
AND THE GODS DID NOT AVENGE US
(A Shor t Story)

By

Manthia Diawara

And • .:o folks coul d not sp eak Kandinka . My -o t her was a
Karaka housewi fe who used to go to t he aa r ke t pTac e wi thout
wea r i ng any -a keup . It was fashio nabl e then, all'(lng t he Mandinlt.a
women , to put cbo'le on the ir eyebrows. My ec t her had tribal
~rks: --three ver t i cal sca r s on both cheeks and three chips
on her forehead . When s he spo ke Mandinka , she always ended her
sentences with some Maraka wo rds. Al l the WOIIlt'n in the mar ket ­
pl ace knew she was a forei gner .

And my fri ends ca ll ed me the "'araka boy. I did not l ike
t hat. My father was very ta ll , and crippled in the right l eg .
He walked very fas t to hi s destinati ons and did not have the
elegance or nonchalance which we re the trademarks of the Han ­
dinka men. When my fri ends sa w him coming, they always said ,
"t here is the Hdraka ma n." I did not like that either.

My father spo ke some Fr ench ; he used to work as a trans­
la to r fo r the Belgians who had buying o ff ices for the diamond
busi ness. The Handin ka boys did not betteve ..y father coul d
speak proper French , and th ey al wayS laughed at the way he
sa i d Mlll bec ll e ,- i nstead o f -llIIb~c l1 e. -

Diall'(lnd busi ness was good t hen i n Kankan ; . y fa t her was
generous wi t h his IIOney. He used t o di str ibute one (r anc each
t o lilt' and . y fri ends, and say "renez lies eereets , ec ee t ee -vecs
en des bonbons. M We spent our IlOney on -oyies at th at t i-e.
but it was use l ess to tell hi. th at we were not goi ng to buy
ca ndy.

My bigges t pain was t o see lIy friends hi di ng the ir faces
behi nd each other, cho ki ng th ei r l a ughter , pr essi ng t heir eye­
lids and exclaillli ng what French Illy fa t he r had j us t spo ken. They
a rgued that the -en" had no bus i nes s there, that the - YOUSM
was supposed to be be fo re th e Mal l ez .M Al t hough I coul d under­
sta nd Fr ench mysel f , T did not have a say beca use I was not
for t unate enough t o go to school. Every afternoo n, when he came
f rom work, my fa t her stopped at t he butcher and bought the best
part of t he beef . Al l the neighbo r s knew that. I was proud of
it.

In Janua ry 1958, the Ramadan feast that my parents cel e­
br at ed was our s ix t h one In Kankan. Ka nka" was the bi9gest city
and the busines s cent er o f Gui nea. It attracted Euro peans from
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Belgium, Fra nce and Holland; Pakistani Indians, Leba nes e people
and Africans f rom neighboring cou ntri es (Maraka f rom Mal i , Wolof
f rom Senega l , a nd Hausa from Nigeria). The diamo nd holes were
dug by the Ma ra ka men and the Hause men who sold the diamonds
at a cheaper price to the Senega lese and Lebanese men, who
turned them over to the white men to be sb tpped to Europe. Tile
Man d1nka men's position was the most enviable; they dressed i n
thei r best clothes to pray at the l1osque; t hey lay on the sand
and took thei r na ps unde r the shadows of big mango trees. They
collected the rent from fo reigners, sent their sons to scboc'l ,
and married new wives every yea r. Tile Mandi nka women had a re­
putat ion for worshiping their men. They put wa rm water in the
batllroom fo r their baths, knelt down to give them water to dri nk,
a nd fa nned them when th ey were Ilot. The Ma ndi nka women were
also known for their hard work; they went to the ma rketplace
every day to sell tnetr merchandise and came back in the eve ning
to chop the wood and cook the food. My mother had no r espect
for them. She said that a Ma r a ka woman would never chop wood
while there was one man a round. That used to make my father
smile contentedly.

My father used to lodge many Ma r a ka men in our house.
When they came from diggi ng diamond hol es, they washed up and
my mother put down a big calabash of couscous, and we al l sat
around and ate. The Maraka men ate as fast as hungry mules.
I always wanted to take my sllare of the meat first, but my
fa tiler forbade me because it was against etiquette. My mother
also warned me against it: she said that the life force of one
of the Maraka men might be against my personality and could
harm me. If we all had ou r eyes fixed on one piece of meat in
the dish and I happened to pick it up first, the ~raka man
whose life fo rce was more powerful than mine could make the
piece of meat stick in my throat. She said that the situation
was even worse in the case of fish; it was the bones that stuck
i n people's throats then. Every morning. before the Maraka men
left for the dl ilmorid holes , they gave my mother fifty francs
each for dinner . Then they chewed their kola nuts and left.
:oIy friends asked me if they were all my brothers. I said no.

My mother was ab le to cook dinner with half of the money
they gave her and save the rest. She sent some to her parents
i n Mali and she said that she was saving .t ne remaining money for
t he celebration of my circumcision. My father did not take the
mo ney from my mother like the Handinka men did from their women.
He was the only tlaraka man working with the white men. and that
ga ined him the respect of the Mandinka men. He went to pray at
t he Mos que at least two times every day, and he put me i nt o the
Koranic school where I ha"d to memorize the Koran verse after
verse. My father was very particular about that; every week he
came to the hearth and inquired about my progress. At that time,
my teacher would have me rec ite my verse loudly with the Mandinka
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acce nt th at I had mas t er ed . He would comment on my deft ness
t o my father and say t hat r praised Alla h l i ke an Arab. My
fat her woul d gi ve hi m some money and smile contentedly.

The f irs t mo nt hs of t he Koranic sc hool wer e fun . The
Mand i nka boys we re on vacati on f rom th e whi t e ma n's school and
t heir par ents had s ent th em t o l ea r n some of the Ko ran . My
frie nds were not i nt eres t ed i n l ear ni ng th e Kora n; it was th e
cow-muscle -ent wi ned whi p t hey feared . The t eacher wh ipped them
every time thei r t ongue sli pped. I was a ble t o lea rn faster
tha n th e ~and inka boys, so t he teacher handed me the whi p and
made me s uper viso r of t he ot her studen t s . Although I was not
bra ve enough to beat t hem, I was pro ud o f mys el f. When I i nform­
ed my mo ther of my promotion , s he sai d i t was onl y natural be­
caus e I was a Mar a ka boy.

Soon came t~e t ime when the white man' s scho ol re-opened.
My f ri ends were gl ad t o go back . They sa i d that one could not
l ea r n anyt~ ing but bor in g verse s at t he hearth, whereas at t~e

Euro pea n sc hool , a f t er a year, one coul d write his own name and
even wri t e letters t o his frie nds . They sa id if I thou ght I
was pre tty smar t , they woul d like t o s ee me at the white mdn 's
sc hool. Ther e th ey read ni ce s tori es . and when they got tired
o f that, t hey did add i tion, subtr ac tio n, and mul t i plicat i on.
They s aid t ha t th ose t hin gs requi red a rea l brai n. I l ost i n­
teres t at the heart h and consta ntl y pic tu r ed myself at the
other sc hool. My tea cher s t ar t ed fl oggin g me . His whi p cut all
ove r my back because he said th at t he devil had entered under
my s ki n and he had to let it out. I t ol d my mo t her t hat I wanted
to go t o t he ot her schoo l . She loo ked at me for a l ong t i me,
then sai d th at my fa ther did not want me t o .

Genera l de Gaul l e was com i ng to Guin ea on August 27 , 1958 .
Although his pl ane wa s only goi ng to sto p at Conakry , th e capital
of t he co unt ry , hi s arriva l was to be cel ebra t ed everywher e . In
Kankan , th ey swept the st r eets and watered t hem t o prevent the
dust f rom r ising . I sa w t r ucks wit h ci s t er ns on their backs from
whi ch wat er spat ti re l ess ly. My mot her sai d t hat they would not
bel ieve her when s he said t hat white peopl e 's imita tio n o f the
rai n was cheap. Fo r , sh e we nt on , who could ca ll th i s rain coe ­
pared to God's whi ch dropp ed fr om an immac ula t e and dr y s ky? r
sai d t hat was not . t he point; my fr iends t ol d me t hat ra in was
not hin g but cl ouds i n the s ky. She sla pped me and sa i d that I
was getti n9 evil.

There wer e Fre nch flags wavin g on t op o f every 9rass -thatc hel
roo f. The r ed o f t he fl ags r em in ded me of the time when the roofs
were on fir e . Th e peopl e pai nt ed white th e trunk s of all the
ma ngo t re es al ong the s t reet. At nig ht the whi t e tru nks l ooked
l ik e the dead ar is en on judgment day. From bl ock to bl ock there
wer e long whi t e clo ths hangin g above t he s t re et ; each end was
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tied to the branches of the mango trees on either side of the
st reet . I t was written in red on thos e cloths: "Bienvenu
Han Gine ral de Gaulle."

I was the only Haraka boy who could march with the Mandinka
boys on recept ion days. Most of the Maraka men did not know their
right frOlI their left in French. J could speak French before I
went to European school: the '1araka men paid me money to march
in French for thE!lll. 1 did not know all the words of ~All o ns en­
fants de la patrie ,~ but I could sing it using my mouth as a
tr~pet. I always began the ~rch like they did in the a~y;

t said loudly, "Ahhhh vcs gardes:" I saluted the invisible
co-ander and said, "Gauche. gauche. gauche:- After t got used
to beating the floor with .y left foot and s teul teneous'ly raising
.y left al"ll to slap.y thigh. 1 shouted , -Gauche, drci te , gauche.
droite, gauche . erot te." I. explained in Maraka that I was saying,
-Left , right. left, right . left. rig/lt." Then 1 tru-peted the
French h,.n until the corners of II}' -auth were white with .y
saliva. and sweat ran down beht nd lIy ears. The Maraka Ilen
laug/led until tears call(' to their eyes and they slapped each
others' hands swearing that I was sOllething else. When they
finally beca-e serious again, they shook their heads and said
it was a shall(' I had becoll(' a co-edian like the ~andinka boys.
1 was happy for that co.pllll('nt.

Our unffo,. for the -.arch were designed by La.ine who was
ares f dent of the "Co.ite" des Jeunes ." Lalline was the brother of
one of II}' friends whose nalle was Kola. Kola told us that La.ine
studied In France: he knew everything because he learned it frQII
the white .en meeserves . J was especially i.pressed by our ne'll
unffol'1lS since Laef ne said that they representee the French flag.
We had blue tennis shoes. white shorts , and red shirts. The
coeet ttee delivered the un;fol'"llS to every family and our fathers
paid for the- . Kola and J were the seee height . so Lantne said
that we would lead the Nrch in front of the boys. We were to
hold a board on which was written , "Soyez Ie bf envenu, mon genera1. "
I was very excited by the news: I, a Maralla boy, would be leading
all the boys in the presence of everybody. Kola said that he had
arranged the whole thing with his brother: J thanked him and gave
hill five francs . Solie Handlnl:a boys said that J would mix my
steps and humiliate everybody, but 1 kne'll I would be fine.

When 1 went to bed the night before de Gaulle 's arrival,
had a dream. 1 was dead and everybody was at judgment day.
When the verdict was passed . I followed unconsciously those who
were going to hell. My mother shouted at me and said that I was
supposed to be In the other l in e . I woke up confused and afraid ,
for 1 did not know whether 1 had changed 1ines. I went back to
sleep hoping that the dream would come back so I could find out
which way 1 went. It was importa nt for me to f ind out; T did
not want to go to hell. But the dream did not come back.
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My -o t her woke me up at si~ o'clock and said that My
water was ready in the bathrooM. I washed and put on My um -,
fom. I t was then seven o ' cl ock and My parents ' house was, as
usua l , full o f Maraka me n who came to take their breakfast be ­
fore t aklng off for t he dia-ond Mi nes . As I walked out to jo1 n
lIy friends , a Maraka lIIa n sa id , "rou l ook like a Mandinka boy. -

-ue will be a Mandinh boy if he doesn 't s low down , · said
II\Y mother .

They all laughed, then my father s a i d , "Never , I'd rather
put him i n th e dtammd mines first."

I like being compared to Ha nd1nka boys or to white boys.
My Handinka he ro was S/! kou Toure. Some people considered Sekou
tour e" a r ebel , a child who was not a fraid of breaking the r ul es .
Peopl e had s een h;1II break ma ny r ules; each time they had crossed
t hei r aT"ll5. and genero usly wa i ted for solllt'thi ng t o happen to hi M.
But nothi ng ha ppened . Once he callie to Kanh n , dressed in a
white unifo"" and r id ing in a j eep . He t hr ew ca ndi es to us ki ds ;
whil e we were t ackl i'!9 each oth er and grabbi ng for the Ctndy, he
sho ut ed "Vi ve l 'Un1t~ Africaine . A bas la r-e nee: Non ala
co l onisation:" Peopl e could not believe t he ir ears; how could
anybody say t hat ? The SMa rt ones j us t SMi led ; they knew his
time was not l ong t o come . Then t hey could say . "What did I
tell you?"

But S~ kou Tour~ surv ived all t hes e abominati ons . He was
like white peopl e themselves; when they came t o Afr i ca and
sta rted burn in g our gods and thraShing our priests , we tho ught
t hat the t hunder was going t o strike them . We were st ill wa H­
ing, for our gods had not avenged us yet. ~y fat her and my
teacher at the hearth sa i d th at Allah was the mos t powerfu l of
all gods , but even Allah di d not seetll t o lIIi nd the whHe people .
sbou Tour e was th e only pers on who def i ed white people. He
was s pecial and that was why I l ik ed hiM.

By seven t hirty I had jo i ned My friends . We Ma r ched to­
wa rds t he airpor t . As we approached. o t her gro ups of boys and
gi rls llle rged with us on t he Boulevard du Soldat Inconnu . We
were all colo rs . li ke a f iel d o f co r n besi de a f ield of Mil l e t
and a plantation of pi neappl es. The dus t rose f l"Oll the s t OM P­
i ng of our fee t, coveri ng our needs and our eyelashes . It was
sa id th at lamine ~ade a bl under by or der i ng our shoes in the
colo r blue ; t he Fren ch n ag was red. wh ite , and gr een . Who eve r
heard of red. white, and blue ? But it did not matter. By t he
t ime we got to the airpo rt , everything we had on was colo re d
brown by the dust.

At the a i rpo r t some men came and reor de red us i nto a new
line . Lemtne was as ked t o s t ep aside, and we were t ol d to put
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down our signs of "Soyez l e bt envenu Jolo n GenE!'ral de Gaulle."
New s 19ns were ra ised up. Some sa 1d "vtve 1 -unt te Afr1ca 1ne , "
"Non au Colo nlalisme, " "La Guin6e Tndependante, " "Non a de
Gaulle, · ~Vfye L'Alglr1e; et c .• Othe rs were flags, red , yellow
and gr een , pictures of Sekou rou re , Nkr~h, Luml.l'l1ba, etc .
Laetne , our leader, was qutet ; we imitated him.

It was very hot. The new signs were absorbing the sun
IHe young planhtlons of corn and a111et at sunrise. It was
hard to stare at the s1gns for a long t t... The heat seeeec
to be COIling froll thell and the sun. I wanted to see what each
o f theta safd. There were tears in ay eyes. At eleven o'clock
the plane calle out of the clouds and flew ove r us. We raised
our heads and looked at It liS it grew slloll1er and seat t er . At
that tillt' a -.an roll~d ~Non, Non, Noooon:" pointing to the
van1shing plane. Without knowing , we iaitated the aan and
echoed "Non, Non, Noooooon:"

The MOrning after de Gaulle's visit th e Karaka lien brushed
their teeth with little sticks of wood called cure·dents. I
was the only person in ay faa11y to use a toothbrush aTll:! paste.
As the Karaka lien Ch~d on their pieces of wood and spat lonq
j e ts of saliva out of the door of ~ par-ents.' house, they pulled
out of their qown pockets bundles of handkerchieves full of
different kinds of dlalllOnds. I like to put diallOnds, like the
Maraka lien. i n ~ pala, squeeze SOIlt' le.on juice on theta and
apply ay other pal . on top to rub theta with all ay strenqth
until they were clean.

My MOt her ' s grfot once se td th llt the dlalllOnds were of
three categories just like WOllen. He called the industrial
diaMOnds, which were saall and black and which the Maraka lien
na~ed ~rthless, " "Tubabu-Muso· or white woman. The diamonds
i n between, salll1 and greenish white, were called "Handi nka­
Huso· or Mandlnka wORdn. The last ones, which were the color
of clear water and the shape of carved thi ngs, the ones which
could send the 1-1araka lien hoee with their pockets full of IIlOney.
the ones which had more followers than the Christian god and
were as rare as the r a i n in the sahel, those my mother's griot
called "Haraka-Muso " or Maraka woman. I did not like griots;
t he Handinka boys said they were flatterers and parasites who
l ived off other people.

That morning, after de Gaulle's visit , as my eo mer brought
i n the breakfast, a Ha raka man asked my father what he thought
of the visit .

"Eh! Didn't you hear your-s el ( the radio say that Sekcu
Tour! spoiled it?" my (ather said. frowni ng.

"1 heard that lie did not even welcome de Gaulle in our
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t ra di t ional Af r i can waYi he did not even give hi m time t o rest.
He began sp ea ki ng as soo n as t he ma n got off the plane , " said
one Maraka man.

I took t hat as my turn to s pea k and I sai d, ~And he Sill d
to de Gaulle: ' non: Nous pr€fero ns l a l ibert; dans 1a pauvrete
l l' opul ence da ns la servr t uoe;" J had memo ri zed these l ines
th e previous ni ght with my Mandinka boy fr fend s . J was proud
of my del ive ry of it to th e Haraka men.

"Get out of my house :" my father s hout ed , rushi ng t oward
t he cor ner where he kept the whi p. The Har aka men calmed him
down . One of t hem as ked , "Wher e did he lea rn Fren ch l ike thi s ?"

"That's not wh a t wor r i es me ," sai d my fa t her . " It 's how
he uses French agai nst Fr ench peopl e, like th a t S~ ko u Tour l;
th a t ' s what worri es me. What ca n S€kou Tour~ do but br i ng us
all t roub le, behaving as he does with Genera l de Gaull e?"

"What does he wan t ?" as ked my fathe r 's griot .

"Independence , isn't that it papa?" sa id I put t i ng it i n
the form of a question so my fa t her would not thi nk t ha t I was
defyi ng him. I knew what indepe ndence meant.

"Wha t 's Independence?" as ked one Mara ka man.

"To chase all the whi t e people out o f Guinea ," answered
another Mar aka man.

"But we need white peopl e to buy our dialllO nds :" said
another.

"Slkou Tou r~ lacks responsibility and he does no t ca re
wha t happens to us ," my fa th er said.

"What I don' t understa nd is: how can he cha se white peopl e
all by himself? Where has he bee n keeping that power ? Ha ve
the guns wi t h whi ch th e French co nque red our ances to rs gone
numb? What ki nd of wea pon is S ~kou Tour e f i ght ing with ?" my
father's griot said.

"He ' s not chas i ng t hem," my fat he r s a id. "Yo u know th at
no one has the power i n Africa t o chase whi tes . They a r e leav in g
because they are tired of us , o f men l i ke Nkr uma h and sekou
Toud. " My father did not li ke Kwame Nkrl.lllah whom he t hought
started the irrespons ible rebell i on agai ns t t he whites .

"Why did de Gaulle come here the n, " as ked a Maraka ma n.

"Didn't you hea r on the r adi o ?" my father said. "They
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it will be
NkrUClldh di d

I heard that

said that he ca~ because he cares about Africa. Responsible
and well educated Africans like Se nghor and Houphouet Bo igny
begged Ginlral de Gaulle to COR . Being very educated the-­
selves , Senghor and 80igny know that Afr ica is not ready for
independence . They begged 'ItlO Ginlral' to wait until other
Afr icans are as educated as Senghor and 80i gny t o be doctors
and professors . Then Africans can get thei r i ndependence.
Se kou Toure who has not had enough education l acks this kind
o f vts ton."

"So wha t' s goi ng to happen now 1~ a Mar aka man asked .

"Gl ner al de Gaulle is upse t, " said my father. "He s ai d
that SEkou To ur e could have Guinea . He swore that Sl kou Toure
would be sorry and would one day crawl on his knees to beg for
forgiveness . I bel ieve that we will all be sor ry because of
his i r r es pons ibl e ac t. "

- It ....s t have been a ~ight t o s..ee a tall aa n as de Ga ull e
upse t by a black ..n like Se kou Toure who I heard was dressed
i n a trad itional al l wh ite costume l ike hi s great gr andfather
Sa.,ry Toure". It seees like ol d t i ..es again . I wonder if there
were SOlIe griots tt.ere to tell of the scene1~ asked II)' father ' s
grio t.

- I f you call thl<;; a victory twil l <;'IIY thllt
sho r t - 1i v ed ,~ sa i d Illy father. "rou see i n Ghana ,
the same th i ng a year ago ; he al ready regrets it.
Ghanaians want to go back to British rule. "

I knew why my fat her did not l i ke S~kOU Tour~ and Nk rumah.
The Mandinka boys sa i d that when Guinea became independent they
woul d do as the Ghanaians did after their independence . They
would kick out white people and all the Africans who worked
fo r thell . The Mandinh boys sa id th at the Maraka lien were not
Guineans. They were dta.,nd th ieves for the wh ite peopl e. The
Mand inka people lllanted the dta~nds fo r thees el ves . The Fr ench
rad io and the . ri ca n radi o had all said that s'ekou Tou re would
kick out everybody and des t roy t he count ry ' s wealth . That was
why . y fa t her was upset .

I knew that we would be f ine after i ndependence . S ~kou
Tour t spo ke on the ra dio fo r nin e hours and s ai d that after
Ghana and Gu inea i t would be the turn o f ot her Afri can countries
t o become independent . Then there llloul d not be a Gui nea or a
Gha na or a Mali . There would be an Africa. Every Afri can
would feel at home wherever he mi ght be . s l kou Tourt sa id that
I t wa s white people who divided Afr ica . After they left, Africa
woul d be reu nited again. He said that Africans who were not
yet i ndependent c9 ul d come to Ghana and Gui nea. If my father
had lis t ened t o Se kou Tourt on the r adi o i ns t ea d o f the Fr ench
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and t he America n r adios, he would have been less worr i ed and
less upse t about him. He woul d have known also t hat S ~kou Tourl
was not acai ns t hi m. I knew that th e Ma ra ka me n woul d be fine
after ind e pendence. And I woul d be fi ne t oo; I miqht even be
able to qo to school and become educate d as the Mandinka men.
I liked the way shOll To u r~ defi ed de Gaull e. The rad io sa i d
that t here were otll er bl ack men li ke lumumba. Nyere re. and
Modibo Keita who wer e defyi nq white cec cte and as kt nq fo r
thei r independence. My fa t he r ' s griot sa id that it was li ke
old times again. Black heroes were r i s i ng once agai n.

Ihe t day after de Ga ulle 's visit, when I went to t he
hearth, I recited my verses unti l my t eacher went to s l eep i n
his chair. Zenebu and I s lipped int o his room, to play mo","y
and daddy under his bed. Zenebu was the only child of my
teecner.wnc had four wives. My t eache r was overweight , and
my friends sa id that he could not make babies: t hey doub ted if
Zenebu was his real daughter. He had a bicyc l e that he made
the students wash every morning. But the doctor had fo rbidden
him to ride it becaus e of his we i ght . He loved Zenebu and ne ve r
beat her. I f we did not recite our verses correctly, he always
beat the devil out of us. Zenebu always stuc k her to ngue out
at him when he ask ed he r to rec i t e her verse. He used to sit
i n his chair and 90 to s leep until the sun chased all th e sha ­
dows and burned his skin.

When all the students left and the women went to the
ma rketplace, Zenebu and I used to go under my teacher 's bed a nd
play moJJl11y and daddy. I had 'seen Gary Cooper and Samson and
[)elilah , so I kiss ed Zenebu. We a lways made a lot of noi se
even when we did no t wan t to. We want ed t he blan ket to cover
all of us, yet we wer e uncovered whenever we moved. Zenebu
said that I was supposed to pee on her but it always made me
hurt inside after J had forced myself to pee.

The a ft e r noon afte r de Gaulle's visi t , Zenebu and J wen t
to her mother's room to pl ay mommy and daddy aga in. We were
sitting fac in g each other when Zenebu's mothe r came f rom th e
well with her bucke t of wat er on he r head . I had my back t ur ned
to the door and did not see her soon enough. Her voice was
shaky when she called out to my mother and sa id, "tooe at your
son climbi ng on my daughter."

"Give him a s lap and he won't do i t any mo r e," my mother
said. Zenebu 's mother poured the bucket full of wat e r on me
and slapped me on my back. I r an i n the yard and peopl e
sta rted la ughi ng at me . J wanted t o cry but was too ashamed.
Then it dawned on me that I was a big ma n now. I s hould be
out doi ng gro wn-up thi ngs , not playing mommy and daddy li ke
babi es .

That was th e ye ar de Gaull e visited Guinea, and ••..
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