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themgel
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& fenuine Iniarest,

dn” chief of Spotlighi, member
of the mission to  Afviea, the

Jaureatz, a3 cne might iy, of:
the PP, one of the very few
resident West Indian novelists,
and a wriler who has made his
fictions out of the pressurss of

e

a felt history, Mr, Reid mskes
it possiple, too, for one to fe-

ol

cug a couple of relevant
servations on  the
ireatment of race and poli

‘New Day' (which frst apg

1939)  has for iis .o

theme the evolution of politi.

3] Jamaica from the MMorant

¥ uph gown o 1544;
“The Leopard™ dramatises. a
personal crisis during the pe~
riod of Mau-Mauw. ‘New Day’
has.the further interest (ahdl
vaiue) of bBeing written in
style whose basic rhytlms
normally these of Jamalcap
dialect, There can be litilal
doubt, either. of its superiority.!
t¢ “The Leopard,.

First, a word avout the dizlect..
it may hive helped fo senvince
many readers (snd more nom,
veaders) that Vie Reld conidn's
possibly ba a2 responsible nge:
velist—there is far foo wmuch|
of an Inbibited silbness, any-|
way, where dialect s concerna!
ef. Disiect (e, Wrickicherry |
Finw’) has subtle end vivid i’
terary possibilitics — zomme of
which ‘New Day’ employs with
considerable skill, On the othsr
hand the dialect there i for-|
malised, ¢ |

It succesds, in its way, by virtue|
ol the ienacily with which its'
rhythms are imposed ¢h  the
raader, It gathers him inte the!

I* narrative, establishes the rea].'

ity of the Campbell family and

yet for long siretehes deadens|
him'into a sluggish imperci-!
pience. ‘Is remember I remem.
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I *This

_ents) were-rezl aad m

tered: the
thelv

1y
remember

bar’ and  ‘ey2s maiing Iour’:
one has 2 little too much of it,
so that the cumdtlative efiect

Yore

to them mij

fate of themn  end
nity ‘was genuine

g. Any rcadeor. wil
his first encounte:

with the father; the scene &f

is of a language as deliberste, ier the church service: the
ag zitiiicial, a8 literary, as Pa. [yyvepr-gmniscient) narrator
radise Lost. ) stealing mangoes on ithe Cus.

tos' property; the atlack ¢n

Real and moving -

springs, I think, partly indeed, ino

(Continued on PAGE 19)

the Court-House and so forth

st of  tne section

from Vie Reid's relation, hig" dealing with the wprising. And
private relation, to his theme. it isn’t 2 matter of ifs ®zing a
For me the Camtbell family more ditamatie historigal epi-
{{ill the massacre of the ‘. sode than anything elze in the

WEsT

Vic Reids

{Cantinued froxe PAGE 14) f
hook it’s a  matter 62
sing raore real, the place Lr'c]

.. people, the evenis. |

Nearly every thme X an: in ﬁéﬁt‘.
part of the world, the buek

/ gomen into my miud, Kewever,
the business ‘¢of e lililes com~,
wignity esisblishing st on/|
one of the Cays has nofhing!
like so mueh o recommend it
The underlying dingnosis (th
addiction o gelif-righicousne
of poditical heroes) iz subi
rewarding enough,

But Vie Reid’s account hasr
the guthority, hasn't the insigl
to give it much weight in the
fction. 1t reads like a Zill,
for = period when there wa
a shortage of histery. (Capta
Adzrm Grantley, indeedl}) An
the last section — the twe
tieth century — reads like
Combination of ‘Gone Wit
The Wind and & House Histo

The politics may be accura
(though it's all & bit foo paf)
but the fction s dull. Garth
Camphell, the lawyer., remains
as thinly anomymous a3 most
political celebrities. The axiom
here i¢ ‘never irusi the artist
trust the tale’, CGordon, Paul
Bogle, and the life of '65 are
imazinatively =alive for the
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novelist and Mor:mt'Bay has
the qyality of a moving perso-

nal ode, The politics of the
twentieth century hasn’t —and
imaginative delicacy is replaced
by z sort of tart complacency.
., {see e.z. My, Reid's intreduc.
tion to the number cf the Tam.
arack Review devoted to West
Indian® writing, I'm sure the
‘nistory is accursie; but ?_I’rp
equally sure thgt Mz, Reid’s
Jeaden irony does him no good
—save with an audience that
locks for that kind of thing)

Grave disappointment

"THE LEOPARLIF came io me as
a grave disappoiniment. Nasty,
brutish and short The kind ‘of
abhreviated stylistle  artifice
for which ong stores up ex-
pressions ke ‘four de forcel.
The' white man is an impos.
sible cavicatype; the sex is con.
ventional an¥ rather zelf-ap.!
proving: the African is as un~
likely 29 pomeone oul of Ronald
Fairbark. And the business

‘making beautiful’
Swiich miesns g¢arving somecne!

not bscause i happens.to be

Sy 5 sy e
irealment.

Realism? No, an implicit jeer. It

'NST,TUTE .OF

J

the white Kenyans. who get if,,
by and laerge, here, but b
cause dV's « shoney, CL 'courss
the half-wittzd ca? or a plant.
_er has to be ‘made beautiful’
affer evacuating his bowels.

S.

11 secems to me to constitute

responsible dealing with 2
mplex and fragic situation,

fie obvious contrast is sup-
ied by the REhodesian no=
axlist  Dorig. Lessing’s “The
Grass is Singing’, There the
Xeusions between white and
loured impact with engaging
force because Miss Lessing is
imaginatively fair and res-
nsive, All her characters are
lowed to Iive—2s do Dan
cobsan's in his short novel
g Dance in the Sun', The poli-
tical and raclal sympathies of
ese two are evident—but they
ork with people, and experi-
ces. not with racial cliches.
can’t wrile novels with no-
Bing but the aspirations of an
&gry liveral — finally, your
WPesponses will be highly b
eral. You must feel your cha-
raciers in xil their realily, in
all {heir private complexily.
It you don’t then what yom
write is bozus.

‘The, Leopard’ may be alright for
the politically selferighteous
with pretensions to liferature;
it certainly dsn't for anyone
with a concern for the possi-
bilities of fiction, nor more im-
partially for anyone®who has
& feelimg for human beings —
not just those that are like
oneself, ;

Negative solution

And as for style? Who really
feels the pain of Nebu's wound
amid. the exotically insistent
imagery that surrounds it?
‘Who fesls the jungle, the leo-

ard, the rain, and so forth %o
be {herve, in the book, to be
more than a gaudy prose? Who!
¢an honestly say he is faced|

& more than a gilded!

g Afrvican of elabo-

= sensibility ‘ver-

ebu has (o carry about
him. His role could ‘be thag'

Sunday Gleaner, July 9, 1961.
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B mpeanand politics

of mgging‘judge of a collec~
- iive vespemsidbility. But I dond
say hig with faveh cenvickion,!
though I ©ind moving Nebu's!
waning sirengtn shkackled }0’7
the spitefui impotence of the
boy; and Nebu's inabilily "to
use itne rifie, the symbol of,
white supremacy. F
However, my expression was ‘sl
grave dissppointment’. It is;
disappolnting fo find Vie B-eid't
with his eveeative sympathid
fer wnetual people a5 weo mest
them in ihe #frst sectiod- of|
‘New Day’, sucousidiag {o cals-'
gories, te zbstracliots, which|
malke the problem ke envisages
in “The Leopard” capable of
only a negative solution. If the
complex of subtly varied isstesj
whick we call {ke solour prob-.'
lem is ever ‘solved then the
next major problem ig erly.%
te be the afiermain of the we-:
tution: - » “Trg
What io feel about each other{
when the brute realities and!
the savage inequalities are fi-
nzlly removed. = Doesn’ ongyr
know it even now in one’s or~ &
dinary relations, in one's ore|
dinary exchanges — the plea.| =
saniness, the courtesy, and tha

coldly detached, Fhilistine aso|
segsment underneath? IY's a

rich fleld for & novelist, given! '
the resources the novelist fas;l
resources whaich Vie. Reid, in
The Leopard” misuges, thus
coniributing neither to poﬁ‘! L
tics nor fiction. One hopes for
the restitution of what is ege
sentislly a wigorously humane
talent, - .
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