are considered subversive, or be-
cause traffic in culture with the outside
world is rendered almost impossible by the
maintenance of the policy of apartheid.

We all know what happens to people who
cannot face up to the reality of their lives,
who must live by evasions and fantasies; a
greater burden is placed on writers or any
other kind of artist who belongs to such a
community. Before they go on to create
anything of value they must make an ex-
traordinary effort to unlearn everything
they have been taught.

In South Africa they must, for instance,
unlearn what they are taught in schools:
that the whites, from their forefathers to the
present generation, are all heroes; that the
whites have the monopoly on moral wisdom
and intellectual enterprise; the pain and the
anguish which attend the creative efforts of
Afrikaans writers at the moment is not a
matter for cynical amusement. It is the
agony of creative artists who must break
through a sealed cocoon in order to see the
world in its variousness or even to say some-
thing remotely relevant to their country.

Black writers do not have to make any
comparable moral choice; they do not have
to choose to oppose a system which is
patently contrary to all observable reality;
their colour makes the choice for them;
what they have to do is learn to survive the
system.

There are times when an affirmation of
certain traditional African values proves
exasperatingly difficult for black writers
since most of them are reacting to an ideolo-

EVEN the proponents of apartheid

dialogue

gy which asserts again and again that black
and white people are irreconcilably dif-
ferent; that the African mind cannot grasp
certain nuances of European thought; and,
concluding from the foregoing, that apar-
theid is justifiable, indeed the only realistic
policy to follow.

The result has been that black intellec-
tuals in South Africa have had to bend over
backwards to prove that they can not only
master the modes of European thought but
that they can beat the South African whites
at their own game.

Urban African music seems to me to have
provided the only example of what South
Africa can offer culturally if she were left to
develop in a natural direction.

Music, because it is non-literal, is not
subject to the same limitations as literature;
it is hardly banned; also it is less. self-con-
scious in the modes it adopts to express the
agony of the South African situation. The
result has been that popular urban African
music has provided a glaring paradigm of
what is happening to the underground life
of the nation.

The music is predominantly African,
which is as it should be, considering the
dominant number of Africans in the coun-
try; but it is also eclectic; it provides a
moving illustration of cultural diffusion in
that part of the continent which offers us the
best laboratory for the marriage of African
and European techniques and for the com-
ing together of European and African
modes of expression.

While black literature from the Republic
offers us glimpses into an appalling situa-
tion of rare brutality and anguish, the music
not only shows us this but goes further to
affirm what we should have known all
along; that the oppressed in South Africa
also display an amazing form of resilience,
emotional certitude and optimism. On the
other hand, apartheid deprives white South
Africans of any real participation in such
robust forms of cultural expression. | |
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LEWIS NKOSI, South African writer, was exiled
from his country in 1960, and later lived in Lon-
don. He is the author of a play about racial
tensions in Johannesburg, The Rhythm of
Violence, and of an essay on contemporary
Black American and South African literature en-
titled Home and Exile.
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Pictures Iin our heads

HERE are very few, if any, among

us who have not succumbed to the

templation to stereotype nations.
One might almost describe the tendency as
inevitable, or at least very nearly so. But if
we are asked how it originates, we would
not easily find a suitable answer.

One of the earliest careful studies of this
tendency was made by Katz and Braly, in
1932, in connexion with the stereotypes
held by Princeton University students.

We may summarize the results by indicat-
ing the three or four charactcristics most
commonly ascribed to each nationality.
These included, for the Germans: scientifi-
cally-minded, industrious, stolid; the Ita-
lians, impulsive, artistic, passionate; Neg-
roes, superstitious, lazy, happy-go-lucky,
ignorant; the Irish, pugnacious, quick-tem-
pered, witty; the English, sportsmanlike,
intelligent, conventional; the Jews, shrewd,
mercenary, industrious; the Americans, in-
dustrious, intelligent, materialistic, ambi-
tious; the Chinese, superstitious, sly, con-
servative; the Japanese, intelligent, indus-
trious, progressive; the Turks, cruel, re-
ligious, treacherous.

A study conducted in nine countries
under the auspices of Unesco in 1948 and
1949, showed that such stereotyped think-
ing could easily be elicited clniost any-
where. In each country approximately
1,000 respondents, representing a cross-
section of the population, were given a list
of twelve traits, and asked to choose those
which they thought were most applicable to
themselves, to Americans, to Russians, and
in some cases, to two'or three other national
groups as well.

The British, for example, thought of
Americans as primarily progressive, con-
ceited, generous, peace-loving, intelligent,
practical. The Americans regarded the
British as intelligent, hard-working, brave,
peace-loving, conceited and self -
controlled.

The “self-image” is also revealing. The
British saw themselves as peace-loving,
brave, hard-working, intelligent; the
French saw themselves as intelligent,
peace-loving, generous, and brave; the
Americans saw themselves as peace-loving,
generous, intelligent and progressive. All
the groups agreed on one item: their own
nation was the most peace-loving of them
all.

sssmemm There is a good deal of evidence that
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by Otto Klineberg

stereotypes may develop without any ker-
nel of truth whatsoever. We all know how
widespread is the notion that intelligent
people have high foreheads, yet scientific
investigation in this field has failed to reveal
any such relationship. The stereotype of the
criminal as bearing in his features the mark
of his criminality is widely accepted, but it is
equally without foundation.

The American sociologist La Piere stu-
died the attitudes of residents of California
towards first and second generation Arme-
nian immigrants in Fresno County in that
State. There was almost complete agree-
ment that these Armenians had more than
their share of faults, and the general atti-
tude toward them was relatively unfriendly.

La Piere proceeded to question non-
Armenians as to the reasons for their anti-
pathies, and he was able to classify the
answers into three stereotypes. In the first
place, it was stated that Armenians were
treacherous, lying, deceitful. In actual fact,
when measured by the criterion of business
integrity, the Armenian merchants turned
out to be equal and frequently superior to
others.

In the second place, they were alleged to
be parasites, making excessive demands
upon charitable organizations, free clinics,
etc. Actually, such demands by them were
less than half of what would be expected in
terms of their proportion of the population.

Finally, it was said that they had an in-
ferior code of morality, and they were al-
ways getting into trouble with the law. In
fact, police records showed that they
appeared in only 1.5 per cent of Police
Court cases, although they were about 6 per
cent of the population.

La Piere concludes that all of these
stereotypes have one factor in common,
namely, that they are definitely false. W
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OTTO KLINEBERG, Canadian psychologist
and anthropologist, is one of the world’s leading
authorities on questions of race and psychology
and on race relations. Among his many pub-
lished works are Race Differences and The
Human Dimension in International Relations.

Cartoon specially drawn for the Unesco
Courier in 1955 by an Indian artist, A.M.
Abraham.
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Open letter from a Capilano Indian:

‘I was born 1,000 years ago’

This letter from Dan George, chief of the Capilano Indians of
British Columbia, Canada, was read at a symposium on the
economic development of the Arctic and the future of Eskimo
societies, by Father André-Pierre Steinmnann, of Puvirnituq,
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New Quebec.

My very good dear friends,

I was born a thousand years ago, born in a culture of bows
and arrows. But within the span of half a lifetime I was flung
across the ages to the culture of the atom bomb.

I was born when people loved nature and spoke to it as
though it has a soul: I can remember going up Indian River
with my father when I was very young. I can remember him
watching the sunlight fires on Mount Pé-Né-Né. I can remem-
ber him singing his thanks to it as he often did, singing the
Indian word ‘“thanks” very very softly.

And the new people came, more and more people came,
like a crushing rushing wave they came, hurling the years
aside, and suddenly I found myself a young man in the midst
of the twentieth century.

I found myself and my people adrift in this new age but not
a part of it, engulfed by its rushing tide but only as a captive
eddy going round and round. On little reserves and plots of
land, we floated in a Kkind of grey unreality, ashamed of our
culture which you ridiculed, unsure of who we were and
where we were going, uncertain of our grip on the present,
weak in our hope of the future.

We did not have time to adjust to the startling upheaval
around us; we seem to have lost what we had without finding a
replacement.

Do you know what it is like to be without moorings? Do you
know what it is like to live in surroundings that are ugly? It
depresses man, for man must be surrounded by the beautiful
if his soul is to grow. ‘

Do you know what it is like to have your race belittled, and
have you been made aware of the fact that you are only a
burden to the country? Maybe we did not have the skills to
make a meaningful contribution, but no one would wait for us
to catch up. We were shrugged aside because we were dumb
and could never learn.

What is it like to be without pride in your race? Pride in
your family? Pride and confidence in yourself?

And now, you hold out your hand and you beckon to me to
come over: “Come and integrate,” you say, but how can I
come? I am naked and ashamed; how can I come in dignity? I
have no presents, I have no gifts. What is there in my culture
you value? My poor treasure you can only scorn. Am I then to
come as a beggar and receive all from your omnipotent hand?

Somehow, I must wait. I must find myself. I must wait until
you need something that is me.

Pity I can do without. My manhocd, I cannot do without.
Can we talk of integration until there is social integration?
Until there is integration of hearts and minds you have only a
physical presence and the walls are high as the mountain
range.

Come with me to the playground of an integrated school.
Look, it is recess time, the students pour through the doors.
Soon, over there, is a group of white students, and over there,
near the fence, a group of native students.

What do we want? We want first of all to be respected and
to feel we are people of worth; we want an equal opportunity
to succeed in life.

Let no one forget it: we are a people with special rights
guarantéed to us by promises and treaties. We do not beg for
these rights, nor do we thank you for them because, God help
us, the price we paid was exorbitant. We paid for them with -
our culture, our dignity and our self-respect.

Iknow that in your heart you wish you could help. I wonder
if there is much you can do, and yet there is a lot you can do.
When you meet my children, respect each one for what he is: a

child and your brother.
Dan George

]
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Ishi—

the last of the Yana Indians

‘ NE night in the summer of
_ () 1911, a butcher in a small town

in California was woken up by
the furious barking of his dogs. He
went outside and found near his house
a “wild man” leaning against a wall,
quite clearly in the last stages of ex-
haustion. The sheriff was called, and
after handcuffing the strange creature,
he took him off to the county gaol
where, as an extra precaution, he lock-
ed him up in the cell reserved for
dangerous lunatics. Ishi, the Indian,
had made a lonely and painful entry
into civilization.

It is curious to note that Ishi did not
retain any unpleasant memories of his
first contact with white men. The pris-
on had impressed him as a fine house
and he was grateful for the food he had
been given and the way in which he had
been treated. Ishi had, in fact, been
expecting to be killed. He could not
imagine any other fate at the hands of
the white men who had massacred his
own people. Towards 1872, when Ishi
must have been about ten years old, the
small tribe of the Yahis, belonging to
the Yana group of Indians, had been
virtually wiped off the ethnic map of
America. There was barely a handful of
them left.

It is difficult to imagine the existence
of a dozen Indians who have chosen to
live like hunted animals rather than
give themselves up to subjection. They
were forever on the move, taking the
utmost precautions to conceal every
trace of their passage and living only on
the animals they managed to kill or the
fruit and herbs they gathered. Gradual-
ly, fatigue, age and illness took their
toll of the fugitives.

By 1906, Ishi was alone. For five
years he lived a solitary life in the
forests of his territory. When he was
discovered on the outskirts of one of
the white men’s villages, he had made
up his mind to return to the community
of men, even though they might be his
worst enemies.

The American anthropologist Pro-
fessor Alfred L. Kroeber had made a
life study of the Californian Indians,®
and his attention was attracted by the

by Alfred Métraux

newspaper reports of the capture of a
“wild man”. He telegraphed the sher-
iff, asking him to receive his colleague,
Professor Waterman. The latter went
to the prison equipped with vocabular-
ies of the Indian languages of the Cali-
fornian district, and read lists of these
words to Ishi. He listened patiently, but
his face did not betray the slightest sign
of comprehension.

Waterman was beginning to be dis-
couraged and was about to give up his
attempt to communicate with the “sa-
vage” when he pronounced the word
“siwini”, at the same time touching the
wood of the bed on which the Indian
was sitting. Ishi’s face suddenly lit up.
He repeated the word. The two men,
realizing the importance of the in-
cident, went on striking the wood as
hard as they could, shouting “Siwini!
Siwini!” The mystery had, to some ex-
tent, been solved. Ishi could now com-
municate, after a fashion, with a white
man. He was no longer alone, and his
“hunted animal” look disappeared.

What was to be done with this “sa-
vage” who could no longer be kept in
gaol? The sheriff consented to his pris-
oner’s transfer to the University of
California. ... Ishi had come out of the
prehistoric past. He seemed to be just
over fifty years old. Would he be able

to adapt himself to the industrial civi- ~

lization of the twentieth century?

He showed no emotion or fear when
confronted with the novelties of San
Francisco. The strict Indian etiquette
which he invariably observed forbade
him to do so. He quickly adapted him-
self to the white man’s way of living.

Either out of natural kindness, or
gratitude, or even perhaps because he
realized that he was helping to perpetu-
ate the memory of his people, Ishi
tried, as far as he could, to pass on his
knowledge to the ethnographers and
linguists who questioned him.

His greatest exploit was the expedi-
tion on which he took his friends
through the valleys in which he had

(1) Ishi—in Two Worlds was published by Thecodora

Kroeber, widow of Alfred L. Krocber (University of
California Press, 1961).

lived with the last of the Yahis and
where he had eventually spent years of
wandering on his own.

It was a unique experience for the
ethnologists, and they learnt to see na-
ture through the eyes of a Neolithic
hunter. As Ishi went further and furth-
er into the woods which he knew so
well, old memories came surging into
his mind. ... But gradually, the plea-
sure of finding himself back in his famil-
iar surroundings gave way to a strange
impatience to be gone. It was with an
eager step that he climbed up into the
train which was to carry him away from
the lands of his ancestors.

Ishi had an iron constitution, but he
had not been immunized against the
white man’s illnesses. In spite of the
best medical care, it proved impossible
to rid him of the devastating effects of
tuberculosis, which he contracted dur-
ing the fourth year of his stay among
the white people. When his friends
judged that his end was near, respect-
ing the Indian tradition according to
which a man should die in his own
house, they had him taken to the
Ethnological Museum, his “home™.

Ishi died stoically, without a word of
complaint, like the members of his
race. His friends, the ethnologists, felt
that it was their duty to deal with his
body as his family would have done,
and accordingly burnt it, together with
his bow, his arrows and his shells. In-
scribed on the urn which contains his
ashes are the words: “Ishi, the last
YanaIndian, 1916”. [ ]
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ALFRED METRAUX (7902-1963), French
anthropologist of Swiss origin, specialized in
the study of South American Indians. As a
member of the Bureau of American Ethnology
of the Smithsonian Institution, Washington,
D.C., he contributed extensively to the Hand-
book of South American Indians (7946-1959).
From 1946 to 1962, he held posts with the
United Nations and Unesco. Notable among
his works translated into English are, Ethnolo-
gy of Easter Island (7940), Myths of the Toba
and Pilaga Indians of the Gran Chaco (1946),
and Voodoo in Haiti (1959).
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The blacks in Latin America

by Alejo Carpentier

HE apparent loss of feeling for

I their original plastic arts among

displaced Africans transported to
the Americas can be explained by the fact
that sculpture, carving and decorative
painting required free time, which the
slave-holder was not prepared to grant.

He was not going to place workshops
and tools at the disposal of men who were
there to increase his wealth, simply so
that they could have the pleasure of carv-
ing figures that he considered barbaric
idols and repositories of ancestral beliefs.

On the contrary, any such recollections
had to be wiped from the black man’s
memory with the help of the overseer’s
lash. “Civilized man” in the West did not
yet have the slightest interest in what he
would later come to value as “folk art”.

While the black man’s paintings or
carvings were considered works of the
Devil, music, on the other hand, did not
cause much inconvenience. The planta-
tion owners in Cuba, for example,
allowed their slaves to beat their drums
and dance every evening because this
showed that they were in good health and
that their “ebony flesh” was fit for hard
labour.

Meanwhile, the slaves listened to what
they heard around them. During the six-
teenth century, when they were first
taken to America, they assimilated Span-
ish ballads, songs from Portugal and even
French square dancing. They discovered
musical instruments unknown in their
own lands and learned to play them.

1f one of them succeeded in being freed
by a master who was more benevolent
than others, he might well turn to music
as a way of earning his living, mingling
with white people in an occupational
freemasonry.

Far removed from his African roots,
the black man in Latin America became a
basic constituent, together with the Indi-
an, of the creole class that was to affect
the destiny of a whole continent with its
aspirations, its struggles and its protest.
As the centuries went by, the blacks were
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their new homelands and, little by little,
they recovered their poetic sense and the
feeling for the plastic arts which they
seemed to have lost.

Observing ancestral traditions that no
longer bore any relation to their sur-
roundings was now out of the question.
The black peoples had forgotten their
African dialects by this time and spoke
only the major languages of the New
World. They felt no need to revive old
Yoruba tales, to recall ancient legends or
return to the sources of an oral culture
they were alienated from, but rather to
“make poetry” in the full sense of the
term.

The same thing happened in painting.
Black artists in the New World were com-
pletely out of touch with art forms that in
Africa were related to religious cults now
left far behind (even though some ves-
tiges can still be found on altars ostensibly
consecrated to Christian saints).

On the contrary, they had to solve the
same technical problems that face artists
everywhere in any period. It is obvious
then that the work of the black and mesti-
zo painters and sculptors active in Latin
America in the nineteenth century bore
no resemblance whatsoever to the forms
and stylizations of African art.

This was also true of poetry at that
time. And one may add that there were
many “white” writers—the word “white”
has always been quite relative in Latin
America—who published novels with
“negro” settings, denouncing the loath-
some aspects of slavery in the Americas.

It is only in the last fifty years that a
new generation of poets and painters has
appeared, whose works are marked by
the symbiosis of cultures fostered by the
New World. There has been much talk,
for example, of “black poetry”, referring
to a resonant, percussive, onomatopoeic
type of poetry which, despite a prevalent
assumption, has often been written by
perfectly “white” poets.

In point of fact, this is an exotic view of
“negritude”. The truth is that if “black
poetry” as such ever existed, it would

have had to be a protest on behalf of the
black people oppressed by centuries of
slavery and racial discrimination.

First and foremost, it would have had
to be a revolutionary cry because, since
the sixteenth century, the blacks have
always been in revolt against their over-
lords in some part of the hemisphere, and
even formed small independent States in
Brazil, the Guyanas and Jamaica—States
that sometimes survived for many years.

Never during their long history in the
New World did the blacks give up their
quest for freedom, a quest furthered by
the creoles of all classes and stations who,
after much struggling, finally threw off
the yoke of Spanish, Portuguese, French
and English colonialism.

In short, there exists in the Antilles,
where Spanish, English and French are
spoken, literature and painting with a
markedly creole character, and it would
be difficult to say just what can be attri-

buted to their various ethnic com-
ponents. ]
August-September 1977

ALEJO CARPENTIER (7904-1980), of Cuba,
was one of Latin America’s leading novelists. His
many books have been translated into 22 lan-
guages and include, in English editions: The
Kingdom of this World (1957), The Lost Steps
(1957) published by Knopf, New York, Explosion
in a Cathedral (Gollancz, London, 1963) and
Reasons of State (Partridge, London, 1976). A
musicologist, Carpentier wrote A History of
Cuban Music (1949).

African slaves and the caravels that trans-
ported them to the New World dominate a
huge mural in an office in Bahia (Brazil).
Along with the Iberian conquistadors, the
blacks were to create a new form of culture
in the Caribbean, Brazil and other parts of
Latin America. Black artists in the New
World lost touch with purely African art
forms, but family resemblances to the Afri-
can tradition have survived.
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The truth behind the veil of facts
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world were set clear before the eyes of

humans; yet what those facts meant,
what they presented to man, what they made
evident to him, was by no means a reality, but
quite the opposite—an enigma, a profound
secret, a problem before which man trembled
in terror.

Facts, then, come to be like the figures in
hieroglyphic writing. Have you ever noted the
paradoxical character of such figures? There
they are, holding up their clean profiles to us
so ostentatiously; but that very appearance of
clarity is there for the purpose of presenting us
with an enigma, of producing in us not clarity,
but confusion. The hieroglyphic figure says to
us: “You see me clearly? Good—now what
you see of me is not my true being. | am here
to warn you that | am not my own essential
reality. My reality, my meaning, lies behind me
andis hidden by me. In order to arrive atit, you
must not fix your attention on me, nor take me
for reality; on the contrary, you will have to
interpret me, and this means that in order to
arrive at the true and inward meaning of this
hieroglyph, you must search for something
very different from the aspect which its figures
offer.”

FOR centuries the sidereal facts of this

Science is the interpretation of facts. By
themselves, facts do not give us reality; onthe
contrary, they hide it, which is to say that they
present us with the problem of reality. If there
were no facts, there would be no problem,
there would be no enigma, there would be
nothing hidden which it is necessary to de-
hide, to dis-cover. The word which the Greeks
used for truth is aletheia, which means dis-
covery, taking away the veil that covers and
hides a thing. Facts cover up reality; while we
are in the midst of their innumerable swarm-
ings we are in chaos and confusion. In order to
discover reality we must for a moment lay
aside the facts that surge about us, and re-
main alone with our minds. Then, on our own
risk and account, we imagine a reality, or to
put it another way, we construct an imaginary
reality, a pure invention of our own; then,
following in solitude the guidance of our own
personal imagining, we find what aspect, what
visible shapes, in short, what facts would be
produced by that imaginary reality. It is then
that we come out of our imaginative solitude,
out from our pure and isolated mental state,
and compare those facts which the imagined
reality would produce with the actual facts that
surround us. If they mate happily one with

-~ by José Ortega y Gasset

another, this means that we have deciphered
the hieroglyph, that we have discovered the
reality which the facts covered and kept
secret.

That labour is what science is. As you see, it
consists of two different operations: one pure-
ly imaginative and creative, which man pro-
duces out of his own most free substance; the
other a confronting of that which is not man, of
that which surrounds him, the facts, the data.
Reality is not a datum, not something given or
bestowed, but a construction which man
makes out of the given material. I

May 1964

JOSE ORTEGA Y GASSET (1883-1953), inter-
nationally known Spanish philosopher and
essayist, exercised a strong intellectual influ-
ence throughout Europe and the Spanish-speak-
ing world. Among his many works translated into
English are La Rebelion de las masas (The
Revolt of the Masses) and Espafia invertebrada
(Invertebrate Spain). The text on this page is
laken from Man and Crisis (published by W.W.
Norton and Company, Inc., New York, 1958).

The candle of learning

Pakistani physicist Abdus Salam, founder
and director of the Unesco-sponsored In-
ternational Centre for Theoretical Physics,
Trieste, and professor of theoretical phy-
sics at the Imperial College of Science and
Technology, London, was awarded the
1979 Nobel Prize for Physics. The prize,
which he shared with two American physi-
cists, Sheldon Glashow and Steven Wein-
berg of Harvard University, was awarded
forwork in electromagnetic interaction be-
tween elementary particles. Shortly after
the announcement of the award, Professor
Salam, who has had a long and fruitful
association with Unesco, was invited to
the Organization’s headquarters in Paris
to receive the congratulations of the Un-
esco Executive Board. The article below
consists of extracts from his address.

to is, are we in the developing world

. today firmly on the road to a re-

naissance in the sciences, just as the

West was in the twelfth century at the time
of Michael the Scot?

For this renaissance to happen, there

are two prerequisites: one, the availability

THE question which | wish to lead up

= of places like Toledo where international
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concourse can take place, where one can
light a candle from a candle; secondly,
there has to be an interest in developing
societies to give the topmost priority to the
acquisition of knowledge, just as, for ex-
ample, the Japanese did after the Meiji re-
volution by enshrining the acquiring of
knowledge in their constitution.

Regretfully, if | may speak the truth and
if 1 look at the world of developing coun-
tries as it is today, | see that neither of
these requirements is being met. The
opportunities for international concourse
are fast shrinking, with greater and greater
restrictions on acceptance of overseas
scholars from developing countries. It is
becoming increasingly clear that soon the
developing world will need internationally-
run, United Nations-run, Unesco-run, insti-
tutions, universities of science, not just for
research as at the United Nations Universi-
ty in Tokyo, but for high-level teaching of
traditional technology and science, both
pure and applied. The second prerequisite
which | mentioned, a passionate desire on
the part of the developing countries for sci-
entific knowledge and the removal of all
barriers to its acquisition, is unfortunately
non-existent.

I would like to appeal, first, to the dele-
gates from the developing countries, of
which | am one. | wish to make a personal

by Abdus Salam

appeal. Science and technology are your
responsibility. Your men of science are
precious assets. Prize them; give them
opportunities to participate in the scientific
and technological development of your
countries. Do not leave them out. The goal
of increasing the 2 billion dollars which the
poorer countries currently spend on non-
military science and research, to the 20
billion they should be spending on the
basis of the norm established by the richer
countries, is ultimately your responsibility.
But having said this, | would also wish to
appeal to the international community, both
to governments and to scientists. A world
so divided where science and technology
are concerned cannot endure. What is one
to think when one sees that an internation-
al centre for theoretical physics has a
budget of 1.5 million dollars to spend on
100 developing countries, while the great
organization CERN (European Organization
for Nuclear Research), at Geneva, which is
a joint organization of European nations,
has a budget of one-third of a billion dol-
lars? That is the scale on which scientific
research has to be conducted in order to
be effective. |

November 1979



My first

steps

In space

by Aleksei Leonov

On 18 March 1965, Aleksei Leonov became the first man to leave a
space vehicle and walk about in outer space. He described his
extraordinary adventure in this article specially written for the

Unesco Courier.

NLY the unforgettable moments at

the take-off and the recollection of

the long months of flight training
forced me to believe in the reality of the
scene that unfolded before my eyes as |
viewed the spaceship while 1 floated
through the vacuum of space. Voskhod Il
sailed with an awesome majesty.

Before me, blackness—an inky-black sky
studded with stars that glowed but did not
twinkle; they seemed immobilized. Nor did
the sun look the same as when seen from
Earth. It had no aureole or corona; it re-
sembled a huge incandescent disc that
seemed embedded in the velvet black of
the sky of outer space. Space itself
appeared as a bottomless pit. It will never
be possible to see the cosmos the same
way on Earth.

Below me our blue planet drifted by. It
did not look round but completely flat, like
a giant physical map. Only the curvature of
the horizon showed that it was round.

Two minutes after the ship had been
placed in orbit, Pavel Belyayev, Comman-
der of Voskhod Il, and | began making
preparations for my exit into space.

When we were over Kamchatka, Com-

mander Belyayev helped me to put on the
cylinder containing my air supply. | check-
ed the connexions linking my breathing
mixture to the spacesuit. Belyayev opened
the inner door of the air lock. Together we
fastened to my spacesuit the tether cable
that would keep me attached to the ship.
Built into the tether was the telephone
cable that would be my link with the ship
and Earth. | unstrapped myself from the
seat and floated into the chamber of the
air lock.

| gave a hand signal to the Commander.
The inner door closed behind me. Be-
lyayev at once began to empty the cham-
ber of air in order to equalize the pressure
with that outside the ship. | could feel this
happening from the way my spacesuit be-
came inflated. Suddenly the outer door of
the air lock opened into space. A blinding
burst of sunlight poured into the chamber. |
made my way forward in the lock towards
the exit and poked my head out. We were
over the Mediterranean.

| found myself spinning and was power-
less to control it. | had had the same ex-
perience when Belyayev and | were prac-
tising in the aeroplane-laboratory the tech-

nique of exit and re-entry under conditions
of weightlessness. So | did nothing about
it. | merely waited for the twisting of the
tether to slow down the rotations. | could
have checked this by grabbing hold of the
tether, but | preferred to keep on rolling
because this enabled me to see better.

While | was drifting in space, | was al-
ways in telephone contact with Pavel Be-
lyayev and with Earth. | spoke to Yuri
Gagarin who was on duty in the control
room of the spaceport. | heard Radio Mos-
cow announce the launching of our craft.
While over the Yenisei, Commander Be-
lyayev gave me the signal to re-enter the
ship. | was feeling wonderful, in excellent
spirits, and was in no hurry to leave open
space.

| tried to enter the air lock directly, but
this proved anything but easy. The inflated
spacesuit constricted my movements. | had
to use ali my strength to re-enter, but be-
fore long | was back in the cabin alongside
Pavel Belyayev.

So ended the experiment in which a
man climbed out of a capsule into space. |
had spent twenty minutes outside the
cabin. During this time, Voskhod Il had
gone far from the Mediterranean, over
which we had been travelling when | first
went into the air lock—we were now
approaching the Pacific.
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Women of the

ae

tradition and change

“Itis up to us to dismantle the mechanisms
of invisibility, all those processes which
impoverish our relationship with the
world, impose silence on the majority of
women, and bring to the fore a few of us,
under certain conditions, to legitimize the
exclusion process as a whole.”

Fatma Oussedik (Algeria)

on the situation of women in various

Mediterranean countries is a com-
mon thread: a desire to seek out the femi-
nine presence wherever it lies hidden, in the
political and cultural as well as the religious
and urban context.

The two dominant aspirations of feminist
movements in the industrialized coun-
tries—the equality of the sexes and the
search for a specifically feminine identity—

RUNNING in filigree through studies

Mediterranean:

by Niliifer Gole

find an echo in the perceptions of women of
the Mediterranean countries.

In the industrialized countries these two
themes made headway only with difficulty.
... Does not the demand for both equality

.and recognition of a specific identity leave

women in a “Catch 22” situation?

This thorny problem also faces the
women of the Mediterranean. The societies
in which they live are exposed to the
onslaught of the hegemonic cultural model




























































Year of peace: 5

Takashi Nagai, professor at the
Nagasaki Faculty of Medicine,
died in 1951 at the age of 43 from
the effects of the atom bomb ex-
plosion which destroyed his town
in 1945. His eyewitness account
is extracted from a book pub-
lished in the Federal Republic of

Stimme des Menschen (The Voice
of Mankind) by Hans Walter Bahr
(R. Piper and Co. publishers,
Munich), it is an anthology of let-
ters from all parts of the world
written between 1939 and 1945 by
men and women who lost their
lives as a result of the Second

Germany

in 1961.

Entitled Die World War.

Letter from Nagasaki

by Takashi Nagai

reaction of those who could still move

was either to remain where they had
been at the time of the explosion or to flee
immediately. Those who stayed where they
were—either to help injured friends orto try to
save their apartment, office or factory—were
quickly hemmed in by the flames and
perished along with those they had wanted to
save. When the fire came closer, we took
refuge on the hill near our hospital. In this way
my neighbours and | escaped death by a
hair's-breadth.

Here and there we came across medical
students and nurses lying on the ground. We
picked them up and carried them alittle further
up the hill, out of reach of the fire. All the time |
was urging those around me to move faster.

| had a gash on the right temple and was
losing a lot of blood. Eventually | collapsed.
When | came to, | found that | was lying in the
grass beneath the billowing eddies of the
atomic cloud. | was suffering terribly from my
wound and had to grit my teeth to overcome
the pain. Then | began to think about my wife.
If she were still alive, | told myself, she would
have already joined me.

Next day, looking down from the hill behind
the clinic, | could see the ruins of my house.

DIRECTLY after the bomb exploded, the
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Nothing remained of Urakami but a great pile
of white ashes. Nothing moved, wherever one
looked, in the clear morning light.

1 had seen my beloved faculty and all the
students to whom | was so attached engulfed
in a flash by the flames. My wife was now
nothing but a little heap of charred bones
which | collected one by one in the ruins of our
house. Her remains weighed no heavier than
a parcel you might send through the post. She
had died in the kitchen.

As for me, “atomic sickness” in its most
acute form now added its effects to those of
the long-standing illness caused by my re-
search into X-rays. This, along with the injury
to my right side, completely disabled me. By
an extraordinary piece of luck, three days
earlier our two children had been sent to their
grandmother in the mountains and were thus
safe and sound.

Never before had | found my work as a
scientist such a painful burden. Leaning on a
stick, my body covered with wounds which
hampered my movements, | began with great
effort to climb mountains and cross rivers in
order to visit my patients. | kept this up for two
months. Then | was struck down by a violent
attack of atomic sickness and had to give up
my medical work altogether.

Those of us who suffered the bombing had
no idea at all of what an atomic bomb could
be. | myself never thought for a moment that
the bomb meant anything so cataclysmic,
even though | was right underneath the
mushroom cloud. | thought it was just a super-
bomb, or something similar. It was only when
the cloud began to spread out and disperse
and the sunlight (which it had completely blot-
ted out) began to filter through again until it
was bright enough for me to see something,
that | looked around and said to myself: “It's
the end of the world.”

The rest of the world cried out in horror:
“The atomic bomb must never be used
again.”

Andyet | hear that some people do not think
the bomb is as terrible as all that, or that it
must never be used in any circumstances: “A
city is never entirely destroyed...,” they say.
“There are always some survivors. ... Radio-
activity disappears in time. ... It's only a new
weapon, more effective than any used before.
.." More effective! ... What do they know
aboutit, the people who talk like this? |

November 1975
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